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Chapter One

“Crap,” I hissed to myself as I almost tripped over an empty cardboard box.

My feet caught up to me as the female witch checked over her shoulder to make sure no one was following her. Erm, sorry witch.

“No, I don’t know anyone who’s interested,” she said into her phone.

She stood in front of the small independent cinema, waiting for the doors to open. It was the middle of the week at the time between work and going out. Most people would be polishing their appearances, but not me. No, I was tailgating a young witch who had the intelligence of a mouse. Wait, that wasn’t very fair on the mouse.

“I told you to leave me alone.”

Standing against the wall on the opposite side of the road, I was tucked behind railings that led to the front door of a town house. Just out of sight. 

The witch was a person of interest in the most recent case of the Hunted Witch Agency. Okay, so maybe I shouldn’t have been out hunting on my own, but I was bored. When Justina had ordered me to take a week off to recover from my loss of witch magic, I might have rebelled a bit.

“I’m not doing it again. The way you treat people, its vile!”

Oh, witchy knew a posh word. Maybe it was time I approached her to find out exactly who she was talking to. Her file had warned me that she was connected to the London coven, so she had a lot of protection. However, her previous befriending of a couple of the witches that had gone missing made her a person of interest. And hearing her conversation, I would bet my life that the person on the other end of the phone was a leader in the slave trade ring.

The doors to the cinema opened, a young male employee grinning at the witch as she slipped inside. Her blonde ponytail swung as she laughed at something he said. She had obviously been there before, plenty of times.

Sliding out from my hiding place, I crossed the road, my hand automatically tapping my black leather jacket to make sure my dagger was still there. It had become a habit, especially since my witch magic had been severed.

Shaking my head, I ignored the pang that settled in my chest. Denial was a beautiful thing when whatever it was you were denying didn’t catch up to you.

“There’s my favourite partner,” a deep voice said from behind me.

My footsteps faltered just as they landed on the pavement in front of the cinema. The skin on my arms prickled, making me want to rub them. But, I wouldn’t. I couldn’t show weakness to Gerard. Ever.

“What are you doing here?” I said without turning.

If I saw his face, my demeanour would crumble, and I wouldn’t be able to hold myself together. Because, you know, I’d been doing a great job all week.

“I’m checking up on you. I thought I might have heard from you at least once.” His sulky tone made me slowly turn.

“Well...” I sucked in a breath as I faced him. “...I’m not surprised you missed me. It’s quite common for anyone who gets to know me.”

He stood with his hands in his jeans pockets. His black shirt hugged his muscles, right where my arms should be. And, yet, I couldn’t bring myself to go near him. Not that I’d have any right to touch him, we’d only shared one kiss.

“How are you?”

There it was... the pity. Ugh. That was exactly why I hadn’t wanted to speak to anyone from the agency.

Biting my bottom lip, I ran my gaze over his hair. Mousey brown, sticking up on top, short at the sides. His lips, a little full, but not too much. The line of his jaw, strong, clenched almost all of the time. And those grass green eyes. Big, but not enough to remind me of an alien. He was just plain hot.

“I’m... going to watch a film, so I’ll have to catch up with you later.” 

Ignoring the wave of his tattooed arm as he tried to stop me from leaving, I stormed through the doors.

The foyer wasn’t very busy, the rush of people not expected for another thirty minutes. A pretty tune played in the background, reminiscent of traditional movie theatres. It wasn’t often a little gem like this place still existed. It was a treat.

“I’ll join you, then.” Gerard.

His scent wafted up my nose as he came to stand next to me. I ignored him as I checked to see if the other witch was still around. I couldn’t see her. Great, not only was my partner bugging me, he had made me lose my target.

“Devon.” Gerard grabbed my arm as I was about to go looking for the witch. “What’s going on with you?”

A steward watched us from a few feet away, his hand on his walkie talkie. Okay, I didn’t need any drama inside the cinema. I wanted to find my witch, interrogate her, and get on with my day. Why was Clingy Mac-smellgood being so... clingy?

“I’m following a lead,” I bit through my teeth. “Will you just act cool?”

He let go of me as he checked around us. Offering the steward a smile, I went over to the ticket booth and ordered two to see some paranormal film. Typical. Humans always made vampires and werewolves out to be romantic. If only they had seen the real thing.

“You’re not supposed to be working,” Gerard said, following me to the snack counter.

Well, if in Vegas, or whatever the saying was. Ignoring him, yet again, I ordered a small stack of treats.

“Are you trying to get diabetes?” His wide eyes were comical as I walked away from him, a small smile tugging at my lips.

I was having a mid-twenties crisis, he knew that. In fact, since my witch magic had severed when I attacked the crazy old lady, I’d been feeling even worse than before.

“I’m trying to drown my sorrows. You’re not helping.”

Moving towards the corridor where the screens were, I heaped my ton of treats into Gerard’s arms. Without saying a word to him, I disappeared into the ladies. First, to check if the witch was in there. Second, to get away from the nagging.

Going into a stall, I sat on the lid of the toilet, burying my head in my hands. Seeing Gerard had brought me straight out of denial. He had cradled me to him when it felt like I was dying. He had taken me home and tucked me up, refusing to leave me until I promised that I was okay. Which I wasn’t. 

I was a warlock. I was the leader of a coven of creatures who hated me. I was... lost.

“No, I won’t work with them again.” The voice echoed around the bathroom as the girl I had been stalking came in.

Freezing, I lifted my legs off the floor and tucked them on the seat. Listening for clues would be my best bet. Then, I would ask her my own questions.

My breath was slow, silent, as I stayed completely still, balanced precariously on the lid of the toilet. It was a good job I was so small. Sometimes, just sometimes, being five foot came in handy.

“They threatened to kill my family. I have to be careful.”

The tap came on, drowning out her words. Crawling off the toilet, I quickly unlocked the stall and peeked out. Ponytail girl was staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her cheeks were red, her eyes glassy.

Switching off the tap, she ran a hand over her face. “You need to help me get a fix. I’m here now, let’s meet.”

Oh, so the girl had a drug problem of some sort. That wasn’t surprising. Some underground creatures helped others to get drugs, even sometimes getting them addicted to a hit of magic, or blood, if vampires were involved.

When she looked up into the mirror again, her gaze traced behind her. I kept completely still, hoping she wouldn’t catch my eye watching her through the tiny crack of the door and its frame.

“I swear,” she carried on, drying her hands on a paper towel. “I feel like someone’s watching me all the time.”

Swinging her ponytail, she left the bathroom, still on the phone. Coming out, I went after her, ready to apprehend her. She knew something about the slave trade, I just felt it in my gut.

Thumping straight into Gerard on the other side of the door, I swore under my breath. He dropped my sugary treats all over the floor as I barged into him.

“Pick them up!” I demanded before following blonde ponytail girl down the corridor.

“Wait!”

Ignoring him, I tucked my hair behind my ear, keeping a safe distance from my prey. She had put her phone away, glancing over her shoulder just as I pretended to stop and read a poster on the wall. If I looked suspicious, she would bolt. I didn’t want her to do that.

“Devon! Stop pissing around and talk to me.” Gerard’s sharp tone tipped the scales.

The girl looked over her shoulder, saw him striding down the corridor and pegged it out of there. Her legs carried her to the fire exit. Going after her, I thought about throwing a barrier spell around the building to stop her from escaping.

My feet slowed as I realised that I could no longer do that. Witch magic was no longer a part of my talent stream. I was useless. I didn’t want to use my warlock magic to stop her, it would hurt. A lot.

Killing the girl wasn’t part of my plan, so I had to let her go. Watching her back retreat from the building, I kept walking, my boots dragging as my fingers traced the wall for no reason.

Gerard’s footsteps thundered behind before he came to stand right in front of me. “Who was that?”

“I told you,” I said, looking at the floor. “A lead.”

His hand came to my chin, trying to nudge it up. Ripping away from him, I growled as I stepped away. “Leave me alone! You just made me lose her!”

Why was I angry at him? What had he done? For the week since I had become a full warlock, he had tried to contact me, even coming to the apartment. I had avoided him at all costs, hiding away and pretending that I wasn’t there.

I shouldn’t be mad at him, but for some reason, I was. Even the thought of Justina wound me up. It felt like she had deemed me unfit for work, sending me packing. When I needed them the most.

“Justina asked me to come and fetch you back to work. I’m not sure if you’re ready.”

His grim expression made me grit my teeth. How dare he assume that he knew when I was ready to work? He didn’t know me. He...

A lump came to my throat as my denial burst open. I was a warlock. No longer a witch. I had wanted to be a witch, had chosen to hand over the leadership, but my choice to use warlock magic had taken away my power. Forever.

“I’m ready to go back to work, just as you’ve seen. If you weren’t here, I would’ve had a new witness.” My huff of breath halted when he gripped my wrist with his fingers and tugged me closer to him.

Shoving his chest, I tried to get free, but he held firm. His eyes were clear, full of clarity. He knew something I didn’t.

“Get off me!” 

“No,” he muttered. “You’re blaming me for what happened. Blaming the agency for making you use your magic. But, you need to grow up. Stop burying your head and wake up.”

“You shouldn’t be a therapist, Gerard,” I spat, wrenching my wrist out of his grip. “You’re useless at comforting... me.”

His lips pursed as he stared down at me. I stared up at him, daring him to continue his tirade. If he kept going, maybe I could throw a couple of magic balls at him. I’d just blame my childishness. He seemed to think I was a kid, so why not act like one?

Releasing my held breath, I turned away from him. I wasn’t in the right place to deal with tough love. He could try all he wanted, but it wasn’t going to work. I needed... I didn’t know what I needed, that was the problem.

“Devon,” his voice was tight, almost pleading. “I’ve been trying to tell you something. I think it will help.”

Nope, that wasn’t going to work. My whole being was numb as I slunk along the corridor, picking up the sweet treats from the floor. See? Gerard didn’t know me that well if he hadn’t even bothered to rescue what I valued most.

“Okay, fine, don’t listen to me,” he said, throwing his arms in the air. “I won’t tell you that you’re actually still part witch.”

He came closer as I froze, my hands clutching a bag of chocolate. My eyes rose to meet his gaze as he approached.

“I won’t tell you that I cast a spell to check your magic.” His voice grew softer, his stare intent.

“And, I won’t tell you that your witch magic is still hanging on by a thread. A thread so small, that it could break with just one use of your warlock magic. It’s the only reason you’re still alive.”
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“I’d forgotten that Becky, the seer, told us that I’d die if I didn’t choose between being a witch and a warlock. I should’ve known something wasn’t right when I survived.”

Justina’s eyebrows rose as I took a gulp of tea.

The kitchen at the agency was spotless, the metal and marble surfaces glistening from the sunlight that streamed through the windows. I sat at the centre counter, my energy high at Gerard’s information.

I’d gone home the evening before, not believing my partner. But, after tossing and turning all night, I knew he had to be right. Which gave me hope. 

Justina sat opposite me, her face softening when she saw how excited I was. She had welcomed me with a hug, which was unlike her. And, yet, as she watched me, I could see her thinking.

“What is it?”

Leaning forward, she rubbed her hands together before she spoke. “I’m sorry I sent you home after the showdown. I know you struggled not being here, but I believed that I was helping you.”

My whole demeanour had changed from the day before. My sorrow, my depression, had lifted. I was done with feeling sorry for myself. If I had a chance to be a witch again, I wouldn’t lose it. Believing that I was a warlock had helped me to see what I really wanted to be.

“It’s fine,” I muttered, a tiny bit embarrassed by my obvious sulking.

“You’re fine now, but Gerard said that you’d been suffering. I hate the idea of that. You’re a part of us now, even if you’ve only been here for a while. I want you to trust me.”

Frowning, I flicked my hair over my shoulder. “I do trust you.”

“Good.”

“How are you feeling about Gerard killing Luis Camos?” I hadn’t had the chance to see how my boss was doing since her ex had been slayed.

She had wanted to take him out, to get her revenge. And, Gerard had taken that away when he drowned the biggest lead we’d had.

Her head ducked forward, her hair covering her face. “I was angry at first. I might have been tempted to punch Gerard’s lights out. Obviously I didn’t.

“Shame,” I sighed, sipping my tea. “He probably could do with his big head being deflated a bit.”

“Now, now. He’s been looking out for you.”

No, my heart didn’t flutter at her words. Not at all. I was just... Oh, who was I kidding? Having Gerard looking out for me made my skin tingle. He was a hot agent, after all. And... he had kissed me. Not that I’d even thought about our little tryst for weeks. Much.

Looking me in the eye, Justina cleared her throat. “After the witches were settled in hospital, I came home and sobbed like a baby.”

The agency was Justina’s life. She lived in the ancient old building that lined the River Thames. It was worth millions of pounds. But, she would never sell it.

“It’s good to let all that emotion out. Especially as Luis was connected to your dad in that way. That day was intense. I must admit, I...” Could I tell her that I’d also shed a tear over the poor souls we had rescued? Wouldn’t it make me seem weak?

“Don’t be ashamed. You’re right, we need to express our emotions. If we don’t, we hold it in and start reacting from it. Instead, we have to let it out. That helps us to get back into our professional headspace.”

Almost laughing, I waved my hand when Justina tilted her head to the side, her lips pursed.

“I was just thinking that I’ve done nothing but be Mrs Mac-grumpy the last couple of weeks. Plenty of releasing emotions going on. Even if they were mainly sulking.”

We both laughed as we took a biscuit off the plate that rested between us. We had somehow found a kinship, which had been rare for me.

“How are the witches?” I asked.

“They’re recovering well. Some still have their magic, others lost it completely. None of them remember anything. They’ve been spelled to keep their mouth shut, just like Lilia was.”

Kurt burst through the old wooden door, his hands full of flowers, chocolates and a small bag. He strode over to Justina, bent over and kissed her full on the mouth before standing up again.

I didn’t know where to look as she blushed, her cheeks turning bright red. Did he have to show such a public display of affection?

“You’re always moaning that I never remember your birthday. So, happy birthday!” Almost shoving the gifts into her arms, he laughed when she stuttered, unable to reply.

“Looks like you’ve made her speechless,” I said, laughing when he winked at me. I had already given her a card and a mug that read ‘I am diplomatic. After I’ve had my coffee.’

“Good. Maybe it will keep her quiet for the rest of the day. Until tonight-”

“Kurt!” Justina’s fist flew out and connected with his thigh.

Getting up from my seat, I nabbed another biscuit before backtracking across the kitchen. “I don’t need to know about all that. Happy birthday, Justina. Erm... I’ll just go and find Gerard.”

About to turn and run, I froze when Justina called me back. Her presents were on the table. She glanced at them with a twinkle in her eye before looking at me.

“I’ve got a mission for you both. You’re not going to like it.”

Instead of feeling apprehensive, my stomach flickered with butterflies. I was ready to get out on a mission. My boredom, and maybe a little depression, had kept me in bed for the last week. It was time to get back out into the field.

“What’s our mission?”

Kurt watched Justina as she fidgeted with her mug. He sighed as he looked at me, ready to deliver the blow the only way he knew how. “Go see your ex coven leader. Find out if she knows our prisoners. She might hate you but get the information we need.”

Oh, great. I hadn’t seen Theresa since she had chucked me out of her club. And, now they wanted me to play nice?

“Okay.” My reply was short and sweet.

There was no point in getting uppity about it. Gerard would be with me, which meant he could do all the talking.

The others didn’t stop me as I left the kitchen. My heart was pounding, my head slowly starting to join it. I didn’t really want to go and humiliate myself, but it had to be done.

Our prisoners were locked away in the supernatural jail, refusing to talk. I hadn’t even known there was a place for underworld creatures to be held. It made sense, considering they had to diffuse all the magic in the place. The agency’s structures were much stronger than human buildings, making sure vampires and shapeshifters were locked up tight, unable to use their super strength.

“Devon.”

Gerard’s deep gravelly voice echoed down the hallway from behind me as I headed towards the library. Pausing, I turned to face him as he approached. A small smile came to his mouth when I grinned, happy to be back.

“I see that my news had a positive effect. Are you ready to go and question Theresa?”

Frowning, I ran my fingers through the end of my hair. “I suppose so. Although, I’m not happy about it. It’s going to be really awkward. So, you can be Mr Agent Nice-guy.”

“Not Mac-dreamy pants?”

My mouth dropped open in mock horror. “I never thought of that one. It’s good.”

Moving to leave at the same time, I laughed when we bashed into each other. Gerard caught hold of my waist, the touch making me suck in a breath.

“I’m glad you’re not mad at me anymore.” His fingers brushed against my skin as he slowly pulled away.

Swallowing, I bit my lip as I followed him out of the front door. “I am still mad at you. Very mad. Do you know how upset I was that you dropped all my sweet treats?”

My words were ignored as he marched along the bank of the Thames. I had forgotten how much I enjoyed seeing the back of Gerard. Not because I didn’t want to see his pretty face, but because his butt always looked good-

“Stop checking me out and get a move on. We’ve got a busy day.”

Ah, Serious Mac-agent had come out to play. I kind of liked it when he took control. It made me feel like I was protected.

“You do all the talking. If I say anything, I’m going to annoy her.”

He slowed his step, his powerful stride almost faltering. “You? Annoy someone? Surely, that’s not possible?”

I was about to answer when he reached out and took my hand, flashing us directly outside Theresa’s club. It was the morning; the place was locked up tight.

Gerard glanced down at me, his bright green eyes sparkling when the sun hit them. I stared, unable to look away as his square jaw clenched. The tips of his hair were gelled upwards, the sides and back shorter than the last time I’d seen him. Why did he have to be so handsome? In a witchy kind of way?

“You’re an agent. You have to learn to put all personal feelings away when we’re in the field. We’ll both question her.”

His serious expression made me want to laugh, but I didn’t. I held on long enough for him to move towards the front door. Smiling to myself, I straightened my back and went with him, ready to interrogate the bitch who had rejected me. Okay, that wasn’t exactly how a professional thought. But, she was a bitch. There was no denying that.

“Why are we here?” I asked.

I had been so busy studying Sexy Mac-partner man, I hadn’t thought about why he had flashed us to the club. “Theresa will be...”

Looking at my phone, I clocked the time. Ah, the coven always had a meeting, every morning. I had never gone, obviously. And, that was probably another reason I had been thrown out.

“Well?” Gerard said as I scrolled through my phone.

“Sorry,” I muttered, concentrating. “I’m trying to find the address.”

Almost cheering when I found the bulletin that Theresa had posted on the coven’s secret website, I spun away from Gerard, ready to march down the road.

His footsteps followed me as the crowds thickened. The tourists were on their way to see our famous city. And, yet, none of them realised that hordes of supernatural beings roamed among them, ready to take advantage.

“It might be quicker if we flash there,” Gerard said.

My fingers tingled at the idea of being able to use witch magic again. The whole of my body vibrated with the need to utilise the energy within me. Holding on to all the magic I had was making me on edge. I hadn’t even realised until Gerard just reminded me that I couldn’t teleport anymore.

“Hyde Park. They’re holding their morning meeting there.”

Holding out my hand, I looked down at Gerard’s extended arm, his tattoo’s moving with him. The reminder of why he had them came crashing into my mind.

“The seer said that you need to face... this.” Waving my hand towards the numbers that lined his arms in different font artwork, I tried not to back down when he recoiled, his arm retracting from me.

“Another time, Devon.”

His curt remark was followed by him grabbing my arm and moving us to Hyde Park. The dewy grass bounced under my feet when we landed. There were several dog walkers and joggers, not even looking at us as we appeared.

“There,” he said, completely ignoring our weird moment. “That looks like a coven of witches.”

Switching my agent mode on, I looked to where he was pointing. Yes, Theresa stood in front of several witches as they sat on the ground, their butts resting just slightly above the grass. They were using magic in broad daylight. Okay, that was hypocritical considering we had just appeared out of nowhere, but we weren’t hovering just above the ground in order to stop ourselves from getting wet.

“Wait...” My mind raced as I turned to Gerard. “What coven do you belong to?”

I couldn’t believe that I’d never asked him before. I’d known him for a month or so and didn’t know hardly anything about him. Part of that was because I’d never asked.

“I don’t. I’m a lone agent. I thought I’d told you that?”

Looking away, I tried to play it cool. Maybe he had, maybe he hadn’t. How had I forgotten either way? “I’m sorry, I’ve been so wrapped up in myself.”

My face screwed up as I looked at my pretty leather buckle boots. It was true. It seemed to be a habit of mine, only thinking about myself. I’d had to fend for myself for so long, it had become natural.

“It’s fine. Let’s just get back to our mission, shall we?”

Nodding, I shook myself and joined him as we marched towards the coven. There were around twenty people sitting in front of Theresa. On the edge of their little group, Jeremy, the witch I had almost killed, stood on guard. Spotting us, he visibly shuddered. Good, he was afraid of me. It was better that he believed that I could attack him again. Even though I was strictly on a magic ban. Which sucked.

As we drew nearer, the whole coven turned to watch us approach. Their expressions were reserved, hard to read. If they kept calm, there would be no problem. If they tried anything, Gerard would have to hold them off.

“What can we do for you?” Theresa called, her voice travelling to us.

The inside of my body quivered with anxiety. Why did my old friends put me on edge? I was an agent now, standing beside a kickass man who knew what he was doing. And, there I was, frightened that they would say something to make me feel small. To take me back to when I was a kid.

“We’re here to talk to you. Alone.” Gerard wasted no time stepping around the group.

Jeremy trotted after him, scowling in my direction when I went to follow. A barrier blocked me from moving forward when I tried. They had allowed Gerard to go to the leader, but I was kept away. Typical.

“I’m an agent from the Hunted Witch Agency,” I almost shouted, trying to keep my temper under control. “I’m here on business only.”

The heads staring at me turned to Theresa. Waving her hand, she dropped the barrier spell, allowing me to join my partner as he stood by her side.

“Can we talk in private?” he asked.

The middle-aged woman traced him with her gaze, her cheeks turning slightly pink. Was she crushing on my... friend? Yes, friend. Work partner. That’s all he was.

Turning to her group, she dismissed them. Some of them left, while most of them huddled around, waiting to see what would happen. I didn’t blame them, they’d probably been curious about what had happened to me. Especially considering I had always been the gossip among the covens my whole life.

“What can I do for you?” Theresa asked Gerard, completely ignoring me in the process.

I glanced at Jeremy who stood beside her, his stare full of hatred. He was lucky to be alive. If I could’ve gone back, I would’ve done the job properly. His rotund stomach was forced into jeans, the top overflowing. He rested his fingers there, tapping them in a rhythm.

Trying my hardest not to shudder when he licked his lips, I focused on my
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