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  Chapter one

If Conor Malone could ditch the responsibilities of his clan and somehow forget all the horrors he’d seen, he wouldn’t be stuck tromping through a nasty part of West Philly, trying to avoid stares and the permeating stench of bird shit. But no, the burden of tracking mythical beasts fell to those with the bad luck of being born into the wrong family. His family tree hearkened back to the likes of the Inquisition and Van Helsing—the original warriors against things that went bump in the night—hunters. 
After passing the first couple of boarded-up houses and catching movement behind the cracked windows, Conor had his hand on his Glock. Despite the supernatural splatter board of blood, guts, and questionable ooze he’d witnessed through the years, he didn’t forget the atrocities humans were capable of.
Dark gray clouds collected overhead, laden and ready to spill over, although a sunny day wouldn’t make these streets any safer. High-crime cities like this one were the epicenters of the worst bloodsuckers, Unseelie fae, and a hodgepodge variety of nightmares crawling through the streets. Even with his trusty leather jacket on, he shivered as the cold wind swept the first few drops of rain to splash against his cheeks.
Because an easy hunt was too much to ask for. He heaved out a sigh as he picked up his pace toward the end of the block where the wight had last been spotted.
For the third time this week, one of those buggers cropped up in Philly, and he began to disbelieve coincidence. Move here, they said. You’ll always have work, they said. His dad’s friends might not be liars, but they were definitely dicks.
The city grew darker in anticipation of the oncoming storm, one Conor preferred to dodge. Even with his enhanced senses, rain would muddle the scent of the wight and leave him with nothing to track. A dog’s whine split the air, coming from one of the side houses. He shook his head. If he stopped for every off-putting sound that echoed through these streets, he’d never pass a block. The whine pierced the air again.
Conor’s shoulders sank. If he didn’t at least check on the animal, his conscience would suffocate him. He crept up to the door where the sound came from, wincing as the middle step creaked under his weight. Then, with a soft push, the door swung open.
Shadows spilled onto the ground even during midday. This neighborhood wasn’t one he’d chance at night unless armed with a flamethrower and a dozen hunters at his back. Conor paused with his hand on the doorframe as he listened. Apart from the dog’s thick breaths, he didn’t hear any other movement or sudden noises. The place smelled like peat moss, and a slight scent of tinny blood tickled his nose. He slunk inside with cautious steps, his senses reeling in overdrive.
The whine sounded again, coming from the right. He flicked on his keychain flashlight and shone it around the place. Broken dishes cluttered a rotting table, and piles of withered leaves and crumpled papers matted together to gum the corners.
Droplets of blood littered the carpet.
Conor followed the trail several paces until the dim beams of his flashlight landed on a lemon beagle sprawled across the floor. Those big brown eyes shone with pain, and the poor beast’s chest rose and fell with fitful breaths. Its hind leg had been torn off, and the shredded flesh of the stump dripped red onto the floor. Blood pooled on the carpeting, and splotches matted its fur.
Crouching, Conor reached for his standby gauze while pocketing his gun. That blood flow needed to be constricted, or the creature would be gone in minutes. His stomach flopped, and his heart twisted at each pitiful whine. He’d owned a dog years ago for a couple of weeks, before his father discovered her and took her away. Conor couldn’t help but remember how those eyes would turn to him filled with love and trust. He clenched his jaw. This one wasn’t going to die, not today.
With deft motions, he wrapped the hind leg. The dog lunged forward, teeth bared in pain, but Conor deflected the weak passes. He’d wrapped plenty of wounds, and this wouldn’t be the last. As he hunched over, tying the bandage tight around the stump, a distinct scent caught his attention—the spoiled-milk stench of dark magic that infused wights, corpses preserved by only a perverse sort of necromancer.
The dog stopped resisting him, and after several minutes its wet nose brushed against his hand as it sniffed. Conor set his teeth, fury rising in his chest at the effort the poor animal exerted to breathe. Whatever bastard had been raising wights in this town brought this fate down on innocents. Those big brown eyes blinked at him, and he reached out, hesitating for a moment before running his palm across the fur. Still warm, the dog trembled from the loss of a limb. Not like Conor could stay here any longer, though, since he’d caught the wight’s scent again.
He gave the beagle a reassuring pat before wielding his gun to continue his search through the house. The blood trails created clear signs where the dog had limped inside. For the wight not to have killed meant it had found a juicier, larger target. 
His blood chilled with understanding, and dread urged him to quicken his steps.
The glass of the sliding door leading to the backyard had been shattered, and fragments glittered across the late-autumn leaves like fringes of snow. Conor reserved a thousand and one curses for the folly of idiot necromancers. They dabbled in dark magic like finger painters in first grade art class, and then most of them were either killed by their creations or ran the other way from the nightmares they unleashed. For his kind, tracking wights down on the streets meant another day at the office.
Conor heaved a weighted breath as he maneuvered past the broken glass and across the withered strands of gray grass that mashed into the muddy backyard. Intermittent raindrops printed on his gray tee like the freckles lining his arms. The rain dampened the smell, but the dog left a clear trail of prints and broken twigs that guided the way along with intermittent drops of blood.
Shouts echoed in the distance, but those were the average fights breaking out in neighborhoods like these. Conor stayed on course, creeping through the alleyways, preferring the tight spaces to check his perimeter better.
As he stalked by one of the broken windows on a nearby row home, a sound snared his attention. A gurgle emanated from inside the house, followed by a wet slurp and a thump. His stomach twisted into knots, and he didn’t attempt to stave off the bile rising in his throat. Those horrifying noises weren’t human.
He sucked in a deep breath and kicked the door open.
Rheumy eyes glinted under the dim light as that face swung his way. Once human, the creature no longer resembled anything of the sort. It hunched over with skin as gray as the storm-cloud skies and thin flaps hanging off like peeled petals. The smell of rot permeated the room from the sheer presence of the wight. 
Conor’s throat seized on entry. Entrails spilled out upon the cracked tiles as casually as unfolded laundry. Another gurgle rolled through the creature, making the flimsy skin over its rib cage shudder.
Lifting his Glock, he aimed and pulled the trigger.
His shot punctured through the skin, studding into the back wall. The beast didn’t go down, although he hadn’t expected it to. Wights could either be disenchanted by the necromancer or set ablaze. Fire killed them, but fire would also rip through these row homes if he didn’t take precautions. Calling this place a tinderbox would be a vast understatement.
Giving Conor its full attention, the wight tore itself away from the buffet of dismembered limbs and leaking body fluids. While he had some spelled items in his repertoire, a beast like this wasn’t worth the cost. Those potions hadn’t been cheap, and this monster classified as common. If he couldn’t fend this one off by himself, he didn’t deserve to call himself a Malone.
The wight stumbled forward, grabbing for him with bony, stained hands, rotted stubs of teeth gnashing as foam dribbled from a lipless mouth. With his free hand, Conor grabbed for his lighter. The second the creature moved within reach, he tugged out the M-80 firecracker inside his jacket.
Time to light and ignite.
Setting the stem ablaze, Conor shoved it into the cavity he’d blasted open with the gunshot. The creature’s jagged nails snagged on his jacket as he quickly backed away. Tension knotted his shoulders as he waited for the explosive to go off. 
His heart raced, picking up speed with every second the creature dragged itself toward him without exploding into a thousand pieces. A curse slipped his lips, and he fumbled for more fireworks. 
Must have been a dud. 
Tugging out his spare M-80, he lit the stem and lobbed it. The wight lunged for him, but he batted it away, avoiding the ensuing snap of teeth by a mere inch. He backed out of reach, but again, no reaction. 
Connor grimaced. Last time I buy fireworks in Chinatown.
He’d have to torch the place and burn down the row homes. Praying the dog had escaped, he reached for his lighter.
“Sruthan,” a voice called out behind him, ringing with a deep resonance.
Before Conor could identify who’d cast the spell, flames leaped along the wight’s skin, crawling through the hair and traveling across the creature’s body from inside out. Heat puffed against his cheeks, and the creature began to run across the house, a racing torch.
Without a second thought for the intruder, Conor reached down for a fallen chair before slinging the twisted wire wreck in the direction of the flaming wight. The creature crashed down from the weight of the projectile as the chair clattered and rolled away onto the tile. 
He snagged a moldy blanket from a pile of clothing on the ground and tossed it over the wight, stamping out the residual flames. The brittle bones crushed under his steel-toed boots, and with the thick blanket overtop, the fire died.
Like the spark of an oncoming battle, adrenaline surged through him, even though the fight ended as quickly as it began. The creature shuddered, and Conor slammed his foot down, this time crunching thicker bone—his guess, the skull. After a few seconds of no movement he kicked the tattered blanket aside, satisfied to see the charred remains. 
No way a necromancer could conjure that thing into existence again.
He took two steps back, quite aware of the presence on the other side of the room. “You know, stealing someone’s kill is bad form.”
“Looked to me like you could use the help.” The female voice came from behind him.
Conor turned, his hand inching for his Glock.
The woman sat on the countertop, one leg hanging over the edge. Long strands of dark, messy hair hung past her face, brushing her cheeks as she lifted her chin. She had the sort of striking looks that made men gape, and Conor fell victim. Her blue eyes intensified with a curious light as she scanned him, and in the shadowy room her pale skin took on a silver hue. Even though her dark eyebrows knitted together, lending her features a stark fierceness, her pursed mauve lips softened her face.
The girl tugged on the cord of her hoodie, and her eyes narrowed. “What’s a normal kid like you doing hunting a beastie like that?” Her boots hit the ground with a thud, and she brushed her knees off, making the buckles of her cargo pants jangle.
Conor arched his brow, wiping his jacket sleeves on the wall in a sad attempt at getting rid of the wight crud. “Sweetheart, whoever trained you in magic should’ve given you the rundown on everyone you might encounter, including hunters.”
He caught the flash of recognition in her eyes, as well as the careful way she stalked around him, like a panther surveying an encroaching predator. “Well, feel free to piss off, then.” 
Her words were curt but not unexpected. Hunters and witches shared a history of bad blood due to the chaos caused by irresponsible ones on both sides. However, one bit of curiosity lingered within him—why had she been tracking the wight? 
Unless she created this monster.
At the memory of the wounded dog, his anger flared. 
“Maybe my work’s not done yet.” 
Conor leaned against the wall and tugged his hunting knife from his boot. The remains of what used to be a human male lay on the floor, no doubt wreckage from some stupid witch playing around with powers he or she shouldn’t have been.
Her entire body tensed in a slight, almost imperceptible way, but the inquisitive look never left her eyes. Without further ado, he began picking under his fingernails with the tip of the knife. “Care to share why you were tracking that wight?”
“Hoping it would lead me to its master.” She shrugged. “You wouldn’t happen to be trailing him too?”
“If finding the source will stop these attacks, I’m joining you.” He didn’t leave any room for disagreement in his voice. Witches in a spat could get ugly, and he didn’t want to clean up more of these messes.
“Excuse me?” Her hands slammed down on her hips, those exotic blue eyes flashing with annoyance. “From where I stand, you’re not much help.”
Conor tapped the side of his nose. “Unless you happen to have an item of his. You’ll never find a better tracker than a hunter, even with magic.”
A huff slipped from her lips, followed by a frown. “Fine, but the second you try to slip a knife in my back, I’ll torch you faster than those wight remains.”
Conor snorted. “I’m humbled to inspire such faith.” He ran his fingers through his hair and grimaced at the grime. A rustle came from the door.
She snapped to attention as fast as his hand tightened around the hilt of his knife.
A whine followed by a snuffling sound came from the entryway. Conor squinted as the outside light cast the visitor in shadow.
He slid the knife back into his boot.
The small beagle from earlier limped toward him. Relief flooded through Conor to see the little guy had survived. Even though his father trained him to shut out emotions, since they blinded fast and efficient decision-making, he couldn’t help the occasional indulgence. After all, he didn’t envy his father’s lonely existence. 
Crouching, he scooped the beagle into his arms, careful not to brush the wounded stump. “I’m Conor Malone, by the by,” he said to the woman. “If you want my help, we’re going to take a quick side excursion, because this guy needs medical attention and I need to clean up.” The dog whined again when he clutched the shuddering body closer.
She arched an eyebrow. Based on the curl of her lip, she must be more in his father’s camp of anti-emotion. Not like he gave a damn. After a minute of stale tension that weighed heavily in the carnage-filled room, she spoke up.
“Fine. We can save your puppy, but if I catch you singing to the woodland critters, I’m out.” She cracked a grin. Not one of those casual tossed-aside ones, but a smile that lit her eyes with mischief and illuminated her whole face.
Conor made his way to the door, pausing before he stepped out onto the street. “You never told me your name.”
“And you never asked.” She outpaced him, hopping down the first couple of steps. “You can call me Brenna.”






  
  Chapter two

Brenna Taggart fidgeted with one of the hanging cords on her hoodie as she slunk past the shady section of West Philly heading closer to Center City, all the while following the new pain in her ass. Occasional drops spat from the sky with the spite of a gloomy horizon, the sort to turn the concrete darker and the gray skyscrapers to slate. 
She’d met his kind before. Even though hunters weren’t a common occurrence, if you got in enough trouble, you were bound to run into one. Those guys were hard, disciplined men who lived by a strict code. How had she managed to run into the defective one?
Conor Malone stood tall enough to cast a long shadow but filled out his patched-up leather jacket well. Based on the muscles straining underneath his gray undershirt, he knew how to take a hit, and back in the row home, he’d proved he could handle a fight. His pale skin fit this drab weather, bringing out the vibrant orange of his ginger locks. Scruff of the same hue framed his firm, square jaw. Altogether, he emanated a serious gravity, which fit his dry quips earlier.
A lemon beagle peeked from his arms, a tan little guy with soul-stealing brown eyes. More dangerous than any wight. The pup fixed her with an intense stare. The dog knew what she was, even if Conor hadn’t figured out yet.
They headed farther from that crappy neighborhood and closer to civilization. Graffiti lessened, and some of the buildings featured clean brick facades not chipped or covered in three shades of grime. The sidewalks took on a more uniform pattern than the splintered chunks of concrete bedecking the nastier parts of West Philly. Several blocks down, bright red shop-front signs stood out against the gloom, and several sales chalkboards beckoned the passersby. On the opposite side of the street, an illuminated sign marked out O’Neill’s Animal Hospital.
The rain lessened, and Brenna tugged her hood back, her hair in tangles around her shoulders. Conor peered over. His gaze filled with questions, but he wasn’t voicing them, perhaps out of politeness.
“You can ask,” she said, jamming her hands into her pockets. Not like the questions weren’t already hanging in the air between them.
“That obvious?” His smirk made the skin around his eyes crinkle and brought out the couple of freckles dotting his cheeks. “Of course I’m curious why two witches have it out for each other. And I’m always curious why some moron would play around with wights. Those creatures just create problems.”
“He stole something that belongs to me, and I need it back,” Brenna stated. The truth would dispel the details, and the longer she could prolong those, the better off she’d be. “And agreed. Only a moron would play around with wights. Folks shouldn’t mess with powers outside their purview.”
They stopped under the glowing sign of O’Neill’s Animal Hospital. “Time to go rescue your pup.” She opened the door for him, gesturing inside.
He took the lead as the snuffling beagle observed its surroundings. Brenna crossed her arms over her chest, already feeling a chill from the transition into the air-conditioned office. Her damp clothes pressed like slime against her skin, and she fought the urge to turn around and wait outside. Conor rushed the dog to the front desk, and upon sight, the wide-eyed receptionist raced to the back to grab a doctor.
Brenna eyed him over. Rancid bits of flesh covered his sleeves, and his shirt had more than a couple of questionable stains along with what blood the beagle leaked over him. Yet, he ignored all that while he stroked the top of the dog’s head, trying to calm the pup. Concern filled Conor’s brown eyes as someone in scrubs came from the offices.
“What happened to this little guy?” the vet cooed as they transferred the dog into the vet’s arms. Despite the doctor’s calm nature, his face paled, giving away the state of the animal’s injuries.
“Found him in the bad part of town.” Conor hesitated, scratching the back of his head. “Look, I can’t wait here, but I’ll pay for anything that needs to get done.” He grabbed one of the sheets and jotted down his details. When he and the beagle locked eyes, in that instant she knew he’d already committed to returning for the dog.
Brenna lifted an eyebrow. What a softie. “Come on, your friend’s in safe hands now.” 
She walked to the door and waited there as Conor said his good-byes and passed off the clipboard to the capable hands of the receptionist. As they left, his gaze skated the sidewalk. 
“Your dog’s going to be fine.” The words escaped her mouth before she could rein them in. Not as if he could sense the beagle’s health like she could. The creature’s life force fought to survive, and anything with that much spirit would prevail.
“If you don’t mind, I’m making a stop at my apartment to get changed. Covered in this much gunk, I’m liable to draw unnecessary attention.” 
“Not going to argue that one. You’re filthy.” 
She grinned as they walked up the sea-green steps to the rail line. A light in the distance signaled the approach of the next train. They’d reached the stop just in time. The train pulled up in front of them, and they hopped on. Dim lights in the car began flickering, and the growing darkness of the afternoon made the whole place dimmer. Not too many folks cluttered the seats, but Brenna snagged a pole and stood. Given the choice of sitting or standing, she chose to be prepared.
Both of them quieted in the rest of the car’s mutual silence as the train line’s clack-clack echoed. The city whizzed by, a hodgepodge of decay and filth that made her starve for sprawling green hills and flourishing gardens. Cram enough people into a place and they could destroy anything beautiful. Even though she’d been in the area for six or so years, the city stifled her, and the only escapes had been the occasional trip to Fairmount Park or the times she took the line out of the city.
The train shuddered to a halt after a couple of stops flashed by, closer to the border of Center City. Conor tilted his head toward the door, signaling their departure. Brenna hopped off first and hazarded a guess for direction before heading down the street.
When he didn’t correct her, she set a faster pace, anxious to continue where her hunt left off. Once the princess finished prettifying himself, they could get to work.
A big red stone building loomed overhead, the hundreds of windows as sharp and shiny as teeth. Avenue Apartments.
“This is my place.” He jerked a thumb at the entrance. “You’re welcome up. I won’t be too long.” He stalked up another set of stairs, and together they entered the building. 
Gold-paneled mailboxes offset the striped tan-and-black walls and burgundy carpets. Although the interior decorator needed a career check, the wallpaper cut clean lines, and the carpeting hadn’t collected stains yet. The whole place smelled like a weird combination of must and ammonia.
“You always bring strange girls to your apartment?” Brenna asked as they reached the second floor.
He snorted, reaching for the knob of the first door on the right. “Heaven forbid I know someone normal.”
After opening the door, he gestured for her to follow as he flicked on the fluorescent in his apartment. It cast the room in a sallow greenish light, but no matter the tint, the contents of the room emanated formidable.
She maneuvered past stacks of research books on all things occult as well as dozens of open jars scattered from the floor to all across the oaken table on the right side of the room. The array of vials and mason jars were filled with off-colored liquids and different herbs, but Brenna knew they were components that hunters used to ward off certain supernatural beasts or poisons to coat the tips of their weapons. And weapons dominated this place. Crossbows hung from the walls, pistol cases were stacked up in the back part of the room, and in the umbrella stand, an array of different pommels belonged to the dozen or so swords nestled inside. Exactly the sort of room she’d expect from a hunter.
“Make yourself comfortable; I’ll be quick.” He darted into his bedroom, and within seconds, the shower kicked on.
Brenna pushed aside several piles of paper on the bench by his kitchen table and took a seat. A huge stack of canvases leaned against the wall, one misstep from sliding to the floor. The front painting depicted a landscape, an idyllic one of a fjord, the likes of which she hadn’t seen in years. Delicate strokes and intense colors portrayed the scene perfectly, and for a moment, Brenna could imagine herself on the hillside with fragrant honeysuckle in the breeze. Instead, she sat in the middle of yet another city in some old apartment without the slightest bit of greenery.
Curious, she leaned forward to leaf through the other canvases, which were all done in a variety of oil or acrylic, and all landscapes. The careful details of every painting captured the essence of standing amid a field or on a beach watching the tide roll in. The initials C.M. marked the bottom of each. She raised her brows. Perhaps she shouldn’t have been surprised to find an artistic thread in a hunter fool enough to reveal weakness in front of a stranger. She’d met a couple of hunters in her day. Most would’ve left that dog to die.
Her damp hoodie wasn’t drying as fast as she hoped, so she tugged the sodden thing off and hung it on the chair beside her. Goose bumps prickled her bare arms, which shone pale green in the off lighting. Her black wifebeater hadn’t dried either and clung to her chest like a second skin, but the fabric didn’t itch nearly as bad as the hoodie. Before she could indulge in her temptation to summon flame to dry her clothes faster, Conor strode out of his room.
A towel hung over one shoulder, and his ginger strands covered his eyes. A clean pair of black jeans clung to his hips, and Brenna couldn’t help but trace the clear lines defining his abs. He rummaged among the piles of clothing tucked along the side of his couch. His muscular body flexed with the motion, all broad shoulders and a slim frame. After grabbing a clean gray tee, he tugged it over his head and followed by slipping on a red-and-blue-plaid overshirt. He ran the towel through his hair one more time before tossing it on the couch.
“Sorry for that.” He looked her way, his gaze sweeping up and down before lingering on her eyes. “I’m a dick, aren’t I? Getting clean clothes and a shower while yours are all damp.” He jerked a thumb toward his pile of clothes. “You’re free to rifle through my stuff if you’d like something dry.”
A flush prickled her cheeks, causing her to look away. “Nah, I’m fine. Just got a little hot in here, that’s all. Must’ve been from the shower.” She avoided his gaze until her cheeks cooled to a normal temperature. Brenna clenched her teeth. She had a job to do—track the necromancer down—not react to stupid kindnesses like some foolish girl. “Now that you’re finished freshening up, though, why don’t we get to work?”
“You’ve got the item or something with his scent?” Conor asked, clearing space on the bench across the table from her. He slipped on his boots before pulling open one of his drawers to tuck a knife in its place and then leaned against the kitchen countertops. After fishing around in her pockets, she produced the scrap of polyester she’d found when the necromancer first stole her pendant.
“Here you go, bloodhound.” She passed over the scrap of cloth. “It’s been in my pocket for a day or so, though. Will that affect the scent?”
He lifted the piece to his nose. “Shouldn’t matter. After all, I’m tracking his magic, and I’m able to distinguish his scent from yours.” His eyes narrowed as he glanced her way again. Her heart beat a little faster, and she eyed the exit. Had he figured her out?
His attention returned to the scrap, however, and her shoulders relaxed. After several minutes of watching him sniff the fabric, she flipped through the paintings. “You do these?”
“Why don’t we keep that secret? Hunters will lose their reputations if we’re seen saving puppies and painting flowers.” He grinned, his eyes dancing with mischief. With a quick movement, he dropped the scrap into her hands. “I’ve got his scent, so let’s retrace your steps a bit and head to where you last saw him.”
“Back at Fairmount Park.” She sighed. 
Conor opened his door and bowed with a flourish. “Well, darlin’, I’m waiting on you.”
This wasn’t going to be simple, but maybe with the human version of a tracking hound at her side this task might be a little less impossible.






  
  Chapter three

On any other day, a stroll through Fairmount Park might have been pleasant and energizing. Today, though, the hordes of runners and bikers had thinned, and the grass squelched underfoot. Night approached through the wraithlike clouds in the sky and the splash of faded pink as daylight fought to linger. The air weighed heavy with condensation, as if at any moment the rain would start up again. Conor tugged the lapels of his jacket, striving to find more warmth. 
This necromancer had the same nasty stench as the wight, combined with the unmistakable tang of metal and sweat all humans shared. The early rain hadn’t helped at all, making the scent fainter, but when he reached the section with the Moses fountain and surrounding sculptures in the distance, he caught a clearer whiff.
Brenna slowed, placing a hand on a nearby oak. “Last time I saw him, he hopped in a car right near here, and someone drove the bastard off.” Her eyes flashed as blue as a stormy sea, and her hands balled into fists.
“I’m guessing he didn’t just steal your lucky penny.” Conor crouched on the ground where the scent grew stronger and rifled through the wet grass. The wights had been appearing for the past week, but one common thread between all the attacks was the focus throughout West Philly. Given the necromancer’s last sighting here, he wouldn’t have been surprised to find the man lingering in the city. Why was a whole different question.
Brenna crossed her arms over her chest. “Do you have his scent or not? I don’t have time to waste when he could be making his way across the country with what he stole.”
Conor stood and dusted his pants off. He let out a sigh. Although he wanted to wrap this up as fast as possible, venturing into those neighborhoods again unprepared wouldn’t help either of them.
“Well, one positive—I don’t think he’s gotten far with your merchandise. New wights have been appearing over the week, meaning he has to be in the area creating them.” He strode to the side of the street, following the lingering smell. The trail halted at the asphalt, as this must’ve been where he jumped into the car. He turned around, and his boot knocked into something hard nestled in the grass. Conor snatched the piece up and examined. A quartz pendant with a brass backing and runes carved into the framing metal. The necromancer’s stench reeked all over the piece.
“What’s that?” Brenna’s voice sharpened as she reached forward.
Conor straightened up and snapped it back in his palm. “Not getting your mitts on this, princess. If you want me to track your guy, then you’ve got to let me handle the evidence. This could be a clue to what he’s doing and where he’s going. While I’m not pushing you for the details, your lack of communication means I need to figure them out myself.”
She opened her mouth and closed it a second later. Irritation knitted her brows, but he held fast on that call. The woman divulged little, even though her involvement had to be deeper. If he could avoid getting too in-depth with her personal business, once they tracked this necromancer down, they could part ways. Over the years, many attempts had been made on his life after he heard too much.
“Look, you know where I live now. Meet me at my place bright and early tomorrow, and we’ll set off. I’ve got to do a little homework so we can get a better sense of where he might be.” Before he could clap a hand on her shoulder, she darted away. The woman was more skittish than the garden variety of witch, but he’d seen odder.
“Tomorrow morning, then.” She gave him a nod and fixed him with her intense, man-killer gaze. He gave her a lazy salute. Without saying another word, she turned on her heel and marched down one of the paths. Conor pretended to examine the quartz contraption in his hand but couldn’t help sneaking a couple of glances as she swaggered away. The way that pair of cargos clung to her curves made him wonder what they’d look like on his floor.
After several minutes, her figure melded into the shadows of the park. He pocketed the quartz and took
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