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They knew I was right, so why did they ignore me?

“Alex, the best way in is through the back entrance,” I said again.

He scowled in my direction but didn’t make eye contact. The wind howled around us. The trees bowed down to it. If he wasn’t going to listen, I wasn’t going to mess about.

“Fine, you stay here, then.”

The crack of thunder was the perfect cover as I shot out from between the trees and made a run for the back door. The grass was springy under my feet. My cap was pulled by the storm, only just staying firmly on my head. The air was moist, warning of the impending rain.

Alex would be swearing behind me, but I didn’t care. The darkness enveloped me as I reached the backdoor. The house looked empty, all lights out. However, Mother had promised that Nick was keeping Father here.

When our father had been kidnapped seven months ago, we thought we would find him straight away. Nick, our Warlock enemy, kept moving him to cover his track. We’d finally got a lead from one of his men. 

“Will you wait?”

The hiss came from behind me. It was time for me to ignore my brothers and get on with it. Alex and Guy had been waiting in the shadows for the perfect opportunity. There was no such thing.

“Theo, stop being so bull-headed,” Guy said as they joined me.

What did they expect from me? I wasn’t going to sit around and wait for someone else to rescue our father. 

We stood at the back of a house in the south of England in the middle of a thunderstorm. It was a very expensive house on the harbour front with a few trees that lined the garden. We had jumped over a wall to gain access, hiding in the shadows to spy for warlocks. There were none.

“Matt said he was in the back bedroom,” Alex whispered. 

I tried the handle of the back door to see if it was open. It didn’t move.

A whirring sound from the front of the house made us pause. The front gate was opening.

“Go check,” Alex ordered Guy.

As the tall lean shadow of Guy left us, I took out a hair pin from my pocket and bent down to the lock in the door. Why had Alex expected it to be easy to gain access? His plan of using his fire magic to blast down the door hadn’t been realistic.

“It’s Nick,” Guy announced, his shadow moving back to us.

Alex grabbed my arm to still my efforts when a light came on behind the back door. The pin was stuck in the lock. It didn’t budge. Maybe Nick had learnt his lesson from the last house we had broken into.

“What do you mean you don’t know where they are?” Nick’s voice reached us from inside. The sound of his footsteps accompanied his words.

I crouched in my spot, trying to stay completely still. My legs weren’t as strong as they had been before I dropped out of my fitness training course. Alex and Guy were pressed against the wall. It was almost midnight. What was Nick doing out so late?

“Stop sitting on your arse and find them! You know the deal, always keep tabs on the boys, they’re the threat!”

I glanced at my brothers. I couldn’t see their faces enough to know what they were thinking. 

We had tracked Nick to the house. When he’d sped off earlier, he had been on the phone, arranging a meeting in London. We had no clue that he would come back to the property tonight. In fact, we’d banked on him going to the city.

“Yes, I know it’s too late to stop Alex from uniting, but he’s still dangerous,” Nick said.

Alex’s chest would be puffing up like a bird trying to attract its mate. He had a big ego. It didn’t need any more stroking.

“I’m going to bed. Just get on with your job. Oh, and one more thing, get some food when you come in tomorrow. Trevor’s getting hungry.”

My ears pricked up. I hadn’t heard my father’s name for a very long time. We just called him Father. No one else knew him, so there was never any need to introduce him as Trevor. It was such a dull name.

The light clicked off, followed by the sound of retreating footsteps. This was our best chance. Nick was alone and Father was only a few feet away. I was going in.

“We need to-”

Alex cut off as I sprung up and looked back towards the trees. Nick didn’t play nice, so why should we? 

A light came on in the window above. I calculated the height of the nearest tree.

“Theo, what’s got into you?” Alex hissed.

The wind whirled around us, almost carrying his words away. I glanced at him but didn’t reply. They thought I was worthless. My brothers and sisters were all so perfect, with their perfect jobs and the mission of a lifetime.

I was a stonehead. A man who had shown promise before falling into drugs. Why did they think drugs were so bad?

“We can’t get in quietly, so let’s cause a disturbance,” I whispered.

Alex stepped forward at the same time as Guy. Were they going to restrain me? I could break free of them, but it would be easier if we were on the same team.

“What’s your plan?” he asked.

There was no point trying to explain. Nick could hear us at any point. We needed the element of surprise.

“I’ll make some noise. You’ll know when to break the door down and rescue Father.”

I stepped away from the house before they could respond. Alex tried to grab me back, groaning when I skipped out of reach.

Looking up, I picked the tallest tree and lifted my arm so it was upright like the trunk. Closing my eyes, I felt my magic connect to the energy of the tree roots. The wind still swirled around us, which gave me the perfect cover for what I was about to do. 

Clenching my fist, I slowly moved my arm down in the direction of the house. The simple move looked like I was doing an arm wrestle on my own.

The tree started to move in the same direction, a creak echoing as the roots wrenched out of the ground.

Making sure my arm was pointing in the direction of Nick’s bedroom, I thrust my arm down quickly.

“Go!” I shouted.

There was no need for me to say anything. The instant the tree crashed onto the roof, the boys kicked the backdoor in as the house vibrated with the smashing sound of a heavy object hitting tiles.

I unclenched my fist, breaking the bond with the tree. Rushing into the house behind my brothers, I paused when I came into the hallway. Their footsteps thundered up the stairs beside me. My father was shouting above, which was a good sign. There was no sound from Nick.

“That was clever,” came a voice from the open living room door.

Nick had come back downstairs, instead of being tucked up in bed. It didn’t matter though. I would beat the crap out of him. As long as the boys rescued Father, I could take care of Nick.

“I must admit, you’re getting good,” Nick said, gesturing to my arm.

The corner of my lip quirked at his compliment. “Come on, then,” I replied.

His forehead creased as he eyed my biceps. I had been studying to be a fitness trainer when I dropped out of university. I still religiously did my pull ups every day. It helped to release tension.

“You scared?” I asked, flexing my muscles unintentionally.

His grey eyes met mine, narrowing as I struggled with the urge to launch myself at him. I had no personal beef with the man so far, but as he stood watching me, my fingers bent in on themselves and clenched into balls.

“We’re all scared, wouldn’t you say?”

The sound of another door smashing came from upstairs. The boys had broken down another door. Hopefully, Father was on the other side of it. Nick didn’t flinch at the sound. Instead, he leant against the door frame and crossed his arms. The black jumper he wore was snug over his own muscles. He wasn’t unfit himself, but his smaller frame was no match for me.

“I’m not stupid. I know you’re trying to distract me. Let’s go,” I said, gesturing for him to approach me.

He stayed where he was, cocking his head to one side.

“Fine, have it your way.”

One step was enough to bring us face to face. I threw my fist towards him, grunting with the effort. He ducked out of the way and under my arm.

“Theo! We have him, and Nick isn’t...” Guy’s sentence trailed off as I rushed at Nick.

The sound of his feet skipping down the stairs distracted me as I opened my arms and tackled our enemy to the ground.

“Alex!” Guy shouted.

Tumbling to the floor, I managed to wrench Nick’s arms behind his back. He didn’t struggle. In fact, he allowed me to capture him with no resistance. Something wasn’t right.

“A car’s just pulled up!” Alex shouted as he came into view at the top of the stairs.

Father trailed behind him, rubbing his wrists. He was thin and limping as they climbed down the steps.

“Let-s get out of here before-”

The front door burst open by two men who stormed in with guns. Nick laughed under my weight. Taking a deep breath to steady the shake of my muscles, I hauled him to his feet, keeping hold of his wrists.

“Theo, duck,” Guy shouted.

I dragged Nick down with me as a flash of light burst over my head. A fireball whizzed past and exploded into one of the warlocks. The wind outside howled into the hallway through the open door, causing the fire to expand. The man that was hit fell to the ground, screaming as the flames licked around his black outfit.

“Get them!” Nick shouted at the second man.

He raised his gun, his arm trembling. The sound of whooshing made him pause. I glanced over at Guy who stood at the bottom of the stairs. His eyes were wide as he spun his finger in a circle. He stared towards the open door, his concentration fully on his power.

“What the hell is that?” The man gasped as he turned to face the whirlwind that hovered just outside the door.

The miniature tornado moved suddenly. It reached in and grabbed the man into its swirling centre. He vanished as the whirlwind pulled back from the house and spat the man high into the air.

I chuckled as Guy clenched his hand and the whirlwind puffed out.

“Let’s go,” Alex announced when the gates started to open again.

Nick had more backup. That was why he wasn’t struggling. “What should we do with him?” I asked, pulling him towards the backdoor.

“I want to kill him,” Alex said, taking hold of Father’s arm to hurry him along.

Hurrying, we stepped straight over the ruined back door.

“Leave him!” We turned to Father, who now stood on the grass outside. 

The rain went ignored as it spat on my cap.

“Leave him?” Alex asked. His deep growl was almost drowned out by the wind.

Father shook his head, came over to me and pulled Nick out of my grip. “You can’t kill him. You need to prove him wrong by completing your mission. Not by using violence.”

My own growl rolled from my throat as I watched Nick hurry back into the house. “Are you serious?”

He gripped my bicep, pinching the skin. “Trust me, Theo.”

My eyebrows rose as I ripped away from his grasp. Trust him? After he abandoned us and married someone other than our mother? He was having a laugh, wasn’t he?

“Let’s go!” Guy called.

Nick would be getting his men ready to attack. I wanted to stay and fight. My blood was boiling, but not in the same way as Alex’s did. It was no use though, Nick’s warlocks far outweighed our coven. 

Sighing, I followed the others as they vaulted over the wall. My foot slipped and I had to hold on to the top.

“Do you need some help?” Alex called.

I kicked my feet against the wall and pulled hard. My body rose up as I threw myself over. The ground came up to meet me before I could get my feet ready. Arms caught me before I smashed against the concrete. The stink of Alex filtered up my nose as he cradled me against him like a little girl.

“Aw, brotherly love,” Guy shouted as I thrust away from my rescuer.

The van pulled up, screeching to a halt so we could jump in. My breath was short, my chest puffing. The others glanced at me as we made our escape. Being caught by Alex was the most embarrassing thing I had ever experienced.

As we made our way back to London, I swore to myself that I would never feel that weakness again.
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The smoke filtered down my throat and into my lungs. The haze that surrounded me made me sleepy. I had done my pull ups for the day. That was all that mattered.

“Do you have to do that so early?” Guy moaned when he came into the room.

It was lunchtime, I would hardly call that early.

“Why aren’t you at some bird’s house?”

He picked up his aftershave and sprayed some on his neck. I only ever smoked when my brothers were out, contrary to what the others thought.

“I was, but I got bored. Been there before, you know?”

I didn’t know. I wasn’t a manwhore like the others, another contrary to what my brother believed. Alex was the only male that was tied down in a relationship. I didn’t fancy being whipped like he was.

“Anyway, I’ve got a big game tonight, so I need to practice. Will you play?”

I couldn’t move my head, let alone play poker. Slapping my tongue against the roof of my mouth to try and clear the furry feeling, I nodded.

“Great, put out your joint and come with me.” Guy grabbed a pack of cards from his bedside table and left the room. 

Putting my lips around the stub of the joint, I inhaled one more time. If I was about to lose the money I did have, I might as well be stoned.

The room spun as I stood. I giggled and tried to make my eyelids lift higher. They were almost covering my eyes. It didn’t work. My steps were slow, but I found my way to the kitchen table.

Sitting in one of the chairs, I looked around. Guy sat on the chair opposite me. His hair looked funny.

“Okay, where’s your money?” Guy asked.

I stared at his hair, unable to look away. It was long on top, gelled away from his head and shaved at the sides, just like the fashion. My mouth opened as I tried to figure out how he got the strands to stay so still. A giggle escaped. I wasn’t sure where it came from. Another one came. I looked down from Guy’s hair to see him scowling at me.

“Why do you do that to your hair?”

The laughter had started and there was no way to stop it. Putting my hand over my mouth, I burped, the sound of giggling erupting from me as I glanced back up at his hair.

“Will you shut up?” he muttered, shuffling the cards.

Coughing, I tried to pull the laughter back, but it didn’t work.

“He’s wasted,” a voice said from the kitchen area. “Again.”

Alex stood there, drinking a glass of water. I hadn’t even noticed him. Narrowing my gaze on him, I straightened my face, or tried to, when I caught him glaring at me.

“I’m fine,” I said, clearing my throat and picking up the cards that Guy had dealt.

The red and black pictures were pretty. I couldn’t quite grasp what I was doing; it had been a while since I had played poker. Guy was a professional. Why was I even attempting to go against him?

“Guy, are you going to take his money?”

Alex came over and stood at the edge of the table. I looked down at his metal legs and squinted as the sun came in the window and reflected off them. He was steadier on his feet than I was and they weren’t even real.

“I didn’t realise he was this bad.” Guy snatched the cards out of my hands.

I stared at the empty space, a little confused. The lines in my palm were deep, but my skin was smooth. It was fascinating how many lines were on the hands. Why had I never researched what the creases were for?

“You can’t play him like that. You’d be robbing him.”

I tried to glare up at the fireman. He was a funny man. I started to laugh again. “You can’t rob me, I have nothing to take.”

It was true. I didn’t work, and any money I got from the government, I spent on drugs. It was my rescue fund.

“Isn’t it about time you started to earn your keep?”

Alex could do one. He always looked down his nose at me. I was sure he thought I was a waste of space. He never said anything, but I could see it.

“You know what? I’m going out,” I announced, clambering to my feet.

“Really? And where are you going?” Guy asked.

I creased my forehead as I thought about his question. It was a good question and one I didn’t know the answer to.

“Just out...”

Leaving them to it, I stumbled over to the front door. The kitchen was ten miles long. It took forever to make my way to freedom.

“Theo, you’re forgetting something,” Alex called.

When I looked over at him, he pointed to his chest. I glanced down. My own chest was bare. It was funny to see my bare skin. Why did men have hair on their chests? I rubbed my hand over my stomach. Maybe I shouldn’t go out without a top on.

“I need to go and get a job,” I muttered, opening the front door.

“Are you sure he’s only been smoking? He sounds drunk,” Alex asked Guy as I stood watching the cars go past in the road outside. The sun was warm on my face, the hustle of the street luring me outside.

“Get dressed,” Alex said from behind me.

Something soft hit my head before falling to my feet. I bent to pick up the shirt and pulled it on as I left the boys. 

The fresh air hit my skin as I wandered aimlessly down the road. The pub on the corner came into view. Food! I needed to eat some crunchy crisps and chocolate.

“Theo,” someone yelled from behind me as I reached for the handle of the door.

The female was blonde and so was her friend.

“Go away, Clarie,” I murmured as I slipped into the pub, hoping that they didn’t follow.

It was quiet and dingy inside, the air full of the musky scent of old men.

“Are you buying?”

Clarie had followed, her little friend in tow. They grinned up at me as I reached into my pocket for my wallet. My dope fund was the only cash I had. There was no way I could resist the crisp packets behind the counter.

“I’ll have a pack of each flavour,” I asked the barmaid, gesturing behind her.

Clarie asked for two drinks. I didn’t take any notice as I ripped open the packet of salt and vinegar the instant they were placed on the bar.

“Someone’s got the munchies,” Clarie announced.

They got their drinks and went over to a table. I followed them like a lamb, concentrating on one thing. The crunch of the crisps and the tang of salt that was having a party in my mouth.

“This is my brother, Theo,” Clarie introduced me to her friend. “And this is Sophie.”

I nodded in her direction, not looking up as I tore open the second packet of crisps. Cheese and onion flavour. Yum. 

My gaze was drawn to the girl’s hand when it reached over and plucked a crisp from the newly revealed pile. The pink nail varnish was too girly for my taste, but her long delicate fingers drew my eye. How dare she nick one of my crisps without asking?

“You’re welcome,” I murmured.

She giggled. The sound caught my attention and made me look into her gaze. Blinking, I tried to pry my eyes open to study her better. Her makeup was thick, covering her lashes. She didn’t need as much as she wore, but it made her eyes massive.

“Cheese and onion are my favourite,” she announced.

Clarie reached out and took one too, dropping it into her mouth and shaking her head when I glared at her.

“Stop being such a stonehead.”

Their laughter echoed around us, far too loud. I was tempted to get my food and leave. However, a fresh pint sat in front of me. I couldn’t resist it.

“So, Theo, what do you do?” Sophie asked.

The dreaded question entered the air. I shoved a handful of crisps into my mouth so I didn’t have to answer.

“He’s in between jobs at the moment. He was training to be a fitness instructor.”

Clarie’s rescue could have been perceived as kind, but she’d only done it to save her own embarrassment. Who liked having a brother that was unemployed?

“I could do with a fitness trainer,” Sophie said. “Can I hire you?”

My chewing paused as I glanced at her. She was a fuller figured girl. Short with rounded hips and a bit of a stomach. I liked how she looked. It was natural.

“I didn’t actually qualify,” I replied, scrunching the empty packet in my hand.

She shrugged and flicked her hair over her shoulder. “That’s okay. Just charge me less money than a normal trainer would.”

I glanced at Clarie. She had her eyebrows raised as she watched me closely. My head might have been starting to clear slightly, and yet, I was still wasted. Were they teasing me?

“You want to hire me as your fitness trainer? Seriously?”

Sophie nodded without smiling. She was being genuine. Could I do it? Could I use what I had learnt to help someone else to get fit? She didn’t need to lose weight; she looked good with a little bit of meat on her. If she wanted to tone up, that would be easy.

“Okay, if you’re being serious, I’ll do it.”

A small smile spread on both their lips. What had just happened? 

Sophie picked up her glass and eyed me over the rim as her lips took a small sip of cider. My gaze zoomed in on her when she put the drink down and leant towards me.

“I hope you’re gentle with me, Theo,” she whispered.

“Sophie! That’s my brother you’re flirting with.” Clarie laughed.

Shaking my head, I downed the rest of my drink and stood to leave. Women were out of my comfort zone. They made no sense to me whatsoever. I had never understood them and was sure I never would.

“Are you going already?” Sophie pouted.

She looked around the same age as us, about twenty. When I had met girls my own age in the past, I had been put off by their immaturity.

“Things to see, people to do. If you want to train, be outside our house tomorrow morning at eight.”

Grabbing the remaining packets of crisps, I left them to it. Clarie would show Sophie where we lived if she was serious. I wasn’t sure if she would show up. There were much more exciting ways to get fit. Maybe she would like to explore them with me. My heart pounded at the thought. Nah, she would fall for Lee as soon as she saw him. All the women were interested in the tattooed musician.

The sun shone directly in my eyes, so I pulled my cap low. Standing on the pavement, I debated whether to go home to smoke some more or walk it off. 

Glancing up the street, I paused when my gaze landed on a man that I recognised.

He ran towards me, his head ducked low and his hands in his pockets. I stepped back, ready to fight if he attacked. When he came to a stop in front of me, I frowned and raised my hands.

“Wait! I need you to give this to Clarie.” He held out a piece of paper. “Nick doesn’t know I’m here. He has no idea that I’m doing this.”

The man was average height with green eyes. His gaze shifted around us as I took the paper. Matt, that was it. He was the warlock we had captured and kept in the loft. Clarie had looked after him when he had been there, even helping him to escape, according to Alex.

“You need to leave her alone.” I stuffed the paper in my pocket.

“Please do this for me. I know you don’t trust me, but it’s to do with Clarie’s safety.”

I nodded once and he rushed off the way he had come. 

Biting my lip, I looked back at the pub door. I wouldn’t go back in; I needed to clear my head. Why did he have to ask me? If I were any of the other men, I would go straight to Alex and give him the note. He had been suspicious of Clarie ever since she had let the man escape.

“Theo, I thought you were going somewhere,” Sophie called as they came out of the pub.

I had hoped for more time to think about my decision, but it seemed I would have to deal with it now. Clarie followed her friend as she put the strap of her bag over her head.

“Clarie, I need to talk to you,” I said, not looking at them as I started to walk towards our home.

Footsteps sounded behind me. I ignored them. Hopefully Clarie would make Sophie go away, otherwise I would seem rude when asking her to leave.

“What’s wrong?” Clarie asked.

I stopped and let her catch up to me. Sophie was gone. Good. We had always sworn to keep others out of our witchy business.

My breath rushed out of me as I took out the note. “I’m not sure if this is the right thing to do... Your boyfriend just asked me to give this to you.”

We ignored the cars that drove past. Clapham was a busy part of south London, which was ideal for us. It made it easier for eight attractive twenty year olds with a strange bond to blend in.

“My boyfriend? I don’t have a...” She swallowed as she took the paper and opened it.

Her eyes scanned the written words, her cheeks turning red. Licking her lips, she folded the note and tucked it into her bag.

“Oh, no you don’t,” I said. “You’re lucky I didn’t go straight to Alex. You need to at least tell me what he said.” Funnily enough, my high had completely deserted me.

“It’s just a love note,” she squeaked.

Trying to push past me, she huffed when I took her arm and linked it through mine as we walked. She didn’t struggle or try to break free, knowing full well that her commitment to the coven would be questioned if she kept secrets about the warlocks. Plus, I always won in these situations.

“Let’s get home. I’ll tell you there,” she muttered, leading us back to our house.

Once inside, I released her and dumped my crisps on the island in the middle of the kitchen. Alex and Guy played poker at the table.

“Father is coming for dinner tonight. We need to discuss everything he learnt when he was with Nick,” Alex said in our direction. “I want you all to be here.”

I glanced at Clarie. She shook her head and gestured towards the living room. I would keep quiet for now. I knew how overbearing Alex could be. He’d been giving her a hard time lately.

“I’ll be there.” Saluting them, I followed my blonde sister out of the kitchen.

“You can’t tell anyone you saw Matt,” Clarie whispered.

“Why?”

She huffed as she slumped on the sofa. Why was she getting irritated with me? I wasn’t the one cavorting with the enemy.

Standing over her, I scratched the stubble on my chin. She was asking me to keep something from the family. Our father had only just been rescued and she was keeping some sort of secret about one of his kidnappers.

“You have to trust me,” she pleaded, looking up at me.

I didn’t know Clarie that well. She usually hung out with the
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