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For my family, bio and found - thank you for having my back


AUTHOR’S NOTE




Events in Witch Summoned pick up roughly three months after Witch Contained, but you’ll notice a few references to events that don’t take place in The Hour of Witches series.




In The Ghostmaker Trilogy, tragedy strikes when Captain Jet Dawson’s task force is attacked with a supernatural bomb. Grief-stricken, she vows to find out what happened. Of course, discovering the truth isn’t as simple as breaking down doors and beating up bad guys. Her investigation leads her deep into a dangerous conspiracy, putting her career, her life, and the lives of her friends on the line.

Helping her are Madison Prince, her best friend, and Gideon Leigh, an American spy who once wooed and then broke Jet’s heart. Together, they have to rush to find allies and outpace the conspirators before the relations between supernaturals fall to pieces or war comes from beyond the unseen wall.




This story can be found in The Ghostmaker Trilogy,  available now as a complete series.











Chapter 1

Alyssa







I prepped an order for a table of five, arranging the pints on the tray and sliding it over to Becca, who navigated her way through the crowd to deliver it. Nothing exploded.

I wiped down the bar and put a few dirty glasses into the sink. No one broke through the front door and threatened to kill me.

I counted money, made change, took orders, delivered food, and said hello to familiar faces. Simon remained happily behind the bar and no one released any magic they weren’t supposed to.

Life was… normal.

For the better part of the last year, chaos had reigned supreme and I’d forgotten what normal looked like. Now, months after our last brush with catastrophe, I couldn’t help but breathe a sigh of relief for every hour that passed without disaster.

It was exhausting being this grateful.

I loved every moment of it.

That wasn’t to say everything was perfect, of course—Gramps was still in a coma, and Trace hadn’t yet found a way to release the hundreds of souls bound inside him—but at least it was stable.

Which was more than most of the supernatural community could have hoped for after the past seven months. Hazel had come all too close to throwing open the doors between the mundane world and the mirror realm to tap into its power, and the Mooney family had taken plenty of losses to fight her off and get her back to Moongrave, the supernatural prison up north. Then, right on the heels of dealing with that crisis, we’d nearly had another war when the minister of Supernatural, Magical and Occult Affairs Canada had been murdered. The entire department had been shaken to its core, and the effects had been far reaching.

But we’d survived it, and now here I was, serving drinks to my favourite public servants as though nothing had changed.

“You good?” Simon asked as he crafted a few bright and beautiful cocktails for a trio of ladies at the far end of the bar.

I flashed him a smile. “I’m fantastic.”

It felt great not to be lying. After all, I was right where I wanted to be, working with one of my favourite people in the world, something I’d worried I’d lost for good. Simon had literally gone through hell and back a few months ago, nearly losing himself to his demonic nature while fighting over the infernal throne, and the fact that he was now behind our bar pouring drinks was one more big check in the win column of life. Though we both knew he hadn’t come back unchanged. His amber eyes were almost constantly on alert, flickering bronze with his chaos magic and red with his demon. So far, aside from some weird mishaps in the pub that I assumed were because of him, he’d been able to control his power, but we were both aware of how quickly that could change.

And of course, there was the fact that he was mated to a fae-succubus. I’d come around to Reverie for the most part, but only when I didn’t think of my best friend enjoying wild succubus sex. That was a visual no one who wasn’t involved needed.

Being back behind my bar had refreshed my sense of purpose. It gave me hope that as long as my routine remained the same, everything else would sort itself out. Gramps would wake up, Trace would free his souls, and I could continue doing exactly what I was doing with no changes for the rest of my life.

I clung to that hope especially tightly whenever the pub cleared out and my thoughts were given space to wander. Because when I had nothing else to distract me, I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that it was only a matter of time before another disaster hit.

The most ironic part was that the red flag I kept noticing should have been the happiest finales of our nightmares. Me and Trace. Simon and Reverie. Chip and Ameline. In the middle of hell, we’d each found the other half of our soul, and wasn’t that something to celebrate? Yet I kept coming back to the idea of homeostasis, nature’s need to stay in balance. Was it a coincidence so many of us had paired off on such a deep, unbreakable level, or was it a giant warning sign that the universe would need us at our best for whatever was yet to come?

I shook off those thoughts and forced my attention to the customers waving me down.

“Any word from Trace?” one of my regulars asked as I picked up her dirty glass and set down a new one.

I grinned. “Not today, but I’m sure he’ll call soon. Want me to tell him Beba says hi?”

She laughed and waved me off. “Wouldn’t dream of trying to steal him away. But tell him if he ever wants to take down a bounty on this street to give me a heads up beforehand so I can watch him in action, would you?”

“You got it.” I winked and moved on to the next table, wrapped in my bubble of happiness.

The hours passed, each one ticking away with wondrous, magical normalcy, and as we veered towards two-thirty in the morning, a familiar tug on my magic nearly made me drop my tray of empty glasses.

Now that Trace was back at work, travelling the world to hunt down magical baddies and bring them to justice, he and I had developed a signal to let each other know when we were ready to chat. Or engage in more… stimulating activities. It turned out that our bound magic had no limitations on distance, which had proved to be very useful during his frequent travels.

But something about the way his magic resonated through me tonight was different from what it had been on previous nights. More intense. Almost as if…

The thought had barely registered when the door opened and the hair on the back of my neck danced under a familiar stare.

I set the tray down on the bar, turned around, and let out a squeal at the sight of Trace walking through the crowd towards me. Professionalism forgotten, I ran at him and flung myself into his arms, breathing in his rich scent of bergamot, coffee, and musk. My favourite combination.

“What are you doing home?” I asked as he set me down, his arms still firmly around me.

Joy and satisfaction sparkled in the depths of his violet eyes. “Bad guy caught and returned to custody, cheque in the bank, all that’s left is the paperwork, which can wait until after you and I”—he lowered his voice—“get reacquainted.”

He’d only been gone for three weeks, but that didn’t stop my body from shooting off sparks at the invitation.

“I’d like that.”

A cat call from somewhere in the room reminded me I was still at work, and I pulled away from Trace with a wink. “Let me clean up here, and we can get going. Want a drink?”

After Trace got settled at the bar, I fell into a new routine, making my rounds while sneaking in for a kiss whenever I passed by. My heart was warm, my soul was full, and I might have gone home a very happy, eager woman… if the air hadn’t shifted.

It was subtle at first, a chill at the back of my neck as though someone had left the door open. And the moment I noticed it, I also noticed that my patrons were packing up. There was no urgency to their motions, no change in the flow of their conversation or their expressions; it was more like every person in the room had suddenly realized they had somewhere else to be.

A second later, I was rushing from table to table helping them settle up, and the line at the till nearly reached the door. Trace was the only person not getting ready to leave, his eyes wide as he watched the extremely Not Normal occurrence happening around us.

As soon as the last customer was gone, Becca, one of my servers, turned to me with a laugh.

“Well, that was weird,” she said. “But if there’s no one here, are you good if I close out early?”

What could I say except yes and then yes again when my other server, Darrel, voiced his desire to go?

They had barely had time to change their aprons for jackets when the kitchen staff walked out as well.

“I figure there’s no use wasting power on the ovens if we’re cooking for no one,” Jonathan said, smiling. “See you tomorrow?”

“Yeah. Sure. Of course.”

I wasn’t at my most eloquent, but who could blame me?

The door closed behind them, and suddenly Trace, Simon, and I were the only people left.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked, looking between them. “I don’t suppose either of you wants to leave?”

Simon frowned and rubbed his hand over the bartop. “I felt the pull, but it wasn’t strong.”

“I had to fight it,” Trace said.

My shoulders slumped. “This isn’t another rival coven trying to shut us down, is it? If I go outside, will I find all my regulars lurching like zombies towards a new pub down the street?”

Simon opened his mouth to reassure me, then clapped it shut and went to the door to check for himself. He came back with relief etched into his features. “No zombies, thank the infernals. No sign of anyone. Or their cars. They actually just… left.”

The three of us exchanged a look, then turned our attention to the door. Whatever had driven my patrons away, there was no way this was the end of it.

A string of curse words flurried through my skull as I worked to keep my magic contained, not wanting to set Simon off before it was necessary. Someone or something had ruined my normal streak, and I was ready to wage war.

The seconds ticked by, but none of us lowered our guard, and our patience was rewarded when, finally, the door opened. All the breath left my lungs. Trace stiffened beside me, and Simon moved in close on my other side. Bronze magic spat from around him, and the tip jar on the counter melted into the cherrywood, leaving the surface covered in a mess of bills and coins. Which morphed into pairs of blue suede gloves.

I knew better than to ask.

The man who’d stepped inside was a familiar face, though I’d only met him once. At the time, I’d been in my pyjamas, scared out of my mind, and he’d wanted to kill me.

It was Peter, the bodyguard for—yup, there she was. The fae duchess herself. While Peter was a tall, muscular pillar that radiated violence, Dara stood on the shorter side, barely coming up to his shoulder, but her posture was so ramrod straight she may as well have towered over him. Her expression was impassive, almost dismissive, and my defences rose higher with every step forward she took.

Years of being in customer service told me to welcome them to my establishment. Decades of training with my family told me to be civil. Polite. Find out what she wanted before going on the offensive.

But my heart was racing, my mouth was dry, and my palms had gone clammy. The symptoms of panic pushed me to set my hands on my hips and say, “Dara Josef-Levesque. Long time no see. May I ask you to do me the courtesy of getting the fuck out of my pub?”











Chapter 2

Alyssa







The duchess looked exactly as she had the last time I’d seen her.

Which made sense. She was, after all, immortal, and despite the fact that I often felt like this past year had lasted fifteen, our paths had only crossed a little over seven months ago.

For a moment after she’d crossed the threshold, I wasn’t standing in my pub anymore. Instead, I was in a hotel room in the middle of the night, huddled behind a woman seated at a desk finishing a letter, her posture so perfect I’d wanted to grab a Sharpie, draw a straight line down her spine, and use her as a signpost.

Not that I ever would have, of course. Offending a fae duchess was a sure way of getting yourself killed. I would know, having come close once already, and my less-than-warm welcome likely had me balancing on a knife edge.

Her hair was still in a severe bob, the dark locks so sharp I was surprised she hadn’t sliced up her cheekbones. Despite the hour, she was dressed professionally in a comfy-looking pair of beige slacks and a red sweater that drew out every golden note of her flawless tawny skin, and her starry eyes threatened to suck me into them and leave me drifting through endless galaxies.

Or at least, they might have if it weren’t for her expression. The way she took in the details of my pub before silently dismissing them made me far more likely to shove her out the door than devote myself to her.

Steadied by my irritation, I crossed my arms and stared her down, letting my question dangle in the air between us. Trace settled his hand on my lower back while Simon shifted another few inches closer, my unrelenting guardians. I appreciated both of them, but Goddess, it was good to have my best friend at my side again.

“Miss Mooney,” Dara greeted, head angled so I lived beneath her nose. Whatever. I was comfy down here.

At her refusal to accept my invitation for her swift exit, I flicked my gaze towards Peter. We didn’t have the greatest relationship, he and I—what with the whole him-being-ordered-to-kill-me thing—but when his response to the pub was to sneak a glance at the drink list, I placed him a few rungs above Dara in my respect.

“Considering you’re still standing in my doorway, I take it you don’t intend to leave?” I asked, refusing to let her take control of our encounter. My turf, my rules, dammit.

“You take it correctly.” She took a few more steps forward, and Peter shut the door behind her. The latch clicked, and he turned the lock.

I narrowed my eyes and tried to determine if the gesture was a threat. Power coiled under my skin, but I kept it down, not wanting Simon’s magic to react. We already had two snakes in the room, we didn’t need to add more. Or blow them up. Or whatever other chaos Simon might create.

But Dara didn’t move, and Peter’s posture remained nonthreatening. He stayed close to the duchess, hand on some kind of weapon hidden under his jacket, and kept up a continuous sweep of the room, as though watching for someone to sneak down from the loft or out of the bathroom.

If there was anyone currently stuck in the bathroom, I really hoped they stayed there until these fae left. No one needed to walk into a tense standoff.

The last time I’d seen these two, Dara had been determined to blame me for the murder of her general. Despite all the evidence we’d laid at her feet, she’d refused to consider the possibility that I was innocent. After we’d dealt with the actual murderer—an overambitious witch named Clyde Corrick—I’d assumed she would be too annoyed about the truth to want to have anything more to do with me.

I was too much of a realist to entertain the idea that she might be embarrassed about being wrong.

To have her here now made me wonder if she’d found some other crime to lay at my door. But if that was the case, I was ready to go down fighting, and with Trace and Simon beside me, I believed we stood a good chance. For now, however, I stayed my hand. If anyone was going to launch a new war in this city, it wouldn’t be me.

“I’m guessing you had something to do with everyone leaving?” I asked.

“I did,” Dara replied.

“You cost me a chunk of change, then.” Apparently my mouth had not gotten the memo about maintaining the peace.

“I’ll write you a cheque for the inconvenience.” She said it as though she didn’t expect the amount to be worth her time, which meant she either had an impressive amount of accessible cash or she underestimated just how important Mooney’s was to the community. Either way, my eye twitched, but this time I managed to hold my tongue.

Dara eyed the nearest table with a degree of wariness—I gritted my teeth at her skepticism of my cleaning abilities—and settled in a chair facing me.

“Come. Sit,” she said. A command, not a request. In my pub.

“I don’t think so.” People didn’t get to order me around in my pub.

The tiniest furrow formed between her eyebrows, but it disappeared so quickly I might have thought I’d imagined it if it weren’t for the annoyed expression that followed, making me think she blamed me for the wrinkle in her skin.

“Miss Mooney, I mean you and your friends no harm. I’m not here to cause trouble or damage your… establishment.”

I clenched my teeth that much harder. If she was trying to win me over, insulting my baby was not the way to go about it.

I half expected Trace to nudge me to go ahead or to whisper advice in my ear. He had more experience with the duchess than I did, so he had a better idea of what the consequences of ignoring her orders would be. But he remained still and silent, letting me call the shots. Taking that to mean I wasn’t about to be blasted by whatever Peter kept under his jacket, I held firm. If I let some fae royalty waltz into my place of business and boss me around, it would give a clear message that I was willing to let the behaviour slide.

And, frankly, considering Mooney’s Pub was, for all intents and purposes, its own principality, that meant I was queen here. I outranked this bougie bitch.

After another moment of me remaining statuesque in my posture and glower, Dara released a breath, and I was shocked to watch her spine round. Not by much—not enough that most people would notice—but for her, it was like she’d melted across my table.

“I require your help.”

My brain came to a screeching halt, and Simon and Trace tensed on either side of me.

“Help,” I repeated.

Dara met my eye and didn’t respond. The blow to her ego for uttering those words once had likely caused her self-respect to fracture. I suspected making her say it again would cause it to implode.

“Right.” I looked to Trace, who caught my gaze with his violet stare. Questions ran between us, but since neither of us had the answers, it seemed the only way to get them would be to suck up my bad feelings towards the duchess and find out from the source. Huffing out a breath, I turned to Simon, who looked equally stunned. “Coffee, maybe?”

“You got it,” he said, seeming relieved to have something to do.

He set to work while Trace and I made ourselves comfortable across from Dara. Peter took his spot behind her left shoulder, staring straight ahead.

“Coffee for either of you?” I asked, fully expecting Dara to refuse with that subtle curl of her lip.

But she took me by surprise a second time by saying, “Extra cream.”

We waited in awkward silence for Simon to get the drinks ready, and a few minutes later, he came to the table with a tray covered in mugs, cream, and a steaming carafe. I got to work serving the coffees, prepping Simon’s, Trace’s, and mine the way we liked them, adding the extra cream for Dara and pouring one for Peter as well, though he left the mug untouched when I slid it towards him.

The routine of proper hosting finished, there was nothing for it but to turn our attention to the bomb Dara had so graciously dropped between us.

“All right, Your Grace,” I said, having at least learned a few touches of fae etiquette since our last meeting. “You have the floor.”

She picked up a spoon, gave it a quick glance—to check for spots, I assumed—and stirred her coffee. The clink of metal against ceramic filled the void, and each point of contact made the muscles in my neck bunch up a little more.

If she was drawing this out, it couldn’t be for any good reason. Whatever she needed help with had to be huge.

Trace tugged on my magic, and I returned the gesture, letting him know I was all right. Yes, my night had gone off the rails and this duchess had cost me a pretty penny in orders, but so far I wasn’t running for my life, which put me a step ahead of last time.

Finally, Dara tapped her spoon on the side of the mug and set it down on the tray. She wrapped her long-fingered hands around the warm ceramic and lifted her gaze to mine.

“I’ll start by saying I know you’re not going to like what I’m about to ask.” Her attention flicked between me and Trace. “But I’d like you to listen to what I have to say before you refuse.”

A great way to start the conversation. What she meant was that whatever she needed, it wouldn’t be anything I wanted to give. Or we? When she’d first swept in here, I’d thought I’d been the target, but now I had to wonder if both Trace and I were in her crosshairs.

Simon drank his coffee beside me, his glower switching between Peter and Dara. Surprisingly, he didn’t seem nearly as uncomfortable as I was. His time in the infernals fighting over the throne must have made dealing with fae royalty old hat.

“All right,” I said, agreeing to hear her out but promising nothing beyond that. I was too smart to let myself be guided around by the fae. That was how one wound up staring down a talking hot dog surrounded by human biomatter.

Dara paused again, and I nearly screeched at her to get the words out already. I’d had a lovely, normal, non-catastrophic day so far, and all I wanted was for it to continue after I went home so I could enjoy some frisky magic time with my partner.

“The Mooneys were once the guardians of an amulet filled with various souls, including those of working fae from beyond the wall,” she began, and every alarm in my head clanged. Trace stiffened beside me, and my hand found his under the table. That cursed amulet was going to be the death of me. “The amulet is broken, but I know the souls remain within you, Mr. Wyatt. I want those souls.”











Chapter 3

Trace







I couldn’t help it. I laughed.

It wasn’t much of a laugh and contained no joy, but I was amused. And somehow not a bit surprised.

Dara transferred her cold stare to me, but I wasn’t chilled by it. “Something entertaining, Mr. Wyatt?”

“Just the fact that I should have seen this coming the moment you stepped through the door. You send off all Alyssa’s customers and come in here acting as though you’re so far above people like Clyde Corrick, but in the end, you’re exactly like him.”

Her perfect nostrils flared. “I am nothing like that scab of a witch. He sought to gain power. I have no such desires or intentions.”

Alyssa had frozen in incredulous silence, her mouth open and eyes wide, but now she thawed out. “You nearly ended my life because of that amulet and—yeah, no—I wouldn’t trust you with a single one of Trace’s souls.”

Simon snorted a laugh but hid it behind a cough as he took a drink of his coffee.

I wouldn’t have thought it possible for the duchess to go any stiffer, but she might as well have become one with the chair. The stars in her eyes swirled. “You promised—”

“I promised to listen,” Alyssa interrupted, and her fearlessness in the face of this haughty noble made my pride surge. “I agreed to hear you out, but all I’m hearing is that you want to put the man I love in danger so you can access the power he’s carrying.”

My heart beat all the faster for her public declaration of her feelings and her protectiveness of me. But I also needed her to remember who she was dealing with. Earning Dara’s wrath wouldn’t end well for any of us.

Dara scowled, her flawless features turning feral. “All you mortals are fools, only looking at the short term.”

“The short term is my life,” Alyssa snapped back. “Do you have any idea how much I’ve sacrificed to keep Trace safe? Or what he’s sacrificed to stay with me? If you think I’m about to hand him over to you, you’ve played the wrong hand.”

Dara’s gaze flicked to me before snapping back to Alyssa. “I have no interest in Mr. Wyatt.”

“All the more reason for me to keep him away from you.”

I nudged her with my knee, drawing her attention to the fact that I was sitting right here. She sank back in her chair, ceding the floor to me. I winked at her and sat forward but remained silent. Alyssa had made a good point, and I wanted Dara to answer her concerns before I jumped in with my own opinions.

Simon stretched his arm out along the back of Alyssa’s chair and shifted in his seat. His relaxed posture only enhanced the hostility radiating off him.

Dara released a withering sigh. “What I mean to say is that I have no interest in harming you, Mr. Wyatt. If anything, I would be helping you. You’ve obviously found a way to curtail the souls’ power, but can you honestly tell me you’re in no danger with them inside you?”

I couldn’t. In fact, I knew the opposite was true. Although Alyssa and I regularly assessed the cage we’d created around my guest souls, refreshing it when sections began to fade, we both knew there was a chance that one day the souls would overpower me again and I might not be able to find my way back.

There was also the small detail that every once in a while, I felt them… burrowing. As though they’d given up on trying to tear through the binding and had instead decided to try digging deeper into my very essence to slip free that way. I hadn’t mentioned it to Alyssa because it hadn’t happened often enough to concern me, but I was paying attention.

“That’s what I thought,” Dara said. “So now I ask again—will you hear my request?”

I waited for Alyssa to answer, but when I glanced her way, I found her looking at me. Simon remained still and staring at Dara and Peter, a silent threat. Ah, this was my choice to make.

I rolled my sleeves to my elbows and gestured for Dara to continue.

She took another sip of coffee and only revealed the faintest curl of her lip at the flavour. No doubt she was used to the gourmet stuff and not the pesky free-trade bean. Boohoo for her.

With deliberate slowness, she set down her mug, laced her fingers together, and looked between the three of us. “The realm is in a difficult situation at present. How much do you know about Meril’s relationship with the wall?”

I frowned, trying to figure out where this was going. “Only that it’s complicated. Meril’s magic is woven into the makeup of the mirror realm, so I’d guess that’s true of the wall as well.”

Dara nodded. “That would be correct.”

It wasn’t praise—it was more like I’d met the bare minimum expectation of what a supernatural in Canada should know—so I didn’t preen. I simply waited for her to get to the point.

“Meril remains in power because of her connection to the realm. The realm is magic. It is the foundation of every supernatural gene that runs through the veins of beings over there and over here. Any rupture or imbalance in the realm can lead to disturbances in the wall, which will have repercussions on both sides of it.”

“All right…” Alyssa said, as though she were still trying to catch up on how all this was relevant.

“Unfortunately, following the events with the Blackwood witch and what happened with SMOAC over the summer, that imbalance has taken place, and Meril’s power has… slipped.”

She flinched, as though it pained her to say it, but in another second her expression was again blank. “No one knows exactly why, only that it’s happening.”

“Is her rule in question?” Alyssa asked, stunned.

Dara’s eyebrows rose. “It would be treason to suggest it. And not for a moment do I believe anyone loyal to her has lost confidence in her leadership.” She rolled her lips together. “When I say her power has slipped, I mean it literally. Her grasp on the structure of the wall has loosened, and as a member of her court as well as of Prince Calpurn’s inner circle, it is my responsibility to ensure the magic is strengthened before anyone thinks to take advantage of the lapse.”

It sounded like she was hedging, but the note of arrogance in her voice at the lofty responsibility she’d taken on made me believe her reasons for being here were legit.

To a point.

“How do the souls come into play?” I asked.

“We need them to reinforce the wall.”

“I see,” I said, not seeing at all. At the wrinkle in her nose, I suspected she saw right through me. “I guess I don’t understand how a few hundred souls will help.”

Dara rubbed her brow, and the gesture was so relatable, so human that the world shifted beneath my chair. What kind of trouble were we looking at if she let her facade drop for even that one millisecond?

Alyssa must have noticed it too, because she topped up Dara’s coffee and added more cream to it.

The duchess took another sip and grimaced again. “It’s true that you’re not carrying enough power to solve the realm’s problems, Mr. Wyatt, but I’m not looking for a solution to everything, just something to tide us over until the realm balances itself. It will, of course. It’s as much a living entity as Meril is. She and the entire territory are bound together in ways no mortal can understand. The queen and the land—the queen and the magic. No one can deny that she is the reason this territory is as rife with power as it is. Our supernaturals of all kinds are strong, we’re thriving, and as long as she sits on that throne, we’ll continue to thrive. But she needs a power boost, and right now the souls you carry are our best option. We need you to deliver the souls into the wall to help stabilize it.”

Oh, just that? Well, that’d be a nice weekend jaunt, wouldn’t it?

“Let’s say we go along with this. What would happen to the souls once I released them?” Some people might not care, but I most certainly did. They had been my responsibility from the moment I’d promised them I’d be a safer choice than Clyde Corrick. If I let them go, it wouldn’t be so someone else could use them in ways they wouldn’t want to be used.

Dara’s starry gaze held mine, her expression unreadable. “Commendable that you’d think to ask. The answer is simple—they would join with the magic of the wall. All consciousness gone, their energy diffusing into the universe.”

“Convenient,” Alyssa said, her voice hard.

Dara barely glanced at her. “And true. I know you want to paint me as the villain, Miss Mooney, but I want nothing more from these souls than what they would have given upon their deaths. I believe you know as well as I do that this is what needs to happen. Putting it off any longer will leave the world—and Mr. Wyatt—in grave peril.”

She was right. We’d already been warned what would happen if I didn’t return these souls beyond the wall soon. Alyssa’s great-great-grandfather had mentioned something about the fabric of reality if we failed. In all our months of searching, we’d never found an answer about how to complete our task, and now here was Dara offering us exactly what we wanted.

It sounded too good to be true.

“What’s the catch?” I asked.

Dara’s eyebrow quirked. “Catch?”

I crossed my arms. “You come in here asking me to hand over the souls to repair the wall. I help you, I help myself, everyone’s happy. Are you telling me that’s all there is to it?”

She rubbed her thumb over the side of the mug. “I won’t deny there are risks involved. The ritual to release the souls is complex, and the effort to ensure they enter the wall will require a great deal of concentration. But I would have people there to help you. You wouldn’t be on your own, and it would take no more than a few days.”

Everything about this raised red flags.

“How do you know Trace has the souls?” Simon asked, his voice rumbling through the silence.

Dara scoffed. “Do you think me a fool, demon? If Mr. Wyatt is trying to keep his condition a secret, he’s failing miserably. After what happened with Hazel Blackwood, I would be surprised if the entire supernatural community didn’t know. It’s only a matter of time before you have all manner of people knocking down your door to demand favours. Or to drag you off to the cell next to Hazel’s.”

My heart thudded heavily in my chest and a tremor ran through me, but I did my best to hide it. She didn’t need to know just how right she was. I had broken so many promises both to myself and others when I’d absorbed the souls. The fact that SMOAC or the witches’ council hadn’t come for my head yet had bothered me for the past few months. The first weeks after our fight with Hazel, I hadn’t been able to hear a car slow down in front of Alyssa’s apartment without going into a panic. As time had passed and no one had come to hold me accountable, I’d relaxed a bit, but sitting across from Dara, hearing that faintly veiled threat, I wondered if she knew something I didn’t.

But just because the spectre of incarceration hung over my head didn’t mean I was willing to put my future in the hands of Dara Josef-Levesque. Not when she’d given us no reason to trust her.

“I don’t think I’m interested,” I said.

Alyssa’s gaze shot my way, but it was the only indication that she was surprised.

“You’re not interested in saving the world?” Dara asked slowly, her voice cold.

“I’m not interested in partnering with someone who’s only telling me half the story,” I corrected. “Everything you’ve told us is superficial bullshit. You say the wall is in danger. Yeah? How? You say Meril can fix it. Why doesn’t she? I’m not getting involved in anything I can’t make out, Your Grace.”

Her jaw worked, and she set down her mug. “I see.”

I held her stare, refusing to back down. The seconds passed, and I didn’t rush to fill the silence, wanting to give her time to make up her mind. If my guest souls were as important as all that, she could open her mouth to tell us everything we needed to know. Otherwise, the situation couldn’t be as serious as she was trying to make it sound.

Finally, she rose to her feet next to Peter. She signalled to him, and he pulled a card from his pocket and set it on the table.

“This is the number of the room where I’m staying,” she said. “Find me if you reconsider.”

The three of us remained seated, and Alyssa tilted her head. “You heard Trace, Your Grace. We don’t work with bullshitters.”

The duchess’s nostrils flared, and she pulled her shoulders back, turning her body into a flawless straight line. Her gaze jumped from me to Alyssa. “I strongly suggest you talk it over amongst yourselves. You might be tempted to play games with me in retaliation for what I did to you this past winter, but don’t forget the future of the entire supernatural world might hang in the balance.”









Chapter 4

Alyssa



The moment Dara and Peter left, my legs gave out. One second, I was locking the door behind them, the embodiment of good hostess-ship, and the next, I was on my ass, my knees pulled to my chest, my head bowed into my hands.

I wasn’t panicking. My reaction had nothing to do with what Dara had asked of us. It was simply that she had been here. In my pub. When the last time I’d seen her, she’d been disappointed that she didn’t have an excuse to kill me. Damn post-anxiety adrenaline crash.

I drew in a shaky breath and lifted my head to find Trace sitting beside me. Simon had dropped onto the ground across from me, leaning back against a table with his left leg drawn up, his arm draped casually over his knee.

My guys. My friends. Having my back.

My heart rate settled gradually, and I wiped any hint of tears from under my eyes. “I’m all right. It just threw me for a loop, seeing her again. Turns out I might have a bit of a trauma response to fae royalty.”

Simon snorted. “That’s just wise, Lys.”

Trace nodded. “You can never be too wary of even the friendliest fae.”

Red flared in Simon’s eyes. “Watch your words, bounty hunter. You don’t want to go insulting my mate.”

“I said friendliest fae. Clearly I wasn’t talking about Reverie.” Trace’s mouth curled with a smile
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