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CHAPTER 1





DARK MAGIC AND DEATH RITUAL.





T  hings between Kate and me were complicated. She hadn’t spoken to me since she found out I cheated on Quentin. My humiliating secret was revealed during a girls’ night out in Central London. As usual when I drank too much I started talking about things I shouldn't and told her what happened between me and Nathaniel while I was still seriously involved with Quentin. That night Kate told me I had no brain and she was officially done with me. Okay, fair enough. I already knew I was an idiot for stepping in the same shit with the same left foot a third time. No one ever understood why I couldn’t say no to the drop dead gorgeous Nathaniel La Caz and just push him away once and for all. Out of all my friends, I thought Kate would understand, but no, she was hurt that I’d been lying to her for months.
At work, she asked Rufus to change her shifts, so they wouldn't clash with mine, and whenever she had to work with me, she always referred to me as Miss Taylor. I tried explaining things to her from my perspective, but Kate refused to even acknowledge that we used to be friends.
Tonight, was my last attempt to talk to her. Next week she was leaving with her family to attend the biggest gathering of witches and wizards since Salem, and I was certain I would have no chance of reconciliation after her return. Tonight, I was determined to put things right between us.
The past few weeks were really tough for me. My magic and the nightmares about the fire had been keeping me up at night. A few months ago, I nearly died. One of my best friend’s ex-boyfriends wanted to take over my power, which I frankly thought was useless since I couldn’t control it. For months and months, he tricked me into thinking that I was murdering people with my temperamental magic. In the end I had to make a decision, and I chose my own life over his. Since then I’d been staying up late, not wanting to fall asleep. My focus at work deteriorated; I’d been cranky and annoyed about everyone and everything. On top of that my parents were going through a divorce. Dad had become a shadow of himself, barely speaking to me or Mum, while she was going through her partying phase.
The last few months had been tough. I was in a relationship with a giant named, Quentin and we were happy together. I mean, everything was great until I started sleeping with my ex-boyfriend, Nathaniel behind Quentin’s back. Even now, I regret that I managed to hurt so many people because I couldn’t stay away from the man I thought would never commit to me. Then, me, my mother and Kelsie were nearly burned alive. Kelsie’s ex trapped us inside my parents’ house, and I really thought we weren’t going to make it out of there alive. I passed out when the fire became too much, and the acrid smoke consumed me, but then Nathaniel saved me. He barged inside with the help of Tron and managed to get us out. I’d already given up and thought I was dead.
While I was in the hospital Quentin showed up, seeing Nathaniel at my bedside and put two and two together, realising I had been cheating on him for months. I was unconscious, but I wished that I had been awake because I wanted nothing more than to make amends. He didn’t deserve to find out that way. He was a decent man.
After everything that happened, Nathaniel and I finally confessed our true feelings for one another other.
At the same time, I wanted to apologise to Quentin. I didn’t want to leave the situation unresolved. However, he’d changed his phone number and became unreachable. I tried several times to go to his home, but it was as if he’d just disappeared. He must have moved away, because no one had heard from him. He made it impossible for me to apologise to him, to explain myself. I honestly couldn’t blame him after everything and the way he’d found out.
Nathaniel mentioned that things with Meredith were unresolved as well. She moved back to Geneva. She didn’t want anything to do with him and even mentioned that she wouldn’t just hurt him if he were to try to contact her again. After a gruelling few weeks of trying to put things back to rights, I decided it would be best for Nathaniel and me to remain friends. We’d just hurt too many people in our horrific attempt at trying to be together. Nathaniel said that he would fight for me, but if he could only have me as a friend for now he was fine with that.
On top of everything else, Tron had disappeared with no word or even a phone call. He was completely unreachable, and I never even got a chance to thank him for helping save my life. If not for his magic, Nathaniel never would’ve been able to enter the house. The fact that he was gone weighed heavily on my mind. I wondered if something might have happened to him or maybe the royals had come looking for Alex, and they left together. I honestly had no idea, but it was worrying all the same.
Yes, instead of sex I was getting driving lessons. Since I refused to sleep with him, he had been pushing his way into my life, trying to show me that sex no longer mattered, and he was there for me no matter what. Despite the lack of sleep, constant stress and putting up with my crazy mother, I passed the driving test, thanks to him. Straight after that I bought an old Ford Focus and saved a great deal of money on taxi fares.
While driving my car to Kate’s house, I used a spell that boosted my concentration. An hour later, still alive and still convinced that driving through London just after six was a bad idea, I reached Kate’s house.
Her family liked me, so it was just a case of getting her talking to me again. I missed her like a sister and hated that we weren't talking.
I parked my car outside and pulled my handbrake, peering through the window. It was the beginning of November, so it was pretty much already dark, and a light mist had settled around the neighbouring houses. A strange hollow feeling arose in my stomach when I saw that Kate’s door was wide open.
I chewed my lip for a little while looking around, wondering if maybe a spell or a charm went wrong, and she had just forgotten to lock her door. After some silent contemplation and going over the pros and cons, I got out of the car. From the moment I stood up, I had this odd overwhelming feeling that someone was watching me, although her street was completely empty. A thick intimidating fear began spreading inside my gut. As I approached her door, something didn’t feel right. My magic started crawling up my spine, sending a cold shiver all over my body. I could feel it in my bones.
"Hey, Kate, are you there? Mrs. Bloomfield," I cried, aware of the strong currents of magic in the air. I slowly walked into the living room. The house seemed empty. I checked the kitchen and a few bedrooms upstairs. All the furniture was in the correct place, rooms were tidy, and there was no sign of struggle or a fight. I took out my mobile phone and scrolled for Kate’s number. The phone started ringing somewhere on the table. It was Kate’s mobile and it looked like she had forgotten it. The hollow feeling in my stomach didn’t go away. It was strange that Kate and her parents just left the door wide open, but they were a bit eccentric.
Yes, my own internal voice was right. Something must have happened to them or Kate. I glanced around the room, searching for clues, when a piece of paper on the table caught my attention.
"Chepstow Park, in twenty minutes. Be there," I read aloud and then scratched my head. The park mentioned in the note was only about a five-minute walk, but I’d promised my dad, Nathaniel, and Kelsie that I would avoid trouble since I’d nearly died three times already. If I wanted to be reasonable, I’d call Dad and ask him what to do. However, Dad was staying in Canterbury: he took a few days off work trying to cope with the divorce. I didn’t want to talk to Nathaniel again, and Kelsie, well, she had a hot date with Michael tonight.
Instead of being reasonable I ditched the idea of calling anyone, locked the door, and decided to walk to the park. This had to be some kind of mistake. Kate was probably practicing magic with a friend and didn’t want to be disturbed. Thinking out loud, I headed through the misty streets.
There was another possibility: Kate was secretly seeing someone, a guy that she didn't want to introduce to her parents. Since her relationship with the artist had fallen apart, there hadn’t been anyone else in her life. I didn’t think she was going to like seeing me there, but I had to check on her, just to make sure she was all right. It had been weeks since we last spoke, and I had no idea how long she was planning to stay angry with me.
I shivered and tucked my scarf around my neck. The temperature dropped as I approached the gated park. Thinking about our heated discussion from weeks ago and feeling a little anxious about the darkness, I continued walking anyway. The creepy silence was bothering me, but it was too dark to see anything. The path in front of me curved and that freaky feeling in my gut from a moment ago disappeared. The park was empty, and I quickly understood that Kate had to have been pulling my leg. She must have known that I’d show up to check on her.
I turned to walk away but then I smelled the smoke. Burning wood or plastic. I couldn't distinguish it completely, but it was coming from the centre of the park.
By the time I walked through the bushes and managed to get to the grass, I was pissed off. Kate’s joke wasn't funny anymore. The burning smell became more intense as I approached the playground from a distance. It took me a few seconds to realise what I was seeing. For about a minute I stood frozen in shock and disbelief. My skin prickled with a whipping current of unknown power. A fire was still blazing, creating a large circle around something or someone that was spread on the ground. There was a strong smell of blood. Right in front of me, I saw a pile of bones and flesh, still burning. The smell reminded me of decomposing bodies that had been left in the sun for days. This whole thing looked as if someone had cut a person to pieces and then set them on fire.
The food that I’d consumed only a few hours ago was pushed right up to my throat. I couldn’t stand it, so I ran to the side and started puking. Part of me felt like the vomiting would never end, because every time I tried to take a deep breath the odour of burning flesh and decomposing remains hit me. Shaking all over, I noticed that inside the circle beyond the flames was an intact body of another human being. All blood drained from my face as I tried to push back the panic.
"Oh, no, no," I whispered and approached it, recognising Kate. Her arms and legs were spread away from her body, her were eyes closed, and face pale. I squatted next to her and pressed my head to her chest, hearing a heartbeat. She was still alive.
"Kate, please, please wake up," I begged, but nothing happened. My Kate looked like she’d been unconscious for several hours. I dialled the paranormal unit’s number, trembling all over, and with a cracking voice I explained where I was.
London was full of paranormal creatures, but humans were unaware that they shared their daily lives with elves, fairies, witches, wizards, vampires, trolls, giants, and mermaids. To humans we looked like ordinary people. After years of living with my father, who was a full-blooded elf, my human mother discovered the truth and went mental.
I didn't want to walk away from Kate, but I had to. I felt sick to my stomach being so close to the sacrificed person who had most likely been alive a few hours ago. My stomach was too queasy. Half an hour later, the police and ambulance services arrived, waking up the whole neighbourhood. Dannika, my father’s right hand, found me by the bushes, puking again.
"Are you all right?" she asked, once I was back on my feet.
"No, how is Kate?"
"Healers are with her. Come on, let’s get you out of here for a bit," she added. Shortly after that I was a good distance away from the vile smell of human remains, so the dizziness passed.
"What the hell happened here?" I asked, breathing harder than was necessary. "Please tell me Kate’s going to be all right?"
"This looks a lot like some sort of dark magic ritual. Your friend is unconscious, spellbound. No one knows what’s wrong with her."
I couldn’t understand what Dannika was saying. Healers were there with Kate, so why didn't they know what they were dealing with?
She told me that she needed to speak to someone else. Stewart, her partner, strolled after her. A moment later, the healers were carrying Kate towards the ambulance.
"Is she going to be all right? Please, her heart is still beating, right?" I asked as they loaded my friend into the ambulance. A male fairy shook his head.
"She is, but I can’t detect what sort of curse she was struck with. We need to get her to the hospital."
Soon after that, they drove off and more Paranormal Department officers began to arrive. Dannika was in charge, coordinating the forensic team. She sent a few officers to find Kate’s family, so I went back to my car. A few people gathered outside the crime tape. I recognised a few neighbours and my stomach churned again.
I sat in the car for several minutes with my head down. My breathing was irregular and the images from the crime scene were piling up in front of my mind. I ran through the list of people in my head that I could call, and in the end, I texted Kelsie, then drove to the hospital. An hour later Kelsie was already there waiting for me.
"I don’t know what’s going on. No one wants to talk to me," Kelsie said, pacing around the corridor.
“She's unconscious and cursed. I don’t really know. I found her in a circle of fire. Dannika thinks she was part of some sort of dark ritual," I explained. "I went to her house to talk to her. The door was wide open when I got there, and then I found a note on the table. It looked like she got a message to go to the park—"
My voice broke there, as the images of a burning body revolted in my stomach.
"Kate’s always so careful; she doesn’t do shit like that. What the fuck is going on here?"
"I have no idea, but I’ve never witnessed anything so terrible—the bones and flesh. The whole place smelled of death. And Kate…"
I couldn't talk anymore. Kelsie sat next to me and together we waited for Kate’s parents. They arrived half an hour later and spoke to the healers for several minutes. Her father wasn't there when Kate’s mum came over to update us on her daughter’s condition.
"I don’t understand any of it. We left early in the morning to visit family before the Sabbath. Kate mentioned that she wanted a night to herself," her mum said, shaking her head. "She was cursed, Julia. My Kate is in a bad shape."
"Cursed?" I repeated, swallowing hard.
"The healers… Oh, God… they think she won't make it." Mrs. Bloomfield choked back a sob. "They said if we find a white witch then she might have a chance."
Her mother broke into tears and I stood in front of her, lost. Kelsie looked pale.
"White witch?" I whispered.
"She has about a month before her soul is lost. Kate’s dying, dear."
Kelsie looked at me, gasping for breath. Magic pushed right through my core, lighting up my insides. I wasn't prepared to hear that my best friend was dying. She had been working in the office only yesterday.




CHAPTER 2





PAINFUL COMPROMISE?





I  had no idea what to do with myself. Kate’s parents were devastated. Kelsie went home, letting me know that she was going to talk to Michael, hoping he could come up with an alternative solution. Kate was always so careful. Okay, so sometimes she came up with pretty whacky ideas, but she was the more reasonable one of our little trio. The healers must have been wrong. Maybe this curse was just one big mistake and they just didn't have the right spell. Dad was going to be back at work in a few days and he would get to the bottom of what happened in that park. It was just a matter of time.
My own power seemed to be in turmoil. I was lucky enough that I was born with half-magical genes. Most of my family were excellent with spell casting, but not me. A few months ago, I started blacking out. At times my energy became lethal; I couldn't control it and hurt people close to me. Right now, I wished I had healing powers, so I could get Kate back on her feet.
When I got home, I threw up again, remembering the human remains from the park. Then I asked my ex-boyfriend, who was now acting as my best friend, to come over. Normally I wouldn’t want to see him, but these circumstances were exceptional, and I needed to feel safe in my own home. After my phone call, I took a bath thinking about ways to help Kate. Kelsie and I were both convinced that this couldn’t be over, but finding a white witch was like looking for a needle in a haystack.
An hour later, I was climbing out of my bathtub, when I heard a knock at my door. Nathaniel stood on the other side, looking handsome as always. We’d met almost three years ago when I showed up at his company. I’d been working for Paranormal Personnel for years, a recruitment agency that offers employment to all the supernatural creatures who live in London. I didn't plan to fall for Nathaniel then, but for some reason we couldn’t stay away from each other. We were together for a short while, and then we broke up. In the end we tried again, but something was always in our way. A few months ago, after I got involved with another paranormal and Nathaniel got engaged, we had an affair. In the end we made a lot of other people unhappy, so we—well, I—decided to stick to friendship. No sex, no touching, and no talking about us—these were the ground rules that I’d set a while back.
As soon as he saw my face, his jaw tightened, and he exhaled.
"What happened?"
Something inside me snapped and I started sobbing. This wasn't the plan but seeing him after the night that I had made me realise how valuable life really was. Many paranormals took magic for granted and now my best friend was dying.
Nathaniel shut the door and cradled me in his arms. The wave of mint and lime had me flustered for a moment, but I couldn’t stop crying. Nathaniel knew I was strong, and I could keep my chin up even in the hardest of situations, but tonight I just needed a shoulder to cry on. He drew my face closer, so I couldn’t avoid looking at him.
"Kate, it’s Kate… she’s dying," I choked.
"Tell me everything."
My magic as usual went crazy when he was around, but at that point I was too upset to care. He just broke rule number three: he wasn't supposed to touch me. Every part of my body leaned towards him, but I kept telling myself: It’s only for one night.
I told him everything that happened from the moment I decided to go to Kate’s home to apologise, until I ended up in the park, standing beside the pile of human body parts. Then about the hospital and the healer’s advice to start a search for the white witch.
"White witches, I’ve heard about them," he said, grabbing my hand. My heart leapt in my throat, sending an electric charge right through me. It always happened whenever he touched me. Nathaniel La Caz was half vampire and half human. Normally elves and bloodsuckers stayed away from each other. Elves’ and fairies’ blood was too intoxicating for vampires. My grandmother never approved of this relationship, but every time Nathaniel and I were near each other it was like there was this magnetic rope that kept pulling us together.
"Kate can’t die. It’s just a rare curse. I’ll find that white witch myself if I have to."
Nathaniel gave me a false smile. He was wearing a black suit and he looked a little tired when he said, "Yes, white witches can heal anything and anyone, even humans with cancer, AIDS, or any other life-threatening diseases that standard medicine has yet to find a cure for. But they’ve been hiding away from the paranormal world for centuries. No one has ever seen them amongst humans, so it’s almost impossible to find them. Maybe we should look for alternative options for Kate."
That crushed my last bit of hope, and I looked at him, knowing that deep down he was probably right. Somehow, Kate had gotten herself in the middle of a dark ritual. No one in their right state of mind would mess around with black spells.
"I won't accept it. There must be other witches more powerful and skilled than the healers in the hospital."
"The healers know what they’re doing. After what happened a few months ago with your mother and Kelsie, I think you should stay out of trouble."
"I can’t do anything if trouble follows me, but I think I might know someone who can help," I said, looking away.
"Someone?"
I bit my lip and contemplated if it would be a good idea to talk to him about Jasper.
"Oh, whatever, it’s Jasper, and before you say anything, yeah, I know he’s a bit unstable, but I need to speak to him about this."
Nathaniel didn't look too impressed with my proposal. Jasper was dangerous, and I nearly died because of him. The fact that I used to go out with Jasper didn't help either. My ex-boyfriend number one had pushed his luck with me a few times already. He had done a lot of illegal shit and even killed people, but I needed him right now, for Kate’s sake.
"I would like to be with you when you talk to him," Nathaniel said, narrowing his eyes.
"What?" I asked, laughing. “Don't be silly. I'm going to be fine. Besides, I think you’re getting a bit ahead of yourself. We’re just friends, remember?"
His face told me that he did remember, but my heart was letting me know that I was full of shit. Nathaniel was handsome, and when his hazel eyes stared at me with so much intensity, he caused an eruption of love that spread down to my toes.
After a moment of awkward silence, he coughed gently. "Julia, can I ask you something?"
"That depends."
"If you’re adamant about continuing with this whole “friendship” path then I have to say this, and you may stop me if you need to," he said, stripping me with his eyes. "I'm going to start dating again, if that’s okay with you?"
As soon as those words left his mouth, I felt a large knot in my throat. Fuck, I should have seen this coming. Besides, I was the one who was pushing him away. Of course, he wanted to date again. I couldn’t keep pretending that we could be friends-only, and he wouldn’t ever date anyone else.
He was watching me, probably waiting for me to tell him no, that I didn't want him to date anyone else other than me. Deep down I missed him, craved him and still desired his touch, but I was too scared to go back to the same old cycle of making myself unhappy because of him.
"No, I'm fine with that. It’s not a problem. You’re single, so you can do whatever you want," I said, sounding like I was choking. Nathaniel had gotten engaged to someone else while he left London for Geneva. He couldn’t even tell me that he loved me when I needed him to say it, but six months later, he asked the most perfect paranormal that I’d ever laid my eyes on to marry him. Our history was tangled like barbed wire.
Nathaniel twisted his lips and then wet them, not breaking eye contact. My whole body and soul wanted him, despite everything we had been through.
"Firecracker," he growled, leaning towards me. I couldn’t move or breathe when he was so close, breaking another rule. "If you can’t see us working things out, then fine, I’ll start dating again."
He was giving me a chance to tell him that we should give our relationship another go, but I didn’t want to delude myself that it could work.
"Maybe it’s a good idea. You shouldn’t be on your own; this will be good for us,” I muttered under my breath. Nathaniel exhaled and nodded. I hated this, but we were friends. Maybe we both needed a break, but deep down I didn’t believe he would start dating for real.
He stayed a bit longer after that, but we didn't talk about us anymore. Nathaniel had his own connections in the paranormal world. He promised to speak to a few of his old schoolmates, then kissed my forehead and left. As soon as he was out of my sight my breathing went back to normal and my magic settled.
It was after one in the morning when the exhaustion took over and I drifted to sleep. I didn’t want to close my eyes because the images from the fire were so vivid and scary.
When the morning came I couldn’t get out of bed. I’d woken up twice screaming, covered with sweat, plagued by images of the scene from the park.
Eventually I got dressed and went to work. In the past few months I’d been driving to work, but the commute still took me an hour because of traffic. When I made it to the office just after 10:00 a.m. I felt like shit. Nathaniel’s visit only made matters worse. Making love to him usually settled my magic, but we hadn’t had sex for over three months and my magic was driving me mad today.
I nearly walked into Rufus and almost fell on my arse. Fortunately, he grabbed my arm just before I landed on the floor.
"Rough night?" he asked as soon as I regained my balance. I wasn't expecting him today. Rufus had no idea what happened to Kate. Instead of smiling I dragged him to the interview room. I didn’t want to make a scene in front of everyone.
Rufus was my boss; he looked after offices in Manchester and Bristol. We’d known each other even before I started working for Paranormal Personnel, so he was also a very good friend.
When I told him about Kate, he nearly lost his balance, pacing around the room and looking at me in disbelief.
"This is terrible, Julia… and Kate. She’s always so careful and responsible. How could this happen?"
"Her parents have no idea. The scene at the park looked like it was straight from a horror film. Kate wouldn't take part in a black ritual like that. Her magic is pure."
"This is unbelievable. Are you sure the healers can’t help her?"
Rufus was a giant; his paranormal genes were pure, so he understood that Kate wouldn’t survive without the help of a white witch. The curse that she’d been struck with was deadly and we could only wait for the worst.
I shook my head, swallowing the tears that were threatening to spill.
"No, there’s nothing they can do. Her soul has been ripped from her body," I choked, shaking my head. Rufus promised to deal with the staff, but he was equally as shocked as I. Things like that didn’t happen to people like Kate.
My head wasn't in the right place, but I had to get on with candidates and paperwork. Alexandra was the only other consultant who was working with me today. The morning was busy. We supplied most of the staff to La Caz Pharmaceutical and other smaller factories. Lucinda, who was in charge of the HR department at La Caz Pharmaceutical, called at eleven asking for twelve production operatives.
Somehow, I managed to survive until lunch, and then my mother showed up, disturbing the peaceful atmosphere in the office.
"Julia darling, I was just having lunch around the corner with the ladies and thought I’d pop in to see you."
"Lunch?" I asked, baffled. "Why, did your boss let you get out of doing surgery?"
She waved her hand patting her perfectly styled short blond hair. My mother had gone a bit bonkers since she found out my father was an elf. My parents’ home burned down, and the insurance company was in the process of sorting the claim. She filed for a divorce and moved into a small flat near their street. Around a month ago Mum began dating again, going out to parties, and driving me insane.
"Doctor Cook gave me a half day today. A few other ladies that I met in Bournemouth the other weekend asked me out for a drink. They’re in London today, you see."
"Mum, I'm really busy. Besides, my friend Kate’s in the hospital and she’s not doing so well."
"Oh, dear Lord, darling, that’s terrible. What happened?"
"She was probably forced to take part in some magical ritual, but I'm not quite sure, Mum. I found her unconscious near her house with a dead body."
Normally I would’ve kept my mouth shut, but since my mother had discovered the truth about the paranormal world she pretended that magic didn’t exist. Today I wanted to make her understand that magical crimes were just as common as the ordinary ones.
“That's terrible, absolutely terrible. How are her parents doing?"
"They’re pretty shaken up," I explained with resignation. Then I went on telling her that Kate’s curse was deadly, that the doctors couldn’t help her. Straight after that, a few trolls arrived and all of a sudden Mum remembered that she had to pick something up from the shop. Even when I visited her at home she changed the subject as soon as I mentioned magic or spells.
Mum was pushing sixty, but she was behaving like she was twenty again. At the same time, she was hurting my father, not willing to save their marriage or even talk about it. In the past few months Dad had been living with my grandmother, putting off moving into his own flat. The first divorce hearing was supposed to take place in a few days, but he was still hoping that Mum would come to her senses and at least listen to him.
My heart was slowly breaking, and I was the one to be blamed. Craig had wanted my power in exchange for my mother’s life. I should have listened to my grandmother and trained harder when I had a chance. If I had, my mother would still be with my father.
As soon as she left, I took out my phone and dialled Jasper’s number.
"Well, well, well. Look who’s reaching out to me after months of silence." Jasper said in the same creepy voice that I knew so well.




CHAPTER 3





MORE BAD NEWS.





J asper agreed to meet with me in a public place, a few minutes away from the office in a small coffee shop. Now that Nathaniel was going to start dating again, he would be too busy to care about Jasper, and I didn't need to get him involved. I kept staring at the clock at work, counting the minutes until six. Jasper had saved my life once, and he would know much more than Nathaniel about dark spells and curses. After all, Jasper was obsessed with black magic. It was time to overlook his behavioural problems that sometimes bordered on psychotic, well, nearly all the time. I had no other choice but to deal with him, though. Kate was dying, and I couldn’t stand by and watch that deadly curse slowly sucking her life away.
When I finally left the office, my nerves were getting to me. The Latin spell I’d learned from Tron, helped to calm me down a little, but any meeting with Jasper was always unpredictable. My head was thumping, and my anxiety kicked in as I walked into the coffee shop. Jasper was already there, waiting for me.
My ex-boyfriend number one still had a major crush on me. I had promised to stay friends with him after he’d agreed to help me with my blackouts a few months ago. We both came to the conclusion that it was time to put the past behind us and become friends again, but until now I hadn’t even thought about calling him. Jasper knew that I owed him one for saving me, but I couldn’t see myself hanging around him again, especially after what I’d witnessed in that old abandoned building, among other things.
I sat down in the chair opposite him, calm and controlled. This wasn't a particularly safe place to talk, but I preferred it to any other shabby bar. Jasper had lost a lot of weight, but he still looked pretty good, except I noticed a few more scars along his hollow cheeks. His last encounter with magic thieves had left him injured. He stared at me for several minutes, running his finger over the edge of his espresso cup. For some reason, Jasper insisted on loving me, despite countless rejections. Now, his deep brown eyes told me that nothing had changed.
"You phoned because you need something, Julia," he said, narrowing his eyes and reminding me that my promise from months ago was unfulfilled. Now I sort of felt bad. He did help me, and I’d just cut him out of my life. The thing was, he was psychotic on his best days. Now, I just needed to suck it up and do what needed to be done in order to help Kate. I only hoped I was making the right decision.
"I know what I said. Trust me, I wanted to get in touch earlier but—"
"Yeah, I'm aware of what’s been happening in your life. You and the leech broke up and your parents are getting a divorce," he said, cutting me off all of a sudden.
My jaw dropped, and I stared back at him wondering if he could now read minds.
"How do you know all this?"
"It doesn’t matter how; what matters is why? Paranormals talk, I think a bit too much, about you. Mrs. Taylor senior is trying hard to keep her business away from all the gossips."
"My grandmother?" I hissed, but I shouldn't have really been surprised. Grandma’s reputation was on the line, so she would protect it like a lion. "The situation at home… well, yeah, it’s complicated, but that’s not why I'm here," I began, glancing around to make sure no one was listening in. "Do you know anything about black rituals or anyone who has such a hobby?"
The coffee shop wasn't that busy, but we were surrounded by humans, so I had to be careful what I was saying. Jasper sipped some of his espresso, not taking his eyes off me. After having Nathaniel in my life for so long, I didn’t pay attention to other men, but Jasper still had this powerful aura around him that had brought us together all those years ago.
"Julia, get to the point. I don’t want to waste my valuable time on theories," he said, shrugging. I wanted to know if he had heard about someone in London who performed black magic rituals before I mentioned what happened to Kate, but Jasper was an intelligent guy. He was getting impatient with me, so I went ahead and told him everything that had happened in the past few days. When I was done he didn’t look surprised or even curious.
I got a bit annoyed. "So, what do you think?"
"I nearly paid with my own life when I helped you the last time," he said, sounding bored.
"All right, I get it, but I'm only asking for information. Come on, we both know black magic is your area of expertise," I said, leaning closer. "Besides, I'm done with love and boyfriends. I can only offer you friendship."
He sat back, pinning me down with his dark eyes. “I've never been one of them anyway, but I do need a date for a party next week and since you’re single?"
"Okay. I’ll be your date, but you’ve got to give me something. Have you heard about the white witches?"
"Julia, forget about white witches. You’ll never fine them, and to be completely honest with you, I don’t know how to help your friend."
"What about the rituals?"
He didn't answer straight away but drank his espresso while I kept cracking my knuckles.
“I've heard about this new coven. A very powerful group of witches arrived from Sweden a couple of weeks ago."
My heart started pounding in my chest.
"What witches? What do you know about them?"
"Nothing much, apart from the fact that they’re looking for other witches to teach them what they’ve learned. One of the wizards approached me the other day, asking if I would be interested in speaking to them."
"And what did you tell him?"
"Nothing yet. I'm waiting to see what happens. These witches are very powerful. They use magic on a different level. My interests are a little less eccentric."
I felt like my brain was burning.
"Can you take me to them? Maybe if I—"
He started laughing hard and loud, bringing attention to us. People were staring, and I clenched my fists, getting angry because he wasn't taking this more seriously.
“Don't be stupid. Their meetings are kept in secret and no one knows who they really are. Their magic is complex, and necromancy is part of their uniqueness. The ritual that your friend got tangled up with must have something to do with them. You can’t start sniffing around like that. You’d be dead before you even had a chance to find anything out."
I didn’t want to think about getting myself into more trouble, but I wanted to help Kate. Necromancy and bringing people back from the dead? This didn’t sound good.
"So, what are you expecting me to do?" I asked, angry that he was sitting in front of me thinking he knew it all. "Go out with you to that bloody party and wait until my friend dies?"
“Don't be so melodramatic, Julia. The party is just a cover. Many paranormals will be there and they can help you. This is about being in the right place, around the right people."
I sat back pissed off that Jasper was so calm about this whole thing. We started discussing the party. I wanted him to give me some advice, but he kept saying that he wasn't interested in necromancy. He told me that I still had time and that I couldn’t rush into anything. These witches were dangerous, and they were reaching out to vampire and troll gangs.
When I finally left the coffee shop and got home, Kelsie was waiting for me outside my apartment. Michael, her shifter boyfriend, was out of town. I went through everything Jasper told me. Neither of us knew what to do. I asked her to stay at my apartment for the night. Partly because I still had nightmares and partly because I just didn’t want to be alone.
The next day was my day off and my mum and dad’s first divorce hearing. I hadn’t spoken to Dad since last Friday. He had been miserable since he found out that Mum started seeing other men. My heart was breaking yet again because I felt guilty. If I’d paid more attention to training with my grandmother maybe Craig would have never known what I was capable of. Then my mother would’ve never found out about me and Dad and I would’ve never exposed her to magic.
A few days before the hearing I’d decided to bring Ella to court hoping she could help my mum understand. She was human just like Mum, well, most of her genes were human, but at one point my father had to use a memory spell on Ella because she witnessed a terrible crime involving magic. We all thought that the spell worked fine. Unfortunately, after several days she began remembering bits and bobs from that night. Her mother was a nurse and her father had left when she was just a baby. Kelsie, Kate, Nicky, and I believed that Ella must have had some paranormal blood in her family, possibly from her father’s side. We were spot on about it being from her father’s side. In the end we had to reveal the whole truth to Ella and, similar to my mother, she didn’t take the news too well. For the first few months she refused to acknowledge me as a friend, but slowly and steadily we managed to rebuild what we had. Ella finally accepted that magic was real and part of everyday life, like rainy days in Britain.
I picked Ella up from her home and headed to Croydon court. I kept chewing my lip wondering if there was anything else I could do to stop this nonsense. My mother didn't even want to look at my father. A few weeks ago, she told me that he had tricked her into marriage, that she should’ve listened to her own mother when she was alive. Apparently, my dead grandmother had told her many times that there was something wrong with Jerry Taylor. My mother had made up her mind and there was nothing I could do. She was divorcing the man who she’d loved for over twenty years, all because of magic.
"How are you?" Ella asked as she sat in the car next to me. I didn’t tell her about Kate because I didn’t want to scare her.
"Fine, I guess, trying to cope with this whole thing. I feel sorry for Dad. He’s heartbroken."
“I'll try talk to your mum. Maybe there’s still a chance," Ella muttered, looking at me intensely.
"Thanks for coming," I said, although I was doubtful this would help. "Mum feels betrayed and doesn’t want to talk about magic. She doesn't even believe that I'm paranormal."
Ella didn't say anything, and shortly after that I changed the subject. In the past few months my half human friend had been seeing a guy named, Will, who worked at a bank. Ella’s life had gone back to normal. She understood and accepted magic, but we both knew there was still a piece of the puzzle missing. We’d all suspected that her father, who had been absent from her life, might be magical. And we were right. It turned out that Ella was half fairy and she met her father a few months ago. On top of everything she was a royal fairy princess.
The drive through morning London traffic was long. It took me another half an hour to find the parking lot. The hearing was set up for half past ten in the morning. I had no idea what to expect, but I had to be there just in case Mum wanted to talk about magic to the judge.
Ella and I were the first to arrive. My mother showed up twenty minutes later wearing a black expensive-looking suit. There was another human with her. From his tight expression and grey suit, I assumed he was her solicitor.
"Julia, Ella, what are you doing here, girls?" my mother asked, raising a brow.
"We’re here for support, Ms. Taylor."
Mum looked at Ella like she wasn't too happy with her being there. I told the solicitor to give us a few minutes alone with my mother. He twisted his lips a little bit and muttered something about a phone call.
"Yeah, Mum, Ella’s here to talk to you about magic," I said once I was sure that we wouldn't be overheard. We were in a long corridor waiting outside a large door for the hearing to start. "And about the fact that you should at least talk to Dad before you go through with this."
Mum shot me an irritated glare, patting her blond hair nervously and glancing around like she was expecting to see Dad jumping out of the corner.
"Ms. Taylor, I was scared like you when I found out what Julia was. It took me a long time to understand that—"
"Darling, magic doesn’t exist; it’s just an illusion and tricks." Mum cut her off pretty quickly. “It's all nonsense if you ask me."
"So, why are you getting a divorce, Mum? Dad’s an elf, but he’s still your husband. If you think paranormals don’t exist, then at least talk to him."
"I'm not going to discuss this with you," she said, angrily. "You shouldn't have brought Ella here. This is between me and your father!"
"But, Mum, why are you being so stubborn? Dad loves you. He’s never laid eyes on another woman. He has a decent job and brought me up right. We were only protecting you from the truth. Humans aren’t supposed to know, and what happened a few months ago was my fault not his," I hissed, wanting to shake my mother back into reality.
"He lied, Julia. He’s a devil worshipper like that man in our home who tried to kill me. I won't let him do the same to my only child," Mum added, leaning closer to me, her voice low.
I looked at Ella, totally gobsmacked. Anger crawled under my skin along with frustration and resentment.
"Devil worshippers? What on earth is she talking about, Julia?" Ella asked.
"I don’t know. She just blocked this whole idea of magic out of her mind."
"I'm sorry. I don’t know what else to do."
“It's okay, Ella. The problem is, that there’s nothing you can do." I sighed, feeling like I needed to sit down.
My family was falling apart, and my mother was seriously losing her mind. Ella and I sat down on the benches waiting for my father to show up, but he never did. After twenty minutes, Mum looked like she was going to lose it. The judge was about to reschedule the hearing, but my mother insisted on going through with it without my dad being present. I tried to talk to her, convincing her that he deserved a proper conversation, but no, she was having none of it.
A few seconds before we were all supposed to go inside the hearing room, I saw Stewart and Dannika walking through the door. They were with another officer that I didn’t recognise.
"Mum, hold on. Dad’s co-workers are here."
"Oh, for goodness sake, what’s going on now?" she asked.
"Julia, we need to speak to you urgently."
Trying to read anything from Dannika’s blank expression, I walked away from Ella and my mother, who was muttering something about wasting her time.
"What’s going on? Where’s Dad?"
"An hour ago, we received a phone call from a member of the public. Another body has been found. Your father was working last night; his shift was supposed to end at four a.m."
I stared back at her wondering where this was going. Dad knew how important this hearing was.
"Your father… Julia… he’s been found in an abandoned warehouse. There was another body, and the ritual looked like the same setup as the last one. He’s in the hospital and he won't survive if we don’t find a white witch."




CHAPTER 4





WITCH COVEN.





"J ulia, what on earth is going on in here? Dannika, where the hell is Jerry?" Mum shouted as she approached us.
Pain and disbelief slammed into me as if someone had sliced my heart with a knife, so real and so crushing that I thought I was going to pass out. I gave a silent nod to Dannika to go ahead and explain the situation with Mum.
"Mrs. Taylor, your husband is in the hospital," Dannika said, glancing around to make sure that no one else could hear her. "We don’t know exactly what happened, but it looks like his soul has been ripped from his body with black magic."
I didn’t know if my mother was understanding what Dannika was telling her, but I had to sit down. Blood rushed to my ears and magic poured right through me. Questions began mounting in my head. Dad was on holiday, taking some time off. There was no way he was running around London investigating the new coven.
"Ritual? What are you saying?" my mother repeated with a tensed expression.
"Mum, Dad’s in a bad shape. It looks like someone forced him against his will to participate in some kind of magical ritual," I said, getting up and shaking her. "Stop pretending like you don’t understand!"
"Julia, calm down," Dannika said, pushing me away from my mother. I wiped the sweat from my forehead. "We don’t know what happened last night. The whole setup is awfully similar to the one with Kate, but we aren’t sure—"
"Just take us to the hospital. I need to see him," I demanded, cutting her off again, thinking that I had to see my dad for myself to believe her. Mum was staring at the wall, not saying anything. My pulse was racing away. This couldn't have happened to Dad, no way; he was too strong to be cornered by some witches.
Stewart and Dannika were talking to my mother, who looked like she was in some sort of shock. I thought that I’d better stay calm. Mum tried to talk, but she didn’t make much sense. Her voice kept breaking. Maybe for the first time in her life, she finally understood that magic was real. Ella kept telling her that it was going to be all right, that maybe Dad’s condition wasn't as bad as it seemed. I couldn’t speak until we were inside the police car. I saw Dannika’s violet eyes in the rearview mirror watching me.
Mum kept mumbling to herself. "Jerry will be fine. I mustn’t worry."
The food from breakfast kept turning inside my stomach and I couldn't help imagining the worst. In my head I remembered Kate’s pale face and the resignation on the faces of her family. My own father was too strong to get caught up with witches’ affairs. Why would anyone want to use him?
"Julia, we’re here," Dannika said. Mum was already out of the car marching after Stewart; I didn’t even notice when we arrived. Ella was holding my hand not saying anything.
"How bad is it? Please tell me now, before we go inside," I asked, my voice cracking, already knowing what Dannika was going to say.
"His soul left his body and it’s drifting away. The healers can’t do anything else for him."
Her words crushed me, and I felt like I was falling; white dots obscured my vision. I couldn’t lose my dad. This was impossible.
My mother was already by Dad’s bed when we reached his room. On the outside he seemed like he was sleeping.
Mum was sobbing and squeezing his hand. She’d already forgotten that she wanted to divorce him an hour ago, calling him a liar.
"Oh, Jerry, I'm so sorry. We should talk when you wake up. Please, Jerry," Mum choked. Then she turned around to face me.
"Julia, use your magic to help him, please. If you’re one of them, then do something for God’s sake."
"Mrs. Taylor," a tall giant healer interrupted, he was standing next to me. "Your daughter can’t help him. The Chief Inspector has been cursed and we don’t know how to help him. We have tried all the spells we know to counter dark magic, but it’s a form of advanced black magic like we’ve never seen—this is somehow different—stronger, these dark spells are preventing us from doing anything."
Mum sobbed harder and fell on the chair next to him. I left the room after that, telling myself I was still dreaming, that Dad was with Grandma in Canterbury.
I hid my face in my hands, hoping to catch my breath, as magic rose inside me. I left the room and walked through the corridor. Shaking, I took out my phone and waited until Jasper picked up.
“It's my father; the police found him in an abandoned warehouse yesterday in the same state that I found Kate. God, Jasper… he’s dying. Please tell me you have some new information about the coven."
"Julia, I'm sorry to hear about your father," he said in a low calm tone. "Nothing new, but I’ll make some phone calls and get back to you tomorrow night."
I hung up, after pleading with him to speak to anyone who might know what to do. Everything else seemed pointless. I closed my eyes wishing I could find a way to go back in time and save my father and stop this whole satanic ritual.
"Julia, hey, I think you should take your mother home. She doesn’t look too good."
I opened my eyes and was pulled back to my miserable reality by Dannika.
I nodded without saying a word, but Mum refused to leave his side. A few weeks ago, in other circumstances I’d have been happy, but now I was dying inside. Ella and I took a taxi to my car. After an hour at home I felt suffocated, so I went back to see my father and Kate. Mum was still there, holding his hand, but it looked like she had fallen asleep. My grandmother and grandpa sat next to her.
"Julia," my grandmother said, not even looking at me, "I think you should take Mary home."
"But, Grandma, what about the white witches? What about your knowledge and connections? You must know where to find them and help Dad, right?" I said, squatting in front of her. She shook her head, inhaling loudly.
"They exist but you won't find them; that’s why there is so much disease and death in this world. Whoever used black magic on my son broke all the rules, pushed the boundaries of magical laws. That’s why we don’t mess with death, because it damages the soul. I'm sorry, Julia, but your father’s dying. You need to accept this now. It will make it easier to deal with later."
Grief took over my last bit of hope. After that, tears started rolling down my face.
“I'll find a way to help him. It’s paranormal and I should know how to trick death, Grandma," I said fervently, even though it felt like my legs were going to give out. Everyone had crossed off Dad’s chances of getting better. I didn't understand. My grandmother was never one to just give up.
"Hon, your grandmother’s right. You should leave—"
"No. You have no right to tell me what I should and shouldn’t do. White witches are out there somewhere, and I’ll find at least one."
My grandmother stared at me for a while, not even trying to convince me that I was wrong. She looked like she had given up on Dad. She didn’t answer, just walked away without a word, leaving me and my mother in Dad’s room. It wasn't easy to explain to Mum that Grandma had given up. I didn’t want to tell her that Dad had no chance of survival.
I used my own crappy magic to take her home, although my heart was breaking. My family home had burned down. Mum rented a smaller two-bedroom terrace home a few streets further down, but I couldn’t leave her there alone, so I decided to stay. We both had work tomorrow, but I wasn't sure what I preferred: waking up knowing that my father only had a few weeks to live or the fact that I couldn't help him.
The poison had spread to my family and whoever hurt my father had better careful because I was coming after them with a vengeance.

MUM WENT to work the next day, but before she left, she said that if magic really did exist then Dad still had a chance to live. My phone started ringing like crazy. Nathaniel and Kelsie found out about my father from the papers and they were very supportive about the whole thing. Straight after I got off the phone with them, Rufus rang. I appreciated everyone’s kind words, but they weren't able to help me, even Nathaniel. White witches were somewhere out there. Supernatural beings who could cure anything and anyone? Yeah, all of this sounded like something from a sci-fi novel, but right now I was willing to believe in aliens if they could help bring my father back.
I showed up in the office just after ten o’clock and got on with my work as I usually did. Jasper promised to get in touch with me by five, so I made sure that I kept busy. The clients didn’t disappoint. The orders from Lucinda continued rolling in and I even skipped lunch. Thoughts about Dad and Kate were always there, but I managed to block them out until my shift was over. Alexandra took over, asking if I was all right.
I wanted to burn all the newspapers because I didn’t want to talk about last night. It seemed like all of a sudden death was following me everywhere, hurting people I cared about.
Jasper was waiting for me outside the office. He was wearing a black coat with a brown scarf. My stomach churned when I saw him. An odd memory of us together flashed through my mind. How far was I willing to go in order to help my father and Kate? Not that far. I shuddered at the mere thought.
"Julia, I need to tell you this before we go any further," he said as we were walking towards his car. "Those witches in the coven aren’t like me. Paranormals are scared. The Nordic witches are bringing back the ritual use of death, using humans as sacrifices. Wizards who would normally talk are keeping their mouths shut."
"What are you saying, Jasper? That you’ll let my father die?" I asked, swallowing back tears. Since yesterday I had been falling apart. My strength was gone and now my ex-boyfriend warned me that even with his help I couldn’t do anything for my father.
He narrowed his eyes, putting his arm around my elbow.
"No, I'm just preparing you for the worst," he said as we stopped in front of his car. I got in without hesitation and then my phone began to ring. I glanced at the screen seeing Nathaniel’s smiling face. I sent it to voicemail.
"Maybe you should pick up," Jasper suggested.
“It's not important," I replied, knowing that wherever Jasper was planning to take me was more important than a conversation with Nathaniel about my life. At that moment there was no place in my heart for him. I could only think about my father and Kate; my heart was shattered.
It had been three years since I stopped seeing Jasper. This time around he didn’t take me to his obscure flat in Hackney, but to a modern townhouse on the outskirts of London. I never thought that his business could bring him a profit, but obviously I was wrong, judging by the expensive décor and furniture.
"So, what’s the plan? Where are we going tonight?" I asked as he went into his secret bar and poured me a glass of red wine. Drinking on a work night wasn't a good idea, but I needed to relax. I had no idea what Jasper was planning to do.
"To the party I mentioned a few days ago. It’s more than just a cocktail party. This is your best opportunity to find someone who might know more about the white witches. In order for me to smuggle you in there, you’ve got to act like my apprentice. Only witches and wizards are allowed to attend. If I get caught they’ll kill me." He sat on the black sofa next to me. I swallowed hard and took a sip of wine, thinking that alcohol might give me the courage to go through with this.
"But I'm half elf, my scent is going to be apparent—"
"Spells; we’ll use magic and a potion. Just act like you know what they’re talking about. There might be some things there that scare you, but you need to stay calm. These wizards won't hesitate to kill you if they smell a rat."
My stomach churned again.
If you don’t go through with this, Dad won't have a chance, I reminded myself while Jasper kept staring at me with his hungry brown eyes.
"These wizards, would they know how to help my father and Kate? How to find the white witch?"
"There might be someone there who has the information we need. Don’t ask too many questions. Let me deal with that. Now I just need a few things and we can start transforming you into my young apprentice."
Jasper smiled tightly, finished his wine, and left the room. I felt a wave of magic waking up inside me. My phone started vibrating again, but I switched it off. It was Nathaniel again. I wasn't sure how long my father had to live; the healers were talking about a few weeks. Kate’s father left for the Sabbath with hopes of finding a cure for his daughter. The paranormal press didn't give them much chance for recovery. Mum stayed in the hospital whenever she could. She was talking to him, fighting with the healers, insisting this wasn't the end.
I couldn’t quite put everything together. In the past few weeks I thought my life was slowly turning around. There was no more trouble, no more boyfriend problems, and now it seemed like I was chasing my tail.
Jasper came back after some time, holding a few flasks and his magic wand in his hand. Every part of me screamed that this was a bad idea, but I was willing to do whatever was necessary to gain information about white witches. He placed his things on the table and started whispering spells, waving his wand. Then he was in front of me, his heavy eyes rested on mine as he recited a list of Latin words. At first my energy was soaring through me, but then I felt as if it was beginning to diminish. After a few minutes there was no tingling, no pressure in my head or chest.
"Now drink this. We need to make sure your elf genes won't be recognisable," he added in plain English. I took a deep breath and swallowed a grey thick liquid that tasted disgusting and then felt darkness consume me. It came quickly, causing me to lose all consciousness.




CHAPTER 5





DARK MAGIC DUNGEON.





I  woke up lying on Jasper’s lap, feeling a little queasy, not at all like myself. The smell of his familiar oriental cologne drifted in the air. A hint of desire flickered in Jasper’s brown eyes as I looked back at him. I got up quickly, feeling uncomfortable being so close to him, and started massaging the nape of my neck.
"What did you give me?" I asked, standing up. It had been years since I let Jasper get close to me and I didn’t want to give him any reason to believe that I was romantically interested in him.
"A potion that changed you into a witch. We can’t risk them doubting you."
"How long is this spell going to stay in my system?"
"A few days. Don’t stress, it’s not a permanent thing," he replied lazily with a tight smile. "Now, I have some black clothes upstairs. Put them on; we’re leaving in half an hour. My sister might be there."
Jasper had always liked to order me around and he hadn’t changed much in that respect. His bedroom smelled of cinnamon and fresh blood, inciting an eruption of goosebumps all over my sensitive skin. Ignoring the memories and my rolling stomach, I put on the black dress that was just my size and looked at my reflection in the large wooden mirror that hung on the wall. Normally my hair was soft, shiny, perfect baby blond, but now the colour had changed to a frosty ash blond, making me look paler and ill looking. Dark, large circles appeared under my eyes. All the tingling and vibration had disappeared, leaving me with no magical source. Years ago, I learned that Jasper was unpredictable, so I had to be ready for anything that might happen tonight.
He gave me his old magic wand and asked me to keep it close. Deep down I had a feeling that this underground party was some sort of illegal black magic gathering of everyone who mattered in the paranormal world.
For a brief moment I wondered if Nathaniel had rung again. Except for going to work, Mum hadn’t left Dad since he’d been taken to the hospital. She continued talking to him, not caring that others kept saying that he wouldn't get better, spending every spare moment in his room.
I got into Jasper’s car, feeling dizzy and slightly out of breath.
"How much do you love your father?" Jasper asked all of a sudden, putting the keys into the ignition.
I looked at him, opening my mouth to find out why the fuck he’d asked a question like that, but I stopped. Instead I said, "More than you ever loved me. I know he’ll die someday, but this isn’t the right time for him."
"Then don’t be surprised when you see something that will shock you. Sometimes these parties get out of control. I can’t protect you there. I have to be like myself around others."
I wanted to ask what he meant by like himself, but I decided that maybe it wasn't a good idea. Tonight, I was all alone, without my friends, with a man that I didn't trust. Jasper’s obsession with dark magic had pushed us away from each other. I’d never seen the real him that worked in his lab, using dark forces, magic thieves and other innocent creatures for his experiments. Everything was about to change tonight.
We didn’t talk while we drove. An hour later he parked the car in a location that I sort of recognised. The river Thames was close by. A lot of homeless people hung around here; many news stations had talked about this area recently. Someone was killed in an alley close by the other day.
"Right, let’s get on with it and see how much it costs to save a life."
Jasper didn't let me question him, because he got out of the car and walked around then opened the door for me. I held on tightly to my fake magic wand, sensing that we were stepping into highly magical surroundings. All the street lamps were off, and the houses looked abandoned. It seemed like someone had spread a heavy black curtain over us, as it was so dark. Without the lights I had no idea if a paranormal had spellbound this area to keep all the humans away from their business or if they simply chose the creepiest part of the river where normal people didn't come after dark. There were tall town houses all around me, empty streets and smashed windows. Other wizards began to appear near us, parking their ordinary cars in the alleys. Jasper nodded to a few and then took a sharp turn to the left, and within a couple of minutes, we were walking alongside the river. I sensed a strong current of powerful black magic running over my neck, electrifying my sharp vision.
Soon we were passing a bridge and Jasper pointed to a small passage, which looked like an entrance to an underground canal. He waited until a few other wizards disappeared in it first. Normally I was brave, and I didn’t like to show any sort of weakness, but that night I really wasn't ready to walk through that door. Fear, thick and warm, poured into my stomach as my heart hammered loudly in my chest. The air stuck in my lungs and I began to question what the hell I was doing with a man who used other beings for his own black magic experiments.
Jasper didn’t give me a chance to think about this for too long because he pulled me into the gloomy wet entrance. I had a really bad feeling about this entire thing, but Jasper was walking fast, not looking back to see if I was keeping up with him. I could turn around and just head back to the car, but then I would be stuck in the same limbo, waiting for Dad to die.
We walked for about twenty minutes until we reached another door that in any normal circumstance probably wouldn't be there. Jasper’s brown eyes flashed with eagerness as he knocked. The door opened and on the other side I saw a large wide space filled with people.
Jasper pushed me forward, nodding to a few black witches who were staring at me intensely. My scent was hidden, and I just needed to behave like I was there to learn everything I could about the darkest and most forbidden magic. A nervous tremor shot through me when I spotted a few wizards who I had definitely seen on my father’s most wanted list on the wall of his office. I glanced back at Jasper, who was smiling widely. His eyes were filled with anticipation like he was waiting for something significant to happen tonight. It was creepy.
In the back of this canal or the room, whatever the hell these paranormals were calling it, there was a bar. I didn’t want to think about what sort of magic these people were going to perform here, but this deadly audience blasted a cold shiver down my neck and spine.
He whispered for me to head towards the bar. Jasper ordered me a drink and one for himself. I was getting short waves of combined energies coming from every part of the room.
"Something is wrong; my magic is active," I said through gritted teeth, wetting my lips and sipping my drink. It tasted fucking disgusting.
"Some of the wizards are testing you. They get a bit anxious when they see a new face," Jasper stated, mildly aware that I was slowly freaking out. Blazes of raw, crushing power were hitting me from every possible direction, but no one was looking at me. I fixed a smile on my face, feeling like I was going to throw up at any second.
"Is there anyone who I should talk to?"
"Go around the room and ask questions. Tell anyone you speak with that I'm searching for a white witch in order to complete my research; see if you can get anything out of these snobs."
I nodded and looked around the room, holding my dodgy drink. It was easier to talk to the opposite sex, so I headed towards a group of stocky wizards with long shaggy bears.
"Hi, sorry to bother you, but my boss sent me around to see if you can help him with something," I said confidently, throwing out one of my best smiles. They stared back at me coldly. The wizard to my right winked at me and stared at my boobs.
"So, Jasper has an assistant? Lazy bastard. Tell him to get off his arse and start acting like he should," another one barked with bright blue eyes.
"Hold on, Martin. I want to know what he needs. Go on, girl, why did he send you around asking questions?" the third one asked, smoothing his shaggy beard. I took a deep breath wondering if I was approaching this conversation from the right angle.
"Well, Jasper’s conducting a new study and he’s looking for a white witch."
My voice was a little broken and my breath was short. Three wizards started laughing, shrugging their shoulders like I’d just told them an awesome joke. My face went red and I turned around searching for Jasper, who all of a sudden wasn't by the bar anymore. Other witches kept glancing at me with open curiosity.
"White witch?" the one who was looking at my boobs repeated. "I think Jasper wanted to have a bit of fun with you. White witches are impossible to track down. I'm nearly fifty and I’ve never heard of anyone who’s even met one."
"Gez is right; Jasper can forget about his research," the wizard standing closest to me added.
I had no idea what to say; the wizards were laughing. I didn't want to look like a total idiot, so I chatted with them for a bit longer before I went back to the bar. The pressure of finding a white witch was slowly getting to me. Maybe these old bastards were right; maybe Jasper brought me here to show me off. I was just about to order another drink when someone else approached me.
"Well, well, well, who do we have here?"
I nearly choked, hearing Georgiana’s squeaky voice. She was dressed in a long black satin dress, her wand in hand. There was something different about her tonight, but I couldn’t put my finger on what it was. She looked confident, radiant and just more like a witch than a human without any powers. Jasper had mentioned that she would be here, but I wasn't expecting to bump into her straight away.
“She's my new apprentice. I don’t want her dead yet, so play by the rules, Georgie," Jasper said, appearing by my side all of a sudden.
"All right, all right. I'm only messing with her." Jasper’s sister chuckled, eyeing my outfit from head to toe.
A soft classical tune came on and everyone looked at the door, like they were expecting someone to come in, but no one did.
"Anyway, what’s she doing here? Last time I had the honour of speaking with her, Julia didn't want to even hear your name."
"She needs information about a white witch. Do me a favour, Georgie, and take her around to some of your friends," Jasper ordered. "Maybe they know more than me." He turned to me. "Anyway, how did it go with the others?"
"It didn't really. They just started laughing at me, thinking I was joking."
Jasper looked back at the group of shaggy bearded wizards and narrowed his eyes.
"Stay with Georgiana. I don’t have time to approach people. I'm here to deal with urgent business."
I wanted to protest, but Jasper walked away, heading towards the other side of the room. It looked like he wasn't prepared to babysit me. I guessed that if I wanted to stay alive I had to obey. Someone in here must have information about white witches. People desired the forbidden, especially witches and wizards who loved the danger that came with black magic. Georgiana had never struck me as a person who would get involved with her brother’s shady business. She took my hand, charging me with a dose of magic, and started dragging me towards a group of women.
As it turned out, Georgiana’s “friends” were other beautiful witches, also dressed in black. "Ladies, this is Jasper’s new apprentice. He gave her a task, so go easy on her," Georgiana said, smiling
like she was enjoying my humiliation. Looking at her now I couldn't believe we used to be best friends. She’d once showed up at a Sabbath trying to convince me to give Jasper another chance.
Two of the witches were powerful, especially the one who stood close to Jasper’s sister sipping red wine. Georgiana introduced her to me. Her name was Laura and her vibes were terrifying. I had no idea how, but I knew she had killed people, and that magic thieves were her specialty. The worst thing was, that she enjoyed taking someone’s life. I wasn't a psychic, but her emotions were so transparent that I couldn’t stop taking them all in.
"Only Jasper can get himself an apprentice, but he’s so secretive about what he does," Laura observed, pinning me down with her hazel eyes. "Tell me; why are you so special that he agreed to work with you?"
"I can be very convincing if I want to," I replied with a confident smile.
"Well, Jen, so what’s the task our gorgeous Jasper has given you?" Laura asked, biting her lip and glancing towards my ex-boyfriend. She obviously fancied Jasper and I was ready to hook them up if I had more time. At least that way he would leave me alone. Laura darted her eyes at me, sending waves of images of what she wanted to do to Jasper. I tried to breathe, fighting to push her thoughts away.
"I need to find a white witch," I blurted out, breathing through my nose. Georgiana started laughing, bringing too much attention to our group. The other two witches shook their heads looking at me like they were wondering if I was for real.
"I guess you showed up in the right place, but I doubt very much that anyone has ever heard about them," Michelle said. She was a tall blond witch who didn’t look much interested in anything.
"Well, I don’t want to sound like I know it all, but years ago, I heard about one in London."
I looked back at Laura, feeling alive and alerted. Georgiana frowned, playing with her wand. I had no idea why she was even allowed here. Jasper was the one who craved darkness; she was his puppet, and even these witches seemed more focused and powerful than her.
"In London?" I choked, feeling excited that I finally got something. "Can you tell me a bit more?"
Laura’s pupils dilated as her eyes focused on the crowd. I heard conversation and excitement that stirred the air. These paranormals were waiting for something or someone, but I didn’t care. Laura looked back at me and smiled.
"The trolls and giants knew about her years ago. When I was younger I overheard a conversation in my father’s study."
"As if. Don’t listen to her, Julia. She’s teasing you." Georgiana chuckled. Laura looked at her, annoyed, then whispered something under her breath. Georgiana paled in an instant, then turned around and walked away from us.
"Right, where was I… oh, yeah, so my father was talking to one of his friends. A young boy was asking about a witch who could heal any disease, fix broken bones, and bring the dead from the other side."
I thought that this was it. Finally, I was talking to someone who had some real information. I took a deep breath, hoping she remembered more, when the door on the other side opened and someone I really didn’t want to see walked into the room.




CHAPTER 6





WHITE WITCH.





Everyone in the room turned towards the other entrance. For a split second I was ready to shake Laura, wanting her to continue talking, but the whispers and snickers made me look at the door.
Four filthy men and one child crawled into the middle of the room. My heart began to thunder in my chest as my eyes rested on the face from my nightmares. Behind them with a whip was Gordon Lancaster—a short and stocky paranormal with thick arms and a frightening scar running across his face—he strolled into the room like he owned the place.
I would have recognised him anywhere. A few months ago, I fell into his hands, after waking up near his area with a corpse next to me, convinced that I was a killer. Paranormals were spitting and laughing at the people who came in with him. I was completely frozen on the spot, unable to move or breathe seeing him only a few meters away.
It took me a few horrible moments to realise that the filthy and beaten-up men were magic thieves. Paranormals born without sufficient magic had to rely on the energy of others. Magical society didn’t accept them, so they lived on the streets, stealing and feeding off other paranormals. They were outcasts. I felt sick to my stomach seeing them in here, treated like animals. Their eyes were clouded, mouths open, and they looked like they hadn’t been fed for days. The child, possibly around eleven years old, let out a horrendous squeal when Gordon whipped him for no reason, shouting some swear words.
Laura giggled and wet her lips.
"Oh my, this is going to be so exciting."
Then out of nowhere, Jasper appeared next to Gordon with another female witch at his side. Gordon nodded and then shook hands with them, exchanging a few words. My mind was stuck and slowly the room began closing in on me. I couldn’t catch my breath trying to comprehend what was happening here.
One by one, all the lights started going off. Gordon moved closer to the wall, leaving Jasper and the witch, whose name I didn't know, in front of the magic thieves. My pulse was racing away. All the paranormals started spreading about the room, creating a circle around Jasper and the broken creatures. I felt their sick anticipation all around me—witches and wizards had been waiting for this moment all evening. I slowly began to understand what Jasper meant in the car when he told me that this party could get out of control.
He and his companion took their wands and started waving them viciously, sending blue spheres of light all over the room. The first spell struck the child, who then released of an agonising scream of terror. The rest of the magic thieves were going crazy, screaming and trembling, continuously being struck to the floor with some sort of magic. I wanted to cover my ears, but I was too scared to move in case someone noticed that I wasn't coping well. My stomach was turning violently as the paranormals in the room became even more excited as the tension grew.
This went for about ten minutes. Jasper and the other witch were laughing, their magic joined together violently. Spells were intensifying, hurting each one of the magic thieves in different ways. Every moment or so they would switch the person they were torturing. The victims screamed and squealed, trying to break free, but Jasper was enjoying himself. He looked like he was in some sort of trance. His eyes were gleaming with red power.
Some other wizards joined in, using their dark spells, normally forbidden in the outside world, to hurt the magic thieves; these poor souls were flexing their bodies above the floor in odd angles as the torture continued.
The excitement rose in the room and I searched for a way out, but there was none. Laura stood next to me and closed her eyes, smiling and waving her own wand. Georgiana wasn't around. Gordon stood by the wall, his eyes were fixed on Jasper.
Then all the magic and spells stopped, the light vanished, and each person in the room dropped their wands. Sweat gathered on my forehead, rolling down my back. One of the adult magic thieves who’d levitated in the air, crashed to the floor. Blood began pooling beneath his body.
My legs were just about to give out. For some reason I knew this wasn't the end. The moans and screams subsided; other witches and wizards probably used magic to keep them quiet. I searched Jasper’s face for any remorse, but on that floor, he turned into another person, a monster. I looked at the child, but I couldn't tell if he was alive or dead.
I was whispering, somehow trying to send a message to Jasper. His face was stone cold. The female witch smiled and approached him. For a moment she continued whispering to him. I was clenching my fists so hard that I couldn’t feel the circulation in my fingers. As I looked back at Jasper, I realised that he was staring back at me. Our eyes met for a split second. The expression on his face shifted and I exhaled with relief, thinking that he was going to end this whole terrible massacre. He put his wand away and then approached the young boy, standing next to his lifeless body.
My relief didn’t last long, because then Jasper was handed a large sharp knife and without any warning he slashed the young boy’s throat. I didn’t know how I managed not to scream. Part of me wanted to release my power and kill all these sick paranormals, the other felt sorry for them. I shut my eyes, hoping to erase this petrifying image from my mind, but it was already too late. Paranormals started to clap, some even whistled. I felt like I was going to be sick.
In the space of a few seconds the rest of the magic thieves were killed in the same manner by other wizards. Jasper seemed ecstatic. He didn’t look at me anymore. People started approaching him, patting him on the back with congratulations and kind words. I stood there unable to move, wondering how these paranormals could be so cruel. The magic was strong and overwhelming, and I was having problems breathing steadily.
"That was awesome. Jasper took all the energy from that filth," Laura said, moving closer to me. I was shaking from head to toe internally; my mind couldn’t process what just happened. Jasper had crossed every possible line with me and as soon as I was out of this place I was planning to cut him out of my life forever. "And by the way, going back to our conversation, my father did mention the white witch when he was talking to that strange paranormal in the study all those years ago."
I looked back at Laura, startled and confused.
"What paranormal?"
"The paranormal who knows how to reach the white witch," Laura added, annoyed that I didn’t understand what she meant and then pointed at someone in the crowd. I looked back at where Laura was pointing, trying to swallow, but I couldn’t because then I realised she meant Gordon. I physically wasn't able to ask if she was sure it was him, because I was ready to throw up.
It took me a while to get back to the bar; there I asked for a shot of vodka, which reminded me of the time when Jasper attacked that troll who was trying to chat me up, almost three years ago.
My breathing was irregular, my legs were barely holding up my body. I drank the vodka straight away, asking for another.
My energy started whipping through me and I began to realise that Jasper’s charms were wearing off. Soon enough he appeared next to me. The tingling got worse, and my stomach heaved when I spotted blood on his shirt. I didn’t know if he noticed there was something wrong with me, but he told me that we were leaving.
I didn’t remember how I got out of that party or how I made it to Jasper’s car. My brain had totally shut down. Thoughts collided with images from the evening and my father lying in the hospital bed. My internal voice kept screaming to get the hell out of the car and go to the police, but deep down I knew that I needed Jasper’s help. He was unpredictable, vicious and dangerous—and he held the connections to the only person who could help me.
"So, you’re a killer now?" I gasped out, mildly aware that he could snap my neck if he wanted to.
“It's hardly murder, Julia. Those creatures desire to die," he said, shrugging it off like it was no big deal, like he’d done this before. My head spun, and I breathed in through my nose, feeling pressure behind my eyelids.
"What? They’re magic thieves, Jasper! They want to live as much as you and me."
"I told you you’d see things you wouldn’t like. That’s where I gained my power and respect. Don’t expect to find what you’re looking for anywhere else."
I was speechless and scared, but my fear was based on the past that we shared. My father was lying in a hospital bed, dying, and although I didn’t want to say it out loud, Jasper was right. I needed him, and for the time being, I had to force myself to forget what he did earlier on. Even now I felt his darkness, blinding his mind, shutting away what was left of his good side. He wanted to embrace the black magic; people admired him for it.
It took me a while to answer. My mind was working backwards, slowly, like I was loaded with sleeping medication. I wanted to go back to being the same Julia from a few weeks ago—strong, with direction in life. Right now, I was a mess. Hanging out with a killer, a psychologically unstable wizard.
"Your sister introduced me to Laura. She pointed to Gordon Lancaster as the one who could help me," I managed to say.
He sighed, looking straight at the road. Every paranormal who lived in London had a pretty good idea of who Gordon Lancaster was. Me, on the other hand, I had the pleasure of meeting him face-to-face a while ago. I still had nightmares about that night.
"How do you even know him… oh, right, sorry, I won't even ask. I need to leave, forget about this. I’ll find someone else who can help."
Once Jasper stopped the car outside my place, he shot across the console, leaning over me, and closed the door when I tried to open it.
"Stop being a hypocrite, Julia. The leech can’t help you because he doesn’t like getting his hands dirty. We both know that I'm the only one who can save your father’s life."
"Just let me go. I can’t talk to you about this now."
Jasper didn't respond, but his eyes narrowed with irritation. He stared at me for several moments, the air became heavy, and slowly his expression started to shift. Deep in his brown eyes I saw something else, passion and warmth. My brain told me to run and Jasper didn’t stop me this time around. I flew out of the car and ran to my door, not looking back.
Once inside, I sat on the sofa, feeling like someone had scooped out all my self-determination and courage with a spoon and tossed it away. Dad and Kate, they had to live, but in order to help them I needed to go to the only man who wanted something much more than friendship from me.
I thought about Tron and wondered if there was any way to talk to him, but I wouldn't even know where to start searching for him. I had no idea why he and Alex disappeared after the fire, leaving without any contact. I felt hopeless, shut down with my inability to help my father and best friend.
An hour passed, and I hadn’t moved from my sofa. It started raining outside. The clock showed close to eleven. I felt someone by the door and then I heard a knock.
It wasn't easy to creep on my tiptoes to see who was on the other side. Something was definitely wrong with me. All of a sudden, my ability to cope with stress and fear had changed, all because of Jasper.
I checked through the peephole and relaxed, seeing my best friend Nicky on the other side.
"Julia, I don’t understand why you haven't said anything. I came as soon as I heard," Nicky said, storming through the entrance. It had been days since Dad was cursed and I hadn't even told Nicky what had happened.
I followed her back to the living room, wiping the sweat from my forehead. New magic started to stir inside me, leaving me out of breath.
"I'm sorry. I lost track of time and completely forgot to call you."
"I know. I’ve been trying to get a hold of you all evening, but your phone kept going to voicemail," she complained, and then hugged me. It felt a bit better knowing that someone else cared about my family, that I had people who I could rely on.
"Oh crap, I forgot about that," I said, realising that I switched off my phone once I got to Jasper’s house. Tons of messages started coming through. Most of them were from Nathaniel.
"Julia, what’s going on? Where have you been? Your heart’s beating like a million miles an hour."
I bit my lip, wondering if I should mention that Jasper was now helping me. Nicky was a full-blooded fairy and she was good at reading people’s emotions. Sweat was dripping down my back. It was time to tell my best friend what I had been up to.




CHAPTER 7





BAD ADVICE.





N icky stared at me with her hands on her hips.
"Oh, my God! You were with Jasper, right?"
I scratched my head hoping to bury the past few hours deep in my mind. Nicky already knew what was going on. I could play this game as much as I wanted, but in the end, she would get to the bottom of what happened a few hours ago. I rubbed my hands over my pyjama pants.
“He's helping me. Dad and Kate … they’re dying," I began. "The healers are saying only a white witch can heal them."
Nicky exhaled and sat next to me on the sofa. I felt guilty that I hadn’t called called her during the biggest crisis of my life. My best friend knew everything that had happened between me and Jasper. From the look on her face, I gathered she didn’t approve of what I was doing. It was too bad that Jasper couldn’t be trusted, but without him Dad was as good as dead. My mind was in emotional turmoil. I knew what kind of price I would have to pay for getting what I wanted.
"I spoke to Kelsie when I couldn’t get through to you. She briefly explained to me what happened with your Dad and Kate. Whoever charmed your father had to be incredibly skilled. I’ve called a few fairies, but they couldn't help, only laughed when I asked about the white witch. We both know Jasper still wants you; he might only be using you."
My stomach heaved when I thought how easy it was for him to kill an innocent creature. I didn’t want to be close to someone who was so blinded by cruelty.
"I have to take that chance. He has connections to Gordon Lancaster, the only person who knows how to find the white witch," I argued, hiding my face in my hands.
"Gordon Lancaster? You’re kidding me, right?" she shouted, getting up abruptly. "You can’t expect to believe him."
Before I said anything I knew she was going to react like that, trying to talk me out of it.
"Nicky, put yourself in my position. Kate and Dad will die if I wait for the healer to come up with something. No one has a cure, and no one knows how to help them. Gordon is my only chance."
"But he’s killer. Harry knows people who lost paranormals close to them because of him. I know we’re talking about your dad and Kate, but what about Nathaniel? He has money and connections."
My stomach heaved again as soon as Nathaniel’s name passed through Nicky’s mouth. The problem was that Nathaniel was one of the good guys. He might have earned his money with the help of that bastard McGregor, but at the end of the day he didn’t know the person who held the information I desperately needed.
"If I want to find someone who can’t be found, then I have to mix with a bad crowd. Nathaniel can’t help me. Now, can we talk about something else?" I asked, hoping she wouldn't ask about tonight and what I had to do to get this information about Lancaster. Nicky’s blue eyes were staring at me with concern and worry.
"We can, but promise me that if this whole thing goes too far, you’ll walk away?"
"I can’t," I mumbled.
Nicky threw her hands in the air and paced around my living room. "Julia, don’t be stupid, just be careful. I’ve never trusted Jasper." She sighed. "How is your mum coping? And Kate’s parents? Do the police know anything else about those rituals?"
"I don’t think Mum wants to divorce Dad anymore. She’s with him most of the time. I don’t know what’s gotten into her, but it looks like the magic isn’t an issue anymore," I explained, thinking that this tragedy pushed her into realising what she could lose. “Kate's parents are searching for their own cure. The police are useless. Dannika has taken over the case, but I can’t keep sitting and waiting for something to happen."
"I'm not saying you need to do that. Just be careful. We both know Jasper’s a scumbag."
We talked a bit more about other options. Nicky was a good friend; she tried to convince me to cut all ties with Jasper, but I knew that this was impossible. There was also the new coven in the city. London brought paranormals from every part of the world and they caused a new disturbance. Dannika was doing everything she could and maybe with a bit of luck, her investigation could bring some results. At the moment in the back of my mind I knew that at some point I had to contact Gordon. Even if I wanted nothing to do with Jasper, I had no choice. I had to forget about the past and concentrate on what he could do for me.

THE FOLLOWING MORNING, I received a phone call from Mum asking why the hell no one was doing anything to help my dad. She didn't understand that healer’s magic couldn’t heal him. I tried to explain to her that someone forced him into a ritual, which went terribly wrong, and now all the spells were useless. There was no cure for what had happened to him. Halfway through the conversation my mother started crying, telling me that this wasn't over.
After the call, I read and listened to all of Nathaniel’s messages, then felt extremely guilty. I knew I needed to reach out to him. He could help me too, but instead I chose to ask my psycho ex, Jasper for help. This was ridiculous, and I knew it, so what the hell was wrong with me? Sure, Jasper could get me in to see Lancaster, but at what cost? I knew Nathaniel would never allow anyone to hurt me, but I couldn’t say the say the same for Jasper. He always had a hidden agenda and it was usually an attempt at getting me back. I told myself that I would call Nathaniel later and explain everything. I at least owed him that. Maybe he could help me find the answers I so desperately sought.
Then, the tiny voice in my head was telling me that only Jasper could bring me close to Lancaster. Witches, rituals and black magic never interested Nathaniel, and once he found out what I was planning, there was a possibility he’d lock me up in his swanky apartment to keep me out of trouble. I remembered our disastrous evening in one of Lancaster’s bars, when we were nearly torn apart by group of bikers.
I was a right mess, feeling so confused. I just wanted my dad back.
Straight after Mum’s phone call, Rufus called asking me to go straight to La Caz Pharmaceutical. Lucinda wanted to see me urgently. Rufus was on the way to the office and didn't know what she needed. Nathaniel’s factory was on the way to the hospital, which gave me five minutes with Dad.
Work wasn't on my mind at all, but I had to keep earning money. My hands were shaking a little when I jumped back into the car and fired up the engine. I had used my magic this morning to be more in control of my powers, but the past few events left me a little damaged. Nathaniel was never at work early in the morning, but I needed to be prepared, just in case I had to face him. Since my blackouts, my magic and spells had improved. Now I was able to cast the most basic spells. I experienced less tingling throughout the day and was able to concentrate more on things that mattered.
After struggling with finding parking at the hospital, I went to Kate’s room feeling a little on edge. Thoughts of last night were moving through my mind.
Kate’s mum was sitting beside her, waving her magic wand around. She was still trying to come up with a spell that could bring her daughter back.
"Oh, Julia, I wasn't expecting to see you here so early," she said, welcoming me with a warm smile. She hadn’t had much sleep, her sullen cheeks showing complete devotion to her daughter.
"I was on my way to one of the factories and thought I would pop in to see Dad," I explained. "Any changes?"
"No, her condition is still the same." She sighed. "The healers aren’t giving me much hope. I’ve tried everything, even the most complicated potions from my mother’s side, but she’s still asleep."
"Everyone keeps saying that there’s nothing else they can do."
"Your mum has taken this quite hard. She’s been here all night. I saw her in the canteen in the early hours of the morning."
Mum had been spending a lot of time in the hospital. She asked for a leave of absence at work, but she had been spending nights in the hospital. It frustrated me that the healers weren’t even trying to find a cure.
"When Mum found out that Dad was magical, she cut him off and asked for a divorce."
"Some humans are very close-minded. Now she’s beside his bed, not even thinking about the past. It’s sad that it had to come to this to make her see."
I glanced back at Kate; she looked like she was sleeping but without her soul. Her magic was fading, and it wouldn’t be much longer before she died.
"I'm going to check on my dad," I said to Mrs. Broomfield, who was staring blankly at her daughter. "But please don’t lose hope. I have some friends and… I'm going to find the white witch."
Mrs. Broomfield didn't say anything only smiled faintly, probably thinking I was out of my mind. I was scared to go into my dad’s room. I couldn’t psychically imagine my life without him. I peered through the door that stood ajar. My heart hammered between my ribs. He looked so peaceful. One of the healers mentioned that they had to charm Mum to go home; otherwise she refused to leave. My guts were turning, knowing I should have been with her.
I left feeling guilty that she was with him all alone. It was around half past nine when I finally made it to La Caz Pharmaceutical. In the past few months Nathaniel had purchased another building and opened a new production line. His Lucrative shot, which helped vampires deal with their thirst for blood, turned out to be a global success.
Todd, the security guard who I’d gotten to know well, greeted me warmly and asked me to go straight to Lucinda’s office. We supplied over five hundred people to Nathaniel’s factory in the past few weeks, so I had an idea of what this conversation was going to be about.
Her office was on the fourth floor. My friend Kelsie worked as Lucinda’s PR. It was Kelsie who waited for me by the lift. She looked a bit pale today, wearing a tight black two-piece suit and super high heels.
"The whale asked me to show you some stats first," she announced, pushing me back into the elevator. She was lucky enough that her office was a floor down from Lucinda, so she didn’t have to listen to her ranting all day long. "So, any news? I went to your apartment last night with Michael, but you weren't in."
It took me a moment to go through the events from last night. My stomach went a bit queasy when I mentioned the magic thieves and the way Jasper killed that young boy.
"What the fuck? How does that bastard know about white witches?" she hissed, opening the door to her office.
"No way, Julia, you’re not getting sucked into this bullshit. I’ll get you in front of Gordon myself. Michael knows shifters who are working for him. You don’t need Jasper."
"Kelsie, I don’t want you getting involved. This is too dangerous and stupid. The fewer people who know about this, the better. I’ll get some updates from Dannika tonight," I insisted, bending the truth. I wasn't planning to speak to the police; it was a waste of time. I was going to see Jasper.
"Listen to me, you silly idiot. Jasper’s psycho and he isn’t running this show. I’ll speak to Michael and we’ll meet tonight to discuss this. Now, let me show you these shitty numbers before Miss Perfect starts ranting that we’re wasting time."
I was too exhausted and drained to argue with her. I always got myself into trouble and every time I dragged my friends down with me. This time Kelsie was willing to get involved and I wanted to take her up on her offer. Jasper was my last resort.
The conversation about the figures was dull and after my second cup of coffee, I was ready to pack my stuff and go back to the office.
"To be fair to Lucinda, she might be right. Something strange is going on in the factory. In the past two weeks, after we offered contracts to one of our older employees, fifteen witches have gone AWOL. They aren’t even calling off sick; they just don’t come in. I don’t know, Julia, Lucinda seems concerned. La Caz is losing a shit ton of money. No one in the union knows what’s going on."
My head started pulsing with sharp pain. I didn't eat any breakfast in the morning. I couldn't even remember when I ate last. I was distracted but I understood what Kelsie was saying. It was strange that witches hadn't been turning up for work.
"Yeah, that’s unusual, but what does Lucinda want me to do about it? We ran references on everyone. The Sabbath up north might have something to do with it."
“It's not like I give a fuck either, but she wants you to find more vampires, to be more selective and—"
There was a knock at Kelsie’s door and then Nathaniel walked in, not waiting for a response. His eyes automatically found mine. A crisp wind began ruffling my hair.
Yep, nothing has changed. He’s still turning me on, even when I really don’t want to feel anything right now.




CHAPTER 8





TRIGGER WARNING.





K  elsie had never seen Nathaniel in her office. He owned the company and had no reason to show up so unexpectedly on this floor. Yet again, he magically knew that I was in the building.
Nathaniel mentioned the other day that he was going to start dating again and I lied, saying I was fine with that. This news sort of broke me, but after Dad, I didn't really care anymore. He was a grown man, so he could do what he wanted.
"Julia, can we talk?"
It was a question, but even if I said no he would drag me away anyway. Kelsie was moving her eyes back and forth, baffled. Nathaniel looked freaking awesome in his black suit and red tie, creating a stream of unexpected desire between my breasts.
I cleared my throat, ignoring the tingling that started in my toes. We were friends, not lovers, but I knew my feelings for him hadn’t magically disappeared. We were still madly in love with each other.
I sighed. "I guess so."
"Boss, I need her back, so don’t keep her too long," Kelsie muttered, probably sensing that I didn't want to talk to him. She didn't care that he could get rid of her any time; she was just straight to the point.
“Don't worry, Kelsie. I’ll get her back to you in no time," he assured her with that sexy smooth voice of his.
I lifted myself off the chair and stepped outside, tensing the muscles in my pelvis, fighting with lust that all of a sudden crawled down to my core.
"Sorry I didn't pick up your calls yesterday. I was busy," I lied, avoiding his eyes. Even after so long, my mind kept slamming those memories back to me, memories of us together in this building, in the elevator, and my own apartment. It was difficult to be around him, knowing what happened between us after two years of dating.
"Obviously you didn't want to listen to me and went ahead meeting that creepy ex-boyfriend of yours, didn't you?"
Why was he asking the question if he already knew the answer? I finally looked at him and my pulse skyrocketed, melting the ground beneath my feet.
"What do you want me to say? Jasper isn’t an angel. I knew only scumbags like him could get me to the white which," I answered. "And I was right."
He folded his arms together closing the distance between us.
"So, you’re telling me he knows how to find the white witch and he’s willing to take you there?" he asked in a mocking tone of voice.
"No, but he knows someone who can take me to her."
“He's lying to you. Why are you so blind? I told you that I can help you, but you need to give me a bit more time. He wants to crawl his way back into your life, using manipulation and deceit, and you’re believing everything he says."
“It's Gordon Lancaster. He holds the information about the white witch."
The words floated out of my mouth before I could stop them. All my life I suffered because I couldn’t keep certain things to myself. Now I wanted to bite my tongue, knowing that I shouldn't have said anything to Nathaniel, who was now staring at me completely frozen. The tension rose, prickling my skin. Before I could take another breath to tell him that I knew what I was doing, he brought me close, cupped my face in his hands and kissed me. Desire, thick and intimidating, shot right through me, smothering me with his incredible scent of love. He tasted better than I remembered, and the pulverising passion clouded my brain for a moment. Nathaniel tricked my brain, his tongue slid over my teeth, his hands moved down my waist and I was paralysed by my own weakness. His kiss turned hungry, desperate, shifting from rough to sensual. I squeezed my thighs together tighter, as his tongue plundered inside my mouth, tangling with mine. Nathaniel made a growling sound in the back of his throat, moving his mouth down to my neck and I melted.
When his kissing ended, my eyes were still closed. My magic was in control, but the pumping desire didn’t stop moving all over my body.
"Why the hell did you kiss me? We’re just friends, and friends don’t kiss like that," I said, doing everything I could not to throw myself at him again. What was bloody wrong with me? Hooking up with Nathaniel wouldn't bring my dad back. He was just a distraction.
With a sharp intake of breath, he pressed his finger to my mouth, silencing me.
"I had to see if you still want me as much as I want you. It turns out that I was right. Your rejection doesn’t bother me; I’ll keep waiting for you," he said in this low husky voice, moving his face close to mine. "Forget about your ex. I’ll get info out of Gordon one way or another. Just give me two weeks."
"Desire has nothing to do with what happened between us. We don’t work well together. We tried for two years and we ended up hurting too many people and couldn’t fix it," I said, angry that he kept playing with my feelings. "Let me do this my way."
"I won't let you kill yourself. Seven months ago, you fell into Lancaster’s hands and nearly died."
"That was then. Now in around a month’s time I'm going to lose my dad. Jasper’s close to Gordon; he won't let anything happen to me," I insisted, as if I really believed myself. Nausea hit me once I brought up those memories from the blackout I’d had. I didn’t want to think about what Gordon would have done to me if we hadn’t been interrupted by shifters in his neighbourhood. I had never in my life been so scared.
Nathaniel slammed his fist into the wall, his fangs descended. "Stop being so delusional. Fuck! Lancaster doesn’t work like you and me. He’s a vicious killer."
He didn’t scare me but made it much more difficult for me to say no.
"I don’t want to wait. Jasper will take me to Gordon."
"Fuck no, over my dead body. Forget it, this is too dangerous." He scowled. Lucky enough, my phone started ringing. I showed the screen to Nathaniel.
"I need to take this; it’s Dannika, Dad’s subordinate," I said and then answered it, feeling a little relieved that this conversation was interrupted.
"Hello."
"Julia, listen, I need to see you today. I have some information," she said, short and straight to the point. That’s what I liked about her.
“I'll come to the station after work."
"All right, ask for me at the reception desk."
Then I hung up and looked back at Nathaniel, who was watching me intensely, like he used to after we’d made love, after all those times when he was there for me. Regardless of our feelings for one another, he couldn’t keep me away from what I had to do.
"I need to get that report back to Kelsie. Just give me some space for now and let me do what I have to."
"No. I’ll find a way to get to the white witch and then you won't have to go to Lancaster," he barked back, running his hand through his hair, angry and frustrated that I didn’t want to listen.
"All right, fine," I said, knowing that lying would get him off my back. He approached me again and placed his hands on my shoulders.
"Promise me that you won't meet with Jasper again. Firecracker, I can’t lose you."
"Okay, I promise," I said, lying, just to make him leave me alone. I shouldn't have said anything in the first place. First Nicky, then Kelsie and now Nathaniel. All telling me what to do, but not one of them understood how I felt. Dad was in desperate straits and Jasper had answers.
Our conversation ended shortly after that and I went back to Kelsie’s office. She wasn't at her desk but by the door with her hands crossed over her chest. I only now realised that she must have heard everything and was probably aware of our hot make-out session behind closed doors. This was one of the annoying characteristics of shifters. Their hearing was much better than ordinary humans or other paranormals.
"Funny, how you two are just friends. He’s treating you like his possession, ordering you around," Kelsie snarled.
"I had to tell him what he needed to hear," I said, shrugging it off, as if the lies didn’t make me feel like a coward.
"I don’t think he’ll be very happy when he finds out that you lied," she said. "And your talk about the friendship thing? I'm not buying it."
"Yeah, he kissed me, but I'm standing my ground. We’re too complicated for each other. He doesn’t need to know what I'm doing," I explained, feeling completely drained. "Anyway, be ready to go out tonight. I’m not sitting at home and waiting. I’ll be at your place at eight."
"Okay, I’ll let Michael know," she muttered. "Now let’s get back to work; otherwise Mr. Sexy Arse will kick me out, and that’s possible considering the sort of mood he’s in right now."
We did get back to the report after discussing the situation with the witches and the plan for the evening. Eventually Lucinda arrived and started complaining that she was losing half of her staff. As usual I promised to sort it out sooner rather than later, although the witches who disappeared were taken over by La Caz Pharmaceutical, so there wasn't much I could do other than supply more people.
When I got back to the office later on, there was a queue outside. Paranormals were waiting to be registered. Alexandra, Sara and even Rufus were registering people from early morning, so I tucked straight into work to help out.
It turned out that it was a bad call, because I didn't leave the office until seven o’clock. Shortly after two o’clock, we had so many people that some of them started to fight between themselves over the night shifts. Rufus separated the troublemakers and luckily, we didn’t have to call the police.
I’d promised Dannika earlier on that I’d come by, so I couldn’t skip this meeting with her at the police station.
I arrived around seven thirty, and a lot of officers in the station surrounded me asking how my father was doing. For about half an hour I was talking about the curse and the fact that healers weren’t much help. Finally, after some time I managed to get upstairs to see Dannika in her office.
"You look like shit," she said as soon as she saw me.
"I feel like it. I had a hell of a day and I hope you have good news for me," I said, flopping down in the chair. Dannika had these awesome violet eyes and really black hair, which made her look like she was born somewhere in the Middle East. I had no idea where she was from; I just never had a chance to ask. What mattered the most: Dad trusted her, and she was the best cop in the station.
She locked the door to her office and placed her magic wand on her desk. She was known for her sharp tongue and taking down half of the criminals in London.
"I have been working on this case for days and for once I'm certain that there’s a new coven in the city. Whoever is leading this new group is talking to Lancaster and other gangs. It’s a big deal.”
Now this conversation was getting interesting. New coven and rituals meant that we were getting close to gaining some real information about the witch who hurt Dad and Kate.
"So, do you have any idea why they targeted Dad?"
"No, but many people are talking about necromancy. Those witches are looking for new sources of energy, and other paranormals who are willing to learn from them. They bring the dead back and use the power for their own personal gain."
"So, do you have any suspects?"
"I might, but it’s all speculation at the moment. I'm planning an undercover operation, so make sure you keep your mouth shut and don’t talk to anyone about what I’ve just told you, even with your friends."
"Of course. Don’t worry."
She wrinkled her forehead with effort, staring at me intensely.
"Just don’t do anything stupid. So far, we don’t have any new victims. If this was a hate crime, then I want you off the street at night. That means, not walking anywhere by yourself."
I had to promise Dannika that I would stay at home and wait for news. I hated lying to people who were only looking out for me. She didn’t have any more information about the coven. I thought she might have at least identified the witch who cursed Dad and Kate. The conversation ended shortly after that and I went home.
I called Kelsie and let her know that I was running late. I had three cups of coffee in order to stay focused for the rest of the evening. Luckily enough tomorrow was my day off, so I didn’t have to worry about getting to work early. At home, I took a quick shower, changed and then I was ready for action tonight.
Unfortunately, more problems arose when I left the house. It turned out that I had a tail. And whoever it was didn’t make it very difficult for me to notice him.




CHAPTER 9





GATHERING INTEL.





T  here were only two options. Whoever was after me was sent by Nathaniel or by people who wanted me dead. I was ready to exclude option two. I didn't have any enemies. Caleb McGregor was dead, and I didn't believe in his sudden reincarnation. Nathaniel got what he wanted from me, a promise, but it was clear that he suspected that I’d lied to him, so he must have decided to have me followed.
Tron told me to concentrate on my power when I felt like I was in danger. It was easier said than done. In the past few months my power obeyed me, and my spell casting improved, but I didn’t think I was ready to face bad guys on my own. Instead of walking to the tube station, I jumped into my car and gathered the source of my power, and the magic began to pound through my skull in case I had to use it later. I started the car and drove off my street.
Shortly after that, my stalker’s car was behind me. I only noticed it around halfway to Kelsie’s house. Somewhere in my memory I knew that I’d seen this car before. As the realisation washed over me, I nearly enough slammed my feet over the brake pedal.
I was right all along. My ex-boyfriend number two, whom I was still desperately in love with, sent someone to keep an eye on me. He obviously didn't believe me when I said I wouldn't do anything stupid tonight.
Kelsie lived on the outskirts of London, so it took me a while to get to her house. We met almost two years ago, when I saved her from a wizard who was trying to rape her in a dark alley. We had been friends ever since. After I introduced her to another shifter, Michael Longbridge, who got me out of trouble more than once in my short life, they started going out. Kelsie had a little problem with maintaining a long-term relationship, but as soon as Michael came into the picture she was in love.
When I pulled into Kelsie’s car park, the black BMW that had been following me since I left the apartment vanished. I sighed and wondered if I should call Nathaniel and ask him what the hell he thought he was doing. I thought better of it and decided to see if Michael had any other suggestions. Jasper was also in the back of my mind.
This thought stayed with me while I walked into Kelsie’s apartment block.
"What took you so long?" she asked as soon as I went inside. Michael was in the kitchen.
"We have a problem. Nathaniel sent someone to look out for me," I said, making a face that Kelsie knew well.
"La Caz? Your boyfriend?" Michael popped the question.
"He isn’t her boyfriend; how many times do I have to tell you this?"
I smiled, knowing that it was easy for him to make that kind of mistake. Whenever I was in trouble Nathaniel always came to my rescue.
"Yeah, sorry, I forgot. Besides that, how are you, Julia?"
"Really… are you really asking her how she is right now? Better yet, tell us how to get some information about the new coven everyone is talking about."
Michael frowned and scratched his head.
I spoke up. "Actually, I was hoping you could help me get to Gordon Lancaster."
His black eyes shifted into gold, and for a split second I thought he was going to shift right in front of me.
"You won't get anywhere near Lancaster. He doesn't trust anyone. It would be easier if we concentrated on the coven."
I bit my lip, feeling a little down. Michael had connections all over London, but even he didn’t want to get anywhere near Gordon. I couldn’t expect him to just risk his life for me. His idea to find the coven was more appealing. If I was right and these witches had something to do with the rituals that hurt Dad, then they should know how to undo the curse.
"I had a chat with Dad’s close subordinate, and she’s pretty sure that this new witch coven has something to do with those rituals. These witches are from Sweden and they use necromancy."
“We'll go to Transparent in Brixton tonight. I used to go there, and if there are new witches in the city some people in the club might point us in the right direction."
Kelsie and I exchanged a look.
"All right, let’s try the club," I agreed after a moment of silence.
"What about the tail? Nathaniel will get pissed if he finds out that you lied to him," Kelsie said.
“I'll lose him in the club. Besides, I promised La Caz that I’ll look after you and I'm planning to keep that promise," Michael assured me with a wink.
I wasn't a hundred percent sure that the driver was hired by Nathaniel, but I didn’t have time to play a guessing game. This time I was ready for anything to help my dad and if I had to put myself into the most dangerous places in London, then fine. I was ready for it.
The temperature dropped, and I shivered, feeling cold as we walked towards the car. I put gloves on, feeling a little tense about Michael’s assurance that he was going to lose our tail. Tomorrow Nathaniel was probably going to confront me about this, but I couldn’t worry about him right now. I had a job to do.
Michael was wearing a T-shirt like we were in the middle of summer. Kelsie looked a little tense glancing around her neighbourhood. I didn’t think it was fair to get my friends involved with this whole thing, but in the end, I trusted Michael more than I ever trusted Jasper. After my last meeting with Gordon I really wasn't ready to face him.
The black BMW showed up again after we made it to the east side of Hackney. Michael spotted the car first and frowned staring into the rearview mirror. The black BMW was persistent driving closely to the back of our car nearly throughout the whole journey. The night traffic was pretty bad, and I doubted Michael could make us magically disappear. I felt a little out of place; my magic was gone, and my phone was silent.
Kelsie was wearing leather pants and a black top with super high black leather boots. She intentionally went for a darker look, probably to blend in a bit better. Before we left her apartment, she asked me to wear a black goth dress and heavy makeup. For that one night I became someone else, not the half paranormal with a screwed-up love life and dying father in the hospital.
"Right, he’s making it obvious. Whatever his intentions are I'm getting rid of him," Michael announced, taking a sharp left on one of the side streets. I bruised my elbow on the door, feeling the impact. Michael slammed his foot on the gas and soon we were racing through London traffic. He was speeding between cars, trying to lose the black BMW, breaking the speed limit and running through red lights.
Adrenaline rushed through my body, as we nearly crashed into a lorry that came out of the corner. Michael slammed on the brakes and then reversed, squeezing through the other side of the building into a small alley.
The car stopped all of a sudden and Michael switched off the lights. I held my breath like I was under water, electrical current was running from my toes, igniting the fire in my hands, probably with a new dose of adrenaline. We waited, and it looked like Michael made the right call, because the black BMW sped through the street missing us completely.
Kelsie made a triumphant sound and I exhaled, reducing the flames all over my fingers. I closed my eyes and concentrated on my energy; my magic calmed down and my heartbeat went steady. Since I’d been staying away from Nathaniel, Nicky started helping me with a few magic tricks, so I didn’t have to worry about unexpected outbursts like I used to.
"Sorted. I’ll take another turn. He shouldn't be a problem anymore," Michael muttered. "This club has a very unique atmosphere; not many paranormals know about it. Mostly filled with vampires, who use it to drink blood from elves and fairies. I just want to make sure we all stick together."
“Don't worry about us," Kelsie said, dismissing her boyfriend’s warning. “What's the plan?"
I rubbed my skull, feeling exhausted. I had a busy day and now I was going to walk straight into a club filled with vampires.
"The plan is to ask questions. We know these witches are from Sweden, but we need a name for at least one of them."
Michael was right. We had to learn the identity of these witches before we could consider approaching them.
"All right, let’s do this," Kelsie said, rubbing her hands together.
Michael started the car again and drove further down in the back of Hackney. We had to drive for a little while before he managed to find a parking space. I didn’t know why Michael chose this location. Many professional humans lived here and paranormals normally stayed away from decent neighbourhoods like this, where police patrolled this area more often than others. We left the car somewhere by a small park. It was just after ten o’clock.
Michael seemed to know where he was going. I kept looking around, making sure that no one was following us. Nathaniel might have been persistent. It wouldn't have surprised me if he hired more than one paranormal to keep an eye on me. Ten minutes later Kelsie started complaining that her feet were hurting.
We reached another busy street with shops and a bus stop, until Michael turned sharp right into a cold dark alley filled with bins. I was feeling unmotivated and tired. It was a dead end and I wanted to ditch this whole idea. That thought quickly went away when Michael pointed out at small black door hidden between the rubbish. Michael tapped it three times and a small spyhole flapped open, then large dark shiny eyes peered at us from the other side.
"Password?" the deep, crackly voice asked.
"Fish pie," Michael replied, glancing around, like he wanted to check if we weren’t being followed. The alley was empty. I tried to push away the feeling that this entire setup reminded me of my time with Jasper at the underground party.
The eyes looked from Michael to Kelsie and then me. Then the spyhole shut, and the eyes vanished. Someone on the other side was unlocking the door.
"Go in fast," the same unwelcoming voice snapped. As soon we stepped inside, music blasted in my ears. It was techno and I was baffled that we hadn’t heard anything from the street.
Yes, yes, that was it. Whoever owned this underground club used charms to protect it from the police and humans. A large and very tall giant eyed us quickly, nodding towards Michael, then pointed at the stairs that led down to somewhere.
The corridor wasn't very spacious, and we struggled to walk because they were so steep. My breathing came short. The stairs were going right down, the two walls on each side were making me a little dizzy. I stopped for a minute to catch my breath.
"Are you all right?" Kelsie asked from behind me.
"Fine, feeling a bit claustrophobic," I replied and continued walking down, wondering why every place I went to get any kind of information had to be small and underground. A few minutes later we squeezed through another thin door and entered the club. The music was loud, thumping in my ears. The space was bigger than I expected, filled with a crowd of dancing paranormals. There was a bar at the back. The club was really busy. We began squeezing through a throng of people. Michael was right: all around vampires were staring at me, and some of the male vampires danced with female fairies and elves. Their scent was swirling in my head, turning my stomach upside down.
"Three ciders, mate," Michael shouted when we reached the busy bar. Kelsie began scanning the crowd. Two tall vampires approached our group, standing not too far from me. The air was soaked with sex and blood. I felt a surge of magical current moving between my legs. Female elves were swirling their bodies to the rhythm of the music, temping hungry vampires with their sexy short dresses.
Michael passed us a beer and I took a sip. Two tall vampires were watching me closely until a shorter dark-haired one approached us. He undressed me with his almond eyes, wetting his lips. He looked foreign to me, maybe Italian with a hint of Arabic heritage in his blood.
He smiled and revealed his long fangs, and before anything else, he shook hands with Michael. I exhaled with relief. After all, I was new to all of the vampires. Michael and the vampire talked a little. After some time, Kelsie pointed toward another room and soon we moved to a smaller lounge where the music wasn't so loud. Slowly I was getting an idea of why this space was underground. Fairies and elves blood was intoxicating for vampires. These female paranormals were selling their blood and it looked like they had plenty of interested individuals. I guessed that sex was part of the deal as well.
My stomach heaved, and my magic rumbled through me faster than ever. Michael chose a table in the corner away from most of the vampires.
"Shaun, this is my woman, Kelsie, and her friend, Julia Taylor," Michael said. The vampire, Shaun ran his hand through his hair. He was short, stocky, with a double chin. He had shaggy longish hair and a nice smile, which totally creeped me out.
“You're half-breed, aren’t you?" he asked me.
"Yep, but I'm not interested in selling my blood," I said, tossing my blond hair behind me.
"Shaun, we’re here to find out more about that new coven from Sweden," Michael said.
The vampire didn't answer straight away but continued to stare at me for longer than he should have.
"A pretty elf like you should stay away from those necromancy witches. They’re searching for easy targets, gathering followers from every part of London."




CHAPTER 10





THE BLOOD GIFT.





I  widened my eyes staring at the vampire in disbelief. He was obviously well-informed. It looked like Dannika and Jasper were right about the coven. At first, I thought these witches couldn’t have been responsible for what happened to Dad, thinking that my ex-boyfriend was exaggerating, but now I was starting to believe more and more that it was them who created that unbreakable curse.
Kelsie opened her mouth to say something, but Michael shook his head letting her know that I should lead this conversation.
"What else do you know about them?" I asked.
The vampire smiled again, revealing his white fangs and glancing at the couple a few tables away from us. The woman was a full-blooded elf, barely wearing anything at all; she was sitting on the vampire’s lap and he was drinking from her. It was strange, because down on the dance floor I felt queasy and uncomfortable, but here the female elf looked like she was in ecstasy, giving her blood freely to the vampire.
"I heard that one of them is searching for someone or something. The perfect sacrifice. Rumour has it that she hasn’t found one yet. The witches use black ritual magic, and some of the rituals get out of hand."
Michael was sipping his beer. He looked relaxed, but I saw something in his eyes: concern and wariness. Was he warning me to take it easy? I didn't know that he expected me to take the lead with Shaun.
"Can you tell us more about the rituals?" I pressed.
Shaun sat back and scratched his chin, moving his eyes around like he was trying to judge how far we were willing to go to get this information out of him. The elf a few tables away from us moaned. The vampire stopped and kissed her, moving his hand between her legs. Shaun smiled, and I looked away.
"Darling, I don’t give out that kind of information for free. You’ll have to give me something and then I’ll tell you everything you need to know," he said with a casual shrug. I saw a mad, lusty gleam in his eyes and my stomach made a small contraction. I wasn't prepared to make out with him like the woman a few table away. Kelsie narrowed her eyes, grabbing my hand under the table.
Michael exhaled and then snapped, "Julia isn’t like the others, Shaun."
"I gathered that," Shaun replied and ran his tongue over his fangs, staring straight at me. In any other circumstance I would say that Shaun was good looking, but then I had to think twice about what he was going to propose. He leaned towards Michael. "We both already know what I want. Money isn’t very important to me."
"Shaun, Julia is with—"
"What, Michael? What’s he asking you?" I cut Michael off, knowing we weren’t getting anything out of this guy until he got what he wanted.
"You, Julia,” Shaun said. “I want to taste your pure, uninfected blood. Most of the fairies and elves here have been bitten before, but you. I sense that there has been one—"
"Julia, this has gone too far. We’re leaving," Michael said, slamming his fists on the table and pulling me away from that dark place where I was stuck for a second.
Shaun laughed, and the female elf looked at us, probably curious to see what was going on. Shaun was right to some extent. Nathaniel was the only vampire that ever drank from me, excluding the one who tried to kill me while I was trying to save Claudia. He did that twice and both times it was during sex. If this was what it was going to take to make him talk, then I was willing to sacrifice a few drops of my precious blood. Shaun was scary and there was a possibility that he would go too far, but the information that he held was worth the risk.
"No, Michael," I said. "He wants my blood and I’ll give it to him. I have conditions, too. This won't be sexual; you can’t touch me sexually; you can only drink from me."
Shaun moved on the chair, getting excited.
"Drinking from an elf is always sexual, darling."
"Julia, you’re insane. I’ll get this information out of him either way," Michael said with anger.
"Yeah, Julia, don’t be stupid. He—"
"Shut up, both of you," I said to Michael and Kelsie. "This is my decision and we need this information, so, yes, you got a deal, Shaun, but I want information first."
Shaun was a clever vampire. He smiled as the possibility of drinking from me settled in his eyes.
"All right. From what I heard, the witches always use two people for the ritual. A virgin human and a paranormal. The human is for sacrifice, but the paranormal is to capture another soul."
I swallowed hard trying to analyse what Shaun said, remembering the bones and flesh. The memories from the park revolted in my stomach. We needed to know more.
"You said that a few rituals went wrong?" I continued asking, clenching my fists so hard under the table as if I were ready to break my bones.
"The witches are summoning the dead, souls of paranormals who’ve changed history. During the rituals, the witches steal the power of the paranormal and also the power of the dead. It’s a struggle to take away the spirit of the dead paranormal, especially the ones who were unbeatable during their mortal lives."
"What are you saying then, Shaun?" Michael interrupted. "That those witches are dealing with sources of energy much more powerful than them?"
"The souls don’t obey them, so they rebel. By the time the witch captures the soul, the virgin is already dead, stripped of their skin. Their body is consumed by unimaginable sources of evil power that rip them apart," Shaun said, not looking disturbed at all.
I felt like I was going to be sick, remembering everything from that night, the revolting smell, bits of bones, skin and human meat. The image was going to stay in my head forever, haunting me in my dreams.
Shaun continued. "The witch then panics, not able to deal with such a strong source of power. She tries to cut the connection. Sometimes losing not only some of her own power but also leaving the paranormal in the ritual without a soul."
"Who are these witches? How do we find them?" Michael barked a little too loud, bringing the attention of other vampires in the room. I couldn't speak, now knowing exactly what happened to Dad.
Shaun didn’t look too happy with the attention. "I only know the name of one of the witches who joined the coven recently. The group moves around the city day by day, not staying in the same place more than two days. They’re trying to establish followers, offering to teach others black magic."
Shaun already gave us enough information to get the hell out of here, but it was the name that we needed. There was also something else in the back of my mind. If the witches knew how to summon the dead in the ritual, they must also know how to remove the curse from Dad and Kate.
"Okay, so the name. Who is she?" I asked.
"Not so fast, let’s get on with your end of the bargain. I’ll give you the name after my feast."
Michael moved on the chair and I tried to think about something positive. I just had to get on with this. When Nathaniel bit me, I didn't feel any pain, so maybe this was going to feel the same. Kelsie looked pale, not coming back with any witty comments. My own body was pumping with unexpected fear.
"Fine, let’s get on with it then, but remember, Michael will rip your fangs out if you cross the line and take too much," I said, narrowing my blue eyes at him. There was nothing sexual about this at all, but I was bloody scared. "Right, Michael?"
"I might cut off your balls as well," Michael said with a smile, but his voice was perfectly serious.
Shaun laughed, but his eyes burned with hunger. He got up, smoothed his shaggy hair and sat on the sofa in the back of the room. He tapped the seat next to him inviting me over. All of a sudden, I had a problem breathing steadily. Drinking blood was like having sex to him; either way he was going to get turned on.
"Julia, hon, maybe we should just bail and forget about the name. This prick is making me nervous," Kelsie said, taking my wrist. Tingling in my stomach told me I should listen to her, but I thought about my dad and knew I just couldn’t back out.
“It's all right; it’s just a bite. He won't kill me."
Then off I went to Shaun, feeling like my knees were going to give out at any second. The sofa was slutty red, and it screamed of sex. My palms were damp when I sat next to him. He smelled of cheap perfume from the pond shop and even though he wasn't bad looking I felt like one of the elves on the dance floor. Maybe all the fairies and elves were selling their bodies because they didn’t have any other choice. Well, I had no idea, but I was just about to find out how it felt to be one of them.
“Let's just get on with this, all right,” I said with a breaking voice.
He smiled and moved my hair to the side, exposing my neck. His fingers were cold. Michael and Kelsie were watching me from the other side of the room with tense faces.
"You smell divine, darling. Has anyone ever told you this?" he asked, moving his fangs dangerously close to my neck.
I was waiting for the bite, expecting pain. In a few seconds this whole thing was going to be over and I would be at home again.
"Yeah, I’ve heard it before," I choked out.
Shaun smiled. He was just about to sink his fangs into my neck, when we all heard shouting from the other side of the room. Then someone barged in through the door.
"Fucking cops are on us!"
Shaun was back on his feet before I knew what was happening. If there was any possibility that a vampire’s face could change colour, then I’d just experienced it. Shaun went pale, more like ‘he was just about to die’, pale. Others in the room started rushing out, leaving barely alive fairies and elves on the sofas.
Michael and Kelsie were beside me before I had a chance to get up and scrape my jaw off the floor.
"We have to get out of here before the police catch up with us," Michael said.
Kelsie grabbed my hand and we began running. In the main room, the music was still going and the crowd of paranormals were trying to get out. In the back entrance I spotted a few officers from my dad’s unit. I didn't understand why we were running. It was just a club. It wasn't illegal to be here.
Too many people were trying to squash through a small entrance and there was no way we were going to get out. The three of us stood in the middle of the dance floor looking around hopelessly.
"I don’t get it. Why don’t we just stay? We haven't broken the law, so why are we running?"
"We don’t have time to explain. Let’s move," Michael shouted and jumped over the bar. Kelsie shifted into a wolf and followed him. I struggled, but Michael helped me as we moved behind it through a small door that said, “staff only.” We found ourselves in a really narrow, wet corridor behind the bar entrance. There was only one way out. At the end of it I saw a small sign.
If it weren’t for me Michael would have shifted too, but he probably didn’t want to leave me. We started running after Kelsie, who was sniffing the way out of this crummy space. The corridor went for at least a few hundred meters before we hit a dead end. The smell was turning my guts.
"What now?" I asked.
Kelsie, in her wolf form, howled and Michael looked up. I saw a round hole with steps, that looked more like an entrance to another corridor or canal. It didn’t take me long to realise that this bar was built around sewage tunnels. The smell was dreadful, but this was our only way out.
Kelsie shifted back into her human form, standing naked in front of me. I didn’t mind, but she looked a bit stressed, glancing behind her.
"We can’t go back, and it won't be long before they discover the entrance," she said.
Michael took off his shirt and passed it to her without saying anything.
"Julia, you’re going first. Come on, there isn’t any other way out," he said, and before I could protest, he lifted me up, so I could take hold of the metal bars. A human could barely fit in there, but I had no choice, and started to climb up. In the background I heard voices in the tunnel. The police or maybe other vampires were on us.
Below me I glanced back and saw that Michael and Kelsie had shifted into birds. They flew past me, leaving me alone and totally unprepared for this.
I carried on climbing, breathing through my mouth, squeezing through this small claustrophobic space. I kept thinking about the witches and my father, knowing that at least we put some important facts together. Slowly and steadily I was moving up, my hands were becoming numb, and the damp, cold air stuck in my lungs. For about fifteen more minutes I continued climbing, wondering if I would ever get to the top. My breath was rasping and laboured. I had to stop for a moment, feeling dizzy and numb from the cold. I tightened my grip on the barriers, feeling lightheaded.
"Julia, you’re almost there; keep going, hon."
Kelsie’s voice startled me, and I started moving again. I hadn’t even realised that the way out was so close. I clenched my teeth and continued to climb. Soon two pairs of hands pulled me out of the tight man hole. The metal top was lying on the pavement. I took deep breaths and rubbed my eyes a few times. A few meters away from us there was a body. It was the vampire, Shaun, and it looked like he was dead, like really dead this time.




CHAPTER 11





SHIFTERS.





I  looked back at Michael and Kelsie: they were both standing naked in front of me. My heart hammered in my chest and I glanced around expecting to see someone else, but we were alone with the body, in an empty alley between semidetached houses.
The vampire was spread out on the pavement. He had been beheaded and someone, whoever the joker was, placed his head between his legs, so it faced his crotch. The smell of fresh blood was strong, and I was ready to throw up. Then Shaun’s body went rigid and it slowly began shifting into dust. A few seconds later he was gone, and we all stared at the bulk of grey ash on the pavement soaking in a pool of fresh blood.
"What the hell happened to him?" I asked, walking away, taking long pulls of air. It took me a moment to realise that we were still in Hackney, probably a few streets away from the club. I heard police sirens somewhere in the area.
"No idea. We found him as soon as we got out," Kelsie said, pacing around, probably trying to get warm. I lost my coat and I was freezing, but my two friends were completely naked. I had a throw over my arms, so I took it off and passed it to Kelsie.
"Thanks."
"No one could have known what Shaun was talking to us about," I said, staring at the blood. "Do you’ve any idea who killed him?"
"No, and I don’t think that’s important at the moment. We’ve got to move. Police are in the area and I don’t have any clothes on," Michael said.
"I don’t get it. Why did we run in the first place?"
"Because every single vampire in the club is hunted by the unit and I'm on probation, so this wouldn't end well for either of us. Come on, let’s move. I really don’t want to be caught without any clothes on."
"Right, I get it, but someone must have listened to our conversation. Someone went after him as soon as the police invaded the club," I said.
"Michael, Julia’s right. This is too much of a coincidence," Kelsie said while we were walking, trying to locate the car. "Shaun was certain about the witches. There was no way he was lying to us."
"I agree, but we can talk about this later."
Michael looked anxious and I shouldn't have been surprised. If he was caught, he would have been locked up straight away, and I didn’t want that to happen.
We couldn’t walk too fast or too slow. Luckily for us, the streets were empty and when I checked my watch, it was just after one in the morning. I was pretty sure that any human who looked out the window would report us to the police straight away. After half an hour of intensive searching, we recognised the street where we left the car. I sat in the back and relaxed once Michael started the engine and drove off.
I didn't even remember when I fell asleep or how I got to my own flat that night. The exhaustion hit me pretty hard. I woke up in the early afternoon in my own bed. My entire body ached, my shoulder and neck especially. Memories from the night before were rapidly flashing through my mind.
When I glanced at my phone to check the time, there were no missed calls. Nathaniel didn’t try to get ahold of me. Once Michael got rid of his tail, no one knew where we were going. I had a terrible feeling in my gut that there was someone else who followed us all the way to the club.
In the fancy lounge, there were just vampires and they were too busy sucking the blood of those poor fairies and elves. We weren’t talking loudly, but there was a slim chance that we could have been overhead. Last night we had a plan, but even Michael didn’t expect the police. Shaun’s new theory about the coven made me realise that I was wasting time. Even if I could track down the coven and confront the witches, I wasn't strong enough to make them bring Dad’s and Kate’s souls back. They didn’t hesitate to kill people for the sake of their rituals and black magic.
Someone must have known we were in that club last night asking uncomfortable questions. We had basic facts now, but we still didn’t know the names any of witches. Dad had less and less time to get out of this mess alive.
I felt like a coward. This whole thing was getting out of hand. My friends were important to me; I couldn’t keep getting them involved. Dannika was in charge of the investigation; I was sure that she knew more than I did. Unfortunately, it appeared that Jasper was my one and only option.
I took a shower, working out my aching muscles. Later on, in the afternoon I wanted to have a late lunch. My fridge was completely empty, and I had to buy some groceries. I wasn't convinced anymore that it was Nathaniel’s people who’d followed me. Maybe Dannika had missed something; maybe there was someone out there who wanted me dead.
I was starving, so I went out hoping to do some shopping. I had to get back to work tomorrow and felt like one day off during the week wasn't enough.
My mother turned up on my doorstep when I was locking the door. "Julia, for Christ’s sake, what’s wrong with your phone?" she asked, catching me off guard. I barely recognised her. Her makeup was smudged, her hair looked like it hadn’t been washed for about a week, and she was wearing the same clothes from a week ago. Warm guilt settled in my stomach. I should have been looking after her better. Instead I left her all alone, taking care of Dad.
"Mum, what are you doing here?" I asked, baffled. "When was the last time you had a shower?"
"Shower! I can’t think about washing when your father’s dying in the hospital and you haven't even taken the time to see him!" she shouted, shaking her head nervously. “You're his only daughter and you have this… magic in you, but you haven't done anything to help him. The doctors or… healers aren’t making much sense."
"Mum, please calm down," I said, placing my hands on her shoulders. “I've been trying to find a way to help him and Kate. I can’t believe you’d even think that—"
"Julia, your father hasn’t got much time left, so you should be by his side while you still have the chance. Your grandmother keeps asking about you. Tomorrow the whole family is expecting you."
I began to sink back down, as if the earth had opened up to swallow me whole.
"Mum, listen to me. I don’t think you understand what’s happening. I won't do Dad any good sitting by his bed."
"Then what are you going to do? What if he dies while you’re away?"
"He won't; there’s still time. I'm going to find a white witch to bring him back to us."
"Julia, your grandmother was deeply saddened by your absence. I keep asking her why she isn’t doing something in order to help your father, but she waves her hand, telling me there’s nothing she can do."
This was getting a bit absurd. I was disappointed that no one was doing anything to find the white witch and of all the people in the world my own grandmother should have understood. Mum was in a terrible state and she couldn’t keep on living like that. At the end of the day the entire family only wanted one thing: to get Dad back.
"Magic can’t solve every problem, Mum. It helps paranormals, but it can also do the same amount of harm as good. Tell Grandma that I’ll try to be at the hospital on Sunday, but don’t count on it," I explained, embracing her in a hug. "Please, Mum, let me do this my way."
Mum started sobbing in my arms. She had been with Dad for over twenty-five years, and clearly, she still loved him. Neither of us were prepared to lose him, and my family was probably confused as to why I hadn’t been visiting. I hated being away. I hated that last night I didn’t push Shaun to tell me more. Every day was a lost day and I felt hopeless and doomed. Dad’s soul was floating somewhere in this world and his time was slowly running out.
Eventually I convinced Mum to go home and rest, promising that I would speak to the rest of the family. Her boss was very understanding, but she couldn’t stop going to work and continue spending every night by my father’s hospital bed. The hollow feeling in my chest was getting deeper by the second. In that lonely moment when I was sitting in the car outside the supermarket I needed someone to hug me and tell me that everything was going to be all right. Nathaniel insisted that he would be there for me, but I couldn’t bear being so close to him. My love for him drenched my body and I didn’t trust myself not to do anything stupid.
In the supermarket I kept thinking how ordinary some shoppers’ lives were in comparison to mine. The temperature outside was dropping below zero degrees. I knew what I had to do, but the question remained: Was I ready?
Even thoughts about Jasper sent violent turmoil down my spine. But I knew I had no other choice. A few months back I thought he’d changed, stopped his obsession with black magic, but it was all just his game plan to get close to me again.
I went home, ate some supper, changed and went straight to see the wizard who’d caused so many problems in my life. It was late, but I didn’t want to waste any more time. If he couldn’t help me, then I doubted anyone else could. We hadn’t spoken since that terrifying cocktail party during which he killed that kid, a magic thief. Thoughts of that night still plagued my dreams and shook me to the core. I wasn’t sure if I would ever be able to get over the fact that I had to stand by and watch an innocent child die by Jasper’s hand. He was a murderer plain and simple. As I parked my car outside his house, that horrific image tangled my mind, crushing my confidence. He’d been ecstatic, proud of what he’d done. He was a monster.
It was just after eight o’clock, but all the streets were dark and deserted. I didn’t go to see him in his bachelor pad, but in his lab. He chose this location away from other paranormals, where decent people didn’t wander off to. The gangs and drug addicts worked as Jasper’s cover.
I toyed with this idea for a while, knowing that because of Jasper’s weakness for me I held power over him. His reputation and strength put him as a front-runner for the worst scumbag award. But my father was counting on me. Mum was in a terrible state; my parents had always been proud of me, so I had to live up to that and act. I had to do whatever I could to try and save my dad’s life.
Jasper knew that he could wrap me around his little finger and I would still have to do what he said. I had to use our past to my advantage. This idea burned in my mind when I was walking down the sidewalk towards his front door, glancing around to make sure I was safe. My fingers tingled with blue sparks. It was a clear indication that a dark wizard was in the house.
I took a deep breath and then knocked on Jasper’s door. I tried to imagine that I was just about to see Nathaniel. Surging heat dropped down between my thighs. Jasper took his time, and when he finally opened the door, my heart kicked me in the chest. Yeah, it wasn't the usual gut wrenching kick like I experienced when Nathaniel was close, it was fear poking me in my gut with a long lean stick.
Jasper’s dark eyes hovered over my body and my brain shrunk to the size of peanut.
"Hey, Julia, my favourite girl. To what do I owe this pleasure?" he sang, leaning against the door with his arms folded against his chest.
"Are you going to let me in or are we going to talk about your magic on the street?"
He took his magic wand and waved it around. Before I knew what was going on I was in his arms, the familiar oriental, cinnamon cologne swirled in my mind. Jasper’s eyes burned with raw lust, and my magic died down. I had to behave wisely; this was what he wanted from me, but I didn’t expect him to act so fast.
"Julia, have I ever told you how beautiful you are?"
I nodded, swallowing hard, and then he added, "You know I don’t think I can handle just friendship. I want more than that."
Instead of getting angry and frustrated, I imagined that I was in Nathaniel’s arms. The heat inside my core brushed over me, shifting my breath into slow gasps.
“Let's get inside and talk. I didn't come here to start a relationship with you."
A challenge with a hint of lust flickered in his eyes. He smiled with mischief and let go of me.
“That's my price, Julia. I know why you're here. If you want my help, then you need to consider giving us another chance."
I smiled back, realising that I was screwed, totally and utterly screwed. Jasper wanted me, and I had to try really hard to figure out how to get out of that stupid deal.




CHAPTER 12





PAYING GORDON A VISIT.





I  walked past him, trying to keep calm, repeating to myself over and over: Don't chicken out. He’s just your ex.
My hands felt stiff, and rushing power beamed out of Jasper’s lab. My back ached as I glanced around his place searching for black magic. I didn’t find any, so I walked into the living room and folded my arms over my chest. Closed body language should’ve let him know that I wasn't interested in any sort of relationship with him.
"Is that really how you’re going to play this?" I asked with tension in my voice.
For some reason I wanted him to feel guilty, but I doubted it would work. Jasper was the guy who plunged into my life and tore it apart until he got what he wanted, not caring for other people’s opinions or the consequences.
“You're single and I'm in love with you. There’s no one else in London who can help you find a white witch. You need me. Together we make a great team."
I had to try really really hard to keep my expression composed. Jasper was an idiot thinking that we were a “great team.”
"I told you I'm too stressed to think about my love life. Help me and I’ll consider your proposition," I said, knowing I could keep playing this game until I saw results. Jasper had access to Gordon, but there was no guarantee he could help me in any way. He switched all the lights on in his house with his wand, muttering something under his breath. His lab looked more used than the last time I saw it. There were more blood stains and cutting tools that made my stomach churn with unease. He eyed me intensely, like he wanted to guess if my intentions were truthful.
"You will keep your promise. I’ll know straight away if you ever lie to me," he snarled, running his finger over his magic wand. "Are you ready then?"
"Ready for what?"
"To see Gordon."
"Yes, of course," I lied and looked away. Of course, I wasn't ready. Jasper brought up memories from all those months ago when I thought I was a killer. Thoughts that I had buried in the back of my mind.
Jasper started packing some stuff into his black bag. I didn't know what to think anymore. Nathaniel underlined a number of times that Gordon never forgot those who he’d come in contact with; he’d caught my scent. I managed to escape from his people and now I was crawling back to him, asking for a favour. Jasper needed to know what went on that night if I wanted this to work.
"Listen, Jasper, there’s something I have to tell you about Gordon," I began. He put away some flasks, staring back at the text of a book he was reading.
"What are you talking about, Julia?" he asked, not even looking at me.
"Well, do you remember when I had those blackouts a few months ago?"
I had his attention then. His dark eyes stared back at me.
"Yeah, but everything stopped after you killed that shifter, right? You aren’t with the leech anymore, so your magic is more settled now."
"Yes, the blackouts stopped, but during that time, I woke up on the street with a body next to me when this whole thing was going on. The police showed up and I had to run. Anyway, to make a long story short, I ended up face-to-face with Gordon."
Jasper inhaled sharply.
“You've met Gordon?" he repeated.
"Well, I was filthy, covered with blood and dirt, my pyjamas were torn apart. Something happened, and he had to leave, but he was very interested in knowing who I was. Then, one of his buddies tried to rape me, but I managed to escape."
Jasper exhaled loudly and closed the textbook.
"Julia, Gordon doesn't forget.”
"I was a real mess then, so I don’t think he would put two and two together."
"He will. It’s not your appearance, it’s your scent and your magic."
"What does that mean?" I asked, running through the events from that night in my head.
Gordon had only spoken to me briefly. I didn’t even look like myself. He tried to drain me of my magic; I felt it and was scared as hell.
"He might use it to his advantage. He’s more intelligent than people give him credit for. Why do you think your father hasn’t locked him up yet?"
"I don’t know," I admitted. "Because he knows how to avoid the police ?"
Jasper laughed, shaking his head.
"No, he has people everywhere: inside the unit, out on the streets, in the council and parliament. Paranormals owe him debts. He hunts for fun, kills without hesitation and enjoys wolf meat."
Goosebumps appeared on my arms and I remembered how terrified I was standing in front of him.
"I'm not an idiot, Jasper. I know he’s dangerous."
“That's not the point. Gordon’s a psychopath who enjoys inflicting pain and fear on people. I can’t protect you from him. Maybe you should think twice about this—"
"I’ve been thinking about this for days. There’s no one else who can help. Just take me to him," I insisted.
Jasper looked like he wanted to convince me otherwise. After a while he said, "Fine, but don’t tell me I didn’t warn you."
"What about my identity? Many paranormals know I work at the agency and my father’s the Chief Inspector of the Paranormal Unit."
“You've got to take the risk; he’ll remember your scent and your escape. There’s no point lying to him, because he always senses it."
This didn't sound too encouraging. I didn't want to think about what would happen if Gordon recognised me. Dad had been hunting for him for over ten years. It was easy to guess what Gordon would do once I showed up in his nest. Chief Inspector Taylor’s only daughter came to ask him for a favour. This sounded funny even to me. My stomach growled, and I decided to look at it from a different perspective—Gordon liked playing games with the police. I would’ve been dead already if he wanted to kill me just because he was annoyed that Dad interfered in his shady business.
Jasper finished packing his bag.
"Right then, let’s go."
I gave him a faint smile, took a sip of water, and followed him to the car. I was much stronger than six months ago, more in control of my magic. If Jasper loved me, like he claimed, then he would do anything to protect me. I prayed that things would go according to plan. After the night in the club I didn’t want any more screw ups.
We took Jasper’s car. I looked around, making sure we didn’t have another tail. Nathaniel kept sending people to make sure I wasn't getting myself in any more trouble. But was someone else doing the same? Shaun didn’t die for no apparent reason. Someone was covering his or her tracks, so far with great results.
"What kind of relationship do you have with Gordon?" I asked. It was dark outside and it had just started raining. My ex-boyfriend looked focused.
"He owes me a favour. We did a few business transactions together. Don’t delude yourself that he’ll just give you want you want. He’ll expect payment."
"Payment?" I gasped.
"Yeah, something in return for information."
My magic was on a full alert, straining my muscles and turning my insides into knots. I didn’t know why I hadn’t thought about this before. Obviously, Gordon would want something from me. There were too many possibilities. Jasper was just the middleman, but he wanted to own me like before when we were together.
I had magic and that’s what Gordon desired the most: being able to use unlimited amounts of power. I had to pretend that I knew it all. My father had a pretty dangerous job and until recently he’d never been hurt. My grandmother held a significant position within the elves’ community. I could use all this to bargain with Gordon. Dad was still in this world and I had to do anything I could to bring his soul back. I closed my eyes for a moment and relaxed, not even knowing when I fell asleep.
"Hey, wake up. We’re here, sexy."
I flinched back to reality. We weren’t moving anymore. When I opened my eyes, Jasper’s face was right in front of mine. I didn’t plan on falling asleep, it just happened. I didn’t expect him to do anything, but then he kissed me. It was exactly as I remembered, wet and not satisfying at all. I quickly broke it off, pushing him away.
"I said I’ll consider it. Don’t push me, Jasper."
"Sorry. You’re irresistible."
It was easier to let go of that comment. Jasper had proved a few times that he wasn't stable psychologically and even now he scared me, creeping over me while I slept. I composed myself, trying to keep my distance once I got out of the car. We started walking towards the rough estate. As we emerged from the alley and walked for about ten minutes, there was a stretch of council flats in front of us. Teenagers were smoking outside a shop, staring at us and whispering quietly amongst themselves.
"Where are we?"
"Southwalk."
"Really? Is that where Gordon hangs out these days, in some shabby council estate?"
“It's Gordon. He never stays in the same place, Julia. He moves around the city."
I knew that sometimes it was safer to avoid council estates in London. Humans and even some paranormals were aware of their reputation. Soon Jasper turned, and we walked into one of the roughest apartment blocks that I had ever seen. The stairs led us to the first floor, and in the corridor, we passed a short witch. She glared at us not saying anything at all. Jasper stopped at the last door and silently asked me if I was ready. I nodded, because I just wanted to get on with this.
I had practiced some protection spells my grandmother and Tron taught me. The magic behind the closed door was intense. I felt it, igniting my own. My pulse increased, sending a cold chill down my spine.
Jasper knocked three times, holding his magic wand close to his body. No one answered for about five minutes and I began to doubt that there was someone on the other side, then the door opened up. As I took a closer look at the biker who stood in front of me, I thought I was going to have a stroke. It was the troll who nearly raped me all those months ago when I woke up on the street with a dead body.
“Hey, Malik.”
He spat on the floor and shook hands with Jasper. I widened my eyes staring at both of them with my jaw on the floor.
"What’s up, bro? The boss didn't say you were going to show up tonight," Malik said. I charged my fingertips, ready to do anything in order to protect myself. No one was going to be touching me tonight. "And who’s this? Your new whore?"
"This is my girlfriend, Malik, so I suggest you shut your fucking mouth and treat her with respect," Jasper barked, his eyes flashed with danger. Malik didn’t appear to have any kind of intelligence and there was no way he remembered me. As I suspected, he backed off.
We walked into the shabby, dirty-looking flat that smelled of cigarette smoke, burnt meat and sweat. It was small, probably a two-bedroom, filled with rotten rubbish. A few bikers and a wizard stood by the window. Gordon himself was sitting on the sofa watching TV.
He didn't even lift his head to look at us. His posture reminded me of everything I’d been trying to forget in the past few months. The hollow eyes that invaded my soul and fear that had drenched my body.
A few bikers looked at me. The dark-haired wizard nodded towards Jasper. Finally, after some time Gordon turned his head towards us, his bright yellow eyes moved from Jasper and stopped on me. He inhaled, sending a wave of fear through my trembling body.
"And who do we have here—a half-breed, an elf?" he asked, running his chunky fingers through his greasy hair. Tension exploded in the air and I tried to keep calm, but my heart was pounding away, and a bolt of anticipation surged through me.
"Yeah, this is Julia, my girlfriend," Jasper introduced me, probably thinking that this way he could protect me better. "She has some questions for you."
Gordon took a cigarette from his pocket and lit it. All eyes in the room were focused on me.
"Questions, you say. How do I know I can trust her?" he asked, revealing his fangs.
“She's with me. Doesn’t that tell you anything?" Jasper was already annoyed; I could tell from his tone of voice.
"I'm just messing with you." Gordon laughed and got up. I kept telling myself to keep it together, but the hair on the back of my neck shot up when he approached me. "So, Julia, what sorts of questions do you want to ask me?"
He inhaled again, his eyes narrowed, and he threw his cigarette to the floor. I lost all ability to speak and knew if I didn’t say something I wouldn’t be able to help my dad. Gordon was staring at me and his expression began to change. My reasonable side kept telling me that he was slowly remembering my scent from all those months ago.




CHAPTER 13





CHALLENGE.





I  underestimated this entire meeting. Gordon’s eyes were like two yellow billowing flames—it was like looking into the eyes of the devil himself—drilling me down with shooting pain. I felt paralysed with a sudden dose of hurtful energy. It came unexpected, crushing me down and knocking the wind out of me. Gordon was doing something to me, causing my magic to become active, moving through my body faster than a fighter jet. The empty bottles, trash cans and boxes began moving around the room; the cold breeze whistled in my ears. I felt his power surrounding me. Gordon inhaled deeply with a blissful expression on his face.
Other paranormals in the room were staring at each other, scratching their heads in confusion. The tension rose, energy went through me and Gordon looked me up and down, raising my anxiety even further. The other wizard in the room took a step towards me.
I couldn’t move, so running wasn't an option. My muscles were tense, and I clenched my fists, but it was Jasper who reacted first, breaking the tension, waving his magic wand. The wind in the room settled and for some reason my energy drained.
If I wanted to stay alive I needed to talk to Lancaster without any witnesses in the room.
"I need some privacy," I said with tension in my voice, desperately wanting to go back to being myself again; the tough Julia from the past. It was time to stop messing around. "My questions are very important, and I’d rather not have anyone else listening in."
Surprise began to grow on Gordon’s face; he wrinkled his forehead with effort. Jasper didn’t lower his wand, staring at me intensely.
His bodyguards began laughing loudly. Some of them threw out a few nasty remarks about my looks, joking between themselves. I blocked out their voices and continued looking Gordon in the eye, letting him know I was prepared for the worst. He lost his smile, watching me with open curiosity and growing resentment. He scratched his chin and a cold, very icy shiver crawled over my spine. Still, I refused to back down.
"You heard the girl, morons. Fuck off, leave us alone," he snapped, waving his large hands at his people to leave the room. They stopped laughing and began leaving pretty quickly without any questions. My pulse was racing along with my awakened magic. Once I was alone with him and Jasper my anxiety kicked right back in.
Gordon went back to the sofa, unscrewed a small bottle and poured a thick red liquid into a glass on the table. The tangy, metallic smell of blood made my stomach heave. No wonder Dad couldn’t catch him. The Paranormal Unit had no idea Gordon Lancaster was a vampire. I was certain Gordon already recognised my scent. He must have learned my first name, but he couldn’t know my father was Chief Inspector Jerry Taylor.
He drank the blood, swallowing in large greedy gulps. After some time, he turned his face towards where I stood.
"Talk, girl, before I change my mind and drink from you. We’ve met before and your scent is addictive."
Vampires were very keen to taste my blood. I exchanged a silent look with Jasper, trying to breathe at the same time. Even though he knew we’d met, so far he didn’t seem to connect two and two together.
"I'm looking for a white witch and I think you’ve got information that can lead me to her," I said with a less confident voice.
Gordon stood, picking up his glass of blood from the table. His yellow eyes acknowledged Jasper briefly, before he rested them on mine. My heartbeat quickened; growing panic erupted in my stomach.
"White witch, huh? Why do you want her so much?" he asked.
I wasn't prepared to tell him everything, but I couldn’t lie. Dad was dying, and Gordon wouldn't tell me anything without solid facts. Jasper wasn't saying anything, and I was wondering why all of a sudden, he was so quiet. He was supposed to be the one to help me and do all the talking.
"My father and best friend, they have been victims of a ritual. The witches wanted to use them in a necromantic spell. Something went wrong and now both of them are in bad shape. Healers aren’t giving them much time."
Jasper moved next to me. I didn’t know how I knew but for a split second I thought I’d made a mistake telling Gordon everything that went on with the witches.
"Oh, yes, I’ve heard about these witches. They’re messing with my plans," Gordon said sounding pissed off.
"One of them is from Sweden. They’re using a different level of magic," Jasper muttered.
"All right, Julia. Let’s assume I have the information you’re looking for, but what’s in it for me?"
That was a good question. It would’ve been too easy if he told me what he knew. I was prepared to offer him my magic and connections within the elves’ association. I looked at Jasper searching for some kind words of encouragement. My voice stuck in my throat and my skin started burning with magic. I was feeling flustered, waves of increased energy kept hitting me in my chest. I had to come up with something.
“Let's cut to the chase, Gordon—what do you want from Julia?"
It was Jasper who asked that question with a casual shrug. Gordon slammed his fists on the table.
"First of all, I want to fucking know why the hell you’re bringing the Chief Inspector’s daughter in here? Did you think I wouldn’t know who you’ve been fucking!"
Jasper tightened his jaw and all of a sudden, adrenaline rushed through me. Gordon knew who I was all along. He probably took one look at me and connected me with that night from all those months ago. He looked pissed, tensing his massive jaw and cracking his knuckles loudly.
"Julia agreed to give me another chance if I brought her to you. It doesn't matter that she’s the chief’s daughter," Jasper barked, puffing out his chest. "You know you can trust me. I’ve proven what I can do for you."
"Her daddy has been hunting me since he became the chief and now he’s dying. Julia, no offence, love, but listen to yourself."
Gordon had a point. This whole thing sounded ridiculous, but I’d heard a rumour that Gordon enjoyed playing hide and seek with Dad. He was either ready to kill me or keep plodding along with my idea.
"I had no other choice. My father and my friend are both dying, and your information can save them. I’ll do anything you want. And I promise that my father will leave you—"
"Please, Julia, don’t make me laugh. I own London; everyone in this shitty city answers to me. Your father is just a small monkey in the zoo. I'm above the law; no one can lock me up."
"Fine, I get it," I said, feeling aggravated with him. I stopped caring if he was going to kill me or not. "I’ll do anything to save their lives."
"Julia, be careful," Jasper warned, stepping closer to me.
"Shut up, Jasper, let the girl talk." Gordon chuckled, moving even closer to me than Jasper was. His scarred face pushed my fear to the next level. For the first time I wished that I hadn’t asked Jasper for this favour. There were other ways to get to the white witch. "Anything, you say?"
Tension erupted in the room again, knocking my confidence down, squashing it like a bug. Jasper took a step towards Gordon holding his magic wand. I didn’t like the way he was staring at Gordon. There was fear and determination in his eyes, pure and hollow. Jasper wasn't a guy who was ever scared of anyone or anything, so I had no idea what to expect.
"Yes," I croaked.
"Well then; how about a girl fight?"
"Huh?" I asked incoherently.
"Gordon, don’t push her. She doesn’t know what she’s saying," Jasper snapped with anger.
"Remember who had your back when you were hated, wizard. The elf girl is ready to do anything to save her beloved father and I'm willing to listen."
I took this as a warning. Jasper’s and my magic combined could bring Gordon down. He stood in front of us alone, without his men, but this wasn't why we were here. We couldn't fight him.
"I have a half vampire in the basement. She has been naughty at times and I haven’t figured out how I can punish her," Gordon continued. "So, let’s see how the daughter of Jerry Taylor fights."
"You want me to fight with a dhampir? Is that what you’re asking?" I asked in disbelief.
Gordon smiled, revealing his bloody fangs. I didn’t think I could take being so close to him any longer. "Yeah, I'm bored and want someone to entertain me."
The gulp in my throat became uncomfortable; his request was bizarre.
"And then, you’ll give me the information that I need?" I asked just to make sure we were on the same page. It’s not like I was expecting the fight to be easy, but I thought he would ask for something more difficult.
"Yeah, I will."
"Gordon, cut the bullshit. Julia works in an office. You know well enough she has no idea how to fight."
I shot Jasper a sharp look, ready to argue with him about my fighting abilities. My magic was strong, and I could kick arse. I didn't get it; why all of a sudden did he want to protect me? Gordon wanted to see some girl on girl action. I didn’t mind getting battered if it meant I would get the information I wanted in the end.
"Fine, you’ve got a deal. I’ll provide the entrainment and you give me information about the white witch? And you won't kill me?"
He gave me his hand like he was expecting us to shake on it.
"Yes."
We shook hands, but as soon as my skin was in contact with his, my hormones exploded. Sweat surged over my body, causing a vibration of air and power. The contact lasted only for a moment, but I made a mental note never to touch him again.
Jasper didn't look happy with me. I didn't know what his problem was. The Dhampir didn't even have any magic and I wasn't afraid of her fangs. Gordon was willing to bargain for my father’s life, knowing who I was.
A few minutes later, he told me and Jasper to follow him. Jasper didn't say anything when we left the obscure flat and followed through a dark corridor. Gordon’s people were right behind us. I was so glad that I decided to wear jeans and an old hoody. My magic settled, but I was trying to think of all the spells that I’d learned recently. Gordon barked something to Malik and they both laughed. There was a human couple kissing on the stairs; they ran away as soon as they saw us.
We walked down to the basement storage rooms. Malik opened the steel door that led to a large open space; it looked like the basement spread through a number of flats. Most of the lights were flashing, and the room stunk of sewage and human flesh. A deep feeling of nausea arose in my stomach. It looked like the residents had used it as a rubbish dump.
"Lillian, darling, where are you hiding?" Gordon asked with a sweet caring voice. His gang laughed, and I swallowed hard. Suddenly, I didn't want to be in this room. His voice echoed around the basement, but whomever he was calling wouldn't come out.
He nodded for us to carry on. Further into the room where the lights didn’t work, two trolls went ahead. For a moment we all heard hisses, curses and then they brought a girl out and dumped her on the ground in front of me.
My stomach turned yet again. The paranormal was a Dhampir, there was no question about that, but what struck me the most was the fact that she was starving. Her skin was almost translucent, her deep hollow eyes were sunk into her skull. She was filthy, and it looked like she had been here for days.
"So, what do you think, Julia?" Gordon asked.
"You want me to fight with her?" I pointed toward the malnourished Dhampir.
"Nah, I changed my mind. I want you to kill her."




CHAPTER 14





A FINGER?





I  started laughing. Gordon joined me and the two of us laughed for about thirty seconds looking crazy eyed, confused and baffled. His whacky idea didn't really register at first. Then the realisation struck me hard and deep; he was perfectly serious. The laughs faded away and I stared back at him going over and over what he’d just said. Jasper was silent, not looking at me at all, like he didn't want to be part of whatever was just about to happen.
"Kill her?" I repeated in a barely audible voice. “I'll fight with her, use my magic if you want me to, but I'm not a killer."
Gordon shrugged sluggishly, shaking his head and laughing to himself.
"Then go and stop wasting my time. Your daddy will die and you’re going to be the one to blame," he shouted, losing his gentleness and turning back into the monster that was inside him.
Then Jasper snapped back to reality. "Gordon, your games aren’t fucking funny anymore. My girlfriend is not a murderer."
I exhaled and Gordon looked annoyed. That small detail about not being Jasper’s girlfriend wasn't important at the moment.
"Oh, you two are no fun," he muttered with a nasty smile.
"What did she do? Why is she here?" I asked, trying to change the subject about the murder.
"She was sent by another gang to spy on me. I liked her, but she disappointed me. Now, are you going to fight or talk? What’s it gonna be?"
The dhampir woman wasn't even looking at me. Her brown eyes were fixated on Gordon’s. Her wheezing breaths were breaking the silence that settled between us all. Questions started popping into my mind, but I was too afraid to say anything. I just had to go with what Gordon wanted.
All the paranormals in the room were waiting for me to do something. I took a few deep breaths, rubbed my palms over my trousers and summoned my magic. This would be easy; I just had to win the fight and hoped that my energy would obey me.
The filthy paranormal twitched and peered at me from under her long black eyelashes. She was brave, agreeing to go out and spy on Gordon. Her nails were black and bloody, her eyes were weak, like the spark had been taken from them by some sort of trauma. I couldn’t think about Gordon’s cruelty right now or the things that he’d done to this creature. I was his slave.
"Lillian, darling, this lady, here… she’s your ticket to freedom. If you kill her, you’re free to go," Gordon snarled.
Then, a few things happened all at once. One of the trolls started laughing, deep and hard. Jasper shouted to be careful and someone slammed into me, crushing me to the ground. I smelled blood and then saw intimidating blue eyes. Lillian was on me, banging my head against the floor; the pain came after I started seeing stars. For a split second I had no idea what was happening. Someone was cheering, others were laughing. I sucked in a breath, trying to move her weight off my body.
The tiny voice in my head told me to fight back and that’s exactly what I did.
I grabbed her shoulder and roared as I pushed her body away, then smashed my fist into her jaw. She punched back with strength I didn't expect. It felt like the bones in my cheek cracked. The punch hurt like hell, and I snarled in pain, tasting blood in my mouth. Jasper was right: I’d worked in an office, but I couldn’t let her batter me like that. I had no idea how long Gordon had been keeping her in the basement. She looked weak and exhausted. It was me who had the advantage.
She kept sending strong, unexpected punches into my gut. I was going down fast, so I concentrated on my magic, creating a bright red ball of light. A tingle started in my toes, then moved over to my stomach and chest. She got up, regaining her strength, this time ready to sink her sharp fangs in any exposed part of my body. I didn’t have time to summon enough power; she was on me before I knew it, biting my neck. My body went into shock as she began drinking my blood, taking large gulps at the same time. When Nathaniel drank from me, it was sexual and intimate; this was far from it. I felt frozen, paralysed by an unknown clenching power that floated inside the basement. Her aura began to change; thick and dark energy began swirling around me. The suffocating darkness began clenching its hands around my throat.
She continued to drink greedily, and my pulse slowed down. The room spun, and I knew if I didn’t do something fast things were looking bleak for me. Lillian started to choke, probably drinking too fast and too feisty. She pulled away, giving me a window of opportunity. Reacting late and without much strength, I roared at the top of my lungs and wrapped my legs around her body, twisting her around as hard as I could.
Blood was dripping from her face, but she’d fed, which meant she wasn't weak and exhausted anymore. Her skin changed colour; her eyes dilated with growing confidence. I flinched, charged with a voltage of fresh magic. I slapped her, my energy surged through me, and then out of nowhere the bright red light hit her in the chest.
I got up, breathing hard, pressing my finger to the wound in my neck. I glanced at Gordon, who looked like he’d caught the scent of my blood, because now he was licking his lips, and his fangs were extended again.
Lillian tried to stand, losing her balance several times. I wiped the sweat off my face, feeling like I was charged with new waves of magical current that could rip any living soul apart. My right hand was inflamed.
"I don’t want to fight with her anymore. That should be enough entertainment for tonight!" I shouted at Gordon, spitting blood. It looked like the dhampir woman was disagreeing with me. She licked the blood off her hands, her eyes shining with the desire to finish me off. I devoured my rush of sudden heat, ripping the power from the centre of my core. It crawled from my back moving down to my hands. Then goosebumps erupted on my skin.
She was coming for me again, but I was ready this time. Bursts of magic, pure and white, blazed from me, attacking her. Her screams echoed in the space, blood poured out of her, and she crashed to the ground. I looked back at my hands, not even realising I could do this. My head pounded with adrenaline. I couldn’t be sick right then, not in front of them.
Lillian was lying on her back. She wasn't moving, and deep down I desperately wanted her to live. Waves of sadness washed over me, because I didn’t want to be a killer. This wasn't the real me, but I fought with a tortured paranormal who had done nothing to me.
Someone started clapping, and then a knife was pushed towards me, small and sharp.
"I want you to cut off her finger, Julia, then bring it to me," Gordon said, looking like he was enjoying himself.
I parted my lips releasing a terrifying gasp. My neck, fingers and head throbbed with pain. I narrowed my eyes at him trying to catch my breath at the same time.
"Are you fucking kidding me?"
"You want the information, then cut off the bitch’s finger," he roared, pushing fear into me. It was deep and cold, reminding me of the moment when I stood in front of him all those months ago.
I looked at Jasper, whose face I couldn’t read. His cold eyes were focused on me. I was on my own.
I took a step towards the knife and the dhampir girl moaned. It looked like the knife was brand new. The lighting in the basement was poor, but the knife was shiny. My hands were trembling, drops of sweat gathered on the side of my head, and my shirt was soaked with cold sweat. It felt like small stones were cascading into my stomach and I didn’t want to think about blood or human flesh. Gordon was testing either me or Jasper.
I glanced at the dhampir girl, then at Gordon. It was time to make a decision. I cleared my throat and said, "Fine, I’ll cut off her finger if you let her go."
I had to help this paranormal somehow. She could live without a finger. This was much better than being dead.
"Little Chief of Police’s daughter likes to make deals with big bad guys. Well, well, well, I didn’t know you had it in you."
I wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, but I chose to keep my mouth shut. Maybe big scary Gordon just wanted to see how far I would go to save my father. A new bright smile appeared on his scarred face, telling me I was doubled screwed.
"Do it and I’ll let her go then give you what you want."
I swallowed again, feeling sick to my stomach. Lillian was still alive; her chest was rising and falling rapidly. Magic paralysed her and I thought this would’ve been so much easier if I didn’t know her name.
The tension in the basement rose again, everyone was waiting for me to obey. The dizziness hit me, but I squatted down and lifted the dhampir girl’s hand, whispering the formula under my breath. This was going to hurt her, so I had to be quick. I kept telling myself that this was better than death; the girl was going to be free. She didn’t even need her finger that much. The bile rose in my mouth and I closed my eyes. I whispered low enough to where only she could hear me, “I’m sorry, Lillian.”
A few deep breaths later, I lifted the knife and opened my eyes. I went for the smallest finger and then sliced it like I was cutting through raw meat, the blood started pouring out of her and she screamed but didn’t move. It was my own spells that kept her in place. The finger fell off, but Lillian kept screaming in agony, her voice ringing in my head. Her eyes opened, she stared at me with hatred and pain.
"Now bring it to me," the cold voice ordered, the one I knew so well.
I was going to throw up, but I had to keep it together being around Gordon and his pack. With shaking hands, I picked the dirty bloody finger up off the floor and approached him.
"Now, I want information," I said, looking straight into his eyes. "And you’ve agreed to let her go.”
He took the finger, looked at it, then tossed it away like a piece of trash.
"Malik, take the dhampir away and dump her somewhere. We don’t need her anymore. The rest of you morons can leave."
"No, take her to the hospital," I said, wiping a surge of sweat from my brow.
"Fine, whatever. Malik, just dump her outside the ER."
Gordon didn't shout or raise his voice, but his tone was controlled and calm. Malik went to the girl and lifted her away then began walking up the stairs. I truly hoped she was going to be all right. His people were leaving, one by one. No one looked at me.
"Julia deserves the information, Gordon. She’s done what you asked her to do," Jasper snarled, keeping his magic wand by his side.
Gordon spat on the ground and licked his lips again, staring at my neck. I was waiting, expecting him to just tell me what I needed to know.
"That was just a trial to see if she deserves to know. I need twenty thousand pounds in cash, then I’ll give you the address."
"What? You want money?" I asked in fury, ready to scratch his eyes out with my nails. I pretended that he didn’t say this.
"I found that you’re worth the information. It’s business, girl. If you want the address, then supply the cash. You got until the end of the week."
"Jasper?" I asked, looking at my ex-boyfriend with tears in my eyes.
"She’ll get you the money. Now if you’ll excuse us, we’re leaving."
I had no idea what was happening to me. Jasper took my hand. Gordon was saying something to me, but I wasn't listening. Jasper dragged me outside. A few teenagers were laughing somewhere nearby and I heard dogs barking in the background. As soon as the fresh air hit my lungs I ran and started throwing up until my stomach heaved. My breaths were shallow as Jasper helped me get on my feet.
"He wants money? After what I’ve done? I'm going to kill that bastard!" I yelled, feeling dizzy and sick, knowing that I’d hurt an innocent paranormal. My stomach revolted. Gordon enjoyed torturing me. In the end he was going to ask for money anyway.
Jasper pulled me closer to his body and hugged me. I breathed in and out clutching for some close affection. For a brief moment I wanted to feel normal again. I had no savings and all my parents’ money was tied into the house. I had no idea how I was going to get that kind of money together in less than a week.
When Jasper released me, I couldn’t breathe properly. The air was thick and crispy.
"I owe Gordon a small favour. He doesn't budge, and he wanted to punish me, so he used you. I should have seen it coming. I'm sorry, Julia."
He sounded genuine, but I didn’t know what to believe anymore.
"Even if I get that money from somewhere, what sort of guarantee do I have that he even knows where the white witch is?" I asked with a sharp hiss.
"You don’t have any other choice. Gordon is more powerful and intelligent than you think. He has no soul, but he’s built up connections with scumbags like him from all over the world."
"There has to be someone else who knows about the white witch."
Jasper looked at me like I had no idea what I was talking about. He shook his head.
"Probably, but you can’t waste any more time. Either find the money or accept that your dad is going to die."
I covered my face in my hands knowing that the only person who could lend me that sort of cash was Nathaniel and a week ago I’d rejected his help.




CHAPTER 15





THE FRIENDSHIP THING.





T  hat night Jasper dropped me home an hour later. I couldn’t deal with him talking about everything that happened with Gordon, and I was glad that he didn’t pursue the conversation. I had to get some space, digest everything slowly, and then erase it from my memory.
It was late when I finally went to bed just after two o’clock in the morning. Jasper had to stop a few times during the way back, because I had to throw up on the side of the road. He pretended in front of Gordon that I was his girlfriend, which freaked me out a bit. I didn’t blame him for what Gordon made me do. It was me that wanted to see him, knowing what he was capable of.
I had no bloody idea how I fell asleep that night. The voices and images of the cut finger were flashing in my mind until I drifted off. In the morning I felt more anger than upset. Gordon obviously recognised me as the chief inspector’s daughter straight away. Somehow that psychopath liked Dad and when I showed up he wanted to play a little game with me.
Around ten o’clock I went to work. As I drove through busy London, Nathaniel came to my mind. For him, twenty thousand pounds was probably worth an hour’s work. He made millions from the contract with Paranormal Personnel. I couldn’t borrow the money from anyone else. Ella was out of the question. Her mother worked as a nurse, and she didn't have that kind of cash available. My own mother spent what little savings she had on partying when she found out that my father was paranormal. None of my friends were able to come up with that sort of money. Nathaniel was the only one I could ask.
I reached the office for my late morning shift. An hour later the phone rang; it was Lucinda. She was complaining yet again that the witches were disappearing. Last week ten of them hadn't shown up for work. After I got off the phone, I told Sara to track down a few and find out what was happening. That idea pretty much went out the window. The numbers of the witches who weren’t showing up were out of service. She couldn't get ahold of any of them.
I kept thinking that this new phenomenon must have something to do with the new coven in London. There wasn't any other explanation. Either way, Lucinda was losing money, which meant that Rufus was probably going to be on my back soon. I believed that we had to stop hiring witches and concentrate on vampires. No one needed to know.
Throughout the day I kept glancing at Kate’s old desk thinking about all my options. Kate wouldn’t just give up; she would fight until the end.
Work was slow, and I managed to get off early, just after six. I wanted to go straight to Nathaniel, but first, I needed to check if he was at home. He was probably going to confront me about my late-night trip with Kelsie and Michael. I was still convinced that he was the one who sent a tail to keep an eye on me.
"Julia, how nice to hear from you," he said, sounding relaxed. "How are you?"
"Yeah, I'm fine. Listen, I need to see you. Are you at home or at work?"
"I'm driving to a restaurant. I have a meeting. If this is urgent, can you meet me there?"
"Okay, text me the address and I’ll see you there."
I didn’t want to do this over the phone and the restaurant wasn't exactly the place for this kind of conversation, plus he was meeting someone. I couldn’t waste any more time. I had to get this money as soon as possible. Either way I needed to see him.
There I was, going back to my rich ex-boyfriend to ask him for twenty thousand pounds. Pathetic wasn't the word that I was looking for; yeah, I wasn't proud of myself asking him for money.
Nathaniel was somewhere in West London. It took me over an hour to get there, plunging through busy traffic. My palms were damp with sweat once I finally found a parking space near the restaurant. I was curious to find out who Nathaniel was meeting, but at the end of the day it was none my business. We weren’t together anymore.
The restaurant was Tai, filled with bright violet and purple colours and Asian waitresses who greeted me at the entrance. My stomach growled automatically as the smell of delicious food wafted around me.
Nathaniel was sitting at one of the last tables in the back; lucky for me he was alone with a menu in his hand. My heart kicked in my chest and my energy slapped me in between my bum cheeks. I still had feelings for him.
"Hi," I said, sitting in the chair opposite him, not even asking if it was all right. Just in case he was ready to bring up the car chase with Michael and Kelsie; I needed to pretend I had no idea what he was talking about.
"Julia, you look gorgeous."
I smiled. "Thank you, how are you?"
"Excellent, would you like a drink? I'm early anyway, so we have at least half an hour," he said, watching me closely, like always. I thought I might as well get something stronger, just to deal with my nerves.
"Yes, a shot of vodka and water," I said, faking a smile.
Nathaniel nodded to the waiter and when he came over, Nathaniel ordered exactly what I asked for. He could read me like an open book, and he probably sensed that I was a nervous wreck. In his hazel eyes I noticed worry and love. For this one moment, I had to forget that the love of my life was sitting in front of me.
"I'm worried about you, Julia," he said, watching me as I emptied the vodka. "Something is going on with you."
Questions, of course, he wanted to know every last detail. There was no way I could get away with lying to him. Gordon had me wrapped around his little finger. Nathaniel knew that I didn't listen to him and went ahead with my own plan. I took a deep breath and decided to get straight to the point.
"I came here to ask you for twenty thousand pounds. Please don’t ask any questions. This money will save Dad’s life."
His face went blank for a moment. Then he scratched his chin, moved his eyes from my breasts to my lips and said, "I think you should start from the beginning, firecracker. You can’t expect me to give you the money based on a few lousy facts." He chuckled, emphasising the word "firecracker." My face heated up.
"Well," I began, knowing that this wasn't good. I bet he was itching to ask about the other night. "Gordon Lancaster can give me the exact location of the white witch, but he wants money."
Nathaniel stared at me for at least ten seconds before he stood and grabbed my arm.
“Let's go to my car. Now."
He forcefully dragged me out of the restaurant, but we didn’t go to his car. We went around the corner to the back. His grip burned my skin. Nathaniel was furious. He didn’t stop until we were away from any onlookers.
"Are you telling me you went to Lancaster by yourself?"
"Eee … yes … well, Jasper—"
"Right! Your fucking ex-boyfriend, the nut case!" he shouted, extending his fangs. All right, so I’ve seen Nathaniel angry before, but right then he looked like he was ready to strangle me or eat me alive. Either way I was screwed. "Jasper took you to the biggest gangster in London, and you went ahead with it? What the hell is wrong with you, Julia?"
I pushed him away, feeling drained. He didn't even know what I had to do in order to get Gordon to help me. I swallowed back my tears. There was no point going all girly on him.
"I'm trying to save the life of my father and I’ll do anything I can!" I shouted. I couldn’t believe he was treating me like I was stupid and unaware of the danger. "You either lend me the money or I’ll go to someone else. Gordon has information about the white witch. Once I pay him, he’ll give it to me."
Nathaniel shook his head in anger, clenching his fists. With a sharp intake of breath, he pushed me against the wall. His jaw was tight, and his eyes were piercing right through me.
"Julia, your father is the chief of the paranormal unit. Lancaster could have killed you. I can’t believe your ex allowed you to go anywhere near him."
Sweat was dripping down my spine. I had no idea how to defend my actions. Nathaniel’s body was so close to mine that I couldn’t think straight. Despite his anger and fury, I really wanted him to hug me. I wanted him to tell me that everything was going to be all right.
"Nathaniel, please … Dad and Kate…they don’t have a lot of time. I don’t care that he’s dangerous. He has information that I need!"
“He's pulling you into his nest just as a trap, Julia. Why didn't you call me?" he asked, burning me with his intense stare but didn’t allow me say anything and continued. "Lancaster doesn’t need money; he’s going to use you to his own advantage. Forget about this whole idea and let me deal with it. I promise you that I’ll find a white witch or help your father another way."
I shook my head.
"I told you before, I can’t waste any more time. I don’t trust Jasper, but I don’t have any other option at the moment. He’s the only person who can get me in front of Lancaster," I pleaded and before I knew it I burst into tears. Nathaniel had money, but he didn’t get me in front of Lancaster, Jasper did.
He pulled away and cursed under his breath loudly. I hated that it had to come to this, but I didn’t have an easy week, especially when it came to being in the wrong place at the wrong time.
It got to the point where I was I howling, feeling lost and broken. Then Nathaniel did something that I didn’t expect. He simply hugged me, bringing me close to his body. As soon as I was in his arms everything seemed better, colours were brighter and problems smaller.
"Shhhh, stop crying, Julia. Of course, I’ll give you the money, but there has to be another way. This is insanely dangerous. I can’t lose you." He kept whispering in my ear. I didn't want to let go of him, but at the same time I was fighting with my wrecked emotions. This was too much—he was too much. Every time he touched me, my knees nearly gave out.
“I'll be fine as long as I keep Jasper on the short leash," I said.
Nathaniel didn't seem convinced. He reluctantly let go of me, breathing harder than he should.
"I don’t trust him, and you shouldn't either."
I didn't say anything, thinking that this was my only chance. After a moment of composure, he took out his stylish wallet with a checkbook, then wrote a cheque for twenty thousand pounds. It was that simple.
"I can’t believe I'm doing this," he said, shaking his head. I took the cheque and then put it my bag. My mouth was dry, and my heart was racing.
"Thank you, thank you. I’ll give it back to you as soon as I can."
“Don't be absurd, Julia. It’s a gift. In return I want you to keep me updated and stop lying to me."
"I will, once you stop sending your people after me."
"I have to; you’re irresponsible. I need to know what’s going on with you," he replied with a shrug. I didn’t say anything to that. Nathaniel knew it all and he was worse than my grandmother when it came to being stubborn as hell.
We were on our way back inside when a car pulled up and a really tall, lean witch came out waving towards Nathaniel. She was blonde and dressed in black. For a moment he looked like he was going to ignore her, but then he cleared his throat and approached her, reluctantly. Now it was all clear: I’d just interrupted Nathaniel’s date.




CHAPTER 16





ANOTHER SHOT.





T  he woman in front of me wasn't beautiful; the shape of her face was odd, like someone had wrongly stitched together some parts with others. She had really high cheekbones, a pale complexion, and wide blue eyes. Nathaniel kissed her on the cheek stiffly and then backed off. It was clearly a date or something close to it. Either way, I wasn't in any position to get angry about her. Nathaniel stated on a number of occasions that he was going to start dating again.
"Nathaniel, sorry, I'm a bit early. My other meeting finished half an hour earlier than expected," she said. She sounded like she had been living in England for years. Nathaniel tightened his jaw, probably not expecting us to meet under these circumstances.
"Julia, this is Elvira," he said. The energy that surrounded the witch almost swept me off my feet and I nearly lost my balance. It connected with mine almost instantly. She didn’t look too impressed seeing me with Nathaniel. She nodded with a tight smile, scanning me up and down quickly.
"Nice to meet you," I said. “I've got to rush, Nathaniel. I’ll see you soon."
I didn't want to stay and get engaged in conversation, so I left, not waiting for Nathaniel’s response. I got what I wanted from him. Now I needed to put this money into my account as soon as possible and get to Jasper. Something was off with Nathaniel and that witch. He acted like he wasn't happy introducing us. Besides, she was a witch and vampires weren’t too keen on them. Their magic pushed away their thirst for blood.
Elvira wasn't his usual type, but the more I analysed this, the more it hurt me, so it was better for me not to think about them at all.
After I left the restaurant, I stopped at the hospital and spoke to Mum for a little bit. She looked much better than the last time I saw her. There wasn't any change in Dad’s condition. They were giving him another fifteen to twenty days to live.
When the clock struck ten, I managed to convince Mum to go home and get a decent night’s sleep. I dropped her home and settled in my own living room for the evening, thinking about Gordon and Jasper. No one was going to screw me over this time.
The next day I woke up early and I deposited the cheque as soon as I could. Then I went to work.
Rufus was in the office today. He had a few meetings throughout the day, so he was kind of busy. In the afternoon we had an invasion of stinky trolls who were searching for retail work. It was me who got stuck with most of them. I had to pretend through the whole registration I didn’t have a gag reflex.
Close to five, I knocked on Rufus’s office door, aiming to talk to him about the work schedule.
"Oh, Julia, come on in."
I sat down in the chair opposite him wondering how I was going to tackle this request without telling him exactly what I was up to.
"I need to ask a favour," I began.
Rufus had been through a lot: he was kidnapped and held for months by vampires, all because of the contract with La Caz Pharmaceutical.
"Yeah, what is it? Something to do with Kate and your father?"
"No, I need to take a few days off, but I'm not sure when. This might be unexpected, so I just want to give you the heads up."
He frowned, and his giant eyes narrowed. I hated hiding the truth from my friends, but it was easier to lie. He would’ve tried to talk me out of it straight away.
"What do you mean, you don’t know when?"
“It's complicated. I might need time off soon, but I don’t know for how long and when. Please, Rufus, this is important."
Okay, I had to admit my request sounded ridiculous and he was staring at me like there was something wrong with me. He exhaled and shuffled some papers on the desk.
"Fine, just let me know. I hope you’re not doing anything stupid."
"No, of course not."
Shortly after that, Rufus started asking a few questions, trying to dig some information out of me, but I couldn’t share my plans with him. The less people knew about what I was up to, the better. It was best to keep everything a secret.
Once I was done with the money and sorted the time off with Rufus, I went to the hospital, remembering what my mother had said about a family meeting tonight. I really didn’t want to see everyone, but I went there for my dad’s sake. My grandmother had already tried to contact me on a number of occasions, but I purposely avoided her phone calls.
In the car park I looked at my reflection in the mirror and took a few deep steady breaths, clearing my mind. My grandmother could read bits of my thoughts. Normally I knew how to close my mind, but I’d been through a lot of shit in the past few weeks, so my mind was all over the place. I didn't even know how I was still functioning after what I’d done to that poor Dhampir girl in front of Gordon.
Not wanting to think about the past few days, I marched into the hospital building wondering what my grandmother wanted from me. We hadn’t talked probably since the night in the hospital when she told me to let my father go, and that family party when my cousin announced that I was seeing Quentin, a giant. Grandma hated Nathaniel. In her opinion I was the black sheep of the family, because I dared to get involved with a non-elf or non-fairy breed and she considered it disgraceful.
I took the lift to my dad’s floor and then decided to buy a cup of coffee first before I had to face everyone. Mainly the paranormal creatures were treated in the same part of the hospital where Dad and Kate were staying. These days no one really minded if humans hung around the ward, as long as magic wasn’t performed in front of them.
I turned and walked towards the vending machines when I heard a familiar voice.
"What about your contacts, Mum? For God’s sake, you’re the head of the Elves Association."
It was my Aunt Dorothy who was talking, so I automatically stopped to listen in. I wasn’t stupid enough to interrupt them.
“It's not that simple. Paranormals don’t believe white witches exist. Everyone I know claims they have no idea how to find them. My friends are washing their hands of it all."
Aunt Dorothy snorted loudly, like she didn’t believe her.
"They’re afraid, and let me guess—this has something to do with that new coven?"
Silence. My heart began to beat faster, and I wasn't sure if Aunt Dorothy hit the right spot, but I’d definitely heard the rumours. This wasn't good. Either way I was staying put.
"Probably, elves are scared, and no one wants to talk after what happened to Jerry. I went to Jonathan Trayis, but he refused to help me, claiming that he had nothing to do with these Swedish witches."
I had heard that name before; this guy was some minister in the government. From what I could remember, he owed Grandma some massive favour in the past.
"What a stuck-up twat… pardon my language, Mum. After all you’ve done for him."
"Yes, so I'm stuck. Julia’s probably running after that vampire, infecting her blood, not caring about her own father. If Jerry would’ve married a paranormal, maybe she wouldn't be pulled towards other creatures," Grandma said sounding irritated.
"But that’s better, right? That Julia’s away. Any paranormal who’s close to Jerry is only draining his energy."
"True, but she can at least show some respect and visit him. At least Mary’s turning around. For a second I thought their marriage was over."
"Human love and emotions."
I walked away then. My brain felt too wide for my head. Instead of going to my father’s room to meet the rest of the family I went home.
In the car I felt like there wasn’t enough air. Maybe I intentionally kept away from being close to my father. It was a difficult decision and my mother was probably going to hate me for it later, but he needed as much peace as he could get.
Jasper didn’t answer his phone when I called him later that evening. I was anxious and barely slept.
I had to wait at least two days before that cheque cleared and finally on Saturday night I managed to transfer the cash to Jasper’s account. He insisted on taking the money by himself. Jasper assured me that Gordon wouldn't screw me over. Then he asked me not to wait for him, saying he would call me on Sunday. I was hoping to see Ella, but then decided against the idea, knowing she would try and talk me out of this whole thing.
Nicky and Kelsie, we were close, but I already knew what they would say, well, especially Nicky who detested Jasper as much as Ella did.
When I woke up on Sunday morning, Jasper called asking me to pack a bag for a few days. He didn't say anything else, only adding that he would be outside my apartment in an hour.
I had no idea where he planned on taking me or if I was going to come back. For the first ten minutes I contemplated if I should call Kelsie, Nicky or even Mum. Someone needed to know I was going to be out of town, but at the same time I didn’t want Nicky to know I was with Jasper.
After staring at my bag for several minutes, I started packing, thinking I could deal with questions later.
I heard a horn outside and with my stomach churning, I ran downstairs. Jasper was smoking, staring at me through the window of his car.
"Where are we going?" I asked once I met him outside.
"Wales," he replied with a shrug. "I don’t know how long we’re going to be away. It depends on how quickly we find a white witch."
"Gordon gave you the exact location?"
"Yes, you impressed him. Besides, despite everything, he likes your father."
"Right," I muttered, thinking that was the most ridiculous statement I had ever heard, but I chose not to comment. "And how are you so sure he gave you the right location?"
"Gut feeling."
"What? So, I had to cut someone’s finger off and pay twenty thousand pounds just to rely on your gut feeling?"
He was fucking kidding me. This entire trip was probably pointless. Gordon could’ve given him any location just to shut me up.
"Trust me on this, Julia."
I folded my arms together and sat back, drowning myself in misery.
"Just chill out. We’re going to find that witch and help your dad. Stop worrying."
He moved his hand over my thigh and squeezed, only making me more uncomfortable. I pushed his hand away and glared back at him. He shrugged his shoulder then pulled out onto the road.
We drove through Sunday morning; the traffic wasn't bad, as we were on the motorway. I texted Rufus to say that I wouldn't be in on Monday. I hoped he remembered our conversation from Wednesday.
Jasper kept the conversation going, trying to lift my miserable spirits, but he gave up after some time realising I wasn't even listening. Questions and worries were mounting in my head. My family thought I didn’t care about Dad and my friends thought I was slowly going loco. Nathaniel had moved on—all right, it was my own fault that he was dating someone else—but my heart bled.
Jasper drove, listening to some rock station, glancing at me from time to time. Deep inside I was torn, knowing I was doing the right thing, but relying on a man who still had strong feelings for me and the situation I was in could have fatal consequences. Jasper was unpredictable and dangerous.
We stopped for a coffee break and a quick spell casting, so I could drain my excess magic away. Shortly after that we passed a sign and paid for the toll going into to Wales.
"Wales. I can’t believe this is it," I said looking around.
"Abergavenny, that’s where we’re heading. Gordon gave me a very specific and a very accurate location. Exciting, right?"




CHAPTER 17





THE OLD WEREWOLF.





I  took out my smart phone and Googled Abergavenny and found out that it was a tiny village in mid Wales. Many paranormals told me that they lived away from humans, keeping their distance from the paranormal world as well. A remote village in the middle of nowhere fit perfectly. I could only hope that Gordon Lancaster had given us accurate enough information and the white witch truly lived out here.
An hour later the scenery began to change. Dark green fields stretched in front of us, the sky was grey, and the temperatures dropped to minus five degrees Celsius. We were passing through high misty mountains, and the views were staggering, reminding me of my holidays from years ago.
Once when I was young, my parents took me camping around the Welsh coast. It was one of the best times of my life. I remembered playing with human children and just enjoying myself away from crowded London. Mum and Dad took me for long walks on the beach; we had barbecues, and life seemed perfect then. My mood shifted when I thought about Dad. He didn’t have much time left at all.
"I booked a bed and breakfast for us," Jasper said. I flinched, when my thoughts drifted back to the real world.
"What?" I asked, rubbing my eyes.
"The B&B close to the village. A pair of giants run it," he added.
"Right, so you’re certain we’re staying for the night?"
Jasper frowned. "I don’t know what you were thinking. We can’t just knock on the witch’s door and ask her to go to London with us to save your father."
"Well, not real—"
"Then, stop asking silly questions."
I decided to stay quiet after that comment. Jasper organised this whole trip, so I had to act like I cared about his opinions.
My ears popped as we reached the top of the mountain. From there the road went straight down. Mist circulated all around, sliding in between the trees. I felt isolated, miles away from home with a man I didn’t trust. I only now began to realise that I was making a huge mistake.
From there on, the drive became uncomfortable. Potholes were everywhere, the road narrowed, and it started raining again. For some reason I was nervous and on edge. My pulse was going faster than it should and the warmth of uneasiness began crawling down the base of my spine.
It was after two o’clock in the afternoon when we arrived in front of a very old cottage in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by woodlands and hills. Smoke was coming from the chimney. The cottage looked inviting, settling well with the surroundings. I kept breathing, trying to steady my racing heart. I sensed paranormals inside. There were another two cars parked by the garage.
Jasper put his magic wand away and winked at me. He was so confident that this trip was going to be successful, but I couldn't get rid of that strange feeling in my gut.
"We’ll unpack, grab something to eat, then on to business."
"I see you’ve got your priorities sorted," I muttered, but my stomach growled. I was starving. He was right: we hadn’t eaten anything since early morning.
Although I sensed paranormals inside the cottage, I felt much better than a moment ago. The tingling and sparkling vanished. My heart rate went back to normal. It was as if all of a sudden, my magic was sucked out of me. Back when I started experiencing blackouts, I kept waking up drained of power. I was hoping that this time around it was Jasper’s doing, not my own.
Jasper grabbed our bags from the car and we walked through the cottage to the small reception desk. A nice looking older giant greeted us. Jasper filled out some paperwork, chatted with the paranormal about the weather, and we headed upstairs straight after that. That was where I figured out why Jasper was so keen on this whole trip. There was only one bed in the room.
"This isn’t what I agreed on. We aren’t together, Jasper," I said, folding my arms over my chest. He’d promised to help me, and I had agreed to give our relationship another shot. I never thought that it would come to this, but now I had to really reconsider what I’d promised him.
"We aren’t yet, but it’s safer to sleep together."
I frowned. "I’m not falling for this, Jasper. Why would anyone attack me in Wales? In the middle of nowhere?"
"Word has already spread. Other paranormals from the area know we’re here," he explained, pinning me down with his brown eyes. "Locals don’t like strangers, especially half-breeds."
"Right."
I didn't believe anything he was saying. He simply wanted to get into my pants again. I chose not to say anything, unable to fight on my own ground. I had to stay vigilant, just in case he was right.
Outside was peaceful. Thick mist settled on the ground, the grey surroundings weren’t appealing, but it was the perfect spot for taking some time out, recharging my batteries and just relaxing. Jasper took a lot of books, flasks and boxes out of his bag, then placed them on a desk across from the bed. After that we went downstairs.
"Welcome. My name is Claire," the giant woman who greeted us said when we entered the small restaurant downstairs.
I guessed that Claire was married to the giant from reception. She was around six feet seven with white hair and a long neck. She had a lovely smile and a spark in her eyes that told me her powers were intact.
"Hi, Claire. I'm Julia and this is Jasper."
"From London, right? Your boyfriend mentioned that when I was talking to him on the phone."
"Yes, yes, that’s us," Jasper quickly said, smiling and handing me a menu once we sat down. There was another older couple sitting by the fire. The restaurant was cozy, filled with bookshelves and old rustic tables by the windows.
"Well, you’ll have plenty of places to see around here. Not many paranormals appreciate this part of the country."
Jasper kicked me under the table when I opened my mouth to ask her about "other paranormals."
When Claire left us alone with our menus he hissed at me.
"We’re here to hike and enjoy the views, nothing else. I'm the one who asks uncomfortable questions."
This was absurd. We’d only just arrived. Most likely, no one even knew that we were here, and Claire looked harmless. As usual, Jasper was exaggerating.
"Stop bossing me around. I'm not an idiot."
The couple from a few tables away glanced at me and I went back to staring at my menu. I decided on sausage with mash and, once the older couple left, I was itching to ask Jasper about his plans.
This place wasn't particularly remote. Claire arrived at the table after twenty minutes, carrying food.
She smiled and left us alone. I tried to pre-heat my mash, but I gave up after a few sparks came out of my fingers. Nothing else happened. Everything tasted delicious, but I was worried about my lack of magical abilities. This wasn't good.
"We’re going to visit someone first," Jasper announced, taking a sip of his beer. I swallowed my food, staring at him in confusion.
"Someone? Does this person have anything to do with the white witch?" I asked, giving up on using my magic. My energy was blocked, possibly by another paranormal.
"Julian Savage, an old fairy who knew Gordon from years ago," Jasper explained. "He’s supposed to give us directions."
I stopped eating the delicious meal and glared at Jasper, anger overcoming me.
"But I thought you had the location?"
"I do, but you need a giver, someone who has the witch’s trust. Or else, you’d be dead before you stepped through her door."
"Just tell me you know where this person, Julian, lives?"
"Eat your food and let me take care of the rest."
Jasper was complicating everything. I should have seen this coming. He obviously had no idea where Julian Savage lived. I was angry with myself, pissed off that I’d allowed him to manipulate me into this trip. Jasper looked tense, although he was trying hard to hide it. Something was going on with him.
Claire came over to our table after we finished. She told us that everything on the menu was homemade. She mentioned that the werewolf and his wife were leaving tomorrow, and we were going to be the only guests staying in the cottage. Once she cleared the plates, Chris, Claire’s giant husband, brought two bottles of homemade cider. He had a wide face and the biggest hands that I’d ever seen.
"Half-breed and a wizard huh? We’ve had many different couples here before, but never such a mix up like you two," he said, after our conversation about our made-up plans. Jasper gave me a look that said, "I told you so" and laughed. He took a sip of the cider and then cleared his throat.
"Well, we’re here for more than just hiking, Chris," he began. "We’re looking for someone."
Chris lost his smile and went still. My heart went a little crazy. Maybe he finally made a decision to act, rather than sit around and eat. We’d wasted enough time already.
"Oh, well. I was planning to recommend a few good hiking spots, but I presume it’s not a romantic weekend away?" he asked, pinning his grey watery eyes on me. Jasper moved his hand to my thigh and squeezed. I wanted to punch him.
"In some ways it is, but we need to speak to Julian Savage urgently. I was wondering if you could point me in the direction of his house?"
Chris dropped the bottle he was holding, and it smashed to the floor, spilling cider everywhere. His eyes nearly popped out of his head. He was holding his hand to his heart, breathing hard.
"I have a desire to live, young man, and if you do too, then I suggest you keep away from Mr. Savage," he said, leaning closer.
Jasper had his magic wand out before the old man knew what was happening. Then with the snap of his fingers my magic came back to me, surging from my head to my toes, heating me up like a fire in the winter.
My ex-boyfriend stood then waved his wand, and all the doors in the room closed loudly. He wasn't smiling anymore, and my breath became shallow.
"Julian might be dangerous, but I'm only asking for directions, Chris. You’re not breaking any laws."
"They’ll find out if I said anything and they’ll burn the house," the giant squeaked. I stood up, confused, panting and completely unaware of what Jasper was doing. His shoulders were tensed, and I felt dark magic rising in the room.
"He won't touch you; I can assure you. Just tell me where I can find him."
The old giant dropped his body in the chair, staring back at me.
"No one in the village talks about him—everyone is scared."
"I'm losing my patience with you. I'm sure your wife will be more helpful."
"Why are you doing this? Who sent you?" Chris shouted and the door to the kitchen opened up. Claire barged inside with a gun in her hand. I wanted to laugh. Did she really think that magic couldn’t compete with something like that?
"I knew you two would cause trouble as soon as I saw you!" she screamed, pointing at me.
Jasper narrowed his eyes and waved his wand faster than I’d ever seen. Then, the married couple relaxed, and their eyes drifted away like they weren’t aware of what was going on around them.
Jasper pointed at the chest of the giant who was staring, completely frozen, at the ceiling.
"Julian Savage, how can I find him?" he asked again.
"Jasper! What the hell are you doing? This is illegal," I hissed, standing in front of him. No wonder my father wanted to lock him up.
"Get the fuck away. I don’t have time for this. We won't find the white witch without that fucker, Julia, and these people know where he lives."
"There must be another way."
Jasper’s eyes burned with fury. He shoved me away with his magic, so I couldn’t move. Then pointed his wand at the giant again.
"Tell me how to find Julian Savage," he ordered again firmly, the magic flew from his wand. This spell was dangerous, and I’d refused to learn it. Chris was at Jasper’s mercy. One word and he would be dead.
"He lives in the forest by the old burned church. Locals believe the place is haunted, so no one goes there."
"Julia, go upstairs and get my stuff. We’re leaving."
He released the charm and I ran to our room. I picked up our bags and my clothes then ran back downstairs. I had no idea if this was the plan, but my hands were shaking. Jasper stood still holding Chris with his spell.
"You two will die."
Claire’s words rang in my head as we rushed to the car. Jasper looked pale as we were diving away.
"What the fuck, Jasper? Why did you have to threaten them like that? Where are we going to sleep tonight?"
"Shut up, Julia, and let me think. It wasn't safe to stay there. The old werewolf was trying to spellbind you. They made up their minds about us as soon as we stepped out of the car."
My jaw dropped.
"Spellbind me? What are you talking about?"
"Your blood isn’t pure, and they didn't like it. Now, concentrate on the spells you remember because we’re heading to meet Julian."
Jasper’s face was shadowed by gloomy magic that had crawled into me. I was out of breath, wondering why I had agreed to even come here with him. Jasper behaved like a lunatic and now my father’s life hung in his hands. I didn’t know if there was any point in crying over spilled milk. I was done, and Jasper was only just starting out.




CHAPTER 18





THIS ISN’T THAT BAD.





J asper was silent for the next twenty minutes. We drove towards high street and after a while we managed to ask some local humans about a burned church. It was getting dark, the rain stopped pouring, and a sudden unease cramped my stomach muscles. For some reason I felt like we were being followed, but the roads behind us were empty. I suggested to Jasper that we should stop somewhere and recharge our batteries. The intensity of my own magic was slowly draining me.
Gordon used us. I didn’t have the exact location and with every passing minute I began to believe that we were getting nowhere with this search. There was a possibility the white witch had never actually existed and was just a myth. Jasper didn’t want to hear about a break and I started to wonder if this whole trip was really about the white witch or something else Jasper was secretly pursuing.
A human farmer with a very thick Welsh accent directed us to the burned church. He kept saying that the place was haunted, and we were going to die out there. Apparently local contractors refused to take on the project of repairing the church after their workers repeatedly reported strange, scary noises. A few weeks later, one of them was found strangled to death. I was a paranormal, but I didn't believe in ghosts. Someone wanted humans to stay away. It was as simple as that.
Anticipation filled my body as Jasper drove through the narrow road surrounded by trees. The car rolled through slowly, and several minutes later, around the corner we spotted the church, or what was left of it.
Seconds passed and neither of us left the car. We just stared at the ruins of the holy building. It was nearly dark outside. I tried to ignore the strange shiver that wiggled its way down my back.
"Stay close to me and summon your magic," Jasper ordered, taking a sharp breath and holding his magic wand close to his body. Something was wrong with Jasper. He was normally cocky, confident, ready to take on anyone or anything, but now he seemed scared. When I opened the door, I understood his hesitation. The temperature around this place dropped significantly, the cold burned my throat and my fingers went numb. My skin prickled with unknown energy as I circled the car. The air stirred around me, and apprehension blossomed into thick unease. It felt like someone had slowly wrapped their hands around my throat and began squeezing.
Jasper looked at me, alert and focused as we walked towards the ruins. There, the temperature dropped even further, and I began struggling just to breathe. The chilling air spread into bones, and within a few seconds I was shivering, my teeth chattering. The winter was setting in, but snow was weeks away. It wasn't the weather that worried me but the black energy surrounding this place.
The silence was unnerving, pushing deadly fear inside me. We circulated around the ruins for a couple of minutes, neither of us really sure what we were looking for. Julian didn’t live here, no one did, but magic coursed throughout the empty space, giving the impression to non-paranormals that this area was haunted, undoubtedly to keep them away.
"Are you all right?" Jasper asked with slight concern in his voice.
"No!" I hissed. "This was bad idea. We should come back tomorrow in the daylight once we’re more prepared."
"He might not be here in the daylight."
We kept walking, passing the church that from my right looked shockingly frightening. The forest further down was getting thicker and colder.
The surrounding magic was sending violent tremors down my spine, becoming stronger with every step, overwhelming and blurring the world in front of my eyes. Jasper didn't slow down. We could see our breath in the frigid night air. After around twenty minutes I felt like I was frozen, not feeling my fingers and toes. I was just about to tell Jasper that he could go to hell, when we spotted the lights and then noticed a small cottage hidden within the trees. My stomach made a funny jolt and I swallowed, thinking about well-known fairy tales, wondering if an ugly, old witch who lived inside was going to eat us both for dinner.
Jasper was moving in on dangerous territory. He was definitely hiding something from me. It seemed as if the hunt for the white witch was becoming less and less important. The wind picked up as we approached the house. It looked like Julian didn't own a car. By the window there were crosses protruding from the ground covered with bloody stains. There was something written on them, but I assumed it was in Welsh.
"Julian!" Jasper shouted. "Your old friend sent me, Gordon Lancaster."
Only silence answered him. I didn't understand why Jasper couldn't just go and knock on the door like any other civilised person would. My patience was running thin while we stood in the cold for several long minutes.
“He's here," Jasper said, staring at the door.
"Really, Sherlock?" I snapped at him. "We can’t just stand here like two idiots. The door is right in front of us."
My voice was lost in the sound of howling wind. The door opened slowly, squeaking loudly and uninviting. It seemed Julian wanted us to come in.
“Don't do anything; he’s setting a trap."
I looked at him with reservation. "Whatever, I'm going in. It’s freezing out here."
"Julia, summon all your energy and keep close. I won't be responsible for your death."
"Give me a break, Jasper. I'm cold, hungry and very uncomfortable, so I'm ending this nonsense," I snapped and ignored him, walking towards the house. Jasper looked reluctant to follow me. The steps were squeaky, and my power was ready just in case anything happened. My psycho ex-boyfriend changed his mind, because he followed me a few seconds later with a heavy sigh. The warmth pushed me inside, my energy surrounded the unfamiliar space. The fire crackled, warming the room, two lamps were lighting the old-fashioned living room with a worn-out sofa and chair.
Jasper made a hissing sound standing near the door, holding his throat like he was choking. An unknown voice broke the silence.
"Half-breed in my home and a wizard?"
It was deep and scared the hell out of me. Jasper’s eyes widened in fear, blood drained from his face. I went to him while he tried to undo the spell, pointing his magic wand at his throat. Panic seized me fast and I didn’t know what to do, searching for Julian.
"Mr. Savage? We’re here to ask a question. We don’t mean any harm. Please!"
"Your blood is infected, and the wizard is cursed with black power."
The voice wheezed in my ear and then Jasper crashed to the floor, breathing like he was having a panic attack. He kept muttering the spell that I remembered, after a moment Jasper stopped shivering and shouted with raspy voice, struggling to get up.
"Savage, don’t be a coward and come out!"
Then, out of nowhere, birds, dozens of them, began flying into the room and attacking us, jabbing their pointed beaks in any flesh that was exposed. Then a bolt of light shot straight toward us. Jasper cursed, and using an invisible spell, blocking Julian’s magic.
All the birds dropped dead as Jasper waved his wand again, getting back on his feet. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a figure standing in the doorway on the other side of the room.
"Feel the agony, wizard."
Okay, I cheered for Jasper, waiting for him to do something spectacular. After all, he was incredibly skilled and in his day job he hunted vicious and dangerous paranormals. Shock curled up my toes when a mass of bright fairy light shined on us unexpectedly, wrecking our protection spells in a pile of dust. Streams of green and red light were coming at us like a hurricane, and at first, we were doing pretty good, until something small stabbed me in the back.
I went down feeling crushing pain in my lungs. Jasper was throwing his spells right, left and centre until black smoke came out of nowhere and overwhelmed him quickly. I flopped on the ground. Jasper managed to stay on his feet for the next ten seconds, before the smoke reached him. I moaned, widening my eyes when Jasper started burning, in a matter of seconds flames covered his chest, arms and legs.
Then I saw someone in the room, standing a few meters away: a short, slim man with a brown trimmed beard. He was smiling. Thick blackness obscured my vision, and the smell of burning flesh pushed the food in my stomach to my throat. I reached out, remembering a spell, but I couldn’t feel the lower part of my body; my back throbbed with pain.
"You little charlatan, your demands are worthless. You’ll die remembering it!" the man shouted.
I moaned, baring my teeth, forgetting that I was inexperienced and only blessed with half magical genes. The smell of Jasper’s burning body sent a rush of new power. I lifted myself off the floor. Deep, whistling energy circulated over my fingertips, igniting electric currents. Jasper was burning alive, screaming and shouting for help. I called out for an unknown twisting wind, and a gut-wrenching mass of colourful magic dropped from me like a heavy stone.
"Hey, fairy prince, have some of that!"
A tiny voice in my head told me that I was powerful enough to turn his own spell against him. As Tron said, I just had to open my mind towards any possibility. The fairy turned to look at me and burst out laughing. The fire burned out and vanished from Jasper. The ball of fiery red light crossed over the room until I redirected Mr. Savage’s own magic toward him.
It wasn't long before he began burning, standing right in front of me. I stood up, panting, my legs trembling. A bead of sweat rolled down my face. The four walls around me spun and then I heard him.
"The White Witch is here, and I know how to find her," he hissed, collapsing on the floor. With a deep heavy breath, I had to make a split-second decision—either I’d let him live or he was going to die. I waved my hand, concentrating, and then broke the spell. All at once everything stopped and the magic was released from the living room.
The fire was gone; the silence was broken by
heavy panting and loud moans. Plumes of smoke were evaporating from Jasper and the fairy; they were both spread on the floor. They weren't in any danger, but the burns were profound. I didn't feel any pain but remembered the wound on my back.
"Now, you fucker; where is she? The white witch?" I demanded, standing in front of him. I felt invincible and I didn’t even know that I had this in me.
He opened his eyes and sent several insults my way. I placed my hands on my hips, smiling.
"That’s it? I was expecting more from you," I said, narrowing my eyes, as he stared at me with disgust.
"Fuck you," he spat. "Leave and come back tomorrow. I’ll take you to her then."
"Do you think I'm stupid?"
"Your wizard needs to recover. The white witch is amongst humans. You can’t see her tonight."
I ran my hand through my hair contemplating what to do. The fairy bastard was right. Jasper looked like death and my clothes were burnt. But I couldn’t trust him.
"How do I know you’ll be here tomorrow?"
"I'm giving you my word," he snapped. Okay, so that was good enough for me. I knew what would happen if he tried to break the promise: the binding spell would kill him.
"All right, charlatan, don’t forget," I snarled.
Jasper was truly battered, with large open burn wounds spread across his torso and shoulders. The smell was horrendous.
Within an hour I had him back in the car, using whatever was in his bag to heal the wounds. I found a hotel on my smart phone, miles away from the village.
I used a spell on Jasper, so humans couldn't see how badly he was injured. When we got to the room, I locked the door. Our day couldn’t have gone any worse.
Jasper lay on his back; his eyes were closed, his breath uneven. I used my magic and potions from his bag to treat the worst burns. My own body ached and once he was asleep I took a shower. My back throbbed painfully. My worries about Dad and Kate were going to be over tomorrow, because the white witch existed, and I was certain she was only a few miles away.
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INTRIGUE.





M y strained muscles began relaxing as I stood in the shower, the warm water surging over my aching body. For some reason I knew that I was safe. Jasper was asleep, wounded and trapped. He was hiding something from me, but I didn’t want to think about that now. I was tired of violence. I closed my eyes imagining Nathaniel’s fingers tracing my body in the warm water, whispering calming words into my ear. I was alone, a hundred miles away from him, but every time I brought memories of us together my heart betrayed me. Without judgment I wanted him with me, shielding me from all my problems and worries. Flashes and memories of Paris, Brighton, and the time that we spent in his apartment collided in my mind. Nathaniel wasn't right for me in everyone else’s eyes, but for me, I knew he was the one. My love for him hadn’t faded.
I found a fluffy robe hanging on the door and wrapped it around my body tightly. Jasper was completely out, and I was glad, not glad that he was injured, but because I didn’t have to deal with him. Earlier I took care of the deep wound on my back, covering it with thick crocodile paste. My other injuries were minor, only a few scratches and cuts. I grabbed my phone from my bag and switched it on.
The text messages started coming through. Most of them were from Kelsie who wanted me to call her as soon as possible. She knew that I was out of town, but she thought that I was visiting Grandma. It was nearly midnight, but Kelsie was awake. As a shifter, she didn’t need eight hours of sleep like humans.
"Julia! What’s wrong? Why didn’t you answer earlier?" she asked.
"I'm fine, still alive. I'm with Jasper and he was battered quite badly."
"I don’t care about that bastard."
"My magic is getting better and better." I chuckled.
"Listen, I need to tell you something," she said, probably forgetting that most of the time my magic was all over the place. "I saw your hot ex today at work."
I rolled my eyes, wondering why she wanted to talk about Nathaniel. She knew that I wasn't quite over him yet. She worked at La Caz Pharmaceutical and I expected her to see him in the corridors now and again.
“That's normal. Do we really have to talk about him?"
She made a growling sound into the phone.
"This is fucking important, Julia, so stop pretending like you don’t care," she hissed. "Your fine piece of arse was talking to someone on the phone and I accidentally overhead him."
Kelsie was determined to give me the whole run down about his latest affairs. I took a deep breath and glanced back at Jasper to make sure he was still out.
"Come on, give it to me straight. I'm ready. He’s dating that witch, but he isn’t ready to marry her, right?"
There was silence on the other side of the phone.
"What are you talking about? What witch?" she asked, confused.
"The one I saw him with the other night."
"I have no idea who you’re talking about. This isn’t about who he fucks from Monday to Friday, Julia," she said with a loud sigh. "From his conversation I gathered he was throwing money away, big sums to witches."
I had to stand up and pressed my phone harder to my ear.
"What? Nathaniel and witches? I don’t understand. Tell me exactly what you heard."
"Well, I was just about to leave the office because the whale had been moaning all day about a fresh cup of coffee. Nathaniel was by the lift talking to someone and didn’t see me coming out. He said something like, "I gave them fifteen thousand, so I should know the location. The money boosted up their network. There are witches in the factory unaware of the new coven and I want that spell." She paused. "I don’t know, Julia, he sounded like he wanted to be included in their meetings, but the person on the other line wasn't budging."
I didn't think Kelsie heard the whole conversation. Nathaniel was a businessman; he wouldn't get involved in any witchy business. Okay, so he kept investing money in many dodgy paranormals, but why on earth would he deal with witches?
"Right, is that it?"
"He wanted to know where this whole gathering was held, and he was looking forward to seeing someone there, because of a really important spell."
"Strange, really bizarre," I muttered.
"I thought that too, but then right at the very end he added, “Don't worry, mate, I can use my source to bribe the police, so they won't get involved. She should be pleased.”
"Okay, so let me summarise. Nathaniel’s gifting large sums of money to a group of witches in exchange for information about some meeting and a rare spell. Also, he’s bribing the police, to keep them away from the witches?"
"Well, yeah, that’s what it looks like," she said.
Now I was pacing around the room, wondering if maybe Kelsie misheard him. I knew Nathaniel. He was one of the good guys. Then again, he didn't look pleased when he had to introduce me to that witch from the restaurant. What the hell was he up to?
"Okay, thank you for the heads up," I said, trying to sound like this news hadn’t affected me at all. "Keep your eyes and ears open."
"All right, but what do you think? I mean, doesn’t this worry you? He’s clearly up to something."
"I can’t be worried about this now. I'm in Wales and I'm very close to finding the white witch…"
Right, I wasn't supposed to say anything, but I felt like a coward, pretending that everything was all right. She was my best friend and she could handle the truth. I went through what happened with Julian and how I turned his own spell against him. When I finished talking, Kelsie was silent for about a minute.
"Unbelievable. I hope that old bastard was telling you the truth."
"Fairy magic binds them to keep their word. I can’t believe that I'm so close."
"I'm happy for you but be careful. Jasper can’t be trusted, and I don’t want you to be disappointed."
She didn't need to tell me this. Jasper had his own plan, but I was the one in control tonight. There was no way anything could go wrong tomorrow. Then again, Jasper had screwed up and now he was barely conscious.
When I hung up I wasn't entirely sure what to think about Kelsie’s news. Nathaniel had always done things his own way, but I didn't want to believe that he was somehow involved with Elvira. I stared at my phone wondering if I should call him and simply ask what he was up to. A few minutes later after nearly dialling his number, I threw the phone back into my handbag. It was his business and maybe I just didn’t know him as well as I thought. I switched off the lights and went to sleep, focusing on what I needed to do tomorrow.
When I woke up early in the morning, Jasper was still asleep. I went downstairs for breakfast. The hotel was run by humans. I felt a little odd not being around any paranormals. I didn't each much. My stomach had been empty since the dinner in the cottage, but I was simply too nervous to think about food.
I could feel it in my heart that we were close to finding the white witch. I brought some toast for Jasper, who woke shortly after I walked through the door.
"Julia!" he said, trying to get up, but pain passed through his face, so he laid back down. The injuries that he’d sustained yesterday were severe. "What’s going on? Where are we?"
"Julian nearly killed you yesterday, but don’t worry I dealt with him, so we’re all right," I said, sitting next to him on the bed. "Toast?"
He flopped back on the pillow, breathing heavily and narrowing his dark eyes on me.
"I remember now. Julian used Inferno; it’s old and a very powerful spell." He scowled, touching his chest and checking his wounds. "Talk me through everything that happened yesterday."
"Well, I don’t really know. Somehow, I used his own spell against him. He was frying and if it weren’t for me he’d have been dead. In return, he agreed to take us to the white witch today."
Jasper got up then, clenching his teeth. Some of the bandages came off, revealing some small burns that looked infected. He grabbed his wand from the dressing table and started casting healing spells.
"You did well, darling," he sighed, looking at me intensely. “You're more powerful than you even realise."
I smiled, feeling proud of myself and a little relieved about what happened. Maybe I wasn't that bad at magic. Tron helped me a lot and now his lessons were finally paying off. After the blackouts from a few months ago and killing Craig, I lost faith in my magic, but things had begun to turn around. I just wished I knew where Tron had disappeared to. Thoughts of him drifted in my mind from time to time, especially when I found one of his lessons useful.
"I can be useful sometimes," I added, picking up the crocodile paste from the dresser and handing it to him.
"And you got us a room in a human hotel, I presume? I thought you weren’t comfortable sleeping in the same bed?"
"You were out, so I wasn't worried."
"Shame, I want you now more than ever."
"Shut up, Jasper."
He laughed and started putting some paste on his chest. Ten minutes later he was dressed and looked a little better. My legs were aching, but I wanted to see Julian as soon as possible.
"I hope it’s not a trick. He gave me his word," I said, after we checked out and put our bags in the boot. It was pretty early, but I didn’t want to waste any time. The sky was completely covered with grey clouds and it looked like rain was on the way. Jasper put his magic wand on the dashboard and took my hand.
"Let me do the talking. He might have given you his word, but I should be dealing with him."
I nodded, not particularly happy with this arrangement. As we drove off, I was confident that the white witch was out there. Now I had to convince her to help me. Jasper drove using his wand to point us in the direction. Within forty minutes we were back on the same road that led to Julian’s haunted house. I was planning to ask Jasper later why Julian lived away from other paranormals in the middle of nowhere.
The rain began pouring down as we stopped in front of his grey, disturbing-looking property. Once we jumped out of the car I felt the same strong spells that surrounded the place yesterday. My mind was racing, and my breathing became heavy and laboured as we approached the door.
"How do you know him anyway?" I asked. Jasper didn’t answer straight away, keeping his eyes on door.
"We met once long ago," he said after a moment without giving much away. I didn’t want to guess, but it probably had something to do with his black magic.
Then the door opened, throwing me off balance a little. Julian stood in the entrance with a stone-cold expression on his face. In the grey surroundings he looked like a typical fairy, breathtakingly beautiful. Judging by the wrinkles on his forehead, and grey hair, he looked to be in his fifties. His radiant appearance hadn’t changed much with age. I didn’t like the creepy smile that was spread across his face. There was something about him that made every hair on the back of my neck stand up.
"Take off your shoes and leave your wand by the door," he barked.
"I'm not stupid, Savage."
"I gave the half-breed my word, wizard. I just want to get this over with."
Jasper clenched his hand around his wand, hesitating for a long moment before he placed it on the floor next to his shoes. I was anxious to get back on the road and just speak to the witch, see if I could convince her to come to London with me. The chilling fear in my bones was no longer there. Yesterday’s event gave me some confidence, knowing I could defend myself if Julian was planning to deceive us.
As we walked inside the cottage, the burning smell from yesterday was still intense, turning my stomach upside down. Julian sat in a recliner smoking a cigar. His intense green eyes were fixated on Jasper.
"Wizard and a half-breed. I didn't know you liked such filth," he snarled, blowing out a circle of smoke.
"Another word and I’ll forget who you are again," Jasper muttered. "Where is it? Where is the blood?"
Julian laughed.
"You came here for a white witch, right? The blood shouldn't be important."
"Jasper, he’s right. The white witch," I reminded him, getting pissed off with his games.
"Shut up, Julia. That bastard took something from me years ago and I want it back, right now."
Anger overwhelmed me, thick and crushing. Now I understood why Jasper was so keen on coming here. He wanted to catch two birds with one stone. All this time I thought maybe he’d changed, grown up. Now it was clear to me that it was just another game for him. Julian laughed and kept smoking his cigar.
"It was a gift, wizard, but I would be willing to exchange it for something else."
"Jasper, what’s he talking about?"
"What the hell do you want?" Jasper asked, ignoring me completely like I wasn’t even in the room.
"Her blood; it will do great in my collection."
"Jasper! This isn’t why we’re here," I yelled. Then he finally looked at me, his eyes were full of regret and discomfort.
"Julia, I really need this. Please, do me favour and give him what he wants. Then he can take us to the witch."
"You’re kidding me, right? I'm not giving him my blood. You promised me this trip was about my father, not about you!" I shouted, getting up, my hands charged with power, ready to squish him like a small little worm.
Julian laughed, and Jasper sighed. My limbs felt heavy all of a sudden, as I choked on my tears. My heart rate slowed down, and I felt tired, so exhausted, unable to keep my lids open. Jasper’s dark eyes began to fade. I didn’t know what was happening, but I was slipping into darkness.




CHAPTER 20





THE WHITE WITCH.





We were moving down a rocky road when I blinked and opened my eyes sometime later. I recognised the back of the car. Julian and Jasper were in front, sitting in silence. There was plaster on my arm and I felt weak, drained of my usual strength. Jasper had obviously spellbound me and took my blood without my permission. Disappointment and anger jetted through my system, reminding me of what Nathaniel said about Jasper. He had been right all along: Jasper used me to get what he wanted from Julian.
Red-hot anger rang through loud and clear and my fingertips released a few unexpected sparks. Jasper was just a dirty little scumbag; his obsession with dark magic went beyond normal understanding. He allowed Julian to take my blood and who knew what else he’d promised him. I’d been out, unconscious. I felt sick and sourly disappointed.
I met Jasper’s eyes in the front mirror. Yeah, he looked like he was already regretting his decision. I shot him an angry stare and then the front mirror cracked. I smiled to myself. Julian flinched but didn’t say anything. The car rolled through the bouncy road, and fully detached houses rose on our right as we climbed the hills.
We were still in Wales, but somewhere near the coast. I felt and smelled the salty air, hearing the seagulls squawking. I needed to forget about my rage and calm down. My meeting with the white witch was close and that was what mattered the most. Julian had my blood, but I had something more valuable, his ancient spell.
For about twenty minutes there was a long, awkward silence in the car. The weather outside looked horrendous: grey clouds hung over the sky, thick rain was pouring down. Julian pointed at the house as we approached and mumbled to Jasper to take a left, then pass through the steel gate. In front of us a large white stone mansion stood breaking the grey landscape. There were two gargoyles on each side by the entrance. For a second, I wondered if Julian brought us to the wrong location.
"Jasper, I don’t want to be rude, but Julian’s fucking with us," I said, thinking about the spells that I remembered. There was a very limited possibility that a hunted creature like the white witch lived in a place like this. I didn't detect any paranormals inside, and something seemed very wrong.
Julian lifted his brow and smirked.
"Unexpected, right? Well, the witch works for humans. Sad but true," he explained. "Trust me on this, half-breed. I have the right information."
I wanted to laugh, mocking his comment, but I didn’t need to spoil anything before we went inside.
"Julia, he’s right. You should call your mother and tell her that your father will be fine soon," Jasper said, trying to grab my hand, but I pulled away, shooting him a death stare.
I wanted nothing to do with him. He could forget about my promise, and once my father was out of his coma, Jasper was out of my life, forever.
"Stay away from me."
He didn’t push me and that was a good call; otherwise I wasn't responsible for what I might do to him. This whole setting, the expensive cars in the driveway and the atmosphere of this place, just didn’t fit the image I had in my head. The white witch was supposed to be living away from humans and paranormals. The surroundings and everything else seemed wrong.
Marching next to Jasper, Julian’s expression hadn't shifted. He looked like someone had stabbed a fork between his eyes. I was baffled, confused, and still a little dizzy from the blood loss.
I didn't sense any magic at all; the space was wiped clean from any currents of energy. We approached the white door. I rubbed the back of my neck wondering what I was going to say to the paranormal who held such a powerful gift. I didn’t know what Jasper or Julian had planned, but if the witch worked for humans, they most likely already knew what they were going to say.
Julian knocked once. After some time, I heard footsteps and then the door opened. In front of us stood a short, chubby woman wearing a blue uniform. She was human with dark greyish hair and a pleasant smile.
"Can I help you?" she asked.
"We would like to speak to the owner," Julian snapped. The woman nodded and showed us inside. This was the weirdest thing I’d ever done. I didn’t expect it to be so easy.
"We should’ve waited outside for the witch. Do you really think we should be getting these humans involved in our business?" I asked.
Julian ran his eyes over my body, not looking too happy that I dared to question his methods. "The witch doesn’t talk to people she doesn't know, half-breed."
The maid walked us to the living room. I ignored Julian’s comment and carried on walking.
As I expected, the house was impressive, finished to a high standard. Whoever lived in it had expensive taste. It looked like parquet floors ran throughout the entire main floor.
The maid told us that someone would see us in a few minutes. My fingers went numb because I kept squeezing them so hard, cutting off circulation, trying to calm my nerves. The house belonged to a human, no paranormal had ever lived in it; otherwise I would’ve felt it. This wasn't adding up to anything I was ever told about the white witch.
I was just about to open my mouth to ask Jasper what the hell Julian was playing at, when a woman walked in. She was tall and elegant. She wore a ridiculous amount of jewellery. Her hair was pinned up nicely in the back.
"How can I help you?" she asked coldly, staring at Julian.
He got up and smiled, showing off his fairy features. Any other human would have looked impressed, but the woman didn’t even flinch. Her cold expression didn’t shift, but she shook his hand.
"My name is Julian Savage, and these are my friends. We do apologise for the intrusion, but I believe the person we’re looking for works for you."
The woman didn’t smile or acknowledge that she understood his questions in any way. She tossed her hair behind her and sat down on the vintage chair.
"What exactly is this about, Mr. Savage?"
Jasper kept his hand on his wand, squeezing it tightly, like he was aware that something wasn't right. The woman in front of us was either immune to Julian’s spell or she was hiding her true nature.
"We were told that the girl we’re looking for works here. Nothing has happened; we just want to talk to her. We’re interested in her gift."
The woman paled a little, clenching her fists tightly. It looked like Julian might have struck a nerve.
"Why are you looking for Emily? People in the village have been talking, right?" she asked and then stood up waving her hand. "It doesn’t matter. I knew. I tried to keep it a secret for as long as possible."
When the maid came back into the room, the woman added, "Diana, please bring tea for everyone."
I was going to say that I was fine, but the maid disappeared shortly after that. Julian smiled.
“It's nothing serious. We just want to talk to her, that’s all."
"Emily has been working for me for over ten years, since my youngest child was born. She doesn’t like strangers."
Right, now I was totally confused and lost. Maybe Julian had made a mistake. The white witch couldn’t have worked for a human as a baby-sitter. This whole thing sounded absurd.
Julian didn’t look discouraged, continuing to smile widely.
"So, she works for you as a nanny?" he asked with a hint of disbelief.
"Yes, she has been working for me for a long time. She’s part of the family. There had been some incidences, but… I don’t regret anything."
"She healed your son, didn't she? When he fell off the pony?"
I opened my mouth to say something, but no sound came out. Julian knew more than any of us. It looked like he scored. The colour drained from the woman’s face. All of a sudden everyone went silent. Then the maid walked back in holding a tray. She placed a beautiful set of china on the coffee table. I thought I needed a drink to kind of digest everything that was going on.
Her eyes darkened, moving from Julian to Jasper, finally settling back on Savage.
"My husband didn't believe me, and I tried to keep it a secret, but my staff talked. Then the gossip started. Emily hasn’t been going out much since then."
I put some sugar into my tea and inhaled, feeling the magic settling back around the room. I couldn’t believe that I’d finally found the white witch. She was in this house. Dad was going to live.
When I lifted the tea to drink it, my hands were trembling with anticipation.
"Emily is very special. She hasn’t done anything wrong. We just want to speak to her," Julian pressed.
The tension rose, and I was ready to cast a spell on this woman if she refused to allow us to talk to Emily. My mind was so clouded, but I felt relieved; the search was finally over.
"Carla. Call me Carla, and please have some tea. Emily works for me, so I can’t forbid her from seeing you."
Julian relaxed then and nodded for Jasper to drink. All the tension eased, and my breathing went back to normal.
Carla talked to us for a little longer, asking where we were from. She was trying to keep the conversation going, most likely out of politeness. I knew we had to go through this whole pretense before we could see the white witch. It was around twenty minutes later when she left, letting us know she was going to ask Emily if she was all right to see us. When she finally left, my stomach heaved with anticipation. Jasper and Julian were talking, but I couldn’t concentrate on what they were saying.
Carla came back alone.
"She will speak to the girl, only to her," she announced with a strangely calm expression.
Jasper tensed his arms and got up probably to disagree with Carla, but Julian pushed him back to his seat. I could see that my ex-boyfriend was moving his hand under his jacket, probably to charm our new acquaintance.
"Fine, I’ll speak to her, please," I said with a confident voice. Those two needed to quit bossing me around. I hated the fact that Jasper made this entire search about him.
Carla didn't really give them a chance to tell me what to say. She just left the room. I followed her upstairs to a room in the attic. My palms were damp with sweat as she showed me the white door.
"She might be a little nervous."
I thanked her and went in, not waiting around. The room was cozy and there were a lot of toys lying around. I didn't feel any energy in the air, no tingling or soft breeze. Emily sat on the sofa reading a book. Her hair was cut short, close to her skin.
"Emily?" I asked.
She lifted her eyes and said, "Yes, I'm Emily and you’re Julia. Your father is dying, and you need help?"
My jaw dropped and for a moment I stared at her, unable to say a word. Her eyes were hazel, lighter than Nathaniel’s, but she had a kind face.
I didn't understand what had gotten into me, but I dropped on my knees and crawled to her.
"Please, if you’re the one, the white witch, you’ve got to help me. My best friend and my father, their souls are lost, and they haven’t got much time."
Something was happening, something bad and good at the same time. I felt drunk and ready to do anything to get her back to London. She just had to give me two days.
Her eyes shimmered with resentment. There was pain in them and guilt. I couldn’t move, wanting her to do something.
"I'm not the person who you’re looking for."
I opened my mouth to say something, but my voice hitched in my throat. Magic left me. It vanished, and my blossoming anger faded into disappointment. She was still holding my hands and her skin was incredibly cold.
"No, no, no… you healed Carla’s little boy; you’re the one who I need and want."
She was shaking her head; tears were streaming down my face because I didn’t believe her. Jasper had everything right, even Gordon. The location was accurate. After all this time…no, this wasn't happening.
"My name is Gemma. It was my twin sister; she was the white witch. Our grandmother had some magical genes, but we were both humans. Emily didn’t understand anything. Our mother hid her gift for many years, but the magic always found its way to her. At the age of sixteen she found out about the "other" world and wanted to become a real witch."
I wanted to put my hands over my ears and didn’t want to listen to her anymore. She was wrong—this woman in front of me was lying to me.
"She started working here, then moved away from the North. She healed animals and kids if they were hurt. Then there was more gossip, but Carla treated her like family. Then she came back for a little while and begged me to take her place. She didn’t want to disappoint Carla."
"But Julian was sure and everyone else. This couldn’t have all been for nothing?" I sobbed.
"No one knew, and Carla never even noticed, besides, I can pretend to be her."
"So, where is she now? Do you have her address? I must find her, please."
"Emily moves around a lot; she has been abroad for some time. I think she might be in London."
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A HUGE MISTAKE.





She’s in London… London… Her words echoed in my head. Snickers and whispers, I felt them all around me, mounting in my head. My mind felt clouded, as if there were thousands of butterflies, each of them flickering their small wings and whispering to me. I wanted to scream. I didn’t know what was happening to me. My breath came short and cold sweat coated my body. Emily’s sister closed her eyes and pulled away from me.
"I had to cut someone’s finger off to find you and now you’re telling me that you don’t know where your sister is?" I shouted, tangling my hair in a vicious rage, wanting to wake up that deadly energy and attack. She was lying to me. I felt it. Anger was burning my chest, but my magic seemed lost, taken away from me. I lifted myself from the floor, determined to get any useful information out of her.
Emily or Gemma, whatever the hell her name was, narrowed her eyes at me.
"She cut all contact with me; she didn't want to be human anymore," she said. "I'm sorry, I can’t help you."
"London is a huge city. How do you think I’ll find her? Your sister’s the only person who can save my father," I said, feeling like my hope had been destroyed, replaced with emptiness. The whispers intensified, letting me know that Dad’s soul was already lost. There was no mercy; his life was slowly ending.
"Can you contact her in any way?"
Gemma shook her head. Tears filled her eyes.
"Emily wouldn't have helped you anyway. She changed, became bitter and resentful to all humans. She became a monster."
I couldn’t believe what she was saying and continued pleading but got nothing out of her. She kept telling me that she simply didn't know. London would’ve been Emily’s final destination. That was all she could tell me.
My head was pounding when I went back downstairs. Carla wasn't there, and when I revealed to Julian what Gemma told me, Jasper lost his temper. Screams and magic filled the house and I sat on the sofa feeling lightheaded as the two paranormals fought.
I started feeling cramps in my stomach; then someone dragged me out of the house and I was back in the car. We were moving. Julian was gone, and Jasper was talking to me, but I was so confused. I was lost in my own world, drifting away into blackness.
The voices were there laughing at me, preying on my energy, taking it away. I wanted to feel as if all my problems had gone away, that I fulfilled my promise to Mum. Currents of energy burst in front of my eyes. Jasper kept talking, but his voice sounded like it was coming from a broken radio.
I responded to him. He didn’t say anything then. Deep down I knew that something was wrong with me, that we didn’t find what we were looking for, but I felt so trapped; the voices were like dead creatures, whispering and staring back at me. I began slipping back into an unconscious state, moaning.
"We’re going back to the hotel," I heard him say. I didn't reply, nodding as this sounded like a great plan. I needed to be away from that house, away from any deadly power.
Then he drove, and I closed my eyes, seeing colours, feeling his and my emotions. Every part of me wanted to be touched. Jasper kept glancing at me from the front seat.
"Are you feeling all right, Julia?" he asked, once he parked the car outside the hotel.
I didn't remember what I said in response. My fingertips were sparkling; then the sparks turned into flames. Jasper told me to keep it together, that we didn’t want to bring unnecessary attention to ourselves.
He helped me get out of the car and wrapped his hands around my waist. Spice, cinnamon and oriental fragrance swirled around me. We were back in our room then. Jasper laid me on the bed gently, whispering loving words, letting me know that everything was going to be all right and I didn’t have to worry. He kept talking about Gordon, Julian and that human woman, Carla, promising that this wasn't over yet.
I didn't understand how much time had passed. My mind was clouded, raw and dark energy, thrummed through me, waking up my warmth and my deepest desires. Then night came. Jasper was in and out of the room. I heard the door opening and closing.
"Let me undress you, baby." I heard him whispering in my ear. I laughed, forgetting about why I was with him, erasing toxic memories and tossing them away.
It felt like he was pulling my clothes off, my shoes, my T-shirt and jeans. I was laughing the whole time. Magic flew in the room, igniting the lust, leaving me breathless and heated. I needed to feel his lips on mine, feel his pounding heart against my own.
"Julia, I want to kiss you," he said. I felt a slight pulsation between my legs, gut-wrenching heat. Nathaniel didn’t love me anymore; he had someone else.
"Let me remember our love."
That was my only whisper. His lips were on mine then. It was gentle at first, just soft playful kisses.
When his fingers slipped into my hair, I moaned and pulled him on top of me. Desire enhanced me. I wanted to be loved, cared for. His rough hand traced the lines of my thighs, moving up to my stomach. This dream seemed so real, my skin prickled as his tongue began its journey over my body, sucking and moulding my breasts. The voices echoed, singing, embracing me with warmth and the care of his heart. I felt his hardness between my legs and I needed to have him inside me.
Jasper’s kisses deepened, and I needed to feel more of him. I moaned as his hand traced the naked skin of my breasts.
His lips moved down my neck, biting me until I cried out with pain. Jasper had always liked rough sex. Years passed by and he was still the same, unpredictable, dangerous and obsessive.
We weren’t really making love, this was a dream. In this mirage Jasper whispered to me that I was the most beautiful creature and that he loved me.
He took all his clothes off and situated himself between my legs, kissing my stomach. I moaned, feeling overwhelming desire, knowing that my energy was floating through me faster than ever.
When he thrust himself inside me, I cried out. His movements were vicious, barely pleasurable and the whole time I was thinking about Nathaniel.
My energy had never been released when Jasper made love to me. He panted, and my breathing was erratic. He kissed and touched every part of my body.
I closed my eyes, drowning in my own pain, not having anything else to be happy about. In my mirage I was making love to my ex-boyfriend, Jasper and I truly hoped that it was just a dream.

WHEN I WOKE up in the early morning I didn’t want to open my eyes. The strong smell of oriental fragrance that I knew so well invaded me quickly. I reached for my head, feeling a sudden, creeping pain and massaged it, easing the pulsing, aggravating ache. My skin felt too tight, sweat soaked the damp sheets.
My heart skipped a beat when I felt a body next to me. A warm male body that I recognised. Then the memories came back to me. Flashes of yesterday’s events, voices, emotions—and I released a gasp of terror.
I wanted to scream. Jasper was lying on his side sleeping peacefully. We were both naked and really close to each other. My mind started racing, moving through the images and conversation from yesterday. I didn’t want to believe what happened, but the harder I thought about everything the realization of it all kept hitting me like bullets from an automatic gun.
We didn’t find the white witch. The girl who was supposed to be her revealed that she was her sister. Icy fear and hollowness seized me, and my heart felt like it was going stop.
All of a sudden, I felt like I didn’t have enough air to keep breathing. I slipped out of the bed discreetly, trying not to wake Jasper. I didn’t understand what happened to me after I left Gemma’s room. Everything was so blurred. I remembered Julian, drinking tea, after that I only recalled a few bits and pieces.
That woman, Carla; she was human. Was it possible that she could have slipped something into the tea or maybe it was her maid? I had no idea.
Nothing made sense and I didn’t want to believe that we failed to find the white witch, that her sister was somewhere in London. Then a few other bits flashed through my mind and I inhaled, keeping steady on my feet.
My thoughts were saying one thing but my body another. I thought this was only a dream. I had been very clear with him from the beginning that I wanted to wait, and the proposition was only a “maybe.” What the hell had he been thinking?
"Julia, are you all right?" Jasper asked, waking up all of a sudden, while I stood in the middle of the room naked, trembling.
I quickly lifted some clothes from the floor and dressed, staring at Jasper, who was watching me with a hungry expression on his face.
"What happened between us yesterday?"
It was a straightforward question and I needed a straightforward answer. For a really long time I didn’t think he was planning to say anything.
"We made love."
I inhaled sharply, for a brief second losing my balance.
"So, you used me, knowing I wasn't even thinking straight, that I was poisoned?" I hissed, wanting to throw myself off the building. How could I not remember that I had sex with Jasper?
He got up so fast that I didn't have a chance to move aside. Naked and close to me he put his hand behind my head.
"Used you? What are you talking about? You wanted it as much as I did."
I laughed in his face, knowing that he could kill me, even without his magic wand.
"That woman or her maid; one of them slipped something into my tea. I felt high and drunk at the same time," I yelled, losing control. "And you thought that you could use the situation and sleep with me while I wasn't fully aware of what was going on?"
His eyes gleamed with green light and I stepped away. He ran his hand through his hair, working his jaw in confusion, pretending like he didn’t understand that I wasn't myself yesterday.
"You were a little odd, but then we both had a few drinks. In the end… fuck, I thought you wanted this."
I couldn’t fucking believe it and then I remembered something else. My energy came to me like a tsunami wave—anger, thick and intimidating—it rose. I was shaking, creating waves of dangerous power.
"You knocked me out and gave my blood to Julian, right? This entire trip was never about the white witch? It was always about something you needed from him!"
Jasper narrowed his eyes and closed his mouth. A roaring source of power washed through me and I called for more. Anger blinded me, but I needed to know if Jasper used me the way I thought he did.
"I was just trying to catch two birds with one stone, that’s all. Julian stole something from me years ago," he said, watching me. "I'm sorry we didn’t find her, but Gordon was right all along. The white witch used to live in that house. No one knew she left."
That was enough. He kept talking, but I wasn't listening to him anymore. Violent images moved through my mind. I stopped believing him. He was never truly committed to helping me. I couldn’t comprehend that I had been so stupid.
"After failing to find the white witch, you were so upset and lost. I should have realised that…"
That was it. My mind wasn’t making sense of anything he was saying to me. A lethal, dark and most vicious energy, took over. I needed to get away from him, as far away as possible.
I thought about all those lessons with Tron and pulsation, the way I could control the weather.
The light came unexpected, moving throughout the room with enormous speed. He realised too late that I diverted my entire energy on him. I didn’t give him a chance to think about a protection spell. I was risking my own life, toying with dangerous power that I didn’t even understand. At that moment Jasper realised he was totally at my mercy, and I didn’t have any left. He was going to die.




CHAPTER 22





BREAKING POINT.





T  he energy that lashed out of me was raw and the deadliest that I’d ever created. I wanted to hurt him and for the first time in my life I was fully aware of what I was doing. Masses of blue and red light evaporated from my hands, hurling towards the opposite wall. Whizzing and hissing sounds filled the room all around me. I felt the power deep in my bones. All this time I had been careful, vigilant, but Jasper broke me with his deceit. Hatred sparked every ounce of my energy and I attacked.
"Julia! What the hell are you doing?" he shouted, widening his eyes, trying to get up. His magic wand was on the table. He glanced at it, but he wasn't quick enough. I pushed my hands forward, releasing infinite power. It felt good being in control, wonderful knowing my abilities could take care of him.
"Stay away from me forever, you useless piece of shit!" I roared and ordered my magic to hurt him.
The thunder and lightning hit the sky as my magic wrecked the space, draining the oxygen and Jasper’s power out of the room. He was pinned down to the floor, and without his wand he was useless, trapped in a circle of my damaging energy. I grabbed my stuff from the dresser, put my clothes into the bag, ready to get the hell out of the there, as far away from him as possible.
The door slammed, and the frame flew from its hinges, thrashing on the other side of the corridor. Then I left, hearing screams of the hotel staff running towards me. I reached the stairs and with rigid breath I ran down, not caring about the mess I’d left, hoping that Jasper was now well and truly dead.
It was early morning when I rushed through reception and jumped into a taxi that was parked outside.
"Where to, love?" the older driver asked. He was a hundred percent human.
"Train station. Fast," I hissed.
He rolled his eyes like it was a joke and put his food down on the gas. I’d taken Jasper by surprise and in any other circumstance he would’ve probably killed me, but I used everything I had, so he didn’t stand chance. I didn't care if he was going to come after me or even if he was still alive. We were done. I never should’ve went to him for help. I should’ve suspected that the white witch wasn’t there. Everything fell apart. From there on I was on my own.
I felt sick to my stomach, thinking about that poor dhampir girl who I hurt. At least I gave her freedom, but me? I had to do yet one more thing that would strip away what dignity I had left. Now my dad and Kate were going to die. I had nothing I could take back to my mother. Thinking of her disappointment hurt like hell, and I didn’t know if I could face her with the real truth.
I held back my tears, because the human taxi driver was staring at me and the tingling wouldn’t stop. It was becoming worse when he dropped me at the train station. I couldn't afford to be seen like that. Jasper mentioned that it was a small community; paranormals were everywhere, spread throughout the villages. I needed to be careful.
An hour passed, and I caught the train to Bristol, then back to London. Crushing pain between my ribs reminded me about the night I’d spent with Jasper. The voices in my head whispered that I was a failure. Jasper’s oriental cologne was on my skin and with each breath the memories flashed in front of my eyes. I needed to wash it away, forget that we were close just a few hours ago. He’d taken advantage of me in the worst way. I wasn’t sure if would ever be able to wash away those terrible memories.
Obviously, we were never meant to find the white witch. She was still somewhere out there, and all my effort had been for nothing. She was still lost. My only other option was to find the bitch who ripped away my father’s soul and force her to undo the spell.
Teaming up with my mentally unstable, psycho ex-boyfriend was a bad idea. Nathaniel had been right all along: people like Jasper couldn’t change. I needed him, so he used me to get to Julian and get whatever he lost years ago. He obviously needed my blood the whole time, lying to me, pretending that he wanted to help me, but in the end, I was just his toy.
When the train reached London, it started raining. On the way home, I bought wine. Maybe it was wrong for me to drink, but for tonight I needed to forget the past few days. The next day I would start over and carry on.
Jasper was probably going to wake up tomorrow in a human hospital and then he would come after me. I didn’t care. Let him come.
I was going to be ready. My magic was under control and if he was clever enough he would stay away. The nice, respectful Julia was gone. Now I had to toughen up if I wanted to survive in this cruel world. I was ready for another round if that bastard dared to show his face.
The wine was going down nicely, and by twelve I passed out on the sofa. That night I had dark, twisted dreams: monsters, crawling, hairy and gut-wrenching spiders were all over me. Jasper was sitting in my kitchen laughing at me.
He then changed into a woman, a witch. I woke up in the early hours of the morning soaked with sweat. It was around six. Then I called Rufus letting him know that I was back, and I would be at work tomorrow. He was fine with it, and luckily, he didn’t ask any questions.
Next priority was to see my mother and then visit Dad. This was going to be the hardest part of my day. My heart ached. Mum was expecting good news; I couldn’t imagine telling her that I didn't find who I was looking for.
To keep myself busy for the rest of the morning, I did some laundry, cleaned the apartment and charged my phone. Nathaniel hadn’t called, and I was surprised that I hadn’t heard from him. I thought about what Kelsie said and shook my head. There was no way Nathaniel would throw money away to a witch coven, knowing what happened to Dad and Kate.
Around ten o’clock I took a shower and dressed, then headed to the hospital. I hid my face in my hands and just breathed for several minutes before I turned on the engine. I felt like I’d disappointed everyone. I was so close to the white witch but searching for her in London was like looking for a needle in a haystack. It took me an hour to drive to the hospital and the whole time I was trying not to be sick.
I felt demonic, invincible with my new magic that I could finally control, but deep inside I knew my magic was worthless, because it hurt people.
The nurse in my dad’s ward informed me that Mum had been sitting by his bed almost every day. Remembering my grandmother’s words, I didn't want to drain any power from Dad, so I stood by the door watching him from the corridor. He looked worse than he did only a few days ago. His skin was so pale that it was almost white, and it looked like he’d lost a lot of weight.
My heart nearly stopped in my chest—in a couple of weeks he wouldn't be around.
"Julia, oh, my, hon. Are you all right?" Mum asked.
"Yes, Mum, I'm fine." I sighed.
"You look exhausted."
“Don't worry about it, Mum. Unfortunately, I don’t have any good news. I left London for a few days, hoping to find the person who could help Dad, but the whole trip was a disaster."
Mum’s eyes shimmered with tears, but she didn’t let go of my hands.
"The doctor… that healer said that your father hasn’t got much longer," she choked out. The colour drained from my face and my knees went a little weak.
"How long does he have, Mum?" I asked in a hushed whisper.
"Less than two weeks."
I couldn’t hold my tears any longer. Mum hugged me, and I sobbed, feeling like it was all my fault. I hated Jasper for using me, and I hated myself for believing the worst scumbag in the world.
Mum and I talked over a cup of coffee. Mum told me that my grandmother and the rest of the family spent the entire Saturday out in the corridor. Grandma wasn't happy that I vanished and didn’t even come in to talk to her. I didn’t have time to deal with her humours. I might not have found the white witch yet, but there was still the new coven in town. It was just the case of tracking them down.
I left the hospital an hour later in a miserable mood. I had an early morning shift with Sara.
I went to the office before my shift started and picked up a few files. I needed to keep busy, so I worked my arse off until late at night keeping my mind away from trouble. Tomorrow I was planning to visit Kelsie and possibly Nathaniel. I wasn't going to sit around and wait for Kate and Dad to die.

"SARA, for goodness sake; where are those forms?" I shouted at my useless co-worker for the fourth time. It was midafternoon and there was a very long queue outside the office. It was four weeks before Christmas and the production line at La Caz Pharmaceutical was the busiest it had ever been.
Lucinda needed more people in twenty-four hours, as the factory was bursting with orders. Apparently, Nathaniel had launched a new product last week.
“It's here… I'm—"
She didn’t finish, because she landed on the floor, tripping over the carpet in front of a number of paranormals. Some people laughed, another helped her out. I wanted to stab myself.
With her red face, she finally delivered the necessary forms. Surprisingly, a group of witches had been moving through the queue. They all seemed eager, and I had no choice but to waste my time and register them. Lucinda was kicking off; every day more witches weren't turning up for their shifts. She extended the probation period, but that didn’t make much difference.
I wasn’t feeling any Christmas atmosphere at all. Every part of me wanted to be with my father in the hospital, but I needed to check something in Nathaniel’s factory to make sure I hadn’t missed something completely obvious. I didn't even have enough time to use the loo. Finally, several hours later, Alexandra and a few vampires took over our shifts in the evening.
I grabbed a sandwich, pushing my violent magic back in my system and drove to Brunel Industrial Estate. It was odd that Nathaniel hadn’t called to check if I was still alive. He lost it when I told him about the money and Gordon, but it had been days and he hadn’t even tried to contact me. I needed to remember that he had a new woman in his life, so maybe he simply didn't care anymore. Kelsie was probably right. I rejected him, refused his help, but would he really turn and support witches? It was time to have a conversation with Kelsie. I had asked her to keep her ears open and I wanted to catch her before she went home.
It was six o’clock when I left the agency and then it took me two hours to reach Nathaniel’s factory. In the car park I spotted a few of my clients walking, chatting away, probably getting ready for their shifts.
Kelsie was finishing late today, probably just after eight, so I was right on time. It was a shame that someone killed Shaun. I wished that I’d rushed him to answer. Michael, Kelsie’s boyfriend, had many contacts in London. I needed to ask them for help one more time.
Nathaniel was in the factory today. Lucinda mentioned earlier that he was coordinating all the orders, but I wasn't ready to see him. I didn’t want to be spotted by his security cameras either. His guys probably already knew the plate number of my car. It was dark, so I drove to the back and parked my car on the other side of the factory. This way I didn't have to worry about being seen by his people.
I switched off my lights and put my mobile on silent. Kelsie took her time, so I had at least ten minutes before she would leave work.
I rubbed my tired face wishing I had more time. Now Dad only had two weeks. When I was just about to get out of the car I saw a man sneaking out of one of the side exits.
It was Nathaniel himself. He stopped, looked around, and then began walking to the right. Luckily for me he didn’t notice my car. From the other side, four women appeared and moved quickly towards him, like they had been waiting for him. My heart skipped a beat, then raced triple time. Indeed, the group met, and Nathaniel handed them an envelope, saying something to them.
I hardened my vision making sure that I didn’t miss anything. He spoke to them briefly, waved his hands like he was frustrated and then went back inside the building. I sank back in my seat when the women started walking towards me. They were paranormal, witches who worked in the factory. It looked like Nathaniel had made some sort of deal with them.




CHAPTER 23





TOGETHER AT LAST.





M y mind was going through a number of scenarios. There was no way Nathaniel could’ve been dealing with witches directly. What the hell was in the envelope? Why didn’t he want to be seen by anyone?
There was a simple solution. I could ask him what was going on. He wouldn't hide the truth from me. Would he?
I had no idea what to think. We had a pretty solid connection. Yes, he let me down in the past when it came to his own feelings, but he had been protecting me. He hired people to keep an eye on me, and now all of a sudden, he was one of the bad guys? I just didn’t want to believe it. My heart demanded I go and ask for an explanation, but we weren’t together. I had my own problems. My family was falling apart. Nathaniel was an arse sometimes, but he wasn't a traitor.
No, there was nothing I was sure about anymore.
When the witches disappeared, I dialled Kelsie’s number and told her I was waiting for her outside the factory. Ten minutes later she showed up at the main door. She looked tired, wearing only a blouse at the end of November, her high heels pounded loudly against the frozen ground.
“What’s up, party girl?" she asked, hopping inside my car. "I didn’t know you were back already."
"I came back unexpectedly yesterday. We didn’t find the witch. It turned out that Jasper hasn’t changed at all. He used this trip to deal with his own affairs."
Kelsie slapped herself in the face.
"Used you? What the hell do you mean?"
Then I had to tell her everything, starting with Julian, the blood, Carla and the whole tea business. Kelsie was certain that Carla wasn't just some human woman. She poisoned me, knowing who I was. I also told her what happened when Jasper and I went back to the hotel.
"The bastard!" she shouted with white-hot anger in her eyes. "What a—"
"Yeah, I wouldn't be surprised if he staged everything, pretending he didn’t know what was going on. My energy went off the rails. I fucked him up and I don’t think he’ll be able to move for the next couple of weeks. I want nothing to do with him. The white witch is somewhere in London, but we’ll never find her. The new coven is more important. There isn’t any other option. These witches are the only ones who can undo the spell."
“You're right, but I have my own theory about this new coven," she said confidently.
I wanted to tell her about Nathaniel and his unexpected meeting with suspicious looking witches, but in the end, I decided to keep it to myself. If he was really working against me, then I wanted to be the first to know.
"What are you talking about?" I asked.
"Drive. We’ll talk about this in your apartment. I have an idea."
Normally it was Kate who had ideas, well, dangerous ones, but she wasn't with us and now Kelsie had taken over. I needed all the help I could get, and my friends always had my back. On the way to my apartment, Kel was trying hard to distract me from gloomy thoughts. She kept talking about her day, moaning about Lucinda and Michael. Apparently, her boyfriend was so busy with work that they hadn't had sex for over a week.
The traffic a few weeks before Christmas was terrible. It took us over two hours to finally get back to Croydon. When we arrived at my apartment, I spotted Ella pacing around outside by the entrance. My best friend looked good. It was chilly out there and I kept wondering why she didn’t call to say she’d been waiting for me.
"How long have you been standing out here?" I asked her.
"Ten minutes. My battery died, but I guessed that you were finishing work, so I took the tube," she replied and smiled when she saw Kelsie. "Hey, Kel."
"Hey, love. Come on, Julia, get the girl inside. She’s going to get the flu standing in this freezing cold weather," Kelsie said, hurrying Ella inside.
I was glad that Ella popped in to see me, but I didn’t want to drag her into any of my plans, especially after what happened with Daniel and Ludwig during the networking event from two years ago.
We all went upstairs, and I made them a cup of tea. Ella was in a good mood, asking me about Dad and Mum. We were discussing what might have happened to Alex and Tron. They were gone, vanished from the face of the earth and I was afraid that other fairies might have found out about Ella’s existence. We needed to be careful. At least Ella’s confidence was back, but everything seemed so unresolved.
"All right, I think we covered the usual chitchat. Let’s get down to business," Kelsie announced, placing her cup on the table.
"Business?" Ella asked, her green eyes studying me closely.
"Kelsie, I'm sorry, but I don’t want to get Ella involved with any of this. These witches are dangerous. Look what happened to Kate!"
"Excuse me, I can speak for myself and I want to get involved. I'm not a child." Ella scowled, folding her arms over her chest.
“I'm fully aware that you aren’t a child, darling, but you don’t have experience in magic. We don’t want to put your life at risk. Remember the other fairies, your “family” that might still be after you? You’re magical, but at the same time your spells could be unpredictable,” I explained, thinking about Alex and Tron. This was when we needed them both but neither of us had any idea where they were or how to reach them.
"What?" she asked, getting up and going red. "I want to help and don’t care how dangerous this is! You shouldn't exclude me just because I'm half human. Now I’m one of you, even if I can’t do all these crazy things like most of you guys.”
I sighed.
"Darling, I love you, and I can’t risk your life. Do you remember Daniel and that bastard McGregor?"
Ella’s face went pale. She chewed on her lip, staring at me, fear in her eyes. Of course, she remembered everything. She hadn't spoken to me for months after she found out that I was paranormal.
“That's the past and now I know what to expect. You guys are going after witches, not vampires, right?"
I couldn't believe she was willing to go with us even after all the crap she had been through. That hopeless feeling in my stomach was making me nauseous.
I looked at Kelsie, who was filing her nails.
“Let's hear the plan first," I said.
"There is something going on with the witches in the factory. Lucinda knows it and I'm sure this has something to do with the coven. I heard there’s a wizard on the production line who acts as a recruiter, possibly for the coven. Normally after their shifts, he talks about the meetings, pretending that he’s interested in dating some of them."
I stared at Kelsie in disbelief, digesting what she said. If she was right, then I finally understood what was happening with the staff, why all the witches were disappearing.
"How long have you known about this?" I asked.
“I've only just found out tonight. I used the toilet downstairs and some vampires were talking about it."
Ella looked baffled, shifting on the sofa next to me. "So, what’s that mean? What are you guys planning to do?" she asked.
"Nothing that you can get involved with. As I said before, even if we go after the witches, it’s way too dangerous."
"Julia, stop telling me what to do."
"Ella, I'm, not—"
"Oh, for Christ’s sake, Julia.” Kel cut me off, raising her voice. “Ella could be useful. We should just get to the factory and see if we can learn the identity of that wizard."
I rubbed my hands together and stared at both of them like they were crazy.
"Something always goes wrong when we do things like that. Remember when we followed Jasper? Some giants, or whatever the hell they were, nearly slashed your throat in that old building," I insisted, flexing my fingers. Energy flew through me. I could feel it in the room, dancing all around us.
Kelsie rolled her eyes like it wasn't a big deal, like every day she was threatened with a knife. I shivered, recalling every single second of that evening. Even then, Jasper attacked me.
"And when do you want to do this?" I asked, hoping that tomorrow she would forget, so I wouldn't have to put her in unnecessary danger.
"Tonight, at twelve. That’s when the main shift is going to end. Besides, things are always freaky after the witching hour."
"All right then. Whose car we are going in?" Ella asked promptly.
"Hold on a minute; we have to discuss this first," I cut her off, annoyed that Kelsie thought bringing Ella was a good idea. Okay, maybe my friend had some magical genes, but she had never exhibited any magical powers. "I really don’t think you should come with us. Think about Kate and my dad. They’re dying. I’ll never forgive myself if anything happened to you."
Ella patted me on the back. “It's my choice. I want to help."
So, it turned out I had nothing to say. Ella insisted on being part of this plan and that was it.
Kelsie mentioned that many paranormals were finishing work at midnight. In the past few weeks the production line had been working for twenty-four hours, but the vampires were covering the night shift. Lucinda was giving them priority. They had their own associations and unions, and they were always complaining that there wasn't enough work for them.
Ella was asking a lot of questions about the coven and the witches; that was worrying me. Nathaniel still hadn’t called. What if someone cast a spell on him and he wasn't even aware of what was happening to him? It was possible. Once Jasper made him forget about me, like I was never part of his life.
"Hey, Julia, wake up. Are you even listening to me?"
Kelsie’s voice brought me back to the room. I shook my head.
"Yes, sorry. I'm here, what’s up?"
She narrowed her eyes.
"I was just telling Ella that we have to be careful. We can’t be seen. They’re necromancy witches, and they use humans and paranormals for their deadly rituals."
I already knew that and that’s why I was worried. What if Ella ended up like Dad or Kate? How would I ever explain something like that to her mother?
We discussed our new plan over a late dinner. I made some quick pasta. I hadn’t eaten anything since early afternoon. The girls were talking, probably trying to distract themselves from everything that was going on and what we had to do tonight. Ella talked about her work in the salon, Kelsie about Michael and her sex life. Thoughts about Jasper floated in my head. It worried me a little that I hadn’t heard from him yet. He should’ve already recovered from his injuries; that was, if I hadn’t killed him. Deep down I was praying that tonight’s plan would bring some sort of results.
"Julia, I think I should drive," Kelsie said, grabbing my keys. My fingers sparkled, and I felt a tingling sensation in my chest. It was strange, for days my power obeyed me and tonight I felt like it wanted to have a mind of its own again.
We left my apartment at half past eleven. I was knackered but awake. Dad had no more than thirteen days to get his soul back, Kate, hmm… maybe a bit less. Tonight, we needed the name of that bitch.
Ella was quiet, and Kelsie looked focused. There was a slim chance that Nathaniel would be inside, but I didn’t want to think about him. He created enough anguish and pain in my life as it was.
Later in the night the traffic eased off. It only took us forty minutes to get to Brunel Industrial Estate. Kelsie drove smoothly through the security gate and we parked in the staff car park.
"And now, we wait," she muttered, giving us an encouraging smile. Twenty minutes later a lot of paranormals started leaving the building. Most of them alone, some in groups. We could all recognise witches from elves or giants from trolls.
I was only paying attention to witches. Kelsie’s plan had a lot of holes. We had no idea who we should follow. After the witching hour the car park was filled with paranormals who were eager to get home.
Kelsie was the only one that sort of knew who to look out for. For about ten minutes she was watching the car park. I spotted a few witches. Most of them had gotten lifts from their husbands, boyfriend or friends.
I didn’t see a group of witches with a man. It looked like tonight was going to be waste of time.
"Right, I think we should come back tomorrow," I said with resignation.
"No, there he is. The prick in the black Porsche." Kelsie pointed out.




CHAPTER 24





MINI SABBATH.





"What? In that fancy car? Are you sure?" I asked, pointing at the wizard who appeared to our right. He was smoking, staring at all the people who were leaving the factory. It looked like he was waiting for someone, leaning against his black Porsche. Kelsie wasn't exaggerating when it came to his looks. He was hot: built like a wrestler, with dark long hair, and dressed in a leather jacket and leather pants.
A few minutes later three women, all witches, walked up to him timidly. They started talking. My internal voice kept insisting that this new theory was making sense. The coven used a wizard to attract the witches to their meetings. Was he only testing them to see how far they would go? Was he only using his good looks to attract new victims for necromantic rituals? I had no idea what to think anymore. I needed get to the bottom of where he was planning to take them.
"Of course, I'm sure. The girls in the ladies’ room described him in great detail. He’s here to recruit. They’re loving the attention. Look." Kelsie pointed at the women. They were obviously smitten with him, especially the two older ones.
An attractive man and some lonely witches. Well, the coven was pushing this further than I expected.
“He's doing a good enough job," I muttered under my breath. Slowly the car park was emptying. Paranormals were leaving, and a few of them were hanging out waiting to be picked up. The witches were still talking to the wizard, who was pointing at his car, gesturing for them to get inside.
A petite witch wasn't too keen on getting into some stranger’s car in the middle of the night. She was shaking her head trying to back away. The others had already made up their mind, because they were shouting at her, trying to convince her to go with them. The wizard smiled, said something and then after a moment, the girl reluctantly agreed. He scored: he had three witches in his car and they had no idea what was going to happen to them.
“They're getting away," Ella said, reminding me that I needed to make a decision.
"We should follow them," Kelsie added promptly. I was reluctant to do anything without a plan, but Kelsie was right. We couldn’t be sure if we’d get another opportunity like this. These witches were in danger.
"All right, let’s do this, but keep your distance. He can’t spot us," I said, remembering all those times when we got ourselves into trouble because of me.
This time my power was on my side and I wasn't dangerous to be around. In the past few weeks, I learned that I could fight. I had to make sure that I kept Ella out of any danger. She was staying in the car the whole time. Kelsie maneuvered the car smoothly in the dying night traffic, keeping up with the Porsche. A few times she had to speed up as the wizard was driving faster than he should’ve been. It looked like he was in a hurry, probably trying to make it on time for the meeting.
Slowly I began losing track of the areas that we were passing, realising that he was heading out of London. I glanced at Ella who had this look of determination on her face. I didn't like it. Kelsie kept muttering some obscenities under her breath when she had to slow down a couple of times.
An hour and a half later, we were still in the car, travelling through the Industrial Park. I was beginning to worry that the wizard in front of us was aware he was being followed and was just driving around.
We lost sense of where we were after some time, surrounded by tall buildings, moving closer to old industrial containers. The car in front of us took a sharp left and a few minutes later Kelsie killed the engine, seeing the Porsche parked a distance away. We were miles away from Croydon in a completely unfamiliar location. The smell of oil and chemicals surrounded me, and my gut told me that I was pushing this too far, that we were getting in too deep and if anything happened, no one would know where we were. When the witches got out of the car, goosebumps shot up all over my arms. This place wasn't completely deserted, there were other cars parked near us, which told me that this wasn't just a random stop.
"What should we do?" Ella whispered.
I swallowed hard, glancing at Kelsie. “I'll call Dannika; she should take over from here."
"What? If any of these witches sense the cops, then that’s it. We’re done," Kelsie said. "We should look around, find out why he brought them here. I think this is your chance, Julia. That bitch might be around here somewhere."
I hesitated again, biting my lip. By the time Dannika arrived, the witches were going to be gone anyway. I had to make another difficult decision.
"Fine, let’s go, but everyone stay close. We don’t know what to expect," I blurted out after checking that we were safe to leave the car. My plan in keeping Ella out of this wasn't working.
What first caught my attention was the silence and an energy that made me a little nauseous. The temperature was below zero and a deep, penetrating chill filled my body. Ella glanced around keeping close to me. On our right there was a large industrial building, on the left a stack of huge containers.
We moved quietly towards the place where the witches disappeared with the wizard, hiding behind one of the containers. Kelsie took the lead, stripped off all her clothes, and transformed into a rat. She wanted to look around to make sure it was safe to cross further down.
Ella kept staring at the space from which Kel vanished. I shook her a little, asking if she was all right to carry on. She insisted that she was.
After ten minutes Kelsie returned, letting us know that we were all clear to carry on. My magic had already been awakened, rushing throughout my body. It was just the case of pushing the right energies through and maintaining intensity of the deadly spells.
"I hear voices a few hundred meters away from here. They use this place for their meetings," she explained. "There are at least a dozen witches out there."
I took a few deep breaths, calculating our next move. If these were the witches from the new coven, we’d just struck gold, but at the same time this whole operation seemed risky. We snuck out a hundred meters further down from Kelsie. Adrenaline started flowing through my veins, magic advanced, soaking the chilled air.
Every time we crept further into the industrial estate we hid behind a new container.
Kelsie gave us a sign to hold on, as we all heard the voices surrounding us.
"Josie, I told you this was a bad idea. I heard rumours they’re killing people here," a voice said. It was a woman, possibly a witch.
"Nonsense, they’re just playing with spells. Roger’s so hot, I don’t care how long we’re going to be here, as long he gives me his number," another woman said, sounding excited.
A third voice chuckled. "Yeah, he’s a dreamer. Did you see the way he was looking at me?"
"He might be good looking, but it’s strange that he invited us here in the middle of the night. There are a dozen witches out here and that amount of magic in one place can be dangerous."
"Donna, don’t be a wimp. We’ll listen to what they have to say, do some hocus pocus and be on our way."
"Ladies, we’re starting in five minutes."
It was the fourth male voice. Kelsie and I exchanged startled looks, aware that something important was just about to happen. I knew that the guy must have been Roger, the wizard we saw in the car park.
"This is exciting, much better than the book club I went to the other night." Another woman giggled.
"It must be some sort of meeting where they introduce new members, right? Why would these women be here otherwise?" I whispered to Kelsie, confused and afraid about who we were dealing with.
"No idea, but let’s see if we can get closer to listen in," she said.
Ella nodded and the three of us ran through the plain yard towards another container. As we crept closer Kelsie pointed out that one of the metal boxes was open. We slid inside, aware that now we could see what was happening on the other side.
Inside it was dark, but through a wide gap I saw the entire gathering of witches. There were at least a hundred or more of them, all females. Now and again there were one or two wizards, standing in the circle. Two witches had their backs to us: both very tall with long blonde hair and scrawny legs. They barely wore anything and, considering how cold it was, I was shivering just staring at their exposed skin.
The buzzing in my ears didn't want to go away. I felt hot and cold at the same time, hearing Ella’s irregular breaths. The smell of burning wood wafted through the air, and the magic kept me on my toes, soaking and vibrating the atmosphere around us.
"Thank you all for coming here tonight on such short notice. Welcome to the new witches. It’s my pleasure to see all your faces."
The first witch spoke. She was loud and confident with an accent I couldn’t detect.
I looked around the crowd and spotted the girl from the car park glancing around. She didn’t look particularly happy being in the crowd.
"I arrived in London a couple of months ago, hearing that many witches were unhappy and lost. It was clear to me that many of you felt exploited by your association, many of you didn’t have any life goals. I do understand that most of you attend Sabbaths, but I want to bring something entirely new and fresh to London."
Someone shouted something funny and the witch laughed. I didn’t know what was going on with my magic, but the vibration in the air caused an eruption of sweat to run down my back.
"Tonight, I want to tell you a bit more about the coven that I created. Our meetings always take place after the witching hour and always away from humans. We are witches and wizards. Our blood is much more precious than the blood of other creatures. If you’re willing to learn, my sisters, then I can show you enormous power, magic that can bring back the energy of the dead; energy that can make you all immortal!"
My heart gave me a giant smack in my chest and I felt Kelsie moving nervously next to me. I heard gasps in the crowd. Some witches were nodding. Others were looking around, a bit less impressed.
The blond witch from the car park looked scared; she paled and whispered something to the girl who was sitting next to her.
"Now," said one of the witches from the new coven moving a bit forward. "This opportunity is very special and only for the witches who are willing to open their minds and souls. Some say this magic is forbidden, illegal, but we should be able to use it. After all, witches and wizards are special."
I was out of breath, but we had to stay here until the very end. I noticed I didn’t have any reception on my phone, so even if we wanted to call the police we were stuck.
"Necromancy. We use it and we are proud of it. There are going to be sacrifices, souls of humans and paranormals who are too narrow-minded to see the real world…"
Shaun was right all along. This bitch was looking for followers; she wanted to teach others to use magic that wasn't accessible to ordinary paranormals. She was the one who I’d been looking for, the one who could save Dad and Kate.
I fulfilled my plan; I found her, but there was another problem. I couldn’t just come out and confront her, especially not here in front of everyone. Plus, I was with Ella and Kelsie. Besides, if she was the one who hurt Dad and Kate, how was I supposed to convince her to save them?
There was movement in the crowd. The blond girl from the car park got up and began walking away from others. She looked pale and petrified.
"Little lamb, where are you going?" the first witch asked, the one who’d talked about immorality. Donna stopped and looked like she couldn’t move.
"This isn’t for me," she hissed loud enough for everyone to hear. In that moment I felt magic so strong and powerful I thought it was going to tear me apart.
The girl couldn’t move, not because she was nervous or scared, it was because the witch whose face I couldn’t see was spellbinding her. I heard gasps in the crowd. Someone shouted something I couldn’t understand, then the girl’s eyes rolled into the back of her head.
The witch whose face I couldn't see waved her wand and the girl levitated a few feet above the ground.
All the wizards looked alerted, their wands in hand as the girl was dropped in the circle like a bag of potatoes. Ella squeezed my hand so tight, cutting off any circulation that was left.
"Well, I’ll now demonstrate what kind of power you’ll possess. This will hurt, my dear."
I wanted to shut my eyes and not look, but the girl screamed in agony, some sort of power forced her to the ground. Her legs and hands were spread wide. Some of the new witches looked terrified.
The witch took a step forward.
When I saw a small knife in her hand, my heart started beating way too fast. I already knew what was going to happen to her.
Then I heard Ella’s scream and something furry brushed over my leg. Everyone on the other side of the container heard us, turning their heads around. We were busted, and I had no idea if we were going to get out of there alive.




CHAPTER 25





COUNTERATTACK.





"F uck!" Kelsie screamed reacting sooner and slapping me back to reality. “Let's get the hell out of here, now!"
I needed a few more seconds. The witch was just about to turn around, but Kelsie grabbed my hand and dragged me away, so I lost the chance. The spell came to us fast, hitting me in the chest and legs as we flew out of the scrapyard container. Ella was right behind Kelsie.
I screamed in agony but continued to run. Thinking about that poor witch who was left to the mercy of these necromantic freaks, I stopped and turned in the opposite direction, probably making the dumbest decision of my entire life. But I just couldn’t leave her to die. I glanced behind, seeing Kelsie and Ella under attack. The crowd took off in a hurry. Witches were panicking and running away. Someone else was screaming.
My leg was bleeding, but I circulated around the scrapyard container and reached the place where at least a dozen witches were sitting only a few seconds ago. The blond girl was still on the ground, moaning and screaming. I glanced around to make sure I had a chance to get her out of here alive. My blood went ice cold when I thought about Ella and Kelsie. The witches went in the other direction and I could only hope that the girls were safe.
My magic was with me, circulating throughout my bloodstream, alive, injecting me with the burning desire to get to the head of the coven. I broke the girl’s spell, remembering Tron’s words, running my sparkling hands over her face.
"Come on, get up. We need to get out of here," I hissed, slapping her gently on the cheek.
"You… elf… my wand—"
"There’s no time—we have to go!"
I grabbed the knife that was lying a few meters away from her and helped the witch back to her feet. Multicoloured lights were shooting through the navy sky. I led her across the yard, hoping to hide behind another container.
"Oh, no. You won't get away from me, half-breed!" someone roared from behind me.
I wanted to stop, gather my energy and attack, but I knew I had no chance to fight back as injured as I was. Every inch of my skin crawled with buzzing energy. My mind spun, and I felt the first spell hitting me in the back. Darkness obscured my vision for a brief moment. I stumbled, losing my balance. My brain registered the pain, but I pulled myself together and kept moving my numb legs.
"One more then!" the witch roared.
If I could just turn around and see her face. The bitch was whispering an incantation, the words were echoing through my brain. She made me hear her. My legs pounded against the hard-concrete ground. Spells were shooting from every direction; one just barely missed me, burning the ends of my hair. I was rushing towards the car, not quite sure what happened to Kelsie and Ella. Donna was a few meters ahead of me, running faster than I expected.
"Get them before they get away!" someone else shouted.
On the other side of the yard I saw Kelsie, still in her human form, screaming at me to get to the car. We were close, just a few more seconds and we would’ve been able to get away. Then, from the corner of my eye I spotted someone standing on top of the container—the good-looking wizard. He waved his wand and shot a deadly spell right at me. I gathered my energy, but I had no chance, as his spell bonded with mine. More deadly magic came down from behind.
"Die, half-breed!" I heard the witch shriek.
I stopped, panic-stricken, and images began to flash in front of my eyes.
"Julia!"
I recognised Ella’s voice. Suddenly she was standing by the car, and for a split second I thought I was hallucinating. Energy, bright and mesmerising, shot from Ella’s hands, passing me on the way. I stopped and dropped to the ground expecting to be hit with a deadly spell, but nothing happened. When I looked up, whatever the hell Ella had done, she shielded me from the deadly magic. I crashed to the ground, hurting my knee and elbow. Ella was standing by the car, staring blankly at her hands. There were more screams. Someone grabbed me and helped me back to my feet.
"Come on, let’s the get the fuck out of here!"
It was Kelsie. By the time she got me to the car, Donna and Ella were in the back seat, looking frightened and pale.
The engine roared, the wheels spun, and we drove off. My chest was burning, eyes watering. I glanced at my legs, trying to calm my breathing, and saw long deep cuts running over my jeans stained with blood. Kelsie made a screeching one-hundred-eighty-degree turn; we hit the road pretty fast after that.
I closed my eyes for a brief second to gather my racing thoughts and then turned to look at Ella.
"What the fuck was that, Ella? How did you know what to do?" I asked, ignoring Donna, who was muttering to herself, not making much sense at all. Ella opened her mouth, but no sound came out. I wanted to question her further but thought she was in shock like everyone else. Kelsie had a bad wound with dried blood running across her chin.
I sank back into the seat, breathing in and out. No one said a word for the rest of the drive. Two hours later we were back in London. I kept glancing behind me, expecting a car to be tailing us. We weren’t followed back, but Kelsie was doing a hundred miles an hour just to be sure we were safe.
After Kelsie parked outside my apartment, no one moved or said a word. I couldn’t believe that I insisted on going after the witches. I still couldn’t comprehend what Ella had done. Yet again, I was so close, but I never saw the face of the witch who was in charge.
"Are you guys going to let me go?"
Donna’s question broke the silence. Kelsie dropped her head on the steering wheel and I exhaled.
"Hey, maybe a ‘thank you for saving my arse’ would be more appropriate?" Kelsie snapped.
Donna"s face went red. "I'm sorry… I'm very grateful."
"Come on, I think we all need a cup of hot chocolate. It’s late and you’re probably miles away from home. We can figure out what to do later," I suggested.
Donna looked like she wanted to disagree, but after we assured her that we were on her side, all four of us strolled inside my small apartment. I put my arm around Ella and brought her closer to me. She looked like she was still in shock.
Before asking questions and discussing what happened, I went to the kitchen. My body was aching all over; the shock was fading away and now I was in pain. My elbow swelled to the size of melon. It took me longer than usual to heat up the milk and prepare drinks for the girls. I couldn’t think straight, analysing in my head the things that I’d seen.
After a while we all sat down on the floor sipping our blissful drinks. Kelsie and I were in the worst shape.
“Ella, you were amazing; you kicked arse,” Kelsie said with a light smile. “We need to find that Alex fairy and figure out what happened to Tron too.” My best friend moved on the floor dropping her eyes. I had to agree with everything Kelsie said.
"Are you all right?" I asked Ella. She nodded.
"I don’t know what happened out there, Julia. I felt this tingling and I didn’t want you to get hurt, so—"
"You reacted. That’s okay; it’s normal. You saved my life," I said, squeezing her hand tighter. She looked worried, really worried.
"I'm sorry, but aren’t you that half elf from the agency?" Donna popped the question.
"Yep, that’s me."
"That was the dumbest thing I ever saw," Kelsie shouted, turning her attention to Donna who went red. "What the hell were you thinking? Going with some stranger just because he looked like he was into you."
"I wasn't ready to go, but Josie wanted to get the number of that wizard. The wizard told us it was a short drive, and he mentioned having drinks. Other witches at work talked about these meetings. I was curious."
"Tell us everything you know about that bitch who talked about the necromancy spell and describe her if you can," Kelsie ordered, finishing her hot chocolate.
It turned out that Donna didn’t know much at all. The wizard flirted with the girls and then he just offered them the opportunity to come along. Donna also mentioned that two witches in front were wearing some sort of masks, so she couldn’t describe them to us.
She was grateful and happy that I saved her life. Kelsie was shaking her head, probably thinking I was an idiot. I could’ve died saving this girl’s arse.
Around four o’clock in the morning we called Donna a taxi and she went her way, thanking me over and over.
Ella was a bit calmer once Donna left. Kelsie went to the toilet to wash off the blood and took care of the wound on her cheek.
"Are you sure you’re all right?"
"I'm glad that I went; at least I was useful," she said, smiling. I knew Ella had magical blood in her veins, but I never thought that her energy would appear so soon. It was extraordinary.
"Now you see how dangerous this really was."
"Yes, and I originally came over because I wanted to talk to you about something."
"Yes, but in the end, we didn’t really have the chance. Come on, tell me now."
"I guess this is appropriate now. I came over because I wanted to talk to you about Alex. I think … I’m ready to look for him, to look for Tron too.”
I was a little apprehensive about that idea, although Ella was right. Tron vanished just after my house burned down. There was a possibility that other royal fairies showed up in London. We really needed to be careful and stick together from now on.
“We have to locate Tron first. He must be with Alex, this is really not making much sense, Ella. Something must have happened after the fire, after I ended up in the hospital.”
Her eyes shimmered with a dash of fear. I remembered all those months ago, when she freaked out discovering the truth about me and Nicky. It was horrible, but Ella had grown so much in the past year. She was coming to terms with her second nature.
Kelsie came out of the bathroom, her wound looked very nasty, but she didn’t want to hear about going to the hospital.
"Now we know these witches are recruiting as many newbies as possible. They were going to cut Donna to pieces if it weren’t for us."
"Yes, but we still don’t know her name. If only we could’ve waited a little longer." I sighed.
"The cat startled me. I'm sorry, it was my fault," Ella said.
"I better go and speak to Michael. Don’t worry, Julia. We’ll find her; we’re very close."
I nodded, but deep down I felt that everything was falling apart. I failed to find the white witch, I failed my grandmother, and now my father and Kate. Maybe that was meant to be, but I didn’t want to leave anything to fate, instead I was ready to fight again.
Eventually Ella and Kelsie left. I took a shower and went to bed.
In the late morning my elbow ached so much that I decided to go to the hospital. It turned out that I spent four hours waiting for someone to see me. Even the Paranormal Ward was busy. My elbow was broken so I was given some spells and asked to rest for a few days. I had to wear magical plaster for at least forty-eight hours.
On my way to the police station I realised that in twelve days’ time Dad was going to be dead. Harsh, but that was the truth.
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FUCKING JASPER.





L ast night I broke Dannika’s promise. She was in charge of the investigation and I dove straight into a witch coven, putting myself and other people in danger. I had to tell her everything I knew, but she was going to be pissed off, and sometimes she frightened the life out of me. At the same time, her investigation was going nowhere. Dannika needed to understand that I wasn't prepared to sit at home and wait for my dad’s final hour.
My elbow was aching, and I had scratches on my face. Even if I tried, I couldn’t lie to her. The police station was extremely busy. Dannika was running a meeting in the other room, so I was told to wait in the corridor.
I went over in my head what I was going say, but when she asked me for a talk in Dad’s office, my mind went blank again.
"So, what’s going on?" she asked, getting straight to the point. She looked drained. This case was obviously taking up all of her time.
"Well, I know that there’s a wizard at La Caz Pharmaceutical who’s been recruiting witches to the new coven," I began as planned. She frowned, twisting her lips.
"What happened to your arm?" she asked pointing at my plastered elbow, blatantly ignoring my statement about the witches.
I smiled, rubbing my hands together.
"Would you believe me if I said that I fell?"
She leaned toward me and quietly said, "Skip the crap, Julia. You stink of magic and shifters. What the hell happened to you?"
I sighed, looking away, knowing that either way this conversation was going to be hard.
"Yesterday me and a few friends, well, we followed a few witches. We were only going to spy on them, but things didn’t really go as planned and we were caught," I said, maintaining eye contact with her. Dannika was going to kick my arse either way, so there was no point lying to her.
Her pupils went vertical and for a split second I had a feeling that I’d gotten away with it. Then she slammed her fists on the table, pointing her magic wand at me. I was totally screwed.
"You followed witches from the coven? Are you out of your mind?" she shouted, her violet eyes burning with anger.
From then I had to go over everything that happened during the night, starting with the wizard at La Caz Pharmaceutical. This ridiculously crazy story didn't help my situation. Dannika was probably ready to strangle me.
"Julia! I thought you had a brain. If you really want to die, then let me help you. I have a cracking potion at home and connection to a few scumbags. We can arrange something."
I didn’t appreciate her sarcasm and moved on the chair nervously.
"All right, I’ve heard it all before. Yeah, I wasn't thinking, but I did find out some helpful information. The witches are gathering more and more followers and they’re using a wizard to attract them."
"Get over yourself. Jerry taught you better. I told you to leave this to the police!"
"I won't back down. Dad has around twelve days left and Kate maybe much less."
"Now, I'm not fucking kidding, Julia. I haven’t been sitting on my arse all this time. The Unit is tracking necessary suspects. We’ll get her soon. Stop putting yourself in danger and let me do my job."
I exhaled, thinking about Emily. Dannika was probably going to put a tail on me and I’d run out of ideas. The witches had probably shifted their location.
"All right, but maybe there’s something else you can help me with. I'm looking for Emily Bishop. She’s currently in London and I have to find her."
Dannika stared at me for a little while. I’d seen that look on her face before: it was dark and gloomy like she could see through my lies. There was no way that I was going to tell her about Gordon and my trip to Wales. Once this whole thing was over I might share with the police what I knew about Gordon. For now, Dad was the most important.
"Emily Bishop. I can run a search in the database for you if you want, but why? Who is she?"
"She’s the person who can help Dad. I can’t tell you anymore. I'm sorry."
I folded my arms over my chest, letting her know that I couldn’t say anymore. She worked her jaw, pinning me down with her heavy stare. After a moment she got up and strolled out. Dannika returned after ten minutes telling me she would look into Emily Bishop and call me as soon as she had a location. Then she gave me another lecture. I hated that I had to keep things from her, but it was better this way. I broke the law a few times and I wasn't ready to get her into trouble because of that.
Thoughts filled my head when I arrived at the office later on. I didn’t sleep that well and had a whole night with a very busy schedule ahead of me. La Caz Pharmaceutical was still manic, and we were running out of staff.
Luckily for me Sara had the day off and I was working alongside my vampire colleagues. Until about nine the agency was full: everyone wanted to make some extra cash before Christmas. When I finally had a chance to get a cup of coffee, my head was spinning.
"Julia, wow, your scent is incredible tonight. Have you been hanging out with many elves?" Rachel asked as she walked into the kitchen. I smelled my skin and shook my head.
"No, I haven't done anything unusual, just hung out with a bunch of witches yesterday."
She eyed me up and down, licking her lips.
"That can’t be it. You smell irresistible in a good way." She chuckled.
I went back to my desk as soon as possible, wondering what the hell was wrong with me tonight. Maybe it was all the spells from yesterday. Just in case, I made sure that I stayed away from the vampires and got on with my work. In the bathroom I used a cover charm to keep my scent away. I was on my own with a bunch of vampires. I didn’t want to cause any problems at work.
The evening was busy, but I didn't mind. I needed to keep away from toxic thoughts. It was a good night. I even had a chance to talk to a few witches about the new coven. They were pleasant enough but not very forthcoming.
The hours rolled on until midnight. Ella was also on my mind; her new unexpected powers were worrying. She was so inexperienced. Once my dad came out of the coma I needed to help her find Alex. Her mother was a human, and her brother hadn’t shown any new abilities so far. It was better to keep them out of this until we knew what was going on. Maybe Alex had been captured by his own kind. Either way I couldn’t just sit around, I had to do something.
Around four o’clock in the morning, I told the vampires to go home and decided to lock up. At that time the streets were completely deserted. I put all the files away and updated the system. After checking that everything was sorted for tomorrow I was ready to leave when I heard the sound of doors closing. I was so absorbed with work that I’d forgotten to lock the main door.
I should’ve seen this coming. I nearly killed him back in Wales, but the time when he intimidated me was over. I was ready to kick his arse again.
His mysterious expression didn't reveal if he was in a good or bad mood. I was disappointed with myself, because Jasper recovered well. Obviously, I didn't give him enough hell.
"What the fuck are you doing here?" I snapped, hiding my hands behind my back. An intensive wave of my power rippled through me. I was ready to take on any kind of spells. The images from that night were fresh in my memory.
"Julia, I'm hurt. After that passionate night we spent together you tried to kill me," he said, calmly moving his finger over his wand.
I bared my teeth, breathing calmly. He wanted to provoke me, playing his usual game.
"I didn’t agree to sleep with you. I was high; someone poisoned me. You used me, pretending that you were there for me," I said, moving to my desk. My stomach churned loudly when Jasper tightened his jaw. He didn’t like my tone and I didn't care. I was ready for him.
"Without me and my connections to Gordon, you wouldn't even know where to start. Gordon was right. The bitch was there. He couldn’t have known that she moved away," Jasper insisted. "We had an agreement, Julia."
My breathing changed, growing heavy. I was ready to use the most lethal spell on him, just to prove to him that he couldn’t control me.
"True, but then you sold my blood without my permission. Whatever agreement we had is void. I didn’t find the white witch, and my father’s still dying."
"You enjoyed our lovemaking session," he added with the smile.
"I don’t love you, Jasper. How many times do I have to tell you that? I'm not interested in any romantic relationship with you."
He was beside me before I even blinked, invading my personal space. My hands were behind me, tingling as I was gathering up my magic.
"I promised you I’d find the white witch, so I’ll keep that promise," he whispered, inhaling my scent. I was going to be sick and I no longer believed his lies.
The fire that brewed in his eyes pushed me further away. Jasper was delusional. I made a mistake by trusting him and now I was paying for it. I really thought that Jasper had changed, but now his obsession transformed him into someone else. There was no place for him in my life.
"Get the hell away from me. I don’t need your help," I said, pushing him.
He caught my hand and brought me close to his body. I started jerking away, trying to use my fire spell to hurt him, but somehow, he blocked me. Then out of nowhere images of me and him in bed started flashing through my mind. My heart jumped as I tried to pull away. When the bad dream ended I slapped him. That didn’t faze him. He’d used whatever power he had to get me into the mood. His hand ran over the edge of my thighs and deep soaring heat began growing between my legs.
"See, I knew you liked it," he whispered, making me feel like I’d lost my free will.
I didn’t know if it was his voice or the memories, but energy rolled down my arm. The wind came out of nowhere, and a bolt of fire began spreading its source around Jasper.
"Get the fuck out or I'm going to kill you," I whispered back, bringing the spell closer and closer.
"You would't dare."
"Try me!"
A wave of dark, mounting power made me want to crawl on my knees and scream. This wasn't me, but I didn’t want to remember what he made me do.
My magic was back, spreading throughout every cell. The need and desire for death was in me. He just had to give me a sign and I was ready to destroy him.
“I'll find the white witch, whether you want me to or not."
"Get the fuck out of here!" I yelled and threw a ball of energy at the wall, causing bits of drywall to crash to the floor. His eyes sent an icy whirl of power over me, but another fiery ball was in my hands. This time I wouldn't miss.
He started backing away towards the door.
“I'll be back."
When he was gone, I ran to the door and locked it, breathing hard. My heart was pounding in my chest. The magic left me, and the darkness vanished. I felt weak. The lights were flashing, and I wiped the drops of sweat pouring down my face from the corner of my mouth. It took me a few moments to get my balance.
Dizziness hit me, and I had to sit down. The office was trashed. There was no way I would be able to fix anything now. My arms felt like they weighed a ton. I had to get home. The girls were going to have to deal with everything in the morning. I didn’t have enough strength left in me to clean up.
I reached for my bag and took out a small bottle of a potion that my grandmother gave me for emergencies. This was going to make me feel better. The pressure in my head should go away. The potion would calm me down.
I opened my mouth and poured the contents down my throat.
Within a second, I was back on my feet. I switched off the lights, locked the door and went home. I couldn't remember how long I was driving.
My body felt so light; I had no energy and my skin was tingling. Then as soon as my head touched the pillow, I closed my eyes and drifted.
Sleep was blissful. The hours passed, many hours, and when I awoke the temperature in my body was blazing. I placed my hand on my forehead and yanked it away; it was boiling hot. There was another problem. I was turned on and the throbbing between my legs alarmed me. My mouth was dry, and my pulse was racing. Something was really wrong with me.
Not wanting to open my eyes I started tapping my hand over the table, searching for my phone. Light was streaming into the room, so it was clear to me that I’d slept through the few remaining hours of the night.
I opened my left eye and, after switching on my phone, I discovered that it was only eleven o’clock in the morning. The ache between my legs grew. That potion that my grandmother gave me should have sorted me out a few hours ago.
Then I heard the banging at my door, not just one sharp knock as normal people would do, but loud and very annoying banging.
I covered my face with the pillow hoping that whoever was on the other side of the door would go away.
The banging only became worse, so did my arousal. I removed my covers and sat up feeling hot and very uncomfortable. Seconds later, I was on my feet walking to the living room.
"Coming."
I got to the door and opened it abruptly, yawning and rubbing my eyes.
"Hello, firecracker."




CHAPTER 27





IT’S IMPOSSIBLE TO SAY NO TO HIM.





I  was dreaming. Nathaniel wasn't really standing on my doorstep. I just had to lift my hand and touch him. His smile, his hazel eyes, and the pull of our energy was overriding my thought process. My body needed him, pulsing with fresh, hot desire that was spreading deep in my veins. I bit my lip, forcing everything I had in me not to throw myself into his arms and just stay where I was.
"Nathaniel," I said, and after clearing my throat I added, "What are you doing here?"
"Well," he began, stepping inside and then closing the door behind him. The blissful moment of having him close obscured my ability to think straight. The tension blazed through the air. "I didn’t hear from you after I gave you that cheque. I was worried, but I stayed away, like you asked me to."
"As you can see I'm fine and now isn’t really a good time for a visit," I said, moving away and closing my eyes. I needed to forget that his perfect body was so close to mine. The energy ostracised my self-control. The scent of lime leaves, mint and lemon wrecked my tiny bit of resistance. I tried to breathe through my mouth, but this strategy wasn't getting me anywhere. My body craved his touch; the thirst, strong and unnerving awakened my other needs. Heat between us weakened my knees. "How about I pop into the factory in a couple of hours and then we’ll talk."
Nathaniel frowned and passed me, entering my messy living room. I walked to the sofa and sat down, crossing my legs. Images of us together in bed began shifting the temperature of my body. His eyes darted to mine and I forced myself to stay on the sofa.
"I just want to talk, that’s all, and I'm afraid that I'm busy later," he said. I imagined him ripping my clothes to pieces, imagined his heavy panting and deep groans. My heartbeat increased, reviving the moisture between my legs. I could control it, whatever the hell was happening to me.
"No, you’ve got to go. I'm expecting someone," I said quickly, but my voice sounded weak, broken, and judging from the way Nathaniel was looking at me right then I was flustered.
His eyes flickered with curiosity. He shoved his hands into his pockets appearing amused. Was it possible that he was sensing my arousal?
I wanted to believe that he wasn't aware of what was happening to me, but Nathaniel was a dhampir and their senses were much sharper than those of humans. It was safer to act like everything was all right.
"Tell me, Julia, who are you expecting?" he asked. His husky voice sent a shiver down my spine. I felt tension in my neck; trembling powers were pulsing alive. My energy was in need of release.
"I don’t need to tell you anything," I said, shrugging my shoulder and involuntarily getting up. "Do you want a drink or something?"
My mind questioned me: why the hell did I just move? I walked to the fridge and felt him following behind me. I gripped the handle, breathing in and out. He couldn’t possibly violate my rules. He was dating other people and we were just friends. I pushed away thoughts of us together.
Yet again, my subconscious gave me excellent advice and I just had to stick to it. His scent filled the small cramped kitchen, suffocating parts of my brain with lust.
"Water is fine, Julia," Nathaniel said, once I was holding the kettle. I put it back, aware that he was watching me the whole time. Another breath and I turned around to face him.
"Are you sure? I can make you some tea?"
"Tea with a dash of your blood sounds great, but I don’t want to push my luck." He chuckled, and his eyes darted down to my bare legs and thighs. No wonder he was looking at me like that. I was half naked.
"Ha, ha, very funny, so what do you want?" I asked like I was talking to myself. I turned around, trying to pick up a glass from the tallest cupboard, at the same time distracting myself from him. He was way too close. I stood on the tip of my toes, counting in my head. The fire blazing between my legs knocked the air out of my lungs. I grabbed the glass and then felt him closer. Nathaniel was standing right behind me.
Time stopped. My heart practically exploded in my chest. I kept telling myself that I was in control. The potion that flew in my veins wasn't the cause of this irrational arousal.
"You, that’s all I want is you, firecracker, and right now you’re making it very difficult for me to think rationally," he whispered in my ear. I stood still on my toes, frozen solid as lust shot down between my breasts, making my nipples erect. I was so wet for him and I knew he could smell it. I swallowed hard.
"You can’t have me," I said, my voice hoarse.
"Oh yes, I can, and I will," he whispered, moving his body an inch closer. His erection brushed over my arse. A gasp slid out of my mouth.
I didn't know if it was me or the potion that I drank in the early morning hours, but something broke me, shattering my resolve to pieces. Sparks began crackling through my fingertips, desire demanding to be dealt with.
A drop of sweat rolled down my face, falling to my cleavage. Nathaniel didn’t move; he didn’t touch me again.
It was me that turned around and lunged myself at him. I grabbed his face and plunged my mouth to his, kissing him furiously. The scent of his cologne fizzed away the doubt, the desire of having him close won. I forgot about counting and our rules. Nathaniel hesitated for a split second, trying to back away, but I brought my hands around his waist and pressed myself to him harder.
I moaned into his mouth and then he was back. The need of controlling what was happening to both of us gone. He kissed me back, holding my chin in place.
Every breath, every thought and every heartbeat felt right. Our tongues moved with the rhythm of our lips. The heat of his skin on mine multiplied, the tingling moving down to my toes.
Nathaniel kept kissing me at the same time trying to take off his jacket. Once he succeeded, he grabbed my arse cheeks and lifted me on top of my kitchen counter, throwing pots and pans all around us and slamming his body closer.
My heart stuttered nearly to a halt, but I needed and wanted more. The thirst for him kept growing, the craving deep in my core was unnerving. Nathaniel’s hands moved down to my breast and he made a growling sound in the back of his throat. Magic crackled around us electrifying every small hair on my body.
"Bedroom," I moaned when he pressed his hardness between my legs.
He understood. "Lift your legs up."
The heat of a long strong body pressed against mine, throbbing through me. Nathaniel carried me to the bedroom. I began fighting with his belt, moaning and panting at the same time.
"I want you so much; you’re so hot," I murmured.
He laughed and before I knew it he was out of his clothes, standing as nature created him in front of me. Normally I would have drunk him in, enjoying the view, but then my arousal took over my trembling body. Our bodies crashed together as we kissed. His lips moved down to my neck, collarbone and my breasts. Nathaniel’s tongue licked each nipple.
His hands travelled over those sensitive spots, making me wild and so ready. I couldn’t think any more about what I was doing; the need for him inside began shutting down parts of my brain. I cried out with pleasure and the agony of wanting more, panting for this sweet release of energising power.
When his tongue caressed me, my skin tingled, embraced with heat. An inferno of energy burnt me when his lips traced the skin on my stomach. Then his hand joined in and I grabbed it then barked with frustration.
"I want you inside me, now! Stop teasing me."
Nathaniel laughed loudly, turned me around and then thrust into me without warning. I cried out and demanded more, arching my hips. Our bodies fit perfectly with each other. Our hips collided in the rhythm of my pulsing energy.
I moaned as he pounded into me. The pressure kept building: wind blew everything in my room, the lights flashing. Then he was on top of me, moving inside me fast. I was moaning as he picked up the pace, lifting me up and kissing me until I climaxed.
Nathaniel was the only man for me, the only creature who connected with my magic and able to release it.
It was the most blissful feeling in the world. The orgasm shattered me, filled me up, and with every subsequent breath I wanted more of him.

"JULIA, HEY, JULIA."
I heard a voice, a familiar voice of a person who wasn't supposed to be anywhere near me. I opened one of my eyes and found myself face-to-face with my ex-boyfriend number two. It took me a moment to gather that I was lying naked next to him and felt light and very relaxed.
I blinked a few times, feeling his hand on my buttocks.
"Nathaniel?" I asked just to be sure. "What are you doing here?"
He frowned and then he kissed me slowly, sensually. I let him. I was so weak, and I wasn't fully awakened yet.
Too many memories slammed into me.
I pushed him away sitting up on the bed, massaging my skull. I opened my mouth to ask questions, but no sound came out. I gasped in horror, putting everything together slowly. In a matter of seconds everything was clear to me. Yesterday or the day before I drank a lust potion. A few months ago, Kelsie bought it in one of the paranormal stores. She didn’t have her bag, so I said to throw it into mine. Then we completely forgot about it.
Nathaniel was leaning on his elbow staring at me with perfect loving eyes. I swallowed hard, remembering our very intimate, passionate lovemaking session from the previous night.
Now he was here, in my bed, obviously expecting me to throw myself into his arms. Shit, I loved him, even after what I knew and heard. Sex with him was the most amazing thing that happened to me since I went to Kate’s house all those weeks ago to apologise, but I couldn’t allow myself to get distracted.
"I'm sleeping. What does it look like?" he asked, staring at me intensely.
I quickly jumped out of bed and grabbed my robe, feeling angry and stupid. Yeah, maybe this time it was all my fault, but he didn’t even try to stop me. He went ahead with it, looking particularly eager and happy with that fact that I was giving us another shot.
"Yesterday, when you came to see me I was under the influence of a lust potion," I said. "This shouldn't have happened."
Nathaniel sat on the bed staring at me blankly.
"Lust potion? Really? Do you think you can throw something like that over on me?"
“It's true. I didn’t want you… well, sorry, no, I did, but not like that. I drank it accidentally, thinking it was something else."
Nathaniel shook his head and tried to pull me towards him, but I got away and started pacing around the room. The words started flowing out of me.
"I'm sorry, Nathaniel, but yesterday in the early hours of the morning when I finished my shift, Jasper showed up in the agency. Yeah, he’d been helping me with this whole search for a white witch, but things went wrong, and he used me. He tricked me into having sex with him in Wales and now he is dema—"
"Hold on, you slept with your ex-boyfriend?" Nathaniel cut me off, standing up. I slammed my hand over my mouth. Fuck, this was bad. I couldn’t even keep my mouth shut when he was around.
"Kind of. I don’t remember much from that night. We went to this house and I was poisoned. I didn’t know what was going on, like earlier when we had sex."
I had to stop talking. My words were only making him more aggravated. Tiny drops of sweat gathered on my brow. I bit my lower lip, trying to figure out how to fix this mess.
Nathaniel used his vampire speed to pin me to the wall, the heat of his body tangled my mind.
“You're mine, Julia. I can’t fucking believe you went so low," he said, sounding hurt and angry.
I stood in my room not even knowing if I heard him correctly. I laughed and pushed him away.
"Who the hell do you think you are? We’re friends, remember? We aren’t even together," I shouted, losing control. "What I do on my own time shouldn't concern you. You don’t own me."
"Don’t be absurd. I agreed to your silly rules because I wanted to be close to you. I didn’t expect you to go and fuck your ex-boyfriend the first opportunity you had."
The bulb in my bedroom exploded and I took a step away from Nathaniel. I just reached the next stage of fury and was ready to kick him out of my apartment.




CHAPTER 28





THE EXPLOSION.





"Y ou hypocrite!" I roared and the whole room shook, as the sparks burst from my fingers right in front of Nathaniel’s eyes. "So, it doesn’t matter that you fuck others as long as I stay single, right? Go to hell with our friendship. I don’t need this. It’s not like you’ve been there for me. Now get the hell out of my apartment and never call me again!"
He clenched his fists, extending his fangs.
“I'll find that prick and I'm going to kill him, Julia. Mark my word. Jasper has crossed the line this time."
"You don’t own me!" I shouted with tears in my eyes. Nathaniel tried to grab me, but the power roared out of me before I shielded it off. Blinding green light blasted into him. I didn't anticipate such a sudden outbreak and he wasn't ready for what came next. My magic slammed him into the wall, the apartment shook, and parts of the celling came down on him. My heart stopped and for a split second I thought I killed him. Despite the drama and his sudden rage of jealousy, I didn’t want to hurt him. I lost control over my power.
Fortunately for me he moved, glaring at me with fury and coughing loudly. He got up panting heavily. Blood was running down his cheek.
“I WAS DRUGGED NATHANIEL. Jasper used me, and I couldn’t protect myself. If you cannot understand that then you should leave," I said quietly, remembering what I knew. Maybe Kelsie was right; maybe he was betraying me and Dad. I no longer trusted him.
“I cannot believe you asked him for help. Jasper of all people, and not your friends or family. It was stupid and selfish, Julia. I thought you were much more intelligent than this. Good luck to you and him," he said, sounding furious.
My jaw dropped, and I couldn’t quite believe that he said that. The wound in my heart opened up and the pain expanded. I twisted my lips ready to tell him to go to hell again, but he brushed off the dirt and left the room.
I sat on the floor breathing steadily, feeling the side effects of the potion wearing off. Incredible sadness hit me, and I started to sob. We loved each other; we’d come so far in the past few months. We decided that we could try to be together, but now it seemed it was all for nothing.
Hours passed. I had no idea how long I sat in the same position, staring at the wall. The pain eased off just after midnight, but the wound in my heart was flaring up. I felt anger and resentment towards Nathaniel. In the beginning he never had the courage to tell me how he felt, and I hated him for that. It was always guessing and games, never a straightforward answer. I was at fault too, because he wanted to tell Meredith about me, and I kept pushing him not to do it. If I had more courage, then everything would have been different now.
I had no time for his drama. Dad and Kate—they were my priorities, and I wasn't ready to give up yet.

THE NEXT DAY I woke up early with no plan. It was my day off and I needed to go to the hospital. I trusted Dannika to act and bring the witches who had hurt Dad and Kate to justice. It was just the case of getting into the right circle of paranormals. The witches were relying on other people and at some point, some of them had to make a mistake. Time was running out.
Yesterday was a disaster. I’d lost control and used my power. My apartment was in a mess and I couldn’t even afford to hire a handyman to fix the wall. All my money went to the trip to Wales. I thought about the twenty thousand pounds Nathaniel had lent me and felt even more miserable. He did help me out when no one else could. He was on my side, but he was furious that I chose to go to Jasper, rather than anyone else. Yeah, it was stupid decision and now I was paying for it.
Nathaniel and me, we never really fought like yesterday. Yes, I’d gotten angry before when he wanted to control me, but I never wanted to hurt him.
My heart felt heavy, my pulse was erratic, and I didn't want to think about the past few hours anymore. I shook my head thinking that somehow everything would be fine. It was easier to keep pretending that my life was in control. I had to keep living for the people who loved me.
Ella called when I was just about to leave for the hospital. She invited me for lunch and I agreed. Mum was at work and I was planning to meet her there later on. From Ella’s tone of voice, I sensed she wanted to talk about what happened the other night when she saved my life. We both needed to clear the air and discuss what to do.
The traffic was terrible, and I was slowly regretting that I’d taken a taxi. I was twenty minutes late when I finally arrived at the restaurant. My best friend didn’t seem angry, looking more like her usual self. I was worried about her newly discovered powers.
"Hey, Julia," she said with a smile. "What’s the matter? Are you all right?"
So, she noticed my depressed mood. I sat down, trying to keep a straight face.
"Yes…well, no, but it doesn’t matter. There’s no point talking about it," I replied, waving my hand and asking the waiter to immediately bring me a bottle of wine. "How are you… after, you know, the paranormal experience in that industrial yard?"
Ella glanced around, probably trying to see if it was all right for us to talk. The restaurant wasn't that busy.
"I'm all right," she said, after a moment. "How are you keeping? Any changes with your dad’s condition?"
"No, and I'm running out of ideas." I sighed. "Dannika knows about our little adventure."
Ella widened her eyes. "You went to the police?"
"I had no choice. Dannika needs to act on it and locate that bitch; otherwise Dad and Kate have no chance."
"Fine, but I think we should get back to that industrial yard and—"
"Ella, you’re amazing, but I can’t keep putting you and Kelsie in danger. Now it’s up to the police to carry on," I explained. "You should concentrate in the fact that you’re half fairy, a royal.”
"This is what I wanted to talk to you about. Mum doesn’t want to tell me anything about my father; I only asked to see if she had any memory at all. Besides, we know she doesn’t remember anything about him because he put that spell on her and Matt."
"Yes, you’re right, but there’s a way to do some research in order to locate both Alex and Tron. The National Registry for Paranormals should be able to help, at least find out where they’re from."
Ella’s eyes sparkled with excitement and she drank a bit of her wine.
"What is it? Some kind of organisation?"
I smiled. "Well, sort of. If we go there, they would be able to sort out the magic you inherited from your father. It’s not like Alex was very forthcoming."
"Oh, my God, that’s great. Do you think you can take me there now?" she asked. Her big smile lifted up my crappy mood. I folded my arms together seeing how happy this whole thing made her feel. It was just a case of going to the Paranormal Registry Office. I didn’t think anyone needed an appointment. I had plenty of time before I was supposed to meet my mother, so I might as well help Ella out.
"Yeah, we can go after lunch. Just a few subway stops," I told her.
Ella looked like she was ready to burst into tears, and I was glad that I made her happy. After the past few weeks that I’d had, it was good to see a smile on someone else’s face. We ate food and talked about Ella’s mother, wondering how she got involved with Alex in the first place.
We took the underground and in half an hour we arrived at Woodford. I had never been in this part of London, but after Googling the address I had a slight idea of where we needed to go. As we approached a tall old Gothic building I started doubting that this was such a good idea. At the same time, we needed a confirmation. We needed to know if everything that Alex told us was the truth. Maybe Alex had cast some sort of spell to hide his whereabouts? What if Tron had done the same and our trail went cold again. Either way, it was worth a shot to at least learn of their heritage.
She was so excited that I didn’t want to crush her positive spirit.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked her before we walked inside.
“Of course. We have to be prepared. We need to know if I really am related to royals.”
We walked through the double wooden doors into a large open building. The stairs took us to the first floor. Outside there was an information desk that stated it was just some sort government building to keep humans away. The reception was small. A hag was sitting behind the desk wearing oversized glasses. She looked to be in her fifties with a lot of warts scattered on her face.
"We would like to request examination of powers."
She looked me up and down, frowning, and then picked up some forms.
"Fill this out. The waiting time is about twenty minutes. Any specific examination?" she asked.
“It's for my friend here. We need to know if the powers she inherited from her father might grow? She’s only half human, but we want to be sure about her genes.”
"ALL RIGHT, HAVE A SEAT," she muttered.
I helped Ella to fill out a lot of personal questions. After over twenty minutes, the waiting room was filling up with other paranormals and their children, a young handsome-looking fairy came out of the room and called Ella’s name.
"Right, so the examination won't take long. Maybe about ten minutes."
"Can you explain to her what you’re going to do? You see, she only recently learned that she was half fairy on her father’s side."
The fairy with the name tag “Jordan” cleared his throat and looked at me strangely. He was very good looking, wearing a blue suit and designer glasses.
"We take her to the room, give her a potion that will allow us to judge what kind of power she possesses, and then we’ll draw some of her blood."
Ella went pale a little. She hated needles, but this had to be done if she wanted to know the extent of her powers in order to find her father.
I insisted on going into the small room with her. This whole thing reminded me of a visit to my local doctor. Ella was nervous when she was asked to sit down in the chair. The elf handed her a thick green liquid that smelled horrendous. She hesitated, probably waiting for approval from me, then drank it.
I was expecting something to happen, but when nothing did I was a little disappointed.
"So, how are you feeling?" I asked.
"Good, I guess," she replied. Then another elf with white scrubs walked in and took Ella’s blood fairly quickly.
"Right, we shall be back in ten minutes," the elf announced and then we were left alone. Ella took a deep breath but didn’t smile. I kind of felt for her. This was a big deal, and no one knew what sort of news she should expect.




CHAPTER 29





ROYAL FATHER.





T  en minutes felt like ten long hours. Jordan came back to the room, accompanied by another paranormal, holding Ella’s results in his right hand. I couldn’t read anything from his expression. Both of them looked calm and weren’t giving anything away. I had never been through this process before, so I had no idea if this was how they usually reacted.
"Right, Miss Jenkins, the examination has revealed that you indeed have royal blood in your veins," the other paranormal said. He had a long white beard and beautiful blue eyes.
Ella was silent; this was it. Alex was telling the truth all along: he had only been trying to protect her all this time.
"Yes, you see we ran the test twice, just to be sure, but both results were accurate," the elf explained.
"Excuse me, but Ella has been brought up as a human. Until a few months ago she’d never shown any signs of magic and she’s twenty-six years old," I explained.
The two fairies exchanged a silent look that I didn’t like at all.
"Well, this only complicates the results further. You see, Miss Jenkins, your fairy blood is very rich and strong,” the older elf explained, shaking his head like he wasn't believing himself. “This confirms that someone in your family was either full or half-blooded fairy. I don’t know which of your parents—"
I cut him off. “It’s her father’s side, because her mother is a human."
"We ran the examination and the results reveal that the lady, here is half fairy, and her blood belongs to a royal line." He was huffing, apparently not appreciating being cut off.
Now everything was crystal clear. Ella wasn't saying anything. She asked me to get a copy of her results and after several more heated discussions with the registry staff we left the building. I didn’t know what we were supposed to do next. Okay, so we had the answer that we wanted. Ella was a fairy, well, a royal fairy.
“We can’t put this off any longer. We need to start searching for Alex and Tron. They must be in some kind of trouble," I said more cheerfully, embracing her in a hug.
"Are there really royal paranormals?" she asked, staring at her hands like she expected to change into a frog all of a sudden.
"Yes, and you’re one of them."
"Is that good or bad?"
"I'm not quite sure but stop stressing about this. We’ll find Alex, I promise you," I assured her, although I wasn't certain if I knew where to even start with this search. We talked about what we’d learned for a little while. An hour later Ella had to meet her mother, so I headed out to get to the hospital.
Maybe I could ask Nicky about the situation. She was an expert, but I wasn't sure if Ella was willing to share this information with anyone. This was all moving a bit too fast.
Kate’s mother was in the hospital when I arrived. She looked exhausted. The spells that kept Kate’s and Dad’s powers at bay were slowly losing their strength. Their time was running out.
Mum arrived half an hour later, looking sad and depressed. I tried to cheer her up a little bit, but I was failing miserably. She wanted to stay beside Dad’s bed for the rest of the night and I couldn’t argue with her. In the past two weeks I was sure that the white witch was out there, and I was going to find her, but now I had no idea of what else to do.
I sat in the waiting area, thinking about another option. Gordon was a psychopath and he already gave me the right information. I just couldn’t face him again. Jasper was just a lying bastard and Tron was unreachable.
I came out with nothing, stayed a few more hours in the corridor, and then went home dejected.
I tried to clean the mess that I made when Nathaniel and I made love and I lost my temper like an idiot. It was three weeks before Christmas, but I couldn’t imagine having any celebration while Dad was dying. I didn’t even put up my Christmas decorations or buy any presents. This year we were skipping the celebration all together.
Somehow, I managed to drift back to sleep later on, still wearing my clothes. I woke up early in the morning and got ready for work. Mum was with Dad all night and she probably didn’t even sleep. I had nothing to complain about.
I went to the office and my day dragged. Rufus was interviewing for a new recruitment consultant, so I made myself busy, thinking about calling Dannika. The morning passed quickly and when I went for lunch, Nicky called. For a moment I didn’t really want to answer it, but I did anyway, feeling guilty.
"Hey."
"How are you doing, my girl? Any good news about your dad or Kate?" she asked, probably worried about me, but I wasn't ready for this conversation. There was no change in Dad’s condition.
"No. Mum is a mess and I can’t even spend any time beside his bed, because of my magic."
"Listen, cheer up. Don’t give up. I’m calling because I have some information about this new coven of witches," she said, lowering her voice. I stopped walking, switching to full listening mode.
"I'm not getting involved anymore. Dannika’s on the case," I said, thinking about Gordon and my trip to Wales.
"Good but listen to this. I’ve heard that some of the necromancy witches will be at the Christmas event at the Marriott next weekend," she explained. "Okay, I shouldn't really be suggesting this, but I think you and Kelsie should go there and snoop around. Maybe you can find something out."
I looked at my phone wondering if I was really talking to my good friend, Nicky. A woman who always advised me to keep away from every possible trouble and told me off when I revealed that Jasper was helping me. I hardly wanted to believe that her information was real. Besides, Dannika wouldn't want to hear about this. I didn’t want to hijack her investigation.
"How did you find out about this?"
“Don't ask. It’s one of those things I can’t talk about, but it’s true. Those bitches are going to be there."
"All right, give me the details," I said, not even sure if I was ready for another disastrous plan.
Nicky gave me the address, assuring me that her information was from a very reliable source. I had heard about this event before. Someone from the association had put this whole party together for paranormals only in one of the venues in Central London. The most successful paranormals gathered to drink and dine in a prestigious location. I didn’t understand why witches from the coven would want to take part in it.
When I went back to the office I thought about what Nicky said. The plan wasn't bad, but there was always a risk. I called Kelsie and told her what Nicky had suggested. Two hours later, we met in my apartment to discuss our new strategy. Kelsie was ready to try anything, assuring me that we could use other paranormals to corner the witches. Nicky assured us that she could get us a few invites to the event. But I wasn't convinced we should do it. The decision was mine and after so many fiascos and failures I thought about my promise to Dannika. She was the one in charge and if we really wanted to catch the witches we had to get her involved.
On Friday evening after I finished work I headed to the station to have a chat with her, which I knew was going to be very difficult. She made me wait for over an hour, which was fine because that gave me some time to think about what I was going to tell her.
When she eventually arrived, she looked like a right mess with many facial injuries.
"My office," she barked as soon as she saw me. I went in feeling anxious.
"Are you all right?" I asked. She waved her hand like the dried blood all over her chin wasn't a big deal.
"Just busted a black magic dealer and he put up a hell of a fight," she said, staring at me. "Anyway, what are you doing here?"
"Right, so don’t take this the wrong way. I have some information, but I’ll only tell you if you promise me that I’ll be involved with whatever you decide."
She didn't like what I said, not one bit. She wrinkled her forehead with effort and her violet eyes flashed with anger.
"I can’t promise you that. Don’t be stupid," she snapped coldly. "So, stop fucking around and tell me what’s going on right now!"
"No," I said firmly. "This is my idea and my sources, so I'm in whether you like it or not."
She shook her head and got up, chewing her lip. Maybe I was playing with fire here, but I had to make sure I was in that party.
"Jerry’s stubborn, but you, girl, don’t take any shit, do you?" she asked but didn’t let me answer. "Fine, go on; what’s your new master plan?"
I ignored her sarcasm then went ahead and told her what I had in mind. I didn’t use Nicky’s name. She listened and the wrinkles on her forehead kept getting deeper and deeper. Once I was done with my plan, she didn’t look too happy.
She sat down, twisted her lips, puffed and breathed for a little while, giving me the evil eye.
"And why do you want to be there? We both know you should leave this matter to the unit. You saw what these psychopaths did to your father? Do you really want to risk your life?"
"I have an idea how they look, and I can help you. Listen, I came to you because I didn’t want to screw this up. Dad hasn’t got much time.". For about a minute she stared at me without saying anything. I really wanted to read her mind, but her expression was blank.
"Undercover, huh? From what I heard this event is popular and if we’re going to do this, then we have to be very careful."
"We, so does that mean you want me in?"
"Let me think about this and talk to the guys. I want to get that bitch as much as you do, but it’s a risk. Other paranormals will be there, very important and famous ones. I think I need to take this upstairs first."
There was no messing around with Dannika. When she said that we had to wait for a decision, that was it; without the go ahead from upstairs we couldn’t even plan anything. I went home expecting a phone call next week. I had mixed feelings about the whole thing. What if the unit refused to go ahead with this plan? What would happen to Dad then?
I didn't even want to think about it. Dannika knew that she wasn't any closer to arresting the witches. We both knew that this was our last and final chance.




CHAPTER 30





GOING UNDERCOVER.





K  elsie wasn't too impressed with me when I mentioned that the unit had to get involved. We needed to have solid backup if this operation was going to work. Kelsie had to get used to the fact that police would be there to protect us, and she had to try to be nice enough to Dannika.
I took a few shifts over the weekend. I preferred to keep busy; otherwise I couldn’t sleep—my mind worked twenty-four seven. There was no news from Ella and I wasn't in the right frame of mind to discuss her situation with Nicky.
On Monday morning I had a call. Dannika wanted to see me in the station. When I arrived, I had a feeling that people were talking about me. Officers were staring, and no one asked how my father was doing this time around. There was a slight tension in the station and I had a feeling that I was the one who caused it. Stewart and Dannika greeted me in her office.
"Right, I got the go ahead from upstairs," she said. I wanted to jump with excitement, but I held back, feeling that maybe this wouldn't go well with what we were planning.
"Great."
"We’ll have a certain number of undercover officers in the venue and quite a lot outside in unmarked vehicles. Your job is to locate the suspects and then disappear. That’s it. No ifs, no buts. I'm going to kick your arse if you disobey my orders," she barked at me, eyeing me intensely.
"All right, fine, I get it. Kelsie will be with me," I assured her, knowing she meant every word. I wouldn't want to cross her.
"And about that. I want to talk to your shifter friend as soon as possible," she added. We discussed what was necessary, but we needed Kelsie to go into more detail. Dannika had a list of every paranormal that would be there, reminding me that no one could see anything out of the ordinary. I didn’t want to think about the scandal that this action could cause. Politicians, actors and other important paranormals were expected to attend, so everything had to go smoothly.
Dannika left no choice for Kelsie to say no. She had to come down to the station if she wanted to be part of the plan. I didn't understand what Kelsie had against the police. It took some convincing and eventually Kelsie went along, complaining all the way through. She just didn’t trust anyone in uniform.
Dannika’s plan sounded good on paper, but I knew once we were at the party many things could go wrong. Kelsie and I were convinced that we would be able to pinpoint the head of the coven. We had never seen her face, but for some reason out in that scrapyard container, my powers bonded with the witch in charge, giving me an advantage over everyone else.
This wasn't a small event; at least a thousand paranormals were going to enjoy themselves, so everyone had to be vigilant. Dannika kept us in the loop, but I was certain she had a few cards up her sleeve that she wasn't prepared to share with us just yet.
The meeting went on for the next two hours. Dannika went over the spells and charms that we were going to use to identify the suspects. Kelsie didn't look too happy when she was given instructions on what to do and how to behave, but when I kicked her under the table she settled in her seat. As we left the station, she muttered that Dannika was bossy and stuck in her ways. I didn't say anything, thinking that those two were very much alike.
I got home late; it was a busy day and I was anxious as the weekend was only a few days away. This was our last chance to catch the witch. Later on, Kelsie called me and insisted that Michael had to be included. I tried to reason with her, but she had already shared our plans with him.
"He ain’t going to the station," she said.
"Fine, but I have nothing to do with this if he gets arrested."
"All right, girl, chill. I’ll let him know," she said and hung up.
I decided to take a bath to de-stress. Thoughts about Nathaniel floated in my mind as I lay in the bath the same evening. I missed him. I had days to think about what happened between us. Nathaniel was furious about Jasper and that was understandable, but that bastard had taken advantage of me while I’d been drugged, even using his powers to influence me further. I would have never even looked at him that way otherwise. Surely, Nathaniel could understand that.
The rest of the week dragged, but with each day I was growing more worried and nervous. Next week it was going to be over for Dad and Kate. Dannika was certain that once she caught the witch, she could make her undo the spell. Nothing was guaranteed anymore, but I liked her enthusiasm.
When Saturday came, my magic was alerted. I used a few spells in my living room to be ready for the evening. Just before six, I put on an old super sparkly dress that I found in the bottom of my wardrobe. I didn’t really care how I looked, but Kelsie insisted I make an effort.
"Yeah, that’s what I'm talking about, girl! Now you look decent," Kelsie said, smoking in my living room when I came out after changing for the fourth time.
"Great, I think we should get moving. We can’t be late," I said, annoyed that she made me take so much time to get ready. Dannika texted me earlier checking to make sure everything was all right and reminding me to be at the venue on time.
Kelsie inhaled the deadly smoke and threw her cigarette out the window. She looked amazing in a silver, very short dress. She took something out of her bag and then began spraying me with it. I nearly choked to death but noticed sparkles all over my skin once she was done with me.
"Now we can go."
"I think I'm going to be sick," I said, feeling dizzy. My nerves were getting to me and my stomach kept churning loudly. I knew that I had to rely on my gut feeling. This was the biggest and the most exclusive Christmas party in London. As long as I stuck to my plan, no one’s life would be in danger, but that was just a theory. At the end of the day we were dealing with witches who were more powerful than any other paranormals. Jasper looked like a schoolboy in comparison when it came to their rituals.
"No, you can’t be sick, not right now," Kelsie growled. "Keep it together. Remember, we’re getting that bitch tonight!"
She was right. This was our final and most likely only chance. I needed to get a grip and make that witch who cast the spell undo it. I had to forget about finding the white witch. That task was long forgotten.
"All right, let’s do this," I said.
My dress was way too tight, but there was no time to change. Five minutes later, we jumped into a taxi. Dannika ordered me not to pay any attention to the undercover policemen outside the venue. I couldn’t recognise who was who anyway, because there were so many cars outside. There was a reason that the witches wanted to attend this party. There was a possibility that they were looking for other more significant connections to expand their coven.
Outside the venue many paranormals dressed in the most glamorous clothes were already heading inside. I had never in my life seen so many security officers. The organiser obviously wanted to be vigilant and I was glad that Dannika was involved. I didn’t think I could do this on my own.
We walked through the massive entrance, following other paranormals. Kelsie started posing on the red carpet for the paparazzi as they snapped pictures. I pushed her forward trying to avoid bringing attention to ourselves, reminding her that she needed to stick to the plan. Every breed of creature was here; even ugly hags and trolls made an effort to look decent.
Other elves were glancing at me and I was beginning to regret that Kelsie made me wear such a tight dress tonight.
"Right, let’s find our table and then head to the bar," my friend suggested after we managed to get inside the venue. A young uniformed wizard took our invites and showed us to the table after we circled around the place searching for our seats. Kelsie, Dannika and I were able to use our thoughts to communicate with each other. Dannika used a special spell that she had to have a license for. The problem was that the spell only lasted for about two hours, so we had to act fast and not waste any time with pointless conversations.
Once we located our table, we headed to the bar. The party wasn't starting for another half an hour and I wanted to have a good view of the entrance, so I could get on with my task of finding the witches.
Kelsie ordered us some martinis and I turned around scoping out the room as other paranormals searched for their tables. After some time, I finally spotted Dannika. She was with Stewart, smiling and looking really pretty in a long shiny black dress. Her eyes were everywhere scanning the crowd of paranormals.
We’re by the bar. I informed her using the spell. Her eyes shifted around, scanning the bar.
Good. Have you spotted them yet? she asked.
No, but we’re on it.
“She's so uptight and bossy." Kelsie scowled, smiling towards her boyfriend, Michael, who was standing on the other side of the room. I felt a little better having him near. He always got us out of trouble.
“That's why Dad likes her: she always gets the job done and she’s a total bad-arse," I said. Kelsie rolled her eyes.
More and more paranormals were coming in. I was searching for a blond, tall, and quite skinny witch, trying to imagine what she would wear to such a significant event. My body guided me. Somehow when we hid in that container I was able to connect to her magic and I hoped that I’d be able to do it again. A few times I gripped Kelsie’s arm staring at a group of witches who walked passed us. One of them looked familiar but soon enough I realised that she wasn't the person who I was looking for.
"Can you stop doing that? It’s painful. Just relax; we’ll find her," Kelsie snapped, massaging her arm. Dannika was sitting at the table by the door along with Stewart, chatting away, but her eyes were constantly alert and wary.
Twenty minutes later I decided to head to the ladies’ room to calm down. My hands were trembling, and my dress was too tight, restricting my movements. It was quite a distance and as I reached the door I felt it. Waves of powerful, twisted magic circling nearby. I exhaled sharply, as the energy slammed into me unexpectedly, bonding with my own. The air hitched in my lungs. I leaned against the wall pretending that I was searching for something in my clutch bag, at the same time trying to find the source. My breathing became heavy, wheezy, as my watery eyes moved around the room.
The energy left me as quickly as it appeared, but I continued to search for witches that were near. Three dark-haired women were sitting at the nearest table chatting amongst themselves. None of them looked familiar.
I felt her, but the energy is gone now, I explained, switching back to the spell. I couldn’t see Dannika, as there were more and more paranormals inside. My pulse started racing, but I kept scanning the crowd intensely. Three blondes a few tables away from each other didn’t fit the description.
All right, I see you. I’ll send someone over there. Keep your eyes open, Dannika said, and a few minutes later another elf approached nodding towards me.
The unease settled in my stomach, but I had to find the loo. I left the undercover officer in the space where I felt the energy and carried on walking. In the loo, fairies and elves were chatting, laughing and talking about a few actors they’d seen earlier. I reapplied some makeup, did my business, and left feeling that it was time to get to work.
I didn't get far. There was an announcement that the starters were going to be served, so I had to go back to my table. My magic came in waves, alerting my body that it was time for a release spell. I went to the bar, hoping to get something to drink to calm down. I couldn’t let my energy slip right then.
"Can I have a glass of water, please?"
"This lady needs something much stronger than that." The voice that I knew so well folded over my shoulder. Nathaniel leaned next to me, brushing his body next mine.
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SPOILED PARTY.





I  gripped the edge of the bar, trying to breathe steadily. How could I forget that Nathaniel La Caz would’ve had an invitation to this event? He was an entrepreneur with a multimillion-pound business. He wouldn't miss a lavish party like this, especially in London. My body alerted me that he stood near. A flush crept over my face as I turned around to face him. He was leaning against the bar, drinking whisky and looking amazingly handsome, but he wasn't looking at me. A soft heated breeze blew up around my body. Desire, mixed with popping anger permeated the air around us.
The barman was looking from Nathaniel to me, confused.
“Don't listen to this man, darling. A glass of water will do," I said a little furious. I felt heat between my breasts that began spreading quickly putting me in a state of unease. My magic went berserk like someone had switched it on and all of a sudden, I had no control over it. The barman winked at me and Nathaniel narrowed his eyes, looking away.
"I wasn’t expecting to see you here tonight Julia, " he stated coldly, finishing his whiskey. He was obviously still pissed off about our previous conversation. I had to stay calm. The outcome of this operation could be fatal if I lost it just because my ex was talking to me. I was here to find the witch, and Nathaniel could mess everything up. I had to get rid of him as soon as possible.
“Please, I’m here to have a good time,” I said taking a drink of my water. "Do me a favour and leave me alone."
My voice was strong. I really didn't want him to leave, but everyone was watching me.
But then Nathaniel turned around and our eyes locked, melting my self-control. That pulsing strong emotion of love was still inside me, wrecking my shattered soul. His eyes moved downwards and for about thirty seconds he kept checking me out, parting his lips, before a smirk appeared on his face. My heart reminded of the night that we spent together about a week ago, beating so fast that I couldn’t keep up with it.
"Julia, I don’t want to fight. I lost control. There’s so much going on—"
"Nathaniel, there you are," a blond witch said approaching us. I recognised her from the restaurant. Tonight, she was wearing a ridiculous amount of makeup. Her pale blue eyes flickered when she spotted me. "We met before, right? Outside the restaurant?"
I stood there frozen, filled with anger and anguish. I didn't understand why he had been such an arse before, being disgusted with me when he was now dating other people and most likely sleeping with them. The witch smiled, moving her long, thin finger over Nathaniel’s jacket.
He tensed his body so much that I was surprised he didn’t break any bones. His eyes softened on mine.
"Julia, meet Elvira again, my date," he said quietly.
"Oh, Julia, I’ve heard so much about you. It’s great to finally meet you," she said, nodding. The air got sucked out of my throat. I didn’t understand. He was talking to her about me? Why?
“Oh, I hope Nathaniel didn’t spill all my secrets?" I asked.
She laughed.
"I heard you work at that paranormal agency supplying staff to Nathaniel. Well, let me tell you; I admire hardworking women. Nathaniel’s business is booming, thanks to you."
"I'm just doing my job. How about you, Elvira? What do you do?" I asked with a squeaky voice, feeling his burning gaze. My skin ached for his touch, for his kisses, but no, that was the painful past. I had to stop thinking like that.
She patted her blond hair, looking away.
"This and that, some beauty stuff, you know, but I'm more interested in you. Have you got a date here?"
"No, I'm here to network, to bring more business."
"I see, terrific. Well, maybe you should join our table, so we can chat a bit more—"
"Elvira, I'm sure Julia doesn't want to be kept away from her task," Nathaniel cut her off. His voice was slightly on edge and I wanted him to just disappear. He didn’t want her to talk to me and that was fine with me. My heart missed a beat, my skin tingled and flushed. My energy reminded me to move along, but then something else happened. At times when I couldn’t control my emotions, other people’s thoughts slid through. I heard Nathaniel. I heard what he was thinking, standing so close to me.
“You're right, Nathaniel. It’s so nice to meet you again, Elvira," I said and then walked away before she had a chance to say anything more. My heart rate tripled, pain erupted, and dizziness came in waves. I was shaking from head to toe when I sat down at the table next to Kelsie, not knowing if I heard Nathaniel correctly. Shock rippled through me, dark emotions deepened. Nathaniel was no longer the man I thought he was. All this time, he had been sponsoring these bitches, for what? So, he would be able to get his hands on some spell?
I was ready to run to the bathroom and throw up, but then Dannika's voice roared through my head.
What are you doing by the bar chatting up your ex-boyfriend? I want suspects. Stop wasting your time!
I'm sorry.
Don’t be sorry; just start acting like the chief’s daughter.
That was it. I could’t psychically respond because I was in shock. My heart was throwing itself against my rib cage; my emotions were in turmoil. Then some other things happened. The catering staff began walking in with the first course, and Kelsie kicked me under the table.
"I see one at one o’clock, blonde with magic wand in her hand," she hissed. I didn’t have time to have a fit or to leave the room to vomit. The lives of my friend and my father depended on me.
I followed Kelsie’s eyes. A few tables away from us, I counted at least three witches and two elves. I recognised one: it was a friend of Donna’s, the one who fancied the handsome wizard from the factory. Next to her was a tall, skinny blond witch, wearing a pale satin dress. My mouth went dry; from her posture I recognised the bitch assistant from the industrial park.
Kelsie was holding her breath. I swallowed hard, ignoring the nausea, and sent a message to Dannika.
We have one of them. Once she moves, I’ll follow her.
Good. Don’t do anything stupid. Just let us know who she is.
When the staff put the plate of pumpkin soup in front of me, my stomach revolted. I didn’t know where Nathaniel went with his new date because I was keeping a close eye on the pale witch. My body was in agony, my heart shattered. I didn't want to believe that Nathaniel was a traitor, that he never even planned to help me. This betrayal was worse than anything I’d ever experienced, even him getting engaged to another woman.
Kelsie was saying something to me about the soup, but I couldn’t speak or swallow anything. I felt like I was locked in a cage with my own tainted love, feeling as if someone was squeezing my neck cutting off bits of oxygen.
The witch didn't eat anything. She stared back at the bar while the two other women were chatting away. She was important to me, but she wasn't the witch who I needed to find. I began scanning the room, waiting for the energy to hit me again. The witches were everywhere, but I just couldn’t feel that pull from earlier on. After the starter, the catering staff brought the main courses. It was a typical Christmas dinner, but the smell of meat made me even sicker. Besides that, my magic weakened, sending cold surges of sweat down my back.
"Julia, what’s wrong with you?" Kelsie whispered. “You're very pale. Are you sure you’re feeling all right?"
"No, but don’t worry. I won't be moving from here until we find the main witch," I said quietly and concentrated on my breathing.
"I saw you talking to Nathaniel? Who was that woman beside him?"
"His new date."
Kelsie probably understood this wasn't the time and a place to discuss this, because she didn’t ask any more questions. I didn’t know what was happening to me. This was the worst time to have a meltdown. I needed to concentrate. Dad had three days of his life left; my love life didn’t matter.
I tried to swallow a few bites of meat, but I gave up, and a few giants at our table were eyeing me with open curiosity. An hour later we had a break and once the staff started clearing the plates the witch moved. I volunteered to follow her, barely keeping my balance.
I saw Dannika a few tables away from us nodding to a couple of her people. I just needed them to see who they had to grab, that was it. Luckily for me, she headed right towards the bathroom.
We left the main ballroom and walked through the long narrow corridor.
Satin pale dress; she’s very skinny with long dark hair. She just walked into the ladies’ room.
I stopped on the other side, pretending to be checking my phone. A few minutes later Dannika strolled up in her black dress, looking like she was struggling to walk in heels. Two other officers were by her side. One of them waved his wand and a sign appeared on the door entrance saying, “out of order.”
Go back to the room and find others.
Dannika had to make sure no one saw her. I took a few deep breaths trying to clear my mind and started walking back to the room, when someone pulled me away into an empty space, covering my mouth. Panic punched the air out of my lungs. A musky oriental smell surrounded me, and my stomach dropped.
"Please don’t scream. I really need to talk to you."
It was Jasper and he was crashing the party. He was going to ruin everything. I had to let Dannika know that I needed help, but she was dealing with the witch. There was no time, so risking everything, I sent Kelsie a message.
Kelsie, I'm stuck with Jasper in the corridor. Please send someone. Fast!
I had no idea if she heard me, but then I heard a loud bang coming out of the bathroom, then the smoke came.
Jasper lost his concentration for a split second and I slammed my elbow into his stomach from behind. My legs felt weak as I pulled away from his grip. Jasper tried to grab me again, but I stumbled forward.
"I found the white witch for you. I know where she lives—"
"Fuck you," I shouted, and then someone else shoved me to the side. Stewart and another fairy were already on Jasper. He didn’t have his magic wand and I didn’t think he anticipated what was happening.
Then we heard another loud bang, and someone screamed.
"Julia, the white witch!" he yelled, but then he was already getting handcuffed. Stewart slammed him on the floor, reading him his rights. In a matter of seconds, the fire alarm started going off. My body swirled with power and instead of staying where I should, I ran back to the main room knowing that we hadn’t caught the head of the coven yet.
"Miss, miss, everyone is evacuating. Please follow through the fire entrance," a small uniformed troll shouted. Another wave of surging power slammed into me unexpectedly. The witch was somewhere in the crowd, but the paranormals started to panic, many of them hurrying towards the entrance.
I tried to locate Kelsie or Dannika, but the spell was fading. I was looking around, trying to see, but magic coursed through me, giving me an agonising migraine. A burst of energy raised all the tiny hairs on my body. I held onto the post, being pushed from every direction. Nausea heaved in my stomach and I felt weak, exhausted. Someone was using spiking power attempting to knock me out. I fought, but my skin was hot and flustered.
“I've got you," someone said, wrapping arms around my waist. Pain exploded in my head, shooting through my limbs. Then blackness obscured my vision and all that was left was nothingness.
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THE SWEDISH WITCH WHO DESIRES IMMORTALITY.





I  felt so relaxed, snuggled up in soft and amazing sheets. I spread my legs and arms, stretching. The soft aroma of lavender and lime zest permeated the air; my muscles relaxed, and I wanted to drift back to sleep. Alerting thoughts made me realise there was something that I’d forgotten. I shut my eyes after recognising my own devastated bedroom. The memories from last night came back slowly until I concentrated. My dress was on the chair and I was in my underwear; the morning light was streaming into the room.
How the hell did I get here?
The pain in my skull reminded me of the party. Someone in the venue used their magic against my own. The penetrating sources of power came unexpectedly, knocking me out and I lost focus. I flinched, hearing my phone vibrating somewhere on the bed. I started to search for it and after a moment I found it under the pillow.
"Hello?" I answered.
"Julia!" Kelsie screamed into my ear. "Where the hell have you been all night?"
"I don’t know. I just woke up," I replied and then the realisation of yesterday’s event hit me and I slid off the bed. "Oh, my God, Kelsie! The party! Did Dannika get the witches?"
"Wow, chill. The party ended early; there was a gas leak or something like that. They had to evacuate everyone, but a few of those bitches are in custody right now."
I was going to ask her what happened to me, but then I spotted a note on my dressing table. Still holding my phone close to my ear, I picked it up, recognising the handwriting.
JULIA.
YOU PASSED out and I managed to get you out of that party.
We need to talk. I have something really important that I have to tell you. I’ll call you as soon as I can.
NATHANIEL.
"HOLD ON, Kelsie. I have to throw up," I said and then ran to the bathroom. In a matter of seconds all the memories were back, and I was violently sick. My stomach heaved, cold sweat soaked my body. I lifted my head, breathing hard. It took me a long moment to pull myself together and find the phone on the bathroom floor.
"I'm here," I gasped to the phone.
"What the hell is wrong with you?"
"Nothing, it’s complicated. Just tell me if Dannika got anything out of those witches."
"Things got messy last night. The witch was trying to fight back. She killed one of the officers in the bathroom and injured Dannika. She was kept in isolation for a few hours and Dannika was in bad shape, so she couldn’t interrogate her straight away. I'm sorry, Julia, but once the alarm went off everyone went berserk."
I sat back down on the bed, swallowing my tears. Kate had less than twenty-four hours left, Dad probably a day more.
"Jasper showed up; he tried to talk to me."
"Yeah, he was arrested last night, but someone paid his bail today, so he got out."
Kelsie asked a few more questions about last night. I wanted to know if the witches were ready to talk about their plans. There was so little time and we still hadn't caught the head of the coven. I had to rely entirely on the unit. Apparently, the witch injured Dannika pretty badly. I had no idea if she was in the station or in the hospital.
I tried to gather my thoughts to understand what happened with my magic yesterday. Nathaniel brought me to my apartment, undressed me and then vanished. Everything was clear. He paid witches, so he could get close to them.
I couldn’t physically come to terms with this. At first, I had to rely on Jasper, a scum like him to get to Gordon, because Nathaniel was blind to the coven. Magic had never concerned him; it was always blood. What changed?
I wished he had stayed until I woke up. I was ready to question him. My phone started ringing again, but I didn't pick it up this time around or check the caller ID. I put some clothes on, brushed my hair and headed out.
First, I went to the station trying to speak to Dannika, but the paranormal in the reception didn’t want to let me in.
"She can’t see you now. She asked that you leave her a message."
I didn’t understand what was going on. Why all of a sudden couldn’t Dannika spare five minutes with me ? But the officer in reception refused to say anything more. Apparently, the station had been locked down. No one was able to speak to the officers. My vision blurred and I felt weak, but I needed to go to the hospital.
When I arrived, Kate’s whole family was sitting in the corridor. Her sisters were crying; Mr. Broomfield was hugging one of them to his chest. When her mother saw me, she only shook her head.
"She has until tomorrow afternoon."
"Be strong," I said to them, knowing that there was nothing that I could do for them.
My head was completely screwed, and I wasn't thinking straight. I didn’t go to see my father. I couldn’t bear looking at him when his life was slowly drifting away. I put my foot down and headed straight to Canary Wharf to see Nathaniel. I had to be certain about him betraying me with those witches. If there was any evidence, I could easily find it in his apartment.
The traffic wasn't so bad on Sunday, but it still took me around forty minutes to get to his complex. My gut feeling told me that he wasn't going to be there. Either way, I was ready to use my magic to make him talk, once and for all. His lies were sickening. I trusted him, gave him my life and now I just wanted answers.
I parked the car somewhere where I shouldn't and called reception. Luckily, it was the same porter who had seen me here before. I had to manipulate him to let me inside Nathaniel’s apartment.
The guard was sitting in his usual spot, his face was nearly enough glued to the TV. He was human, so this seemed easy. I switched on my girly mode and plastered a smile on my face. Maybe I wouldn’t have to use my magic at all.
I cleared my throat at first just to give him a chance to notice me. He sighed heavily and turned around.
"Hey, I'm not sure if you remember me, but I'm Nathaniel La Caz’s girlfriend. He asked me to get something from his apartment and, silly me, I forgot the keys," I said, making a face and lying through my teeth. I had no idea if Nathaniel was inside. The guard looked me over up and down, twisting his lips. There was also a plan B, just in case he wasn't prepared to let me in. Now that I was so much more in control I could try a little spell.
"I don’t think he would like it if someone went into his apartment."
"I'm not just someone; I'm his girlfriend. He forgot his wallet, but he had to go to the office. Mr. La Caz won't be very happy if he finds out you didn’t let me in."
The guard frowned and scratched his fat chin. I was already searching for a spell in my head that would allow me to make him do what I wanted.
The guard with the name tag "Graham" lifted his large arse and reluctantly walked to the boxes with numbers. He found C21 and grunted at me.
"Follow me."
Satisfied with the outcome, I followed him.
"So, what were you watching?" I asked, pretending that I was interested when he opened the door to Nathaniel’s apartment.
"New episode of that American drama about a forensic unit," he replied, shrugging.
"Well, I'm sure you don’t want to miss any of it. I’ll be downstairs in ten minutes."
The guard hesitated for a second. He looked like he was really into that show.
"Just be quick. I don’t want any trouble," he barked and then strolled back, hurrying down the stairs. I was alone. Perfect.
I felt a little sick and on edge walking back into Nathaniel’s apartment. Memories shot through me like an arrow and I couldn’t help but feel nostalgic about his place. I really needed to pull myself together.
I didn’t know exactly what I was looking for. Maybe I just wanted to make sure that he was clean, that he didn’t sleep with that witch. Every room I went to was immaculate and his scent only enhanced the space, bringing my lust back. I had to stop thinking that he couldn’t betray me.
I opened some drawers in the living room, but found nothing. There was no paperwork in the kitchen drawers. He barely had any food in the fridge. Pictures of his sister and father were on the side table. I ran my hand over the edge of the table wondering why he lied about everything.
After a few deep breaths and searching in the guest bedroom, I went to his room. The bed was messy, and it looked like he had slept in it last night after he dropped me home.
In this room the smell of lemons and limes was so strong that warmth embraced my body. I felt like Nathaniel was watching me, wondering how far I would go. The wardrobes were open, his suits and ties were lying on the floor. I walked to the large bedside cabinet and gasped.
With trembling hands, I lifted the photograph of me. There were others of me as well. It wasn't like he tried to hide them; the pictures were on the top of the night table by his bed. My pulse started racing when I recognised the times when he took them.
In most of them I looked happy, relaxed. Some of them were taken in Paris. My heart clenched in my chest and my pulse raced away. That woman, Elvira, she couldn't have seen these pictures if she slept here. Was it possible that he never brought her to his apartment?
I didn’t know what to think anymore and started opening more drawers, wanting to find something, anything that could tell me he wasn't bad at all. Kate was dying, and Dad was going to be next. Dannika had witches in custody. I didn’t want to think about death and the end, but things were looking bleak.
I walked around the bed and saw a thick envelope popping out of the smallest drawer. Nathaniel didn’t try to hide it very well. Maybe he was in a hurry and didn’t think anyone would try to break in.
I took it out and sat on the bed, feeling excited. There were pictures in the envelope and some other papers. The first picture was taken from a distance, and on it, I recognised the witch from the party, the one he was dating. In the other photo she was stepping out of a familiar building. In the sunlight and with less makeup, her face looked much more deformed. There were a few more of these with some other women. My heart stuck in my throat when I recognised another woman with Elvira in the coffee shop. It was the witch from the yard, the one who Dannika had in custody. Then alarm bells started going off in my head.
I didn't recognise the others with them, but my heartbeat tripled. I shuffled through more pictures and started reading some of the papers. There were a lot of dates and places. Many of the notes were handwritten and in one of them I recognised Nathaniel’s handwriting.
We met in one of the hotels. She promised to help me; she promised to bring my mother back.
I didn't understand. I knew that he loved his human mother, but was it possible that he was willing to sacrifice everything to bring her back? Something wasn’t adding up.
There were other notes in the pile, invoices, the accounts in which he’d deposited large sums of money.
I put a ton of useless stuff aside and then I found another picture taken recently. When I turned it over and saw the note on the back my world spun all around me.
Emily Bishop. The head of the coven. The Swedish witch who desires immortality.
My heart skipped a beat as I realised that the person who I had been looking for so long had been right in front of me all this time. Nathaniel’s date was Emily Bishop.
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BREAK IN.





I  didn’t know if this was a joke or reality. I was staring at the picture of the witch who had been in front of my eyes all this time, thinking this had to be some kind of mistake. Nathaniel’s date couldn’t have been Emily Bishop, the white witch that I was so desperate to find. The head of the coven, the woman who ripped away my dad’s and Kate’s soul during a necromancy ritual. She was supposed to be a healer, a good person.
My hands were trembling as I picked up paperwork that showed evidence of her previous life. It was all clear then. Emily’s life in Wales, some pictures of her sister, the kids and Carla. There was evidence of her move to Sweden. Panic and anxiety seized me fast; my palms were damp with sweat. I couldn’t breathe staring at the picture of the only person who could bring Dad back. She couldn’t possibly transform from a human gifted with white light, but somehow, dark magic had reached her, infecting the purest of souls, creating the equivalent of a devil inside her. Gemma said Emily had changed, but this was all just too much.
Nathaniel must have known who she was from the very beginning. I felt sick to my stomach, knowing that he’d kept this away from me, and from the police. There was a possibility that he didn’t know Emily was the white witch. Only Gordon and then Jasper knew her real name. Even now, holding proof of his betrayal, I still didn’t want to believe it. I’d done unforgivable things, hurt people to find her, and all this time she right under my nose. All because Nathaniel couldn't deal with the death of his mortal mother? None of this seemed right and it didn’t make sense.
I felt doomed, hurt and betrayed. Holding the evidence in my hands, it seemed as if I never meant anything to him. He held this precious information undoubtedly for weeks, lying to my face and pretending that he was helping. It would’ve been so much easier if he had just told me the truth, rather than sacrificing my father’s life for some necromancy spell. His mother died years ago; he couldn’t possibly bring her back. But maybe there was more to this than I realised; I just needed to get to the bottom of it and ask Nathaniel myself.
I shook my head and paced around the room. I didn’t know what to do. I went back to the papers and checked to see if I could find her address. Then another shock came.
The fucking bitch lives in Croydon, a few streets away from my own home.
The world spun, and I tried to keep my balance. There was no way I could get to Dannika now. I needed to be sure that Emily Bishop did in fact live at this address. My friends were an important factor, but I knew I had to do this on own. It was simple: I had to check to see if she really lived there and then head back with the police.
Emily Bishop was the white witch. Her sister had mentioned that she didn’t want to be human. Now I finally understood what Gemma meant when she said that Emily became evil. She chose necromancy and created her own cult.
Tears were streaming down my face when I took one last look at the pictures of me that Nathaniel kept on his bedside table and all around his room. My heart was shattered, this soaring pain was worse than anything that I’d ever experienced. It devastated my soul, ruined our love. I couldn’t believe he betrayed me for a spell, knowing my father and Kate would die. I knew I needed to speak to him, but I wasn’t sure if I had the courage to do so.
I ripped off the bit of paper with the witch’s address and stormed out of his apartment thinking about what I had to do. In the lift I wiped the tears from my face, staring at my reflection in the mirrored walls. I looked like a person who had just been broken, standing in a circle of witches as they laughed. I imagined being one of those paranormals who they used for one of their rituals.
I found Nathaniel’s guard in the same position as before, his face staring blankly at the TV screen.
"Right. I'm off," I said and whispered the formula for the spell that would make him forget I was in Nathaniel’s apartment. Sprinkles of light streamed from my fingertips and slid to the guard’s head. I wasn’t sure if it worked, but I didn’t have time to stop and make sure that my magic did what it was supposed to. I needed to get to the other side of London and double check if I had the right address.
There was a parking ticket on my car and I burned it, feeling as if anger was steaming out of my ears. For the next few hours I had to forget about the agonising pain in my heart, about the fact that I was in love with a traitor, because my task was more important than painful emotions.
I drove, sensing strong currents of my magic. There was always a limit and I just reached the point where I wasn't controlling my energy any longer. In my head I just had to get to her house and, make sure she lived there. The rest was up to Dannika and the Paranormal Unit.
A swore a few times, waiting for the traffic to move. My heart was beating entirely too fast; my energy was rising. I kept experiencing hot and cold flashes. I rubbed my eyes, staring straight ahead at the busy road. I’d made so many mistakes, but now it was up to me to face the woman who held incredible healing powers.
It took me an hour and a half to get back to Croydon, thinking and analysing the paperwork from Nathaniel’s apartment. She’d been in London for only a few months. Maybe I couldn’t compare my own powers to hers, but I knew the area.
I parked the car by my apartment and then decided to walk. Emily had been living under my nose the whole time, while I searched around the country for her.
Part of me wanted to stop and scream for wasting so much valuable time. Part of me wanted Nathaniel to pay for his betrayal. It was something I couldn’t quite wrap my head around because he’d finally, after so much time had passed, proved to me that he loved me even after we decided to just remain friends—he took care of me. Even loaned me money to pay Gordon for information. Now this? I just couldn’t understand his motivations, even if he did want to bring his mother back, what did that say about his feelings for me? Again, too many questions rattled around in my mind with very few answers.
I was baffled when I entered a very quiet, modern neighbourhood with detached houses, using navigation on my phone. Humans lived there, magic was absent, and the houses belonged to ordinary families. My body didn’t even tingle. Nothing fit, the house, the neighbourhood, even the cars. Emily Bishop was one of the most powerful witches in London and she lived amongst humans, in this isolated neighbourhood.
In was early Sunday afternoon. People were at home, so I used my magic and my spell flew to each house, making humans less receptive to streaming energies and noise. It was a precaution that I needed to take.
I went around to the back; it was safer that way and I didn’t want to take any chances. I managed get through the gate that led to the back of all the houses.
I crept along, roughly knowing that it was the third house on my right. On the other side there was a park and I was lucky enough that the thick trees were covering the small alley behind.
I didn’t want to waste Dannika's time and I couldn’t call the police until I was absolutely sure that the witch would come back here at some point. In a matter of seconds, I changed my mind. I had to get inside, make sure that Emily actually lived there and then head to the station. I didn't sense any paranormals inside so nothing could go wrong.
Once I figured out where house number forty-four was, there was another small problem. Somehow, I had to get through the fence. I had to rely on my upper body strength and shut my magic down.
I wasn't scared or even anxious, but I felt really wound up that I was nearing so close.
Instead of climbing, I circled the wooden fence and kicked a few loose parts. There was a large gap in the fence, so I squeezed through. I detested this woman but at the same time I needed her, and the fact that Nathaniel was most likely sleeping with her made me sick. My stomach made a flip as I emerged into an overgrown garden. Some rotten wood and bricks were lying by the fence. As I walked further and further towards the house I began to doubt that this was the place where she had been living.
I felt like I was stepping into the wilderness until I reached the back door. My heart hammered between my ribs and a wave of my energy nearly enough knocked me off my feet. A pleasant crispy breeze ruffled my blond hair while I stood wondering how to get inside the house. There was no one inside; I was a hundred percent certain about it. Ever since I was little I could sense humans or paranormals, but the energy was clean, so I was pretty sure the house was either abandoned or no one had lived in it for quite some time.
After bringing my magic back and fiddling with the back door for a moment, the lock snapped, and I was in. Clenching my fists, I stepped inside, feeling waves of my own magic crawling and circling around. It was a spacious kitchen with a large breakfast bar in the middle. I started moving my feet knowing I had to keep it together, get to the living room and find some letters. The funny thing was, that I wasn't even sure if she was using her real name.
I looked around the kitchen, but something else pierced my attention—the photographs on the fridge. I approached slowly, not really prepared for what I was about to see.
The fridge was filled with pictures of me, my dad, Mum, Kate, Kelsie, Ella and the agency. I stared at this whole sequence of familiar faces and my stomach began to tighten. The kitchen started closing in on me and my hands were trembling. There was a large lump in my throat and I couldn't swallow. My mind started running through a number of scenarios of why these pictures were here.
One of them was taken last year, in the summer months when I was heading to work. In some of the other ones, I was with my parents, Kate, Kelsie, Ella and even Jasper. A cold and very scary chill passed down my spine.
"Julia, it took you a long time to come, but you did eventually."
The unexpected voice startled me and, turning around, I let out a scream. The lights in the kitchen turned on and I spotted Emily in a chair by the sink, which a wasn't there few seconds ago. I brought my hands together and called up a generous bolt of magic.
She was wearing a black skirt that revealed her long, skinny legs that were crossed at the knee. Her face looked much more deformed in the light than at the Christmas party. I saw scars that ran over the side of her face, chin and forehead. Her eyes were incredibly pale. She was probably beautiful when she was younger.
"You won't hurt me, you’ll only hurt yourself, so stop it," she said, lazily running her finger over her wand.
I counted to five, wondering if I stood any chance with her.
"I know who you are and what you can do," I said. She couldn’t have known that I would show up in her house. No one knew that I went to Nathaniel’s apartment. I wanted to scream with frustration, knowing that I should have gone to the police first.
Then, out of nowhere, the pain came. I felt it in my skull, tearing, agonising pain that spread to the rest of my limbs. My light went away, and I crashed to the tile floor, taking sharp, shallow breaths. I gripped my head with my hands, gasping for breath.
"Now, I told you this would hurt," she said, giving me a fake smile. The pain stopped as quickly as it started. I took a long deep breath, lifting myself off the floor.
"What the hell do you want from me?" I asked. Well, it was an obvious question. She knew I was going to show up. There was something more to it than just her interest in Nathaniel.
She looked at me then with her eyes wide.
"I’ve been searching for the perfect sacrifice for years. Then I heard about you from my old teacher. He praised you and was truly convinced that you’re more powerful than any other elf who walks the earth," she explained. "Tron was always so sentimental."
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UNLIMITED BETRAYAL.





I  was too frozen by shock to move.
I stared at her for several moments going over and over what she said.
She kept staring back at me with a smile; my startled reaction didn't seem to surprise her. My energy rush was immediate, lighting up my adrenaline, thrumming through the air. I had enough strength to hit back, to fight. Tron might not have taught me a lot, but I had enough skill to defend myself. Except I wanted to know the real truth.
"Tron? He used to be your teacher?" I asked.
Elvira didn’t respond straight away.
"Yes, when I was really, really young and I didn't understand myself. When I turned thirteen he left, claiming that his job was done, and I didn’t need him anymore," she explained, annoyed. "I came to London knowing that you lived here. It took me months to finally get closer to people who you knew. Of course, by that time, I had my little team behind me. Witches who had lost direction in life, witches who were hungry for power. These women felt betrayed by their men and associations. It was such a shame. Your friend Kate; she was so strong, so devoted to you."
A sudden shot of anger and fear stabbed me in the gut. Kate was dying because of me? Because the witch wanted to get to me?
"Kate is dying! What the hell did you do to her?" I shouted with fury, imagining what I could do to hurt this woman.
"Your friend Katie didn't want to help me. I approached her and offered to teach her, but she refused. In the end you’re either with me or against me. I really believed her blood was pure enough, that I could use her body in the ritual but then—"
"Bitch!" I roared, losing the last bit of control that held me away from her. A surge of powerful energy flew from me, but the lance of raw fire never reached her. I was lifted above the floor, feeling as if invisible hands were clenching my throat, burning my skin. Elvira held her magic wand. She snarled, creating a mass of blackness all around me. I couldn’t breathe, wheezing and panting for oxygen.
"The ritual didn't go as I planned. The powerful werewolf that I tried to bring back rebelled. Marcus fought with me, and although your friend was strong and powerful, her soul had drifted away when he cut the connection. A few nights later I had another opportunity, but I didn’t have the vessel." She paused, smiling to herself. "Can you imagine how lucky I was that night? Your own father showed up, tracking me down on the outskirts of town, interfering with my magic. I was so lucky, knowing that if I had him in my collection you would come more eagerly. I also thought that with an older paranormal the ritual would work."
She stopped talking and waved her magic, so the invisible hands loosened their grip on my throat. I inhaled loudly. Dad had probably been trying to arrest her, but I didn’t understand why he was on his own? Where was Stewart? My fear and anger had begun to settle down, but hatred rebounded again.
"Julia Taylor, half-breed. Who would have thought you would be the one? I had real trouble with you. I thought you would make it easy for me, but no… you wanted to help your little friend, running around the city and asking questions. It was hard to keep an eye on you. You came so close. That vampire in the club…he knew too much." Emily continued talking. Fear danced over the nape of my neck. I’d suspected that Shaun’s death wasn't accidental.
"The bouncer who worked for me killed him; he was going to ruin my plans and I wanted to stay anonymous for the time being. I had to have people everywhere," she said with a shrug.
I couldn’t reach for my source; my powers were gone. Emily waved her wand and the pressure below my eyelids eased a little. I had no control over my body, as I hung in mid-air fighting with her energy.
"And I needed more time to make sure that you, my dear, Julia, were ready for all that I planned for you."
"Ready for what?" I choked, wanting to know why she needed me so much. "You can do whatever you want with me, but just save Kate and my father. They don’t deserve to die."
She got up, moving her long skinny legs forward. I felt my magic crackling, vibrating on the surface, soaking the heavy air.
"Many paranormals believe that you’re very special, much more important than royals. You can give me what I want, what I’ve desired all my life. You’re the one who holds the power of immorality."
Emily had lost her mind. She was delusional. I was no one until Tron came and helped me with basic principles, teaching me a few useful spells. Maybe she had heard rumours from Craig when he was still alive.
"I'm mortal like everyone else. I can’t turn you into a vampire," I said, amused by her ridiculous statement. Sweat gathered on my forehead as I struggled to stay focused.
She didn’t like my response and narrowed her pale eyes. "Vampires are like dust; they have to feed to survive. It’s not that kind of immorality I want and need. Tron told me about another witch who had embraced it. He was the one who seeded the idea in my head."
“You’re pathetic. No one can live forever," I said, laughing. She couldn’t possibly think these rituals would help her to stay young for centuries. I had never heard anything more absurd. "I met your sister at her home in Wales…"
The witch roared, pressing her long skinny fingers to her skull. Her face stretched, revealing more scars, turning bright red.
"That life is behind me. I don’t have a sister. I studied dark magic, experimented and killed others to become the person I am today. Tron was going to be next but—"
For a split second I wondered if the woman in front of me was really Emily Bishop or Elvira. I couldn’t understand why she didn’t want to use her real name. Dark magic changed people. Twisted their minds and shifted the boundaries of what was right and wrong. She wasn't herself anymore, something or someone must have possessed her soul. She wasn't making any sense. Only vampires were immortal.
When I glanced back at her, she was calm again.
"I underestimated you, Julia. You were determined to help your friend. I needed to stay motivated and focused. Nathaniel gave me strength. I didn't trust him at first, you see, because of you. Wizards and other witches told me that you two used to be together."
My throat was so dry that I was struggling to swallow. Nathaniel had been helping her, but maybe she used her magic and he didn’t know what was going on. Even now, at the mercy of the witch, I was fighting with myself, trying to rationalise his betrayal. I had to stop treating him like he didn’t know about her.
She went silent for several minutes looking around the spacious kitchen, lost in her own thoughts. I was so buggered. There was no one who could help me. I used a magic spell earlier to mask the sounds of my break-in, so even humans wouldn't hear my screams. But I had to keep trying—this crazy bitch was the only living creature who could help Dad.
Then things in the kitchen began moving around, and I swallowed. Her power swept everything off the breakfast table. Pots, pans, glasses, papers, all smashed on the floor. The witch waved her wand, pinning her pale eyes on me. She moved me down and my body slammed on the bar. The pain didn’t register at first, knocking me out for a second or two. The soft aroma of lavender reached my nostrils and I blinked, registering her standing close. She was so ugly and deformed with greasy blond hair and sullen cheeks.
"Right, let’s begin," she whispered with a sweet and most creepy smile. For some reason I wasn't scared anymore. I was furious with my own stupidity, trying to play brave. I should have gone to Dannika and she would’ve been in custody by now.
The wind started whistling, blowing through the kitchen, and all the windows began to open. I tried to move my neck to see what she was doing, but my body was locked in place, muscles tight and unmovable. Emily Bishop wasn't the white witch anymore; now she was Elvira, the head of the coven, and was preparing herself for the final ritual. I waited for pain or something to happen, but the energy was drifting away. Then we heard the noise of a shutting door.
My pulse picked up and hope spiked my blood. I was lying flat on this bare wooden table, useless and unable to do anything, but someone else was in the house. Maybe I wasn't going to die.
"It appears that we have company," she muttered. “That's okay; he can stay and watch."
Then she disappeared from the kitchen. As soon as she left me alone I tried to move, hoping to break the spell. The bitch had woven her magic so deep into my system that it was impossible to do anything except lie there and stare at the ceiling. I heard another voice coming from the living room and considered screaming, but I doubted that her new companion would come to my rescue.
I heard a laugh, a very familiar one that made my stomach heave. Then all my emotions accumulated into a sinking realisation of crushing pain as Nathaniel walked in. His eyes automatically went to mine and he froze on the spot. His lips parted, knuckles whitened. Shock mixed with disbelief flickered through his face for a split second, before his face became expressionless.
Pain laced my voice, making it shrill. Agonising grief contorted the muscles of my body when I realised that I was part of my worst nightmare. Nathaniel didn’t move at all, he looked like he was completely frozen on the spot. Then, he exhaled, and his eyes moved around the kitchen.
"Elvira, why is my ex-girlfriend here?"
He sounded like he didn’t care, and the tone of his voice flared the dull pain in my numb limbs. I locked my eyes imagining what I could do to him.
My energy responded to me, accumulating inside, mildly aware of the new movement of energies in the space around us. I wasn't prepared to give up yet, especially now when my ex-boyfriend was here.
I darted my eyes away back to the ceiling, but I felt his hazel eyes burning through my whole body.
"Remember the perfect vessel that I mentioned a few times? Well, Julia has always been the one. She’s an extraordinary creature and this ritual that I'm just about to perform is going to make me immortal," she explained with the sweetest voice. Nathaniel was in his best suit and it looked like he had just finished work. I dared him to say anything to me. I was ready to spit in his face.
I didn’t want to see his reaction to her answer. This wasn't the end. Dad and Kate, they still had a chance.
"Julia? She can’t be the one. She’s useless with magic. She can’t even cast a simple memory spell, Elvira. Look at her," Nathaniel stated coldly with a gesture that was supposed to prove that I wasn't worth her time. My heart burst, but I kept swallowing my tears. There was no way I was going to cry in front of those two.
"I don’t think you know her as well as you thought you did, darling. My old teacher believed that she’s gifted, and Tron was one of the strongest elves on earth."
Nathaniel started laughing, shaking his head.
"Elvira, I admire your determination and effort, but I think you made a mistake. She’s a half-breed."
I finally looked back at him then with so much hatred that I wished I could burn him. Nathaniel still kept calling her Elvira. I didn’t understand what his deal was. From the paperwork in his apartment he knew that her real name was Emily Bishop.
The witch circled around me waving her magic wand softly. My shirt was moving, exposing my stomach. Goosebumps appeared all over my skin. Elvira was standing over me, smiling.
“You've got to trust me on this, Nathaniel. She knew that Roger was recruiting witches in your factory. She followed him to our last meeting. She isn’t useless," Elvira observed, frowning.
Nathaniel stood silently on the other side of the table, his hands in his pockets. His eyes darkened. Elvira picked up something from the kitchen counter and my heart stopped.
Twisted images from the park flashed in front of me and my stomach revolted. Elvira had a long kitchen knife in her perfectly manicured hand. All of a sudden, I understood why she had exposed my stomach and the earth opened up beneath me. I didn’t want to end up like the others, in bits, butchered into little pieces.
Nathaniel paled, his throat moved, and he swallowed, watching his new girlfriend. He obviously still cared about me, but why? Why, when she was just about to slash me open?
“Let's begin," she whispered. I focused all my energy on getting the hell out of there. I knew that I was strong and could fight her, but so far this spell was unbreakable.
She lowered the knife and pressed it sharply to my stomach, and she began slicing my skin, not even preparing me for her movement. Pain exploded, and I screamed, covered with cold sweat. I was so screwed.




CHAPTER 35





THE BATTLE OF MAGIC.





"Elvira!"
She stopped cutting me, but the pain escalated, throwing off my conscious state. It was Nathaniel; he made her stop. I took a slow shuddering breath; tears rolled down my face. Something warm and thick poured down my belly. I didn't need to look to know that it was blood.
Then I let out a growling sound and a few things happened all at once. Nathaniel disappeared from the spot where he stood a second ago. I felt his scent by me, but then it was gone. Dizziness blurred my vision and I didn't know if I was hallucinating, because then I saw him attacking. His fangs extended, and his arm came around Elvira from behind. She looked like she didn’t know what was happening. Nathaniel sank his fangs into her neck.
The witch made a howling sound as he began drinking from her greedily. She tried to tear herself away, but he held her in place. She roared, then both of them crashed to the floor. For a long blissful moment, I had my body back. Pain throbbed, deepening with every small movement as the world spun around me. I groaned, and with a wheezing breath, I lifted myself off the table. One shock came after another when Nathaniel began ripping the skin on Elvira’s neck; blood sprayed, covering her cleavage and clothes. Unexpected wind swept me off my feet again and I landed on my butt, seeing white moving dots before my eyes. Blood poured out of my stomach as I tried to summon my own magic.
The witch screamed, and bright red light burst all around us. My body shook involuntarily. I must have passed out for a moment or so, because when I looked up Elvira was standing next to me. The fresh smell of blood hit my stomach, and the pain was much worse now. I glanced at the bits of her flesh hanging off loosely. I wished he’d bitten through her jugular; she would have been dead by now.
"So, it looks like the little vamp might still have some feelings for you," Elvira cracked, her voice weak. I moaned, sitting on the floor and clutching my head. I convulsed in throbbing pain, losing my breath.
"Let me think, what can I change him to… oh, yes, that would be a good idea."
I opened my eyes, trying to see what she was doing. She pressed the wand to her bloody neck, her eyes furious and glued to Nathaniel. He lay behind me, but I couldn’t see what kind of state he was in.
My magic was drained away by another source. The streams of light moved from her wand connecting with the damaged skin, repairing it. Then she began circling it around Nathaniel talking loudly in a language that I didn’t recognise, a buzz of energy emanating from her in rippling waves.
"Look, Julia," she snarled and my head was lifted at an angle where I could see Nathaniel. I screamed when he disappeared in front of my eyes. One moment he lay unconscious on the floor and in the next a small black bat rolled out from his pile of clothes. The creature began making squeaking noises and flew out, moving quickly around the kitchen.
"Now, let’s get back to business."
Before I knew it, I was lying back on the breakfast bar. The wound in my stomach throbbed with searing pain. My eyes moved furiously all around me, searching for the small creature. I found him in the corner, clinging to the ceiling. The spell was slowly fading but shock and confusion settled back inside me. Nathaniel tried to save me. I was wrong about him.
My head swam, the room spun. I couldn't keep my eyes open, but I heard her loud steps all around me, heard her muttering words that didn’t mean anything to me. I kept passing out. Every time I was back in the kitchen the pain in my abdomen escalated, the smell of blood intensified. I kept saying to myself that this was only a dream, an illusion, and I was going to wake up soon.
At some point I regained consciousness, recognising the white walls and the black bat on the ceiling. Elvira had her back turned to me. I moaned silently, still unable to move. When I tried adjusting my head, the effort brought a surge of pain back, spreading down to my toes.
My own internal voice pushed me to summon every ounce of power that I could produce. The pain invoked the tingling, my fingers inflamed, but then she turned around.
Her eyes found mine again.
"Now, I can’t tell you what I'm about to do won't hurt," she said smiling widely. The colour drained from my face, strong emotions fuelled my power. Suddenly the whole kitchen began to shake, glasses and pans started falling from every space, slamming onto the floor. Emily glanced around, disoriented, and waved her wand. She looked back at me when everything stopped. "There is no point fighting, love. I'm much stronger than you."
She lifted her magic wand again and began stirring it in the air, round and round like she was drawing invisible circles. Mini Nathaniel squawked and flew to the lamp, my heart pounded against my ribs and nervous fear danced over my neck. The wind began moving things in the kitchen, the light started to flash.
Elvira walked to the other side while her wand was beside me, passing it and lifting up the tiny hairs on my skin. This felt like she was opening me up, using a red heated metal to burn my bare hands. My heart skipped a couple of beats, and pain blinded me for a moment, leaving flying dots in front of my eyes. I screamed again, begging for her to stop. She made three long lines on each hand. Cold sweat was soaking my clothes. I couldn’t tell if this was just the beginning or if she was done with me.
"Dear sisters, I give you this vessel filled with power and greatness. Her precious blood will fill your veins. In return I'm asking for immorality…"
Her voice faded. I closed my eyes thinking about Dad and Kate. I’d disappointed both of them. Even if I could get rid of the agonising pain, I couldn’t fight with her. My injuries would slow me down.
The blood on my hands started rising, small drops that looked like red hearts in the flashing light. My happiest memories floated back. I was surrounded by everyone in my family, along with my friends: Mum, Dad, Kate, Kelsie and Ella. We were laughing, sitting around the table in my parents’ home.
Elvira’s voice brought me back to the room. Her words didn’t make much sense and I began hallucinating again. There were other people in the kitchen, unknown, almost translucent faces of women. I couldn't count them, but I guessed there were at least a dozen of them surrounding me. My voice broke the silence. I heard myself begging, telling her to end this. Elvira’s energy pounded, vibrating and thickening the air. Her voice echoed in my head; my skin felt as if it were being pulled away from my body.
Somewhere in the background I heard a noise, rumbling and crushing. The pain didn’t go away, and the ghosts kept their calm poses. Elvira stopped talking mid-sentence and I felt her drop the connection, freeing me from the invisible ropes.
My limbs were mine again and, although I could move, I laid there, breathing heavily.
"What the—"
I heard a familiar voice and my heart sped up. I turned my head a little to the left and saw Jasper. He stood in the kitchen door, frozen, holding his magic wand in his hand. Elvira looked completely unprepared, dropping something from a flask that she held in her right hand.
At the same time, I made a split-second decision and rolled off the table, landing flat out on the cold floor, passing out for a short moment. The next thing I remembered were spells, dozens of multicoloured lights were flying above me. My psycho ex-boyfriend was fighting the witch.
I crawled away, baring my teeth as hard as I could.
"I don’t care who you are, but you’re a dead man!" Elvira shrieked so loud that my head felt like it was pinned with a thousand small needles.
She was fast, much faster and way more skilled than Jasper, but he was strong shielding her spells away. I mildly registered the panic on his face. I sat back down and closed my eyes conjuring magic in every cell, my body trembled in search of the source. If I had any chance of survival, this was the moment. I focused, the light shot away, fracturing into shards of sparkling anger. Invisible claws dug into my open wound, but waves of preheated magic floated back to me. Magic gave me my strength back and, roaring with pain, I lifted myself back to my feet and grabbed the knife on the kitchen counter.
Elvira wasn't even paying attention to me. Her charms that held me in place were broken. I charged at her, but my knees gave out and instead of stabbing her in the back I went down, and the knife landed in her calf.
She screamed with fury, losing her concentration. She mouthed something, awakening two ghosts. Ghost or demons, whatever the hell she’d created, flew towards Jasper. He screamed in startled panic, his body hit the floor a second later.
My energy turned into various shades of wicked vibrations, accumulating whatever power I had left. I heard thunder and lightning clap loudly outside. Elvira’s face went white, then it flexed, showing more scars and deformities.
"You little half-breed!" she screamed and lifted her wand.
I had her then, lost and distracted. It was time to fight back, time to show her that I wasn't weak. I heard hissing and squeaking; Nathaniel kept bouncing back and forth flying from wall to wall.
My magic lashed out with the last bit of strength that was left in me. The air was filled with sweat and blood; my pores opened, and my magic clashed with Elvira’s. The knife that she cut me with was still stuck in her calf, but she seemed immune to pain.
I used protection spells to keep her lashing power away from me, but the red light was coming closer and closer with each passing second. Taking long, sloppy gulps of air, I knew that I couldn’t hold her for much longer. Elvira’s face went scarlet as she pushed to break me.
"Give up now, little Julia. I'm going to get you either way."
I closed my eyes and thought about all the people in my family who loved me and would cheer for me, forgetting about the pain, the open wounds and burning skin. Elvira needed to go back to hell. My father wasn't going to die.
Her light was inches away from me and my hands were losing their grip.
Then the small bat flew from the ceiling, shooting straight through her magic. It began squeaking and attacking the witch with its small claws. My pulse pounded against my skin. I brought my hands together and concentrated on that one spell I was always too afraid to use. Thousands of pulsing balls of lights shot away, knocking me back to the kitchen wall. Somewhere in the background I heard another roll of thunder and lightning lit up the room. The light exploded, the air thickened, and I opened my eyes. Elvira was screaming, trying to jab the bat with her wand, breaking the connection.
Out of nowhere, a stabbing bolt of lightning crashed through Elvira. She screamed.
"No!"
Her eyes popped out of their sockets and she fell to the ground, unmoving. My knees gave out; my breathing came short and laboured. She lay on the floor for several seconds, the burning smell of flesh caused me to gag. There was one thought that rushed to mind.
Tears were streaming down my face as the realisation of what I’d done washed over me.
Then her steaming, burning flesh and limbs began shaking, her body went into spasms. I moved back to the wall, afraid that maybe I’d only disabled her temporarily.
I parted my lips, trying to scream when another body rose from the steaming corpse, but my voice stuck in my throat. It was another woman, dark-haired and slim. She looked around for a moment, then grabbed her chest. She screamed and then crashed to the floor, her life faded. At the same time a naked Nathaniel landed next to her, shaking the entire kitchen.
The dark-haired woman, who was probably Elvira, was dead, and Emily’s chest started rising. She opened her eyes. Slowly she sat up on the kitchen floor, looking at her hands and the rest of her the body, then started sobbing.




CHAPTER 36





FORCED LOVE.





"Y ou saved me… child… I can’t exp—"
Her voice broke. I exhaled sharply, finally knowing that I didn’t have to be afraid of her anymore. The ghosts were gone. Jasper lay in the corner; he looked battered. Nathaniel growled and spread his limbs on cold tiles. He was naked, and I was staring straight at his firm sexy arse. In any other circumstance this would be totally fine, but not here. I pressed my hand to the wound in my stomach, using my magic to ease the throbbing pain. It was over. I didn’t have to be afraid. The dangerous witch was dead; I defeated her. I crawled back to Nathaniel, desperately wanting to hold him close.
“It's all right. We’re safe. It’s all over," I said, smoothing his sandy hair. He opened his eyes and his lips lifted in a small bloody smile. I needed to know that he was alive.
"Julia, I'm sorry—"
"Shhh, stop talking," I told him, touching his face. His eyes softened with concern.
"Julia, it was me. I found her for you, the white witch."
It looked like Jasper was conscious enough to talk. He sat back on the other side of the kitchen staring at me. His chest was rising and falling. I frowned, inhaling deeply, knowing that he came here with good intentions.
"Jasper, I need to thank you. I don’t know what would’ve happened if you hadn’t distracted her. It was brave and noble," I said. He started crawling towards me and then cupped my face in his palms, ignoring Nathaniel who clearly wanted to stab him with his glare.
Jasper’s crazy eyes were huge and dark. "I made a deal with someone to get her address and name," he said softly trying to bring me closer to him.
Nathaniel made a growling sound, but I pressed my hand to his mouth, letting him know that I could handle Jasper. This whole thing was awkward. Jasper looked like he’d lost his mind and I was too weak to fight. I had to make it clear to him that our romance was out of the question.
"I appreciate you coming to my rescue but we’ll never be together. I don’t love you. I believe that the friend—"
"Listen to me, you stupid cunt. I have done everything you asked me to. I came here for you and I'm expecting another chance. That scum here… you two are done. It’s me that you have to love now—"
His voice broke and Nathaniel was trying to get up to probably finish him off.
Emily was on her feet again. Her eyes fixated on Jasper, who went very still. "Calm down, wizard. We all appreciate what you’ve done here," she said, her eyes were burning with red energy. I opened my mouth to tell Jasper that I didn’t love him, that he revolted me.
He looked around, his eyes wide, and his hand gripped harder around his wand. “You're mine, Julia, mine forever and you gave me your word!"
"Jasper. I can’t force myself to love you. Please understand that it didn't work out the first time."
He spat on the floor, his eyes bogged out hugely again. "You’ll pay for choosing him over me. I’ll kill—"
I heard his fading voice and saw Emily throwing a spell towards him to make him stop, but a sudden dose of pain knocked me to the floor and I passed out.
A minute later, after I stirred back to consciousness, Jasper was gone. Nathaniel was back on his feet, slapping me gently on the cheek, still completely naked. Emily was looking over his shoulder, her eyes were beautiful, a deep crystal blue. The ugly paleness was gone.
"I used his own magic against him, but I can’t guarantee he won't come back," she explained.
"We need to get you to the hospital, Julia. You’ve lost too much blood," Nathaniel said, staring at my wounds like he was in a trance, probably aware how delicious my blood smelled. His whole face was covered with red bloody stains and dead flesh. "Stay with her. I’ll call someone."
Emily nodded and took his place. She was talking to me, but I felt so weak, slowly drifting away. Then the pain was slowly easing. Her hands were moving gently over my wounds and her soft voice relaxed me. The cuts on my stomach and my hands began to disappear. In a matter of seconds I was completely healed.
"I'm sorry I tried to kill you," Emily said. Then she went on explaining what happened to her back in Wales two years ago. When she was cleaning her mother’s house, she found an old book in the attic and became obsessed with some of the spells, staying up all night trying to learn certain formulas. Then, weeks later, Emily used her powers trying to bring back the soul of her aunt, but something went horribly wrong. The same night another witch, Elvira, came to her in a dream and took complete control over her soul and body. That morning when Emily woke up, she wasn't herself anymore. She tried to fight back, especially when she was around her sister, but the witch was stronger. Slowly Elvira manipulated Gemma to take Emily’s place in the mansion and Elvira left for Sweden.
"Oh, my God, that’s terrible," I gasped, knowing what happened to her after that. Everyone was talking about the Swedish witches, but it was Emily, who was possessed by Elvira.
Emily smiled, looking away.
“It's over now; she’s regained her peace, thanks to you."
"I didn't do anything," I protested.
"No, you did more than you can imagine. Elvira was stuck between life and death. I should have burned that book, but I was blinded by the desire of becoming someone else."
"So, it’s true then ? You’re the white witch? You healed me."
Emily placed her palm on top of mine. "Yes, I can heal, but only people close to me. I took an oath when I was young, to keep these abilities away from others, to live in solitude."
"What? Why? Imagine how many people you could save?"
“It's not that simple. The healing drains me. I can’t use it all the time, only in special circumstances."
Then Nathaniel walked back to the kitchen, holding a mobile phone in his hand. My mouth went dry. He was still naked, standing in front of us with a serious expression on his face. Emily blushed, looking away.
"The ambulance is on the way," he said and got to me when I tried to stand up. "Julia, stop—"
"I'm fine. Emily healed me. Look," I cut him off, lifting my shirt. My stomach was smooth and there wasn't even scar. Nathaniel widened his eyes in amazement. He looked back at Emily and started thanking her.
I didn't have time to ask him what went on between him and the witches or why he hid such sensitive information from me. Kate had only a few more hours; she was dying. When I explained to Emily what happened she asked me to take her to them. She was part of the reason that they ended up without souls. Nathaniel put his clothes back on and insisted going with me to the hospital.
I was too anxious to wait for the police, so we got to Nathaniel’s car, and when his engine roared back to life, he drove as fast as he could. On the way I kept going over what happened in the house, still not believing I was alive. Nathaniel kept glancing at me. We had a lot to discuss, but there was no time. Dad and Kate had waited long enough, and I just wanted them back.
"When this is over, we’re going to sit down together and talk," Nathaniel said as we passed through the entrance. I didn’t reply. People were staring at us. My anxiety had reached the boiling point. I shouldn't have let Emily heal me. Maybe she wouldn’t have enough strength to save Dad and Kate.
Once we got to the Paranormal floor, I saw Kate’s family outside her room. My stomach contracted with sudden fear that we might be too late.
"Julia… what’s going on?" Kate’s mum asked, running to me. I squeezed her small hands.
"Emily’s the white witch and she’ll heal Kate," I whispered. Kate’s mother looked over at Emily, widening her eyes. Her other daughters and husband surrounded us.
"Please, let me through," Emily said.
Kate’s mother knew that these were Kate’s final hours, so she stepped aside, telling the rest of the family to keep quiet. Emily went inside and closed the door behind her. Everyone started firing questions at me, questions that I couldn’t answer. Kate’s father was shouting that I’d lost my mind. Nathaniel tried to explain to him that I was telling them the truth, but he kept shaking his head. Some healers approached us, asking me about our bloodstains.
After a few minutes, the door to Kate’s room opened and Emily stepped aside, looking pale.
"She wants to see you all."
A surge of warm emotions, happiness and joy rolled right through me. Kate’s family stormed inside. Her mother and father burst into tears when they saw their daughter alive and smiling. They all started hugging her. Healers and nurses began running through the corridor. I knew that we didn't have much time. Emily had to disappear before word about the miracle spread. She hurried to my father’s room.
Minutes later, when my dad was alive and well, I called Mum.
She arrived an hour later flustered and frozen on the spot when she saw him on his feet. There was a second of silence during which I couldn’t help but smile, seeing how love blossomed in both of my parents’ eyes.
"Mary," Dad choked.
Mum stood in the same spot trembling. Her eyes wide open, growing heated.
"Oh, Jerry, I can’t believe that I nearly lost you," she cried and for a split second I thought she was going to pass out. But then she ran and embraced him in a tight hug. Dad looked confused, his eyes widening and moving from me to Nathaniel.
“Let's give them some privacy," I whispered and we stepped back into the corridor.
"Where is she? Where’s Emily?" I asked all of a sudden, realising that Emily wasn't with us. Only a second ago, she was standing right beside me. Nathaniel looked around.
"She’s done her job and it was probably time for her to go," he observed.
I sat down in the chair, thinking that he was right. I knew it was safer for her to leave. No one apart from me and Jasper knew who she really was, but I wished I had a chance to thank her for what she had done for Dad.
I felt fine, watching how Kate’s sisters were on their mobile phones, probably sharing the good news with the rest of the family. Minutes passed, and I looked back at Nathaniel, who was watching me. I was confused and angry. He tried to save me back in her house, but he also betrayed me.
"So, you and Elvira?" I asked. "This wasn't ever about dating, was it?"
He sat back, exhaling loudly. His eyes blinked slowly. Nathaniel looked so human right now, even with blood on his face.
"I made a decision. I had to gain the coven’s trust in order to get the spell to heal your dad. It was a game on my part, a very dangerous one. I knew that I couldn’t get you involved, but I needed to have a reason to give Elvira, so I came up with the spell and my mother. To this day I wish she was still alive."
I clenched my fists, closing my eyes.
When I opened them, his hand was squeezing mine.
"When I went to your apartment earlier on I thought—"
"Yes, I gathered that, and I wish that I hadn’t left you alone,” Nathaniel said, his voice uneven, “But Elvira, well Emily, was ready to talk me through the ritual and I thought I would know how to save your father. This entire plan was risky, and I didn’t know who to trust. You turned to your ex-boyfriend for help. I thought I had time."
I couldn't believe it had to come to this. He had been there for me all this time and I thought he’d betrayed me.
"I'm sorry. I thought Jasper was the only one who could help me."
Nathaniel moved his arms around my body and brought me towards his chest. "Next time I won't hold anything back. I care for you too deeply to lose you."
Love spread through me, curling up my toes, invading my soul. I didn’t want to think about anything else and I was happy.
"Julia, oh, my God, Julia. What’s happened?" My grandmother was rushing through the corridor, shouting and waving at me. She stopped abruptly in front of me, finally noticing Nathaniel. Grandpa was right behind her.
"You tell her," I muttered to Nathaniel.

DAD DEMANDED answers after he made peace with Mum and didn’t want to speak to his own mother until I told him everything that had went on since he was found unconscious in the old warehouse. Even Dannika showed up a few hours later, limping in the corridor. I looked amused as she stared at Dad for several seconds, frozen and completely gobsmacked. Then she hugged him. She wasn't as tough as she made out, after all.
She was in a bad shape. It looked like the witch battered her really badly. She was ready to strangle me when my dad told her about Elvira. I had to listen to her shouting at me for over half an hour in the corridor, in front all my family. Yeah, that was pretty lame.
I still didn’t understand how I was able to produce such amazing magic. I had a lot of questions that needed to be answered. Questions about Tron and his connection to Elvira. Alex and his disappearance after saying he wanted to be a part of Ella’s life. Jasper was somewhere in the back of my mind. He promised me that I’d pay for not choosing him.
After running a number of checks on my father, the healers agreed to discharge him. Mum had forgotten about the divorce. A few times I had to leave the room because she wanted to keep kissing him in front of me. A long and probably intimate conversation behind closed doors pushed them back together again.
Nathaniel left shortly after my grandma showed up. Our case was still open, but I had too much on my plate to start sorting things with him. Dannika had to take my full statement. She wanted to question Emily, but I doubted very much that she would ever find her again.
The white witch was gone and only me and Jasper knew where she might be. A few hours after all the emotions had settled, I called Kelsie, Ella and Nicky to let them know that Kate and Dad were alive and well.
"Hey," I said later on when I managed to sneak into Kate’s room. She turned around and stared at me for several seconds. Her face didn't give anything away. Kate looked tired, but I shouldn't have been surprised—after all, she nearly lost her soul.
"Finally, you showed up," she stated coldly, placing her hands on her hips.
"Listen, I want to apologise—"
She cut me off, throwing herself at me and squeezing me into a tight hug.
“Don't be stupid. You don’t have to apologise. I was an idiot. If it weren’t for you I would be dead," she said, crushing my ribs.
"All right, let me go. I can’t breathe."
"Oh, sorry."
Her face split in a wide smile. I was relieved; my friend was back.
"No, I owe you an apology. I should have told you about my affair with Nathaniel," I said, but she was already shaking her head.
"Forget it. It was stupid and angry, but I don’t want to talk about it anymore. Better yet, tell me about your magic. Everyone is saying that you were awesome."
I smiled and started telling her about everything from the moment I found her in Chepstow Park. It was a long story, but we had plenty of time, because she wasn't going anywhere.
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YES, YES… YES!





M um and Dad’s insurance claim was still in the process of being sorted. After Mum withdrew the divorce papers, Dad rented a bigger house a few streets away from our old one. Within a few weeks, my parents were living together again. Mum accepted the magic and she wasn't afraid to talk about it anymore. She made me promise that I wouldn't hide anything from her ever again. I was fine with that. A week later, Dad was back to work.
"So, you haven't heard from him at all since the hospital?" Kate asked for the fourth time since we started our shift early in the morning. I rolled my eyes and put some papers away. We were the last to leave. During the Christmas period the office was only open until four in the afternoon.
"Nathaniel hasn’t called or texted. I don’t know, maybe he just wants to leave me alone for a while, you know, after what happened with the coven and Jasper," I explained, feeling disappointed. It had been a week since Emily healed Dad and Kate. I went back to my normal life and he went back to his. We didn't really finish our conversation in the hospital, because Grandma showed up. After that Nathaniel left and we didn’t have a chance to talk again.
My friend, Kelsie looked elegant sitting on our Ikea sofa by the door. Ella was checking her makeup in a small mirror. My parents were throwing a big party tonight and everyone was invited. Even my grandmother promised to pop in.
"He’s a twat then," Kelsie muttered, smiling at me.
"Kelsie, shut up! Nathaniel will talk to Julia when he’s ready," Kate snapped, finishing with the filing. "He’s not that bad."
"Men are so odd sometimes," Ella observed. I rolled my eyes. They were right, but I missed Nathaniel badly.
"Enough talking about my ex. Let’s go; otherwise we’re going to be late."
I locked up the agency, and a few minutes later we were all sitting in my car. Dad didn’t forget to invite Nicky and her husband. I was so glad to have everyone around, and after so much drama I was looking forward to this evening.
I glanced around the street searching for the one person who wasn't happy with the outcome of recent events. My ex-boyfriend, Jasper, held a grudge against me. He was still emotionally broken after I told him that we couldn't be together. I waited for him to show up, but he never did. I was afraid that he was planning some sort of revenge, but I refused to explain to my dad what happened between me and Jasper, just in case he wanted to intervene. It was better this way for now. Jasper was a psycho. I shouldn’t have ever asked him for help. I was delusional.
"Is Rufus invited?" Kate asked.
"Yes, I think he should be there with his wife."
"I'm so glad your parents are back together," Ella sang happily.
"I know. Mum loves the new house, but they keep making out in front of me, which is kind of gross."
The girls laughed. The traffic was terrible this evening. It was a week before Christmas, so Dad wanted to get everyone in the mood. An hour later, I parked the car in front of my parents’ new home, feeling excited. For a moment I searched for Nathaniel’s car and felt growing disappointment when I didn’t see it. I didn’t expect Dad to invite him, but we were still close. Even after everything that he’d done to me.
I had to stop thinking about him. Maybe Kate was right. He was giving me the space that I needed. My life was constantly on edge, so I wasn't surprised that he wanted to stay away.
Inside, the house was decorated with bulbs and Christmas lights. Family and friends were chatting by the large fireplace. I waved to Rufus, who stood by my Aunt Elena, wearing his Christmas jumper. Mum was carrying drinks, looking radiant.
"Drinks!" Kelsie shouted.
"Hon, good, you’re here. Grandma wants to have a word," Dad mumbled, handing me a glass of mulled wine. I spotted all my cousins, Aunt Dorothy, and Nicky with her kids. Even Dannika was there, chatting with Stewart.
"I hope she doesn’t want to talk about that evening," I said, taking a small sip.
"Not sure, hon, but try to be nice. You know your grandmother," Dad said with a smile. He was so happy these days.
It wasn't long before Grandma found me. She was wearing her Chanel suit, not some Christmas jumper. She obviously didn’t believe dressing up was necessary.
"Julia, come here, child. We need to talk," she said, grabbing me by the elbow. I took another sip of wine, trying not to roll my eyes.
"About what, Grandma?" I asked innocently.
"I heard about everything from Jerry, you know, about your magic and the way you handled yourself in that kitchen."
"Well, I practise like you told me and I think I'm much better now."
"But how did you know about pulsing? I didn’t teach you—"
I heard the noise of shutting doors and turned to see who it was. My grandmother was talking, but I stopped listening when Nathaniel walked in. There was a moment of silence, and even my grandmother’s voice broke as she looked back at the door.
Nathaniel stopped and began staring at me like he was seeing through the sudden rush of my emotions, inhaling deeply. Blistering heat crept along my face, moving down to the swell of my breast. A hot, wet warmth filled with tension sprayed in the air, ceasing all movement in the room. Liquid heat travelled down my body when his eyes dropped to my chest, then back to my eyes. Even after what happened between us that magnetic force kept pulling us together.
All my friends and family turned their heads as he closed the gap between us. He stopped, invading my personal space. His scent circled over my skin and my heart leapt in my chest. Magic flowed back to me.
The conversation slowly got back to normal, but I was aware that everyone was waiting for him to speak.
"Hi," I managed to gasp out. He looked gorgeous, even wearing the most absurd Christmas jumper that I’d ever seen and black pants. I heard Kelsie’s giggles somewhere in the background.
He smiled and then his eyes moved to my grandmother.
"Hello, Mrs. Taylor, how do you do?"
Grandma didn't reply and I think she was in shock that he dared to ask how she was. I just wanted to get him upstairs, so we could talk and sort out everything that went wrong between us in the past.
"Nathaniel, I think we should talk."
"All right, but let me do something first," he said in a serious tone and bent down on one knee.
I frowned, wondering what the hell he was playing at. Then, he took something from his pocket, a small black box. His eyes darted back to me, but this time the room faded away. People close to me were staring, but I felt like there was only the two of us. My breath came in short raspy gasps.
I heard whispers all around me and felt like my head was in a bubble. This wasn't really happening. Then he opened the box and his eyes filled with penetrating sensual passion. Inside, there was the most amazing ring that I’d ever seen. Small, filled with diamonds.
I was completely frozen, staring at the man I loved so much that it hurt.
"My dear, Julia. I can’t understand why I didn’t do this earlier… but will you do me an honour and be my wife?"
Yes, yes… yes!
My heart was pounding faster than ever before. I stared at him and for the first time in my life I knew what I was going to say.
"Yes, Nathaniel. I’ll marry you."
The end of volume 4
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