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          Avery waited impatiently outside the Witch Museum. It was 2:30 in the morning, and the small town of White Haven was quiet, other than the sound of unearthly grunts and snarls that came from inside the building. The devil’s trap had caught something, and the warning she had set up had triggered, waking her from a fitful night’s sleep. Any minute now, the other witches would arrive.


          It was Sunday night, three nights after Gil’s death, and Avery was gritty-eyed and sleep deprived. If she was honest, she was happy to be woken by the need to do something useful. His death had left her tossing and turning, pondering what-ifs and maybes. She hadn’t seen the others since then.


          She glanced nervously around the car park. If that was a demon in the museum, and it certainly sounded like one, someone had summoned it. If it was Faversham, and she was convinced it must be, was he close by, or doing this from a distance? As she looked towards the town, she saw shadows edge across the car park, and she sighed with relief. Her coven had arrived.


          Alex blinked back tiredness. “How long?”


          “Thirty minutes at most,” she said, adjusting her backpack with her grimoire in it.


          Briar nodded in acknowledgement. “I can’t believe the trap worked. I’ve got goose bumps.” She looked around. “No Reuben?”


          Avery shook her head. “No. I didn’t think we should disturb him. Have you seen him, El?”


          “No. He doesn’t want to see anyone right now.” El seemed like she was trying to sound cool about it, but there was a tightness in her voice that wasn’t normally there.


          “Fair enough,” Alex said. “Let’s get on with it. I’ve brought my new grimoire—there’s a spell that I think will work.”


          “Excellent,” Avery said, “because my idea feels shaky. And guys, someone must have summoned that demon. They may still be here.” She turned to the back door and with a whispered spell, the door unlocked and they slipped into the museum.


          The smell of blood was potent, but stronger than that was the stench of sulphur. The noise was louder inside, and her skin pricked at the feral, inhuman sounds that came from the main room. A flickering orange light illuminated the doorway.


          “What’s causing that?” El whispered.


          “We’ll soon find out,” Alex said, leading the way.


          A shudder ran down Avery’s spine as she saw a dark, multi-limbed, writhing shape thrashing against the constraints of the devil’s trap. As the demon saw them enter the room, it howled from its monstrous mouth, and its blood red eyes fixed them with a piercing stare. On the wall behind was the occult doorway that it had travelled through. The sigils were alight with flames, and acrid smoke poured off them; beyond them, indistinct shapes lurked in the other dimension.


          “May the Great Goddess protect us,” Briar whispered. She stood, making her personal preparations that Avery was slowly becoming familiar with. She removed her shoes and stood barefoot, grounding herself ready to draw the Earth’s strength.


          Alex pulled his grimoire free and set it up on a small display case, working quickly and surely, while El pulled a short sword out of her pack and stood poised, ready to strike.


          Avery watched them with interest. “What’s with the sword, El?”


          “After you used the ceremonial sword successfully the other night to help you channel air, I thought I would bind this one with fire—it’s smaller and easier to carry, and there’s a little something extra in there, too.” She grimaced. “Fun times.”


          “Well, that’s one way of putting it.”


          “Alex, if your banishing spells don’t work, what’s the back-up plan?” El asked.


          “A shit-storm of elemental magic?” Alex glanced up from the pages. “I’ve got this. Trust me. Just give me one more minute.”


          Avery took deep, calming breaths and tried to focus. Magic worked best with a clear head and a definite plan. While she waited for Alex, Avery watched the demon. The last time they had encountered them, it had been impossible to study them properly, but now that this one was trapped, she could take her time. Like the other demons, it was made of fire and smoke, its form threatening but seemingly insubstantial. However, this one was bigger with more limbs, and power radiated from it. It writhed so quickly, it was difficult to make out its complete form, or if it even had one. It seemed to constantly shift, one limb morphing into another, and its eyes moved around within what she assumed was its head. It snapped its huge, gaping mouth, revealing long, sharp teeth, and its growls of frustration were like hearing nails scraped down a blackboard. Fire whips struck against the trap’s invisible walls, desperately trying to reach them. The occult doorway behind it was equally fascinating, and she wondered if the trapped demon meant the doorway couldn’t close.


          Alex shouted, “I’m ready! Repeat after me.”


          They linked hands and Alex started his spell. It was written in archaic English, and at first he stumbled over the words, but then he became more confident and they repeated the words together, each cycle growing in power and conviction.


          The demon writhed even more furiously, its shape changing too quickly to register. Avery almost stepped back, its ferocity was so scary, but she held her ground and raised her voice, strengthened by her link with the other witches.


          Then, with an almighty crack, the invisible walls of the devil’s trap shattered and a rope of flames streaked across the room, whipped around Briar’s ankle, and pulled her towards the portal. It seemed the trap still had some power as the demon stayed within its circle, but more and more flame ropes lashed towards them.


          Screaming with panic, Briar slithered across the floor, hurling energy bolts at the demon in a desperate attempt to break free, but it was too strong. El loosed Avery’s hand and ran across the room, wielding her sword that now flashed with a white flame.


          Avery wavered for a moment, wondering whether to follow, but Alex tightened his grip on her hand as he continued to cast the spell, and she drew on her power once again, binding her strength with his as they repeated the words faster and faster.


          El sliced and hacked at the flame ropes, moving with athletic fury. The ropes shrivelled as she cut them, but she still couldn’t get to Briar who was being pulled closer and closer to the demon. She renewed her attack, and Avery tried not to lose concentration. Finally El sliced through the flame rope holding Briar, just as she reached the edge of the trap.


          With an insidious whisper, the doorway changed and they all almost faltered. Avery had thought it was open before, but as their spell started to work, the runes faded away, revealing the dimension in all its horror. It was like staring into a gigantic whirlpool of fire that stretched back aeons—it was time that Avery sensed, not space, and it was terrifying.


          El grabbed Briar and hauled her across the room, both of them stumbling in their haste.


          But the doorway was open for mere seconds. It sucked the demon back within its realms and the portal shut with a resounding roar, plunging them into darkness. Avery spelled a ball of witch-light towards the ceiling where it floated, illuminating the shocked ensemble.


          “Everyone okay?” Avery asked, heart pounding.


          Alex stood immobile as if uncertain, and then he grinned. “Hell yeah! I just banished a demon and closed a dimension—don’t thank me all at once!”


          “I meant El and Briar,” she said dryly. “But well done. It was very impressive.”


          “Impressive? It was bloody awesome!”


          Briar interrupted. “Don’t worry about us, Alex—I only almost got sucked into some infernal dimension. El, thank you. You were brilliant.” Briar looked pale as she held her hands over her ankle and calf for a few seconds, murmuring a spell. “That really hurts. It would have been a lot worse without my jeans on.”


          "Glad I could help." El admired her sword, examining it under the witch-light. “This worked better than I thought.”


          “So what was your special something in the sword?” Avery asked.


          “Ice fire.”


          “Is that even a thing?”


          “It is now. Demons don’t like it.”


          “Wow. This night is so weird.”


          Alex stepped up to the closed occult doorway, pulling a large potion bottle out of his pocket. “One final thing.” He opened the bottle and threw the contents over the doorway with a final incantation, and the runes and marks started to fade until they completely disappeared. “Done. Nothing’s coming out of that again.”


          Puzzled, El asked, “But who summoned the demon? Where are they?”


          Alex shrugged. “Maybe it was done from a distance. Wherever they are, they were trying to disrupt White Haven.”


          "I think disrupt is an understatement," Briar muttered.


          “Maybe it’s a distraction,” Avery suggested.


          “From what?” El asked. “We’ve protected everything we can.”


          Briar stood and joined them, a slight limp to her walk. “Maybe whoever did this thought the demon would kill one of us. We’re too good. I finally feel like we have a win.”


          “Come on,” Alex said. “Let’s clean up this place and get out of here.”


          “Wait,” Avery said, moving towards the shattered display next to where the doorway had been.


          It hadn’t been changed since the night they were last here. Underneath the broken glass was a simple ink line drawing depicting Helena tied to the stake. She was wrapped in a cloak, and her dark hair was flying around her face as if a strong wind was blowing. A man leaned forward with a burning branch to light the pyre beneath, while a group of people watched. Avery shuddered at the horrific spectacle, and thought back to their interview with Samuel Kingston. What if Helena had been betrayed? Avery had to find out.


          Next to the picture was a display of objects used on an altar. An athame, ancient and worn, its blade dull, the hilt patterned with an old Celtic design. Next to it was an engraved chalice, a ritual bowl made of silver, and two pillar candles that had once been lit. There were two dishes made out of carved wood, the traces of what Avery presumed was salt in one, the other traditionally used for water. The objects were laid out on a white cotton cloth, and bundles of plants were lined behind them - bay leaves, rowan berries, acorns, oak leaves, and a spiral of hazel branches. She smiled as she realised that it really was an altar, placed here many years ago, Helena watching over it.


          An old leather book lay to the side, filled with pages of writing. It looked like a ledger, and underneath it was a sign that read: “Final sales records from Helena Marchmont’s business.” She reached forward, brushing away shards of glass, and flicked through the pages with avid curiosity. Had this been written by Helena’s own hand? Under the witch light, a silvery shape appeared on the open pages in the centre of the book, and Avery gasped. It was a message.


          No, it was a map.


          “What’s up, Avery?” Alex asked, standing next to her.


          “Look!” She lifted the book and turned it under the light. “It’s a map.”


          He leaned in closer. “Of what?”


          She shook her head. “I don’t know.”


          El and Briar joined them, Briar smiling. “This has been here all these years, waiting for you to find it.”


          “Could it show us where her grimoire is?” Alex asked. "I mean, logically, what else would she hide?"


          Avery didn't answer, but for the first time in days, felt a spark of excitement run through her. After Gil’s death, nothing had seemed worth it. She had questioned what they were doing and wondered if it was worth the risk. But it had to be.


          The path to her grimoire was right in front of her.
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          The day of Gil’s funeral was overcast and gusty, which was exactly how it should be, Avery thought.


          It was Thursday, a whole week since Gil’s death, and the days in between had felt long and incredibly sad. Other than needing to banish a demon, nothing out of the ordinary had happened. Avery was grateful for the respite, but it was unnerving. She was on edge, waiting for something to happen while trying to get on with life. She presumed Faversham had summoned the demon, but if he had, he hadn’t waited to attack them, and their homes were intact once they returned. Maybe El was right and they had injured him during their battle in the smugglers’ tunnels. Well, it wouldn’t last long. He would heal quickly, and their brief respite would be over all too soon.


          The shock of Gil’s death had resonated through the town, and it seemed the whole of White Haven was attending the funeral that was taking place at Old Haven Church, perched on a cliff top overlooking the sea. It had stood there weathering wind, rain, and sun since the 12th century, and the cemetery was snuggled around it, crouched beneath gnarled trees misshapen by the wind. The church was made of huge blocks of stone and had a solid square tower. It was one of several churches in White Haven, and no one was buried there anymore—the plots were full. Only Gil’s family status and the fact that they had a mausoleum had allowed for that.


          As Avery exited the church after the short service that extolled Gil’s virtues without making any mention of his pagan beliefs, she looked around at the grounds, wondering if some of her ancestors might be buried there. They might be witches, but they still ended up in a cemetery like everyone else.


          Briar sniffed into a tissue and Avery put an arm around her shoulder. “Are you all right, Briar?”


          “Not really. I think I might start sobbing soon, and then I’d be really embarrassed.”


          “You and me both, then,” Avery said, as she stepped to the side of the path, pulling Briar with her.


          Alex and Reuben were two of the pallbearers, along with three of Gil’s close friends from the business, and a distant cousin. They exited the church, leading the way down the path to the mausoleum a short distance away under a broad, shady tree. They all looked smart in dark, single-breasted suits, and Avery couldn’t help but smile. She’d never imagined she’d see either Alex or Reuben in a suit. Reuben looked a million miles away, his expression grim, and he stared into the distance, seeming to barely register anyone. Most of the town peeled away after the service, probably heading to the pub where the wake was being held, but El joined Avery and Briar, her eyes red and puffy. She had been sitting at the front with Reuben, and Avery gave her a wan smile as they followed behind Alicia, Gil’s widow, who walked with her parents and a few close friends.


          Alicia, a petite blonde with sharp blue eyes, wore a smart black suit. Avery had met her a few times, but didn’t really know her well, and the only thing she had said to her all day was, “I’m so sorry, Alicia. If you need anything...”


          Alicia had merely nodded, her eyes red, and Avery couldn’t work out if she was furious with her for being part of the events that led to Gil’s death, or if she was just in mourning. Or acting. She still suspected her of being a spy for Faversham.


          Avery nodded in greeting to a few of the mourners who were joining them at the mausoleum and then slowed down so that they were far enough behind that they couldn’t hear their conversation. She


          asked El, “How’s Alicia doing?”


          El shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. She’s polite, but that’s all. She’s barely spoken to me, but I don’t see much of her, so why should she?”


          Avery nodded and kept her thoughts to herself. She told no one of her fears other than Alex, and they had barely seen each other over the past week, except for the night at the Witch Museum.


          “And what about Reuben? How’s he doing?”


          El dropped her head, silent for a moment, before looking at Avery and Briar. “He can barely look at me, never mind speak to me. I think he blames me.”


          “You don’t know that,” Avery said, trying to comfort her. “He’s grieving and angry. He’ll come round.”


          “I’ve never seen him like this before. Whatever we had is gone.”


          Briar hugged her. “It will be okay. It will just take time.”


          The mausoleum came into view. It was an ornate stone building with a pitched roof, a double door made from thick wooden planks, and an enormous keyhole. Avery shuddered. It wasn’t somewhere she would like to spend eternity. She’d rather be buried beneath a tree or cremated and scattered amongst her plants.


          At the entrance the vicar said a few words, most of them lost on the wind, and the pallbearers carried the coffin inside.


          The wind seemed to howl in this spot and the leaves above them rustled furiously, some of them flying loose and swirling around them. Avery looked around cautiously. She wouldn’t put it past Faversham to be standing by and gloating somewhere in the periphery, but the only person now in sight was DI Newton, stepping between the trees and tombstones to reach them.


          Avery nudged El and Briar. “Look who’s coming.”


          Newton nodded to them as he arrived, and then for a moment he watched the vicar speaking to Alicia and her family. Avery had only spoken to him once since they closed the dimensional doorway, and that was briefly over the phone to let him know the museum could open again. His dark hair was swept back, ruffling in the breeze, and his eyes had dark shadows under them.


          When he turned to them, his eyes were hard. "Thank you for closing the doorway, but you should have called me first.”


          “We had no idea if we could do it," Avery explained, trying not to snap. "Besides, you couldn’t have helped, and it was dangerous.”


          “Even so, I’d rather know before than after—should anything like that happen again.”


          El jumped in, “Let’s hope it doesn’t. I don’t want to have to deal with demons again for a while.”


          “Nor me,” Briar said. “It’s taken all week for my leg to heal.”


          Concerned, Newton asked, “Why? What happened?”


          “Demons have a particularly nasty rope fire.” Briar pulled her long black skirt up to reveal a dark red line that spiralled around her ankle and calf.


          His expression softened for moments only before his jaw tightened. “You could all have been killed.”


          “So could you. You haven’t got magic to protect you,” Avery pointed out, confused with his mix of concern and disapproval. She kept playing over in her mind what he’d said about his place in the town. He was unfathomable. “And you made it pretty clear you hate magic, and what we do. As I said, it was best to leave you out of it.”


          He watched her closely, his attention unnerving. “Have you decided to share with me what’s really going on?”


          “No, have you?” Avery shot back.


          “I’m not concealing anything,” he said with searing impatience, and he stepped closer, his height dwarfing her, forcing her to look up to meet his eyes.


          Refusing to be cowed, she said. “Neither are we."


          “So why did you steal from the museum?”


          She hesitated for a second. “I haven’t stolen anything.”


          He grimaced. “Really? Because there’s a pen and ink drawing of Helena missing, and a book from the display.”


          “Maybe someone broke in after us.” She kept her face straight.


          He looked as if he was about to say something else when Alex, Reuben, and the others exited the mausoleum.


          “Looks like we’re done here,” Briar said, glancing nervously between them.


          “We are far from done,” Newton said as he joined Alicia.


          Alex glanced at Avery, then nodded towards Newton, a frown on his face. She shrugged, prompting Alex to glare at Newton. More conflict.


          Exhausted and eager to leave, Avery walked back to the church. The wind was stronger now, and her long, red hair whipped around her face. As she pushed it back, trying to restrain it, she mulled over the map she had found under the witch light, feeling only slightly guilty over stealing it. It belonged to her family, after all. After studying it for days, she was convinced it was a map. The lines not only seemed to suggest it, but also appeared to show the grounds of a house or a building of some sort. But she couldn’t work out the key that would reveal where to start. A thought struck her suddenly. What if the grimoire was in a vault or a church crypt? It was possible. There were plenty of old churches in the town. She looked at Old Haven Church. It could even be in there. Or maybe it showed where Helena was buried? Unfortunately, that was a real mystery. Being burned at the stake meant burial in non-consecrated ground.


          Avery entered the church, the high roof arching above her, glad to be out of the wind. It was empty now, and the smell of lilies was overpowering. She studied it with new curiosity, pondering what to do next, but her reverie was disturbed by a shouted summons. “Avery, we need to go.”


          Time to go to the wake.
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          Alex’s pub, The Wayward Son, had closed for the afternoon, open only to mourners. However, seeing as a large amount of people from the town were at the service, the pub looked as full as usual.


          Reuben had opened a large bar tab, and the wake was in full swing by the time they arrived. Avery grabbed a large glass of red wine from the bar and mingled with the guests, managing to find Sally and Dan and some of her other friends who she felt she’d been neglecting lately. Sally hadn’t said much about Gil’s death, but Avery knew she suspected something other than the official story. When she finally found Reuben, he had taken off his jacket and loosened his tie, and clasped a very healthy measure of whiskey.


          “I’ve been wanting to talk to you all day. How are you?” Avery asked, worried.


          “I’m okay.” He shrugged, his eyes meeting hers briefly before he glanced around the pub. “It’s been a difficult few days.”


          “Of course. Lovely to see how many people are here, though.”


          “Yeah.” He lowered his voice, turning his back to the mourners. “We need to meet again, I suppose. To discuss, you know…”


          “When you’re ready.”


          “I’ve been left the house, not Alicia. That was a shock.”


          “Really?” Avery was surprised for a moment that he was bringing it up, and then she shook her head. “You know what—it should be left to you. It’s your family home. You live there, too.” Which was true. The house was huge, and he lived in a suite of rooms on one of the floors.


          “I feel weird about it.”


          “Don’t. Gil’s no fool. I presume he left Alicia a good amount of money?”


          He nodded. “She’s not very happy, though. It made me think about what we were talking about the other day.”


          Avery recalled their conversation in the cave on Gull Island, and the questions she'd asked about Alicia while trying not to voice her doubts. "Why? Has something happened?”


          “She’s been weird. More than just mad at not being left the house.”


          Avery sought Alicia in the crowd and spotted her across the room, white wine in hand, glaring at her through the crowd of people as if she could hear their conversation. Avery smiled nervously and turned back to Reuben. “I wasn’t sure you’d want to be involved anymore.”


          “None of us has a choice, so we need to meet. Just give me a few more days.”
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          Avery retreated to the back room of the pub for quiet reflection, and sat at a table on her own, gazing out the window at the fine rain that had started to fall. She was debating at what time it would be polite to leave, when Alex pulled out a chair and sat opposite her.


          “The table where we had our first date,” he said, grinning as he referred to where they’d had dinner only a short time ago.


          It felt like a lifetime had passed since then. The thought was immediately followed by the memory of their night together only last week, and she tried to pull herself together. If Avery was honest, she thought about it often, not that she would tell him that. “You’re so funny.”


          “I know.”


          She decided to move on. “Have you spelled this room? It’s always quiet in here.”


          “Maybe a little. I like to give our regular patrons some peace and quiet. The spell discourages the rowdy bunch.”


          Avery nodded. “I like it.”


          Alex leaned forward, and she could feel his body heat across the small table. “I’ve been thinking about the Courtney Library. We need to go tomorrow.”


          That was the last thing Avery had been thinking about, and she looked at him in shock. “Tomorrow?”


          “Yes. We’ve lost a whole week. I don’t want anyone else to die, Avery.” His teasing manner vanished. “This shit’s got real. Gil’s dead, and there are demons and doorways to other dimensions. It’s like White Haven has turned into the Hell mouth. This could just be the start. I don’t like being on the back foot.”


          She closed her eyes briefly, and then met his intense stare. “You’re right, and I need help, anyway.” She wondered at what point in the past week she had started trusting and relying on Alex Bonneville. Life was really weird right now.


          “Why?” His attention was fixed solely on her. It was unnerving, like being caught in a giant floodlight.


          “Helena’s map. I’m stuck. I have no idea where to look.”


          “I’m sure we’ll work it out. I’ll pick you up after my shift—that okay?”’


          “Do we even know where to look?” Avery was flooded with worry, feeling horribly unprepared.


          “Trust me. And leave Newton out of this. He seems to be sniffing around a lot.”


          “He’s a detective! That’s what they do. But I’m not about to tell him I’m breaking in somewhere. Again.” She looked at him in disbelief. "Is this sensible?"


          "Yes! We need answers."


          “Have you thought any more about Alicia?”


          “Not really. I’ve been too busy here, but it does seem to have gone quiet all of a sudden.”


          Avery had another thought. “I heard one of the pallbearers is a distant cousin of Gil’s. Is he a witch? Or does he know about anything about their family history?”


          “I carried Gil's coffin with him. I’m not his best mate!


          “Fine. It was just a thought! I’ll ask Reuben. Or better still, I’ll ask El. Women are much better at that kind of thing.”


          Alex smirked. “What, gossip?”


          “Talking. In fact, I’ll do it myself.” She gave him a triumphant smile.


          “All right then, Miss Marple.” He glanced across the room. “Now’s your chance, he’s right there.”


          An older man with light brown hair streaked with grey stood in the doorway between the two rooms. He carried an air of bewilderment as he entered, and aching to see him so alone, Avery glared at Alex, an unspoken urge for an introduction.


          “All right. I’ll pick you up at eleven-thirty tomorrow night. Be ready.” Alex rose to his feet and called out, “Lindon. There’s someone I’d like you to meet.”


          Avery stood as Lindon approached their table, glancing between the two of them. Alex introduced them and then excused himself, leaving them alone.


          “Please, have a seat,” Avery said, smiling as she sat down and sipped her wine. “I just wanted to say how sorry I am. Gil was a lovely man.”


          Lindon nodded, gazing into his own drink for a moment before looking up. Avery was struck by how similar his eyes were to Gil’s. “Thank you. I haven’t seen him in years, not since his wedding. I really didn’t think I’d be at his funeral, too.”


          Avery wanted to ask him about magic, but was unsure how to go about it. “You don’t live in White Haven, then?”


          “No. Our side of the family decided many years ago that White Haven wasn’t for us.”


          “Why’s that?”


          He looked at her quizzically. “I think you know.”


          She swallowed. “Maybe I do.”


          “My family has always thought our special skills complicated life, and I’ve kept away from it.”


          “I don’t know how you do that. To me it’s as natural as breathing.”


          “It’s like a lifelong diet—you get used to it.”


          Avery decided she might as well cut to the chase. “Do you know anything about your old great-uncle Addison?”


          “Please don’t tell me you think he had something to do with this.”


          Avery blinked and sat back, perplexed. That wasn’t the answer she’d expected. She thought he’d look at her blankly. “Do you know him? Or rather know of him, and the fact that he disappeared with his family?”


          “Don’t you mean he was banished?”


          “How can you know that when Gil didn’t have a clue?”


          Lindon gazed out of the window at the swirling wind and rain as it splattered the pane. It was getting worse, gearing up into a full-on storm. He thought for a few moments, but when he turned to face her again, weariness as well as grief were etched across his features. “He’s one of the reasons we left, Avery. Black magic. He sacrificed his family for knowledge. They didn’t disappear. He killed them.”


          Avery almost dropped her drink in shock. “How do you know that?”


          “My great-grandmother, Felicity, was Addison's youngest sister—we’re not first cousins, just in case you wondered. There was an incident one night, screams, a trail of blood, an altar found in the woods behind the house. The details were not known to my great-grandmother, but steps were taken, and Addison was banished. He was so arrogant, he thought he could get away with it. He was wrong. Magic was a dirty word for years. That story has been told through the generations of our family as a reminder of why not to do magic at all. We don’t forget.”


          “But that’s not what magic is!” Avery cried, desperate to defend what she loved. “That was an abomination.”


          “Is it? Gil’s dead.”


          “There has always been black magic, but there’s always been good, too.” She sensed she was losing him. “Do you know where Addison went?”


          “No, and I don’t ever want to know.” He looked at his watch. “Anyway, I’m going. I have a long drive back.”


          “You’re not staying here tonight?”


          “No, I won’t stay in White Haven.” He stood, easing his chair back. “It was good to meet you, Avery. I’m sorry if I sounded bleak; I know you mean well. Stay safe.”


          Avery watched him go, tears welling up. White Haven was her home, a magical place in so many ways, but now, half of her wished she was leaving with him.
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          The next night, Alex arrived at eleven-thirty promptly, the engine of his Alfa Romeo Spider Boat Tail idling under her front window.


          Avery slipped into his passenger seat dressed all in black—combat trousers, a t-shirt, leather jacket, and boots. “I’m not sure I’m ready for this.”


          He grinned, teeth gleaming in the dim light. His hair was knotted up on the top of his head, and stubble grazed his cheeks. “You look ready,” he said, easing the car down the street and heading out of the town.


          “It’s an illusion. I’ve spent most of the evening sleeping, and then panicking about being arrested. Weren’t we going to scope this place out in the light first?”


          “No time. We’ll be fine, you worry too much.”


          He concentrated on the road, driving fast but confidently, and Avery leaned back, glancing between him and the view outside. The lanes of White Haven quickly turned into main roads as Alex headed for the A390 into Truro. At this hour the road was quiet and they made good time. Sitting this close to him was increasingly unnerving. Avery was acutely aware of his build and height and his musky, masculine scent, and found her gaze lingering over his strong forearms and hands as they gripped the wheel. She flushed, remembering the feeling of his hands on her body, and turned away in an attempt to subdue her desire.


          He broke the silence that had fallen between them. “So, how are you? The last week’s been pretty rough.”


          “I’m okay, just getting through the day, and trying not to be paranoid about being stalked by Faversham. What about you?”


          “I’m trying not to think about killing Faversham, because at the moment, that’s all I want to do.” He glanced across at her. “Don’t you?”


          “Yes, but we’re not ready yet. I’m not sure I ever will be.” Fear swept through her. “You don’t mean that, anyway. We’re not killers. We’ll find another way.”


          “If he touches you, I will kill him.”


          Avery could barely believe her ears and for a second she struggled to think of something to say. He gazed fiercely ahead, and she decided to make light of it. “Well, I’ll make sure he doesn’t.”


          “I mean it.”


          Avery softened and smiled. “Thank you.” She half wondered if she should say something about the other night, and the air in the car seemed to thicken with meaning, but she didn’t want to spoil whatever it was that seemed to be between them. She laughed to break the tension. “I hope he doesn’t hurt you, either—I don’t think I’m suited to a killing spree. I’m worried enough about raiding a library!”


          “You’re powerful, more than you know. Remember what you did the other night. You were flying the night Gil was killed! You actually flew across that room.” He
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