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        Dear Reader,

      

        

      
        If you have NOT read the previous books in the Doomsday Brethren series, please STOP now.

      

        

      
        SEDUCE ME IN SHADOW is the third title in the Doomsday Brethren series. In order to fully understand and enjoy this story, I recommend you read the first two books in this series, TEMPT ME WITH DARKNESS and CAPTURE ME IN MOONLIGHT, before you embark on this magical journey.

      

        

      
        I sincerely hope you enjoy the saga of these characters I’ve come to love so deeply!

      

        

      
        Hugs & happy reading,

        Shayla
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        ABOUT SEDUCE ME IN SHADOW

      

      

      

      
        
        I'll sacrifice everything to protect her—even unleash the beast inside me.

      

        

      
        Caden

        For decades, I’ve denied the lethal power in my blood because I know too well the cost of magic. Yet to save my dying brother, I’ll embrace it and seduce a fiery human reporter whose dangerous knowledge is my only hope.

        With one touch, Sydney ignites my darkest desires—and the forbidden mating instinct that will seal my fate.

      

        

      
        And when she stumbles onto a threat bigger and more explosive than she could ever imagine, I’m faced with an impossible choice: break every rule to claim her or lose the woman who’s stolen my heart.

      

        

      
        ***

        Sydney

        Since my latest exposé, I’ve got a target on my back. Now Caden—smoldering former marine with secrets of his own—insists I hold the key that could burn down the world. Maybe he’s crazy, but the scorching heat between us is irresistible.

      

        

      
        Yet when danger comes, I’ll perish…unless I surrender to the one man who could shatter me forever.

      

      

      
        
        ·      Danger

        ·      Fated Mates

        ·      Forbidden Love

        ·      Magic

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Caden

      

      

      

      “We’re fucked.”

      Bram Rion’s words echo through his palatial study as he slams the door, the sound as final as a coffin lid.

      I snort. No shit, Sherlock. Merlin’s golden-boy grandson is two weeks late to that particular party.

      Perched on the edge of a bottle-green armchair, I watch him lock us in. Gone is the Hollywood smile, replaced by a mask of grim determination that matches the rest of the Doomsday Brethren. The air crackles with tension, thick enough to choke on.

      Lucan’s absence is a raw wound. My brother should be here, standing tall with this ragtag band of magical misfits. Instead, he’s chained to a bed, wrestling with death itself.

      Please let his torment end soon.

      A loud crash upstairs thumps the ceiling and shakes the walls, putting the rest of the Doomsday Brethren on edge.

      In the distance, a woman screams, terror bleeding in every note. Upstairs, a door crashes open. Her shrieks grow louder. Footsteps pound above me. She’s running down the stairs.

      Damn it. She’s fleeing.

      Tearing out of the library, I race to intercept the shrieking witch, ignoring Bram’s shout calling me back. I grab the frantic blonde. Her wide, green eyes are frightened, as if she’s been playing a game of chicken with a barreling freight train. Despite the fact she’s probably over two hundred years old, she looks deceptively young.

      “Wait. Please,” I beg. “My brother⁠—”

      “I’m sorry. I can’t help him.” Her voice breaks. “He’s a beast, big and feral, and…and he snarled that I smell of another wizard before he ripped free from his ch-chains and lunged for my throat.”

      Bloody hell. No wonder she’s quaking. But she’s the fifth energy surrogate Lucan has sent fleeing in a fortnight—and supposedly the toughest. What the fuck am I supposed to do now?

      Bram’s sister, Sabelle, appears at the top of the stairs, her lace shirt torn, golden hair a wild tangle. Yet she’s surprisingly steady. “I’ve contained Lucan. You can release her.”

      Shaking my head, I clasp the witch tighter. “Lucan needs her. Without the energy she generates…”

      The words die in my throat, choking me with their implications.

      “He’ll die. I know.” Sabelle’s calm facade cracks, revealing the anguish beneath. “Anka's absence has driven him mad with grief. Aunt Millie says she’s never seen mate mourning this severe. It’s like his soul is being ripped apart.”

      More terrible news. Where’s the bloody light at the end of the tunnel? Sabelle, at Bram’s behest, dragged me away from my peaceful life in Dallas two weeks ago; the hell hasn’t let up since. Frustration eats at my gut like acid. I can’t fail Lucan. Years ago, I was unable to save my younger brother from magic gone horribly wrong. I’ll be damned if I let my older one die, too.

      “Since Lucan refuses to take the energy from these witches to survive, how does he have enough strength to fight them?”

      “Primal rage,” Sabelle supplies. “When the surrogates come, they unwittingly bring traces of their other clients. Because all of Lucan’s senses have shut down except smell, he’s convinced other wizards are attacking him. Of course it’s a delusion, but he’ll defend himself—to the death. He’s not coherent enough to explain otherwise.”

      “Maybe…it’s time to consider that, with Anka gone, he wants death,” Bram murmurs behind me.

      I whirl in fury. What sort of friend even thinks that? I held the hands of fallen comrades in far-flung deserts around the world and prayed for their recovery, even as some rattled their last breath.

      “My brother cannot die like this. He will not! I intend to find Anka and bring her back.”

      “It may be too late, and the witch can’t help.” Bram bobs his chin toward the scared surrogate in my grip. “Let her go.”

      “Please,” the blonde pleads with a sniffle.

      The urge to destroy something, to punch through walls, to curse magic for decimating my life again, burns through me. But the witch in my grasp shrinks back, terror in her eyes. She sees me as another monster.

      For the millionth fucking time since setting foot back in England, I damn magic to hell.

      To a human, losing a beloved wife would be devastating. For Lucan, it’s reduced a brilliant wizard to a feral beast. The thing chained to Bram’s guest bed is no longer the older brother I once idolized.

      Guilt sears through me. I abandoned this world—disavowed magic and everyone in it—a dozen years ago. Now I might lose my only remaining family to this nightmare. The thought of never speaking to Lucan again guts me.

      I have to find Anka, to return her to Lucan’s arms. Nothing else matters. Nothing else will cure him.

      Swallowing my snarl, I release the terrified surrogate. “Go.”

      The witch bolts, leaving a deafening silence in her wake.

      “My office. Now.” Bram’s voice brooks no argument.

      I whirl on him. “I won’t give up on Lucan!”

      With a twitch of his finger, Bram magically drags me back into the study, slamming the door. I’m about to unleash hell when he cuts me off.

      “I get it. You’re brassed off. And I want to help Lucan. But we’ve got bigger problems than your brother right now. Problems that affect us.” He gestures to the other men. “And all of magickind.”

      “My brother is chained to a bed like a lunatic, Anka is missing, and we haven’t a single clue where she’s gone. Lucan will never be whole until we return her. Nothing is more important.”

      “I wish that were true. Our other problems are many and grave.”

      Ice Rykard, the warrior-wizard built like a brick shithouse, glowers. When annoyance stamps his face, sensible people scamper. “You dragged me here to state the fucking obvious?”

      As Ice moves to leave, Bram blocks him. “There’s more. And it’s bad enough that we all must attend to it.”

      Bram wants my help but won’t assist Lucan? I’d laugh if I weren’t so furious. “I’m here for one reason: to find my brother’s missing mate⁠—”

      “Former mate,” Bram corrects. “Their bond is broken.”

      “Involuntarily,” I snarl. “Lucan still sees her as his. They were in love. Why wouldn’t she want him back? I’m here to reunite them, not solve your problems.”

      “Lucan is my best friend. I want him whole more than anything. But that’s a mission of mercy. What we face now is life or death.”

      “Without Anka, Lucan will die!”

      Bram’s face hardens. “If we don’t act now, thousands—maybe millions—will die. Including Lucan.”

      The “greater good” bullshit again. My patience snaps. I rub my gritty eyes, exhaustion weighing me down. Every day is full of worry, every night is nothing but sleepless pacing with Lucan’s mad face haunting me. And his so-called friends are concerned about everyone else.

      “Please.” Simon Northam—aka the Duke of Hurstgrove—the poshest of this ragtag bunch, fixes me with a penetrating stare. “We need you as much as Lucan does. The sooner we handle this, the sooner we help him. Are you in?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Four pairs of eyes lock on to me. Yes, Bram has cared for Lucan since Anka disappeared, and I’m grateful. But beyond that, I owe these wizards nothing. I can’t suddenly move halfway around the world to enlist in a magical war. I’m not even a wizard, and I’m definitely no fan of magic. I have a life in Texas—a job I love, good friends, a place in a great neighborhood, and a high-maintenance puppy. Leaving all that behind to fight a battle that’s not mine isn’t possible. And if I’m fighting someone else’s war, I’m not finding Anka. That’s got to be my top priority.

      The others’ expectant stares say otherwise. Without a word, they accuse me of abandoning Lucan’s cause and leaving them for dead—something completely counter to my code of honor as a former Marine.

      Fuck.

      “The Doomsday Brethren mean a great deal to Lucan.” Bram’s reminder drips with guilt.

      Manipulative bastard.

      “Besides, you may soon need us. Your magic is coming…”

      I snort Bram’s way. “Not if I can help it.”

      I’ve been praying that the wizard gene skipped me. It happens. I’ve written off my sleeplessness as anxiety and stress, not a harbinger of my coming transition.

      But in the past few days, I’ve experienced random electrical surges. Something alive bubbles under my skin. I’ve suffered hot sweats, cold sweats, trembles and shakes—all for no apparent reason. I’m fucking afraid the witching hour—in this case, my thirtieth birthday—is fast approaching…along with my magic.

      Being a wizard is the last thing I want.

      “You can’t.” Bram shrugs. “If magic is in your DNA, it’s coming.”

      Marrok, the massive human warrior who looks every inch a medieval knight, from the slash of straight black hair brushing his meaty shoulders to the sword strapped to his hip, frowns. “Does this new problem concern Shock? Have we yet heard from the varlet?”

      The shadiest member of the Doomsday Brethren has been MIA since their battle two weeks ago with the evil wizard Mathias D’Arc, who seeks to control magickind with the help of his minions, the Anarki. During that skirmish, Shock appeared to switch his loyalties to the dark side. No surprise, given the man’s shady background. Because Shock is both Anka’s previous suitor and cozy with Mathias, Bram thinks the prick might divulge Anka’s whereabouts. I’m not holding my breath. After abducting Anka and forcing her to break her mate bond with Lucan, Mathias brutalized my brother’s mate. Shock did nothing to save her.

      Bram, Ice, and Duke all shake their heads. So no one has heard from Shock. Fuck.

      Marrok bites back a curse. “That is most vexing. I fear the steaming pustule has divulged much about our plans to Mathias.”

      “His quiet disturbs me,” Ice cuts in. “Two weeks of it… Right dodgy, innit? Makes me itch.”

      If I cared about magickind, I’d agree. But my only mission is to find Anka and return her to Lucan in the hopes of restoring my brother’s sanity. Magickind’s problems are beyond me.

      “During our last battle, Olivia laid a bolt of power on Mathias that should have flattened the bastard,” Duke, clad head to toe in designer everything, points out. He looks urbane and wealthy, the artful muss of his dark hair cut perfectly, just like his aristocratic features, all the way down to his cleft chin. “It appeared to deplete his magic and should have prevented him from rising again, but…”

      “We’re talking about Mathias,” Ice spits out like he’s eaten something rancid.

      He’s right. If Mathias regains even half his power, the small but determined cabal of warriors Bram assembled to fight him are screwed, and every man in the room knows it. How can the Doomsday Brethren kill a wizard who has already returned from the dead? He has an army of slaves at his disposal. I can count the Doomsday Brethren on one hand.

      Bram winces. “I’m afraid, gentlemen, our problems are even more grave.”

      “Would that we knew from whence Mathias finds so many disposable recruits to swell the ranks of his Anarki,” Marrok grumbles.

      Indeed. Somehow, Mathias has found the means to strip souls from their human bodies to create walking-dead soldiers to help him enslave magickind and destroy the Doomsday Brethren. During their last battle, the black-blooded zombies were both plentiful and completely immune to magic.

      “Indeed, I wish we did,” Bram agrees. “But I called you here to discuss something even more critical.”

      Ice casts him a cutting stare. “The fact that, according to your magical signature, you’ve taken a human mate since we last met yesterday?”

      My jaw drops. Bram, one of the most pedigreed wizards alive, took a human mate last night?

      Bloody hell. Talk about a newsflash.

      “Wouldn’t your grandfather be proud?” Ice sneers. “Merlin prized that pure bloodline of yours. Pity.”

      Bram charges Ice like a bull. “Shut your bloody mouth, you fu⁠—”

      “Cease!” Marrok grabs Rion and holds him back.

      Over the past two weeks, Bram and Ice have constantly been at one another’s throats. If Bram needs loyal wizards in the Doomsday Brethren, why the devil did he ask Ice to join?

      “Let go!” Bram growls at the Arthurian warrior. “Or I’ll transform you into a rat.”

      Marrok scoffs. “You cannot afford to lose a warrior to pettiness. And the Doomsday Brethren can fight no enemy if we are too busy fighting one another.”

      Bram struggles against the big man’s hold. “Beating in the tosser’s skull would make me feel better.”

      “What has you on edge?” Duke asks. “A new mating should be like a honeymoon. You should be euphorically happy. Honestly, you should still be in bed with her.”

      He’s not wrong. Instead, Bram is all but crawling out of his skin, seemingly with one foot in the magical mental ward.

      “Where is your mate?” Ice drawls. “I’d like to offer her my condolences.”

      “My mate is none of your concern. However, the Book of Doomsday is.” Bram hesitates. “Last night, while I slept, she found it.”

      “Found it? Just lying about?” Duke raises a dark brow.

      “Of course not. It was hidden. She must have stumbled across it.”

      “Or she cozied up to you for the book.” Ice laughs, the sound harsh and cutting. “What a gullible sod!”

      “I approached her,” Bram grits through clenched teeth.

      “So? Stop being naive. I can’t think of another reason a female would willingly mate with a dodgy prick like you.”

      “Shelve your personal vendetta and focus!” I snap at the stubble-headed wizard. Though I’d rather not get involved, this situation has taken a decidedly dangerous turn. I face Bram. “Where is the diary now?”

      When he hesitates, an ominous gong clangs in my gut. Magickind’s issues aren’t mine, but if that book falls into the wrong hands, everyone—magical and human—will be at terrible risk.

      Bram clears his throat and winces. “She took it and vanished.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Bram’s quiet admission resounds through the room. I struggle to pick my jaw off the floor. A quick glance around the study tells me I’m not alone.

      “Fuck,” Ice growls.

      “Do you have any idea where she took it?” I demand. “Or where she is?”

      Bram shakes his head. “None.”

      “Fuck.” Ice sounds even less pleased.

      The Doomsday Diary is the ultimate weapon in the magical war. If used properly, it’s rumored to grant any wish, up to and including the annihilation of the world. People have died to obtain it. Lucan’s life is in shambles because of it. The Doomsday Brethren formed to fight—and die—to protect it. If Mathias gets his evil hands on the book and uses it to bring about doomsday, that’s everyone’s problem.

      Even mine.

      “What Ice said,” I mutter.

      Duke looks apoplectic as he glares Bram’s way. “You had no magical protections on the book?”

      “Of course I did—against anyone magical. I never imagined that a human would know of the book’s existence, much less that I had it.”

      “The only way she could even suspect that is if she’s Mathias’s pawn.”

      The titled prat has a point—which leads me to my own. “And you took her as your mate?”

      Bram whirls on me, looking as grim as I feel. “I refuse to believe she’s willingly doing his bidding. Perhaps she’s under his thrall. I can’t say. We…didn’t talk much.”

      “What if Mathias has the diary now?” I hate to ask…but I have to.

      He paces, raking a frantic hand through his mussed hair. “I don’t know. I can only guess what he intends to do with it. And what he’ll do to her.”

      Now that her usefulness is at an end? I wince. It won’t be pretty.

      Duke scowls. “Use your mate bond to locate her.”

      “I can’t. I don’t know why. I should be able to…” Bram growls in frustration. “This is bloody confounding.”

      “You bedded her, aye?” Marrok asks.

      Bram nods emphatically. “Until we both fell into exhausted slumber.”

      Ice scoffs. “Or rather, until you did—after thirty whole seconds.”

      Bram looks ready to rip his throat out. “Fuck you.”

      Marrok forcibly separates them. “Whilst you were bedding her, did you use your powers to read her mind?”

      “Yes…and no. I read her body quite easily but not her thoughts. I’ve never encountered a woman who could shield her mind from me.”

      “That should have been a fucking clue that something was dodgy, don’t you think?” Ice drawls.

      Duke curses under his breath. “We’re off track. We can’t change what happened last night. So we must focus on what the devil we do next.”

      Panic?

      I keep the thought to myself.

      “Precisely.” Bram nods, clearly ready to escape the blaming and finger-pointing.

      “Unfortunately, I must add to our problems. Have any of you seen this?” Duke drops a piece of paper onto the table in the middle of the room. It’s a printout of a website I know well.

      The bold black headline screams Supernatural forces battle in south London Tunnel.

      Bram glances at the paper. “Out of this Realm? It’s a rag. No one takes that rubbish seriously.”

      Not true. Back home, some influential Dallas Morning News reporters I work with are addicted to the paper’s imaginative paranormal stories. They take their articles as gospel.

      “You will after this issue. The byline belongs to Sydney Blair. She’s disturbingly close to the truth. Most news outlets wrote off the battle with Mathias as a foiled terrorist act, a gang initiation, or the work of a madman. Ms. Blair calls it ‘an ongoing clash between powerful factions within magickind.’”

      Bram’s eyes bulge. “How the bloody hell does she know there’s an ongoing battle? Very few witches and wizards even know of Mathias’s return.”

      “Indeed. Before I came, I consulted Peers and People of Magickind. I found no mention of her.”

      Duke’s words detonate in the room like a bomb.

      “You’re saying she’s not even a witch? And she’s not mated to a wizard?” I quiz.

      “Precisely.”

      “She’s…human?” Ice asks.

      His Grace nods grimly. “It appears so.”

      Brilliant.

      Bram scrubs a hand down his face. “How does she know there’s a magickind?”

      Isn’t that an excellent question? Though I disavowed magic long ago, even I know the necessity of keeping magickind’s existence a secret. Witch hunts, trials for heresy, and burnings at the stake aren’t distant memories for a society whose citizens often live to be one thousand. The seventeenth century is, relatively speaking, last year. No one in this room is naïve enough to think that technology is an insurance policy against genocide. People still kill what they don’t understand.

      “Mayhap she is one of Mathias’s soulless minions,” Marrok suggests.

      “Other humans would notice a walking cadaver, like the Anarki we previously fought, in their office,” Bram points out. “Besides, if Mathias wants to influence humanity, why would he take over a tabloid reporter’s mind—and not some influential world leader’s?”

      A valid question. Then again, who can decipher Mathias’s twisted mind?

      “So the reporter is seemingly human, and she acted of her own free will.” I don’t understand what’s happening. “Is she trying to get killed?”

      Duke raises a brow. “Quite. Or she’s frightfully ignorant of the consequences.”

      “Whatever her motives, Ms. Blair is frightfully well informed,” Bram muses.

      “Or perhaps”—Ice turns to glare at me—“she’s getting her information from someone who rejects magickind and would celebrate its end.”

      “Me? I have no love for magic, but I would never advocate genocide. Besides, ending you all would mean my brother’s death as well. Would I be trying to save him if I intended to expose or end magickind?”

      “A fair point.” Duke nods.

      Muttering under his breath, Ice backs away. Barely.

      Duke focuses on the newspaper again. “Whoever Sydney Blair is, I fear she’s dangerous. The rest of the article reveals even more. ‘The bodies discovered in the tunnel are decomposed far beyond expected, given their recent deaths.’”

      “That is no secret.” Marrok waves Duke’s words away. “The media has been scratching over that like a mongrel with fleas.”

      “Keep listening,” Duke barks. “‘Out of this Realm has learned that the bodies bear new wounds and fresh traces of gunpowder, suggesting they somehow fought in the battle, rather than merely being left behind as a macabre message. It appears as if they were actually more dead than alive prior to the battle but able to fight due to evil magic.’”

      “She’s guessing. She must be,” Bram insists, but he’s gone pale.

      I wince.

      “There’s more,” Duke reads on. “‘According to an anonymous source, there’s a mad wizard on the loose, allegedly fighting social injustice in the magical world. He’ll stop at nothing to tear down the establishment and replace it with his version of anarchy.’”

      Around me, every single warrior freezes. Their collective panic is palpable.

      Poor bastards.

      “Who the hell is her bloody anonymous source?” Bram seethes.

      Duke sets the paper down with quiet concern. “Ms. Blair claims it’s ‘a witch who recently found herself tangled in the magical war.’”

      “Name me any witch who knows so much,” Ice spits.

      There’s one possibility that makes my heart stutter. Anka.

      “My sister knows, of course,” Bram concedes. “But she would never…”

      “Of course not,” Duke agrees. “Sabelle is far too discreet.”

      “What about any of the other missing females, like Craddock’s daughter?” Bram muses. “Then again, what witch in her right mind would spill magickind’s most zealously guarded secrets to a bloody human reporter?”

      Isn’t it obvious?

      “One who’s recently been traumatized and may not be in her right mind,” I point out. “Anka.”

      This is the first possible clue to her whereabouts I’ve stumbled across in a fortnight.

      Duke concedes that possibility with a shrug. “Whoever her source, Sydney Blair knows there’s a magickind, that we’re at war, and that Mathias is supposedly fighting the Social Order. I shouldn’t have to tell you gentlemen that’s dreadful news.”

      Bram rakes a hand through his disheveled hair again. “The worst. The moment anyone actually listens, humanity will hunt us. It’ll make the Inquisition seem like a bloody holiday. And if Mathias reads this, her life will be in danger. We must handle this situation immediately.”

      “Indeed.”

      When Bram leans back against his desk, the morning sun slants through the open shutters, illuminating just how much strain the wizard is enduring. I nearly feel sorry for him—until he pins me with a wily stare. “I know how we deal with Ms. Blair. You work at a newspaper.”

      I frown. “So?”

      “Offer your services as a photographer. Find out who her information source is and shut her up before she reveals more about magickind.”

      “How do you expect me to finagle information from her? I’m a stranger; it’s unlikely she’ll trust me with her secrets. Wouldn’t it be faster if you performed that wizard mind-reading trick of yours?”

      “It only works if I’m touching a woman”—he clears his throat—“intimately. Now that I’m mated, I can no longer shag any woman except my own. You’ll have to pry information from her the human way.”

      I’d rather not get tangled in magickind’s problems, but perhaps I can placate Bram while helping my brother. And if I can persuade Ms. Blair to divulge whether Anka is her anonymous source and where my brother’s mate is hiding…even better.

      What other options do I have? I need to find Anka to restore my brother’s sanity. At the moment, the bloody reporter is my best—and only—lead.

      “Well?” Bram smiles. The bloody bastard has me by the balls, and he knows it.

      “Don’t ask me for anything else.”
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      “Have we come to the part where I spank you?”

      As the final notes of “Happy Birthday” echo through the small conference room, I close my eyes. Did my perpetually inappropriate coworker, Jamie, actually suggest a bit of kinky discipline in front of the entire Out of this Realm staff?

      Everyone laughs uncomfortably—except my exceedingly dishy photographer, Caden MacTavish. Mortified, I risk a glance at him. He’s crossed his thick arms over his chest while glaring at Jamie with those piercing blue eyes.

      With a disapproving sigh, I turn to the office Lothario. Jamie merely leers, wagging his brows at me.

      “Have we come to the part where you leave?” Caden counters.

      The words somehow sound polite. He has that upper crust Londoner sound, though muted by time elsewhere. But he can still say most anything and sound civilized. His current expression, on the other hand, rivals Attila the Hun’s on a bad day.

      “You think you should be first to have a go at her?” Jamie challenges him. “I’ve seen how you stare.”

      I flash hot all over. Since joining our team, Caden has taken a great deal of interest in my work. He’s been especially fixated on the battle in that South London tunnel last month. Though he claimed my story about the magical war is utter rubbish, he’s asked a load of questions, particularly about my information source. Not that I would tell him—or anyone else—the woman’s name. Impossible, anyway. I don’t know it. Unfortunately, Jamie must be addled because Caden’s fascination does not extend to me.

      “Bad karma!” Aquarius, my flower-child assistant, scolds both men. “Mellow!”

      Neither spares a glance for the little waif in the fringed dress. Silver bangles tinkling, Aquarius reaches out to Caden. Whether she intends to soothe him or test his aura, I can’t be sure. I shoot a silent warning at my assistant. Now is not a good time for one of her healing-crystal/save-the-world moments.

      Caden ignores her to glare daggers at Jamie. “You may find this concept hard to grasp, but some men are capable of admiring more about a woman than what’s in her knickers.”

      Jamie scoffs. “If he’s a nancy boy.”

      I don’t know Caden well. But despite his disinterest in the contents of my knickers, I’m convinced he’s not gay.

      “Or more evolved than a hormonal ape,” Caden drawls.

      “Stop being rude,” I snap at Jamie. “This is a birthday party, not a brawl.”

      “Tell us your wish,” Leslie from marketing suggests to smooth the tension.

      A romping shag with Caden, but since that isn’t likely to happen…lead reporter has a lovely ring to it. Sure, I work for an online paranormal tabloid that few take seriously, but it pays the bills. Soon, I hope to make a name for myself writing stories that traditional journalists eschew. And people everywhere will recognize me once I find proof of the supernatural. I know it’s out there…

      Until then, I’ll write about the otherworldly things my parents have utterly rejected. Besides, Out of this Realm is a scream to work at. Where else could I collect a salary for chasing Ripper ghosts and conducting interviews at the London Psychic Centre?

      My personal life, on the other hand? Disaster. How does one manage to become a sad spinster at twenty-eight? The endless string of dates from my uni days have been replaced with deadlines and staff meetings. My last boyfriend… His pretty face failed to compensate for the fact he had the IQ of a dead houseplant and the emotional range of a pea. Perhaps I should wish for a man.

      For Caden.

      Yummy waves of dark hair, delicious blue eyes, a body that belongs in magazines, and a reserved nature that makes me itch to know the man beneath. It’s a shame the attraction doesn’t run both ways.

      “She can’t tell us or her wish won’t come true,” Holly, my editor, points out and gestures to the table loaded with brightly wrapped boxes and decorative bags. “Now stop fannying about, Syd, and open your gifts.”

      Aquarius points animatedly to a bright yellow box with a kitschy floral ribbon. Before she can thrust it into my hands, I tear into another. I adore my assistant, but she has a penchant for gifts that often induce snickers and shock. I’d rather open hers in private.

      Sighing, Aquarius pours cups of her infamous home-blended herbal tea as I plow through all the brightly wrapped boxes. A pair of delicate silver earrings, a relaxing massage at a local day spa, and a sumptuous Italian silk scarf trimmed in blue crushed velvet. Jamie gives me a gift certificate for a large pizza and Netflix discount code—both of which he’ll likely insist I share. Prat.

      Caden hands me a somewhat impersonal card and a small box of gourmet chocolates. It’s lovely…though I would have preferred an indecent proposal. It’s been an age since I’ve had a shag, much less a decent one. And I’ve never been as attracted to a man as I am to him.

      “Thank you, everyone. I’m genuinely touched. You shouldn’t have gone to such trouble,” I tell the group.

      “We want to show you how much we appreciate you,” Leslie insists.

      Wrapping paper and greeting cards litter the table when only the package from Aquarius remains. My assistant practically vibrates with excitement. “Last one. Open this! It’s from me.”

      “You baked and organized and still got me something? You shouldn’t have.”

      With the butterfly tattoo on her shoulder and her asymmetrical mesh-and-lace blouse that looks like something from Stevie Nicks’s wardrobe, Aquarius doesn’t dress like a typical assistant. She refuses to make coffee—too full of chemicals and caffeine. And she despises technology. But Aquarius has a knack for stories, for juggling my hectic schedule, fielding the editor-in-chief, soothing paranoid readers, and keeping internal strife at a minimum.

      Despite being total opposites, she and I have become good friends.

      “Are you two going to start snogging, or are you opening that?” Jamie hollers.

      After tossing another glare his way, I focus on the gift. It’s square and slightly heavy, wrapped in yellow linen. I study the loud ribbon, wondering whether the present is safe to unwrap in polite company.

      “Go on!” Aquarius insists excitedly.

      An odd anticipation revs through me as I pluck at the silky bow and tear through the wrapping to reveal…an old book. The red leather cover is framed in a gilt filagree design and some sort of scripty-looking symbol. I try to hide my confusion, but I’ve been told I should never play poker.

      Aquarius laughs. “Read the card inside.”

      With a shrug, I open the little volume and flip through the empty, ever-so-slightly yellowed pages. Caden elbows in and gives the book an eye-popping stare as I thumb my way to the middle and locate a white square of card stock emblazoned with a fancy script that reads:

      

      
        
        On these magical pages, spill your sensual fantasy, soon, your wishes will become reality.

        

        A kiss, a touch, a whisper-whatever you most desire, in the arms of your lover, pleasure will burn hotter than fire.

      

      

      

      Wait. Aquarius believes this unassuming little book makes sexual fantasies come true? I would love that, and I believe in magic, but this little volume in my hands?

      Impossible.

      Caden wedges his way through the crowd until he’s beside me, gaping at the book. His musky, woodsy scent never fails to drive me mad. How can any man smell so clean and yet like the dirtiest sex?

      “May I see that?” he demands more than asks, reaching for the red volume.

      “If you like.”

      Before I’ve even finished speaking, he snatches it from me, pinging with tension.

      I sigh. Yesterday, he looked right past the low-cut black jumper I wore to snag his attention. This old book? He’s enraptured.

      Aquarius grabs my hand with a secretive smile. “Syd, do you understand? It’s⁠—”

      “A crappy old book,” Jamie hollers, edging in behind me. “What kind of boring gift is that?”

      “I appreciate everything everyone’s given me,” I say through clenched teeth, then address the rest of the staff. “Thank you. I’ve had a lovely birthday. Let’s get back to work. Deadlines don’t care that I’m another year older.” Maybe that will make Jamie shove off.

      With murmurs about lots to do and so little time, the small crowd files out of the conference room. Unfortunately, Jamie lingers. Aquarius remains, as does Caden, who still intently studies the book.

      Jamie drops a hand on my hip and slides it toward my backside. “You know, if you want something special for your birthday, I’ll make time for you this weekend.”

      Does he think I’m eager to shag him? I can’t fathom ever being that desperate.

      I open my mouth to refuse and tell him to remove his paw. Instead, Caden grabs Jamie’s wrist and nearly crushes it.

      “What the bloody hell?” He glares at Caden as he tries—and fails—to jerk free.

      Normally, such high-handed tactics would annoy me. I’m a grown woman who knows how to fend off creepers. But if Caden’s unexpected caveman impression means he’s even the slightest bit jealous, splendid.

      “You daft prick, let go!” Jamie demands.

      “As soon as you let go of her.” Caden nods toward Jamie’s hand hovering near my ass.

      The cretin releases me, shaking his offended wrist when finally Caden turns him free. Openly sulking, he leaves.

      Caden watches with a scowl of silent disapproval. I feel violence pulsing under my photographer’s skin. “Could I speak to you in your office?”

      As always, his tone is polite. Is he planning to warn me about Jamie’s evils like an overprotective brother? Depressing thought. Do I have to jump on Caden while he’s naked to make him grasp that I’m not interested in anyone but him?

      “Of course.”

      “After you.” Caden gestures to the door.

      “Wait!” Aquarius snatches the book from Caden and shoves it back in my hands. “Your gift! I should tell you about it.”

      Oh, the “magical diary.” I can’t refuse without hurting Aquarius’s feelings. My impromptu meeting with Caden will have to wait.

      “Go to my office. I’ll be there in a minute,” I tell him.

      After a long glance at me, then the book, Caden nods and slips from the room, shutting the door behind him.

      Being a petite redhead, I’ll never have a centerfold’s breasts and am not one of those statuesque, model-like creatures men get in a froth about. But Caden’s interactions with me are so impersonal, I wonder if he even knows I’m female. I sigh.

      “You want him,” Aquarius whispers. It isn’t a question.

      “I couldn’t want him anymore than if I’d shot myself with Cupid’s arrow.” I toss my hands in the air. “He doesn’t reciprocate.”

      “You don’t know that,” Aquarius argues. “Something is brewing in that man’s head.”

      Maybe. “He’s bloody difficult to read.”

      “I don’t think he’s as immune to you as you imagine.”

      “I’d love to believe that. No, I’d love to experience it.”

      “You can.” Aquarius taps the old book. “He can be yours for a night.”

      Honestly, Caden can have his pick of women. Besides being fit, gorgeous, intelligent, and polite, he has proven dependable thus far. He isn’t lazy, he’s chivalrous without being a misogynist, and he truly seems to listen. He’s probably devastatingly good in bed, too—not that I’ll ever know personally.

      Or can I?

      The idea tempts me. Can this journal possibly be magical? Truly? It sounds awfully fantastical—not that such a book exists, but that Aquarius dropped it in my lap. Supposing everything she says is true…could Caden truly be mine for the night after I jot down a few ideas that involve scented massage oil, a big bed, and his naked body?

      I cast a gentle glance at my assistant. “You genuinely believe this book is real?”

      Aquarius nods. “It made one of my fantasies come true. Remember Alex, that delish neighbor I told you about? He asked me out when I wrote down precisely what I wanted.”

      “He had an itch for you, so when his calendar opened up, he rang.”

      “And read my mind? Until last week, I never knew shagging under a waterfall would be so…invigorating.”

      “A waterfall? It’s bloody November. Where did you find⁠—”

      “I’ll never tell.” She smiles coyly.

      “Let me get this straight: This hunky bloke suddenly appeared and whisked you away to fulfill your fantasy, exactly as you wrote it?”

      “Yes.” Dreamy doesn’t begin to describe Aquarius’s faraway expression. “It was fantastic.”

      I grope for a chair and sink into it. “Good thing you’re taking a holiday. I think you need it.”

      “I’m overworked, not mad. I thoroughly enjoyed Alex. As a life partner, he wasn’t right for me⁠—”

      “No man ever is.” Aquarius is notoriously picky.

      “There’s a man out there. Somewhere. I’ll know when I meet him. But the point is, I don’t need this journal anymore.” Aquarius shoves it at me. “But you… If you want Caden, write your fantasy in here.”

      The idea is tempting, but if Caden ever discovered my words, mortified wouldn’t begin to cover how badly I’d want to crawl into a hole and wait for a new millennium.

      “That’s a terrible idea.”

      “Pining away is no better. Look”—her voice drops to a whisper—“take the diary with you this weekend and write your deepest desire about Caden. Wait a day or two. If it doesn’t come true, what have you lost?”
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        Caden

      

      

      

      I march into Sydney’s office and barely refrain from slamming the door. The fiery sun setting over the jagged London skyline matches my mood.

      How in the bloody hell did Aquarius acquire the Doomsday Diary to put it in Sydney Blair’s very human hands? She can’t keep the book. It’s too dangerous by far.

      I need to seize it.

      I’m besieged by an equally strong urge to punch both Bram Rion and Jamie What’s-his-name.

      Wanting to beat Bram to a pulp makes sense. He embodies so much of what I despise about magic: the blithe assumption of supremacy, the unpredictability, and the utter inability to compromise, not to mention the total lack of awareness that it might be required. Oh, and the blatant inequality. In the human world, anyone can learn to defend themselves and grow stronger each day—or buy a better weapon. But a witch or wizard never has more magical abilities than they were born with. If they find themselves at the mercy of someone more evil and powerful… God help them.

      But I don’t understand my reaction to Jamie. Every time the prat even looks at Sydney, I barely restrain my homicidal urges. My gut compels me to touch her, take her, possess her until she admits she’s mine. I’ve done my best to ignore the impulse, but she’s become a fever in my blood.

      Still, I’m on a mission. I’m good at those, thanks to the U.S. Marine Corps. Focus. Get in, get the job done, get out. End of story. Don’t do anything stupid—like fall in life-altering lust with Sydney. Yet no matter how much my desire defies logic, I can’t stop.

      I’ve been tasked with stopping the saucy reporter from exposing magickind to the humans—a move that will protect her, too—and discover if Anka is her source of information. Unfortunately, I can’t bloody focus on anything except pushing Sydney against a wall and kissing her senseless before I fuck her into sighing bliss.

      I wasn’t naive enough to believe that my assignment would be easy, but she’s been a distraction and a roadblock at every turn. The woman is both infuriating and admirably determined. Throw in the sudden and unexpected appearance of the Doomsday Diary? This has become what my platoon buddies called a clusterfuck.

      Cursing, I pull my phone from my pocket and dial an increasingly familiar number.

      Bram answers immediately. “You have news?”

      Do I ever, but first things first. “How is Lucan?”

      Bram hesitates. “Weak. We’re doing our best, but…”

      Those words are a stab in the chest. Without an energy surrogate, my brother’s condition has only worsened in the past two weeks. “You best not let him die while I’m in London doing your dirty work.”

      “Believe me, if I had anyone else suited to this task, you would still be gnashing your teeth at Lucan’s bedside. But matters are too critical here for me to be playing office. Duke can pass as a human, but who would believe that the Duke of Hurstgrove wants a job at a paranormal tabloid? That leaves a fifteen-hundred-year-old warrior, an attitude-challenged wizard, and you. You alone have both experience in photography and the human world.”

      “Your problem is mine only as long as my brother is alive. Is that clear?”

      “As if you’d drawn me a picture,” Bram shoots back. “I’m against this, but Sabelle insists on providing Lucan energy. Or trying, anyway.”

      As a surrogate? Bram is a protective older brother, so his reluctance to let her serve a madman is hardly a surprise. But Sabelle has proven she’s a determined witch with the unusual ability to make others feel whatever she wants with a touch. If anyone can provide Lucan energy now, it’s Sabelle.

      “Tell your sister I appreciate her.” More than she knows.

      “No guarantee it will work.”

      “It must.” If she fails… I can’t face that possibility. “If Lucan dies⁠—

      “You no longer care about my cause. That’s the only reason I’m letting Sabelle carry out this ridiculous scheme,” he spits back. “Believe me, as desperately as we need help with this fight, I’ll happily release you from this obligation the moment I can. I want only those committed to the cause.”

      I don’t care if Bram boots me from the magical army I never wanted to join. Being back among magickind merely reminds me of its worst. This gut-wrenching madness of Lucan’s merely underscores all the reasons I’ve loathed it for decades.

      “Rion, do you honestly believe that you and a handful of ragtag wizards can defeat the most powerful magical figure in a millennium and his growing army?”

      “Perhaps not, but we’ll fail if we don’t try. Tell me your news.”

      He’s right. This argument is wasting time. “Sydney is guarding the name of her information source like it’s a bloody national secret.”

      Bram curses. “We’re running out of time, and every word she prints about this story puts a fresh target on her back. Make her stop.”

      “How?”

      “I don’t care. Seduce her.”

      I grit my teeth. How the devil am I supposed to bamboozle the woman I’m completely enthralled with? I’m far too serious to have Bram’s sort of charm. If I get any closer to Sydney, I’ll strip her, bury every inch I have inside her, and ask questions later. On the other hand, if something happens to her, I’ll come undone. Unhinged. It’s possible I alone stand between her and Mathias’s wrath.

      I can’t fail her.

      “It’s too late for that. Sydney’s next column will blow the lid off the magical war story. Before the bodies were removed from the tunnel following the battle with Mathias, Sydney’s previous photographer took a few pictures. Grainy and fuzzy, which works in our favor, but no one else managed to snap any, so she still scooped every other news source. For that photo alone, people will read Out of this Realm in droves, especially when she publishes that Mathias and his Anarki army are out to dissolve the Social Order and eradicate the Doomsday Brethren.”

      “She knows about us? Who the bloody hell is her source of information? You need to find out now.”

      “Don’t you think I’m fucking trying? Unfortunately, the news gets even worse. Sydney acquired the Doomsday Diary fifteen minutes ago.”

      “What?” Bram’s shock reverberates over the phone before he curses a stream of loud, ugly words. “You’re absolutely certain?”

      “I know of only one old red book bearing Morgana Le Fay’s symbol.”

      “Fuck. Buy it from her. Steal it from her. Now.”

      “I doubt she’ll part with it. The blasted thing was a birthday gift from a dear friend.”

      “Who?”

      “Aquarius.”

      “The astrological sign?”

      “Sydney’s assistant. Is she your missing mate?”

      “That wasn’t the name—” Bram sighs. “Describe her. Perhaps my missing ‘wife’ is using an alias.”

      “Short, almost fey looking. Brown, wavy hair to her waist, green eyes⁠—”

      “That’s not her. Which raises the question, if Sydney acquired the book from this woman⁠—”

      “Aquarius.”

      “Who is definitely not my mate, how did she get her hands on it?”

      “I was hoping you could shed some light.”

      “No idea. Ask her. Maybe she’ll know how to locate the minx who answered my Call, then skipped out.” Frustration oozes from Bram’s every syllable. “After you recover the diary. That’s our first—and most important—priority.”

      “If we don’t, Sydney is a smart, tenacious reporter. And she’s determined to write ‘fresh paranormal stories.’ Her words.”

      “You think she’ll write about the diary?”

      “I don’t merely think. She will.”

      Bram groans. “Dear god, she has no idea⁠—”

      “None. That’s the only good news. But once she figures out the actual purpose of the Doomsday Diary…”

      “If that bloody story hits the internet, she’ll be dead.”

      The thought sends me into a cold panic I don’t understand. I barely know the woman. I’m here to save my brother. But I’m consumed by thoughts of Sydney and her safety. I’ll protect her—or die trying. “She’s been told the book will grant her sexual fantasies. She seems skeptical. Let’s hope it stays that way.”

      “At least until you wrest that book from her.”

      “I’ll work on that and the name of her source. You’re coming to help, right? Use a bit of magic and⁠—”

      “Can’t. There was another Anarki attack two hours ago. I’ve just returned from the Pullmans’ estate. Well, what’s left of it. Burned to the ground. Their newly transitioned daughter is missing. Everyone else is dead. I have to report to the Council.”

      That’s grave news. If the Anarki are attacking again, that means Mathias is on the mend and his power is rising once more. I don’t want to care, but… I rub at my tired eyes. After seeing so much war and death in my life, attacks on families, especially on women, trouble me.

      What if he finds Sydney?

      “What can you do?”

      “Only what we have been: search for Mathias while trying to locate Shock, whose loyalties are annoyingly questionable.”

      Not as far as I’m concerned. He’s as dodgy as the rest of the House of Denzell.

      “And his brother, Zain,” Bram continues. “The little prick appears to be Mathias’s right-hand lackey.”

      “Have you considered telling other magical families about these attacks so they can protect themselves.”

      “Are you going to pretend you care about magickind now?”

      I restrain a growl. “I wouldn’t wish what’s happened to my family on another.”

      Bram sighs. “Rumors are beginning to spread about Mathias’s return, but the decision to officially tell magickind falls with the Council. They issue edicts and approve transcasts.”

      “Certainly a few words on how best to defend yourself⁠—”

      “Which is why no such edict will be allowed any time soon. No one knows how to defend against Mathias, and the Council would rather err on the side of silence than inaccuracy. Bloody stupid bastards.”

      “You’re one of them,” I point out.

      “The lone voice of reason, I assure you. I’ve long argued that we should communicate magical news via transcasts or the like frequently. But by the time the Council agrees to the verbiage…” Bram scoffs. “It’s old news.”

      That doesn’t surprise me. Dawdling old fools, Lucan has long called them, even our Uncle Sterling at times.

      I’m curious why Bram stays on the Council, likely enduring one frustration after another. But it’s none of my affair. I don’t want to become more entangled in the magical world. I’m already in too deep.

      “Will you come once you’ve helped the victims of the latest attack?”

      “If I’m able,” Bram vows. “Keep working on Sydney Blair.”

      I can think of any number of ways in which I’d like to work on Sydney. Completely naked with her on her back, restrained to my bed, comes immediately to mind. But I need to focus on my mission. “I will.”

      “And if you can snag the book, do it. We’ll worry about the consequences later.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      I ring off with Bram just before Sydney’s door bursts open. In walks the source of my frustrations and fantasies, carrying the blasted magical book.

      Lust detonates inside me like a fucking supernova. Lightning races down my spine, electrifying every nerve ending. I’m drowning in need, choking on it. My fingers crush the back of a chair, knuckles white as I fight to stay upright against the dizzying onslaught.

      What in blazes is happening to me? I’m a bloody yo-yo—exhausted one second, wired the next. My senses are in overdrive, skin buzzing like I’ve touched a live wire. Sweat prickles out of nowhere. And Christ, my cock is perpetually ready for action. This isn’t normal.

      Sure, I’m stressed. The mission is going tits up, Lucan is still a mess, and Sydney, that ginger fireball, is melting my sanity. I ache for the simplicity of my life in Dallas, a world away from this clusterfuck. But deep down, I know the culprit. It’s magic. The same force that shattered my world once before is clawing its way back in.

      Only this time, the magic isn’t just around me. It’s inside me, a gathering storm I can’t outrun. And that terrifies me more than anything.

      “What is it, MacTavish?” She thrusts one hand on her hip. The other holds the Doomsday Diary casually.

      God, if she had any idea how powerful and sought after that book is… I have to steal it as quickly as possible.

      Surreptitiously, I withdraw my mobile phone, pretending to sort through the menus, and snap a picture.

      “Watch it!” she protests.

      “Sorry. New phone. I’m still learning.”

      “You wanted to see me? Out with it. And be quick. It’s Friday evening. I have a pub stool and a pint waiting for me.”

      She’s in a snit. Because I dismissed Jamie? The thought that she might be interested in that knuckle-dragging prat makes me far more violent than it should. But there’s no way he’s touching her. I’ll make sure of that.

      “I have some questions.”

      “Shocking.” She rounds her desk, slim hips swaying as she sets the diary on the semicluttered surface. “Well?”

      A caustic Sydney is a dazzling force of nature wrapped in a petite package. I shouldn’t stare, but she’s captivated me from the first moment I laid eyes on her and she dug her way under my skin.

      That porcelain skin flushes pink, a hint of the fire burning beneath. Her auburn curls cascade over her shoulders like liquid copper, begging me to run my fingers through them. But it’s those eyes that undo me—deep, rich brown pools that seemingly see through my bullshit. When our gazes lock, it’s like a lightning bolt to the chest, leaving me panting for more.

      She’s the best version of a pretty redheaded doll crossed with a sex bomb. And god help me, I’m powerless against her pull. I don’t know whether to coddle and protect her from the violent world out there or just fuck her blind.

      Don’t think about her. Think smart. Think mission.

      I’d rather have her naked underneath me, taking every inch of me.

      I clear my throat. “I’ll get to the point.”

      “Lovely.”

      Sydney stares back with admirable moxie for someone who doesn’t even reach my chin. She defends her stories with passion and wit, cleverly combining logic and fancy to sway detractors and believers alike. The fact she’s smart and sexy makes her bloody near impossible to resist.

      “But let me first say,” she goes on. “If you’re going to warn me about the evils of Jamie, I’m a big girl.”

      I hadn’t planned on discussing him, but since she brought it up… “Are you interested?”

      She shrugs. “Why do you care?”

      The possibility drives me mad. I’ve never been jealous of such a wanker. Hell, I’ve never been jealous, period.

      Splendid. A new low…

      I have to stifle this feeling. Revealing it would be a match on kindling, since I suspect Sydney is attracted to me, too. Still, I must have latent masochistic tendencies because the urge to tell her in excruciating detail exactly how I want her in my bed, her nails in my back, screaming my name, bombards me. But I can’t get distracted, or I’ll never find Anka. And my brother will pass to his nextlife.

      “It’s none of my business, I grant you. But you can do better.”

      Sydney cocks her head. “Are you offering?”

      My heart launches into a furious rhythm. Every muscle tenses. She can’t possibly know how close she is to feeling her desk against her back as I pin her under me.

      “I’m merely pointing out that you’re a beautiful, talented woman. You deserve more than Jamie.”

      Sydney studies me from beneath her sooty lashes. “Why do you care?”

      “If he turns out to be an axe murderer, I’m out of a job.”

      She rolls her eyes. “Prat. I’m leaving. On Monday, we’ll continue with the magical battle story. I should have more details by then.”

      “Are you convinced it’s real, then?”

      She shrugs. “Anything is possible. But even if it’s not, it’s a fantastic story, and readers are eating it up, which makes Holly happy”

      My gut tightens. “Will you be talking to your source over the weekend?”

      “It depends on how willing she is to talk.”

      I need to know if Anka is her source almost as much as I fear Sydney’s columns will incite Mathias’s wrath. “I have a great deal of experience at extracting information from interview subjects. My military background, you know. If you bring me along⁠—”

      “No. I’m not even certain she’ll emerge from hiding.”

      “I’ll protect her, if that’s her concern.” And you.

      Sydney waves me away. “Against magic? You can’t. But this conversation has me wondering… If you have so much experience in the States working for a ‘reputable’ paper, why are you squatting in the gutter at Out of this Realm?”

      Clever. Of course she’s questioning my cover.

      “My brother is gravely ill. I don’t know how long he’ll need me, and a man has to make a living.”

      “What’s wrong, then?”

      Explaining mate mourning to a human? A definite no-no. “His doctors aren’t certain, so I may be here for some time. I could be very beneficial to you.”

      “Unless you’re offering me more than pictures, you can’t. Stay away from my magical war story. That’s final.” She grabs her purse and the book, then gestures me out of her office. “See you Monday.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      After Sydney’s exit, I need a plan B—fast.

      I need to ask Aquarius how she acquired the tome.

      Five minutes. I’ll give Sydney that long to visit the loo, say her goodbyes, and leave the old building.

      While I wait, I send the picture I snapped of the book to Bram.

      Moments later, the wizard texts back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Bingo! Grab it.

      

      

      

      

      

      As if it’s that simple…

      Too impatient to wait, I pop by Aquarius’s cubicle. But she’s gone. Lights out, hippie tie-dye coat off its hook. I never thought to ask where she was taking her holiday or when she’d return. Damn it.

      I wince against an oncoming headache.

      Plan C, it is. I’ll focus on Sydney.

      Four minutes and thirty-eight seconds later, I head nonchalantly down the hallway. Sydney’s office is clear, laptop shut down and lights off. Good.

      If the woman refuses to take me when she meets her source, I’ll find another way to learn the woman’s identity. That’s top priority. Bram would disagree…but so bloody what? If Anka is Sydney’s source, this might be my only chance of finding my brother’s mate, bringing her home, and restoring his sanity.

      Inside Sydney’s office, I shut the door. Darkness envelops me. The November sun sets much earlier in London than my adopted home in Texas. Though I grew up in the UK, I’ve forgotten how long the nights can be. It’s
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