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“LISTEN TO ME, ADS,” Gram says sternly over the phone.

I listen, even though I hate when he calls me Ads. I have no other choice but to listen. Literally. I'm bound by a blood contract, for better or worse.

Lately, I think it's the latter. This deal's gettin' worse and worse all the time.

“I’m listening.”

“Find that witch, and make it fast. The longer you take, the more people get hurt, you hear me?”

“I hear ya.” I hang up.

I'm not even sure what I'm doing is right anymore. But I'm bound by the contract to catch and turn in the witches Gram orders me to. He gave me the job after we started dating, but it's like he's a whole different person when it comes to work. I'm not sure which version of Gram is the real one.

The particular witch in question, Carnella, has been dealing some charmed drugs with unpredictable effects. Two people are in a coma because of her. Gram's right about this one at least. The longer it takes to find her, the more people get hurt.

Better than the last job. I'm still not sure if I believe she did the awful things Gram claimed. When I brought her in, her face tear stained, she'd begged to go free, insisting she was innocent.

"There are no innocent witches," Gram had said and had her taken away.

I think that was the turning point, the moment I started questioning Gram's judgment. If that witch wasn't bad, how many others were innocent? And I'd helped lock them up.

I shove the unpleasant memory away and focus on my current mission.

The Labyrinth is my destination. It’s a club in this town the witch has been known to haunt. The entrance is discreet: a warehouse with a plain steel door. The windows are boarded up, and the only indicators the building is occupied in any way is the bouncer guarding the door and the thump thump thump of the house music leaking through the walls.

The heavy beats wash over me as I step in, drowning out everything else. Strobe and neon lights blink to the beats, bathing the mass of dancing bodies in a rainbow of colors. I weave through people to the bar, keeping one eye out for my target.

Once I have some sort of colorful vodka thing in hand, I sip the concoction and search the crowd. There's a darker corner of the room which might hold more suspicious activities. I go in that direction. A few people are standing in the darkness, all darkly dressed, one with a pointy hat . . . 

Someone thuds into my chest, a bright purple point nearly hitting my eye. The drink splashes all over us.

"Oh my God! I'm so sorry!" a high, bubbly voice says.

"It's fine. Don't worry about it," I say, looking over the person's hat (they're very short) to make sure the black pointed hat is still in the dark corner.

"No, it's not. I wasn't watching where I was going! Let me help clean you up and buy you another drink."

"I said it's fine." I need to get to the witch.

"I insist!"

"It's fine!" I growl and take a step to the side.

The person grabs my shoulders."Don't be mean, let's get you all clean!"

"I'm not trying to be—" I stop talking because my shirt is now dry. Those weren't just words. That was a spell.

I look at the witch before me now, instead of the one in the darkness. The pointed purple witch hat reaches about to my eyes, and beneath the rim peer out the greenest eyes I've ever seen, glimmering like emeralds with magic and mischief. Bright-orange hair in uneven lengths frames a pale face, button nose, and thin, quirked lips.

It's hard to look away from the witch's face, especially those magnetic eyes. I force myself to, taking in the wardrobe: flowing purple robes, upon them a transgender pride button and a he/him button, with a black crop top and black shorts beneath. His legs are covered by fishnet tights and knee-high combat boots. He's the flashiest damn witch I've ever seen. I meet his eyes again. His smirk has turned into a grin.

"Like what you see? Come on, let me get you that drink."

Before I can protest—I have a witch to catch and it's not this one—he loops arms with me and practically drags me to the bar.

"Let go."

He does, but only after we're at the counter and he's waving at the bartender. I glance at the dark corner again. She's still there. For now. I can't let her get away, but I also don't want her to realize I'm watching her and bolt early. When she leaves, I'll trail her.

For now, it's probably better to blend in, let the flashy witch buy me a drink. It'll kill some time until I need to bolt. And maybe I'll pick up some useful info from him about the other witch. Hell, he could even be working with her . . . If that's the case, he might end up next on my list.

He hands me one of the glimmering vodkas and lifts his glass to me. "Bottoms up!" he says and downs his glass.

I only sip mine.

"So. What brings you to the club?" He leans close as he speaks over the music.

Getting caught up in those sparkling eyes would be so easy. But he's a witch, I remind myself. He's the enemy. He may not be the target, but he could be next. Best not to get too friendly.

"Just chilling." I keep my voice cool and calm and have one eye on my target.

"Well, it must be my lucky day running into such a hunk!" He touches my arms and squeezes. "A strong one! Those biceps! Swooooon! Are you gonna drink the rest of that?" He looks at my vodka. I hold it out to him. A drunk witch is probably a loose-lipped witch, and this witch already seems loose-lipped. If he were wise, he'd stay away from me and keep those lips shut tighter.

"Silly me! I haven't even introduced myself. I'm Gabriel. Call me Gabby."

"Addy." I offer up my own nickname instead of the full Addison.

"Awww! Aren't we a pair? Addy and Gabby! Swoon! Whaddya say you dance with me, you hunk?"

Dancing involves too much turning and swirling and possibly losing my target. "No."

"Aww, don't be a grump! Frown!" Gabby says frown but he doesn't.

He takes my hands and yanks. I hold my ground and ignore the pleasant buzz of the contact. It's probably the magic. It's a trick. Gram says all witches do is play tricks. As for me, I'm not too sure. Gabby seems trickstery AF, though. 

"Now, now. Turn that frown upside down!" Gabby says. A thrum runs up my arms. Magic.

Suddenly, I'm smiling. Suddenly, dancing is particularly enticing. Gabby leads me into the throng of people, grinning wide, clearly pleased with himself for some reason. The beats are movement inducing. I'm really feeling this song.

"This is my favorite song!" Gabby says.

"What?" We're closer to the stage now and I can barely hear him. The thumping beat rumbles in my chest.

"This is my favorite song!"

"I like it too!"

We dance and dance. I've never danced like this, getting lost in the music, lost in the lithe body pressing against mine, the electric hands grazing over me. God, it feels good. Gabby's cute and hot and—wait, what the fuck?

I snap out of it and look at the corner. The witch is gone.

"Shit!" I wrench myself away from Gabby. Fucking witches! He had tricked me. 

"What's wrong? I thought we were having fun."

Yeah, no. I'm supposed to be doing a job, not having fun. With a witch. I've gotta find that black hat. Gabby isn't my mark so he can get lost.

I bump and shove my way through the crowd to the dark corner where sus people deal their wares. Sure enough, she's definitely gone. Shit shit shit. Gram's gonna have my head if I mess this up.

A thin sliver of light in the dark catches my eye. A back door. I run for it and push it open, LED lights flooding my vision and whiting it out for a moment.

"Lookin' for me, love?"

When my vision clears, a pale face with black hair and lined eyes is staring up at me. I jerk back. Fuck, stay cool, Addison.

"Uh. I heard you have some good stuff."

"What're you lookin' for? A good high? A lay? Or perhaps . . ." She glances over me. "Just the high? Looks like you're in the mood already." She snorts.

I look down and see what she's laughing at. Apparently, Gabby got me worked up on the dance floor. I slouch and turn to the side.

"Uh, yeah. I want to get high." I don't sound convincing, but hopefully it passes off as awkwardness.

"I can do that. It'll be thirty for one shot or fifty for a double."

"Cool." I fumble in my pockets like I'm digging for cash, but in reality, I'm getting ready to throw witch-trapping cuffs onto her wrists the second she reaches out.

Someone bumps into my back out of nowhere, pushing me forward into the witch. My fingers get caught up in the cuffs and they come out of my pockets as I'm throwing my hands out to catch myself. The cuffs tumble to the ground.

"Babe!" Gabby says, wrapping his arms around me from the back.

The witch in front of me looks down at the cuffs, which aren't normal. They glow a faint green. Her gaze comes back up to me, eyes narrowed.

"You're a narc?"

I don't have a brilliant excuse or defense. She pulls out a stick with incense popping out of it and breaks it in two. Green smoke bursts forth, enveloping her.

"No no no. Shit!" I grab at her cloak, but it's too late.

The smoke clears and she's gone.

I whirl on Gabby, shoving him away from me.

"What the fuck, man?"

Fucking witches will be the death of me. Unintentional or not. This job will be the death of me.

"What? You just ran off. I thought we were vibing!"

"You cast a spell on me! Twice!" I mean
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