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      The smell of sizzling meat drifted through Avery and Alex’s walled garden, and their guests chatted and laughed as they filled their plates with the food spread out on the patio table.

      It was a Saturday night in early June, and they had gathered to celebrate Cassie, Dylan, and Ben finishing their post-grad studies, and Dan completing his master’s degree. The White Haven witches, plus Newton, Sally, and Shadow were there too, the drinks were flowing, and the weather was balmy.

      Reuben was wearing his loudest pink Hawaiian shirt that clashed with his yellow board shorts, and despite the fact that his clothes were partially covered by an apron stuffed with barbeque tools, Avery still winced when she looked at him.

      “Who wants more sausages?” he asked, as he placed another dozen on a plate and ferried it to the large wooden table, setting them down next to some steaks and chicken wings.

      “Good grief, Reuben! Are you trying to fatten us up?” Cassie asked.

      “Don’t complain!” Dylan said, already leaning forward to top his plate up. “This is brilliant! You’re doing a great job!”

      Reuben grinned and pulled up a chair. “I aim to please. Besides, it’s the least I can do, since I’ll eat most of it.”

      Alex raised his beer bottle. “Cheers, Reuben. Saves me some work, seeing as I’ve been slaving away all afternoon!”

      Avery just looked at him, knowing he’d spent a couple of hours on the preparations, at most. “Exaggerator! Besides, you were enjoying yourself. I could hear music blasting!”

      “It’s still work, Ave!” Alex leaned over and kissed her cheek, looking very smug, and eased back in his seat again. “So now that your studies are over, what’s the plan?”

      Ben groaned. “A couple of weeks off would be nice. I’m knackered!”

      “I wish,” Dan said, laughing. “Avery is a hard task master.”

      “I’m not,” she said, mock-outraged. “I’m very generous! If you want a holiday, just say so!”

      He winked. “I’m kidding! But maybe in early July, before the school hols begin and the place is inundated with hoards of kids.”

      “Yeah, I might need some time off for the school holidays,” Sally said. She raised an eyebrow at Dan. “Are you going away with Caroline?” She was referring to Dan’s girlfriend of only a few weeks.

      Dan winced. “Maybe? It might be too soon.”

      “Why didn’t you bring her tonight?” Shadow asked, finishing her conversation with El. They had been leaning close in an animated exchange, and Avery wondered what they had been talking about. “I was hoping to meet her!”

      “That’s precisely why I didn’t bring her. The poor woman would have been interrogated by all of you! Besides, I haven’t shared some of the more interesting things about you yet, so I wasn’t sure it would be wise.”

      Briar laughed. “Did you think we’d get a bit witchy and start casting spells? We’re very discreet, you know!”

      Dan gave Shadow a knowing look. “It was more Shadow’s habit of pulling a knife at any minute that had me worried.”

      Shadow looked affronted. “I don’t attack people at random!”

      “But you do carry weapons—always!” Dan pointed out. “Regular people don’t do that.”

      She shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye, and a ripple of glamour made her hair shimmer. “I like to be prepared. Besides, they’re hidden, most of the time.”

      “That’s worse,” Briar said. “You whip them out of thin air. It’s so unnerving!”

      Newton just shook his head. He was sitting next to Briar, and Avery was pleased to see their old friendship had resumed. “Twelve months ago I can honestly say I didn’t think I’d be sitting at a barbeque with five witches, one fey, and three paranormal investigators.” He shot Sally and Dan a grateful look. “Thanks for being normal!”

      “I hate to break it to you, Newton,” Sally said, smiling, “but seeing as you’re the head of paranormal investigations for the Devon and Cornwall Police, you’re not that normal anymore.”

      “Yeah, well, I keep trying to forget about that.” He looked at Shadow. “Your friend, Maggie Milne, has phoned a couple of times.”

      Shadow looked suspicious. “Maggie is not my friend! Was she asking about me or the boys?” By ‘boys’ she meant the Nephilim—and they were far from boys.

      “No, don’t worry. Whatever you’ve been up to lately seems to have escaped her. Although, she did mention something about a missing necromancer.”

      Shadow shuffled uncomfortably in her seat. “He’s dead, not missing, and we reported that.”

      “Dead?” Avery asked, shocked. “A necromancer? Did one of his demons kill him?”

      Shadow looked up at the darkening sky where the faint pinpricks of stars were already appearing, and grimaced. When she looked at Avery again her eyes were wide. “It’s sort of complicated—but essentially, it was a test of sorts and he failed.”

      Avery crossed her arms, sensing more to this story than Shadow was sharing. “Ah! That’s the thing you needed Alex and El for, in the Mendips!”

      She nodded. “We were on the trail of an unusual tomb. He was the competition.”

      Cassie leaned forward, intrigued. “What sort of tomb?”

      Alex gave a short laugh. “They were hunting for angels.”

      “Angels?” Cassie’s face filled with disbelief. “I know we’ve been busy swotting, but how did that happen?”

      “Long story,” Shadow explained, “to do with lost maps and weird visions, and Harlan’s boss.” By now, the clusters of separate conversations had dwindled as everyone looked at Shadow, and she appeared uncomfortable as everyone watched her. “What? The necromancer’s death had nothing to do with me! But, there are many, many occult organisations out there.” She gestured wildly. “Far more than I thought. No wonder Maggie is kept busy in London. You’ve got it easy here, Newton.” She took a slug of her beer as she watched his reaction.

      “Depends on your definition of busy,” Newton said, caustically. “But Inez’s brother-in-law works with Maggie, so I know what you mean. Besides, Maggie has a bigger team than me. She certainly needs it.”

      Shadow nodded. “I remember him. He took my statement.”

      Ben, Dylan, and Cassie glanced at each other, clearly baffled, and Ben said, “I feel we have some catching up to do!”

      “So, now that you’re going full-time with the business,” Reuben said to them, “what are you going to call yourselves?”

      Cassie groaned. “Don’t ask. We can’t decide. Ben wants to keep it simple, but I think it should have more of a ring to it!”

      Ben glared at her. “We don’t want to put people off by having them think we’re fruit loops! We need to sound professional.”

      “But we don’t want to sound boring!” Dylan put in.

      Reuben laughed. “Is Ghostbusters too obvious?”

      El rolled her eyes. “Yes!”

      “I thought you had a name?” Avery asked, confused. “You set up last year, didn’t you?”

      Dylan shrugged. “Sort of. We capitalised on the Walk of the Spirits,” he said, referring to Samhain. “But we still didn’t really name ourselves, and of course now we have to for what is essentially our re-launch.”

      “Are you still based out of your flat?” Alex asked. Ben and Dylan were renting together in Falmouth, and they had moved all of their equipment there the previous year when they could no longer use the university campus.

      Dylan nodded. “Yep. I think we need to clean it up over the next couple of weeks, sort out an office for clients.”

      Cassie sniggered. “And maybe just stop living in squalor?”

      “It’s not squalor!” Ben said, crossly. “It’s just slightly messy!”

      “Yeah right,” Cassie said, shooting Avery an amused look.

      Avery laughed. “So, you’re still living with your friends in Harbour Village, Cassie?”

      “Yep. They’ve got local jobs, so that works out for me.”

      Briar sipped her wine and said, “I can give you some hours in my shop again, if you need extra money.”

      “Cheers, I might take you up on that,” Cassie said gratefully. “I take it things have settled down here after all the excitement of Beltane?”

      The witches glanced at each other, relieved, as Alex said, “Yes, fortunately. The Goddess seems to have gone, and we’re just left with the Green Man doing his usual thing.”

      Dylan topped up his plate and asked, “What do you consider usual?”

      “I guess my definition would be that he’s a regular presence now,” Briar explained. “I feel him all the time, especially in all the green spaces, and particularly in Ravens’ Wood. Although, thankfully, that place doesn’t feel anywhere near as weird as it did on Beltane.” She turned to Shadow. “I keep meaning to ask—did you go that night?”

      Shadow looked wistful as she turned her beer glass in her hand. “I did…on my own. It was both amazing and heart-breaking.”

      “What else did we miss?” Ben asked, confused.

      “The Otherworld was allowed through—but I couldn’t cross.” Shadow shrugged, frustrated. “It was a taste of home. But, I can’t complain. This is home now. It’s different, but it’s fun.” She grinned mischievously and winked. “Very fun.”

      “Don’t tell me anything else,” Newton warned her as he put his empty plate on the table. “The less I know, the better.”

      Shadow had a fixed smile on her face. “You really need to learn to trust me!”

      “No, I really don’t.” Newton’s phone started to ring, and he groaned. “Damn it. Excuse me.”

      He stood and walked to the far side of the garden, and Avery watched him with a sinking feeling. He’d said he was off that night, but she knew that meant nothing. If something really odd happened, he could get a call. With luck, this call wouldn’t be the police.

      They all fell into an easy conversation while Newton was absent, and Avery started to stack the plates. It was fully dark now, and the fairy lights that were strung around the trees and the candles she’d placed in lanterns gave them enough light to chat by. Reuben had lit the fire in the small brazier at the centre of the gravelled area, and Alex added some logs, sending the flames flaring. They all rearranged their chairs as they topped up drinks, and settled themselves closer to the fire.

      “What will you do for the Litha celebrations?” Cassie asked, as she took a sip of her wine.

      El spoke up first. “We’re celebrating with the coven at Rasmus’s place in Newquay.” She looked a bit guilty. “We sort of blew them off for Beltane.”

      “Yeah,” Briar grimaced. “We should keep our coven happy. Besides, it was fun with them at Imbolc.”

      “As long as I don’t have to run around a circle with a broom,” Reuben complained.

      Avery was so busy laughing at her memory of Reuben holding a besom broom she almost didn’t notice the faint shimmer of movement at the edge of the seating area. She turned to look at it, wondering if she’d had too much wine, and with horror realised the disturbance in the air was expanding.

      “Shit!” she shouted. “Something’s coming!”

      She dropped the plates on the table and raised her hands, summoning her magic, and heard the clatter of chairs as the others turned to look.

      Alex started to speak. “Avery, what are—”

      A wave of power flashed out from the centre of the disturbance, and something flew at her.

      Avery sent a blast of air ripping through whatever was manifesting, and the window in her shed beyond smashed with its impact. But whatever it was counterattacked, knocking Avery off her feet.

      With lightning-quick reflexes, she threw air around her, cushioning the impact so that she floated rather than crashed into the ground, and simultaneously heard a disembodied shout. A shower of coins rocketed towards her, bouncing off Avery’s protection and ricocheting across the garden, and then a face emerged in the darkness.

      Helena.
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      Alex jumped to his feet, overturning his chair, and ran to Avery’s side, ready to join her attack, but whatever had manifested out of the darkness had gone.

      He hugged her as she lowered herself gracefully to the ground. “Are you all right?” He examined her swiftly for signs of injury, but although she was pale, and her hair streamed across her shoulders from the wind that had buffeted around her, she was otherwise unharmed.

      “I’m fine,” she said, but she was already distracted, her eyes turning to the dark corner of the garden. “Did you see that?”

      “I saw something! What the hell was it?”

      “And what is this?” Shadow asked, holding up a golden coin, her knife in her other hand. She was already standing by the shed, and Alex blinked. He hadn’t even seen her move.

      By now the others were on their feet, Reuben and El already heading purposefully to where Avery had directed her magic, while Briar scanned the garden with narrowed eyes.

      “Is that a coin?” Cassie asked, looking confused. She crouched and picked up something shining in the gravel. “Look, here’s another!”

      “Bollocks!” Ben said, looking annoyed. “Why the hell didn’t I bring my EMF meter?”

      “It’s in the van!” Dylan said, already running out of the gate.

      Sally, wide-eyed with shock, grabbed Dan’s arm. “What happened? I don’t understand. And Avery flew!”

      Of course she was shocked, Alex realised, suddenly feeling very sorry for Sally. She knew they were witches, but she’d never been this close to any action before. Even when they rescued her from Caspian, she’d been in the cellar, well away from the fight.

      Avery looked guilt-stricken. “Yes, sorry, I do that sometimes. Just ignore me.”

      Dan helped Sally to a chair again. “I’ll get you another drink.”

      Sally nodded, her face vacant, as Newton emerged from the garden.

      “I’ve been away for minutes only!” Newton said, shocked. “What the hell has happened?”

      Avery shook her head. “I’m not exactly sure, but I think I saw Helena.”

      Alex thought he was surprised before, now he was doubly so. “Helena! Where?”

      Avery gestured to the area that Reuben and El were investigating. “There! I don’t know how to explain it, but the air sort of shimmered, as if something was manifesting.” She looked frustrated. “Sorry. That sounds ridiculous, but that’s what I saw!”

      Shadow reassured her. “I saw it too, but I couldn’t make out anything in it.”

      “But you saw Helena,” Alex persisted.

      Avery grimaced. “Yes. Initially, it was just swirling darkness, but right at the end, for just a split second, I saw her face.”

      Alex’s anger was building. “I knew we should have banished her! I’m going to do it—tonight!”

      “No!” Avery turned to him, alarmed, her hand restraining his arm. “I think she was in trouble!”

      “She attacked you!” Alex had always been frustrated by Avery’s inexplicable loyalty to Helena. He understood family ties, but she had tried to kill Avery. “We can’t trust her!”

      Her mouth was set in a stubborn line. “But she’s helped us, too—you know that! And besides, she wasn’t attacking me.”

      “How could you possibly tell that in a split-second?”

      Briar had joined them, and she shot Alex a warning look before speaking in her gentle, reasonable tone. “Why do you say that, Avery? I think we’re all a bit confused right now.”

      Avery took a deep breath and exhaled heavily. “I think there was something else there with her. Did you hear the shout?”

      Alex met Briar’s worried gaze and glanced at the others, who all shook their head. “No, we didn’t,” he said. “What did it say?”

      “Nothing! It was just a scream, or a cry,” Avery said crossly, “and I’m pretty sure it was female. What if she’s in trouble?”

      At that moment, Dylan came running, the EMF meter in one hand and his camera in the other. He thrust the meter at Ben. “Quick, we might get residual readings!” He took in their tense faces. “What did I miss?”

      “Nothing but confusion,” Alex said, resigned. “Whatever you can get will be great.” He turned to Avery, knowing she was annoyed with him. “Come on, let’s sit and talk while these guys do their thing.”

      “Yeah!” Shadow said. She and Cassie were now striding around the seating area, collecting coins. “Let’s talk about these, too!”

      Newton rubbed his face with his hands, his mood clearly growing grim. “Not me, I’m afraid. I have to go. There’s been a death in Fowey—a suspiciously paranormal one, obviously.”

      Not something else, Alex thought as he asked, “How weird this time?”

      “A body was found on the beach just beside the town, close to the mouth of the estuary.” Newton’s mouth was set in a thin line. “Every bone in his body was broken. Every one! That’s not normal!”

      Briar frowned. “But the cliffs are high there. He could have fallen. Surely that would explain it?”

      “Maybe, but I have a feeling there’s more to it.” Newton looked at everyone’s tense faces. “I hate to leave after this, but I can’t wait. I’m sure you’ll be hearing more from me about this. Is there a witch based there?”

      Alex shook his head. “No, but Oswald and Mariah are close. I suggest dealing with Oswald, if you need to. He’s a good man.”

      “But we’re happy to help,” El said quickly. “Fowey is really not that far.”

      Newton nodded. “Thanks, but perhaps you’ve already got your hands full.” He met Alex’s eyes, a knowing look in them. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

      Alex watched him go, a sinking feeling already settling into the pit of his stomach, and then encouraged Avery into a chair, the others sitting next to them, while Ben and Dylan started their investigation.

      “All right,” Alex said, forcing himself to be patient. “What did you think you saw?”

      “I didn’t see anything—I felt something. Something malevolent.”

      “A demon?” El asked.

      “No, I don’t think so. Although, it was sort of portal-like.”

      “A spirit, then,” Reuben said, catching Alex’s eye.

      “Maybe.” Avery looked frustrated. “I couldn’t tell. It was just the feeling of something—and Helena’s face. But she didn’t look evil, or mean. If anything, she was appealing to me.”

      “But you only saw her for a moment!” Alex reminded her.

      “That was enough!” Avery told him. “And we haven’t seen her for weeks! Not since before Beltane. I’ve actually been worried about her. Where has she gone?”

      Sally shook her head as she clutched her wine like her life depended on it. “Do you need to worry about Helena? She’s a spirit.”

      “Yes!” Avery said forcefully. “She’s my relative, and she could still be influenced by other spirits!”

      “Okay!” Sally held her hand up, palm outwards. “Just a question!”

      Alex looked at Avery, surprised. Something had touched a nerve with her tonight. She wasn’t normally this tetchy. “Maybe I should try and summon her, see what I can find. Not tonight, obviously, but tomorrow? If you think she’s in trouble, then I’m willing to help her. I guess I could consider entering the spirit realm, if I can’t summon her.”

      Avery smiled at him, and he felt his heart catch. “Would you? That would be great!”

      “Whoa!” Reuben said, alarmed. “If there’s something malevolent, you need to be careful, mate! You shouldn’t walk in there alone. I could help.”

      Alex shook his head. “No, it’s easier on my own, and I’m pretty good at this. No offence to you, but you’re not as comfortable with the spirit realm as me.”

      “I could be your anchor, here.”

      Alex had often used the other witches for their power, and to ground himself while he communicated with spirits. “Okay, let me think it through and I’ll let you know.”

      “And now,” Shadow said, a clutch of coins in her hand. “What about these?”

      El reached over and took one from her. “Gold coins! Wow. These look old. Are they English?”

      Shadow shrugged. “They’re not fey!”

      “Unfortunately,” Cassie said, holding one up to the firelight, “I know nothing about coins, but these must be valuable.”

      She started passing them around until they all had one.

      “How many have you found?” Dan asked, squinting at his coin.

      Cassie and Shadow did a quick count, and Cassie said, “We’re pretty much all holding one—about a dozen. Not many.”

      “We should take these to an expert,” Dan suggested. “Get them valued, and maybe find out some history on them.”

      Shadow shook her head. “Oh, no. You’d have to declare them and everything! How are you going to explain that they came from some weird, ghostly portal?”

      Dan’s face fell. “Good point. Is there someone we can trust?”

      El grinned. “Dante! He might know. And if he doesn’t, we’ll rethink.”

      “He owns a forge! That doesn’t make him a coin expert,” Reuben pointed out.

      “But he studied art history, and worked in a museum, a million years ago,” El said. “It’s worth asking him.”

      Briar had fallen silent as she examined her coin, but she finally spoke. “I think the most important question is, why are they here? Are they a warning to us? A clue to finding Helena? Or something else entirely?” She looked at them all one by one, as the whine of the EMF meter finally fell silent. “What has the power to carry a physical object in the spirit realm and then eject it? Whatever these mean, it isn’t good.”

      Ben and Dylan joined them, Ben looking grim. “I agree with you, Briar. I may only be picking up residual energy patterns, but they’re strong. I’ll analyse them properly tomorrow, though.”

      “What about you?” Alex asked Dylan. “Anything in thermal imaging?”

      “Nothing,” he said, looking disappointed. “But again, I’ll look properly tomorrow. Maybe we should take a coin—run that through some tests, too.”

      “Great idea,” Alex said, passing him his. “And now I think I need a beer. I’m hoping that’s the end of our excitement for the night!”

      Reuben laughed. “Yeah. This time last year we were battling demons. I really hope we’re not in for a repeat of that.”

      “True.” Avery looked as if she was starting to relax, and she leaned back in her chair and sipped her wine. “We were still hunting for our grimoires then.”

      “And Newton hated us!” Reuben reminded her.

      “And we,” Dan said, gesturing to include Sally, “had no idea how powerful your magic was. This year has been quite the ride! And tonight, Avery,” he said looking at her pointedly, “was quite the demonstration!”

      “Sorry.” She looked chastened. “I didn’t mean to scare you. It was instinctive.”

      He smiled. “That’s okay. I’d rather you did that than get injured. What we all need after a nasty shock is sugar. Didn’t you say you’d made some cake, Sally?”

      Sally groaned. “Some things do not change. Yes, I did. It’s on the table.”

      “Allow me,” he said, leaping to his feet as he headed to get everyone a slice, and Alex was suddenly very grateful for Dan’s affability.

      Alex took a deep breath, relieved that some normality seemed to be descending on their evening again. But nevertheless, he couldn’t really relax now, and neither could anyone else. An air of watchfulness had settled on them all, and expectation. And what about Newton’s dead body? Alex feared that whatever had happened tonight was just the beginning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

        

      

    

    
      Newton looked at the body at his feet and inwardly groaned. Christ. The man was smashed to a pulp. It didn’t look as if there was a single bone in his body that wasn’t broken.

      Moore’s deep voice rumbled next to him. “A few kids spotted it while they gathered firewood.” He gestured to where the remnants of a fire smouldered a short distance away among the rocks at the back of the beach.

      “Bloody hell. How old?”

      “Mid-teens. At least they weren’t younger.”

      “Could the fall have done this?” he asked, studying the cliff top above them.

      “I doubt it…not unless he bounced off every single rock on the way down.”

      Newton grimaced as he crouched to examine the dead body. The man’s limbs were splayed awkwardly, and his head was an odd shape, partially crushed on one side. Newton had a hard stomach, but he could feel his recently eaten food rising and he quickly stood and took some deep breaths. “Who was first on scene?”

      “PC Marshall.” He gestured to the officer on the edge of the beach a few minutes’ walk away, where the path led from the car park. “The kids were good. They called it in and said they hadn’t touched the body.”

      “Are they the ones I saw on the car park?” Newton had parked and headed to the crime scene quickly, nodding to Inez who was talking to three boys.

      “Yeah. Coroner and SOCO will be here soon.”

      “I thought they’d have been here before me.”

      Moore ran his hand through his red hair. “Saturday night. There was a stabbing in Helston.”

      Newton nodded, distracted. “Any ID?”

      “I waited for you.”

      Moore had recently been promoted to sergeant and seemed wary of overstepping his bounds, which was unusual. Most newly promoted officers couldn’t wait to flex their new powers. Newton pulled his gloves from his pocket and, crouching again, felt in the man’s pockets, finally pulling a wallet free. He quickly found the driver’s license.

      “Miles Anderson, twenty-eight years old, with what looks like a Carlyon Bay address.”

      Moore frowned. “Not far from home, then.”

      Carlyon Bay was about 15 minutes from Fowey. He could have been there visiting friends, or a girlfriend. “We need to search along the cliff top,” Newton said, quickly assessing their options. “Let’s see if there’s any sign of a struggle.” Newton squinted up again, but it was too dark to see anything. “The light will be poor. Is the coastal path close?”

      “I think it’s set further back from the cliff top at this point,” Moore speculated, “but I’m not sure. It could be hazardous now. St Catherine’s Castle is on that point, too.”

      Newton nodded, remembering the ruined castle on the headland. “We shouldn’t wait. We’ll seal off the path and get lights up there so we can start looking straight away.” Every minute lost meant evidence could be lost too.

      Moore folded his arms, his face grim. “So, if it’s not an accident, what kind of supernatural creature could do this?”

      “It might not be one,” Newton said cautiously.

      “Oh, come on, Guv. Have you seen the look on his face? I know he’s badly damaged, but he looks terrified!”

      Newton followed the line of Moore’s torch and realised he was right. He hadn’t taken much notice of the man’s expression until now, but his face, what was left of it, was frozen in horror.

      “Fair point,” Newton said, nodding. “I have no idea, but I’ll probably consult with our friends on this.”

      Moore knew exactly who Newton meant. “Good. They’re useful. Does Inez know much about them?”

      “Not yet. Although, I’m sure she suspects,” Newton said. “I suppose I should share their unique abilities with her. She has been on the team a couple of months now.”

      Moore laughed. “She suspects, all right. She’s on the team for a reason, Guv.”

      “True.” Newton still felt he needed to protect the witches, wanting to keep their abilities known only to a few, but Moore was right. Inez was on the team now, and wasn’t going anywhere. Part of his reticence was to protect himself, too. “I’ll inform her tomorrow.” More torches flashed at the end of the beach, and Newton sighed with relief. “SOCO is here. With a bit of luck, we might get some sleep tonight.”
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      Alex rolled over in bed the next morning, and grinned. Avery was half-hidden under the duvet, her red hair sprawled across the pillow, snoring softly. He leaned forward and kissed her outstretched arm, and her eyes fluttered before she settled into sleep again.

      Avery was not an early riser, especially after a late night, so rather than make her grumpy, he rolled out of bed, pulled his shorts and a t-shirt on, padded across the bedroom, and headed down to the kitchen to make coffee.

      Circe and Medea, their two cats, circled his ankles, threatening to trip him up on the stairs, and he hissed at them. “Bloody hell, kitties, if you kill me, you starve!”

      As usual they took no notice of him at all, and he fed them first before making his drink. He headed to the balcony, throwing open the French doors to a pale blue cloudless sky, and sat at the small table to enjoy the early sunshine. It was going to be another warm day; there was hardly any wind, and the sea was calm and flat for miles. It was probably already busy on the seafront, despite the early hour. Some of the boats would leave early to take visitors on day trips, depending on the tide. He sighed, wishing he could take the day off, but he had to head to his pub for the afternoon shift, and he had a feeling it would be busy.

      Alex put his feet up on the chair opposite him and wondered if they’d hear from Newton today. If the death reported last night was suspicious, what type of creature could break every bone in someone’s body? It was more likely that Briar was right about the fall, but maybe Newton knew something else he hadn’t told them yet. He grabbed his phone and pulled up the local news, seeing that the death had already been reported on, but the coverage was light on details, not surprisingly. The only thing it said was that the victim was a young man.

      They had speculated on it the night before after Newton had left, but without any details to go on it had been fruitless. Fortunately, the mysterious swirl of energy that had manifested hadn’t returned, either. They ended up suggesting ridiculous names for the three parapsychologists’ business, before they’d finally all headed home in the early hours of the morning.

      His phone rang, jolting him out of his reverie, and he answered it quickly. “Hey, Newton. I guess this is bad news.”

      “You could say that. They weren’t joking about this poor guy’s state. He was pulp.” Newton sounded cranky.

      Alex groaned as a horrible image entered his mind. “Shit. Not a fall, then?”

      “He’d had have to have fallen from a plane to be so injured.”

      “Shit,” he repeated, wondering what might follow, because he doubted this would be an isolated incident. “Have you been up all night?”

      “No, fortunately, but I’ve been at the station since six this morning.”

      “We were talking about it last night,” Alex said as he made himself more comfortable, “but have no suggestions as to what could do this, I’m afraid.”

      “That’s okay.” Newton sounded distracted and his voice muffled for a moment as he turned away. “Sorry about that. We did find something odd, though. The victim had an old gold coin in his mouth.”

      “What? Placed there?”

      “I reckon…like a warning.”

      Suddenly, Alex wasn’t seeing the view anymore. He was picturing the gold coins that had spread across the gravel in the garden the previous night. “I hate to say this, but two appearances of gold coins in one night is not a coincidence! What kind of coin?”

      “A very old one. A doubloon.”

      Alex nearly spat his coffee out. “Isn’t that Spanish?”

      “Yep. Maybe it’s pirate gold. Don’t ask how it came to be there, because I don’t know! What were yours?”

      “Honestly not sure, but English, we think.”

      “Mmm,” Newton mumbled. “It would be good to know. I wonder if they’re related?”

      “Herne’s balls,” Alex said, using Shadow’s favourite curse, which seemed to have caught on. “Is this to do with smuggling?”

      Newton sighed. “Maybe. Look, I don’t need you to do anything right now. I just wanted you to know.”

      “What about the victim?”

      “His name is Miles Anderson, he’s twenty-eight, and he lived in Carlyon Bay. But we haven’t announced that yet, so keep it quiet.”

      “Of course.”

      “Anything else happened with you after I left?”

      “Nothing, fortunately.”

      “Well, that’s some good news,” Newton said, obviously relieved. “I have to go, but I’ll call you later if I find anything else. Let’s hope this isn’t the start of some summer madness.”

      He rang off abruptly, and Alex finished his now cold drink. A doubloon? This was going to require more coffee.
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      By the time Avery woke up, the scents of bacon and coffee were drifting through the house. She stretched, easing the kinks from her neck, and wished she’d had a better night’s sleep.

      Dragging herself out of bed, she wrapped a light summer robe over her long t-shirt and shorts and then padded downstairs, smiling at seeing Alex cooking at the hob, the radio low in the background. She walked up behind him and wrapped her arms around him, leaning into his back.

      “Something smells fab. Is there enough for me?”

      “Of course!” He twisted around to kiss her. “Egg and bacon sandwich on crusty bread sound good?”

      “Perfect!” She headed to the coffee machine and made herself a drink, but Alex was watching her with a worried expression on his face.

      “Did you sleep okay after last night?”

      She nodded. “I did, eventually, other than a few weird dreams. I am really worried about Helena.”

      “I know. I have to work this afternoon, but I can search for Helena afterwards. I find that communing with spirits is more effective at night.”

      She smiled. “Do they have a night?”

      He laughed, a little ruefully. “I don’t think so. I think it’s better for me, not them.” He paused, a wary look on his face, as he said, “I didn’t mean to doubt you last night, or piss you off.”

      “You didn’t,” she said, knowing he’d been concerned about her welfare, and understanding his feelings about Helena. “I was just worried…and a bit shocked. That attack came from nowhere. In our garden!” She shook her head. “Something punched straight through our protection spells. That will be one of my jobs today—I’ll reinforce them.”

      “Just promise me you won’t try to find Helena on your own!”

      “Witches’ honour!” Talking to spirits was Alex’s specialty, not hers. “Any news from Newton?”

      “’Fraid so. The guy was pulverised.” He updated her while he cooked, and then steered them both to the outside table with their breakfast.

      Avery brushed her hair back from her shoulders as she settled at the table. “I feel I should have lost my appetite, but I’m afraid I’m still starving.” She took a bite, swallowed and said, “Do you think a witch attacked him?”

      “It’s possible, I guess. It would have to be a pretty nasty spell to break every bone, and I can’t see it being one of the Cornwall Coven, but we shouldn’t rule it out.”

      Avery shuddered. “I just hope his death was sudden. I hate to think he’d have suffered. But the doubloon is odd!”

      “The Spanish attacked Mousehole and a few other towns farther along. Not the Armada…it was a few years later than that. I looked it up after Newton phoned.”

      “Wow. That’s like over five hundred years ago!”

      “It’s even weirder when you consider the gold that was thrown at you last night. We’ve still got a coin here, so I’ll see if I can get a timeframe on it.”

      “They have to be connected, surely,” Avery reasoned. “We all know how popular smuggling was in Cornwall years ago. It makes me think they must be part of a treasure hoard.”

      “Maybe more than one,” Alex suggested. “Newton was very sure his coin was Spanish, but if ours is English, are they from the same place?”

      “And why would the Spanish hide their own gold?” she asked, puzzled, before taking another bite and speaking through a mouthful of food. “Shouldn’t they have been stealing it?”

      “In theory, yes. But they burned entire towns then—Mousehole was completely destroyed, except for the pub.”

      “Wow. They burned everything?”

      He nodded. “And then moved on to Newlyn, Penzance, and Paul. A few locals were killed, and they took prisoners. Fortunately, they were released unharmed when they left.”

      Avery finished eating and pushed her plate away. “So there were a lot of them?”

      “Four galleys, according to what I read. They were planning to take England, eventually.” He laughed and sipped his coffee. “But failed.”

      “I guess trade would have meant their coins would have been circulating here too.” Avery groaned. “So many questions for a Sunday morning. One night and everything changes!”

      “Typical White Haven.”

      Avery tried to dispel her worry, especially about Helena. “With any luck, this is just a horrible one-off.”

      He grabbed her hand and kissed her fingertips. “Ever the optimist! I hope you’re right. Apart from doing protection spells, what are you getting up to today? You know I’m working later.”

      “Gardening, I think. Going to take advantage of this beautiful weather.”

      He grimaced. “Great!”

      She laughed, knowing he hated gardening. “Grinch.”

      “Like you want me grumbling around you,” he pointed out.

      “Ha! True.” As much as she wanted to disagree with him, he was right. Once she was in the garden, she lost hours, just as Briar did.

      “I shall do something useful and clean the attic!” he said, rising to his feet. “We’ve been making a lot of mess lately, practicing our spells.”

      Avery drained her cup. “Deal.”
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      By the time Alex arrived at The Wayward Son at just after one in the afternoon, the pub was already packed, and his staff were busy.

      Alex didn’t waste time, heading into the kitchen to see how everything was going. His head chef, Jago Hammet, a big burly man in his late thirties, was generally good-humoured and loved his work, in a sharp-tongued way. He had a quick wit and was very impatient, and although he was inclined to shout when busy, the other staff loved him. He looked up as Alex walked in, a cloud of steam billowing around him. “He finally arrives! About time!”

      “Cheeky sod,” Alex said, nodding in greeting to the other three staff that were busy preparing the meals. There was a young man barely out of his teens called Jake, Georgie, who was in her mid-twenties, and the sous chef named Larry who had four kids. He constantly looked knackered, and Alex wasn’t sure if it was the job or the kids. He suspected the kids. “How’s it going?” he asked them.

      “Like clockwork, of course.” Jago glanced outside at the weather. “The sun always brings the punters out in force. Doesn’t stop them from eating acres of roast beef, though.”

      Alex winked. “It’s Sunday lunch! Not the same without it.” He inhaled deeply. “Smells amazing.”

      “That’s because it is.” Jago never doubted himself. “Tell Anna out there to get a move on—and that bloody big unit, Zee. Next lot of food is up.”

      Alex nodded and left them to it, narrowly avoiding Anna as she swung through the door as he exited. She’d been working at the pub for a few months and was a good find. Dark-haired and feisty, she was a single mother in her thirties with teenage sons. She worked hard and was reliable. “Hey, boss. Newton is in. You in trouble again?”

      “Funny,” he said dryly. Everyone knew Newton by now. He made himself comfortable at the bar and watched the football if Alex wasn’t around, and Alex was pretty sure if he focussed less on the match and more on his surroundings, he might actually get a date.

      “And Reuben’s here, too.” She lowered her voice and looked hopeful. “Is he still with El?”

      “Of course.”

      “Damn it. A girl can hope. That big hunk of muscle.” A dreamy expression passed across her face, and then she disappeared to grab the plates on the counter.

      Alex shook his head as he headed into the bar, half wondering why Zee wasn’t on her hit list. If she wanted ‘a big hunk of muscle,’ Zee was it. He banished the thought from his mind, vowing never to refer to his friends like that again. Instead, he thanked the Gods that his employees were cheerful and upbeat, which made his life easier. He often envied Avery for her small number of staff; running the pub was hard work and usually busy, and sometimes the bar staff turned over quicker than he liked. He was lucky with Simon, his manager. He was calm and organised, which allowed Alex time to pursue some of his more unusual activities. He spotted Zee further along the counter and went to relieve him, nodding to Kate, his barmaid, as he passed her.

      “Hey Zee, finish this order and then head to the kitchen. I’ll cover this.”

      “Sure thing,” Zee said as he finished pulling the pint, placed it on the bar, and took payment. As soon as the customer had gone, he said, “Shadow said there was a problem last night.”

      “That’s one way of putting it.” Alex reminded himself he shouldn’t be surprised by Shadow’s masterful understatements. He lowered his voice. “They found a man dead on the beach by Fowey last night. It’s been on the news. And it’s probably paranormal. Hopefully Newton can tell us a bit more today.”

      Zee nodded. “Good, keep me informed.”

      He disappeared into the kitchen to start carrying dishes as Alex continued to work, finally making his way to Reuben and Newton’s spot on the bar.

      “Didn’t expect to see you today, Newton. Do either of you need another pint?”

      “Not for me,” Reuben said, wiggling his half-full glass.

      “Just a coke, please,” Newton said. “I needed a break, and time to think, and the drive has given me that.” He checked his watch. “I’d better be getting back, though. I’ve just told Reuben we can’t find anything on the cliff edge.”

      Reuben’s eyes were narrowed as he watched Newton. “The cliff path isn’t close at that point though, is it?”

      “No. There’s a patch of open ground and a few stunted trees, all sloping towards the edge—but the ground is undisturbed.” Newton shook his head, perplexed. “It doesn’t make sense. We should have found something!”

      “He wasn’t washed ashore?” Alex asked.

      “No. The victim was bone dry. Time of death is estimated to be between eight and ten last night.”

      Reuben sipped his pint. “I take it you searched a good distance?”

      “Yep, on the beach and the cliff top, a half a mile on either side. There’s no sign of a scuffle, or his car.”

      “The cliff path runs a long way. Maybe it was parked further than you think.”

      “Maybe.” Newton sipped his coke and grimaced. “Not quite Doom, is it? Anyway, with luck we’ll find his car today somewhere.”

      “Has he got family?” Reuben asked.

      “An older sister who lives in Penzance, and parents who live in St Ives. I went to see them this morning.” He frowned. “Unfortunately, they can’t tell us anything. They have no idea what he was doing there. He lives with his girlfriend, so I really need to find her, but so far she’s not at their house, or answering her phone…and that’s worrying.”

      “Do you think they’ve been up to something dodgy?” Reuben asked.

      “Possibly. He had a very unpleasant death.” Newton stared into his drink. “Something feels off. I don’t suppose you’ve thought of anything that could smash someone to a pulp?”

      Alex shrugged. “Not really.” He looked at Reuben. “I guess this could be demonic?”

      “It’s possible,” Reuben said, nodding. “They are violent!”

      Newton groaned. “I hope it’s not! We might find something useful when we search his house. I’m heading there now.” He drained his glass. “I had to get the identification confirmed first. His father did that. His mother was hysterical. Horrible.”

      Newton rarely shared the details of his job, and Alex suddenly felt sorry for him. He’d never even considered the things such as victim identification. “Sorry, Newton. What a crap way to spend your day.”

      “You never get used to it,” he said sadly. “Anyway. Must go, and I’ll keep in touch.”

      Reuben and Alex watched him leave, and Reuben said, “Demon is a good suggestion.”

      Alex felt a heaviness settle in his stomach. “But that means someone is controlling it. I’m really hoping it’s something else.”

      “Like what? An angry spirit? A poltergeist?” Reuben looked uncertain. “Sounds dubious. And I can’t see it being anything to do with a witch.”

      Alex glanced down the bar to make sure no one was waiting to be served, and with relief noticed Zee was back, serving again. “No, hopefully not.”

      Reuben pushed his empty pint glass to Alex, and he topped it up absently, saying, “I think we should call Oswald. He’s a bit closer than us. We can see if anything odd has been happening up that way. I’ll ask Avery to call him, she’ll have time.”

      “I’ve got time!” Reuben said, looking slightly affronted.

      Alex slid his pint in front of him, and laughed. “Well yes, but you don’t have Avery’s winning ways.”

      “Are you saying I’m not charming?”

      “You know exactly what I’m saying,” Alex said, deciding to lay it out. “Your dry sarcasm and general scepticism doesn’t always win friends and confidences.”

      Reuben gave him a sly grin. “I suppose when you put it like that, maybe Avery should call him.” He paused for a second and then asked, “How is she today? She was a bit…sensitive last night.”

      “I guess sensitive is one word for it,” Alex admitted, unwilling to criticise Avery but also feeling the need to confide. He wiped the counter down, even though it was perfectly dry, and saw Reuben still watching him. He gave up. “She’s unreasonably protective of Helena. I don’t get it! I’m glad to see the back of her! Damn spooky ghost just manifesting around the flat. And I’m used to spirits!”

      “I’d hate it, too,” Reuben admitted. “And Helena did try to kill her. I’m with you. I’d put my foot down with El if she had a spirit lurking around.”

      Alex gave him a long look. “You say that, but I think we both know where she’d tell you to get off. We are both blessed with feisty women.”

      Reuben grinned. “Well, yes, but you do live there, too!”

      “It’s not that simple though, is it?” Alex said. “It would be like suggesting I get rid of the cats. I can’t! Helena isn’t just any spirit, and she has this odd sentience, too.”

      “So did Kit, but you got rid of him well enough!”

      “Yeah, well, he was actively hurting people. And Avery has a point. She has helped us in many ways since. I guess I was hoping she’d just quietly disappear, but now it seems as if she’s trapped in some kind of spirit prison.” He rolled his eyes. “Just my bloody luck! It’s like having to rescue my mother-in-law!”

      “Ha!” Reuben threw his head back and laughed. “Let’s hope you get rewarded for your services.”

      “But seriously, what’s with the gold coins? What is this, some kind of smugglers’ revenge?”

      They both stopped laughing then and Reuben’s eyes widened. “Maybe Helena’s past needs more investigation.”

      “The smuggling was well after her time!”

      “But were the Spanish?”
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      Avery finished weeding her herb beds with the aid of a little magic and stepped back, pleased with her progress.

      In the last couple of weeks, since the risk of frost had gone, she’d planted lots more annual herbs, trimmed the existing ones, and had harvested some to dry. A trug was on the gravelled path next to her, filled with cuttings. She filtered through her favourite gardening spells, decided on one that was best for this occasion, and said it softly under breath. Her magic rolled around her, and she smiled as she saw her plants respond.

      Satisfied, she headed back to the patio table where they had partied the night before, pulled the phone from her pocket, and called Oswald, as Alex had asked, smiling at hearing his warm but slightly old-fashioned mannerisms.

      “Avery, I’d like to say this is a pleasure, but I sense trouble.”

      “You do?” she asked, surprised.

      “I have a sixth sense for these things sometimes, especially when I’m relaxed. Which I was. And besides, you don’t normally phone for a chat.”

      Avery felt horribly guilty for disturbing his afternoon. “I’m so sorry Oswald, but we thought you should know about the death they reported this morning.”

      He groaned. “The young man found on the beach outside Fowey? Go on.”

      Avery updated him as succinctly as possible, but as soon as she mentioned the doubloon, she felt Oswald’s excitement. “A what? How very unexpected, but exciting too! Terrible
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