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			The last Beckett brother is going down.

			Heart’s Desire, Book 4

			If he had a choice, Daniel Beckett would wait to cast the Beckett family mating spell until his life is more settled. But his brothers, worried he’s losing himself to his wolf, aren’t giving it to him.

			Daniel doesn’t need a spell to know Kerry Andrews is his mate. With the last of the Godwin warlocks still on the loose, Daniel crosses his fingers that the willful, stubborn, beautiful woman will allow him to protect her.

			Kerry is tempted to make Daniel wait, like he’s made her wait for so long. But the decision is taken out of her hands when things start going horribly wrong. A sleeper hex is activated, putting her life in danger—and the only safe place to run is Daniel’s waiting arms.

			Once there, Kerry finds a whole new world to explore with her magical mate. But Arthur Godwin is plotting to rip away their newfound happiness. Women who look like Kerry are turning up dead…and it’s only a matter of time before the killer’s weapon hits its intended prey.

			Warning: This title contains explicit sex, graphic language, a growly wizard and the woman who loves him.
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			Dedication

			To Mom, who regularly sits with me and compares aches, pains and new meds. When did we get broken? And how is it Dad’s fault?

			To Dad, who will probably get blamed for our boo-boos and won’t even notice. After all, Mom changed the couch and you didn’t realize it until three months later. After sitting in it. For three months.

			To Dusty, who would more than likely notice if I changed the couch, since he picked it out.

			And to all of the fans who followed the Beckett brothers from Shadow of the Wolf to Warlock Unbound:

			And they lived happily ever after.

			The End…

			Maybe.

		

	
		
			Prologue

			Daniel lay on his back, bouncing a ball off the wall of his apartment. To say he was bored would be an understatement. He’d finished his work for the day, said goodnight to his family, and now, alone in his three-bedroom home overlooking New York City, he was slowly going out of his mind.

			He probably could have called one of his brothers up for cards or something, but Gareth was busy with Genevieve. Daniel didn’t want to take any time away from them. They were so newly mated they had hearts and flowers around them wherever they went.

			Then there was Zach. He still had a lot of ass-kissing to do to make things right between himself and his baby brother, and interrupting Zach’s night with his mate, Jo, was not the way to do it.

			That left Chris, but last he saw his brother he was still trying to figure out if he was moving to New York or not. He was with their parents and his mate, Lana, hashing that out.

			If only his mate where there, things would be perfect.

			Daniel bounced the ball against the wall a few more times as he considered going out for the evening. His wolf hadn’t been on a run since they got to New York, not a good, long one like he used to do back home. And walking on a leash did not count. The least Gen could have done was gotten rid of the damn dog tag Zach picked. Who named their dog Wiggles? It was even worse than the one Zach had picked for Gareth. He’d rather have been Pookie than Wiggles.

			When his cell phone rang he answered, grateful for any distraction he could get. “’Lo?”

			“Hello to you too, handsome.”

			The ball bounced off the wall and hit Daniel squarely in the crotch. “Oof.” He rolled over, cupping his groin and trying to breathe through the pain.

			“Daniel? You there?”

			“Yup,” He gritted through his teeth.

			“Still as pleasant as always.”

			That sexy voice was shooting right through him. If his balls weren’t smashed he might have gotten hard. “What do you want?”

			Kerry Andrews, the bane of his existence—and his future mate—sighed. “I’m bored.”

			“Call Lana.” He’d willingly throw Chris under the bus for this one. He couldn’t handle dealing with Kerry, not now. Possibly not ever.

			“She didn’t answer. Neither did Gen or Jo.”

			“So I’m an afterthought?” Damn it, he hadn’t meant to say that, but her first thought should have been of him.

			“Aren’t I?”

			Nope. Not even a little bit. Daniel didn’t sleep without dreaming of her. The urge to cast the mate spell was strong, but bringing Kerry back to New York might very well end in her death. The Godwin brothers seemed to have a thing for Daniel’s mate, and until Arthur Godwin was dead it wasn’t safe for Kerry to be anywhere near Daniel. “Maybe.” He rolled back over now that his balls had decided they weren’t broken. “Why don’t you go paint your nails or shove needles in some unsuspecting people?”

			“Nah. I already did that today.” She yawned. “Just got off an eighteen hour shift, actually.”

			Daniel sat right up. “Why aren’t you in bed?” She should be resting, not talking to him or anyone else. Wasn’t she taking care of herself? Annabelle Evans, Lana’s grandmother, had promised him that she’d keep an eye on Kerry, but if Kerry wasn’t taking proper care of herself then Daniel was going to have to make some phone calls.

			“Aw, you do care.”

			“Kerry. Why don’t you go to bed?” The picture of her sliding between her sheets, her blonde hair all around her face, made him want to howl.

			“All alone? In the dark?”

			She was driving him insane. “I’m hanging up now.”

			“Wait!”

			Something in her tone, the desperation, made him pause. “What?”

			She blew out a quick breath. “When are you casting the mate spell?”

			“When my ass quacks like a duck.”

			“Ooh, sounds serious. Maybe I should take a look at that.”

			“Why?” he whined, unable to believe she’d said that.

			“Just curious.” The innocent tone didn’t fool him one bit. “By the way, when you do cast it, you know who will come, don’t you?”

			You will. He’d known for some time that Kerry was his, but he’d done his level best to push her away until he knew without a doubt it was safe to call her home. So he did his best to sound bored when he replied, “Christina Hendricks?”

			“Who?” He could practically hear her shake her head. “No, asshole. Me. I’ll be there, not some big-breasted bimbo from—”

			“Hey, now, no dissing Yo-Saff-Bridge. She was married every single time.” If being snarly didn’t get her to back off, maybe being a big nerd would.

			“Oh please. None of them were legal except the first one, the trashy bigamist. Captain Mal deserved better.”

			He was so surprised he nearly dropped the phone. “You’re a Browncoat?”

			“Let’s put it this way. I cried when Morena Baccarin cut off all her hair. And when Walsh died—”

			“I am a leaf in the wind,” Daniel said quietly, lowering his head in respect for his favorite character.

			There was a moment of silence on the other end of the line.

			“Now go to bed.” Daniel hung up the phone, his hand clenching on it when it began to ring a few seconds later. He flopped back onto the floor, his head hitting the hardwood with a hollow sound. Sort of like his life at the moment. They had no clue where Arthur was, Kerry was in Philadelphia, he was in New York, and their mating might never come to pass.

			Daniel picked up the ball again and contemplated throwing it up in the air until it landed on his head. Maybe then he could forget all about warlocks, demons, sexy nurses and a simple spell that might end up killing everyone he held dear.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			There was going to be a wild animal mauling in downtown Manhattan.

			“Daniel.”

			Daniel walked faster, hurrying away from one of the few people he gave a damn about in this entire building—hell, the fucking world—before he bit his brother’s face off.

			“Danny-boy.” Gareth whistled at him like he was calling a puppy. “Here, boy. Come on.” He heard Gareth slapping his knee. If he didn’t knock it off, Daniel would slap something else.

			Daniel resisted the urge to shoot his brother the finger. The last thing he wanted was for Gareth to know he was intentionally ignoring him. He rarely got away with fooling his brother, and he doubted this time was an exception.

			“Yo. Fuckhead.”

			Daniel ducked around a corner and tucked his earbuds in. Some heavy bass music was in his future, not whatever Gareth had in mind.

			“Gotcha.” A strong arm went around his neck, and only the scent of pack kept Daniel from scratching and biting to be free.

			“Yes, King Butt Munch?” He shrugged his brother off, turning to stare at his older sibling. “You bellowed?”

			Gareth grabbed him by the collar and began hauling him back toward the elevator. “Time to do the ritual.”

			Fuck that shit. “I have to—”

			“Do the ritual. Yes, I know.” Gareth punched the elevator button.

			The elevator opened to reveal Zach, the strongest of all the living Becketts. His blue eyes darted between Gareth and Daniel before a smile quirked his lips. “Is he ready to gnaw his own paw off?”

			Gareth sighed and shoved Daniel into the elevator. “Pretty much.”

			“I hate you all.” Daniel leaned against the back of the elevator wall and crossed his arms over his chest. This was not going to end well. Anything involving him and Kerry was bound to fail spectacularly. There was far too much bullshit going on in his life for Kerry to be anything but endangered if he did the Beckett mate spell. She’d already been taken twice, hurt by the warlocks in the Godwin family. Add in the wizard Godwins who were making his brother Gareth’s life hell, and the last thing Daniel wanted was his mate caught in the middle of it all.

			Even worse, she was his human mate. A mundane. Absolutely vulnerable to anything and everything someone magical could throw at her.

			He’d rather go feral than bring her home to that fucking mess. She’d be dead, insane or a toad inside a week.

			“How can you hate this face?” Zach batted his baby blues and pouted. “Jo says I’m adorable.”

			Daniel cocked his head. “You look like you’re about to fart.”

			Gareth belted out a laugh as the elevator doors swished open once more. “C’mon, kids. Time to play.” Before Daniel could do anything more than grunt his disapproval Gareth had him in a headlock and was marching him toward his penthouse apartment. “That means you too, asshole.”

			Gareth opened the front door to his stunning apartment, and once again Daniel found himself envious of his brother’s luck. It was good to be the king.

			The first thing he’d noticed had been the view of Central Park and the city through the floor-to-ceiling windows. They gave an uninterrupted view of just about everything. The windows enveloped the wizard king’s apartment, giving the residents a stunning view of the city. There was even some outdoor space, a wraparound balcony Daniel loved to stare out over the city from.

			The second thing Daniel had noticed was the sheer size of the apartment. The open concept living room, dining room and kitchen were on a grand scale, the ceilings at least ten feet high. There was an open staircase to the left of the front door that led to an upper level, where there were three en-suite bedrooms, the king’s bedroom and the king’s private workroom. Add in the restaurants that delivered, the coffee shop Gen had fallen in love with and the nightlife, Gareth had it all.

			And he’d chosen to share it with Daniel, naming him chancellor. Daniel’s apartment wasn’t nearly this spacious, but it had its own deck, three en suite bedrooms and a stunning view of Central Park that he never got tired of. The thought of his children running around his new home, his brother and sister-in-law only one floor above him, made him shiver with delight.

			But having that family could cost his mate far more than he was willing to make her pay, so he’d pushed and pushed until she’d left. Once out of his sight his wolf had mourned just as much as Daniel did, but they both understood the necessity of keeping Kerry as far away from the danger of the Godwins as possible. Once the last Godwin was dealt with, only then would they cast the mate spell and bring Kerry to her rightful place at his side.

			It was hell being away from her, but if she was unharmed, it would be worth the pain.

			Gareth tugged and pushed until Daniel stood inside the workroom Gareth used to cast spells. Daniel’s workroom wasn’t nearly as grandiose as Gareth’s. He’d been far too busy dealing with Gareth’s court and trying to track down the last Godwin warlock, Arthur, to think about his own spell casting. So while everything in his workroom was neatly organized, the personal touches he loved just as much as Gareth did were missing. Another thing he planned on rectifying once Arthur Godwin was dead or bound from magical use for the rest of the life of the universe.

			“Hey. Almost ready.” Chris was busy putting the final touches to Gareth’s workroom. Glancing around, Daniel could tell exactly what spell Chris expected to be performed.

			He turned on his heel, only to be snagged again by Gareth. “Damn it.”

			“Get your ass in that room.” Purple lights danced along Gareth’s skin. A purple crown of light appeared around his head. Gareth was using his power as king to force Daniel to obey.

			“Grrr.” Daniel strode into the room and looked at the layout Chris had ready for him. His fingers twitched when he saw the emerald ring, the same ring his family had used for generations, lying on the altar cloth. He picked it up, already aware he had no choice now.

			Once the spell was cast, there was no going back. All of Daniel’s work would be undone, but right now the greater threat was to Gareth. If Gareth tried to force Daniel one more time, Daniel’s mate spell could be seriously compromised, and Gareth would take the karmic backlash rather than Daniel.

			Running away was no longer an option. For one thing, Gareth had pretty much ordered him, as his king, to do the spell. And this was the second time. The first had been when Gen had been healing from a broken leg, and Chris and Lana were planning on leaving New York to return to their home in Pennsylvania. Everyone seemed to think that Daniel was going feral, committing suicide by werewolf. They all knew if he didn’t do the spell the wolf would go mad, eventually tearing Daniel apart from the inside out.

			The problem was they were wrong, but they had no idea how wrong they were. Only Gen, Gareth’s mate, had grasped the true reason for his reluctance, but even she had pushed him to cast the spell, unwilling to lose her brother-in-law. Daniel had resisted, but now it looked like he was going to have to cast the spell.

			If Gareth, for the third time, ordered Daniel to cast the spell, Daniel’s body would move on its own, forced by the magic to cast the spell. Gareth would more than likely pay a terrible price for Daniel’s stubborn fear. The karmic backlash of forcing an unwilling person could be anything from losing Gen, to death, to nothing at all if the karma police decided Gareth was right to force the issue. No one knew how karma worked, or whether or not the so-called karma police even existed, but Daniel didn’t want to find out.

			It was a price Daniel would avoid at all costs. Losing Gareth was just as bad as losing Kerry in his eyes. It was something he could never live with.

			Now he had two stubborn people to protect. Casting the mate spell to bring Kerry to him was the lesser of two evils, at least at the moment. “Move this to here.” Daniel placed the ring on the offering plate, one that should have had a pentacle on it. Instead it had the symbol of Hecate, the three-armed spiral the mark of an Own. “Why is this plate here?”

			Chris coughed and turned away.

			Zach, his cheeks turning red, looked up at the ceiling. “Well, see, the plate with the pentacle broke. There was this wild fight with a pigeon and an unplanned discus toss…”

			Daniel held up his hand. The weird shit Zach had to deal with still amazed him. “I do not want to know.” He blew out a breath, scared out of his wits. This could end in tragedy, and not only for Kerry and Daniel.

			The incense was burning, its cinnamon scent filling the air. The small fire in the cauldron burned merrily, ready for the slip of paper he’d be throwing into it before he recited the spell. Colored candles were lit and placed just so. Flower stems, a rose for love and an iris for wisdom, were braided through the Beckett emerald ring, waiting for him to begin the chant. Every item held a piece of the spell, the same spell every Beckett male had cast for centuries.

			The urge to run was so great he almost shifted.

			“Chill, bro.” Zach put his arm around Daniel’s shoulder as Chris grabbed a pen and paper off of the altar. “It’s not that bad, being mated to your dream girl.”

			Daniel rolled his eyes. “Fuck this, and fuck all of you.” He’d just have to make sure to take his brothers up on their vows to protect Kerry with everything they had. He’d lock her up and throw away the key until Arthur was dead. There was no other solution he could think of that would appease his brothers, his wolf, and keep Kerry safe. “You have no idea what you’re about to do.”

			“Then tell us!” Gareth’s expression was so full of frustration Daniel almost caved. “I know there’s some other reason than Kerry being in danger.”

			Daniel closed his eyes. He’d never told anyone other than their father his deepest secret. Telling now, when they wanted him to cast the mate spell…

			It wouldn’t change anything. They’d think his wolf’s closeness was due to his putting off the mate spell. He’d have to perform it and tell his brothers everything.

			No. He’d deal, as he always had, on his own. “It’s nothing. Let’s just get his over with.”

			Gareth snarled, but backed off when Zach held up his hand.

			“Be careful.” Zach, usually so happy-go-lucky, was dead serious. “Just remember, if you cast this spell with a specific person in mind, you’re in danger of turning it into a love spell.”

			It was the same warning Zach had given Gareth, and no doubt Chris had given Zach before he cast it. Casting a love spell on a specific person was just inviting the karma police to come and make sure your life was a living hell. One simple mistake and the resulting spell could drive the lover into an insane stalker, turn the wizard into someone unable to love at all, or cause the would-be lover to both love and hate the wizard until one of them wound up dead.

			But that wasn’t what Daniel was worried about. None of them understood what he was going through. They all thought they got it. Got him.

			They didn’t have a fucking clue why he’d denied the Beckett mate spell for so long, but the truth was going to come out sooner rather than later, and when it did, he had no idea how they’d look at him. The secret he’d been hiding for so many years would collapse in on itself, and he’d be exposed not only to Kerry, but to his brothers as well.

			Would they feel the same way, knowing Daniel’s wolf had always been this close to the surface? He’d always been more easily annoyed than the others, more wolf-like in his appetites, but they’d never seen the worst of it. Only Daniel’s father knew the full truth, and only his word kept Daniel’s brothers in the dark.

			Daniel already knew Kerry was his mate. He didn’t need a spell to tell him, or to want to draw her closer. Nothing he did or said could change that fact. Daniel wouldn’t go feral because he didn’t cast the spell. Daniel might go feral if he did. Deliberately putting Kerry in danger, pulling her closer to him, would make a demand of him he wasn’t sure he could handle. His wolf was in complete agreement with him, demanding they keep her away, safe until the threat was eliminated.

			The fact that his brothers were pushing the ritual onto him for his own good? Priceless.

			“Want to tell me what’s really got you going, or should I order you for the third time to do the damn spell?” Gareth, never one to let something go, was giving him the big-brother, get-your-ass-in-gear glare that Daniel hated.

			He took a deep breath, calming himself and his wolf. It was inevitable. There was no use fighting anymore. As much as he wanted to keep her in Philadelphia, safe and secure, it wasn’t going to happen. He might as well cast the damn spell and get it over with. “Fuckhead.”

			“That’s King Fuckhead.” Gareth pointed to the table. “Do it.”

			Daniel snatched the pad and pen from Chris, scribbled two words on it, and folded it up. “On your heads be it.”

			Before they could respond, he tossed the paper into the fire and began the chant that would either begin his life or end it.

			“I call on forces higher than I,

			To awaken the dreams that I hold inside.

			Venus, grant me the love I lack;

			With this spell my mate attract.

			This candle for her,

			This candle for me.

			When they touch,

			United we’ll be.

			Kindle the love,

			Kindle the flame,

			When we meet, she’ll know my name.

			By the power of earth and fire,

			Bring unto me my heart’s desire.

			By the power of air and sea,

			As I will so mote it be.”

			As he chanted, two candles, both red, one carved with the symbol for female, the other marked with the symbol for male and bearing a lock of his hair, shifted slightly toward one another.

			“Happy now?”

			His brothers stared at him, probably noting how unhappy Daniel was.

			“Daniel?” Zach’s gaze was no longer filled with amusement. Instead the eyes of one of Hecate’s Own stared at him, seemingly seeing everything Daniel wanted to hide the most.

			“It’s fine, Zach.” Daniel stared at the candles, ignoring his brothers and their building concern. “For now, anyway.”

			But when the candles touched, Kerry would be here. Then furry hell would be sure to break loose on all of them. May the Goddess help them all.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			“Uh-oh.” The pendant around Kerry Andrews neck began to give off a soft, warm glow. “Bad timing, Daniel.” She’d just returned to work, light desk duty without much else, while she continued to heal from her latest abduction.

			“Hmm? Did you say something?” One of the nurses Kerry worked with glanced over at her, her brows furrowed in confusion. They weren’t that close. In fact, Kerry only knew her by her last name, Burrows. Nurse Burrows was a terrible gossip and tended to make up what she didn’t know and embellish what she did. Kerry tried to avoid her like the plague, but today they’d gotten the same floor rotation. There was no avoiding her, so Kerry would have to do her best to give the other nurse nothing to use against her.

			“Nothing. Just a minor cramp left over from when I was attacked.” The very human Kerry had gotten a serious education on the magical world when she’d been kidnapped and nearly killed by members of Genevieve Godwin’s family, not once, but twice. The first time all they’d managed to do was rough her up and piss her off.

			The second time, they’d fractured and dislocated both her hips, broken one of her legs and beaten her to a pulp. Oh, and Hugh Godwin had given her a parting gift as well. He’d inserted a tiny part of a demon inside her. Hugh Godwin had used her as the vessel necessary to break the protections that surrounded Gareth’s home. He would have had full access to Gareth at any time if they hadn’t figured it out and removed it just in time.

			She was still pissed about that. The Becketts had been good to Lana and had saved Kerry’s ass twice. They’d taken in Gen, a warlock, when they had every reason to fear and loathe warlocks. Hell, Gareth had fallen in love with Gen, claiming her as his mate the moment she went back to him.

			Kerry didn’t blame Gen for any of the stuff that had happened to Kerry. Gen was one of the sweetest people Kerry had ever met, and one of the coolest. It was one of the reasons she’d agreed to help Gen, to give her a safe place to rest when she wasn’t hunting down her brothers. It had worked too, right up until Gen had been forced to return to Gareth by her own family and the Beckett mate spell. Gareth had whisked her away to New York, claimed her, made her his consort and to hell with what anyone else in his court thought. He’d never backed down, never flinched from the inevitable backlash that had occurred, and when Kerry was hurt he’d pulled out all the stops to find her. Kerry owed all the Becketts more than they knew.

			How fucked up was it that Gen’s own family was responsible for much of the misery the Becketts had gone through? And now Gen was the wizard queen, mated to Gareth, the love of her life. And yet, as one of the rare Hecate’s Own, Gen was still sworn to hunt down rogue magics that used their power to hurt others, starting with her own family. It was a cocktail of power that was bound to drive Gareth insane, but maybe it had been worth it after all. Maybe fate had given Gareth to Gen, to give her the family she’d never had. One that had her back at all costs, even going so far as to hunt with her, protecting her as one of their own.

			Kerry envied that. Her twin, Kelly, had married not long ago, and now Kerry found herself alone more often than not. Her parents were busy with their own lives, getting together with their girls maybe once every few months. Kelly was already talking about starting a family with Dennis the Menace. The thought of her sweet twin breeding with the straight-edge, narrow-minded Mr. Littleton made Kerry want to gag. She’d love the little spawn because he or she was part Kelly, but she just hoped she managed to infuse some fun into their lives because Dennis sure as shit wouldn’t.

			For Kerry, the worst part of her ordeal was Kelly. Her twin was so caught up in her baby-making plans she hadn’t been there when Kerry needed her most. They’d always been there for each other, but once Kelly married all of that seemed to be at an end. Kelly put her husband above her twin, even when Kerry was in the hospital after her first abduction.

			Kerry had gotten the message loud and clear. Dennis was now the most important person in Kelly’s life, and Kerry would just have to learn to deal with it. It wasn’t something she was used to. It had been especially hard while she’d been healing, left alone in the hospital with only her parents visiting once every day. Kelly’s quick, in-and-out visit had left her feeling alone in the world in a way only a twin could truly understand. It was as if half of her had disappeared, leaving the rest of her wondering what she’d done to drive Kelly away.

			Worst of all, she couldn’t exactly tell Kelly that she’d been mauled by a warlock intent on world domination, now could she? She’d lied to everyone, from the cops to her family, about what had happened to her, refusing to incriminate the Becketts in any way, shape or form. Perhaps Kelly had sensed the lie and decided to leave her be until Kerry told the truth? Or was she so wrapped up in her husband that Kerry had become an afterthought?

			Man, wouldn’t it be great if Dennis turned out to be a warlock and had inflicted himself on Kelly?

			Kerry shook her head. Nah. Even she could tell Dennis truly loved Kelly, and vice versa, no matter how much it made Kerry gag. She’d have to make sure she checked in with Kelly if she got the chance.

			“Kerry?” False concern filled Nurse Burrows’s foxlike face. “Are you all right? You blanked out there for a minute.”

			Kerry smiled. “I’m fine, thanks. Just a headache. Maybe I’ll take some ibuprofen, but I think it can wait.” Kerry smiled, hoping the nurse would drop it.

			“No problem, hon.” Nurse Burrows winked. “Just let me know if you need to take a break and get those pain meds.”

			And have you report it to the administration? No thanks, I’ll pass. “Thanks for the thought, but I’ve got this.”

			“If you say so.” And off Nurse Burrows went, probably to tell someone else that Kerry had internal bleeding and a drug addiction.

			Blech. Sometimes she wished she’d chosen a less cutthroat profession, like kickboxer or politician, but Kerry loved working with her patients. She helped people get better, and helped those who wouldn’t come to terms with what was happening to them. It was a thankless, dirty task, one she wouldn’t trade for the world.

			Although, if the pendant around her neck was any indication, she might not have a choice in the matter. If it was beginning to glow it could only mean one thing. Daniel had cast the mate spell, and Kerry’s life was about to change forever.

			She needed to get a hold of Annabelle Evans, the grandmother of her best friend, Lana and one of the strongest witches in Philadelphia. It was Annabelle who’d given her the charm necklace Kerry now wore. On it dangled multiple protections, from charms against the evil eye to something that would alert her the moment Daniel cast the Beckett mate spell. If even a hint of a smidgen of a spell came within two miles of her, one of the amulets would light up like a fireworks display, warning Kerry of impending danger…or one determined werewolf casting a spell to summon her ass to New York.

			Oh, she knew she was Daniel’s mate. She’d known since Lana hooked up with Chris and Kerry had butted heads with Daniel. He was the most annoying, intriguing, attractive man she’d ever met, and he gave as good as he got. He didn’t treat her with kid gloves. He assumed she knew how to defend herself and let her have it with both barrels, whether they were fighting over her safety or whether or not she would remain in New York, by his side. Those amber eyes of his would turn to pure gold when his wolf surfaced, the low growls he would emit making him even more dangerously attractive.

			Add in lean muscles from running in wolf form, an ass you could bounce a quarter off of and a dark bit of stubble on his chin that never seemed to get shaved off, and you had one hell of a package. Kerry was dying to unwrap him and find out what made him tick, and it looked like she was about to get her chance.

			She’d thought he would cast the mate spell when Chris was done with the Beckett emerald ring, but he hadn’t. Zach had, calling Johra Yashodar to his side. While Jo was a great person and the perfect match for Zach, Kerry had been disappointed to find Daniel hadn’t been the one to cast the spell.

			She’d then hoped that he’d take his turn and cast the spell. Daniel chose to let Gareth go next, giving Gareth the time he needed to find Gen before he was crowned king. Kerry had been thrilled at their binding. She’d become good friends with Genevieve, inviting the warlock into her home when Gen had nowhere else to go. She’d wanted Gareth for Gen, hoping when he cast the spell it would call to her, but a selfish part of her had wanted Daniel to go before Gareth.

			It wasn’t to be, and she’d almost given up hope that Daniel wanted her the way she wanted him. Instead of getting a mate, Kerry was kidnapped and nearly killed by Hugh Godwin, resulting in her current, still-healing injuries. A wizard healer had been called for her, taking care of her most grievous injuries and allowing Kerry to walk again with only the slightest hint of pain. Another thing she owed the Becketts for, and a debt she planned to repay.

			Apparently Daniel had run out of people to pass the ring to or Gareth had sat on him and forced him to perform the spell. Either way, Kerry now had a decision to make, one that might have been denied her if not for Annabelle’s little present. Should she obey the summons and head to New York where Daniel, and the wizard court, were? Or should she ignore it and let him stew for a while before she left?

			She might want him to wait the way he’d made her wait, but one way or another she’d wind up going to him. It was just a matter of when.

			“Ms. Andrews?” The director of nursing was coming down the hall, a slight frown on her face. “Can I see you for a moment?”

			What the hell? Kerry glanced around, but nothing seemed out of place. Her chat with Nurse Burrows had been brief, forgettable. Nothing she’d said to Burrows would have resulted in the nursing director coming for Kerry personally. Could Nurse Burrows have told the director that Kerry was having issues? If so, she’d do her best to reassure the director that there was nothing serious going on. A headache was something a nurse learned to work through.

			She followed the director into her office and sat down, her hands curled in her lap nervously. The scars on the back of them reminded her of when she’d been in the hands of the Godwin men, her life on the line as they planned on sacrificing her to their demonic overlord. She doubted she’d ever be able to look at them as anything other than battle scars, a battle she’d ultimately won. The Godwins wouldn’t get her again, not if she had anything to say about it. “Yes?”

			“I understand you’ve been experiencing some difficulties with regards to your work since your abduction.” The director pushed her glasses up her nose and read from a piece of paper in front of her. “We’ve had some patient complaints, as well as a few from the nursing staff who have had to go in behind you and redo some of your work.”

			Kerry blinked, barely able to contain her anger. “Excuse me? Who was going behind me to redo my work?”

			“That hardly matters, Ms. Andrews. The nature of the complaints is such that I feel we need to investigate immediately.” The director’s cool tone sent a shiver down Kerry’s spine. This was not looking good, but she had no idea what the director was talking about.

			“What specifically is going on?” Kerry had a very good idea who was behind all of this, but the timing was incredibly suspicious. She would have said it was a spell nudging Nurse Burrows into being a bitch, but the report had to have been filed before Daniel cast the mate spell, so that couldn’t be it.

			The director glanced up at her with some sympathy. “I want to get to the bottom of this. I believe that someone is hoping to use the allegations to move up the food chain rather than do the work required to get there on her own.” The director gave her a weak half-smile. “But it’s not entirely my call. The file was CC’d to the hospital administrator, and he’s the one pushing for this to be fully investigated. He thinks…”

			“He thinks what? That I’m abusing patients?”

			The director nodded slightly. “That’s exactly what he’s telling me. I’ve argued until I’m blue in the face, but there’s nothing I can do. Until your innocence is proven, I’ve been forced to put you on paid leave.” She shrugged as Kerry gasped. “It was the best I could get for you. The hospital administrator wanted you fired.”

			“Why?” Kerry couldn’t believe this. She would never harm a patient. “What proof does he have?” The man was older, more set in his ways than the nursing director, but he’d never struck Kerry as unfair before.

			Something more, deeper, was going on here, and it had nothing to do with the Beckett mate spell taking an opportunity to push Kerry Daniel’s way. From what she could tell, the spell wouldn’t do something like this. The worst it had done was cause Lana’s ancient car to die on the side of the road, something it had already done more than once. None of the other charms were lighting up. Could a spell have been aimed not at Kerry, but at the administrator, influencing him against her? Would that cause the charms to light up? Ugh. It sucked not knowing. The urge to get to Annabelle was getting stronger by the minute. She’d know what to do.

			“He’s got written complaints from some of our patients. With that, he has cause to fire you, but I urged that an investigation be launched.” The nursing director sat forward. “I’m aware there are some nurses here who feel you’ve been given better treatment because of your kidnapping, but I didn’t imagine one of them would do this.”

			“Neither did I.”

			“I know, Ms. Andrews, which is why I want the investigation.” The director sat back. “I’m sorry, but at least you have a chance at getting your job back.”

			Kerry nodded and stood, numbed by what was happening. How could this be? Once such allegations were launched, the only way to get her job back would be to get a lawyer and fight with all her might to prove that they were false. “I want to see the complaints.”

			The director nodded. “I’ll forward them to you. Now, I’m sorry, but you need to turn in your badge.”

			Kerry gripped her hospital badge. That small piece of plastic had meant the world to her the first time she put it around her neck. She’d been so proud to get the job she loved. Now she was about to lose it. Turning in the badge felt like a knife in her gut.

			She pulled the badge off, trying not to cry as she placed it on the director’s desk.

			The director snatched it up and placed it in her drawer, closing it with a sharp click. “Good-bye, Ms. Andrews. I wish you luck in your future endeavors.”

			Translation: Get out, you’re done here. The director already assumed the investigation would come to nothing, and was letting Kerry know without actually saying it. Kerry would never work in this hospital again.

			Kerry didn’t speak. She turned on her heel, marched out the door and to the staff locker room. She wasn’t surprised to see the security guard there, ready to escort her out. She cleaned out her locker, collected her coffee mug from the nursing station, and under guard, left the hospital she’d grown to love so much.

			Kerry would first go to Annabelle. If the patriarch of the Evans clan didn’t have the answers she needed, then Kerry knew what her next step had to be.

			New York, and Daniel Beckett.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			“Lord Chancellor?” Abraham “Mac” McDorman, Gareth’s steward, cornered Daniel an hour after the Beckett spell had been cast. His wolf was twitchy, waiting for the two candles to touch and show that Kerry was finally in New York. While his human half understood it might take some time, his wolf, now that they’d finally given in, was eager to see his mate safely in their den. It was an emotion Daniel firmly agreed with, but until Kerry showed up there was little they could do about it. And that was putting both of them on edge.

			“Yes?” Daniel tried to keep the growl out of his voice. He was scaring the piss out of people a lot more than he usually did, and Gareth was ready to confine him to his quarters until he could get his wolf back under control.

			“We’ve received word on Arthur Godwin.”

			That caught Daniel’s full attention. “Have you now?” He invaded the steward’s personal space, sniffing the air around the man. He caught the acrid scent of fear as well as the tangy scent of a victory earned. “Where is he?”

			Mac swallowed so hard his Adam’s apple bobbed. “The Hamptons.”

			Daniel blinked. “The fuck you say?”

			Mac choked out a laugh. “Yes, I do say.” He stepped back, out of Daniel’s personal space, and held out his tablet PC. “Here, sir. I’ve got all the data you need.”

			Daniel grabbed the tablet and began scrolling through picture after picture of Arthur, sipping drinks and laughing with people Daniel didn’t recognize. “Does Gareth know this yet?”

			“No, I’m rather afraid I chickened out on that.” Mac rocked back and forth on his heels. “I thought perhaps you might be willing to inform him.”

			Daniel shook his head, clucking quietly at the chicken-shit steward.

			When Mac walked away flapping his arms, Daniel finally let the laugh he’d been holding back out. He’d grown to like Mac while working with him. The man insisted on calling Daniel “Lord Chancellor” or “Sir Daniel”, but in all other respects he treated Daniel as an equal. They had worked out a routine during the weeks that Gareth had been king, one that was slowly getting them over the humps in Gareth’s newborn rule.

			But this was a huge hump, one that Daniel now had the pleasure of sharing with his brother. Destroying Arthur Godwin would end the threat against them, and Gen, once and for all.

			Daniel pulled out his own tablet PC and checked Gareth’s schedule. It seemed his brother was currently with the new council, detailing their duties to the crown and the court. Daniel was tickled pink that his mother was on the new nine-member council. She’d keep any nasty bitches away from Gen and throw her full support behind her son. Gareth had also named Chris as a council member, granting two Becketts places of power. The fact that there were now several male members of the council had shocked the court. Traditionally, the council had been all female, but Gareth didn’t believe in an all-male or all-female council. Each member should have something to contribute and a voice to be heard; nothing more or less was required. He’d handpicked them with the help of Lillian Fletcher, the head of the council. Keeping the number at nine also ensured there would be no deadlocks when it came to making decisions for the court or Gareth.

			Gen had argued that Gareth shouldn’t put any more family on the council, but Daniel disagreed. His brother needed support in his rule. Daniel had never seen a family as loyal to each other as his own, but he understood Gen’s point. And the council members they’d picked, men and women both, were approved by both Mac and Lillian.

			Daniel knocked on the door to the council chambers before entering. As chancellor, he could have been part of the lecture Gareth was giving, but he’d chosen instead to do other things. He helped run the day-to-day operations of the court with Mac, deciding which issues needed to be brought to Gareth’s attention and which they could handle themselves. The council dealt with the outside world, and was one of the many reasons there was tension between the witches and the wizards. The old council had followed the tradition of separatism, but Gareth wasn’t having any of that. There was a witch and a warlock in the family now, and soon to be a mundane. Separatism was so far out the window it was sipping Mai Tais in Bermuda.

			“Lord Chancellor?” Lillian Fletcher stood, bowing her head respectfully. The other eight members followed her lead. “Is there something I can help you with?”

			Daniel looked right at Gareth. “Mac managed to find Arthur Godwin.”

			“Yes!” Chris pumped his fist and tried to high-five their mother.

			Marjory Beckett merely raised her brows at her son until he lowered his hand. “What information do you have, Daniel?”

			The councilors settled, each of them looking at him with different levels of anticipation. His mother waved a hand at him, urging him silently to continue. His mother showed no favoritism to her sons and took her duties very seriously. She argued with them as often as she agreed with them, doing her best to show she was impartial when it came to her new job. Daniel was so proud of her he could burst.

			Daniel handed Gareth the tablet. “It seems Arthur Godwin is currently in the Hamptons, living the good life.”

			The council members glanced at one another, their expressions ranging from confused to pissed. Chris’s eyes had gone from warm brown to wolf gold. “He’s what, now?”

			“He’s sipping what looks like martini’s and schmoozing with the hoi polloi.” Gareth handed the tablet back. “Assumptions?”

			“He’s a pompous ass?” Daniel shrugged when all eyes turned on him. “What? He is.”

			“He’s also not doing anything at the moment that would warrant the attention of the wizard king or the council.” Lillian tapped her fingernails on the conference table, her brows furrowed. “When it was simply an issue involving two families and their infighting, going after him would have been considered acceptable by the court because Gareth Beckett had not yet been crowned king. Now, however, it could be viewed as a witch hunt, the king using his resources to hunt down a personal enemy.” Lillian winced and glanced at Chris. “No offense intended. We are well aware that your fiancée and your brother are both witches.”

			“None taken,” Chris replied, but his attention was on Daniel, not the head of the council. “What about the fact that he participated in the kidnapping of two innocent women, at minimum?” Chris held up his hand when Lillian went to interrupt him. “He was present when Genevieve fought Davis Godwin, and was responsible for many of the wounds inflicted on Kerry Andrews and Johra Yashodar. He’s not innocent in this, believe me.”

			“I understand that, but our job is to ensure we do not seem like the magical police of our world. We can’t simply attack, not without proof. Perhaps if your Kerry were here, that would be different. She could petition us, and we would then in turn be able to call for aid.”

			“Jo is here. She can provide witness testimony.” Daniel wasn’t about to give up on his hunt, not when they were this close to killing the last of the bastards who’d harmed his mate.

			“What we lack is proof that Arthur Godwin did anything more than just bind the women. As you said, Johra Yashodar can provide witness testimony, but nothing she saw implicates Arthur as anything more than a lackey to his father’s depravity. For that, he deserves to be punished, but not necessarily by us.” Lillian glanced around at the council. “What we can do is this. We request that an investigation be launched into whether or not Arthur Godwin is following in the footsteps of his father and brother. If you find proof, we will be more than happy to turn our full attention to bringing him to justice.”

			Daniel’s hands clenched. He wanted that fucker dead and buried yesterday, not at the convenience of the council. “What if he’s killed without that proof?”

			Lillian winced. “I’m afraid that might cause trouble with not only the witches and warlocks, Lord Chancellor, but with the wizards as well. We cannot appear to be a people who police the magical world. That must remain the domain of the Own, both the God’s and the Goddess’s. While I understand the need to apprehend him and question him as to the kidnapping of both Johra and Kerry, the only images we have of him show that he is simply existing as most do when in the Hamptons.”

			Daniel grunted. “So if Zach and Gen do the investigating, you’ll be okay with that?”

			Most of the council members nodded, excluding his mother and his brother. They abstained, no doubt keeping the family aspect out of it.

			Besides, Daniel had no doubt that if Zach and Gen were looking into Arthur Godwin, so were the rest of the Becketts. It would be Zach and Gen at the forefront formally, but they would have a full contingent of Beckett backup.

			“Then let’s get Zach and my wife up here.” Gareth pulled out his phone. “I’ll call Gen. Daniel, you call Zach.”

			Daniel nodded and pulled his phone, dialing his annoying-ass brother. “Hey, butt munch.”

			“What’s up, asshat?” Zach’s cheerful tone made Daniel sigh. No doubt Zach was raiding Gareth’s kitchen again. The man was a bottomless pit, especially when he was nervous. And damn if finding the last Godwin wasn’t sending his baby bro into a fit. Zach felt the same way Daniel did. Johra still bore the marks of Davis Godwin’s depravity. Slim lines where Davis had used his dagger decorated both of Johra’s arms and legs, as if Davis had planned to flay her alive.

			“We need you in the council room. We found Arthur.”

			“On my way.” That quickly, Zach’s tone went from ooh, ice cream! to that of a serious predator. Zach took his responsibilities as an Own very seriously, especially when it came to the family that had harmed his mate.

			“He’s on his way,” Daniel grunted, pocketing his phone.

			“So is Genevieve.” Gareth glanced around at the council. “We can continue this at a later date if you wish, since we’re now dealing with the Own. Or you can listen in, give us advice on how to approach Arthur.”

			The council murmured to one another, but Daniel could still hear most of what was said. The majority seemed to be leaning toward supporting Gareth and the Own, and in the end that was the direction Lillian Fletcher took. “We believe we would be of help to the Own, if they’d allow it, your majesty.”

			Gareth beamed at them. “Good. Thank you. I want you all to know I appreciate that, even those of you who wanted to refrain from getting involved.” Three of the council members winced.

			One of them, Emily Cho, responded to Gareth’s words with a conciliatory tone. “We just want to make sure that this is an Own investigation. We want no stain attached to your majesty’s reign.”

			“I understand, and thank you for your honesty.” Gareth folded his arms across his chest. “That’s exactly what I want from all of you. If you disagree with me, tell me why. I might not go along with your reasoning, but I’ll give it the respect it’s due if you do the same for me.”

			Councilor Cho beamed. “Understood, your majesty.”

			Zach walked through the door in that moment, Jo right by his side. He glanced around, his gaze finally landing on Daniel. “Gimme.”

			Gareth handed Zach the tablet. Daniel watched his brother scroll through the images, his expression becoming more and more concerned. When he handed the tablet back to Gareth, he was scowling. “I have a bad feeling about this.”

			Daniel winced. When a normal witch had a bad feeling, something was about to go down. When Zach, the strongest witch in centuries and one of Hecate’s Own, had a bad feeling, someone was fixing to die. “Can you investigate him on that feeling?”

			“Hell yes, I can.” Zach cracked his knuckles. “I’ll head to the Hamptons as soon as possible.”

			“You will?” Johra put her hands on her hips, her dark eyes narrowed.

			“Yup.” Zach kissed her nose, causing Jo to roll her eyes. “Own business, sweetheart.”

			She sighed, but her gaze softened. “Fine. But you’d better come back to me in one piece.”

			“Duly noted.”

			“Good.” Gareth slapped Zach on the shoulder. “No doubt Gen will want to go with you.”

			Zach’s brows rose. “You’ll allow that? I thought you’d wrapped her up in bubble wrap after she broke her leg.”

			“Her leg is healed, and she’d hand me my nuts on a platter if I tried to stop her from going after Arthur.” Gareth gestured toward the council. “And we’ve got backing this time.”

			Zach relaxed slightly. “That’s excellent. I’ll call Prince Roland, see if we can get some backing from the witch court as well.”

			“I’m going too.” Fuck if Zach and Gen were going without him. No way. Daniel would go by himself if he had to. Arthur wasn’t going to get anywhere near his family.

			“Fine. Just remember, you’re there as chancellor. Make sure that you get something I can bring to the council so we can get the court to side with us.” Gareth was staring at him, that determination that made him a good king tempered with brotherly worry. “And try not to get your ass kicked.”

			“Will do.” Daniel was positive the man was faking his happy, easy lifestyle. Daniel wanted to know what the fuck Arthur was up to before it was too late to stop him. And if Arthur was planning to harm Kerry, then may the gods have mercy on him, because Daniel certainly wouldn’t.

			Lillian smiled at Jo. “We need some testimony from you on your kidnapping, Ms. Yashodar.”

			“Of course.” Jo settled at the council table, her hands folded before her. Her head was held high as she faced the council. “What would you like to know?”

			“Can you tell me about Arthur Godwin and his role?”

			Jo grimaced. “Arthur Godwin was the first of my captors. He led me to the altar and tied me down before patrolling the shore on Davis Godwin’s orders. He was supposed to deal with the Becketts if they came looking for me or Kerry.”

			Lillian glanced at Daniel, an apology all over her face. “Did Arthur harm you?”

			“Other than threatening me and pushing me to the ground, no…wait. He punched me in the stomach when I refused to be a good little sacrifice and lie down on the dark altar.”

			“So there is no doubt he was involved.”

			“Nope.” Jo popped the “p”, sounding almost bored. “Why are you asking me all this?”

			“Because—” Daniel stepped up to explain, “—they need your testimony, and Kerry’s, to convince the court that we’re not just using Gareth’s power as king to continue some vendetta against the Godwins.”

			Jo’s brows rose. “Huh.” She tapped her fingers on the table. “That makes sense. You can’t have the court doubting the king, and vice versa.”

			Jo, as the future head of the Yashodar clan of witches and someone close to the prince and princess of the witches, had some insight into how a court functioned. If she was behind the council’s desire to stay one step away, then perhaps Daniel shouldn’t feel quite so pissed off at what he felt was a wishy-washy reaction to the Godwin threat.

			“Thank you, Johra. If you have anything to add, please bring it to our attention.” Lillian stood as Gen entered the room. “Your majesty.”

			Gen’s faint wince was soon replaced by a well-practiced smile. “Councilor Fletcher. I understand you wished to speak with me?”

			“I believe the king and the chancellor can fill you in.” Lillian picked up her paperwork and tapped it on the table. “Do we have anything else we need to go over?”

			The council shook their heads, muttering various versions of no.

			“Then I declare this meeting adjourned.”

			The council stood, some nodding to Gen and Gareth on the way out, some talking amongst themselves. Only Chris remained behind. “So. When are you guys leaving?”

			“Leaving?” Gen glanced at the rest of them before focusing on Zach. “What’s going on?”

			“We found Arthur.”

			Gen glowed brilliantly green before her power settled around her. “I see.” She leaned against Gareth. “When do we leave?”

			“As soon as possible.” Daniel wanted this done before Kerry showed up. “I’m thinking tomorrow at the latest.”

			Gen checked her watch. “It’s still early. I say we go now.”

			Daniel’s brows rose. “Gareth?”

			Gareth nodded. “Get your asses out of here. Just bring my mate back in one piece, understand?”

			Daniel laughed. “I think they’re the ones who will have to bring me back, remember?”

			Gen patted Daniel on the shoulder, her soft touch barely felt through his T-shirt. Everything about Gen was soft until the Own in her came out. Then woe to whomever she’d focused her power on. They’d be dead before they hit the ground. “Don’t worry, Daniel. We won’t let anything happen to you.”

			Zach nodded solemnly. “No way in hell do I want to face Kerry if your balls get chopped off.”

			“She’s the least of your worries.” Jo wrapped her arms around Zach’s waist. “You.” She poked Zach in the chest. “No coming home bloody and/or unconscious, got it?”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			“Or you won’t get any booty, Captain Zachary.”

			Zachary saluted, a salacious grin on his face. “Gotcha, Admiral Johra.”

			Gareth pouted down at Genevieve. “How come we don’t play pirates?”

			Gen’s brows lifted. “Because you’d lose.”

			Daniel laughed at the look on Gareth’s face. His brother probably didn’t know whether or not to laugh or argue. “C’mon, guys. Let’s get out of here.”

			“Aye aye!” Zach saluted him. “I’ll get the snacks.”

			“It’s a three-hour drive,” Gen argued as she followed after him.

			“But I’m hungry.”

			Daniel followed the pair, wondering if his presence would even be needed.

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			Kerry pulled away from the hospital, her hands shaking as she drove down the street. The director would email her the complaints, she was certain of that, but what was she supposed to do once she had them? She’d probably have to get a lawyer to fight the charges, but in doing so the news media might become alerted. And if it were proven that the charges were falsified, she’d wind up suing the hospital she’d loved.

			Gah. What a mess. She pulled up to a red light, tapping her fingers on the steering wheel as her mind whirled with possibilities. While she didn’t want to tarnish the reputation of the hospital, she also didn’t want her own reputation to take a hit. The hospital might keep the complaints quiet if she tried to get a job elsewhere, but they could subtly let it be known that she wasn’t worth the risk of hiring. She could find herself blacklisted from nursing if she used them as a reference.

			The light turned green, and Kerry started to go through the intersection. It wouldn’t take long to get to—

			The blast of a horn interrupted her thought, and Kerry reacted instinctively. She swerved, turning down the side road and almost hitting a parked car as a delivery truck barreled through the red light and continued down the road. Her heart racing, she sat, stunned out of her mind.

			If that truck had T-boned her, she’d be the patient rather than the nurse.

			She waited for a moment for her heart to calm, but this was Philly. Sitting at the intersection for any length of time guaranteed she’d get hit. So she took her foot off the brake and headed down the road she was now on. She could easily get back to where she’d been with a few left turns, but she was extra cautious as she drove. She didn’t want her mind on anything but the road.

			When she pulled up outside Annabelle’s her hands were still shaking but at least her heart rate was back under control. She parked not far from Annabelle’s front door and raced to the townhouse, eager to speak to the witch and figure out what the hell was going on.

			A loose brick hit the pavement just in front of her, almost hitting her head. She glanced up to see a man on the roof, looking horrified. “You all right?”

			Kerry nodded, but it was a lie. She was far from all right.

			The man disappeared, and Kerry went up the steps to Annabelle’s home. She rang the bell, hoping she wouldn’t be electrocuted. There was definitely something wrong, and she was willing to bet her favorite scrubs it was one of the warlocks who’d targeted the Becketts.

			The front door opened. Annabelle Evans took one look at Kerry and pulled her into the house. “Why didn’t you call me when all those protection amulets started glowing?”

			Kerry glanced down, but the only one that was lit up was the Beckett charm. “I can’t see them.”

			Annabelle shot her a sharp look and directed her into the kitchen. “Not good,” she muttered as she grabbed some Oreos and a huge glass of milk. It was her snack of choice when anyone came to her with a problem. “Tell me everything.”

			“I got fired today, was almost run down by a delivery truck, and a brick tried to take my head off two steps from your front door.”

			Annabelle leaned back, her expression worried. “Don’t choke on the milk.”

			Kerry choked on a laugh. “I’ll try my best.”

			“All right. Let me see your amulets.” Annabelle held out her hand, her tone even. If she was at all worried about Kerry she wasn’t showing it, but Annabelle rarely did. She kept her concerns to herself. She was a swirl of badass witch and loving grandmother, the two combining to make for a warm woman who took no one’s shit.

			Kerry unclasped the charm necklace. She handed it over without a word, instead dipping her cookie in the milk and waiting for Annabelle to give her the prognosis.

			“Welp.” Annabelle dropped the necklace on the table. “You’re screwed.”

			Great. “The first one I noticed lighting up was the Beckett charm. Could Daniel’s spell have activated something?”

			Annabelle’s expression became arrested. “Like a latent spell, triggered by the mate spell?” She stood and went to her kitchen cabinets again, pulling out a purple crystal. “Hold still.”

			Annabelle ran the crystal over Kerry’s body, barely a half inch away from her skin. The crystal turned darker with each pass.

			“I’d say you’re hexed, all right.” Annabelle sat back down, the crystal in her hand. “I can hamper the effects until you get to New York, but once you’re there my influence will wear off.”

			“And by hamper, you mean I’ll still be in danger, right?”

			“Be alert and careful. If possible, don’t be around other people.” Annabelle grimaced. “Or falling rocks.”

			Kerry’s brows rose. Lana lived with Chris in a place where rocks sometimes fell onto the road. “Or guard rails?”

			Annabelle nodded. “Or airports.”

			“Or dogs.” If any canine—other than Daniel—bit her, she’d freak.

			“Hmm.” Annabelle stood and gestured toward the basement, where Kerry knew the witch kept her workroom. She’d been there multiple times, working on the charms Annabelle had given her. There was something calm and warming about Annabelle’s workroom, something that drew Kerry in like little else did.

			She’d felt a similar tug when in the workrooms of the Becketts, but it was different. She still didn’t understand it, and when she’d mentioned it to Annabelle, for once the witch had no idea what it could mean. They’d decided it was some sort of psychic ability that allowed Kerry to detect magical signatures, a rarity among non-magical people but not unheard of. It was that sense that had made her curious about Lana’s middle school charm bracelet, and that had led to Kerry’s discovery of the magical world via Annabelle. Since she was incapable of wielding magic, Annabelle had stuck with the very basics, just enough to let Kerry know that Lana was in no danger from the spells she cast.

			That was enough for Kerry. Content that Annabelle would keep an eye on Lana, she’d pretty much ignored her friend’s unusual activities until Lana met Christopher Beckett and dragged Kerry along with her into the Beckett’s crazy, loveable family.

			“Let’s get a better look at this.” Annabelle took the charms and placed them on her work table. She gathered some things that held little meaning for Kerry but were probably very important to whatever spell Annabelle was about to cast. She set the stuff down, rearranging things until they were to her liking.

			Annabelle took down a box from the top shelf, handling it with reverence. When she opened it Kerry caught a whiff of dust and almost sneezed. “What is that?”

			“Graveyard dust,” Annabelle muttered, obviously distracted as she took a pinch of the dust and placed it on one of the small dishes she had scattered on the work table.

			“What the hell do you need that for?” Kerry wrinkled her nose.

			Witches were so damn weird.

			“The right dust can be used in a spell to uncover a hidden enemy.” Annabelle stepped back and placed the box back on the shelf. “This dust is from a friend of mine, a very powerful witch who excelled at protection spells.”

			“I’m sorry for your loss.” Even if Annabelle’s dirt box was a bit creepy, she’d handled it with such care that Kerry knew the witch had cared deeply for her friend.

			“Thank you. She’d want her dirt used this way, to help someone else.” Annabelle smiled, and picked up her wand. “I need you to do a few things for me. I’m going to cast a circle, but I need you to remain within it. You’ll be better protected, and I’m going to have you light the black candle. All right?”

			Kerry shrugged. “Whatever you say.”

			Annabelle shook her head. “Kids these days.”

			Kerry laughed for what felt the first time in days. She would have argued that she was twenty-five, but Annabelle was Lana’s Grammy. To Annabelle, they were all kids. “Yup. Pains, every single one of us.”

			Annabelle picked up her wand and began to cast her circle. She did it silently, pouring her will into the inlay of a pentacle on the floor until it glowed with a pale luminescence that reminded Kerry of moonlight.

			Annabelle wasn’t casting a full circle, then. Kerry had learned enough about magic to notice the lack of elements, earth, air, fire and water missing from the four cardinal points of the circle. This was simply a spell, not a rite like the full-moon one Kerry had been invited to before.

			Annabelle placed her wand on the table and picked up the charms. She glanced at Kerry, then spoke.

			“By the ringing of this bell

			Let the hex be dispelled.”

			Annabelle rang the small bell resting on her altar, jumping in surprise when it cracked. “Huh.” She bit her lip. “All righty then.”

			“I gather that’s bad?” Kerry watched as Annabelle glanced at the graveyard dirt.

			“I didn’t think it would work, but the hex is…old. Older than I’d thought.” Annabelle glanced toward her, her expression thoughtful. “I think you’re right. This was keyed to when Daniel cast the spell, and it was probably put on you when you were taken the first time. It’s had time to grow, mature, and now it’s at full bloom.”

			Well. Wasn’t that wonderful. Fuck my life. “So what do we do?”

			Annabelle smiled, causing Kerry to shiver in apprehension. “We make a doll.”

			Kerry bit her lip. The last thing she needed to do was question Annabelle’s sanity.

			Annabelle took down a muslin doll without a face or clothing. It was a plain rag doll, nothing special about it at all. You could make them, or buy them at any craft store. “I don’t like using these, but I think it’s the best way to get you safely to New York.”

			Interesting. Kerry had heard of something similar from late-night B-rated horror movies, but somehow she didn’t think this was the same thing. “So it’s a voodoo doll kind of thing? Lock of hair, fingernail clippings, and bam! Whatever happens to the doll happens to me?” Kerry had a vision of her body marching through the airport, totally on autopilot while her soul rested in the doll in the purse at her side.

			“Ugh. Stop watching bad movies. No. The damage you would take gets transferred to the doll, or poppet, not the other way around. This is a protection doll, not a hex doll.” Annabelle took the athame off the table. “Now hold still.”

			“Eep?” Kerry’s shoulders rose defensively as Annabelle reached toward her with the knife, taking a lock of her hair. “Now what?”

			“Watch.” Annabelle stuffed the hair into the doll, using an opening Kerry hadn’t seen before. She then took a pinch of the graveyard dirt, a sliver of black tourmaline, and a cloth heart, placing them inside the doll as well. She sewed the side up, chanting as she did so.

			“Kerry’s Gift, and Kerry’s Curse

			Keep these things from getting worse.

			Guard this child from adversity.

			As I will so mote it be.”

			She repeated the chant two times, then handed the doll to Kerry. “Say it.”

			Kerry’s Gift? What the fuck did that mean? “Say what?”

			Annabelle gestured toward her impatiently. “The chant.”

			Kerry was startled. “I’m mundane, remember?”

			Annabelle nodded. “But you’re the one under the effect of the hex. You need to tell the doll who you are and who it will be protecting.”

			Yup. Witches were weirdos. “Okay, then.” She tried to remember what exactly Annabelle had said.

			“Um. Kerry’s curse and Kerry’s plea

			Guard me from adversity

			By the laws of three times three

			As I will so mote it be.”

			The doll felt different in her hands as she repeated the chant two more times, like a part of her. She relaxed, smiling as she stared at the doll. “It needs hair. And clothes. Little Kerry shouldn’t travel naked.”

			Annabelle grunted. “Strange, but all right. Let’s get your doll ready for your trip.”

			“Annabelle? Is everything all right?”

			For once, Annabelle’s serene expression was troubled. “You didn’t repeat my words, but it worked anyway.”

			“Is that bad?”

			Annabelle looked Kerry right in the eye, and all sense of relief fled at the expression on the witch’s face. “I have no idea.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			“Are you ready?” Zach glanced toward Jo, his mate, who waved serenely from the front of the hotel.

			“Who are you asking?” It had taken Daniel hours to drag Zach away from Jo. Damn it, why did they need to start talking about starting a family now? While Daniel would love to have little nieces and nephews running around the place, it wasn’t exactly the best time to have them.

			“You, butt munch.” Zach blew a kiss to his mate and climbed into the driver’s seat. “Bring up the GPS and tell me where we’re headed.”

			Daniel also waved. Gareth, Chris, Lana, Jo and Mac were standing at the curb, all of them giving Daniel differing degrees of concerned looks. Gareth was the worst, his worry turning his face into a deep scowl that Daniel knew well.

			He was going to have to text every hour or Gareth would freak the fuck out. His big brother made overprotective bear moms look like an ad for Why We Need Foster Parents. It was only made worse by the fact that Gen was in the backseat, serenely reading a book.

			She’d turned out to be everything Gareth needed, even if Daniel didn’t fully understand the appeal. She was still a bit uptight for his tastes, but she was slowly opening up to them. Daniel would protect her with his life, as he would all the mates, but…couldn’t she unclench just a little faster?

			“Jo’s pregnant.”

			Daniel blinked and turned back to Zach. “No shit.”

			That made Gen’s head pop up. “She is? Congratulations!”

			Zach grinned from ear to ear. “No shit. That’s what took so long. She told me just before we left. And thanks, sis. She’ll want to talk to you and Lana about baby stuff, I’m sure.”

			Gen blushed, just like she did every time one of them called her sis. “You’re welcome.” She turned back to her book, the fire slowly fading from her cheeks.

			“Congrats, bro.” Even if Daniel didn’t think it was the right time, he wasn’t about to piss on Zach’s happiness. Zach deserved it after the way he’d been treated at the witch court. At least that mess had been cleared up, and Zach was considered a valuable member of the community. A community he and Johra would have to return to sooner rather than later. As an Own, Zach’s powers were off the magical charts, but it made simple spells most magical people cast almost impossible for him. As one of the mates had put it, it was like trying to power a stereo with a lightning bolt. Zach had almost given up, but Gen and Johra had convinced him he was more than he seemed. Now his baby brother was a total badass warrior for the Goddess. No one fucked with him.

			It was just the way Daniel liked it, and he intended to keep anyone from ever fucking with his family again. That now included the tiny pup growing inside his sister-in-law.

			“Thanks.” Zach’s grin turned wicked. “We need to take Arthur down before Jo bursts.”

			Daniel chuckled as they merged with the traffic around the hotel. “All right. We need to make our way to Henry Hudson Parkway.” Daniel scrolled through the directions, reading them off until Zach was on the highway.

			“What do you want to do once we get there?” Zach was watching the signs for his next turn off.

			Daniel squinted as he pictured just what he’d like to do with Arthur Godwin once they had him. “Cover him in honey and fire ants?”

			Zach chuckled. “How about I punt him into the ocean?”

			“Been there, done that.” Daniel remembered how a pissed-off Zach had simply waved his arm and sent Arthur Godwin sailing halfway between Philly and New Jersey, landing his sorry warlock ass in the Delaware River. The man had taken the coward’s way out and swam away from Zach, leaving him the last Godwin standing other than Gen.

			“I really had hoped you’d killed him.” Daniel grimaced as he remembered watching Arthur struggle to swim the river.

			“He was a bastard, all right. But unlike Hugh he didn’t try and…do things to Kerry.” Zach bit his lip as he turned onto I-95. They needed to get their butts onto the Long Island Expressway, and the directions were…damn.

			Sometimes Daniel missed living in Pittsburgh. And this was only a three-hour trip. Daniel also missed heading out into the country, just going to Chris’s house so they could run, all four of them. They couldn’t do that in New York. A wolf in Central Park would be one hell of a sight, let alone four of them. “I just want to know what the fuck Arthur is up to.”

			Zach nodded. “Yeah. I mean, what the fuck is up with the parties?”

			“It’s like he’s taunting us. The only thing we can get him on right now is kidnapping Jo and Kerry. We know he was working with his father, but we don’t have the proof the wizard council needs to act.”

			“But we do have enough for me to act.” Zach glanced at Daniel. “How are you feeling, by the way?”

			Ugh. Jesus, not feelings. He’d rather have a root canal with a dull drill and no Novocain. “Good.”

			Zach’s brows rose. “What do you plan on doing once Kerry arrives?”

			Tie her up in a safe place until Arthur is dead. “Take a trip to Siberia?”

			Thank the gods for rest stops, because Zach was laughing so hard he had to pull over before he killed them both.

			Daniel grunted and opened his door. “I gotta piss.”

			“That’s great.” Zach turned off the ignition and got out as well, locking the doors behind them. “I could use a snack.”

			Daniel waved Zach toward the munchie machines. “Grab me a Snickers and a Coke.”

			“Could I have a Coke as well?” Gen smiled from the backseat but quickly returned to her book. Whatever it was must have been fascinating, because she could barely take her eyes off of it.

			“Got it.”

			Daniel headed into the restroom, shaking his head. It was easy to distract Zach. Wave food under his nose, and his brother was a happy man.

			Daniel finished his business, washed his hands and headed back to the car. Zach was already inside, waiting on Daniel. He held up the Snickers bar, pretending to eat it. Either that or he was giving it head.

			Daniel opened the car door and got in. “Stop molesting my candy bar, asshat.”

			Zach threw the candy bar at him. “I was not, butt munch.” He handed Daniel and Gen their sodas and started the car up, waiting until Daniel shut his door and put his seatbelt on before merging back onto the highway. “So. Kerry.”

			Daniel banged his head on the backrest repeatedly.

			“I’m just saying, the Godwins kidnapped her before Gareth did the ritual. You’re snarly around her, and you’re worse when she’s here. We all know she’s yours, so how are you planning on protecting her?”

			Daniel glared at Zach. “By killing Arthur Godwin and anyone else who thinks they can lay a hand on my mate.”

			“Now you’re talking.” Zach’s grin was evil. “See, I knew I’d get you to admit it.”

			“I still hate you.”

			“Nah. I’m too cute to hold a grudge against.” Zach batted his lashes but quickly returned his attention to the road. “By the way, want to tell me what’s really going on with you?”

			Daniel stared at Zach, grinding his teeth when he saw Zach was glowing. It wasn’t the full-on, I’m-going-to-kill-a-warlock two-hundred-watt glow he’d gotten when he’d been fighting Davis and Hugh Godwin. It was just enough to let Daniel know he was talking to more than just his brother. He was talking to an Own, one of Her chosen warriors. “Damn it. What do you think is going on?”

			Zach shook his head. “I don’t know, and that worries me.” He glanced at Daniel out of the corner of his eye. “Your wolf has always been closer to the surface than mine, but I thought you had better control over it than me.”

			Daniel stared at his brother in shock. “How did you figure that out?”

			Zach shrugged. “You peed on the front step when you were five.”

			Daniel crossed his arms over his chest. “The neighborhood cat wouldn’t leave it alone.”

			“You howl at the moon.”

			“So do you.” Daniel bit savagely into his candy bar. He shouldn’t have asked Gen to come. Gareth was probably going to hear about everything they were saying. He’d hidden his enhanced senses for years, but the wolf was now out of the bag.

			“You pull dominance moves on other people, getting in their space and daring them to disregard your orders.”

			“That’s because I’m a demanding asshole, not because I’m a wolf.” Daniel sipped his soda. The caffeine kick wasn’t nearly as good as a strong cup of coffee, but it would do for now.

			“Your wolf comes out in your eyes all the time, Daniel.” Zach obeyed the next direction from the GPS and made his turn. “You have a good grip on him most of the time—”

			“I don’t have a grip on him.”

			They drove in silence for about a mile before Zach spoke quietly once more. “How close is he?”

			Daniel gave up. If it wasn’t Zach asking, Gareth would, or Chris. Chris would worry himself sick, and Gareth? Gareth would probably launch an investigation worthy of the FBI. None of which Daniel needed right now. “Look, it’s not like you think. I’m not going to go rogue, okay?”

			“Then explain it so Gareth and Chris aren’t scared shitless over you.”

			Daniel nodded. “My wolf is a part of me, but he’s apart from me. You guys always talk more about your magic than your wolf, but for me, my wolf is a separate being.”

			Zach looked horrified. “Holy shit, Daniel.”

			“Don’t worry about it. He and I get along just fine.” Better than fine. His wolf was his best friend, his confidant, and the one who ripped him a new asshole when he was being a douche. “If it helps, he hated that you were hurting almost as much as I did.”

			“He speaks to you?”

			“Not exactly. I get images, emotions, needs. He’s as much my brother as you are, except he lives in my skin.”

			Zach tilted his head. “Like one of those parasitic twin things? Have you ever seen that on TV?” He shuddered. “That shit is nasty.”

			Daniel turned up the radio, trying to drown his brother out. Parasitic twin? What the fuck?

			“Not that I’m saying you’re nasty, bro. Just…don’t grow a wolf paw from your pelvis or something.”

			Maybe he could turn the radio up even higher?

			Nope. Zach turned off the radio. “I can’t hear the GPS.”

			“Or your own stupid?” Daniel ducked when Zach tried to smack him upside the head. “A paw on my pelvis? Really?”

			“You’re the one with the parasitic twin, not me.”

			“He’s not a— Look, asshole, he’s not a twin. How do you think of your wolf?”

			“Charming.”

			Daniel blinked. “Huh?”

			Zach smiled. “I think of my wolf as charming. He really charmed Jo, after all.”

			Daniel was back to wanting to smack his forehead on the dashboard. “Just…drive.”

			“This isn’t over, Danny-boy.”

			“Wonderful. Can we get back to how we’re going to mutilate Arthur?”

			“I can do that.” Zach began ticking things off on his fingers, his other hand firmly on the steering wheel. “There’s drawing and quartering—”

			“Too bloody. Plus, I don’t have four horses.”

			“Impalement?”

			“My stick isn’t that big, and I’m not into guys anyway.”

			Zach choked on his soda as he started laughing. “You have a teeny joystick?”

			“Zach.” This was why he beat the shit out of Zach when they were kids. The guy just didn’t know when to stop.

			“Aw man,” Zach said, wiping a tear from his eye. “Poor Kerry.”

			“Ass wipe.”

			“Butt munch.” Zach shook his bag of candy at Daniel. “M&M?”

			Daniel took the bag and handed over half his Snickers. “Sure.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Six

			Kerry paid the taxi driver and stepped out of the vehicle. She was glad the only things she’d brought with her were her purse and her doll, because she probably would have killed herself if she’d brought a suitcase. She could see the headline now. Woman dies in freak rolling suitcase accident involving Chihuahua and escalator. She stood in front of the hotel Gareth now owned and took a deep breath.

			Okay, Kerry girl. This is it. It’s only the rest of your life. What could go wrong?

			She almost laughed as she walked toward the front door, automatically going to the rotating doors. Of course, her purse got jammed in the opening, and she nearly spilled the contents all over the sidewalk, but the nice doorman was able to help her free herself before too many people trying to exit the hotel got pissed at her.

			Maybe she should stick with standard doors, at least until the hex was lifted.

			She made her way to the front desk, awed by the elegant decor and the richness of the granite and marble on display. She waited while the front desk person finished a phone call before smiling. “I’m here to see Gareth Beckett.”

			The woman smiled. “Your name, please?”

			“Kerry Andrews.”

			The woman picked up the phone and dialed. Kerry held still, terrified that if she moved something new would happen. The doll had slowly darkened as they’d approached New York, finally turning black as she exited the cab.

			Annabelle’s “fix” had worn off, and Kerry was again on her own. At least it had lasted the short flight from Philly to New York. She hadn’t dared take a train or drive, wanting the least amount of time between departure and arrival. The taxi had cost her a bundle, but she had some savings, and unless she was wrong she’d be staying with the Becketts for the foreseeable future.

			“I’m sorry, you’re not on the list to see Mr. Beckett today.” The woman seemed genuinely apologetic. “Can I take a message?”

			Kerry pulled out her cell phone, praying it wouldn’t explode. “Give me a moment.” She dialed Lana’s number, impatiently waiting for her to pick up.

			“Kerry?”

			“I’m in the lobby, come get me.” Kerry hung up. “Alannah Evans is on her way down.”

			“Oh.” The woman gestured for Kerry to take a seat. “Enjoy the lounge, Ms. Andrews. Can we get you a drink?”

			Amazing what mentioning Lana’s name could do. “No, but thank you.” Kerry sat, clutching her purse to her chest. What could go wrong sitting quietly in a lobby?

			That question was answered seconds later when a fist fight broke out right in front of her. The two expensively dressed men brawled like the best of them, complete with rolling around and punching the hell out each other’s faces.

			Too bad they rolled right into Kerry. Scrambling out of the way wasn’t an option. There were people on either side of her in a flash, watching the fight with all the enthusiasm of groupies at a WWE SmackDown match. Kerry, and her chair, flew backward, both men landing on top of her. Neither one seemed fazed by the fact that they’d managed to bulldoze her.

			Kerry tried to crawl out from under the combatants, but a boot caught her in the side of her head and a fist nearly took off her nose.

			The sound of an air horn made everyone freeze. The two men on top of her got to their feet, but not before squishing her even more. Her ribs were cracking by the time they were off, her nose felt like it was twice the size it had been and her head was throbbing.

			Man, hexes sucked.

			Kerry saw a large hand reach down. She grabbed it, grateful that she was finally going to get out of the mess she found herself in.

			“You all right?” Gareth Beckett, the wizard king, stood in front of her with a fierce scowl. “No, you’re not.” He turned to the men who’d been fighting. “Out of my hotel.”

			“But—”

			Gareth pointed to Kerry’s face. “Do you see what you did to this poor woman?”

			The two men had the grace to blush. “We’re sorry.”

			“For cheating with my wife, right?”

			The two men looked ready to go at it again, but Gareth held up his hand. “Out. Side. Now. Before I call the cops and have Ms. Andrews press charges for assault and battery.”

			The men left, still glaring at one another.

			“Show’s over, folks.” Gareth carefully led Kerry out of the crowd. “Let’s get you upstairs, hmm?”

			Kerry leaned against him as she slung her purse over her shoulder. She felt it bump into something and winced, praying it wasn’t a person.

			Nope. It was a vase, one that shattered on impact with the lovely marble floor.

			“Shit. That was expensive, I think.” Gareth led her to the elevator. “You’re awfully clumsy today.”

			“Hexed,” she hissed under her breath. She wanted to show him the doll, but there were too many people around, too many who would look at her like a crazy person.

			Hell, they probably already did.

			“Shit. We really need to get you upstairs.” Gareth swiped his card and the elevator opened, giving them blessed privacy. “Tell me what’s going on.”

			“Daniel cast the mate spell, didn’t he?”

			Gareth nodded.

			“The amulet Annabelle gave me, the one that would inform me when he did, started to glow at work yesterday.” God, was it only yesterday?

			“Annabelle did that?” Gareth chuckled. “I didn’t know she could.”

			“Yeah, well, apparently it set off some latent boogie-woogie on my ass, and now I’ve got a hex-monkey trying to kill me.”

			Gareth blinked, confusion all over his face. “Can you explain that in English?”

			Kerry blew out a frustrated breath. “Look, when Daniel cast that spell, it set off something one of the Godwins placed on me way back when.”

			“Tell me everything.” Gareth had that tone, the one that brooked no backtalk.

			“I got fired from my job, almost got crushed by a delivery truck, had a brick land right in front of me and almost kill me. When I saw Annabelle, she said all of my amulets were lit up, but the only one I could see was the one for Daniel and the mate spell. So she took this doll—” Kerry held up the now black doll,“—did some woo-woo shit to it and told me to get to New York pronto so Zach and Gen could un-hex me.”

			“Daniel, Gen and Zach are in the Hamptons, looking for Arthur.”

			So Daniel wasn’t even here? Great.

			“We’ll see what Gen can do for you when they get back.” The elevator doors opened and Gareth started to step out.

			“Wait!” Kerry pulled him back, pointing out that the elevator had stopped in between floors. The elevator creaked, and Kerry started to freak out. Fuck if she wanted to die splashed on the bottom of an elevator floor. “That way-back-when spell is now trying to turn me into guacamole.” She took hold of Gareth’s shoulders and shook him, or at least tried to. “I don’t even like guacamole.”

			“What the fuck?” Gareth eyed the gap between the top of the elevator and the floor with severe misgiving. “Don’t move.” He paced for a moment, before plucking the doll from her. He placed it carefully on the edge of the floor.

			He was forced back as the elevator dropped, cleaving the doll in half. Kerry stared at the legs of the doll in horror as they turned to ash. “Graveyard dust,” she muttered.

			“Fuck me.” Gareth shook his head. “Do not move a muscle.”

			Kerry didn’t even nod in acknowledgement. Any move could cause the elevator to collapse and kill them both. Wouldn’t the Godwins love that? Kerry and the king, gone in one fell stroke. “What do we do?”

			“We do nothing. I call for reinforcements.” Gareth pulled out his cell phone and spoke. “Mac? All hands on deck. I’ve got Kerry with me in a broken-down elevator, and she’s got a serious hex on her. One that could kill both of us.”

			She couldn’t hear Mac’s response, but she was willing to bet it was epic from the look on Gareth’s face. Gareth darted a glance toward her and nodded. “They’re on their way.”

			“Goody.”

			“So I’ll call Annabelle and ask her to start packing up your apartment for the move here.”

			She glared at him. “No.”

			“Yes.” Gareth simply smiled. “You’re ours now.”

			“Yippee.” She rolled her eyes, the only part of her she dared move. Hell, she was surprised he understood what she was saying, considering she was trying to keep from moving her lips too much.

			“You’ll get used to it.” The elevator shifted under them, nearly knocking Kerry off her feet. If Gareth hadn’t grabbed hold of her she would have landed on her ass. “Steady.”

			She whimpered and clutched his arms. “Eep.”

			Gareth eased her upright. “At least the lights are still on, so we have power.”

			“Because they want to make us barbecue.” Kerry shuddered, staring up at the LED lights.

			Kerry screeched as something banged on the top of the elevator. When the emergency hatch opened, revealing Chris, she wanted to punch him in his stupid, smiling face for scaring the daylights out of her.

			Chris held out his hand. “Anyone want out?”

			“Careful, bro. I think it’s going to collapse.” Gareth lifted her like she weighed nothing. “Get her out first.”

			“Got it.” Chris hauled her out, practically throwing her to Lana, who pulled her into the hallway between the Beckett apartments.

			“Now you.” Chris leaned into the opening once more, pulling Gareth up.

			Kerry could see Jo chanting under her breath, her hands clasped together. Zach’s mate had to be the one holding the elevator up, keeping them from falling to their deaths. Mac was there as well, calling in emergency services. No matter what else happened, they knew the elevator was going to crash, and he was making sure no one would get hurt when it did so. There would probably be an inquiry into why the elevator collapsed, bringing unwanted attention to Gareth. “Damn. I’m so sorry.”

			“For what?” Lana hugged her tight. “Nearly dying?”

			“No. You know Mac is going to have to deal with the media, right? Elevator collapses aren’t exactly normal, everyday things, you know?” Kerry held her stomach as Gareth leaped across the elevator to the floor.

			“C’mon, Chris.” Lana was holding her breath as she watched her mate carefully make his way off the top of the elevator. Once he was clear, she turned to Jo. “Now.”

			Jo stopped chanting, and with one last groan the elevator began to fall. Jo fell to the floor, her face pale and sweaty, the pain of holding the elevator almost too much for the witch.

			“Tape those doors, make sure no one tries to use them.” Gareth brushed himself off.

			“You guys okay?” Jo pulled herself to her feet. She was shaking like a leaf.

			“We’re fine.” Gareth pulled Jo close, helping her walk.

			“We need to get this hex off of me.” Kerry embraced Chris, glad her friend had found her other half in the wizard. “Thank you.”

			“Hey, what about me? I kept you calm.” Gareth held out his free arm. Jo had hold of the other, but she was smiling.

			Kerry hugged Gareth. “Thanks, big guy.” She went to step back, slipping on something. As she fell, her arms shot out and—

			“Ow! God damn it.” Gareth held his eye, cursing under his breath.

			Kerry landed on her ass with a grunt. She rubbed her bottom, hissing at the pain. She was going to have a bruise, she just knew it. “Fuck my life. I’m sorry, Gareth.”

			He snarled as he rubbed his watery eye. “We really need to de-hex your ass.”

			She nodded glumly. What could she say? He was right.

			The sound of the elevator hitting the bottom floor boomed through the open doors.

			“Bubble wrap. Lots and lots of bubble wrap.” Chris helped Kerry to her feet. “C’mon. Let’s get you to Daniel’s room. You’ll be safe there.”

			“Ugh.” She doubted it, but with all of them surrounding her like bodyguards and pushing her forward, what could she do? Off to Daniel’s suite it was. Hopefully she’d survive long enough for him to return.

			“I’ll get Zach to start work on how to take off the hex as soon as he gets back.” Jo patted Kerry’s arm carefully. “Don’t worry. You’re going to be fine.”

			Her disbelief must have shown, because Jo backed off. She might be free of the hex once Gen and Zach got done with her, but that still left Daniel to deal with, and that might be more frightening than an elevator ride.

		

	
		
			Chapter Seven

			“This is it.” Zach pulled down a private, sand-covered road that led to a home right on the beach. “Lady’s breath. This place is fucking huge.”

			It was. The two-story Cape Cod-style home took up a great deal of the beachfront, with a wraparound porch. From the windows, Daniel bet it had at least four to five bedrooms.

			Arthur had been disowned at the same time Gen had, so how did he have access to the Godwin wealth or properties? Did he have his own money stashed away somewhere, or was he using this home without permission from the head of the Godwins, his Aunt Vivian?

			Having met the bitch, Daniel doubted Arthur had permission to take a piss, let alone live in luxury on the Godwin dime. He must have taken the property without permission.

			Zach shook his head in disbelief. “How come we don’t have an oceanside palace?”

			“Talk to Gareth. He’ll order Mac to build something.” Daniel studied the pouch every wizard carried when they knew they were headed into battle. Inside were charms, feathers, runes, stones and oils, all with enchantments on them. All he had to do was hold the correct charm, recite the spell and BAM! Instant charred warlock.

			While a wizard expended less energy in battle than a witch did, he was also limited by the spells in his pouch. If he ran out, he was done. He’d be forced into hand-to-hand—or paw and fang—combat. A witch like Zach, on the other hand, could go until he ran out of energy, but a normal witch’s spells lacked the oomph a well-prepared wizard’s had. According to Gen, a warlock was only bound in power by their source, be that a demon, a god, an elemental or, rarest of all, another magic user. The trust necessary for that bond to occur had to be incredible. Daniel couldn’t see himself giving that to anyone, not even one of his brothers.

			As they pulled around to the front of the home, Zach cursed. “What the fuck?”

			Daniel looked up to find that Arthur was apparently having a party. Numerous cars littered the driveway, the sounds of music and laughter almost drowning out the sound of the ocean. “Shit. So much for a quick take-down.”

			Zach parked for a quick getaway, right at the edge of the driveway. He got out of the car, his hands loose at his sides, his blue eyes blazing. “Let’s hope he doesn’t have any mundanes with him.”

			“And if he’s got magics? What then?” Daniel took out one of his runes, palming it before jamming his hands into his jeans pockets.

			“Then we find out whose side they’re on.” Zach put on a pair of sunglasses.

			Gen stepped out of the car, her pristine suit out of place among the bikini-clad partiers. She looked like an accountant, come to check with her client at an inopportune moment. “They look so young.”

			“But not too young to choose a side.” Daniel was watching the partiers, trying to see what Gen had. “Either way we confront Arthur while he’s not expecting us.” He turned to Zach, who was already glowing faintly, his light barely visible in the sunlight unless you knew what you were looking for. “All right, glow bug. Let’s get this done.”

			Zach nodded once before leading the way past the cars and toward the back of the elaborate beach house, complete with cedar shake siding, a white picket fence and a boat dock.

			“This place must have cost the Godwins a bundle.” Zach was glancing around, his shoulders stiffening with each partygoer they passed. He nodded and smiled, but the guests merely stared, whispering amongst themselves.

			“It did. This is one of Aunt Vivian’s favorite spots to vacation.” Gen smiled sweetly. “She’s going to shit purple kittens when she finds out that Arthur was here.”

			Daniel tried to pretend like he didn’t have a giant bull’s-eye on his back, but all the staring and whispering was beginning to make him a little tense. “I thought Vivian disowned all of you.”

			Gen’s smile cooled. “She did.”

			Zach was grinning so wide Daniel could practically see his back molars. “There we go. One blond asshole at three o’clock.”

			Daniel strode next to his brother, watching Arthur Godwin play king to his loyal minions. Gen brought up the rear. The warlock acted as if he hadn’t a care in the world. He held court with a drink in one hand, waving his free hand as he told a story Daniel couldn’t even hear over the music. “Just another boring day in the wizard court.”

			Zach picked up a bowl of chips and began munching. “Mm. Homemade.”

			Daniel shot his brother a disbelieving look. “You do realize the groupies are bunching up behind us, right?”

			“And?” Zach shrugged.

			“I’m just pointing it out, bro.” Daniel stood just behind Zach as the Own walked up to Arthur.

			Gen stood next to Zach, her skin beginning to glow a faint green. “Hello, Arthur.”

			Zach lifted his hand, the glow visible even under the late afternoon sun. “Arthur Godwin, as Hecate’s Own I find you guilty of the kidnapping and torture of Johra Yashodar and Kerry Andrews. Anything to say before I toast you?”

			Arthur’s brows rose, his expression arrogant as he lay his glass down on the bar he’d been standing next to. “Kill them.”

			All hell broke loose as the groupies encircled Daniel, Gen and Zach, chanting in unison in a guttural language.

			“Fuck. Warlocks, all of them.” Zach put his back to Daniel’s.

			“Do you think they practiced for this?” Gen began waving her arms. Three of the warlocks immediately dropped, knocked out by Gen’s spell.

			“I can see Arthur waving his baton. ‘No, not like that! You, pool boy, you’re off-synch. Try harder.’” Zach’s glowing hands stretched out. “Begone, assholes.”

			A wave of light shattered the circle, sending half of the groupies flying over lawn chairs and tables.

			Daniel pulled the rune out of his pocket. “Good one. My turn.” He held up the rune stone, the one marked with Hecate’s wheel, and spoke his own chant:

			“Hecate dark, lady of night,

			Protect us now in this fight.

			Circle of dark, circle of light,

			Let all that is evil now take flight.”

			Two circles, one bright purple, the other dark with purple stars, surrounded Zach, Gen and Daniel. Whatever the warlocks intended would bounce off of Daniel’s protections, or so he hoped.

			There were an awful lot of them, and the ones Zach had thrown were getting back on their feet.

			“They don’t know when to quit, do they?” Zach’s white glow intensified, his Goddess granting him the power to defeat Arthur’s minions. He began pointing at the minions and chanting. As he did so, the one he pointed at would go flying through the air.

			“Eeny, meany, miny, moe,

			Catch a warlock by the toe.

			Each one caught I’m gonna throw.

			Eeny, meany, miny, moe.”

			Daniel shook his head. Only Zach would use a nursery rhyme to stop warlocks. He reached into his pouch and pulled out his next spell, the yellow stone tingling in his palm.

			Gen sent another warlock to sleep. “Don’t kill them.”

			Daniel growled. “Wasn’t planning on it.” He wasn’t into killing kids, even warlock ones.

			“Don’t worry so much.” Zach pointed, sending yet another warlock for a spin through the air. “We’ll play whack-a-warlock and then go after Arthur.”

			Daniel put the tingling stone away. Gen and Zach were right. That spell had the potential to kill, and that wasn’t what Daniel wanted. An it harm none, do what thou wilt was the creed the good magics lived by. Defending himself was allowed, but these kids hadn’t even managed to lay a static shock on him, let alone a deadly, demon-driven spell. Let Zach and Gen educate them on the error of their ways. Maybe a few could be turned, saved from the demon they’d made pacts with. Daniel just wanted Arthur. He’d save his lightning bolt spell for the true evil warlock.

			He pulled out a small rope with nine knots in it, intent on binding the warlocks until Zach could figure out what to do with them. Hell, not one of them looked over sixteen years old. He fingered each knot as he spoke, picturing the circling warlocks as he did so.

			“Knot of one my spell begun.

			Knot of two my words are true.

			Knot of three it comes to be.

			Knot of four their power is no more.

			Knot of five this spell is alive.

			Knot of six my will to fix.

			Knot of seven, power is riven.

			Knot of eight I seal their fate.

			Knot of nine completes my rhyme.”

			“No!” One of the warlocks collapsed immediately, Daniel’s spell locking away his powers. The others soon joined him, voices crying out as their magic abruptly stopped working.

			“Nice.” Zach smacked Daniel’s shoulder hard enough to stagger him. “I might have to steal that one.”

			“On one condition.” Daniel held up the rope. It had started out white but now glowed a sickly green color. “Care to help with this?”

			Zach grimaced. “Luckily I brought extra silk bags.” He pulled one out of his own little magic pouch, opening it so Daniel could slide the rope into it. He tied it off, then turned to the would-be warlocks with a snarl. “Sit. Stay.”

			With each word his glow pulsed until only his eyes could be seen, the pale blue fierce and cold.

			“Yessir.” The teens sat, staring at Zach with something akin to awe.

			“Aw, you’re a daddy,” Daniel whispered as they headed toward Arthur’s house.

			Gen giggled, the sound high and sweet.

			“Fuck you very much, asshole.” Zach kicked open Arthur’s front door. “Pain-a-gram!”

			Daniel chuckled as he followed Zach’s glowing form into the house. He already had the yellow stone back in his hand, ready to fry Arthur the moment he saw him.

			“Here, creepy, creepy, creepy.” Zach whistled for the warlock like calling a dog to heel.

			Daniel, ignoring his brother, began sniffing around. He’d tried to hide his enhanced senses in the past, but no longer. Zach knew, and hadn’t blown a gasket. “He’s not here.”

			“Excuse me?” Zach was staring at him like he’d grown a second head. “How can he not be here?”

			“Fuck if I know, but while his scent is all over this place, it’s not fresh. It’s fading.” Daniel followed the trail of Arthur’s scent until it led to the boat dock. The dock was missing something vitally important. There was no boat. “Fuck.”

			“Shit. Now I have to explain to Gareth that I let the fucker get away.” Zach dimmed his light.

			“Of course he escaped and let children sacrifice themselves for him. I should have known better.” Gen sighed. “What now?”

			“Now we go deal with the minions, I guess.” If they hadn’t scattered. Daniel was pretty sure the terror of Zach’s wrath would keep some of them in place, but not all. And pack mentality would have a lot of the ones on the fence racing after their fleeing comrades. “Let’s go check on them.”

			Zach and Daniel made their way back to where they’d left the minions. Surprisingly, most of them were still there, just waiting for Daniel and Zach to reappear.

			“Huh. Looks like I was wrong. I really thought they’d book it.” Daniel glanced around, counting heads. “That’s ten of them.”

			“So only two left.” Zach shook his head. “He was building a fucking coven.”

			“That’s…not good.” While a coven could be anything from three members to a hundred or more, tradition stated that the ideal number was thirteen. “He put himself in the position of High Priest.”

			“Yeah. And led the young ones astray.” Zach reached out to one of the teens. “What’s your name?”

			The boy shook slightly. “Tony Romero, sir.”

			“When did you make the pact?”

			Daniel crossed his arms over his chest and glowered, more than content to play bodyguard and bad guy to Zach’s good guy. He allowed his wolf to show in his gaze, his amber eyes turning yellow and his teeth elongating until they were fangs.

			Gen stood back, glowing green, obviously ready to take over if Zach needed her to.

			The boy gulped. “Tw-two days ago, sir.”

			Zach glanced around at the other teens. “The same for all of you?”

			They nodded, ten little bobble-heads all in a row. Arthur had a lot to answer for. Some of these kids weren’t old enough for their driver’s licenses. “What do we do with them? Enroll them in warlock daycare?”

			Zach choked. “Not exactly.” He turned to the kids. “Your powers are currently on time-out, kids. I think you need to decide whether or not you want me to be hunting you down one by one—” the glow he’d dimmed suddenly became so bright Daniel had to look away, “—or change directions.”

			One of the kids, a girl, spoke up, her voice barely audible. “How? I mean, we made the pact, right? You can’t break that, can you?”

			“I think you can.” Zach held out his hand. “You want to?”

			She looked around at the others before meekly nodding. “Yeah.”

			“All right.” Zach turned to Daniel, dimming himself. “Call Gareth. We’re going to be late for dinner.”

			Daniel stepped away, keeping an eye on Zach as, one by one, the Own severed the tie between the kids and their demon. That should put a serious cramp in Arthur’s style.

			But Daniel wondered where the hell Arthur had gotten himself off to. The warlock had been better prepared than they were. If Arthur really was planning on building a coven, this couldn’t be his only group of mini-me’s. Daniel had the feeling that they weren’t done with their babysitting duties. Not by a long shot.

		

	
		
			Chapter Eight

			“Are you sure it’s safe for you two to be in here with me?” Chris and Lana were off doing God knew what, leaving her with Jo and Gareth. Kerry didn’t want to be alone, but neither did she want to hurt Jo or Gareth any more than she had. She was sitting as still as possible, terrified that any move would set off the hex. If she just held still, maybe nothing would happen.

			A girl could hope, right?

			“Yeah, we’re good.” Jo rubbed her belly with a reassuring smile.

			“Pfft. We take our lives into our own hands, but it’s worth it. I don’t want Daniel trying to hand me my ass.” Gareth puffed out his chest. “I’d have to teach the pup why I’m the king.”

			Uh-huh. “Fine. Then can I ask a few questions that have been bugging me for, like, years and years?” Kerry watched as Jo poured over some books. Some of them looked like they’d just come from a bookstore, while others appeared ancient, with crackling leather and weathered pages.

			“Sure.” Jo flipped a page, intently studying it before shaking her head and placing it down, immediately picking up a new one.

			“What’s the difference between warlocks, witches and wizards?”

			Jo’s head snapped up. Jo had been one of the best teachers in the witch court. Teaching Kerry this should be right up her alley. “No one has explained this to you before?” She glanced over at Gareth, who was holding an ice pack over his black eye.

			“Oops.” He strode into the room and dropped to the couch next to Jo, giving Kerry a confused look. “None of us thought to. As far as we knew, you understood all of this already. Didn’t you talk to Annabelle when you were young?”

			“Yes, but all she knew about was witches.”

			“I want to know more, especially if I’m supposed to mate Daniel.” She’d gotten some of this from Annabelle back when she was sixteen and first discovered her BFF, Lana, was a witch. But Annabelle hadn’t told her anything about wizards and warlocks, or how they did their magic. It was just as fascinating now as it had been when she was sixteen and saw Lana doing her thing for the first time.

			“All righty then.” Jo placed the book down on the table and sat up straighter. “It’s simple, really. A wizard and a witch both draw their power from within themselves, but each utilize it in a different way.”

			“How so?” She’d witnessed Annabelle’s magic and some of the Becketts’ magic, but it looked pretty similar to her. “I mean, Annabelle explained that witches use their emotions to power their magic, and that negative emotions can cause a negative reaction. Other than that, she didn’t tell me where the power comes from.”

			Jo nodded. “That’s correct. A witch’s power does come from her emotions, but it’s important to control those emotions.”

			“And wizards are all cool and collected?” Kerry doubted that. All the Becketts were capable of temper tantrums. Chris was the only one she hadn’t seen lose his ever-loving mind.

			“Nah.” Gareth winked. “We can be total bastards, but it doesn’t affect us the way it does a witch.”

			Jo picked up where Gareth left off. “A wizard casts spells that take time, parsing out their power in doses so that they don’t exhaust themselves. Thus, their magic is strong without the wizard collapsing in battle, but they’re limited to those precast spells. Those spells are then cast on objects, like amulets, runes or charms.”

			“We use charms and amulets to hold those spells when we need them to be mobile,” Gareth corrected, “but usually the spell remains in the workroom. We stock our workrooms with everything we might need to cast a spell. It’s where we do all of our work, whereas a witch can cast spells outside the workroom without any problem whatsoever.”

			Kerry thought about the spell that had called her here. “Which is why the Beckett mate spell is cast in and remains in the workroom?”

			“Exactly.” Gareth’s eyes gleamed with approval.

			“So, what about witches?” Kerry leaned forward, fascinated.

			Jo folded her hands on her lap. “A witch is guided solely by instinct. She can cast a spell spontaneously, without the need of ritual, which gives her a greater versatility than a wizard at the cost of exhaustion of her power. This leads to witches collapsing if they use too much power to overcome something.”

			Gareth nodded. “I’ve seen it in Lana. She collapsed when she held back Cole’s storm, and Zach collapsed after defeating Davis Godwin and saving Chris from Cole’s curse. It takes a lot of power to do those spells, so the stronger the witch, the stronger the spell.” He put the ice pack back on his eye at Jo’s quiet urging. “There can seem to be more power in a witch than in a wizard, but that’s mostly because they tend to throw everything they have at you all at once, whereas a wizard is always holding something back. You won’t see a wizard fall to exhaustion unless it’s a truly lengthy battle. Completing a spell doesn’t take much energy, but it does take some.”

			“Is that why Annabelle’s spell couldn’t kick the hex off of me?”

			Jo and Gareth exchanged another glance. “No, I don’t think so,” Gareth answered slowly. “I think it had more to do with how powerful the hex is than the amount of power Annabelle has. While she’s strong, she’s not Own strong, and that’s what this hex needs in order to be removed.”

			“So I get to drink from the fire hose instead of the water fountain. Great.” Kerry leaned back in her chair, more questions bubbling in her mind now that she had two magics willing to talk to her about it. “Right. I think I get it, but what about warlocks?” Kerry shivered. “No offense, but the few I’ve met have been nuts. No offense to Gen, by the way. She’s awesome.”

			“Yes, she is.” Gareth leaned forward, placing his hand on Kerry’s. “I promise we’ll stop Arthur before he gets to you again.”

			“You think it was Arthur who put the sleeper hex on me?” It made a certain amount of sense. Davis was dead, and Hugh had been too busy trying to get the wizard king’s power to cast a sleeper hex. “How long would it take to cast something like this?”

			“A while, and it would take significant amounts of power.” Gareth shook his head. “Gen’s told me a lot about warlocks. They do rituals like a wizard, but can spontaneously cast like a witch. The only difference is their power comes from the outside rather than inside.”

			Jo nodded. “Yeah.”

			“Damn.” Kerry ran her free hand through her hair. “All right. Educate me, Professor Yashodar. Give me Warlocks 101.”

			Jo grinned. “You’ll be getting a test on this later.”

			“I’m an ace student.” Kerry winked. “Lay it on me, sistah.”

			“A warlock’s magic comes from without, not from within as it does with witches and wizards. They’re attuned to forces outside themselves, and draw their power from them. Most warlocks wind up being seduced by demons at an early age, around puberty, with little recourse but to accept the demon’s proposal.” Jo frowned. “Before I met Gen, I assumed that was how most warlocks got their power.”

			“Damn.” Kerry was fascinated. “They like them young, don’t they?”

			“And easily malleable. The young ones don’t fight all that hard, not when the demon whispers to them that they’ll have everything they desire. All you have to do is pay the demon back, usually with your soul or the souls of your victims.”

			“Which is what the Godwin boys are doing.”

			“Not exactly. Davis Godwin was powering up, trying to bring his demon here to earth. If that happened, the demon would have used him to try and take over the magical world. Once that was accomplished, it would create an army of magics, forcing us to go to war with the mundanes. The end of that would be—”

			“Hell on earth,” Gareth interrupted.

			“Yeah. That would suck. I kinda like the earth the way it is. It’s where I keep all my stuff.”

			Jo giggled. “Me too.”

			“But you said there were other ways for warlocks to get power. How?” Kerry had to know. The desire for knowledge was burning brightly inside her.

			“The elementals are another way a warlock can gain power without having to succumb to the dark, but you always run the risk that the elementals will burn you out before you can learn to control their magic. They are powerful, but untamable. Only an iron will can withstand the force of their magic. There are also the gods. Binding yourself to one causes you to become an Own.”

			“Is it really that easy?” Somehow Kerry doubted it.

			Jo shook her head. “Not at all. An Own is born if the Goddess accepts the plea of one born to be hers. And make no mistake, they are born, not made. Zach and Gen were always meant to pledge themselves to the Goddess. It’s as natural as breathing for them.”

			“And the God?” Kerry knew that the Becketts called on both in their rituals. Was there such a thing as an Own of the God?

			Jo shrugged. “There are those who follow the God and channel from him rather than the Goddess. Like Hecate’s Own, they’re born to it rather than made. From what I’ve heard they’re unique, each one of them, and quite possibly insane, but they get the job done the same as Hecate’s Own do.”

			“So, that’s it, right? No other ways to make a baby warlock?”

			Jo and Gareth exchanged a quick, intense glance. It was Gareth who answered. “There is one other way, but it’s so rarely done that I’ve never met someone who’s done it.”

			“Oh?”

			“A warlock could choose to bond with another magic user in a sort of symbiotic relationship. The combination can be strong, because the witch or wizard must be a willing participant, but as I said, they’re so rare I think of them as fairytales.”

			Why would someone ever allow someone else to use their powers? “What does the witch or wizard get out of it if they do choose to bond, and what does the warlock get?”

			“The warlock gets power, that much is obvious.” Gareth spoke softly, his expression thoughtful as he looked once more at Jo. “What does the witch or wizard get?”

			Jo shrugged. “How the hell do I know? I teach this stuff, but I’ve never met a warlock bound to another person before. Maybe they get an unshakeable bond? A companion for life? A soul mate?”

			Soul mate? “Like a husband and wife team who happen to be magical?”

			Jo seemed to like that. “Or best friends, so in tune with one another that they complete each other’s sentences.”

			“Or brothers.” Gareth nodded. “I would bond with one of them if necessary. I trust all three with my life and my power.”

			That might be true, but there was more to it than that. There had to be. Otherwise warlocks would bond with other magics all the time. “But what are the consequences?” She glanced between Gareth and Jo, seeing their immediate winces. “Not just of a bond like that, but all magic use?”

			“Well, for one, most wizards and witches don’t get along well. We don’t understand one another’s methods of magical working, and are often frustrated with one another because we don’t understand what the fuck is going on.” Gareth put the ice pack back in his lap. “I hope to change that, at least to some degree.”

			Jo nodded. “And all warlocks are viewed with suspicion because the dark warlocks are so much more prevalent than the light ones. It’s easier just to assume that a warlock is a bad guy than talk to one and find out whether or not they’re light, dark or in between.”

			“And then there’s karma.” Jo’s eyes widened in fear. “You really need to learn about that.”

			Kerry knew this one. Annabelle had been very adamant that she learn it. “That’s the an it harm none part, right?”

			“Exactly.” Gareth grinned, and for a moment Kerry saw Daniel in the oldest Beckett brother, making her long for Daniel’s presence. “You do something to someone without provocation and you’ll get your ass handed to you in a spike-lined basket.”

			Jo laughed, the sound low and musical. “Indeed. And no one wants spiked goodies unless they’re at a frat party.”

			“Jo!” Kerry giggled.

			“What?”

			Like Jo’s innocent look fooled any of them.

			Jo stood. “I think I have an idea of how to hold the hex once we remove it, but I need to check your workroom, G-man.” Jo strode for the door. “You stay with Kerry so Daniel knows we were protecting her, all right?”

			“Gotcha.” Gareth’s gaze as he watched Jo leave was full of amusement. “So. Gin Rummy?”

			Kerry laughed. “Sure.” And let’s hope I don’t accidentally decapitate myself with the cards.

		

	
		
			Chapter Nine

			“We lost him, but hey! We gained a few kids.” Zach breezed into Gareth’s apartment ahead of Daniel. For some reason the witch was still full of energy. Daniel was the one who was exhausted.

			Daniel stumbled into Gareth’s apartment, so tired he couldn’t see straight. “And what the fuck happened to the elevator?” The stairs were brutal. His thighs were staging a revolt, and his calves were screaming about abuse.

			“Kerry,” Jo replied, placing an open box on the coffee table.

			Gen glanced around with a small frown. “Where is Gareth?”

			Daniel’s wolf howled. Fuck Gareth. Daniel wanted to know what was wrong with his mate. “What happened to Kerry?”

			Jo studied the contents of the box intently, not even glancing in their direction. “Kerry’s been hexed.”

			Daniel’s claws extended, scratching against the glass tumbler.

			Zach blinked, his shock evident. “What? How?”

			“According to Annabelle, it was a sleeper hex. Once Daniel cast the mate spell, it activated. So I did some research on sleeper hexes to figure out why she didn’t blow up our protections.” Jo sighed wearily.

			“And?” Daniel wanted to know. If anyone else was under such a hex, it could hit at any time. Hell, they’d kidnapped Jo. Could she be under some kind of sleeper hex as well?

			Nah. Zach would have noticed something like that. Zach seemed to specialize in hex removal and warlock beat-downs.

			“Turns out she didn’t set off our wards or protections because there was nothing there to detect until it went live. And the amulets were given to her after the sleeper hex was cast, so they didn’t detect it either until it was too late.” From the circles around Jo’s eyes and her slumped shoulders, she’d managed to exhaust herself. “I’m sorry, Daniel.”

			“I knew it. I knew there was a reason my wolf didn’t want to cast the spell, but oh, no, you guys had to insist I do it anyway.” Daniel began to pace, his wolf wanting out in the worst way.

			“Think of it this way. We never would have discovered the hex if you hadn’t cast the mate spell. We would have lost both of you, because the hex would have slowly poisoned her life.” Jo held up a small bowl of what appeared to be dust. “This is the only remains of the doll that Annabelle used to protect Kerry long enough to get her here. This isn’t some big blow-out hex, Daniel. This is long-term poison. I think it’s been affecting her since her kidnapping, but it was so low-key that none of us noticed it.”

			Daniel stared at the dust. A hex that strong could have killed her easily. “Where is Kerry now?”

			“In your suite, wrapped in bubble wrap. Gareth is with her.” Jo placed the small pile of dust into a plastic zipper bag, closing it tight. “Just in case we need this for the hex removal.”

			“Gimme.” Zach took the bag and put it in his pouch. “Even if I don’t need it for the removal, I will want to do something with it. This holds part of the damage Kerry was supposed to take. It will need to be disposed of properly or it could harm her again.”

			“Or be used to pull the damage out of the dust and redirect it back to her.” Gen shivered.

			Daniel nodded. That made sense. It would be sympathetic magic, a part of Kerry used to harm her. “Let’s go.”

			Zach held the door open for Daniel, following him down the corridor. Gen remained behind, talking quietly with Jo. “I’m going to need to take a look at her. I want to make sure I get this right.”

			“You will. I trust you.” Zach’s screw-ups with magic hadn’t been his fault, not really. As an Own, his power was incredible. He’d be able to get the hex off of Kerry, just as he’d removed the ones from Lana and himself. Zach was the most experienced of all of them when it came to this sort of spell work.

			Daniel opened the door and stopped dead, Zach bumping into him from behind.

			Kerry was on his couch, her hands clenched in her lap, her expression so fearful he wanted to snap Arthur Godwin like a twig. “Hey.”

			She gave him a tiny, embarrassed shrug. “Hey.”

			He stepped into his suite, feeling like he was hunting his prey. She shivered on the sofa, so stiff he knew she was going to bolt the moment someone touched her. “We’re going to make this all right.”

			“That’s what they tell me.” She stared at him, that fearful expression still on her face. “How have you been?”

			“Growly,” Zach answered before Daniel could.

			“Pissy,” Gareth added. He was seated across from Kerry, playing cards in his hands. His brother had been trying to keep Kerry calm, probably with Gin Rummy. It was one of the few card games Gareth knew other than Solitaire.

			“We thought about checking him for fleas or ticks, but we can’t get him to sit still long enough.” Zach flinched back when Daniel tried to pop him one on the arm. “What? Tell me you weren’t thinking the same thing.”

			Gareth ignored Zach, instead moving to Kerry’s side. He picked up one of her hands, holding it between his own.

			If Gareth weren’t mated Daniel would have ripped his arm off for touching Kerry when she was so frightened. Instead, his wolf approved of his brother bringing his mate a sense of safety and security even if Daniel’s human half wanted to pop his brother one for taking his spot at her side.

			“All right. Now that Dumb and Dumber are here, Zach is going to work with Gen on getting the hex off of you. In the meantime, I want you to stay here, right by Daniel’s side. Nothing’s going to happen while you’re in his suite.”

			Gareth’s attempt to reassure Kerry seemed to be falling flat, because Kerry pulled her hands out of Gareth’s and touched his black eye. “Really? Daniel will be safe here with me?”

			“Well, ah…” Gareth cleared his throat. “Try hard not to kill him?”

			Daniel stared at his brother. “Why did you phrase that as a question?”

			“You’ve been really snarly?” Gareth laughed when Daniel growled. “Down, pup.”

			Daniel huffed and shooed his brother away from Kerry. “We’ll be fine, asshole. Just go do your king stuff and leave us alone.”

			“What about your job?” Zach glanced at Gareth. “Because I ain’t doing it.”

			Gareth shrugged. “Mac can handle the extra chores while we make sure Kerry is safe.”

			“Did you talk to Mac about that? He must be thrilled.” Daniel’s new job wasn’t an easy one. Giving Mac the extra work would mean long, sleepless nights for the steward of the court.

			“He’ll be fine.”

			“If you say so.” Daniel turned his attention once more to Kerry. “Anything you want or need?”

			She blinked. “A toothbrush, clean underwear, some scrubs and the TV remote.”

			“I told you, Annabelle is packing up your apartment.” Gareth crossed his arms over his chest. “You’ll have your stuff in no time.”

			Kerry glared at Gareth. “I’m not wearing the same panties for days.” She turned to Daniel, her expression softening. “Can you get Lana up here? She’ll get what I need.”

			Daniel nodded. He’d get Prince Roland and Princess Arianna if that were her request. “I’ll call her in a bit, but first things first. Zach?”

			Zach began to glow as he approached Kerry. “Wow. That’s…nasty.”

			“How hard will it be to get rid of it?” A hex so dangerous it caused an elevator to crash was way too dangerous to fuck around with. Hell, a meteor could fall out of the sky right on her head.

			He glanced up at the ceiling. Yup, still there.

			“Pretty damn hard. It’s embedded deep, deeper than the one that was on me. I’ll need Gen’s help to get rid of it, I think.” Zach strode toward the door. “Come see me once Kerry is settled.”

			“No.” Kerry stood, almost knocking Daniel off the coffee table. “I want to be in on this. If Daniel really is my mate, I want to learn more about magic. I need to. It’s my life on the line.”

			Daniel nodded. “Agreed.”

			“Whoa there.” Gareth held up his hands. “What if Zach doesn’t agree to this? Or Gen?”

			“I agree.” Zach was staring at Kerry with an odd expression. “There’s something more here, something deeper than the hex, but…” He shook his head. “I can’t figure it out. I will, given time, but…” He tilted his head. “What the fuck is that?”

			“Oh. That.” Kerry shrugged. “If you’re seeing what I think you are, Annabelle says I’ve got some psychic power that allows me to feel magic.”

			Zach nodded. “That could be it.” He shook his head and grabbed Gareth’s arm. “Let’s leave them alone. You’ll have to bring her to Gareth’s workroom to touch the ring.”

			Gareth grunted in disapproval as Zach chuckled. “I’m going to need a shit-ton of Lysol when this is over.”

			“Just think of it as helping the love birds make a connection.”

			“Ew. I don’t want to think about Daniel’s naked ass.” Gareth gagged. “I’m gonna throw up now, butt munch.”

			“You said butt.”

			The door closed on Gareth and Zach’s playful bickering, leaving Daniel alone with Kerry for the first time in forever.

			“So.” Kerry settled back on the sofa, looking anywhere but at him. Her cheeks were bright red. “We’re mates, huh?”

			“Yup.” He cupped her cheek, shivering at the feel of her skin. Her scent was overwhelming him, so feminine and sweet he wanted to taste her. Now that he’d cast the spell he didn’t have to fight himself anymore. He could allow himself to treat her as she deserved, with care and affection.

			She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. “I thought you hated me.”

			Daniel frowned as he thought of all the times they’d bickered, mostly about her safety. “You’re stubborn.”

			She crossed her arms over her chest and glared at him. “You’re grouchy.”

			“You needed to be safe.” If only she’d listened to him, she might have been here when the hex first manifested. All she’d had to do was remain in his home, under guard, twenty-four hours a day.

			“You never asked. You ordered.” She leaned forward, poking him in the chest. “And no one orders me around, buddy.”

			He took advantage of her nearness and grabbed hold, pulling her close enough to kiss. “Think. Again.” Daniel took her mouth, tasting her as he’d dreamed of doing since the first time he saw her, back when he was watching over Lana for Chris. She’d been in some stupid bridesmaid’s outfit for her twin’s wedding, and she’d been delectable. His wolf had practically drooled over her, clawing and scratching to get to her, but it hadn’t been the right time. He wanted his world, his family, safe before he brought her into it.

			And she’d fought him even then, pushing him away to reach for Gareth, who’d been wounded. Her hair had been a glorious mess and her dress was hiked up to her knees. She’d been brash, bold and refused to back down no matter how much he growled at her to stay away for her own safety.

			How could he not adore her? She was his match in every way.

			Gods above, she was delicious. He caressed her lips until they opened for him, granting him access to inner sweetness. He devoured her, placing his claim in the only way he could at that moment, trying desperately to imprint himself on her so she’d know without a doubt that he was hers and she, his.

			Sex could wait. When they touched the Beckett ring they would connect, their bodies joining together as one. When she accepted him fully he’d finish the spell, casting his shadow on her shoulder, marking her for all time as his mate. The need to do so, to take her and whisper those final words was overwhelming, but not yet. She wasn’t ready, and the hex could cause it to blow up in their faces.

			He’d help make her safe. Then he’d claim her once and for all.

			She pressed her hands against his chest and he eased back, never wanting her to think for even a second that he would force himself on her. “Daniel?”

			“Hmm?” He watched her lips and saw her lick them. The need to taste her again had him almost missing her words.

			“We shouldn’t do this.” She bit her lower lip. Her gaze was filled with regret. “We need to go…”

			He was giving her barely there kisses, hoping she was as driven to distraction as he was.

			“Zach and Gareth need us.”

			He slid his hand around her waist until it rested just at the curve of her ass. Her breasts were pushing against his chest. Her hands were trembling as they clutched his shirt. “Mm-hm.” Her scent was intoxicating, pulling him closer until his lips grazed hers once more.

			“You know what? Never mind.” Kerry’s lips moved against his, causing him to moan. “It can wait.” And this time, she was the one who plundered and took until they were both moaning into each other’s mouths.

			It was a start, one he’d take with both hands and mold into the relationship he planned on having with this stubborn, perfect woman.

		

	
		
			Chapter Ten

			“I hate to tell you this, but a candle won’t hold it. Not this time.” Gen’s voice was so tired. The woman had probably been at her research the whole time Kerry and Daniel had been playing tonsil hockey on his couch.

			They’d decided it was a draw, since both of them had won that little contest. And damn, could Daniel kiss. He’d turned it into an art form worthy of the Met.

			Kerry walked into Gareth’s apartment once more, this time with Daniel at her side. He clenched her hand as if his presence alone could protect her from whatever the hex could come up with.

			Part of her wanted to boot him in the ass and tell him she could take care of herself. It was a lie, but it was a comforting one. No way did she want to appear weak to him.

			The other part, the part that was a wide-eyed little girl, terrified of the things hidden in her closet at night, clutched his hand so tightly both their fingers turned white.

			“What about bouncing the hex?” Daniel tugged until Kerry was settled on Gareth’s sofa. With a satisfied smile, he turned to Gen and Zach, who were huddled over a table staring at a box and assorted stuff that Kerry couldn’t identify. When she tried to go over and take a look, Daniel put his hand on her shoulder, preventing her from standing.

			She brushed his hand off, but he just put it right back. “Daniel.”

			“Kerry.” He used the same tone of voice she had, the warning clear. Stay put and don’t interfere. When she didn’t move, he nodded in satisfaction and turned back to Zach and Gen. “We can do a mirror spell.”

			The two Own seemed to think about that, but Zach shook his head. “No, it won’t work. Not only do we not know which Godwin cast the hex, it could accidentally bounce onto Gen.”

			Gareth’s growl scared the shit out of her. She jumped, causing Daniel to also growl.

			“Down, boys.” Gen held up her hands. “I agree. No mirror spell, all right?”

			Gareth glanced at the table. “Then what about a containment spell?”

			“The candle method won’t work. We already said that.” Zach was watching Gareth his expression confused.

			“Then what’s stronger than a candle?” Kerry glanced between all of them, hoping they were following her train of thought. “I know sometimes stuff gets put into silk bags, but I’m betting that wouldn’t be any stronger, right?”

			“Right.” Zach gave her an approving look. “We could try copper, with runes already attached to it.”

			“A copper box?” Gen glanced at the table. “It could work, if the runes were etched into it beforehand.”

			“But we’d still need something in the box to hold the hex.” Zach stared at the table as well, his brows furrowed in a frown.

			Kerry managed to slip past Daniel and toward the table. She picked up the ziplocked bag of dust. “What about this?”

			The two Own stared at it, each with startled expressions.

			“Think about it. It already holds some of the hex, right? Because it absorbed some of my hex damage?” Seemed logical to her. “Put it in the box.”

			“That…could work.” Zach stared at her in awe. “Are you sure you’re mundane?”

			Kerry rolled her eyes. “Never cast a spell in my life.”

			“Hmm.” He tapped the top of the box. “This is lined in copper. We can etch the runes on the top of the wood and inside, on the lining, just to be safe. I know what runes to use so it should only take a couple of minutes. Gen, you get the circle set up. Gareth, I want you to set the quarters. Gen and I are going to need all of our energy to get this shit off Kerry.”

			“What about me?” Daniel crossed his arms over his chest as the others scurried around, responding to Zach’s orders.

			“Keep Kerry calm.” Zach had a pen knife out and was digging into the wooden top of the box. “Lana and Chris are bringing essential oils from their stash.” Zach frowned at Gareth. “You’re low on lavender, by the way.”

			“I’ll set up an Amazon order tomorrow.” Gareth set an amethyst quartz on the floor, marking north and the element of earth. “Remind me to renew my coffee subscription while I’m at it.”

			“Rue, juniper, rosemary. Those should still work.”

			Kerry listened in confusion as Zach muttered to himself. “Huh?”

			“Those are the oils Zach prefers to use to remove hexes.” Daniel put his arms around her, pulling her against his chest as Gareth placed the incense burner for air right next to her foot. “We need to move back, sweetheart.”

			She nodded, allowing him to pull her to the center of what would be the sacred circle.

			“Yo!” The front door opened, Chris and Lana running in, Jo following close behind. “We’ve got the oils you wanted.” Lana shot Kerry a concerned glance.

			Chris handed a small box to Zach. The scent coming from it was strong and slightly bitter. “Here. Is there anything else we can do to help?”

			Kerry held up her hand. “Venti mocha light Frappuccino and a slice of pumpkin bread.”

			Jo burst into laughter. “I could go for a smoothie myself.”

			Chris stared at them both like they were idiots.

			“What?” Kerry shrugged. “I’m hungry.”

			They ignored her request, dancing around at Zach and Gen’s quiet commands until everything was set up the way they wanted it. Kerry watched, fascinated, as each of the Becketts took position in front of one of the elements. Zach took north, Gareth took east, Chris took west and Daniel took south, leaving Kerry standing between Jo and Lana.

			Gen cast the circle, her athame glowing with pale green light. She pointed the tip of the blade toward the geode and began a stately walk clockwise, or deosil, around the circle.

			“I lay down the circle white,

			Symbol of purity and might.

			May evil be blinded by the sight.”

			Yellowish-white light gleamed along the tip of her athame, casting an odd glow around the circle. Kerry was pretty sure it wasn’t supposed to look like that, but what did she know? She wasn’t a magic, she was mundane.

			When Gen was done she was once more at the geode. She began the second circle, her voice deepening as she spoke.

			“I lay down the circle blue,

			For protection sound and true.

			May evil not pass through.”

			A circle of navy blue light surrounded them, but Kerry didn’t feel any safer. If anything, she felt the need to move, but to where?

			Gen began the third and final circle, her brows furrowed in concentration.

			“I lay down the circle black.

			Justice comes to those who lack.

			May evil intentions break and crack.”

			This time the tip of the athame quivered the entire time Gen cast the circle. Blackness poured from the tip, rising from the newly formed circle like a dark mist. Kerry was scared crapless. What the fuck was that supposed to be?

			Zach grinned maliciously as Gen stepped next to him. He knelt before the geode, his body enveloped in an eerie white glow. “My turn.

			“North and Earth I call on thee.

			Join me in my circles three.

			Grant me your stability.”

			Kerry felt the world shift beneath her feet. Nope, something was seriously off here. She stumbled, clutching air trying to catch herself from falling.

			Gareth lit the incense, blowing out the fire before calling the element of Air.

			“East and Air I call on thee.

			Join me in my circles three.

			Grant me your creativity.”

			The scent of rotten eggs filled the air and Kerry gagged. Was she the only one who could smell it? Everyone else seemed…

			Well, they seemed off too. Gen looked almost demonic, Zach was nothing but a pair of glowing blue eyes, Gareth was wreathed in cold purple flame and Chris, her best friend’s mate, was glaring at her like he wanted to kill her.

			Kerry began to fidget. The longing to run from the circle was growing within her.

			“Shh. It’s going to be fine.” Lana took hold of her hand, but it was icy cold, her palm clammy. Her face… Oh gods, Lana’s face was dead, pale, her lips blue and her eyes sunken. Kerry could hardly breathe from the fear running through her veins.

			“We’ve got you, Kerry.” On her left stood a woman wreathed in smoky fire, her eyes burning coals. The scent of burned flesh was sickening as Jo’s skin crackled in the heat of her own flames.

			Daniel knelt before the candle, a lighter in his hand. As he lit it, he intoned his invocation to fire.

			“South and Fire I call on thee.

			Join me in my circles three.

			Grant me your energy.”

			Kerry couldn’t take her eyes off of Daniel. He was savage, half man, half beast, his arms covered in deep black fur, his eyes his wolf’s. Even when Chris began his own invocation she could barely take her eyes off of the animal now stalking toward her, intent on killing her. Her teeth began to chatter as visions of her imminent death flashed before her eyes.

			And yet, still, she couldn’t imagine Daniel harming her. The tug of her heart was too strong, too fierce to truly believe that Daniel would do anything other than protect her with every fiber of his being. So why did she still want to run from him?

			Run. Yes. She had to run, to get away, get out of this circle of madness and flee for her life. Do not pass Go, do not collect two hundred dollars.

			Chris’s voice interrupted her thoughts as he called out to the last element.

			“West and Water I call on thee.

			Join me in my circles three.

			Grant me your clarity.”

			Zach and Gen headed toward the makeshift altar.

			Kerry tried to free her hand from Lana’s. No. She had to run. This wasn’t right, nothing was right, she had to go before Daniel reached her. She wasn’t some stupid heroine waiting for death to reach her. Nope. She was skipping her happy ass right the fuck out of here, and to hell with anyone who got in her way.

			“I have you.” Strong arms wrapped around her, holding her in place. Her breath came in pants, her vision becoming hazy as the panic set in. Kerry struggled against that hold, kicking and hitting with all her might. She needed out, she’d die if she didn’t get free. Daniel would kill her.

			The growl in her ear was fierce. “Fight, Kerry. It’s the curse, not us, not you. C’mon, girl. Don’t let them win.”

			Before she could answer, Zach and Gen had begun.

			“Lord of shadows, dark’s embrace,

			Hear me now, know my face.

			Your faithful child cries out to Thee;

			Join me in my circles three!”

			“No!” Kerry lifted her feet off the ground, hoping her weight would give Daniel pause. He barely seemed to feel it as she continued to struggle, wriggling with all her remaining strength. She could feel his hot breath on her neck, his fangs descending, tearing at her flesh, her hot blood pouring down her chest as her vision went dark.

			Gen’s voice filled the void, strong and sure.

			“Lady of the darkest night,

			Hear me now, know my plight.

			Your faithful child cries out to Thee;

			Join me in my circles three!”

			Gen lit the silver candle.

			It was done, and Kerry was lost in a sea of despair. She began to sob uncontrollably, sagging in Daniel’s arms, unable to stop her heart from breaking. How could they do this to her? She’d done nothing to warrant the pain they were inflicting on her.

			Daniel howled, the wolf’s cry sending chills down her spine. Somewhere off in the distance an owl hooted three times, sounding her doom. The scent of rotten eggs enveloped them, making her retch.

			“Hurry up, Zach. Something’s seriously wrong.” Daniel’s growling, barely human voice had her holding back a scream. Her chest hurt, her pulse pounding in her ears.

			“Hecate, Lady of the Night—”

			Kerry wailed in anguish as a vision appeared before her of a woman bearing death’s grin.

			Zach’s voice rose, thundering with malice.

			“Help this witch to put things right.

			What this harmful curse has done

			Let it now be undone.”

			The woman reached for Kerry with clawed fingers. Kerry pulled against the wolf-man’s hold. If that creature touched her, she was dead.

			The creature began to speak, its voice hollow, echoing with darkness.

			“Lift from Kerry this vicious curse.

			Forever across this wheel traverse.

			An it harm none, by the Law of Three,

			As I will, so mote it be!”

			The pain was unimaginable as something inside her broke. A brilliant flash of thick, green light blinded her, flowed from her toward the box on the altar. Kerry could feel the tug and the pull, the curse desperately clinging to her as the magic pulled it out, propelled it toward the copper lined box and the dust inside.

			As Kerry’s vision began to clear, the panic that had ridden her dissipated. The hex was expelled from her body, leaving her worn, broken and aching like a motherfucker. But at least her vision had cleared, and she could see what had really been going on all along.

			The vicious death-masked woman was Gen, holding her hand before Kerry, directing the flow of the curse as it tried to wriggle free of the binding of two powerful Own. Zach stood next to the box, his brilliant white light forcing the sickly green curse to remain in the box.

			Inside that box the hex roiled and circled in on itself, a sea of chaos too large for the container it was in. As more and more of the poisonous hex was removed, Kerry’s vision cleared. Daniel was no beast-man intent on devouring her. Lana was just Lana, but with tears in her eyes. Chris’s jaw was clenched as his gaze darted between Lana and Kerry. Gareth watched his mate with fear in his eyes.

			“You’re okay. We’ve got you. I’ve got you.” Daniel held her tight when her legs gave out from under her. Her vision was darkening once more, but this time the relief that filled her had nothing to do with the hex and everything to do with the knowledge that she was free. Her thoughts were on Daniel, the odd tug stronger than ever as she collapsed in his arms. The last of the hex left her and Zach slammed the box shut, freeing her from the dread that had filled her the moment they’d begun to cast.

			“Daniel,” she exhaled, collapsing in his embrace. She allowed the darkness to take her, aware she was safe in her wolf-man’s arms.

		

	
		
			Chapter Eleven

			“What the fuck just happened?” Daniel settled on the floor, his unconscious mate cradled carefully in his lap.

			“I have no idea.” Gen knelt at Kerry’s side and placed her hand on Kerry’s forehead. “But I believe the hex fought back.”

			“That’s not possible.” Daniel stared at his mate’s pale face, willing her to stay asleep just a little while longer. He didn’t like how fast her pulse had become or how strongly she’d struggled against him. The scent of her terror was still powerful. She needed the rest so her body would calm itself. “Hexes aren’t sentient. They can’t fight back.”

			“Yet this one did.” Gen lifted her hand from Kerry’s forehead. “And I fear it may have awoken something inside her.”

			Zach stood at the altar, his head bowed. From the expression of pure joy on his face, Zach was probably communing with the goddess. He’d seen that look before, right after Zach removed the hex from himself and placed it into a wax candle. He’d be of no help to them until he was done renewing his bond with Hecate.

			He turned his attention back to Gen, hoping she had the answers he was seeking. “Like what?”

			“I don’t know.” She frowned, settling next to them on the floor. “But I can assure you that the hex is gone for good. Whatever else it did, we can look into without fear that she’ll die, at least from the hex.”

			“Thanks.” Daniel stroked Kerry’s hair, settling her a little more comfortably on his lap. He made sure he supported her back, notching her head against his shoulder, relieved to have her safe and… “Wait. This thing you say we opened inside her. Are you afraid it will kill her?”

			“I don’t know.” Gen’s concern for Kerry was clear as she gazed at her. “If I knew what it was it would answer so many questions.” She looked at Daniel, her concern turning to confusion. “It feels familiar, though, like I’ve seen it before.”

			“Whatever it is, we’ll help. You know that.” Chris settled next to Daniel, Lana right next to him. “She’s a Beckett now, even if you haven’t claimed her all the way yet.”

			Daniel gave his brother a sharp nod. “I don’t want her to go through anything else, Chris. She’s been through enough. She doesn’t need any more shit piled on top of her.” The scars of her last abduction were still there, visible reminders that he hadn’t been able to protect her from the viciousness of magical life.

			“I agree.” Gareth knelt next to Gen, his arm around her shoulders. “We’ll figure out what happened, and how it affected her. In the meantime, keep her close. We have no idea what this…thing we woke inside her might be. It could be another hex, or something completely different.”

			Daniel nodded, relieved that Kerry would have to stick by his side. He could keep an eye on her much better if she was glued to him night and day. “Thanks, bro.”

			“No problem. I’ll let you tell her all about it when she wakes up.” Gareth patted him on his shoulder and stood, stretching. “Did I remember to bring a book in with me this time?”

			“Hah hah.” Zach sauntered over, seemingly energized by his communion with Hecate. “Let’s take a look, shall we?” He nudged Gen over, stealing her spot at Kerry’s side. “Hmm.”

			“What?”

			“There’s…something. It was there earlier too, but it’s more now.” Zach grimaced. “I can’t quite describe it, but something is definitely different about her.”

			“Can you sense any trace of the hex?” Gen nudged back, laughing quietly when Zach stuck his tongue out at her.

			“Nope. She’s clear.” Zach glanced at the altar. “We need to get that thing buried in some concrete.”

			“Leave that to me.” Chris’s expression was fierce. “I’ll make sure it never sees the light of day again. I’ll take it home and bury it six feet deep.”

			“No. I don’t want it on your land.” Daniel stared at the box. “Concrete, yes. But don’t bury it. Sink it.”

			“We could take it to the Bermuda Triangle and let it go there.” Zach chuckled.

			Daniel rolled his eyes. “I think the Atlantic will do just fine.”

			“Or the Hudson.” Gareth stared at Kerry, smiling softly when she huffed out a breath and nuzzled closer to Daniel. “She’s just as drawn to you as you are to her.”

			Of course. That had never been the problem between them. “She’s going to give me a heart attack. She doesn’t know when to sit back and let us handle things.”

			“Kerry’s never been a delicate flower, Daniel.” Lana leaned against Chris, smiling softly, her gaze fond as she stared at Kerry. “She’s always been the one to head straight for anyone who’s hurt or in need. She’s also been her twin’s protector up until Kelly married Dennis.”

			“She’s the older twin?” Daniel wasn’t surprised to find that Kerry was the dominant one in her relationship with her sister. Hell, she was trying to be the dominant one with him, something his wolf didn’t like one little bit.

			“No, actually. Kelly is older by about twenty minutes, but Kerry’s always been the more assertive of the two. Don’t get me wrong, Kelly gets her way—”

			“Like having a bachelorette party in the middle of the week?” Chris grunted when Lana elbowed him in the stomach.

			“Yup. She knows what she wants and has her own way of getting it. Kerry is just more overt about it than Kelly.” Lana smiled. “But Kerry is loyal to the bone. When she decided you were it, that was all she wrote. You’re doomed to belong to her forever.”

			He could live with that. His wolf wanted to howl its approval, but Daniel stopped him, reassuring him that they’d get a good, long run once all of this was over and Kerry was safe. “What do we do about this…thing that opened inside her? How do we figure it out?”

			Gen lay down, her head in Gareth’s lap. There were dark bruises around her eyes. She’d have a price to pay for the power she expended helping Kerry. He’d seen it once before, and the pain Gen went through wasn’t something he’d wish on his worst enemy.

			No. He’d wish it on Arthur, and all the Godwins who put this misery on his mate.

			“Let me look again.” Zach lifted his hand and a shaft of light struck Kerry in the chest.

			Kerry screamed in agony, her eyes opening wide as she shuddered in his arms.

			Daniel gasped, almost dropping her. Her eyes were green. Not just the irises, but the whites as well. “What the fuck?”

			“Gen, I need you.” Zach grimaced as Kerry wailed in pain.

			Gen sat up, wearily making her way to Zach’s side. She stared at Kerry in horror. “Oh my.”

			“Zach,” Daniel snarled as his claws grew. His fangs erupted in his mouth, ready to rip and tear into his brother for harming his mate.

			Zach’s light dimmed, and Kerry slumped, her breath coming in pants. The green slowly faded from her eyes, the pretty, pale blue irises he was used to once more visible. “What was that?”

			Before Daniel could answer Zach leaned over. “What did you feel?”

			“Someone was poking a stick in an open wound.” Kerry rubbed her chest, glaring equally between Zach and Daniel. “What did you do?”

			“We didn’t do anything.” Zach moved away, rubbing his forehead with his marked hand. “Gen?”

			“I saw it,” Gen whimpered. “Oh, Kerry.”

			“What?” Fear rolled off his mate once more. “Please, just tell me.”

			“You have warlock somewhere in your ancestry.” Gen’s sorrow gutted Daniel. “When we expelled the curse from your body, we forced open the magical channel all warlocks have.” Gen lay down again, her eyes barely open. “But instead of it opening naturally, the way it would if your powers weren’t dormant, it was ripped open.”

			“How in the hell did that happen?” Daniel couldn’t believe his ears. “It’s impossible to make someone magical if they aren’t born that way.”

			Zach shrugged. “Think of it as a stream, I guess. There was a dam blocking this tiny little trickle, giving her that so-called psychic sense for magic. Over time, the water builds up behind the dam, and what little overflow there is just evaporates like water droplets in the sun, leaving her with no magical powers at all. When the hex refused to release her, it grabbed hold of that dam, shredding not only it but the banks of the stream, causing it to widen. Now instead of a trickle of power, you have a steady flow.”

			“But because she’s a warlock, that flow will taper off to nearly nothing.” Daniel groaned. “What happens then?”

			“She’ll hurt, because the area that had been plugged up is raw, for lack of a better term. Even if we heal that she’ll have a never-ending thirst for power unless she finds something to bind with.”

			“But we can’t do that until the shredded parts are healed.” Daniel winced in sympathy. “Damn it. I’m really going to fuck up Arthur Godwin.”

			“So you’re saying I really do have a wound, just one I can’t fix with Band-Aids and a lollipop.” She touched her chest again, grimacing in pain. “Should we try to have it stitched closed?”

			“It’s not that simple.” Even Daniel knew this. He stroked Kerry’s hair as he struggled to figure out a way to explain the impossible. “Now that the channel is open, there is no closing it, not really. We could bind your powers, but that won’t do anything for the ragged edges or the hunger.”

			“We can make the pain go away, but for better or worse the magic is there now.” Gen yawned.

			“Oh crap.” Chris gasped. “She’s going to hear demons soon, isn’t she?”

			Gen nodded. “I assume so.”

			“Then we need to get the edges repaired and figure out a way to get her connected to an elemental.” Lana tapped her fingers on Chris’s thigh while staring thoughtfully at Kerry. “Maybe even see if she’s an Own.”

			“No, Lana. She’s not an Own.” Gen was barely awake, her words slurred. If it wasn’t so important Daniel would have insisted Gareth take his mate away to rest. “You’re born one or not, and she was not.”

			“Then our only choice is an elemental.” Gareth picked up his mate. “We’ll discuss this tomorrow, once we’re all rested. Zach, open the way for me.”

			Zach stood, cutting a doorway in the circle with his athame. “Make sure she gets fluids. Last time we did this Gen was a little dehydrated afterward.”

			“Thanks, bro.” Gareth carried Gen toward his bedroom. “Good night, everyone.”

			“Night.” Daniel continued to stroke Kerry’s hair, the soft silky strands cool against his fingers. “We’ll need to be very careful when we try to repair the damage. We could end up doing more harm than good.”

			Zach nodded. “I think Gen and I are not the ones to do it. We have too much power, and this requires delicacy. It would be like doing open heart surgery with a chain saw.”

			“I agree,” Chris chimed in, holding Lana close. “We’ll do it, Zach. You and Gen need to rest until it’s time to hunt for Arthur again.”

			“Agreed.” Daniel grinned at Zach. “You need your beauty sleep, princess.”

			“Asshole.”

			“Butt munch.”

			“Don’t make me call Mom,” Chris threatened, his hand already reaching for his phone.

			The familiar bantering eased some of Daniel’s tension. It was nice to know that some things would never change.

			Lana reached for Kerry’s hand, twining their fingers together. “It’s going to be okay, you know that, right?”

			Kerry rolled her eyes. “In the I’m fucked up the ass without lube way?”

			Lana laughed. “Nope. More in the someone switched my ring tone to SpongeBob’s laugh track way.”

			“Ugh. I’m not sure which is worse.”

			“C’mon, it’ll be great.” Chris nudged Kerry’s leg with his foot. “You and Lana can have mage ball fights.”

			Kerry’s brows rose as Daniel laughed. Man, he remembered having those with his brothers in his parents’ backyard. Zach always lost, Chris went down under Gareth and Daniel would just flail at everyone until the others teamed up to take him out. Good times.

			And now, ironically, he’d get to share those times with the woman he’d thought he’d have to protect. Now all they had to do was kill Arthur and heal Kerry’s metaphysical wounds and everything would be right in his world.

			He hoped.

			“You guys concentrate on Arthur,” Jo piped up. She’d been quiet so far, listening and watching as Zach worked his magic. She’d stood by Kerry’s side even when Kerry had lost her mind. Daniel would remember that forever. Jo and Lana were golden as far as he was concerned. “The girls will figure out how to help Kerry.”

			Daniel snarled. He wanted in on whatever happened to his mate. Nothing would keep him away from her now, not while she was wounded. “I’m helping.”

			“It’s okay.” Kerry reached up and caressed his cheek, soothing both the man and the beast. “Let me work with the ladies. You boys do what you do best. Hunt the bad guy.”

			“You don’t want us hunting him, do you?” Jo stared at him, her challenge in her stance and all over her face. “We’ll find him, I’m sure of it.”

			“We can totally kick his ass.” Lana flexed her muscles. “C’mon, Kerry. Tell me you don’t want a piece of him.”

			“Well…”

			“Fuck no.” Zach stood, his blue eyes glowing. “You help Kerry, I hunt rogue warlocks.”

			“Love you too, Zach.” Jo winked at him and sat, looking very pleased with herself.

			“Fine.” Lana pouted, but she winked at Kerry.

			Kerry shook her head. “None of you are right in the head.”

			Wasn’t that the truth?

		

	
		
			Chapter Twelve

			Daniel settled her on the bed as if she were made of thin glass, scowling the entire time.

			“I’m fine, Daniel.” She shook her head, well aware of the ache in her chest. It was more of a dull throb now, barely there unless she thought about it. And everyone knew the more you thought about a wound, the more it hurt.

			Gah. She was thinking about it, damn it. She needed a distraction, like, pronto. “So. You cast the mate spell.” Kerry winced. Oh, yeah. That was the perfect distraction.

			“Yes,” he drawled, as if he sensed some sort of bomb that was going to go off right in his face if he didn’t step just right.

			“Took you long enough.” Maybe arguing with Daniel would be just the distraction she needed.

			“Because I wanted you safe.” He had that scowl on his face, the one she’d been seeing since she first met him. He didn’t want to budge on this issue.

			Unmovable wall, meet unstoppable force. “Safe,” she droned like a zombie. “Saaaafe. Pfft. Is that all you can say?”

			His eyes narrowed. “Nope. Little Kerry, go to sleep—”

			She slapped a hand over his mouth. “Ixnay on the ellspay.”

			He smiled against her palm, then licked her.

			“Ew!” She rubbed his saliva off on his face. “Wizard germs.”

			Daniel huffed out a laugh. “Go to sleep, woman, or I’ll have Jo come sit with you.”

			“Why would that be a punishment?” Jo was a very nice woman.

			“I’ll tell her you want to learn all about magic.” Daniel came so close his breath moved her hair. “And she’s a teacher.”

			She burst into laughter. So much for arguing with him.

			Daniel’s touch was full of affection as he brushed her hair off her forehead. “You have no idea how happy I am that you’re here.”

			“You fought it hard enough.” Something she was still trying to get over. “Did you know I was yours before you cast the spell?”

			Daniel cupped her cheek. “Yes.”

			Well. That hurt. “Then why did you wait so long?”

			“I didn’t want you involved in our shit-storm, but you kept getting dragged into it.” He ran his fingers through his hair, so distraught she wanted to hug him. “It backfired on me big time, didn’t it?”

			Shit. He felt guilty about the hex. “None of this is your fault.”

			“Isn’t it?” Daniel stood and began to pace. “If not for us, you never would have been in danger. Hell, you never would have known about magic.”

			“Um, factoid one, dipshit.” She ignored his glare and continued. “Lana’s my BFF, remember? Grammy Annabelle filled me in long before I met you.”

			“Yes, but—”

			“No buts. Factoid two. I’m in danger every day of my life, whether you’re there or not. I work in an emergency room, remember?” She started ticking off the ways she could be made dead. “We had a guy come in once with a gun, looking for the guy he’d already shot so he could finish the job. I’ve pricked myself accidentally giving a shot to someone who was thrashing and had to be tested to make sure I hadn’t picked up anything from them.”

			He glared at her. “But none of them happened because of me.” He pressed his lips together tightly, then sighed deeply, looking worn-out. “None of this is your fault, Kerry. I shouldn’t take it out on you.” He tucked the covers to her chin and kissed her forehead. “Get some rest, okay?”

			That wouldn’t do at all. She was dying for another taste of her wolf-man. “On one condition.” She reached for him, thrilled when he immediately took hold of her hand. “I want a real kiss.”

			Daniel blinked, looking shocked. “You’re hurt.”

			“I’m not asking for sex here, Ron Jeremy. Just a stinkin’ kiss.”

			He rolled his eyes and pecked at her lips. “Now go to sleep.”

			She blinked up at him, thoroughly unimpressed. “Sure thing, Grandpa. Don’t forget to wash your dentures when you go to bed. Alone.”

			Daniel’s eyes narrowed as he gazed at her. “What are you trying to do?” Daniel sounded so suspicious she had to wonder just what it was he thought she might do from a simple lip-lock.

			Kerry shrugged, wincing at the slight tug up in her chest. The ache hadn’t subsided, but it wasn’t life threatening and she knew it. She could handle it. “Nothing.”

			“Kerry.” The warning was clear in his voice.

			“I mean, if you don’t wanna, you don’t wanna.” She licked her lips, smirking when his gaze followed the motion. “It’s not like I have to have you.”

			Grabbing hold of her chin and staring at her face didn’t seem to answer anything for him. “You’re up to something.”

			“No, I’m not.” She pouted up at him. “Why do you always have to think the worst of me?”

			“What?” He seemed truly shocked that she’d said that. “I don’t. It’s just, you’re pushing awfully hard for this.”

			“I’ve never worked so hard for a damn kiss in my life,” she grumbled. “You know what? Never mind. I waited and waited for you. Guess I can wait a little while longer, huh?” Daniel went still as she rolled over. “Goodnight, Daniel. Pleasant dreams.”

			Before she knew what was happening he was rolling her back over, his body blanketing hers. “You waited for me?”

			She clamped her lips shut. She wasn’t giving him anything else to work with. It was bad enough she’d admitted that she’d been practically celibate since meeting him.

			Hell, if she was honest with herself, there was no “practically” about it. He’d been it since she’d first laid eyes on the handsome son of a bitch. And she didn’t think that her vibrator counted. BOB had seen a lot of action since Kerry met Daniel. She’d gone through more AA batteries than a sex toy convention.

			Of course, that whole keep your lips shut unless you wanted to admit masturbating to images of Daniel’s bod idea lasted right up until he bit gently down on her earlobe. She couldn’t stop the small gasp of pleasure that escaped.

			“Kerry?”

			God. Damn. The man’s voice had gone deeper, huskier. She could feel his erection pressing against her through the blankets. “Did you know a good orgasm can send endorphins through your body, acting as a natural pain reliever?”

			He choked out a laugh. “Shouldn’t I be the one saying something like that?”

			Kerry’s cheeks heated so fast her head swam from the sudden influx of blood to her face. “Did I say that out loud?”

			“Mmm-hmm.” The purring growl sent a shiver through her. “So you were up to something.”

			“Maybe if you’d just given me my kiss things wouldn’t have escalated.” She wiggled, uncertain if she wanted to dislodge him or feel more of that fabulous body pressed up against hers.

			“I suddenly find I like escalating. Let’s escalate a little more.” Daniel thrust his hips against hers, grunting irritably. “Off, damn it.” He lifted up and tugged the blankets down, sighing at the sight of her wrinkled clothes. “Work, work, work.” He began tugging off her jeans.

			“I thought you didn’t want to do anything because I have a boo-boo.” Kerry wasn’t really stopping him. Hell, she helped by tugging off her T-shirt and tossing it on the floor.

			He froze, her jeans already hanging by a foot. “Uh…”

			Kerry whined in the back of her throat. “If you stop now, I swear I’ll tell Zach you have a tiny penis.”

			“You wouldn’t.”

			She almost laughed at the horrified look on his face. Instead, she glared up at him menacingly. “Watch. Me.”

			“You are a mean woman, Kerry Andrews.” He flung her jeans behind him and crawled back up her body, leaving her socks still on. “I like it.”

			She almost retorted but he short-circuited her brain when he sucked her nipple through her bra. She reached down and cupped him through his jeans, his soft groan music to her ears. She unzipped him, pulling his cock out into her hand. She stroked up and down the shaft. “You were saying?”

			He latched onto her breast, suckling at her nipple until she was gasping. Daniel thrust his hand under her panties, fingering her clit. “God and Goddess, you’re already wet.”

			“Told you I’ve been waiting,” she panted. The man had talented hands. Fingers entered her, fucking her gently, his thumb a constant pressure on her clit. She rode his hand, almost ready to beg if he’d help her come.

			He pulled out of her and sucked her juices from his finger. His wolf was close to the surface. Dark claws replaced his fingernails, and his eyes were the dark amber of his wolf. “Delicious.”

			“My turn.” Before he could move she was pushing him off her, forcing him onto his back. She might not have come, but dear Goddess, she was going to taste him too. She wanted to return some of the pleasure he’d shown her. She straddled his legs and bent, sucking the head of his cock into her mouth. His taste was divine, salty and sweet. She lapped him up, savoring that taste, knowing that this was the man she’d spend the rest of her life with.

			For some reason, that made everything more intense, more satisfying. She needed him like air, like water, and he had no clue.

			“Holy fuck.” He wrapped a hand around the back of her head, holding her steady while he pumped between her lips. He was watching his dick slide in and out of her mouth with an intense desire that fueled her own. She held still, allowing him to control the pace of the blowjob, stroking his shaft with her tongue, determined to show him that she was willing to give him everything, if only he’d reach out and take it.

			She peeked up at him and saw his jaw clench. He was watching her face, his gaze drifting between her eyes and mouth. When she closed her eyes and hummed, he pulled out with a gasp.

			“Oh, no you don’t.” He sounded breathless. “You’re very good at that. I think I might be jealous.”

			She smirked. “Thank you. I’ve had practice.”

			His gaze darkened. “I’m the only one whose cock you’ll be sucking from now on.”

			“Oh? Are you sure?” She had no idea why she was pushing him so hard, but the reaction she got was well worth it.

			Daniel put his hands on the edges of her panties. “Take them off.”

			Her pussy clenched in anticipation. She slid off the bed and removed both her panties and her bra. Having him clothed while she was naked was one hell of a turn on for her.

			Stroking his cock, he gestured for her to get back on the bed. “Up for a little ride, sweetheart?”

			“I can do that.” She climbed back on the bed and straddled him.

			Daniel clutched her ass cheeks and dragged her forward. “First things first.”

			Oh god, was he going to…?

			Yes, thank the gods yes. Daniel lapped at her pussy, his tongue dragging over her clit. “Don’t move too much. I don’t want you to hurt more than necessary.”

			“I won’t.” She’d play statue for hours if he’d keep that up.

			He began slowly lapping at her, from her hole to her clit, steady, rhythmically. The rasp of his whiskers against her inner thighs was almost painful against her overheated flesh. Daniel moaned as he ate her, sucking her clit into his mouth until she couldn’t stand it anymore. She reached up and began pulling on her nipples, riding his face. She was close, so damn close she could feel her body throbbing with the desire to jump over the edge into the abyss.

			His hands held her thighs apart, his fingers digging into her flesh, his low, hungry growls finally throwing her over the edge.

			Kerry screamed as the orgasm washed over her, so intense she saw spots dancing in front of her eyes. She clutched his headboard as her body fell forward, shivering as it seemed to go on and on. It felt like forever before the spasms ended, but when they did he was still lapping at her, keeping her body in overdrive.

			“You up for round two?” Daniel pushed her back toward his cock. She could feel his desire in the trembling of his hands, see it in the desperation on his face.

			“I think I can handle it.” She scooted until she was hovering over his cock, her pussy just tipping the edge of the head. “Can you?”

			He scowled. “Careful movements, Kerry, or I stop.”

			She slid down an inch, smirking at him when he flinched. “I’ll do my best.” She steadied herself as she slid down him, enjoying the sight below her. Daniel Beckett, in all his naked glory, was magnificent. With smooth, tanned skin, a washboard stomach and amber wolf eyes, he was the most beautiful man she’d ever met. She ran her hands over his chest when she was completely seated, filled with his thick cock. “How’s that?”

			“You’re going to kill me.” He controlled her movements with his hands, placing them on her hips. The faint scratch of his claws against her skin was almost as enticing as the denim between her thighs.

			She rode him slow and easy, staring at him as she took him. The expressions that raced across his face continually fascinated her. He looked almost tortured as she slid up and down his cock, riding him at the pace he set.

			She stroked his nipples, wondering if they were as sensitive as her own.

			Daniel bucked, almost knocking her off him. “Fuck yes. Do that again.”

			So she did, caressing him, pinching his nipples until slow and easy became hard and strong. Daniel seemed to forget about her injury as he bucked beneath her, slamming into her over and over again.

			Kerry was lost in those amber eyes of his as his body demanded her surrender. He fucked her until they were both slick with sweat, sliding against one another. She put her hands on his shoulders, unable to keep her balance otherwise. All of her focus was on coming.

			She began to stroke herself, the urge to come intensifying with each move of his cock inside her. This one was going to be intense. Her spine was tingling, her toes curling and her hands clenched Daniel’s shoulders like he could somehow pull her back if she fell too far.

			“Now. Please, fuck, now.” Daniel was gritting his teeth, his claws almost piercing her skin.

			She cried out as the first tremors started, the strength of the orgasm rocketing through her. Her whole body clenched as her vision went black, the ecstasy blinding in its intensity. She thought she heard Daniel shout, but she was too busy trying to catch her breath. The pleasure was so intense she didn’t even realize she’d lost her grip on the mattress and fallen, landing on Daniel’s chest.

			When her senses finally returned she was still breathless. His cock was still inside her, both of them shuddering with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of her life.

			“You should demand a kiss more often,” Daniel panted.

			“Pfft,” she blew against his chest. “You still haven’t kissed me, damn it.”

			Daniel’s soft chuckle rumbled against her ear. “I’ll have to do better next time.”

			She cuddled up against him as he drew the blanket over both of them. “I guess you will.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Thirteen

			“Stay in the building, got it?” Daniel hated this. He was sending his injured mate out alone, even if it was only a few floors down.

			“I will.” Kerry grimaced as she opened the door to the stairwell. It would be weeks before the elevator was replaced due to the damage the crash had done not only to the base of the elevator shaft but to the cabling. Repairmen were due to start working on it any day. Since it was Gareth’s private elevator, that left only the stairs or the service elevator. For some reason Kerry had decided she’d take the stairs today. “It’ll be a pain walking down all these, but no way am I taking an elevator after…” She shuddered. “Yeah. I like stairs. Stairs are my friend. A good workout for the butt.”

			He chuckled for her sake, but already his wolf was straining to get to her, follow her. The only way she’d be truly safe was if—

			“Knock it off.” Kerry took his face between her hands and kissed him. “If anything goes wrong I’ll have Gen, Lana and Jo with me. Nothing will get through those three to me.”

			“That’s part of what I’m worried about.” He sighed, leaning his forehead against hers. “I can’t let anything happen, not to any of you.”

			Her smile shed sunshine on the dark fury that had ridden him since he’d found out she was hexed. “Then I won’t let any of them get hurt.”

			“I don’t think you get it.” He closed his eyes, enjoying her warmth, the feel of her breath against his skin. “I’m a text away.”

			“I’ll call you when we’re done.” She kissed the corner of his mouth and pulled away. “Promise.”

			Daniel opened his eyes, aware they were probably deep gold. His wolf wasn’t happy, but at least she’d calmed it somewhat. He reassured it that they’d peek in on her once Zach, Gareth and Chris were hard at work.

			She waved good-bye and stepped into the stairwell, the door closing softly behind her. Daniel grunted, already unhappy with the separation, but she was right. He couldn’t hunt Arthur and help her at the same time.

			His wolf disagreed, but Daniel ignored him, heading for Gareth’s apartment. He knocked, muttering hello to Mac when the steward opened the door. “Chancellor Beckett.”

			“Daniel, please.”

			Mac nodded graciously. “Of course, sir. While you and the king work on our Godwin problem, I’ll be doing our work.”

			Daniel entered the apartment. “I swear, I’d rather be doing that. As soon as the Godwin problem is dealt with, you’re getting a vacation, man.” He meant it too. Mac had taken on a hell of a lot since Gareth was made king. He deserved some time off.

			Mac shrugged. “If the king says so, but I’m willing to stay. My work is important to me.” He waved his hand toward the living room. “King Gareth, Lord Christopher and Lord Zachary are in the living room. I believe they’ve got something to show you.”

			With that cryptic note Mac left, leaving Daniel staring at the door. “I will never understand that guy.” He turned toward the living room, the sound of screams becoming louder as he approached. “What’s up?”

			“That.” Zach’s fury startled him. “I’m going to kill his fucking ass.”

			Daniel glanced at the laptop sitting on Gareth’s coffee table. On screen, a woman was…

			“Fucking hell!” Daniel grabbed the laptop. A blonde woman was strapped to a dangerously familiar altar. Her face was contorted with agony as a dagger stabbed into her stomach. The image changed, and another blonde took the first’s place. The screams continued as image after image flickered one after the other, each woman dying horribly on the altar. “Who are they?”

			“We don’t know.” Gareth growled as he paced, clenching his fists. “This was in my email this morning.”

			“Arthur sent it.” Zach stared at the images over Daniel’s shoulder as if he could will the horrors to stop.

			At least four women were shown in varying stages of torture as the slideshow played, all of them blonde, naked and strapped to the same dark altar. The scream soundtrack Arthur had added couldn’t be fake. Each scream was different, changing with the images of the women as if he’d matched the screams to the owners.

			“We need to figure out who those women are.” Daniel watched the last woman’s eyes go blank, her death recorded for all time. “Someone has to be missing their daughter or loved one.”

			“And where. If we can find out where this is, we can find Arthur.” Zach shook his head. “But it looks like the only thing in the pictures is the women, the altar and the damn dagger.”

			“Wait.” Daniel paused the video. “Take a look at the dagger.”

			“What about it?” Zach leaned in, staring at the weapon in confusion.

			Gareth stalked over to take a look as well. “That’s not the same dagger Hugh or Davis used, is it?”

			Daniel shook his head. “I didn’t get a good look, but the runes look different, don’t they?” He pointed at the hilt. “And the dagger itself also looks different. The other one was a straight dagger with a cross hilt. This one is curved, with no guard at all.”

			“And the pommel looks to be made of bone.” Zach leaned back, his tone thoughtful. “What the fuck is he up to?”

			“He’s not feeding souls to his demon?” Gareth seemed just as confused as Daniel. “If he’s not, then why is he sacrificing them?”

			“We need to research those runes. They could be the clue that leads us to what he’s up to.” Zach glanced around. “I need pen and paper. I want to copy those runes down.”

			Gareth headed for the kitchen. “Give me a sec. I think Gen left some paper… Ah.” He picked up a note pad and a pen and brought them back to Zach. “Here. You copy, Daniel and I will start gathering some books.”

			“Let’s scry for him.” Daniel glared at Zach when the Own snorted in amusement. “It could work.”

			“We could try flying our asses to the moon too, but it will be about as successful.” Zach continued to work, his pen flying across the page. “Remember, we needed your connection to Kerry to scry out Hugh’s location. You think Arthur would be any less cautious than his idiot brother?”

			“Hmph.” Zach was right, but Daniel didn’t have to like it. “There’s no clues in the video itself.” He went to Gareth’s desk and grabbed his brother’s tablet PC, bringing up the video on it. “Gareth, c’mere. Maybe you’ll see something I’m missing.”

			Gareth and Daniel watched the video a second time, muting the sound when the screams became overwhelming.

			Gareth grabbed the tablet toward the end. “Wait. Pause that.” He scowled as he stared at the final victim. “She looks familiar.”

			“Are you sure?”

			Gareth snarled. “Yeah. I don’t know her name, but I think she worked in one of the shops downstairs. Probably the coffee shop.”

			“Fuck.” That meant Gen, also blonde haired, had been near the victim multiple times.

			“He keeps the camera focused on the altar and the girls’ bodies.” Gareth grimaced. “We need to bring up the sound again, see if there’s any clues there. Maybe he missed something, like a ferry or a train.”

			“Good idea.” They started the slideshow again, this time with the sound on.

			When it was finished, Gareth scowled. “Again.”

			Daniel listened as closely as possible, using his wolf senses to pick up anything other than the screaming. “I’ve got nothing.”

			“Me too, damn it.” Gareth placed the tablet back on his desk. “Think we could use the images to scry for the women?”

			“Possibly.” Daniel started rifling through Gareth’s desk looking for a map of the tri-state area. He doubted Arthur had gone farther than that, but if necessary he’d use the Internet for a map of the U.S. “Get your pendulum and let’s see what we come up with.”

			Gareth nodded and darted to his workroom.

			Daniel found the map folded and tucked into the back of Gareth’s pen drawer. He pulled it out and cleared space on the desk before laying it out.

			“Got it.” Gareth nudged Daniel out of the way and placed his hand on the tablet PC, hitting start on the video. The screams filled the air once more as Gareth spoke.

			“North to South, East to West,

			Guide this pendulum in its quest.

			Find the women who are hidden from me.

			As I will so mote it be!”

			The pendulum began to move erratically as the video continued to play.

			“Shit. It’s confusing the pendulum.” Daniel hit Pause, praying the pendulum would pick up on whichever woman was now on the screen.

			The pendulum’s movements smoothed out. Gareth blew out a breath of relief. “Good catch.”

			“Thanks.”

			They watched as the pendulum slowly settled over an area in the Hamptons. “Are you fucking kidding me?” Daniel leaned close and found the point of the pendulum was about five blocks from the Godwins’ Hamptons house. “That motherfucker.”

			“He’s dumping the bodies in his own backyard?” Gareth grabbed the pendulum and started the video once more. “Mark that location down while I try to locate the others.”

			Daniel grabbed a pen and circled the shoreline. It was on the ocean side, not the bay side. “You think he was trying to hide the evidence in the Atlantic?”

			“We’ll find out soon enough.” Gareth paused the video a second time. A different woman’s agonized face stared back at them. “Let’s do this.”

			“North to South, East to West,

			Guide this pendulum in its quest.

			Find the woman who is hidden from me.

			As I will so mote it be!”

			The pendulum rocked back and forth, rolling across the map before settling over a spot in the ocean. Gareth waited while Daniel marked the spot. “You were right. He’s sinking them.”

			“Only not as well as he’d hoped if one of them washed ashore.” Daniel stroked his chin, staring at the map. From the position of the second body, it was possible that Arthur was still hiding in his home and using his boat to drop the victims. “It’s possible he’s weighing them down, but this one somehow broke free.”

			“Or he was in a hurry and did a piss-poor job of it.” Gareth flicked through the slide show until the third woman’s face appeared. He recited the chant, grunting when the pendulum once again stopped over the Atlantic Ocean. The third victim wasn’t far from the second.

			The fourth victim was also in the Atlantic, but she was much farther north than the others, all the way in Rhode Island. Daniel marked the spot. “You think he’s moved?”

			“Possibly, thanks to you and Zach.”

			Daniel checked the map. “Look. Here’s the town closest to where the body was dumped. Charlestown.”

			“It’s about three and a half hours north of here.” Gareth straightened up. “Right. Let’s check the first body, the one in the Hamptons. Maybe we can find out something.”

			“What about the police?” Daniel did not want his ass rotting in some jail cell while Arthur murdered his merry way to demonhood.

			“Shit. We need to check and see if the body has been found yet. If it’s in the morgue we’re not going to find a damn thing.”

			“Other than a magical signature?” Daniel stared at the first woman’s picture. “Because something about her seems familiar.”

			“You think she’s one of ours?” Gareth stared as well. “I don’t recognize her.”

			“She could be a witch.” Daniel started up the video again, but slowed it down, hoping to catch an image of one of the women that looked even close to normal. “There. Maybe we can use that to identify this woman.”

			“Good idea. You handle that. I’ll check with the Hamptons cops to see if they’ve found bodies yet.” Gareth straightened up, cracking his back. “I’m getting too old for this shit.”

			Daniel huffed out a laugh as Zach joined them. “I’ve got the runes.”

			“We’ve found bodies.” Gareth pointed to the marks on the map. “All but one dumped in the Atlantic.”

			“Damn.” Zach whistled. “We need to find their families and tell them what’s happened to their loved ones.”

			“We were talking about that.” Daniel picked up the tablet PC. This wasn’t how he’d want to find out a loved one had passed, but it was all they could do for now. “I’m going to circulate these and see if anyone recognizes the women.”

			“I’ll work on the runes. Maybe we can figure out from them what Arthur is really up to.” Zach wandered off, no doubt to check Gareth’s library for information.

			“I’ll send some people out to see if we can recover the other three bodies. I’ll also have someone check with the police about that first body.” Gareth shook his head. “He’s not getting away with this.”

			“No.” Daniel stared at the third victim, a woman who looked remarkably like Kerry. “He’s not.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Fourteen

			Kerry checked her phone one more time, making sure she got the room number correct. Daniel was off with Zach, Gareth and Chris, doing something to try and find Arthur. Kerry was just a couple of floors down from them, looking for a conference room Lana assured her could also be used as a workroom.

			There it was. Room 2206. She opened the door to find Lana and Jo already there. They had books strewn all over the table and a computer set up in front of Lana, who was busy typing away. Gen wasn’t there yet, but if Kerry knew her friend it was because the Own was getting her caffeine fix at the coffee shop. She had no doubt Gen would be there soon. “Yo.”

			Lana glanced up and grinned. “Yo.”

			“What’s with you?” Jo glanced back and forth between the two, looking confused.

			Kerry laughed. “It’s a Philly thing. You wouldn’t understand.” She settled at the table across from Jo. “What do we have?”

			“We’re looking at how to heal the magical wound. So far, we’ve come up with a few ideas.” Jo sat back, her gaze distant. “We can use tangerine quartz for healing psychic trauma.”

			“I’m thinking a knot spell, like when you sew a wound shut so it can heal properly.” Lana clicked on something and grimaced. “Why is it when I look up spells I either get ‘pay me for a love spell’ sites or Harry Potter?”

			“Your Google-fu is lacking, young grasshopper.” Kerry giggled when Lana shot her the finger. She picked up a book and began rifling through the pages. “What should I be looking for?”

			“Psychic healing spells, mostly.” Jo tapped the book in front of her. “This one is all about crystals.”

			Kerry glanced down at one of the pages of her book. “Incense.” She flipped to the back and began reading the glossary, finding what she was looking for. “Here, what about this?”

			“We don’t have juniper berries, but we have myrrh, cinnamon and saffron.” Jo closed her book. “I think we have what we need.”

			“We do?” Lana blinked. She must have been caught in the Internet again. “Good. Then let’s get this party started.”

			“What about Gen?” Kerry began to help Jo gather up the books. There wasn’t a bookshelf in the room, but there was a serving cart. Jo must have borrowed the books from either Gareth or Chris.

			“She’s going to be here only to guard us in case something goes wrong.” Lana shut down the computer and began helping them haul books. “She’ll be here in a few minutes.”

			“Did I hear my name?” Gen walked in, carrying four coffees, all with whipped cream on top. “Iced mocha lattes, ladies?”

			Who could turn that down? Kerry sipped her drink, her eyes crossing in ecstasy. “I love you, Gen.”

			“Are we sure caffeine is a good thing just before we try to heal Kerry?” Jo stared warily at her drink. “She’s supposed to relax, not be hyped up.”

			Kerry hissed, hugging her cup to her bosom. “My precioussss.”

			Lana shook her head. “Don’t even try and take caffeine from a health worker. You’ll lose a limb.”

			“Okay then.” Jo sucked on her straw, her eyes widening in delight. “Oh my god, this is good.”

			Kerry laughed. “See? You needs it, my precious.”

			Gen giggled softly. “All right, ladies. Are we ready to cast the spell or what?”

			“Do it,” a soft, seductive voice whispered in her ear.

			Kerry glanced around, looking for the source of the voice. “Did you guys hear that?”

			“Hear what?” Jo set down her cup and began laying out a makeshift altar.

			“Er. Nothing.” Kerry shrugged. It must have been her imagination.

			They set up the altar according to Jo and Lana’s instincts. The two witches seemed to be in agreement that Kerry would be lying down, surrounded by candles, the incense above her head and the tangerine quartz settled on her forehead where the third eye resided. The third eye was the seat of psychic power.

			“Wait.” Kerry rubbed her chest, under her left breast. “This is where the pain is.”

			The two women exchanged a glance. “Are you sure?”

			“Uh, I think I know where I hurt.” Kerry picked up the tangerine quartz. “It goes on my chest, not my forehead.”

			Lana shrugged. “Then we put it there.” Lana pointed toward the spot where Kerry was supposed to lay down. “Why don’t you settle and we’ll finish putting the altar together?”

			“Yes, settle down. Allow the magic to flow through you.” That voice was whispering in her ear again. “You’ll be powerful when it’s done. The one who fired you, we can make him pay for what he did to you. And the one who hurt you, we can find him. He will hurt, as you hurt.”

			Kerry glanced over at Gen. “The whispers you warned me about? It’s starting.”

			Gen nodded. “I thought it might. Don’t listen, and for the Goddess’s sake, don’t accept any offers it makes.”

			Kerry rolled her eyes but spoke to the inner voice. “Fuck off, motherfucker.”

			“You need me, young warlock.” The voice was smug, as if she had no other choices.

			That was bullshit. Gen had been very clear that Kerry had more than one option when it came to her powers. None of them involved accepting a demon’s lies. “Ha. I know what I’m supposed to be, and it’s not some demon’s little fuck toy, asshole.”

			The voice became loud, almost painful against the throbbing wound in her side. “None other will come for you. Your power will diminish, wither away, taking you with it. You know this to be true.”

			“I know no such thing.” Kerry climbed on the table and settled with a sigh. “Now piss off. I’m not some child. Take your busted-ass candy and shove it where the Goddess doesn’t shine.”

			“You ready?” Lana took the quartz and placed it on Kerry’s chest, right where the pain was.

			Kerry nodded, folding her arms comfortably over her stomach. “Go for it.”

			Lana chuckled. “All right, then.” She took her position at Kerry’s head, near the incense. “We need you to relax, to sink into yourself. Meditation can be a powerful tool for any magic being, and it will help you learn to heal yourself over time.”

			Kerry closed her eyes and tried to keep her breathing even. It was difficult. The pain in her side had increased tremendously, making her want to roll over and cradle her side protectively rather than remain on her back.

			“Picture a soft, green light glowing all over you, but particularly over the center of your pain.” Lana’s voice was gentle and slow. As she spoke, the scent of cinnamon, saffron and myrrh filled the air. Lana had lit the incense.

			Kerry tried to picture what Lana had told her, but it was far more difficult than she’d thought. So instead of picturing it all over her body, she concentrated on imagining the wound as some sort of gaping hole, red around the edges, bleeding and inflamed. That she could deal with. The green light surrounded the wound, trying to ease it.

			Jo stood at Kerry’s side. She began to chant.

			“Knot of one, my spell begun.”

			Ah. Jo was using the knot spell Lana had suggested. Kerry decided to help by envisioning the wound slowly being repaired. She pictured it being flushed out with a sterile saline solution before suturing where needed.

			“Knot of two my spell is true.”

			She applied mental antibiotics to ward off infection, leaving the rest of the wound to breathe and heal on its own.

			“Knot of three it comes to be.

			Knot of four, pain no more.”

			Some of the pain eased, the red inflamed areas turning pink and healthy. She continued to picture the green, healing light as Jo chanted.

			“Knot of five and she will thrive.

			Knot of six this balm affix.”

			A cool, soothing aura surrounded the wound, and its ragged edges smoothed over.

			“Knot of seven, power is given.

			Knot of eight remove all hate.

			Knot of nine completes my rhyme.”

			Kerry no longer felt pain, and the voice that had been trying to speak to her was silent. She lay there, continuing to meditate as a sense of peace flowed over her. The urge to find power was there, like a nagging little sense that she could really go for a snack right about now, but it was an easily silenced sense.

			When she opened her eyes the candles were burning low and Jo was napping. Lana had rebooted the computer, while Gen was nowhere to be seen. Kerry sat up, stretching, her time on the table having left her refreshed. “Damn, that was good.” She grinned at Lana. “Was it good for you too?”

			Lana squinted at her. “You look much better.”

			“Thanks. Naps just do it for me.” Kerry began blowing out the candles blocking her from leaving the table. “How long was I out?”

			“About four hours.”

			“Huh. It felt longer.” Kerry moved the candles and hopped off the table, startling Jo awake. “Sorry.”

			Jo owl blinked, her eyes wide before she focused on Kerry. “Oh. Hey. How do you feel?”

			“Better, thanks.” She put her hands on her hips. “But we really need to clean this up before the boys come to find us.”

			“Agreed.” Lana shut the computer down once more and began blowing out candles. “I hope the wax comes out of the top or we’re going to have some explaining to do.”

			They laughed as they finished up, but one question lingered on Kerry’s mind.

			What the hell was she going to do now that she was a warlock? She’d have to bind herself to something, but the demons were out of the question, as were the gods. She supposed she could try with an elemental, but that didn’t quite feel right. But that left the last, least-possible option.

			No. She’d think about it later. Right now, she had to make sure that Arthur Godwin faced justice.

		

	
		
			Chapter Fifteen

			Daniel studied the four images they had to work with. He and Chris had managed to pull a few from the video, saving them as pictures he could circulate. They weren’t pretty, but the women weren’t screaming in agony, so he considered it a win.

			Chris studied the images, grimacing with disgust at their graphic nature. “Send these to me. I’ll to work on them on my laptop and clean them up a little, make sure only the women’s faces can be seen. Maybe we can use them to find out who they are.”

			“Good idea.” Daniel emailed the files as Chris went across the hall to his condo to fetch his laptop. Chris had most of the artistic talent among the brothers. A graphic designer by trade, he’d have no trouble doing whatever needed to be done to make the images clearer.

			“I’ll work on these now while you guys continue doing your thing.” Chris, already in work mode, was booting up his laptop with a distracted expression. Not even an explosion would move him from his computer now.

			“I see he’s hard at work already.” Gareth flopped next to him, the tablet PC clutched in his hands.

			Daniel nodded. “You know how he gets.” He tapped the tablet PC. “Any news?” Gareth had been working on looking for stories about crimes that matched what they’d seen in the videos.

			“Oh yeah. The cops definitely found our victim.” He held up the tablet PC, where a story was running about the body washed up on the shore of the Hamptons. Police, camera crews and gawkers were all over the scene.

			“Great.” That meant checking out the body was no longer an option. “Think we can scry on the murder itself?”

			Gareth clapped him on the shoulder. “Man, I like the way you think.”

			Zach grunted. “What are you two talking about?”

			Daniel made sure the images were saved before standing and stretching. They’d been at this almost four hours and the girls still weren’t back. He was starting to get worried. “Trying to scry on the murders, see what we can find out.” He checked his phone, but there were no texts or messages. He tapped something out, praying his mate responded before he had to march down there to check on her.

			“Let’s check for magical signatures as well. We might be able to narrow our search for the victims’ families if we can figure out if they were witch or wizard.” Zach grimaced. “Or even warlock.”

			“You think Arthur would kill his coven members?” Daniel wouldn’t put it past him.

			“It’s possible.”

			“I agree,” Daniel responded absently. Kerry had responded. Be there soon. Cleaning up. Feel much better, thx. He tucked his phone back in his pocket. “There has to be a reason he’s recruiting the young ones.”

			“Hell, most of them were barely legal. I don’t think any of them were above the age of seventeen.” Zach’s brow furrowed in anger. “I’m working on finding places we can send them, but there just isn’t a warlock school like we have, or the witches.”

			“And you may not be able to get them away from their families anyway.” Gareth rubbed his chin. “We’ll think of something, don’t worry. They won’t be abandoned.”

			“Good.” Zach took a deep breath, his expression easing. “All right. Let’s see what we can find out by scrying on the body, hmm?”

			“How do you want to do this?” They knew Zach could do a ritual and get a vision, if the Goddess wanted him to have one. The rest of them had to do it using different methods.

			“Mirror scrying, water scrying, crystal ball?” Gareth shrugged. “Pick your poison.”

			“Mirror. We use one large enough, we’ll all be able to see.” Daniel glanced around Gareth’s living room. “Does your mate have a large mirror?”

			“Not a moveable one.” Gareth stared at the windows. “However…”

			“The image won’t be remotely clear if we use those. Too much interference from the view.” Zach tilted his head. “But I don’t see why the television wouldn’t work.”

			Daniel stared at his kooky brother. “Let me guess. We turn it to a fuzzy channel, then wait to see if someone talks to us from the other side?”

			Gareth’s face went blank. “Daaadddy,” he sang in a high-pitched voice.

			Daniel leaned close to Gareth. “If some creepy little girl starts to crawl out of the TV I say we shove Zach at her and run for it.”

			“Assholes.” Zach turned on his heel and headed for the television. “Look. When it’s off, it’s just like a big, black mirror.” He waved at his dim reflection. “I think we can use this.”

			Daniel squinted at the TV, then reluctantly nodded. “I can’t think of anything better.”

			Gareth sighed. “I’ll make the popcorn.”

			Zach grabbed a pillow off the sofa and threw it at Gareth. “We need to purify it first.”

			“Because god knows how much porn Gareth has been watching on that thing.” Daniel laughed when Gareth growled. “We can’t bathe it in salt water, so I’ll get the smudging stuff from Gareth’s workroom.”

			“We can place crystals on it, maybe amp up the feed.” Gareth followed Daniel as Zach began rearranging some of the furniture, like pushing back the sofa and the coffee table. They couldn’t cast a pure circle, not with the TV bolted to the wall. They’d have to make do to ensure they were safe.

			Once in the workroom, Gareth began rummaging through the cabinet that held his gemstones. “Golden beryl, check.” He placed a round, polished sphere of golden yellow on his desk. “Black jasper, check.” He set out a black, shining disk next to the golden sphere. “Malachite, water opal, selenite, check.” A green stone with lighter green striations, a clear stone that picked up the light and refracted it and a milky white, polished sphere joined the other stones on the table. “Last, angel hair quartz.” A clear sphere with tiny strands of gold, or “angel hair”, was the last stone Gareth picked. All were designed to enhance scrying or to protect the user during scrying attempts.

			Daniel grabbed the turkey feather, the bowl of soapstone and the bundle of sage. “Anything else you can think of?”

			Gareth carefully gathered the stones together into a black velvet pouch. “We still need scrying incense. Grab the rosemary and the bay laurel. That should work.”

			“And candles.” Daniel grabbed the white and gold candles. The white was for protection, while the gold was for clearer visions.

			“Get some blue ones as well.”

			Blue, for water as well as meditation. “Got it.”

			They made their way back down to see that Zach had set up a small console table for an altar right in front of the television. He’d put a black cloth over it, and had placed an athame and some candle holders on the table. “Ready?”

			Daniel put down his stuff and left the candles for Zach to arrange. He lit the sage bundle and began smudging the area.

			“Lord and Lady, hear my plea.

			Cleanse this space of negativity.

			By the law of three times three,

			As I will so mote it be.”

			Daniel repeated the rhyme nine times as he walked the room, cleansing the space and especially the television. When he was done he carefully ground out the smudge stick in the soapstone bowl, placing both on the console table.

			Zach had set the three candles in a triangular pattern, with the point being the gold candle. Gareth had put the gems around the television, with the two spheres placed in the top corners of the console table. The incense was placed in the middle of the triangle of candles.

			“Cast the circle.” Zach’s tone was serene, his power glowing around him.

			Daniel dimmed the lights in the room until they could just see, then stepped next to Zach as Gareth, holding the athame, cast the three circles. White, blue and black glowed softly around them when he was done, protecting them from outside influences. It wasn’t as powerful as if Zach had cast it, but by unconscious consent they were saving the Own for the actual scrying spell.

			When Gareth was done Daniel stepped forward and called the quarters. Fire, his strongest element, leapt at his call, almost singeing his eyebrows. He smiled quietly and finished, taking his place near Zach, but behind him and to his right, where the white candle was. Gareth had taken position behind Zach and to his left, just as the candles had been arranged.

			Zach lit each candle, chanting as he did so, starting with the blue one.

			“Candle blue, blazing fire,

			Give to me what I require.

			Aid me now to meditate

			Upon the truth I’d excavate.

			Blazing fire, candle blue,

			Grant me sight that is true.”

			Zach lit the white candle.

			“Candle white, blazing fire,

			Give to me what I require.

			Grant to me your protection,

			And guard us from evil’s detection.

			Blazing fire, candle white,

			Grant me your defensive light.”

			Last, at the head of the pyramid, he lit the gold candle.

			“Candle gold, blazing fire,

			Give to me what I require.

			I call upon my second sight,

			To help me make things right.

			Blazing fire, candle gold,

			The victim’s past I will behold.”

			Zach took a match and lit the cinnamon incense.

			“Goddess of the darkened moon,

			With the past I must commune.

			Murder foul to evil sway

			Lost to us is evil’s prey.

			Justice swift on evil’s heel

			To me their deaths now reveal.

			Souls that cry for justice fair

			Place your deaths within my care.

			Mirror darkened, show me all

			Past events I now do call.”

			The light of the candles flickered in the television, aided by Zach’s glow. The two spheres also began to glow as images appeared within them. Those images were projected onto the television.

			Daniel watched in horror as a woman was dragged screaming and kicking to a familiar dark altar. It was the same woman whose picture he’d chosen first, the one who’d been found on the beach in the Hamptons. She was forcibly strapped to the dark altar, tears streaming down her face as she begged for her life.

			Arthur appeared, surrounded by hooded figures. He spoke in a dark, guttural language, his followers intoning some sort of “amen” after each of his pauses in speech. In his hand was the dagger Zach had noticed earlier.

			When he got to the altar, he spoke again, his voice rising and falling as he began to make cuts in the woman’s skin. Some were shallow and long, some were deep enough to reveal muscle and fat. Gareth was growling by the fifth cut, and Zach, concentrating on keeping the image still, was glowing so brightly Daniel couldn’t even look at him. He almost obscured the view of the television. “Zach. Take it to forty watts, bro. I can’t see the screen anymore.”

			Zach’s glow dimmed, but the growls grew in strength as the Own joined Gareth in voicing his rage. Daniel was biting his tongue not to join in. His wolf was too close to the surface. If he changed now, he’d try and charge out of the hotel and hunt the fucker down without backup. That would only lead to his death.

			His wolf wasn’t so sure. It wanted to do to Arthur what Arthur was doing to that woman, but with teeth and claws and a lot quicker. It wanted to rip Arthur’s throat out for what he’d done, not only to these women but to Kerry as well.

			Arthur spoke one last time, the knife resting against the woman’s inner thigh. “Oh, fuck,” Daniel whispered. “That’s why there was no blood in her. It wasn’t the fucking ocean.” Arthur made the cut. The blood flowing from the woman’s femoral artery was bright red and flowing quickly. With this added to the other injuries, the woman faded fast, her eyes closing, her chest stuttering as she took her last breath. Her life ended on a sigh.

			Arthur shoved the woman off the altar like a piece of trash, dipping the tip of the dagger in her life’s blood. The dagger glowed a sickly green, the light flowing up the dagger and Arthur’s arm until it reached his chest. The glow centered on Arthur’s heart as he threw back his head and cried out. His expression was one of ecstasy, as if he’d had the best orgasm of his life.

			Arthur’s head lowered as the energy tapered off, his expression sated. “Throw her in the ocean. Make sure she’s weighted down well.”

			“Yes, sire.” One of the black-robed people spoke, his voice deep. “It shall be done.”

			Arthur nodded once and led the way from the altar, his followers right behind him.

			Daniel continued to watch as the body was picked up and placed back on the altar. Chains were wrapped around her, an anchor bound to her feet. She wasn’t meant to be found. “He’s making a garden of death.”

			Zach nodded as the image faded. “I noticed something.”

			“What?” Zach’s visions were probably brighter, clearer than Daniel’s, as he’d been the one to cast the spell.

			“There was a purple aura around her. Barely visible, but there. She was a wizard for certain.”

			Damn. Daniel had hoped it would be otherwise, but there it was. Proof positive that Arthur was killing magics and absorbing their powers, but they had no idea why.

		

	
		
			Chapter Sixteen

			Daniel was pacing in Gareth’s apartment when she showed up with the girls. He only did that when he was worried or upset, and that wouldn’t do at all. “Daniel? What’s wrong?”

			Daniel faced her, his expression grim. “The women Arthur’s killing are wizards.”

			“He’s gathering power, but we don’t know yet what for.” Gareth walked forward until he was holding Gen. “Until we do, you need to—”

			“Stay safe,” all four women echoed.

			They laughed. The men, not so much. But at least that grim expression was gone from Daniel’s face. He held out his arms. “C’mere, you.”

			Kerry walked into them. She had the feeling he needed the comfort of holding her. “That bad?”

			“Yeah.” He shuddered in her arms. “Can we talk about something else?”

			“Mm-hm. I’m good to go, all healed up.” She nipped his chin. “Guess what that means?”

			“You’re going to be a full-fledged warlock?” He was smiling, looking so proud she hated to burst his bubble.

			“Wild monkey sex.” She said it with as straight a face as she could, hoping he’d laugh.

			Instead, he glanced toward Gareth’s workroom, where the Beckett emerald ring sat, still untouched. Why it wasn’t on her finger yet was a mystery, but she still didn’t know a lot about spell casting. That was going to change as she took more lessons with Genevieve.

			“I think I can agree with that.” He began steering her toward Gareth’s workroom. “Get out, guys. We’re having wild monkey sex on Gareth’s table.”

			Gareth blinked. “Well. Shit.”

			Gen tugged on his shirt. “We could go upstairs and have our own wild monkey sex.”

			“See ya!” Gareth was racing up the stairs, tugging a giggling Gen behind him.

			“We’re outie.” Zach and Jo were a little more sedate about it, but Zach’s hand was on his mate’s rear and she wasn’t trying to swat it away.

			“Us too.” Chris put his arm around Lana’s waist. “Don’t forget, Daniel. You both have to touch the ring at the same time.”

			“I remember.” Daniel opened the door to the workroom and gently pushed her inside. “I’m getting naked now.”

			The slam of Gareth’s front door was the last thing she heard before Daniel took her lips in a wild kiss. “Are you ready for this?”

			“Fuck yes.” She grabbed his shirt and tugged him to the table. She stuck her hand out over the emerald ring, and for a moment she felt, actually felt the spell he’d woven into it. It was filled with a desperate longing for her that nearly brought tears to her eyes. “On three. One…”

			“Two.” He placed his hand on hers, entangling their fingers together.

			“Three.” She pushed down, touching the Beckett family ring.

			Warmth flowed up her arm, twining around them both like a sleek silken rope, binding them together. She could feel the spell settle inside herself, heating her skin, drawing her even closer to him. The urgency to touch, taste and feel every inch of his body swamped her. Her knees buckled and she would have fallen if not for Daniel’s strong arms around her.

			“Holy crap, that’s powerful.” She glanced up at him, sucking in a breath when she saw how dilated his pupils were. “Daniel?”

			Her eyes went wide as his lips slammed down across hers. The kiss was savagely hungry, devouring every inch of her mouth. She wrapped her arms around his neck, trying to give as good as she got, but Daniel was far stronger than she was. When he’d said they were going to fuck on Gareth’s workroom table, he’d meant it. Neither of them could move away from the other long enough to make it back to Daniel’s apartment.

			He was going to have her, right here, right now.

			He lifted her up until her ass rested on the edge of the work table. He stepped between her spread legs and buried his hand in her hair, holding her still as he continued to consume her. Her nails dug into his thick shoulders. She reveled in the strength she found there. The man was rock hard all over.

			When he began to caress her breasts she wanted to curse whoever had invented clothing. Nothing should stand between her skin and his. She began tearing at his shirt, desperate for sleek muscles and warm skin under her palms.

			“Yes.” His shirt finally slid off his shoulders. He shivered, his hands still clenched in her hair. “I need you.”

			“Ditto.”

			That broke some of the erotic spell that had been wrapped around them. “Ditto?” His eyes were amber, his wolf’s eyes, but the amusement was all Daniel.

			“Get the fuck out of your clothes, Beckett.”

			He chuckled while she struggled with his zipper.

			Kerry grabbed his crotch and lightly squeezed. “Now.”

			His clothing hit the floor so fast she didn’t think any of it was salvageable. He had to have ripped it to shreds to get it off that quickly.

			But he was surprisingly gentle when he cupped her cheek. His hand was trembling so violently she was afraid for a moment that Daniel was upset. “I need you. I have always needed you.”

			She smiled sweetly, hoping he saw that she needed him just as desperately. “Ditto.” Kerry began removing her own clothes, moving much slower than Daniel had. She wanted to give him a little show after his confession. The shirt slipped over her head, his groan at the sight of her red bra making her ache. Her shoes went next. She removed them carefully, not wanting them to fall on Daniel’s feet and ruin the mood.

			Daniel wasn’t staying still. He reached for her bra, unclasping it as she took off her second shoe. The bra slid down her arms, revealing her hard nipples to his predatory gaze. She leaned back and propped herself up on the table, pushing her breasts up. The low growls as he slid her panties down her legs rumbled through them both.

			He cupped her pussy and growled. “Mine.”

			She nodded. “Yours.”

			Daniel pulled her nipple into his hot mouth, the suction so strong her clit throbbed in time to his mouth. She whimpered, pushing her breasts up farther, trying to drive even more of her flesh between his teeth. Sharp fangs brushed against her skin, threatening her with a bite of erotic pain. “Do not bite that off. I’m kind of attached to it.”

			He lifted his mouth and laughed. “Goddess, Kerry. Don’t make me laugh.”

			She reached up and wrapped one hand around the back of his neck, needing to feel skin beneath her palm. “Why not? Laughing is good for the soul.” She tapped the edge of his erection. “Besides, One Eyed Jack doesn’t seem to mind too much.”

			His brows lifted. “You named my cock?”

			She nodded. “I always name my toys.”

			“Evil woman.” Fingers entered her, sliding in and out of her wet core.

			“My, what sharp claws you h-have.” Her voice stuttered in pleasure. He’d started rubbing her clit with his thumb, setting her blood on fire. He strummed his thumb across her clit, over and over again, driving her closer and closer to bliss.

			His breath was on her neck, his lips tantalizingly close to her flesh. “Let me fuck you.”

			She nodded, whimpering. She needed to feel him inside her again, thick and strong, taking from her what he needed. Kerry willingly gave to him, knowing what she’d get in return.

			Unending pleasure that would rock her world.

			“Lay down. Trust me to take care of you.”

			She did as asked, pressing herself down on Gareth’s work table. She tried not to move anything but she felt two red candles shift, both of them sliding out of her way.

			Huh. That was…interesting.

			“Good girl.” Daniel sucked her clit into his mouth.

			Kerry screamed. That fast the orgasm was on her, surging through her, forcing her to clasp at the edges of the table. Her legs trembled, her toes curled, and her body, already awash in pleasure, strove to hang on to that feeling for as long as possible.

			But all too quickly it began to subside, leaving her trembling in the aftermath of a wickedly strong orgasm. “Oh. Oh God, yes.” More. She wanted more, needed something beyond what he’d already given her.

			He pressed a kiss between her breasts. “Ready for me?”

			She nodded. “Please. Daniel, I need.”

			He snarled, almost scaring the piss out of her. The wolf was so close she thought she saw hair sprouting on his arms.

			Then he moved, shoving his cock into her in one swift, steady motion that had him deep inside her before she could let out the breath she’d sucked in. He took her swiftly, his expression savage. He kissed her once more, and she could taste blood on her lip, his fang nicking her. He pounded into her, his cock stretching her. He grasped her thighs and spread them wide.

			She could see his cock sliding in and out of her, wet with her passion. She tweaked her nipples, groaning in pleasure. Kerry could barely stand it, her body demanding satisfaction. She reached between her legs and began stroking her clit, the urgent need to feel herself spasm around him so strong she could think of nothing else.

			“Kerry.” Her name was whispered reverently, his gaze still glued to where they joined. “My Kerry.”

			It was building, slower than last time, but the unmistakable tingle was there, just out of reach. “Daniel.”

			He glanced at her face, smiling at whatever he saw. He let go of her thighs and grabbed her hips, pulling her to him as he fucked her so hard the table rocked. “Take it, Kerry. Take what you need.”

			Kerry kept her legs spread as wide as she could. The stretch of him inside her was just too delicious to give up. The extra movement from his thrusts was putting her closer and closer to the edge, her body begging for release. A slow whine built up in her, coming out as the orgasm began to crest. Her body began to shake apart as it went higher and higher until—

			The rapturous explosion almost lifted her off the table. Kerry didn’t have the breath to scream this time. The intense spasms bowed her body and overwhelmed her mind until it was all she could do to hold on to her sanity. Nothing in this world had ever felt so good, so right as Daniel Beckett fucking her into near unconsciousness.

			When she finally floated back to reality, Daniel seemed barely alive. His breath came in deep, heaving gasps. His head was on her chest, his hands flat on the table, and his limbs visibly trembled. She sat up quickly, shaking off the dizziness that came with the movement.

			Unfortunately, that movement also wound up knocking Daniel to the floor. She jumped off the worktable and knelt at Daniel’s side, checking the back of his head for lumps or blood. “Daniel? You okay?”

			The satisfied smile that crossed his face didn’t reassure her, because it was the only movement he made.

			“Does it hurt when I press here?” She pressed against the back of his head, not finding any lumps.

			“Nope.”

			“What about here?” She moved her hand slightly, worried when his eyes still didn’t open.

			“Not there. A little lower.”

			“Here?” She moved her hand to the nape of his neck.

			“Lower. A lot lower.”

			She glanced at his groin and saw his cock twitch. “Really?”

			He laughed and tugged her to him, rolling them over until he was on top. His eyes were twinkling with amusement. “But, nurse, it really aches.”

			“Like I haven’t heard that one before.”

			Daniel snarled. “Mine.”

			“Yours, wolf-man. All yours.” She patted his cheek, hoping to soothe the wolf and the man. She was pretty sure it was the wolf that went all caveman on her, but she wouldn’t be surprised if Daniel hadn’t been cheering him on.

			The flash of green caught her by surprise. The ring, the one they’d touched, was already on her finger. “How’d you manage that?”

			“Trade secret.” He kissed the tip of her nose. “We should probably get out of here and let Gareth have his workroom back.”

			“The maids will have a field day with this one.” Kerry allowed Daniel to help her to her feet. “I wonder if he has anything in here that chases away bad dreams?”

			“Bad dreams?” Daniel began pulling on his jeans, tucking his underwear into his back pocket.

			Mmm, commando. She wondered if she could get him to do that more often. “Yeah. I still have nightmares from what the Godwins did to me.”

			He padded silently toward her. “Never again. I swear to you, they’ll never get their hands on you as long as I live.”

			“I plan on you living a long, long time, Daniel. Think you can handle it?” Besides, some magical rock or a concoction of feathers and beads had nothing on Daniel’s warm arms wrapped around her. Even if she did have a nightmare, she’d wake to his touch, his soothing voice whispering in her ear that she was safe.

			He wrapped his arms around her and hugged her tight. “Bring. It. On.”

			She laughed, content just to stand there, held in the arms of the one man who could chase away all of her demons.

		

	
		
			Chapter Seventeen

			“Thank you for coming,” Daniel said, folding his arms behind his back. This was the first time he was addressing the council without Gareth there, and he was nervous as hell.

			Kerry was there, leaning against the back wall. She winked at him when he glanced over at her, and he found himself relaxing at her small smile of encouragement.

			“As some of you know, a body has appeared on the shores in the Hamptons, a body that Zachary has determined to be that of a wizard.” Silence. The council held its peace, their expressions stoic. They were giving nothing away. “We have images of four victims, all killed by Arthur Godwin, who absorbed their powers through his ritual dagger and their blood.”

			“Sympathetic magic?”

			Daniel had to stop and think of the name of this particular councilor. “We believe so, Councilor Price.” Sean Price had been one of Lillian Fletcher’s suggestions for the council, and so far he’d held his own. “Worse, we were sent video of each murder.”

			That got a reaction. The councilors, especially his mother, Marjory, began to whisper to one another. Each had varying degrees of dread on their faces.

			“I can show you the video, but I’m afraid there isn’t much other than the victims’ screams. However, I’ve pulled images from them in hopes of identifying the victims.” He grabbed the mouse and clicked open the first image, the large screen displaying a woman with her eyes and mouth open. It was pre-scream, the best he could do for the poor victim.

			“Oh my Goddess.” Krystal Wheeler, another of the new councilors, paled. “I know her.”

			“Who was she?” Daniel watched as Kerry pulled out a tablet PC, ready to take notes.

			“Brooke. Brooke Rodgers.” Councilor Wheeler shook her head. “A sweet girl who was mentoring under one of my daughters. She was trying to become an artist. She used her ability to enhance her magic rituals.”

			“She was from one of the so-called lesser families, with no blood ties the court.” Councilor Cho sighed. “Damn it. We need to inform her family.”

			Daniel nodded and brought up the next image. Again, considering the circumstances, he’d tried to capture an image that didn’t have the woman showing her agony. “Does anyone recognize this woman?”

			“I do.” Councilor Bruce Padilla sighed. “Casey McCoy, another young woman from a so-called lesser family. Her parents work for mine. She just graduated college with a bachelor’s in accounting.”

			Daniel clicked to the next image. “This woman?”

			The councilors looked to one another, but none of them seemed to recognize her.

			“I have one more image to show you. Gareth says that she looks familiar and may have worked in the coffee shop downstairs, but he couldn’t remember her name. We decided not to show this image to the owner as he’s a mundane.” He clicked to the last victim that they knew of. “Anyone recognize her?”

			“Debra Mason,” Councilor Jones sighed. “She did work in the coffee shop.”

			“He took one so close to us?” Daniel’s mother scowled. “He’s getting bold.”

			“Indeed.” Lillian Fletcher stood. “It’s now clear that Arthur Godwin is a threat to the wizarding community. Is it possible there are more victims?”

			“I believe so.” Daniel remembered the way Arthur sucked the magic out of the woman’s blood, consuming it. The look on Arthur’s face was pure ecstasy. “I think he’s addicted to the power he’s receiving from the victims.”

			Lillian nodded. “Unless the king objects, we will send out a warning to all the families in the tri-state area—”

			“Include Rhode Island.” Kerry, who’d been silent up until now, finally spoke. “There’s reason to believe he’s moved there.”

			“Very well.” Lillian stared at Kerry, her expression confused, before returning to the topic at hand. “Alerts will be sent out, informing the wizards to keep their daughters close at hand.”

			“We’ll inform the victim’s families and see if we can get the last victim identified,” Emily Cho added.

			“The victim from the Hamptons was found by the police.” Kerry took a step forward, her gaze on Daniel. “If the family informs the police that their daughter went missing in that area…”

			“They should release the body to the family once the coroner is done with it.” Daniel nodded. “It’s tragic, but it’s the only way.”

			“What about the other bodies? We know where they are, but getting to them will be difficult.” Kerry was now at his side, her tablet still poised and ready.

			“Where are they?” Councilor Padilla asked.

			“They were sunk in the ocean.” Daniel brought up an image of the map they’d marked. “Only one was found outside the Hamptons.”

			“It will look odd if we go out hunting for bodies.” Councilor Cho tapped her fingers on the table, obviously trying to come up with a way to bring the victims to the surface.

			“An anonymous tip, maybe?” Kerry shrugged. “We can’t show how we know the bodies are there, but we can make sure the police don’t find out who called. Our magic should block that.”

			“Our magic?” Lillian Fletcher’s brows rose almost to her hairline.

			Daniel gently pushed Kerry behind him, protecting her from the stare of the council members. “Yes. Ours. When we removed a sleeper curse from Kerry, the strength needed to do so opened up her magical channels.”

			Several of the councilors winced in sympathy.

			“Doing so revealed that Kerry had dormant warlock genes.” Daniel smiled. “As she is my mate, we are discussing her options. Obviously she won’t be turning toward the demonic.”

			“One would hope so.” Lillian didn’t sound convinced, but she shook her head. “If you need any assistance, please, let us know.”

			“Thank you, Ms. Fletcher.” Kerry smiled sweetly as she stepped back to Daniel’s side. “I’m talking to Queen Genevieve about what I can do. She’s been very helpful.”

			Daniel put his arm around her shoulders. “My mate is strong. She’ll overcome this and bond to an elemental.”

			“I wish you the best of luck, Ms. Andrews.” Councilor Padilla smiled. “One of my best friends is a warlock bonded to an air elemental. His scrying powers and mental abilities are quite a bit stronger than most magical beings, and his power over air is a sight to behold. Perhaps he’d be willing to speak with you as well.”

			“I’d appreciate that, Councilor.” Kerry rubbed her forehead, frowning slightly. “Unfortunately, the voices Queen Genevieve warned me about have already started whispering. I’ve turned down every offer, but I wanted you to know so you would be aware that I’m not hiding anything from you.”

			The councilors looked at one another, but it was Marjory Beckett who spoke. “I think I speak for all of us when I say we appreciate that, Kerry.”

			“Now, as for the bodies.” Lillian stared at the map, her brows furrowed. “I agree with Ms. Andrews. An anonymous tip will retrieve the bodies, but that places us in the position of having to deal with mundane police. One murder can slowly grow cold, but Arthur would be labeled a serial killer. There’s no way the police would allow it to simply grow cold.”

			“So we have to retrieve the bodies ourselves and explain it as a boating accident.” Chris folded his arms on the table. “Who do we know who can do that, and discreetly?”

			“I’ll look into that,” Councilor Padilla volunteered. “Councilor Cho, would you inform the victims’ families of their deaths?”

			“I will.”

			Lillian held up her hand. “If there is nothing else?”

			“Keeping the police out of this.” Kerry winced. “It bothers me to hide this from them, but how are we going to do that?”

			“Don’t worry, my dear.” Lillian smiled at Kerry. As far as Daniel could tell, it was sincere, but Lillian Fletcher had been ruling the council since long before Gareth became king. “This has happened before, unfortunately. Though usually without so many victims.”

			“Zach is going to see if he can find anything else out, like if there are victims we’re unaware of.” Daniel took the pad from Kerry’s hands and saved the data. “If any of you hear of daughters or wives gone missing, please inform us immediately. We’ll discover whether or not they were victims. Pictures of them would help us do that.”

			“We’ll get them to you right away, Chancellor.” Lillian Fletcher stood. “Is there anything else the council can do to help?”

			“Not right now, thank you.” Daniel bowed his head to the leader of the council.

			“Then I declare this meeting adjourned.” Lillian picked up her purse and headed for the door. The other councilors began gathering their belongings, some stopping to speak quietly to Daniel, others walking right out with grim expressions. No one was happy with the turn of events Daniel had presented them, but so far none seemed ready to shoot the messenger.

			“That went well,” Kerry murmured as the last councilor left.

			Daniel nodded. “So far, so good. With their help we’ll find out who the missing girl is.”

			“And if there are more they’ll be willing to help with those girls as well.” Kerry shuddered. “This sucks.”

			He put his arms around her, tugging her close. “Thank you.”

			“For what?” She buried her head against his chest, her hair tickling his nose. “All I did was stand in the corner.”

			“You spoke up and helped me.” Daniel kissed the top of her head.

			“I was pretty sure if I didn’t come with you, your wolf would have forced you to track me down.” Kerry shrugged, as if what she’d done meant nothing.

			He tilted her chin up and pressed a soft kiss to her lips. “You acted as my mate.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Eighteen

			Kerry sat at the kitchen table, looking through the photos Daniel had pulled from the video. This was frightening shit she was looking at. Each one of these women could have been her, had almost been her. Davis Godwin had planned on killing her when he kidnapped her. She would have been tortured, destroyed and her soul sucked into Davis’s dagger, feeding his power and his demon. To look at these four women was to look at the fate she’d sidestepped only because Zach had been looking for Jo.

			She owed the Becketts big time for saving her from this.

			“You’re kidding me.” Daniel came out of the bedroom, his expression furious. But that was his expression most of the time. What caught her attention was the way he was staring at the photos laid out on the kitchen table. “Fuck. Right.” He sighed, running his hand through his hair. “Have the pictures sent up as soon as possible. We need to get Gen and Zach on finding them.” Daniel hung up the phone and slouched into the seat across from her. “We have more.”

			“More?” She looked down and grimaced. “Shit. How many?”

			“From what Lillian told me, we have eight total missing.” Daniel’s head fell back wearily. “I can’t believe this. Eight. How did he get them?”

			“He’s been quiet, right?” Daniel frowned, looking confused, so Kerry tried to make her meaning clearer. “I mean, first you got Davis, then Hugh made himself known. Now Arthur pops up, and suddenly there are women dead and or missing. What does that tell you?”

			Daniel sat up. “He’s been working on whatever this is since Zach threw him in the river.”

			She nodded. “It makes sense, doesn’t it?”

			His golden eyes turned brighter, his wolf staring at her from Daniel’s face. “You’ll learn from Genevieve how to use your magic.”

			Well. That was a step up from grunt growl you stay safe grunt. “I am. I mean, I will.” She held her hand out to him. “And I’ll fry his ass if he tries to get to me.”

			“Good.” That golden color eased, toned down, back to his normal, human color. “Good.” He took her hand and raised it to his lips, brushing them over her knuckles. “Nothing can happen to you.”

			“I’ll try and make sure not to become demon food.” Kerry pulled her hand free. “We need to figure out who the next victim is. If we can do that, then we might be able to stop him.”

			“So we start looking for whatever ties them together.” Daniel got up and grabbed two sodas, handing her one when he sat back down. “We can—” His phone pinged and he reached for it. “Lillian sent me the pictures of the missing women.” He stood, taking his soda. “I’ll go print them out. Hopefully she got me more than the images.”

			“I’ll start making notes on the women we already know about.” Kerry smiled as Daniel walked past her, pressing a soft kiss to the top of her head. He couldn’t be near her without touching her in some way, and she was finding she liked that much more than she’d thought possible. She’d thought such affection would be stifling, but with Daniel it made her feel important, loved.

			Loved. Wouldn’t that be wonderful? Neither of them had said the words, so she wasn’t sure exactly how Daniel felt. She knew the attraction had always been there, fast and brutal, driving them both insane with the need to be near one another, but time and time again he’d driven her away. Now that he’d given in to the desire, she couldn’t imagine her life without him in it.

			She shook her head. Daniel’s feelings weren’t what she should be concentrating on. She needed to work on the missing women. She drew a chart on the paper, noting which ones had links to council members, which ones were from the same area, and which ones had the same hair and eye color.

			While she was writing, Daniel returned. “I’ve got Lillian’s list.” He put the printouts on the table and sat across from her once more. He picked one up and handed it to her. “Gwen Nelson, twenty-eight, worked as an electrician for a company owned by Counselor Adam Mitchell. Blonde, blue eyed.” He picked up a second one. “Donna Page, blonde, blue eyed, twenty-four years old. She worked in the gift shop.” The third page, the third woman who was probably already dead. “Myra Burton, twenty-six, was the only one who was a wife and mother. She worked for the same company Gwen Nelson did, taking appointments for the electricians. Also blonde and blue eyed.” The last photo he picked up shook slightly. “Janet Hoffman, twenty-five, worked three blocks over in a clothing store owned by Counselor Rachel Jones.”

			“Also blonde and blue eyed.” She checked each of them off. “All of them except the one we couldn’t identify had connections to the Council.”

			“And had the same hair and eye color as you.” His eyes were gold, and his nails had become the black claws of his wolf.

			She had to think of some way to distract him or he’d try and wrap her in a giant ball of bubble wrap and duct tape her to one of the walls in his apartment. “What else? There has to be something beyond this. There are a bunch of blonde, blue-eyed women who are in some way connected to the Council. Why these eight?”

			He blinked, his claws receding, but his eyes remaining blindingly gold. “Easy prey?”

			“Maybe, for the ones who had steady nine-to-fives, but the coffee shop worker, the electrician, the clothing shop worker? Odds are good their work hours varied from day to day.”

			“Crimes of opportunity, then?” Daniel shook his head. “No. I think he researched these victims. He must have to know of their connections to the council.”

			“If he’s going after another victim, they’ll be blonde and blue eyed, between twenty and thirty, and somehow connected to the council.”

			“Wait right here. I’m going to grab the Registry.” Daniel got up from the table and started toward his workroom.

			“The what?” Kerry followed. She was fascinated by Daniel’s workroom. Everything was neatly in its place. Small items, like gemstones and runes, were in an apothecary’s cabinet, while larger items were in cabinets or chests. Each drawer or door had a carefully printed label on the front, with a list of items inside.

			A hand grazed her hip as Daniel moved around her, pulling a large, leather-bound book off the bookshelf. “This is the Registry of Wizards, Witches and Warlocks, the book of lineage for all of us who use magic. Maybe we can find the next victim in there.”

			Kerry leaned close as Daniel placed it on the table. “Am I in there?”

			Daniel smiled and flipped to the pages marked Warlock. “See here? Andrews, Kerry. Warlock, unbound.” He frowned. “Unbound. Huh. Never seen that before.”

			“What does it mean?”

			“I think it has to do with the way your magic was unlocked. When we removed the hex, we, well, unbound you.” He shrugged, looking aggravated as she began to laugh. “What the hell do I know? It’s what the book says.”

			She giggled. “You guys are my magical enema.”

			He glared at her. “Not funny.”

			“My probiotic cherry yogurt.” She gasped, still giggling. “You guys popped my cherry.”

			He growled and pulled her close. “You scared the fuck out of me that day. I thought you were going to die.” Daniel’s arms tightened so much she could barely breathe. “I almost lost you.”

			Kerry put her head on her mate’s chest. “But you didn’t. I’m here, and I want to kick Arthur’s ass for what he’s done to us.”

			His grip didn’t change. He was clutching at her like a man in pain, his nose buried in her hair as he breathed deep. Perhaps it was the wolf in him, but scenting her, holding her seemed to calm him.

			“I’m okay.” She wrapped her arms around his waist. “In fact, I’m better than okay. You’re here. I know you won’t let anything happen to me.”

			“Damn straight.” For one brief moment he hugged her so tightly she thought her ribs might crack, but then he eased his hold on her. He pulled back, his hands on her hips, his eyes pure, shining gold. “I can’t…” He took a deep breath as agony overcame his features. His gaze wasn’t on her, but the pictures of the women who had been slaughtered. “I can’t lose you.”

			She smiled. Perhaps there was love there, after all.

		

	
		
			Chapter Nineteen

			Daniel managed to get himself back under control, but barely. He kept picturing Kerry’s face in the place of the victims, screaming as Arthur stole her life, and her soul.

			“Kiss me, you fool.”

			He started, his gaze ripped away from the images of the victims to the image of Kerry, her lips puckered up and her eyes squinted closed. The woman was going to drive him insane.

			He pecked her lips and stepped away, waiting for her reaction.

			She stood there for a moment before one eye opened. “That’s it?”

			He chuckled. She was trying to speak through puckered lips, the sound garbled and muted. “I tell you what. Let’s finish here and then I’ll kiss you all night long.”

			Her eyes opened. “Promise?”

			Damn. Daniel’s cock went rock hard from just one sultry look from those pretty blue eyes of hers. “Promise.”

			She stared at the table, the heat dissipating. She stepped around him and picked up the pictures. “Then I guess we should get back to work.”

			He nodded, turning once more to the book. It was still open to Kerry’s entry, and one word caught his eye above all others: Godwin. He read the entry, swearing under his breath. “You’re related to the Godwins.” He pointed out the lineage, where one of the Godwins married a mundane. One of their children married a mundane, and so on until that particular line’s magic was all but buried.

			“Well. That explains a lot. I have magic because I come from a line of wizards and warlocks.” She tilted her head as though a thought struck her. “What about the others? Do they have Godwin blood?”

			“Good question.” Daniel rifled through the Registry, stopping with the first entry, that of Myra Burton. Already the word deceased had been added to her entry. He scanned all the way down her lineage, turning three pages before he found the end. “Nope. No Godwins in her line.”

			Kerry made a note on her pad. “Next is Janet Hoffman, worked for a clothing store owned by Councilor Jones.”

			Daniel opened her page, scanning the lineage. “Yes. She’s got Godwin blood. And it’s recent.” He pointed at Janet Hoffman’s grandmother, Liza Godwin. “Liza Godwin is the aunt of Vivian Godwin.”

			A check went next to Janet’s name. “Debra Mason, coffee shop employee.”

			“A Godwin, but way back in her ancestry, almost as far as yours.” Kerry was on to something here. “Let’s keep looking. I think you may be right about the Godwin connection.”

			“But what about Myra Burton? She has no Godwin connections.”

			“Not in her bloodline, but what if she was connected in some other way?” Daniel would have to ask Mac if he knew anything about young Myra.

			“Like dating or engaged to a Godwin?”

			He stared at her, smiling. “God, you’re so smart.”

			She preened under the praise, her cheeks turning pink. “It wasn’t that big a leap.”

			“But not one I would have made. I would have looked for some secret connection, like the victim working with Arthur for some reason or another, only to be betrayed.”

			“That’s equally valid. We should look into both possibilities.” Kerry tapped the Registry. “Next is Casey McCoy. Her parents worked for Councilor Padilla.”

			“Nope. No Godwin blood.”

			Kerry made a note on her notepad. “Gwen Nelson, electrician, worked for a company owned by Councilor Mitchell.”

			He shook his head, doubt rearing in his mind. “No Godwin blood.”

			“Hmm.” Kerry made a note. “Last one. Donna Page, worked in the gift shop downstairs.”

			He flipped to the last victim’s page. “Yes, there’s Godwin blood, and recent. Priscilla Godwin was her great-grandmother.”

			“So that leaves us with four victims with Godwin blood, and four without.” He leaned back, tapping his fingers on the work table. “If we’re right and the ones without Godwin blood still had connections to the Godwins, then…” He shook his head, trying to connect the dots.

			“How do we find out? These are so-called ‘lower court’ women.” Kerry made a face. “I doubt anyone here knows who they were dating.”

			“They definitely wouldn’t know if any of the victims was in cahoots with Arthur.” Daniel walked to his desk, where he researched his spells, and sat. He gestured for Kerry to join him.

			She did, sitting on his lap with an ease that made his wolf grumble in satisfaction. The rumbling half whine, half growl rumbled out of him, pleasing them both.

			Kerry stared at him for a moment before wrapping her arms around his neck. “So how do we do this?”

			He rubbed a hand along her thigh, the touch casual rather than sensual. “We could start with Mac. He might have some ideas.”

			“We could also talk to the families. They might know something we don’t.” She put her head on his shoulder. “We could say that the king is looking into the disappearances. That might open some doors we couldn’t normally open.”

			“Good idea.” He leaned forward, careful not to dislodge his mate, and grabbed for his desk phone. This phone was internal to the building only, and would connect him with Gareth, Mac, or the Council, depending on which buttons he pressed.

			He called Gareth. “We have some info on the missing girls.”

			“Gen and I are on our way.”

			In typical Gareth fashion, he hung up without a good-bye. “You hear that?”

			“Mm-hm.”

			He could almost hear the gears turning. “What are you thinking?”

			“I’m a Godwin.”

			He tensed. “And you have blonde hair and blue eyes.”

			She nodded, shivering slightly. She jumped when Gareth walked into the room, followed by Gen.

			Daniel, irritated at the interruption, glared at his brother. “Don’t you know how to knock?”

			Gareth shrugged and settled his ass right on Daniel’s work table. “Sure, but it’s good to be the king.” He grinned, winking at Kerry. “So. What did you find out?”

			Kerry stood to allow Daniel up. “Four of the victims have Godwin blood.”

			“And we want to find out if the other four had ties to the Godwins, but we’re not sure how.”

			Gen held out her hand. “Show me the list.”

			Kerry handed it over, and Gen read it, nodding at times. When Gen was done she handed the list back to Kerry. “All right. Here’s what I can fill in. As far as I know, Myra Burton has been dating my cousin, Reggie, since high school. Rumor has it there was going to be a wedding next year.”

			“So that’s one,” Daniel sighed.

			Kerry marked it on her list. “What about Casey McCoy?”

			Gen slowly shook her head. “I have no idea.”

			“And Gwen Nelson?” Kerry stood, pen poised over paper, ready to make a mark.

			Gen’s brows furrowed. “I believe Gwen and Alicia Godwin were dating, but it was sort of hush-hush as Ali’s parents didn’t approve of their daughter being gay. I’m not certain if they were still together at the time of Gwen’s disappearance.”

			“So that’s almost all of them, except for the one we couldn’t identify.” And that one continued to haunt Daniel. “You think one of the older council members might know her?”

			“It’s possible, but they’re not exactly speaking to us right now.” Gareth rubbed his chin. “I could order them to answer, but I will more than likely get a run-around rather than the truth.”

			“Then we assume there’s a connection to the Godwins with all of the victims, no matter what.” Gen stared at the Registry, biting her lip. “We could also comb through the Registry and see if any recently deceased wizards match up with our victims physically.”

			“It will take a while, but it’s definitely an idea.” Daniel stood. “I’ll deal with that.”

			“Thanks, bro.” Gareth clapped Daniel on the shoulder. “I love it when one of you takes one for the team.”

			Daniel knew better. “In other words, you’re thrilled you don’t have to do it.”

			“Exactly.” Again, that huge Gareth grin appeared. Gareth stood, reaching for Gen. “In the meantime, we’re going to scry one last time for the victim’s name.”

			Kerry nodded, already flipping through the Registry. “We’ll make a list of those who match and see if we come up with the same name.”

			Gareth looked at Daniel, but Daniel merely shrugged. His mate was a nurse, a scientist as far as he was concerned. If she wanted to cross her t’s and dot her i’s he wasn’t about to stop her. If anything, it would allow them to show irrefutable proof as to who the missing woman was.

			She was flipping through, muttering to herself, but her pen never touched paper until she was nearly through the wizards.

			“Irene Thomas, blonde, blue eyed, age twenty-two, a Godwin by blood, deceased.” Kerry looked up. “She’s the only one so far who fits the profile.”

			“Keep checking, just to be sure.” Daniel rubbed his hand down Kerry’s back as she leaned over the book once more.

			After a few moments of nothing but the sound of pages being flipped, Kerry shook her head. “She’s the only one.”

			“Then she has to be our unknown victim.” Daniel stared at Gareth. “Four with Godwin blood, four connected to the Godwins in some fashion.”

			“He’s killing his own. But why?”

			Gen stepped forward, the Own shivering as she clung to Gareth. “I think I know.”

			Before Gen could tell them, Kerry’s cell phone rang. “It’s my sister.” She waved her hand toward the workroom door. “I’ll take it out there. You guys keep working in here.” She absently kissed Daniel’s cheek and sashayed out, the phone to her ear. “Hi, Kelly!”

			Daniel smiled as he watched her shut the door behind her.

			“Your mating is going well?”

			He pulled his attention away from whatever his mate might be doing back to his brother. Gareth was holding Gen tight, her reaction to finding out all of the victims were associated with the Godwins all too obvious. She was pale, still trembling as she wrapped her arms around Gareth.

			“So far, so good. We still have to complete the mating.” And when they did, he would whisper the words that would place the shadow wolf on her shoulder, marking her as his. “Now.” He focused on Gen. “Tell us what you know.”

			She flinched. “It’s just a theory, but…”

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty

			“You’re what?” Kerry stared out the window, amazed. There had to be some mistake, because this was proof positive that her brother-in-law, Dennis the Menace, was actually homo sapiens, not a Neanderthal. “No way.”

			“Yup.” Kelly giggled, sounding so happy it made Kerry’s heart hurt.

			Her sister should always sound that good. While Kerry couldn’t stand Dennis, Kelly worshipped the ground the man walked on. Dennis returned the feeling, and that was enough to make Kerry tolerate him. But this? This she wasn’t ready for.

			“We’re pregnant!”

			“Holy crap.” Kerry sat down, unable to continue standing. She was going to be an aunt. “How far along are you?”

			“Eight weeks and counting. You need to come over so I can show you the ultrasound pictures.”

			Aw, shit. How did she explain to her twin that what she was asking for wasn’t possible? “I, ah…”

			“Kerry? What’s wrong?”

			“Nothing.” She was lying through her teeth, but what was the alternative? So she spit out the only thing she could think of. “Daniel and I are together.”

			“It’s about goddamn time!” Kelly sighed dramatically. “I was wondering when you two would finally start dating.”

			They were doing so much more than dating, but that wasn’t something she could share with Kelly. They were twins, but there were some things that were fundamentally different between them. Kelly was much more conservative than Kerry. “Yup. Totally dating.”

			“And boinking?”

			Boinking? Kerry burst into laughter. “Boinking? You’re a grown-ass woman, you know. You can say fu—”

			“Not in front of the children!”

			Kerry continued to laugh. “I’m pretty sure the kidney bean has no idea what we’re talking about, sis.”

			“Oh, no. You are not naming my child Bean.”

			Well, that settled that. Kerry grinned, imagining all the fun she could have with her niece or nephew, fun that would drive stuck-up Dennis up the wall. “Of course I am. I’m the cool aunt.”

			“So, when are you stopping by? I tried to call you at work, but they said you were on leave. Is everything okay?”

			Kerry took a deep breath. This was the part she knew her sister was going to fight her on. She wasn’t ready to tell her she was already gone. “I’m moving to New York.”

			Dead silence. The kind of silence that made one wonder if the other person had accidentally hung up on you.

			“Kelly?”

			Still nothing. Then, in a rapid burst, Kelly began to speak. “You can’t move to New York. I need you here. You have to go with me to Lamaze classes and go shopping for baby clothes and the nursery furniture and I can’t let you move, damn it.”

			Kerry blinked. Kelly almost never cursed. She must be seriously losing it. “Kelly, Daniel lives in New York now. He works for his brother Gareth at the hotel.”

			“Fine.” Kelly’s voice was shaking with anger. Kelly always hated it when Kerry argued with her, especially when Kelly’s mind was made up over something. “Then date someone else. You don’t need him if he won’t stay here in Pennsylvania.”

			“Kelly—”

			“No. You can’t move and that’s final.”

			Maybe Dennis could get through to Kelly. “Can you put Dennis on the phone?”

			“No.” Kelly was getting the stubborn tone Kerry knew well. “You can deal with me.”

			Kelly would have been pissed if she hadn’t heard the sheer panic in Kelly’s voice. “You’re going to be fine, sis.”

			“No, I’m not.” Kelly was beginning to cry. “You won’t be here.”

			Had the pregnancy hormones kicked in, or was Kelly having one of her normal meltdowns? “I’m not dead, you know. I’m only one state up.”

			“What if I need you to babysit? Huh? Or…Or if I need you to check the baby when she has a fever.”

			“If you need a babysitter, ask Dennis to ask one of his sisters or his brother. He’s got, like, twenty siblings.”

			“That’s not funny. He only has six.”

			“See?” Kerry tried to interject some humor. “Babysitters galore. And if the baby gets sick, call me and tell me the symptoms. I’ll tell you if I think she needs the doctor or the hospital, I promise.”

			Kelly blew out a breath. “I don’t like it.”

			“Aw, don’t pout. You need to be where you are, and I need to be where I am.”

			“But why?” The whine was also familiar. Kelly had used it to her advantage more than once. “Can’t you do what you need here?”

			“Nope.” Kelly couldn’t allow herself to be swayed as she had in the past. People often thought she was the dominant twin, but the truth was Kelly got her way more often than not when it was just between the two of them. Kerry couldn’t allow her sister to cajole her into moving back to Pennsylvania. It just wasn’t possible. Even if she wasn’t mated to Daniel, her powers weren’t bound yet. Until she found an elemental she could work with and gain power from, there was no way she could go to Pennsylvania, even for a visit.

			She especially didn’t want demons whispering in her ears while she was around her pregnant sister. Who knew what could happen to Bean? Could the demon take over the baby’s body? Could she accidentally unbind the child’s magic? She needed to talk to Gen before going to see Kelly and her baby. She wouldn’t endanger either with her wonky magic powers.

			“What do you mean ‘nope’?” Kelly’s voice became a whisper. “Is he in the room?”

			Kerry rolled her eyes. “No.”

			“Is he deliberately keeping you away from me?”

			What the fuck? Was Kelly saying what she thought her sister was saying? “No, he’s not abusing me, or separating me from friends or family, or doing any of the things assholes do before they abuse their significant other. He’s actually in the other room, doing his own thing with his brother, Gareth.”

			“Is he building a dungeon where he’ll flog you?”

			Kerry choked. “What?”

			“I’ve seen that movie, you know. He’s going to make you his sex slave.”

			“First off, I can’t believe you watched that horrible movie.”

			“I kind of liked it,” Kelly muttered.

			“Oh, do you want Dennis to enact some of the scenes?” Kelly gagged. “Ugh. Now I have to get that image out of my head.”

			“You leave my Denny alone. He’s not some kinky freak like Daniel.”

			Kelly couldn’t help it. “But you watched a kinky movie together, right? Did you and Dennis get your freak on when it was over?”

			“I plead the fifth.”

			“C’mon, Kelly.” Kerry spoke soothingly. This panic attack was so typically Kelly that Kerry had the lines down almost perfectly. She’d figure out how to get her twin out of her funk. And if that didn’t work, she’d sic Lana on her. “You know things will work out fine.”

			“No, I don’t. I keep dreaming that you’re in trouble. I want you to come home, so I can see for myself that you’re okay.”

			“I swear to you that I’m fine, Kelly.” Again, utter bullshit, but she couldn’t tell Kelly what was really going on. She’d probably never be able to tell Kelly about her magic, or the potential Bean would have to become magical. “Maybe Daniel and I can move back at some point.”

			“You’re lying to me. You’re never coming back.”

			“Kelly,” Kerry sighed. “You don’t know that.”

			“I do.” A wet sniffle signaled the crying portion of Kelly’s upcoming breakdown. “You’re abandoning me.”

			Melodrama, thy name is Kelly. “I am not!”

			The sniffles became outright crying. “My baby won’t even know you.”

			“Stop it.” If Kelly kept going she’d work herself into greater hysterics. “I’m not abandoning you, not for Daniel or anyone else. But I have to do what I have to do, just like you did. New York is my home now.”

			“You said now,” Kelly whispered.

			Kerry grunted. “I’m already here. Things…happened, and I didn’t have a choice.”

			“You always have a choice, Kerry. And you chose him.”

			“Kelly, don’t do this.” Kelly wasn’t crying anymore. She was shutting Kerry out, something she only did when Kerry did something Kelly really didn’t like.

			The click of the phone was her only answer. Kelly had hung up on her.

			Kerry’s head dropped as a slew of emotions flowed through her. Anger, betrayal, the familiar love for her twin and the need to ease Kelly’s fears all tangled together in one hell of a mess. Where was Kelly when Kerry was in the hospital, recovering from her injuries? She’d made a quick visit, bringing flowers and staying for fifteen minutes before telling Kerry she had to leave in order to fix Dennis’s dinner. But when Kerry couldn’t be by Kelly’s side the moment she demanded it, Kerry became a villain.

			Kelly would get over it. Dennis was one of the few people capable of making Kelly calm down from one of her snits. In the meantime, Kerry would concentrate on getting her magic under control and Arthur’s existence wiped off the map. There wasn’t much else Kerry could do until Kelly was ready to talk to her again.

			Daniel pulled her close, his hand resting on her hip. “How was your phone call?”

			“Great.” The lie tasted like acid on her tongue, but what could she do? They had far more pressing issues to deal with than her sister. “I’m gonna be late for my lessons. Mind if I take off?”

			Daniel exchanged a glance with Gareth. “I’m going with her.”

			Gareth nodded. “Do what you need to do. Just keep an eye on both of them for me.”

			Kerry rolled her eyes. At least she was no longer on the phone arguing with her twin. “C’mon, Daniel. Teacher doesn’t like it when I’m late.”

			Daniel took her hand. “We wouldn’t want Teacher to punish you.”

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-One

			Daniel stood watch as Gen attempted to teach Kerry how to use her magic. So far it was going exactly as he’d expected.

			“Kerry,” Gen sighed. “Warlocks don’t speak Parseltongue.”

			“Damn.” Kerry pouted. “That would have been so cool.”

			Daniel bit back his chuckle at Gen’s peeved look. This was the most fun he’d had in weeks.

			“What about wingard—”

			“No.” Gen looked ready to strangle Kerry. “We don’t make feathers fly using fictional words.”

			“But they’re not fictional, not entirely. They’re based on Latin,” Kerry argued.

			“Just…” Gen pinched the bridge of her nose. “Point your wand at the feather, please.”

			Kerry shrugged and did so.

			“Now. Think of the feather floating. This is a very simple spell, one that doesn’t truly require words. Only the stronger workings require complexity.”

			“I thought you guys rhymed for everything.” Kerry frowned, the tip of her wand trembling as she stared at the feather.

			“Focus through the wand, not your eyes. The wand will amplify your power, much as an athame will.” Gen stood and adjusted Kerry’s position until Kerry was sighting down the length of the wand. “There. Try that first. Eventually it will be second nature to use your tools.”

			“Shouldn’t it be a simple matter of will? I mean, you say think of the feather floating and it will, but you make use of tools to attain your desired result.” The feather jiggled, and Kerry crowed. “Woot!” Kerry started dancing around the room, singing at the top of her lungs, “I’m a badass! I’m a badass!”

			Daniel couldn’t stop the chuckle from escaping, earning a glare from Gen. “What? She’s cute.”

			Gen’s scowl turned to a soft smile. She shook her head. “Very good, Kerry, but you lost focus and the feather didn’t float.”

			“Poo on you for raining on my parade.” Kerry stuck her tongue out at Gen, then sighted down the wand at the feather. “Pow. Float, you motherfucker.”

			The feather jerked before ascending at a rapid pace toward the ceiling.

			“Yes!” Kerry began her victory dance once more, her hips moving from side to side as she circled under the floating feather. “Float, you bastard.”

			Daniel remembered the euphoria of casting his first spell. It wasn’t a feather float, like Kerry was practicing. Instead, his parents had him practice flipping a light switch on and off until he could do it without using his wand.

			That joy now infected his mate.

			“Okay.” Kerry plopped down on the floor and crossed her legs. “Now what?”

			Gen pointed up. “Take the feather back down.”

			Kerry glanced up, shrugged, and said, “Down, boy.”

			The feather floated gently to the ground, landing right at Kerry’s feet.

			“Did you feel that? The power bleeding out of you?”

			Daniel frowned. That didn’t sound good, but from Gen’s expression it must have been something normal for warlocks who weren’t yet bound to a power source.

			“Yes. That was the backed-up power you told me about, right?” Kerry seemed to have come to the same conclusion, because she didn’t seem worried about it.

			Gen nodded. “Once you’re bound to the elemental you choose, that power bleed will feel completely different. You’ll feel power come into you and flow out of you, like you’re a conduit for it rather than the source of it.”

			“That makes sense.”

			“You then take the energy provided and manipulate it until it does as you wish.”

			Kerry tilted her head. “Can I ask something?”

			“Of course.” Gen beamed, like a teacher with a prized pupil.

			“Why do elementals, gods and demons want to bond with us?”

			Gen’s expression froze. “What?”

			“Think about it. We get their power. What do they get in return?”

			Gen blinked. “Well. I can only answer as an Own. For Her, she gets a warrior willing to use her gifts to hunt down black magic users. As for the others?” Gen shrugged. “A demon gets a willing soul. An elemental gets someone who will act on behalf of the element they represent.”

			“Meaning? Because everyone wants me to bond with an elemental, and I’d like to know what bargain I’m making here.”

			“Good question. You remember how we discussed a warlock bonded to a fire elemental might direct a forest fire for the best results?” Gen waited until Kerry nodded. “It would be similar work for any of the elementals.”

			“So it’s a work-for-hire type of bond?” Kerry grimaced. “That sounds fun.”

			“Would you rather work for a demon?” Daniel held up his hands when Kerry pointed the wand at him. “Whoa there, badass. Don’t make me hit the ceiling too.”

			“No, but I’d rather not find myself running around at the whims of an elemental, either.” She blew her hair off her face. “Guess I don’t have a choice though. It’s the only choice I can make.”

			No, it wasn’t.

			Daniel leaned back against the wall, absently listening as Gen continued the lesson. Something was rattling around in the back of his mind, politely tapping to get his attention. Hadn’t they said that there was a way for a warlock to bond with a person? “What about people?”

			Gen glanced at him. “What do you mean?”

			He needed to know if it truly was possible, and Gen was the best one to ask. “Didn’t we talk about legends of people bonding with warlocks?”

			“Yes, but it occurs so rarely that I have no idea what happens to either the warlock or the bond mate.”

			“Would it be in the Registry?” Daniel pushed off the wall and began to pace. “If there are successful pairings, it might be there.”

			“Most warlocks—”

			“I don’t care about most warlocks. I care about one.” Daniel pointed at Kerry. “My warlock.”

			Gen bit her lip. “We could try, but all it would say was whether or not the warlock was bound to a person, not what the bond actually entailed.”

			“I’m willing to risk it.” If it meant Kerry would not have to bond with something she didn’t want to, he’d throw himself into the bond and never regret it, even if it meant halving his power. It would just take him twice the amount of time to cast rituals, but Kerry would be his in every single way.

			His wolf was thrilled with the idea. The image of his wolf panting with glee, his tongue hanging out and a silly doggie smile on its face filled Daniel’s head. “We can do this. My wolf is in agreement. He wants us to do this.”

			“That’s one hell of a commitment, especially when we don’t know the consequences.” Gen glanced between Kerry and Daniel. “Are you certain this is the route you want to take?”

			“Yes,” Daniel replied before Kerry could even open her mouth.

			“Will it hurt him? Or his wolf?” Kerry’s expression was full of fear. “I can’t allow harm to come to either of them.”

			While the reason for her fear made him happy, the fact that she felt it at all drove him nuts. “I’ll be okay, I swear it.”

			She looked at him in disbelief. “Gen?”

			“As far as I’m aware of it wouldn’t harm Daniel, but his wolf? I’m not sure.” Gen bit her lip. “There are just too many unknowns.”

			“Then let’s make them known.” Daniel put his hand on Gen’s shoulder. “If this works, we can tell those kids of Zach’s that there are alternatives out there for them, more than just demons, gods and elementals.”

			“The problem would be convincing other magics to bond with them, but…” Gen nodded, her shoulders straightening. “It’s worth it to save the next generation of warlocks. Let’s try it.”

			“Uh, do I get a say in this?” Kerry had her hands on her hips, her wand dangling by her thigh.

			“Nope.” Daniel grinned at her, pleased that he’d come up with such a simple solution.

			“Oh really?” She pointed the wand at him.

			“Would you rather join with an elemental?” The idea that she’d pick something she found distasteful rather than bond with him hurt him to his core.

			“No. Of course not.” She sniffed. “But a girl likes to be asked, you know.”

			If that was what she wanted, he’d do it. “Will you let me be your magic battery?”

			“Yup.” Kerry kissed him on the cheek. “Now let’s get back to teaching me how to be an even bigger badass than I already am.”

			Daniel sighed in relief as Kerry and Gen began working together once more. It was going to be all right. Kerry would bond to him, and their magic would blend together forever.

			He could hardly wait.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Two

			Daniel was crazy, but it was the good kind of crazy. He was giving up so much just to make her happy. She couldn’t imagine being brave enough to offer half her power to someone else, even a lover.

			He’d done it without a second thought, insisting it was the best way to give Kerry power without the dangers associated with an elemental bonding. If he was right, and this worked, she’d be closer to him than anyone, even her twin.

			Somehow, that seemed right too.

			The door to their apartment—and she was truly beginning to think of it as hers—closed behind them. “Damn. Long day.”

			“Too long?” Daniel wrapped his arms around her from behind, putting his chin on her shoulder. Whenever they were together he seemed to have this need to touch her, hold her no matter what was going on around them.

			“Why? What are you thinking?”

			Her hunch was proven correct when his hands slid to her waist. “What do you think I’m thinking?”

			“Polka.”

			He burst into laughter. “Fuck no. Not even on a bet. But you’re close.”

			“Hmm.” She stroked her chin. “Naked mamba.”

			“Ooh, one of my favorites.” He kissed the side of her neck and let her go. “But not quite.”

			She watched, confused, as he moved over to his stereo. Music filled the room, a soft, romantic tune she’d never have expected from the gruff Daniel.

			He turned back to her, his arms open, patiently waiting for her to join him.

			Accepting his invitation, Kerry stepped into Daniel’s arms. “What’s going on?”

			“We’ve both had a rough time of it. I thought we could just use a little us time.” Daniel danced her slowly through the room, his arms clasped lightly behind her back. “Besides, you cast your first spell. Congratulations, baby.”

			“So this is a celebration?” She tilted her head, smiling. “I could go for that. We haven’t had a whole lot to celebrate recently.”

			“You made me proud today.” Daniel’s arms tightened. “You’re picking up spellcasting quickly. It took me two weeks to learn to flip a light switch on and off.”

			“Really?” She grinned up at him, flushing with pride.

			“Yup. You’ll find certain types of spells come easier for you than others. I still have trouble with illusion spells.” He chuckled. “Not nearly as bad as Zach though.”

			She wrapped her arms around his neck and danced with him. “What did Zach do?”

			“Well, it was when we just realized he might be a witch instead of a wizard. The thought that he was also an Own hadn’t crossed any of our minds. We were just glad we might have figured out why his magic always seemed off, or weak. Anyway, Annabelle wanted him to change the color of a flower to purple using an illusion spell. Instead of the flower, he got all of Chris’s living room. And it wasn’t an illusion.”

			Kerry’s eyes went wide. “Are you kidding me?”

			“Nope. Funniest thing I ever saw. It was like Barney puked all over the place.”

			“Ew.” She wrinkled her nose.

			“It took Chris, Annabelle and Lana to fix it, but Chris decided to keep the purple in the fireplace tiles to remind him that power wasn’t everything. Family was.”

			“That’s sweet.” And just like Chris. She could totally picture him doing that, the big sap. No matter how growly any of the Beckett brothers became, when it came to their family they were big old saps. “Now tell me a story about you.”

			“What do you want to know?”

			The song changed, still soft and sweet. Had he set this up ahead of time? “Tell me about a spell you messed up.”

			Daniel grimaced. “There was this movie I saw where witches used illusions to change their faces. They used the spell to look like one another, and I thought that would be something neat. I could change into Chris or Zach, do something I wanted to do but knew would get me in trouble, and they’d be blamed for it.”

			“Not Gareth?”

			“Not on a bet.” He shuddered. “Even when we were kids he was the alpha out of the four of us. He’d have kicked my ass if I tried that.”

			“So, you changed your face and…?”

			He rolled his eyes. “Forgot one little teensy detail.”

			“Your scent?”

			He nodded woefully. “My dad figured out what was up pretty quick and I got double the punishment. Once for doing what he’d told me not to, which was play with Gareth’s new motorized scooter, and the other for trying to lay the blame on Zach. He told me it was a betrayal of the bond we had, not just between me and him but me and Zach. When Zach found out, he was so hurt by what I tried to do that we both wound up crying and I vowed never to do it again. Ever since, I’ve sucked at illusion spells.”

			“It was a pretty nasty thing to do.”

			“I was twelve, new to my power, and thought I knew everything.”

			“And found out you knew nothing.” She understood better than he thought. “Kelly and I would switch up sometimes, pretending to be each other. I’d take the heat for something she did. Our parents could tell us apart, but our friends we could fool.”

			“You wouldn’t fool me, not even for a second.” He pulled her closer so that her head rested on his chest. “Your scent is a part of me now. I’d never confuse the two of you.”

			“You’ve met Kelly. Do we smell similar?” She’d always wondered how deep the similarities went. Identical twins weren’t completely identical, at least on a DNA level. Scientists had found that there were minor genetic differences between them.

			“Nope. I can tell you’re siblings, but you both have unique scents.” He frowned as if trying to figure out how to explain it to her in a way she could understand. “Think of it like fingerprints. Each fingerprint is unique from person to person, even twins. Your scent is the same.” He inhaled deeply, his chest rumbling in satisfaction. “You smell much better.”

			“Let’s see if you say the same thing when I come home after a long shift in the ER and I’m covered in blood and puke.” Man, she missed her job. It wasn’t the ER so much as the desire to help people, to give it her all and save a life or know that she’d done her best against all the odds.

			“You want to go back to medicine.”

			It was a statement, not a question, so she treated it as such. “Definitely. Healing people is my passion. The work is grueling, the hours are long, and we’re always being bellowed at for one thing or another.”

			“Then why do you do it?” Daniel rested his chin on top of her head, their movements slowing down as the talked quietly.

			“When someone is wheeled away and you know he’s going to live, it’s the best feeling in the world. I gave them that chance. I eased the pain, made it so they could breathe again. And when someone doesn’t make it, it hurts so badly you want to cry, but you can’t. Someone else needs you, so you move on to the next patient brought in, and pray this time is the time he gets wheeled away rather than covered up.”

			“You’ve kept your head no matter what life throws at you. I know I’ve given you a hard time, but I need you to be aware of how I feel.” Daniel rubbed his chin across the top of her head. “It’s an honor to have you as a mate.”

			It wasn’t quite the words she’d longed for, but still, her heart skipped a beat. “Thank you.”

			“You’re welcome.”

			They danced together in silence. Kerry was simply enjoying the quiet time with her lover, feeling his warmth against her as they moved. Nothing could touch them now, not the Godwins, not a demonic voice. All she needed was right here, in Daniel’s arms.

			As the third song ended Daniel kissed her. It was slow and sweet, just as the music was. She couldn’t imagine being anywhere else but right here in his arms, holding him tight.

			If only he’d told her he loved her, everything would have been perfect. But she was patient. She’d learned to be on the emergency room floor, waiting to see if a patient would respond to their treatment or not. She could wait for Daniel to say those three little words.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Three

			“It looks like, from what we can gather, that Arthur is going after Godwins.” Daniel tightened his hold on Kerry. “And not just any Godwins. He’s going after the ones who rejected him, or are related to those who rejected him.”

			“But…” Kerry tugged free and picked up the list of victims. “They were all blonde and blue eyed.”

			“A red herring,” Daniel growled, “but not exactly that either.”

			“It’s a Godwin trait.” Gen, holding Gareth, smiled bitterly. “We’re either blonde or tend to be attracted to blondes, so that hair color runs in the family. A dark-haired Godwin is considered unnatural, and the parents are looked at as if the mother had an affair.”

			“That’s fucked up.” Kerry put the list down. “Blondes might be dominant, but you could have the recessive genes for a brunette.”

			Gen nodded. “But I know my family. It might not make sense to you, but to the Godwins, a brunette child is an embarrassment, something to be hidden away, or even given up for adoption.”

			“You’re joking, right?” Kerry laughed, glancing between Gareth and Gen. Her laughter slowly died. “You’re not kidding.”

			“No, they aren’t.” Daniel saw Gareth snarl before he got himself back under control.

			“That’s stupid! It’s not the kid’s fault if they have brown hair.”

			“But they treat the child exactly like that.” Gen’s sorrowful expression said it all. “And there’s been nothing I could do about it until now.”

			“I’m going to set up someplace for those children to go. The Godwins aren’t the only ones pulling this bullshit. Some of the so-called upper wizard families have done the same, for far less reasons than hair color. Someone like Zach would have been sent away long before it was discovered what he truly is, rather than cherished simply for being Zachary.” Gareth nodded to Kerry. “And I want your help doing it.”

			Kerry held out her hand. “Consider me your Mary Poppins.”

			Gareth’s crown flared to life. “Done.”

			Daniel shook with the force of his brother’s deal with Kerry. Every wizard would now know the King had done something binding, just not what. It was up to Gareth to inform them when he was ready.

			Daniel would just have to deal with the questions.

			Kerry turned to Gen. “Your relatives must love Gareth then.”

			“Oh, yeah.” Gareth rolled his eyes. “We have tea parties all the fuckin’ time.”

			“And we think he’s going after the women because he believes they’re weaker than him.” Daniel was furious. Kerry was in Arthur’s sights because of her fucking hair color? Gen’s theory made sense, but only after hearing the whys of it.

			“That, too, is bullshit.” Kerry glared at him as if she thought Daniel might even microscopically agree with Arthur.

			“I know that.” Daniel shrugged. “Just…listen.”

			Kerry nodded and settled on the edge of the work table, her hands cupping the edges. “Lay it on me.”

			Oh, how Daniel wished he could, but right now all he could do was back Gen up. Everything Gen had told him made sense, in a sick, twisted sort of way. “According to Gen, Arthur has always been a bit prejudiced when it comes to females.”

			“He’s always believed we were lesser beings, dragged about the world by our emotions rather than clear logic.” Gen’s expression was sad. This was her big brother, after all, and the knowledge that he’d hated her all along seemed to be an old hurt that never quite healed. “Using the females to fuel his spell and hurt his relatives at the same time would make perfect sense in his world.”

			Daniel nodded. “Knowing Arthur’s personality, Gen figured out who the next victim most likely is.” He held up his hand and began ticking off names. “First would be Gen herself. As his sister, she was the first to reject him, the first female to defy him.”

			“Plus she’s blonde and blue-eyed, just his type.” Gareth’s smile was full of wicked-sharp teeth.

			“Second would be you. You’re not only the one that got away, you’re the one that sassed him when he had you tied up and terrified.” Of that, Daniel had no doubt. Kerry had been brave enough to call Davis Godwin a coward while tied up and helpless. He would be surprised to find she hadn’t said far more to Davis’s sons.

			“I did. When Hugh threatened to rape me I laughed and asked him what he’d use since he didn’t have a dick. And I told Arthur he was nothing more than Daddy’s little bitch boy.” She grinned viciously. “I got one hell of a beating for it, but I’d do the same now.”

			Daniel grinned right back, so proud he could burst. She was a true wolf’s mate, savage when need be but nurturing as well. “That’s my girl.”

			“The last victim would be Meredith Godwin, Aunt Vivian’s daughter.” Gen grimaced. “She, like my aunt, wants nothing to do with our branch of the family. If she saw Arthur she’d spit in his face.”

			“She’d do the same to you if I allowed either of them in my court,” Gareth growled, his shoulders tense. “I hate that bitch.”

			“She’s a little older than Arthur’s preference, but killing her would hurt my aunt more than anything else in this world.”

			“And cause a war between Gen and the rest of the Godwins until death do you part.” Kerry pinched the bridge of her nose. “It could conceivably continue down generations, just as the original Beckett-Godwin feud did.”

			“Exactly.” Gen sighed and turned to Gareth. “We might need to—”

			“No. I’m not allowing either of them back at court.” Gareth’s expression said it all. There was no way he’d bow to Gen on this one.

			Daniel couldn’t blame him. Vivian Godwin had done everything in her power to remove Genevieve as his consort, all because Gen was a warlock. Not only was she a warlock, she was a Godwin warlock, a disgrace to the line. Having Gen reign beside Gareth had shoved Vivian into doing more than merely disowning Gen. Vivian had tried to turn both court and council against Gen, earning not only Gareth’s wrath but the rest of the Becketts as well. Gareth had eventually been forced to dissolve the Council and exile Vivian Godwin, and her closest allies, from court.

			No. Gareth would not allow Vivian back, not for all the magic in the world.

			Gen nodded. “Very well. But we can send someone to guard Meredith until this is resolved.”

			Gareth slowly nodded. “That I can do.”

			“Thank you.” Gen kissed Gareth on the cheek, making him smile.

			“Getting to Gen will be damn near impossible for Arthur.” Daniel knew exactly how close an eye Gareth was keeping on his mate. More than once he’d shadowed Gen when she didn’t know it. It had paid off at least once, when Vivian had decided to confront Gen on her own and try to shame Gen into leaving Gareth. He doubted Gen even knew his presence had been deliberate rather than coincidence. “The same goes for Kerry. One of us will be guarding her at all times.”

			Gareth shot him a determined look. Yes, Gareth would watch out for Kerry, just as Daniel looked out for Gen. “So that leaves Meredith?”

			“I think so.” Gen didn’t seem to notice the by-play between Gareth and Daniel. “Truth be told, I can’t think of anyone else who might be an eligible victim.”

			“Then we place plenty of guards around her, unseen ones. If he takes her, we have him.”

			“We should make sure he’s not after either Gen or Kerry.” Daniel waved his hand. “We can set up wards and charms to alert us if he’s on the move.”

			“Excellent idea.” Gareth clapped him on the shoulder, preparing to leave Daniel’s workroom. “You take care of that.”

			Daniel tilted his head. “Why is it whenever I come up with an idea I’m the one to make it happen?”

			“I have no idea.” Gareth waved. “See you tomorrow. Don’t do anything I would do.”

			Kerry coughed. “That leaves a lot of stuff still open, you know.”

			Gareth winked at her. “Don’t be too sure of that.” He closed the door behind him. Daniel could hear Gen squeal followed by the thundering sound of footfalls racing from his apartment.

			He turned to Kerry, his mouth open to ask her if she wanted to go to bed, but her upraised hand stopped him. “I know, I know.” She blew her hair out of her face. “Don’t go anywhere without the secret service, stay in your apartment or Gareth’s at all times, no heading down to Starbucks for a quickie, bug Gareth until he lets Gen out to play with me—”

			“I trust you.” His wolf wasn’t so sure, but Daniel silenced it. Locking Kerry up, appealing as that was, wasn’t the answer. “You know what you’re doing.”

			She ran her fingers through her hair. “Thanks for that.”

			“So. What happened? Who called you?” It had been driving him crazy since she’d entered the workroom. She’d looked so distraught before she pasted that fake smile on her face he’d almost called off the meeting. He wanted to find the person responsible for upsetting his mate and gnaw on their bones.

			“My sister.”

			Or not. Damn it. Family drama he understood. “What happened?”

			“She’s pissed at me.” Kerry tried to smile, but again it was fake as glass diamonds, shiny but of no real value. “She’s also pregnant.”

			Daniel whistled. “Congratulations.”

			“Thanks. She wants me to come and help with pretty much everything, but I’m worried. The demons have been pretty quiet lately since I told them to fuck off, but what if they could get to Bean? I don’t want that.”

			Bean? “You named your niece or nephew Bean?”

			This time the smile was real. “She didn’t want me to curse, and I told her the kidney bean wouldn’t know the difference. Then she ordered me not to call the baby Bean.”

			“Ah.” Bean it was, then. “Don’t talk about the demons. It might bring their attention to you again.”

			Her eyes widened. “Really?”

			What the fuck did he know? He wasn’t a warlock. “I’m not sure, but I’d rather be safe than sorry.”

			“Good point.” She blew out a breath. “How are we going to get all of this work done? Set up a school slash orphanage for kids, take care of the teens you and Zach found, get my magic under control and take care of Arthur?”

			“One step at a time.” He hugged her tight, rubbing her back when she sagged against him. “It’s all we can do. We ask our family for help and we git’er done.”

			She chuckled, but it was broken. “Your family, not mine.”

			He rubbed her shoulder, right where his mark would go. “I wouldn’t be so certain of that.”

			She clutched his shirt tightly in his hands. “Thank you.”

			“For what?”

			She looked up at him, her weariness visible in the circles under her eyes and her quivering lip. “For not running away the moment I arrived.”

			“Pfft. As if you wouldn’t have run me to ground.” He rubbed his cheek on top of her head, scent marking her to appease his wolf.

			“Like an injured llama.”

			“Llama?” Where had she come up with that one?

			“Don’t wolves hunt llamas?”

			“Not that I’m aware of.”

			“You have something against them?”

			He pulled away and stared down at her. “You’re crazy.”

			She shrugged. “Llama haters gonna hate.”

			“Bed, crazy person.” He turned her and nudged her gently toward the door. “We’ll deal with your powers tomorrow.”

			She saluted smartly and marched out the door. Daniel followed, careful to lock his workroom door, and their theories, behind him. Even if he trusted Mac and the rest of his family, he wouldn’t take any chances that others could get into his apartment and rifle through his stuff.

			Call him paranoid, but he’d rather be called that than right.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Four

			Kerry shook her head as the fog lifted. In front of her was a pair of double doors she’d only seen in passing. She was pretty sure they led to the ballroom, but why would she be there? She was supposed to be somewhere else, but she couldn’t quite remember why.

			Her hair was pulled up into a complicated knot, and she wore a dress of deep green silk that brushed the top of her silver heels. The silk was warm against her skin, but still she shivered in the cold chill that seemed to seep from beneath those double doors.

			She could hear laughter and music on the other side, the sound of dozens of voices having a grand time. Kerry cautiously placed her hands on the doorknobs, ready to open the doors and find out what the hell was going on.

			The freezing knobs made her gasp and pull her hands back, but the doors opened anyway, revealing the ballroom of the wizard king. Purple drapes, the color of wizard magic, hung from the windows. The blazing purple crown of the king was embroidered on white silk banners hung between the multiple windows, high above the dance floor. A live band played for the dancers, a soft waltz that made conversation possible. The riot of color against the black evening wear of the men was stunning.

			But it was one person in particular who caught her eye. She walked over, confused as hell. “Kelly?” Why was she seeing Kelly laughing and chatting away in a ballroom, surrounded by the wizard court? Kelly wasn’t supposed to be here. “What are you doing?”

			Kelly simply laughed, her red silk dress rustling as she bopped Kerry on the head. “Silly, we both belong here. Remember?”

			Kerry blinked, staring around the room in confusion. Something definitely wasn’t right. “Where’s Dennis?”

			“Who?” Kelly laughed again. “You need to lay off of Lana’s Mai Tai’s.” She turned back to the man she was chatting with, a tall, blond man with stunning dark gray eyes. “As I was saying, finding out I was a warlock was just as shocking for me as it was for Kerry.”

			Kerry swallowed hard. What the fuck? “She totally freaked out,” she found herself replying. The memory of how Kelly had gone ape-shit before bonding to a fire elemental suddenly popped into her head.

			“But now Kerry and I can be together again, so it worked out for the best.” Kelly put her hand on the man’s arm. Her fingertips gently caressed his forearm, tangling with his fingers. “Now, about that dance.”

			The man bowed. “I’d be delighted, Lady Kelly.”

			Kelly waved a cheery good-bye. “Find a partner, Kerry. This ball is for us, after all.”

			It was? Why? She wasn’t part of the wizard court, not if she was a warlock.

			“Perhaps you’ll accept me as a partner, hmm?”

			Kelly gasped as warm, familiar arms wrapped around her waist. She wanted to bask in his body heat, her mind betraying her as it shut down at his touch. “Sure.”

			He turned her, bowing as the music slowed. “My lady.” He twirled them onto the dance floor. His hand on her waist was so hot it burned. She wouldn’t be at all surprised to find scorch marks on the silk when she got back to her room.

			His twinkling brown eyes showed possessiveness no one had shown her before. His hand in hers felt more real than anything else in that ballroom, even Kelly’s presence. Nothing had prepared Kerry for the depth of her attraction to this man with the deep brown eyes and hair so dark it was almost black. “Who are you?”

			One dark brow rose in surprise. “Who do you think I am?”

			She glared at him, unwilling to play games even with someone so handsome. “Your name.”

			He flinched. “Ah, sorry, my lady. I thought you knew. I am Ryder Mastema, a friend of King Gareth’s.”

			Gareth? The wizard king? Why did that name make her feel guilty? “How do you know King Gareth?”

			He smiled, his perfect teeth brilliantly white against his dark-toned skin. “We went to college together.”

			Ah. “So you know his brothers as well, then?”

			He frowned. “Brothers? King Gareth has no brothers.”

			Now she knew something was off. She pulled away from her partner, ignoring the anger that flashed across his face. “Fuck this place.” She whirled around on her heel and headed for the double doors, ignoring the calls of those around her to stay. She placed her hands on the doorknobs and pulled, but nothing happened.

			She pushed, and still nothing happened. She was locked inside this stupid dream, more than likely playing hot and cold with a fucking demon.

			“You can’t leave, not yet,” that seductive, deep voice whispered against her neck. His hands wrapped around her waist, trying to pull her back against him. “We haven’t finished our dance.”

			Kerry’s eyes narrowed. “Take your hands off of me.”

			“Shh.” His hands caressed her hips as his lips barely touched her neck. “We have a lifetime to argue. Let’s just enjoy the moment.”

			“I said, get your fucking hands off me.” She clenched her fists, ready to do whatever was necessary to bring him down.

			“Tsk.” Kelly stood next to her, blue eyes blazing in fury. “You’re making a scene, Kerry. Get back on the dance floor and stop embarrassing me.”

			Kerry had every intention of hopping on her nopetopus and nope-ing her way right the fuck out of there. “I warned you.”

			“Kerry—”

			Kerry didn’t need to listen to one more damn thing any of the demons in this dream had to say. She’d beat them all down if she had to. She was getting out of here, and returning to…wherever the fuck she was supposed to be.

			She slammed her heel down onto the top of the man’s foot. She waited a moment for him to howl and hop away from her before she spun and kicked him right in the balls. As he fell to his knees, she held her arms over her head. “Goal!”

			“Kerry!” Kelly went to slap her, but Kerry wasn’t having it. She grabbed Kelly’s wrist and twisted, dropping Kelly to her knees right beside the dark-haired man. “You’re not my twin.”

			Kelly hissed, her lips widening obscenely, her mouth filled with sharp, needle-like teeth that oozed a clear liquid. “You belong to us.”

			“I belong to me, and you can’t have me.” She kicked the fake Kelly right in the mouth.

			Kelly fell to the floor, howling in pain and rage.

			Kerry spun, kicking the dark-haired man in the head before he could get up, but the heels didn’t have as much impact as she’d hoped. Ryder Mastema stood, his body and limbs elongating, stretching until he was towering over her. His spindly arms swept in front of him, barely missing her when she ducked.

			“The bigger they are, the harder they fall.” Kerry ran right into the middle of the crowd, desperately trying to kick off her heels. They were less than useless now that she’d balled him; he was too tall for her to repeat the kick anyway.

			Kerry was stunned as the people she ran through smeared together like sidewalk chalk in rain, their colors mingling until there was nothing left but a brownish pile of ick. The tattered curtains, no longer royal purple but blackened by fire and age, swayed in a breeze that smelled of death. The banners of the king were smudged with soot and gray with time, the purple crown’s colors darkened and running down the silk. Cracked tiles tripped her as she ran, the demon chasing her scratching its claws along the walls. Its arms had stretched so wide that its claws were shredding the drapes and banners.

			“Shit shit shit.” Kerry abandoned her need to get rid of the damn shoes. She just kept running, aware she had no real weapons to fight something like this.

			Was this how the demons won when seduction failed? Scare the victim into acceptance, or run them down to the point of exhaustion where the only reasonable option was to say yes or die?

			Kerry would die first. She would not submit, not now, not ever.

			Behind her the demon howled its rage, the sound shaking the foundation of the world. The castle tilted and cracked, part of the walls falling away to reveal a dark, endless void of pain and despair. It pulsed against her skin as she ran, thick and cloying, slowing her down despite her best efforts to keep on going.

			She would not be beat. Not like this. She had to get free, had to get to…

			To who? Damn it, if she could only remember!

			The floor behind her began to crumble, the stones falling into the darkness. If she didn’t keep running, she’d fall too, consumed by the lake of despair, lost forever inside her own mind.

			She had to keep going. No way in hell would the demon get her body.

			She stumbled again, her shoes catching on another crack. Behind her, laughter filled the bubbling air as the darkness closed in on her, trying to drown her. Kerry’s life flashed before her eyes, her fight with her sister, her job taken from her, her life nearly destroyed by warlocks. She’d been unbound, her powers freed, but without a source Kerry couldn’t touch them. That wasn’t the way to save herself.

			Or was it?

			Kerry began to focus. If this really was a dream, then she could control it. It was her mind, not the demon’s. And this was going to stop now.

			Kerry whirled around, picturing a solid floor beneath her feet, a floating disk that would stay above the lake and away from the darkness. To her surprise, it worked. A flaring disk of clear, green light appeared beneath her, solid as anything she’d ever stood on. Kerry stared at the demon as it once again howled in rage, shaking everything but Kerry. “I told you. Let. Me. Go.”

			It hissed at her, it’s long arms stretching, reaching for her.

			Kerry held up her hand. It sparked with green light, ready to fire at the demon if it got any closer. “Let me go!”

			“You are mine, warlock, as are all of your kind.” Any seduction was gone from its voice. Rage and possession filled the demon’s tone, its face a twisted mask of hatred and arrogance. “Nothing you do can save you from me.”

			Kerry smiled. “Think again.” She lifted her hand and fired at the demon, watching in glee as her fire sent it tumbling into the black abyss.

			She fist-pumped, roaring “Yes!” as everything around her settled. The palace, both light and dark, were gone, only the white mist of her dreaming mind left behind.

			“Now.” She put her hands on her hips as she looked around. “How the fuck do I get out of here?”

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Five

			Daniel gasped and sat straight up in bed. He’d dreamed that Kerry was lost to him in a white mist, running from demons who would enslave her soul. He’d tried to find her, following the brief sightings of golden hair and a green gown, but in the end he hadn’t been able to catch up to her.

			He’d lost her. She’d never stand by his side again, smiling and joking and driving him insane with her antics. He couldn’t breathe over the feeling of loss, his heart pounding as his wolf cried out in despair.

			“Bad dream?”

			Daniel’s eyes widened as his heart stopped. Slowly he turned to find Kerry standing next to him, his robe over her shoulders and belted loosely around her waist. Her hair was rumpled and defying gravity. Her eyes were bloodshot, and her hands were shaking as they clutched the lapels of his robe.

			She’d never looked more beautiful. “Fuck, sweetheart.” He tugged on the belt, dragging her close so he could hug her tight. “I thought…”

			“What?”

			He nestled his face against her stomach, breathing deeply. Her scent and his mingled in the fabric. If he’d been a cat, he would have been purring. Instead, his wolf wanted out, wanted to check their mate and make sure nothing bad had happened to her in the moments they’d thought her gone.

			“Daniel?” Her hands ran through his hair, soothing his chaotic thoughts. “What’s wrong?”

			“I dreamt I’d lost you.” She stiffened, and he knew, deep inside, it hadn’t truly been a dream. He lifted his head and pulled her down onto the bed, holding her gaze steadily while she fidgeted. “I almost did, didn’t I?”

			She nodded. “I won though.”

			“By how much?” Because from what he saw, it was almost a total loss.

			She held up her hand and pressed her forefinger and thumb together. “This much.”

			Daniel’s howl was filled with outrage. The demons had invaded her dreams, almost taken her while she lay next to him. She hadn’t been safe, even in his den.

			“Daniel!”

			He realized he’d truly been howling, the sound still vibrating off the walls. “We finish the bonding tonight.”

			“Yes, Daniel.” She tilted her head, baring her neck to him. It was a surprisingly submissive move from his strong-willed mate. “Make me officially yours.”

			Daniel bent, biting gently down on her offered flesh. “Right here. The wolf will go right here.” He licked the area, his wolf rumbling in his mind, the two of them joined by one thought. “Mine.”

			She blinked up at him, those gorgeous blue eyes of hers darkening with want. “Yours.”

			Daniel claimed those full lips in a kiss that sent his senses reeling. Sweet and hot, her taste exploded on his tongue, driving him even closer to muttering the final words of the spell.

			Kerry was his mate, his love. No demon would claim what was his. They would perform the binding in the morning, placing his magic in her delicate hands.

			She would be safe, and Daniel would forever have her in his soul.

			Kerry cried out when Daniel moved down her body and sucked her clit into his mouth. He traced her delicate hole, dipping inside her for a taste before stroking across her clit, teasing her with light touches as she bucked against his mouth. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him steady as she rode his mouth. He lapped, sucked, nipped and nibbled until she was drenched and panting.

			“Please, Daniel.” She sounded desperate, her voice breathless, her hands trembling as she tugged on his hair. “Fuck me.”

			He began nibbling on her clit, sucking it into his mouth and stroking it with his tongue. Her groans drove him on, the desperate need to make her come driving him to continue no matter how much she begged.

			She was getting close. He could feel it in the trembling of her thighs, see it in the way her toes were curling. He pulled his tongue from her pussy, holding her steady with one hand while he nipped at her clit and pressed a single finger inside her wet pussy. He kept a steady suction on her clit, tonguing it until she was screeching around him, her orgasm shuddering through her, damn near squeezing his finger off.

			“No one else can have you.” Sinking into her wet heat he rode her hard, more than eager to spill into her warm depths. “You are mine and only mine.”

			“Yours.” Panting, she tilted her head, exposing her neck to his heated gaze.

			“Yes.” Bending down he nipped her neck, biting through the skin, tasting her blood on his tongue for the first time. He damn near spilled into her then and there, but Kerry needed to come one more time. He needed to feel her spasm around him, know he’d brought her pleasure beyond anything any other man had ever given her.

			The desire to hold her, claim her, mark her as his own was driving him to pound into her. His wolf was almost completely in charge. The only thing either of them regretted was the inability to knot their mate, tying them together to prolong her orgasm.

			He lapped at the mark on her neck, where the shadow wolf would appear. He was desperate to speak the words, but the feel of her distracted him. She was clenching down on him, forcing him to focus on Kerry rather than the spell.

			“Mine.” It was all he could say as he fucked her. Her cries filled the room, matched only by his growls.

			It was too much for both of them. Kerry came with a scream, her pussy walls clamping down on him so hard he saw stars. His orgasm ripped through him, pouring into her until he was hers just as much as she was his.

			He collapsed on top of her, nuzzling the bite mark on her neck. He whispered the final words to finish the spell and mark her for all time as his.

			“Kindled is love,

			Kindled is flame,

			And on my love

			I lay my claim.

			With the ending of this spell

			May my shadow guard her well.

			By the power of earth and fire,

			Bind unto me my heart’s desire.

			By the power of air and sea,

			As I will so mote it be.”

			The bite mark turned, twisting, darkening, until the shadow of a black wolf rested on her skin.

			Seeing it there, knowing that she was his now for eternity, brought tears to his eyes. “Kerry.”

			When she turned her head back to face him, she was crying, silent tears standing in her eyes. “You called me love.”

			He smiled. “Of course.” Daniel stroked the shadow, thrilled when she shivered at the touch. “Would I be this nuts over someone I was merely fond of?”

			Her brows rose. “I hope not, or I’d have some asses to kick.” She cuddled against him, turning them so she lay with her head on his chest, her leg between his. She stroked his chest.

			Daniel could almost hear the wheels turning. “What?”

			“Hmm?”

			“You want to ask me something. Go ahead.”

			“You know I love you too, right?”

			He shuddered, clutching her so tightly she squeaked in protest. “I’d prayed, but I wasn’t sure.”

			“Now you are.” She rubbed her side. “Will this interfere with the bonding ceremony?”

			“I don’t think so. If anything, it might even strengthen the connection between us.” Of course, what they were doing was so rarely done he had no idea if that was true or not, but he wouldn’t have her nervous over their binding. She needed to be confident it would work, or it really might not. And if she accidentally rejected them that way, his wolf might consider it a rejection of another kind as well.

			“I hope so.” She cuddled up to him again. “The nightmare was…bad.”

			“Tell me about it.” If it frightened her that much, perhaps speaking to him would make it better.

			“I was at a ball, and Kelly was there, without Dennis. She was flirting with some guy, thrilled that both of us were now magic users.”

			He blinked. “It would take something similar to what you went through for Kelly to develop magic.”

			“I know.” She shivered. “I pray she never does. It scared the hell out of me.”

			“I bet.”

			“So. There we were, and this man walks up to me and asks me to dance.”

			Daniel was growling before she was done speaking.

			“The man tried to convince me that Gareth had no brothers, but I knew that was wrong, so I tried to leave, but he wouldn’t let me. So I fought him off and ran. When the walls crumbled and he revealed himself, I fried his ass.”

			“Damn, woman.” Unbelievable. She’d come out of it whole, or his spell wouldn’t have worked. If she’d had a demon inside her, the wolf would never have manifested. The shadow wolf was born of a Beckett’s love, something a demon could never understand or accept. “You really are badass.”

			“Damn straight.” She yawned, wiggling against him. “We have a big day tomorrow. Let’s get some rest.”

			He cupped her cheek. “Any more nightmares, wake me, okay?”

			“I will.”

			“Promise?”

			She smiled. “Always.”

			He couldn’t ask for a better promise.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Six

			“Are you sure about this?” Gen held tight to Kerry’s hand, guiding her from Daniel’s workroom to the living room. The furniture had been pushed as far back as it could go to accommodate the circle they’d be casting to protect both Kerry and Daniel while they bonded on an even deeper level than they had before. “You can always try something else if this doesn’t work.”

			Kerry fingered the mark Daniel had left on her shoulder, the same mark Gen carried on hers. It was the mark of a Beckett mate, the shadow wolf clear and strong and, in Kerry’s case, the mark of the power she would share with Daniel. “I’m sure.”

			“And Daniel?”

			Kerry laughed, almost tripping over the green robe Gen had insisted she wear. “Are you kidding me? Between Daniel and his wolf, I’m surprised I’m not already bound to their magic.”

			“Their magic.” Gen shook her head. “I’m still not sure how Daniel’s wolf has not gone feral before now. There are times I think he is more wolf than man.”

			“Because Daniel is strong.” Kerry was certain there was more to it than that, but Gen might not understand how Daniel viewed his wolf. It was like Daniel had four brothers, not three, and the wolf felt the same way. Now it had accepted Kerry, claimed her as well as Daniel, she had no doubts that the wolf would come to her aid in times of need just as it did Daniel’s.

			“He is.” Gen accepted that without any sign that she held doubts. “That I have never questioned.”

			“You ready?” Daniel strode forward, holding out his hands.

			Kerry took them without hesitation. “Let’s do this.”

			He winked and led her to the center of the room where an altar stood. Two statues, representing the God and the Goddess, stood on either side of a white pillar candle with a pentacle carved into its surface. Salt and water, a vial of lavender-scented oil, smaller white candles and a closed Book of Shadows also decorated the altar. Gen’s athame sat at the bottom of the Book of Shadows, sheathed until she was ready to use it. On the floor someone had sketched out a complicated circle of runes that meant little to Kerry. “What’s that? I’ve never seen you use those before.”

			“Gen set them up. It’s a warlock thing.” Daniel stared as well. Perhaps he understood what some of them meant, because he didn’t seem at all worried about them. “I think it’s part of the binding ritual.”

			“Your wolf isn’t upset by them?”

			“Nope.” His eyes were gold. His wolf was watching as well, ready for his part in the ritual to come.

			“Let’s get this party rolling.” Zach placed a geode on the floor for north.

			“I agree.” Gareth, standing east, placed the incense burner on the floor.

			Lana was carefully placing a red candle on the floor. “I’ll take south this time, since Daniel is part of the ritual.”

			“And I’ve got west.” Chris placed a silver bowl of water on the floor and nodded. “We’re ready.”

			Gen picked up the athame, unsheathed it and began casting the circle that would start the ritual.

			“I lay down the circle white,

			Symbol of purity and might.

			May evil be blinded by the sight.”

			White light gleamed along the tip of her athame, casting a gentle moon glow around the circle.

			“I lay down the circle blue,

			For protection sound and true.

			May evil not pass through.”

			Blue light tinged the edges of the athame as the blue circle was laid down.

			Gen began the third and final circle, her voice firm.

			“I lay down the circle black.

			Justice comes to those who lack.

			May evil intentions break and crack.”

			Sparkling black light, like midnight stars, encircled the other two. Gen placed the athame back in its sheath and bowed before the altar.

			Zach knelt and cupped the geode in his hands, his voice was strong as he called to his element.

			“North and Earth we call on thee.

			Join us in our circles three.

			Grant us your stability.”

			For the first time, Kerry felt the element of earth respond to a call. Beneath her feet something rumbled, waking from a deep slumber, paying attention to what the witches, warlocks and wizards were doing in Daniel’s apartment. She turned to Daniel, awed at the magic brushing against her senses. “I felt that.”

			He tightened his hold on her hands. “It only gets better.”

			She smiled, dazed as the rest of them called to their elements, each one adding to the magic building up inside her. No wonder Lana loved this so much. She felt like she could fly.

			Gareth lit the incense, and the scent of jasmine filled the air.

			“East and Air I call on thee.

			Join me in my circles three.

			Grant me your creativity.”

			Lana lit the candle, and Kerry could feel her BFF’s power like it was her own.

			“South and Fire I call on thee.

			Join me in my circles three.

			Grant me your energy.”

			Chris held his hand out, palm over the bowl of water, and began his chant.

			“West and Water I call on thee.

			Join me in my circles three.

			Grant me your clarity.”

			Zach and Gen moved to stand before the altar, Zach before the god, Gen before the Goddess. Zach spoke first, lighting a votive candle that sat at the statue’s feet.

			“Lord of shadows, dark’s embrace,

			Hear me now, know my face.

			Your faithful child cries out to Thee;

			Join me in my circles three!”

			Kerry gasped as she distantly heard a wolf howl, others answering its cry.

			Daniel lifted his head, his howl joining the others until they died down to a watchful silence.

			Gen lit the votive candle at the feet of the Goddess and called to her.

			“Lady of the darkest night,

			Hear me now, know my plight.

			Your faithful child cries out to Thee;

			Join me in my circles three!”

			An owl hooted three times. Kerry could almost feel the wind in silent feathers as an image of an owl flying through the night skies filled her vision. It, too, slowly faded away until all she saw were Daniel’s golden eyes.

			Still holding Daniel’s hands, Kerry knelt at his feet. She knew what she had to say. Gen had given her the words, but Kerry needed to put her own spin on them. These were unique circumstances, so Kerry would appeal not only to Daniel, but to his wolf as well.

			“Here I lay my heart and soul,

			For only you can make me whole.”

			Gen was shaking her head rapidly, her eyes wide with fear, but Kerry knew what she was doing. This was the way it was always meant to be, and she’d give herself over to Daniel just as he would give himself to her.

			“My need is strong, my goal is sure,

			All of my intentions pure.

			I have found someone of like mind

			With whom I wish to bind.

			To man and wolf I now submit

			My body, my heart and my spirit.

			In perfect love and perfect trust,

			To you my power I entrust.

			By the power of earth and fire,

			Give unto me my heart’s desire.

			By the power of air and sea,

			As I will so mote it be.”

			Daniel stared at her, his wolf’s eyes glowing with power. He smiled, bent and kissed her forehead, right where Gen said her third eye, the seat of her power, lay.

			Against her skin Daniel spoke, his breath sending shivers down her spine.

			“Here I lay my heart and soul,

			Knowing together we are whole.

			Your need is strong, my goal is sure,

			All of my intentions pure.

			We are of like mind

			And to you I willingly bind.

			To my warlock I now submit

			My body, my heart and my spirit.

			In perfect love and perfect trust,

			To you my power I entrust.

			By the power of earth and fire,

			Give unto me my heart’s desire.

			By the power of air and sea,

			As I will so mote it be.”

			She thought she’d felt power before, but it was nothing like this. Always it had brushed against her skin, but this? This was like an electric shock, all her nerves tingling with energy. Her hands shook as she tried to ride the wave of force that flowed through her.

			It wasn’t hers, not yet. She had to take what was being offered and mark it somehow, but doing what Gen had said made no sense. Gen had to transform the energy of the Goddess into something a human could safely use, but Daniel was human. Kerry had to take the energy and bind it, not only to herself but to Daniel. The hole in Kerry began to fill, Daniel’s magic pouring into it and back out again, flowing between the two of them easily.

			Daniel’s wolf touched her, the feel of fur and fang more intimate than lovemaking, awakening something inside Kerry that responded solely to it. The wolf’s magic mated with hers and Daniel’s, an unbreakable triangle of energy that flowed between them, making all of them stronger than they’d been before.

			When the flow ebbed, subsiding into something far more tamed, Kerry opened her eyes. Daniel knelt before her, panting, his expression dazed. The rest of them seemed as shocked as he did, but Kerry felt like she’d finally come home.

			She and Daniel were bonded for life, but the consequences were far from clear. Especially when Kerry felt the first stirrings of her own wolf.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Seven

			“So the last body was found in Rhode Island?” Kerry was staring at the screen and clicking on the map. “Show me where.”

			Daniel stood behind her and bent, enjoying the scent of her hair. Something was different, though, something that made his wolf practically purr in satisfaction. He kept getting images of two wolves, one smaller than the other, running through the forest. From the way they moved, it was obvious they were mates. The larger one was protective of the smaller one, but the smaller one never once rolled over to show her belly.

			Was it the final bonding, the one that marked them as a warlock and her source? Because he’d expected to actually feel weaker once the bonding was done, but instead, insanely, he felt stronger. It was like echoes of magic, growing stronger as they bounced back and forth between the two of them. While they’d never reach the level of power Zach or Gen held, they were far more powerful as a pair than he’d ever been as a solo wizard.

			This must be why the elementals chose to bond with a warlock, and why demons desired the union so fiercely. The amplification of their power was a heady feeling. Knowing his mate was even more intimately bound to him than any of his brothers’? Priceless.

			“Earth to Daniel.” Kerry was staring at him with an amused expression.

			“Sorry.” He took the mouse and moved it across the map until he came to Charlestown. “Here.”

			Kerry tilted her head. “What makes you think she’s the latest victim?”

			He froze for a moment. “The…videos?” Fuck fuck fuck! Talk about assumptions. If Kerry was right…

			What if Arthur had started in Rhode Island? Could he still be in New York? Perhaps even the Hamptons?

			“How can we find him?” Kerry bit her lip.

			“We go back to the beginning, back to the beach house. He has to be there somewhere.” Daniel wanted to kick his own ass. “We were so focused on the fact that his scent was fading and the boat was gone that we just assumed he fled the area.”

			“Leaving him the perfect opportunity to return and continue where he’d left off while you boys ran around fixing the hex on me and hunting for him in the wrong state.”

			“It makes sense.” He pulled out his phone. “Let me get the guys. It will take about three hours to reach Arthur’s house. You’ll need to make up your first pouch.”

			“My first what?” Kerry followed him into his workroom.

			Daniel dug out a small pouch and tossed it to her. “Fill it with what feels right.”

			She began to rifle through his drawers, picking up objects and putting them back down with a shake of her head. Some went into the pouch, but the majority of it remained in his drawers.

			“Do you fuckin’ know what time it is, fuckhead?”

			Daniel grinned. “Hello, Gareth.”

			“This better be good or I’m frying your ass.”

			“We know where Arthur’s been hiding.”

			Silence. “We’re on our way.”

			By the time everyone gathered it was nearly dawn. Jo, Lana and Gen made sure that Kerry’s pouch held everything it needed while Daniel explained the theory Kerry had.

			“Damn, she’s probably right.” Gareth stared at Kerry with a hell of a lot of respect. “You’re mate’s smarter than we are.”

			“An orangutan is smarter than Daniel.” Zach started making weird monkey noises, drawing the attention of the women.

			“Funny man. Ha ha.” Daniel threw some feathers at Zach.

			They had to pile into four cars, since the women insisted on coming, but they managed. Zach drove the first car as he’d already been to Arthur’s hideaway, with Daniel bringing up the rear. They stopped for breakfast at a fast food restaurant, and by the time they got to the beach house it was midmorning. The sun was shining brightly, the waves crashing against the shore invitingly. Anyone who came here would want to swim, play volleyball and enjoy a good time.

			Except Arthur Godwin. He wanted to fucking kill people and dump them in the water. Daniel wasn’t certain he’d ever view the ocean the same way again, knowing there were two more bodies out there that hadn’t yet been found. How many more were there that they didn’t know about? Had Arthur met whatever goal he was reaching for?

			“Daniel?” Zach’s wary tone had him glancing away from the waves to his brother. “Look at Kerry.”

			Daniel watched his mate lift her head, sniffing the breeze in a familiar way that sent a shock of fear through him. “Kerry? What are you doing?”

			She glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, a sly grin on her face. “Scenting the air.”

			He blinked, his suspicions about the visions his wolf had been sending him solidifying. “You’ve got…I mean, you’re a…”

			“Werewolf?” She nodded. “Yup.”

			“Huh.” He couldn’t think of a single thing to say to that. No, wait. He could think of one. “How the fuck did that happen?”

			“I have no idea. Ask your wolf.” Kerry patted his shoulder and renewed sniffing. “You smell that?”

			Daniel lifted his own face, taking in the scents around him. “You were right.”

			“Arthur is here.” Kerry frowned, looking around. “There.” She pointed toward the house. “The trail leads into—the sweet mother of god, that house is gorgeous.”

			“Focus, sister.” Lana gently pushed Kerry forward. “Kill the bad guy first, drool over the light fixtures later.”

			Kerry rolled her eyes, but took up position next to Daniel. He’d have preferred to have her behind him, but he’d learned there was no way she’d accept that. Trying to force her there would only end in them fighting. And this, at least, wasn’t worth fighting over.

			“Keep your eyes sharp and your steps soft.” Chris held a charm in his hand, ready to fight. “Do we go in separately or stay together?”

			“Separate. Mates together.” Gen was already softly glowing. “Gareth and I will take the front door. Kerry and Daniel, take the boathouse. Zach and Jo—”

			“Will take the window that’s conveniently left open.” Zach glared at it, his eyes filled with white light. “If there’s a trap I’m the best one to deal with it.”

			“What about the the bulkhead doors into the basement?” Daniel pointed to the back of the house, where he’d noticed a pair of doors set in the ground outside of the house. It was an old-fashioned entrance to the basement, one that might not lead to the rest of the home. It could be anywhere from a simple dirt floor, brick encased enclosure to a place where they could barely keep their heads up. If Arthur was down there, he and Kerry might find themselves fighting the warlock on their own in an awkward space.

			“We’ll save that for last, once we’re certain the main house is clear.” Gen pointed to the boat house. “Check there first. Even if there isn’t a boat present, there might be some kind of clue to Arthur’s plans.”

			“Roger.” Kerry saluted. “We meet by the front door when we’re done?”

			“Sounds good. If you hear fighting run toward it, not away.” Jo was clenching her fists, her gaze full of fury. She was ready for a good fight.

			Daniel could understand. This was Jo’s chance for some payback for what happened to her when the Godwins had kidnapped her.

			“Off we go,” Kerry muttered as the others broke and made for their respective entrances to the Cape Cod house Arthur had appropriated as his own. “Let’s check the boat house as quick as we can.”

			“His scent doesn’t lead there.” Daniel already knew Arthur was somewhere in the house.

			“Nope, but maybe we can disable his boat so he can’t escape that way again.” Kerry winked as they made their way to the enclosed dock. “See? There it is.”

			Daniel nodded. “Now what?”

			Kerry bit her lip. “We could try and break into something, snip some wires or try and disable the motor.”

			“Or we could lock the steering wheel.” Daniel held up a device he’d seen in commercials but hadn’t actually used. “We put this on the wheel, lock it and throw away the key. With this on, the wheel can’t turn. All he can do is go straight.”

			“Do that, then. I have a bad feeling the others will need us soon.”

			Kerry kept an eye on the exit while Daniel placed the device. Once it was in place, he threw the key overboard. Even if Arthur dove for it, they’d have enough time to catch up to him and stop him before he could get away.

			“Done.” Daniel leapt out of the boat and landed softly on the wooden dock. “Let’s head for the front door.”

			The two moved as stealthily as possible, making their way to the front porch. Luckily the house was set apart from the other homes in the Hamptons, and none of Arthur’s teenage lackeys seemed to be about. The few who’d run might still be working for him, or they might have gone off to make their own way in the world. Daniel just hoped they gave up their link to the demon some day, but if they didn’t, the Own would be there to stop them.

			“All clear on the first floor.” Zach opened the front door, stepping out onto the porch.

			“And the second,” Chris added, leading Lana out the door as well.

			“Where’s Gareth and Gen?” Daniel glanced around, not seeing his older brother anywhere.

			“He’s waiting for us by the basement doors.” Jo stepped off the porch, leading the way around the house. “He wanted to make sure nothing came at us from behind once he realized the main house was empty.”

			“And that’s why he’s the king,” Daniel grinned. All this sneaking around was beginning to feel like a hunt, when he was in his fur and looking for prey. He was all set to taste the blood of his foe, his wolf eager to eviscerate Arthur and send his soul to the Goddess for judgment.

			At the back of the house Gareth was spraying the hinges with WD-40. “He might already know we’re here, but there’s no need to make to too obvious.” He flipped the can, put the lid back on and stuck it into the larger magic pouch he’d put on. “One, two, three.” Gareth lifted one of the sky blue doors while Chris got the other.

			The steps were dark and dim, concrete that looked like it had been poured sometime in nineteen forty and hadn’t been maintained since. Daniel was already shaking his head. “The women stay up here.”

			“Fuck no,” Kerry scowled. “We go down with you.”

			“You four guard our backs.” Gareth stood straight and stared them all in the eye. “We’re trusting you to make sure nothing sneaks up behind us, understood?”

			“And this way each group will have an Own just in case,” Chris added.

			“It makes sense,” Gen agreed.

			Lana and Jo seemed to feel the same way Kerry did, because each woman was glaring at their respective mates. Lana spoke first. “You’d better come back in one piece, Wolf-man.”

			“Never doubt it,” Chris replied with a wink.

			“Zach?” Jo grimaced. “This is a bad idea.”

			Lana nodded right along with Jo. “She’s right. I think we need to all go together or not at all.”

			Chris and Zach looked at Gareth, but it was Zach who answered. “I hate to say it, but no matter what happens we’re all going to be fighting.”

			“You sure?” Now Gareth seemed uncertain.

			“Yup.”

			Daniel looked at the women, studied them each. Lana and Jo were strong witches, more than capable of taking on some of Arthur’s minions. Gen was a powerhouse all by herself, her link to the Goddess granting her gifts only Zach truly understood. And Kerry, bonded to him…

			He could feel her inside him, her disquiet, her fear, her reluctance to look weak in front of the others. He sent reassurance down their link, smiling when she stared at him in surprise.

			The love he felt coming back down their link stunned him. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

			She gave him the cockiest grin. “Now? You want to discuss this now.”

			He pointed his finger at her. “As soon as we get home, Kerry.”

			She saluted. “Yes, sir.”

			The rest of them were watching with a mixture of impatience and amusement.

			“Gen?” Gareth glanced at his mate. “You’re in charge. If something happens that’s too much for you all to face you run, understand? Arthur’s life isn’t worth yours.”

			One of Gen’s golden brows rose. “I’m going to kick my brother’s ass all the way to hell.”

			Gareth shook his head, smiling. “That’s my girl.”

			“Go.” Kerry made shooing motions. “We’ve got this. Trust us.”

			Lana and Jo exchanged a glance. “Fine.” Jo crossed her arms over her chest. “I hope we get into a fight.”

			“I’ve got some frustrations to work out.” Lana cracked her knuckles.

			Daniel blew out a breath. These feisty women were going to be the death of him.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Eight

			Kerry watched the men disappear into the darkness below, but most of her attention was on Lana and Jo. She’d come to trust Lana’s instincts, and with both witches claiming that something was wrong Kerry was on edge. “What are your instincts telling you?”

			Lana looked toward the front of the house. “Something’s coming.”

			“My asshole senses are tingling,” Jo added.

			“Close the doors. We need to make sure it doesn’t get to our mates.” Gen took hold of one of the door handles.

			Kerry took the other while Jo and Lana kept watch. They closed the doors as quietly as they could. “Now what?”

			“We prepare, and we protect.” Gen began to glow, a slow chant falling from her lips as she walked a circle around the four of them. She cast the three circles, white, blue and black.

			“I lay down the circle white,

			Symbol of purity and might.

			May evil be blinded by the sight.”

			Pale white light gleamed along the tip of her athame. Was that what it was supposed to look like? She must have really been out of it the last time Gen cast the circles.

			“I lay down the circle blue,

			For protection sound and true.

			May evil not pass through.”

			A circle of sky blue light surrounded them.

			Gen began the third and final circle, her brows furrowed in concentration.

			“I lay down the circle black.

			Justice comes to those who lack.

			May evil intentions break and crack.”

			“Here they come,” Lana muttered.

			“Arthur isn’t with them,” Gen sighed. “I’d truly hoped to be the one to confront him.”

			Kerry didn’t know whether or not to be happy about that or worried for the men in the basement, but she didn’t have time for that. The kids were running toward them, all four of them, and their bodies were…

			Were…

			“What the fuck is that?” Jo drew her wand and took a fighting stance.

			“I don’t know. I’ve never seen it before.” Gen stared at the kids who were almost upon them.

			Kerry wanted to puke. These kids, barely old enough to drive, were covered in a thick, oozing darkness that screamed pain and misery for anyone who came close to it. “I think they’re possessed.”

			“How?” Lana waved her hand toward one of them, but her spell bounced off the darkness in a show of silver sparks. “Crapola.”

			One of the teens threw back his head and screamed, the sound dropping Kerry to her knees. The pain was excruciating. It was a thousand tiny knives boring into her skull all at once, shards of glass splitting her skin and vinegar being poured over the exposed nerves all at once. She could only imagine how bad it would be if the circles weren’t up, protecting them from the worst of the attack.

			Lana was moaning and clutching her head, Jo right beside her.

			Even Gen had trouble standing against the sonic attack. Her glow dimmed as she slumped, but she rallied quickly. “We need to do something to stop this.”

			Kerry pushed to her feet, her hands shaking as she brushed the dirt off. She pulled out her wand and pointed at the screamer. She could feel her link to Daniel open up, his wolf sensing the danger the women were in. If he could, he’d be coming out the basement door, all fangs and fur and ready for battle. She needed to make sure she took these guys down before that happened. Unless they were all wrong and Arthur wasn’t in the basement, Daniel had his own paws full. “Kapow, motherfucker.”

			The kid went flying, landing with a thunk on the sand.

			Another one of the kids screeched, and this time it was all Kerry could do not to pass out. Lana was chanting under her breath, waving her hands about, but Kerry couldn’t hear what her friend said over the shattering pain.

			When demon-boy stopped screaming, Kerry got up again. She was wobbly, but she was up, damn it. She shook her hands out, gripping her wand tightly as she prepared to take another shot at one of the kids.

			“They’re using the demon’s voice to hurt us,” Gen panted.

			“No shit, Sherlock.” Lana winced, clutching the back of her head. “What do we do about it?”

			“We rip they’re demonic fuckin’ heads off?” Jo looked worst of all. One cheek was bleeding, her clothes were filthy and her hand was cradling her stomach protectively.

			“Did he succeed? Did he bring the demons through?” Lana stared at the kids in horror.

			“No. Those aren’t true demons. At best, they’re some kind of imp.” Gen’s shoulders straightened, her glow intensifying until they were all bathed in clean, green light. “But they’re definitely possessed.”

			“Oh fuck,” Kerry gasped. “That’s what he’s doing. He’s using the demon energy and the women’s lives to do—” she waved her hand at one of the kids snarling at the circles, “—this! He’s making himself a little army!”

			“Then it’s reversible?” Jo grinned as she watched the four kids pace outside the circles that protected them. “If it is, we might be able to nail Arthur with it.”

			“Like breaking the dagger killed my father?” Gen’s expression lit with approval. “It should be like a hex removal, then.”

			“But they aren’t hexed.” Something bothered Kerry about the idea of unhexing the kids. “If they were willing participants, unhexing them might not work.”

			“It might.” But Gen’s smile dimmed.

			“No, I think she’s right.” Lana stared at the four kids. “We need to suck the demons out like poison.”

			Kerry and Lana stared at one another before clasping hands. Kerry wasn’t certain what she had in mind would work, but they had to try. “You ready?”

			Lana shrugged. “Let the sucking commence.”

			“I’m in.” Jo held out her hand.

			Lana took it, gesturing for Gen to join them.

			Gen took Kerry’s hand first before finishing the circle by clasping Jo’s hand. It was Gen who first began the chant, her voice strong and clear. Kerry just needed to follow her lead. Each of them picked it up in turn, going clockwise until all four of them were chanting and giving their power to the spell.

			“Thrice around the circle’s bound

			Sink all evil to the ground.

			Begone now, demon, set them free,

			Return to the one who conjured thee.

			By air and earth, water and fire

			So be you bound with no more power.

			By fire and water, earth and air,

			We banish you to your master’s lair.

			Lord and Lady, hear our plea.

			As we will so mote it be.”

			Gen to Kerry, Kerry to Lana, Lana to Jo, and Jo to Gen, the women poured their power into the binding that would force the demon from the teenagers and back where it belonged.

			Right in Arthur’s goddamned face.

			The wind picked up, whipping Kerry’s hair into her face. Clouds began to hover overhead, overshadowing their circles with the threat of a storm. The sun was blocked out, darkening their surroundings until the only light left was Gen and the circles.

			Eerie green light began to glow from the clouds, like northern lights captured in fog. Flashes of lightning bounced from cloud to cloud, scaring the piss out of Kerry. She’d once tended someone hit by lightning. The scars left behind were unmistakable. The woman had needed weeks of physical therapy.

			And that was what happened to someone lucky to live through it.

			If the demon was bringing out the big guns, so was Kerry. She dug her feet in, clutched Gen and Lana’s hands, and shouted the words of the spell to the sky. The demon would not keep the kids, even if they had made a pact with it. If they had, she’d permanently bind their powers, keeping them from ever casting magic again, but they’d be free to live their lives without being some imp’s toy their ultimate fate.

			She could almost feel Lana and Jo’s determination, their wills blending with hers. Gen’s power was blinding, too strong to focus, almost too much to bear, but Gen held that power and kept it from overcoming Kerry as Kerry directed the spell. She channeled their energy just as she had Daniel’s, using it to amp up the power of the banishing spell until the circle the four women formed glowed with white and green light.

			They kept it up, repeating the chant over and over as they pushed against the demonic influence on the kids. The kids pushed back, their voices shrill and sharp, but it couldn’t overcome the roaring sound of the wind. Kerry could feel there were others out there, other kids bound by the same spell as they too fought back against Kerry and her friends.

			Jo was the first to falter, going slowly to her knees, her face red and sweaty as she continued to chant. Kerry wished they’d been able to keep Jo out of this, but Jo had been adamant about joining them. If any harm came to Jo and Zach’s baby because of this, Kerry would never forgive herself.

			Gen picked up Jo’s slack, pouring more of the Goddess’s power into the spell. Her expression was filled with joy as she lit up, her power not only in the banishing spell but enveloping Jo as well. A clear green light protected the babe as Jo stood once more, the witch panting with the exertion.

			They couldn’t keep this up. She glanced at Gen, who nodded her head. They could do this. They just had to fight harder than they’d ever fought before. It was up to the women to see the spell to its end.

			Out of the corner of her eye she saw black claws slash at the three protection circles. The four kids were trying desperately to get through, the darkness surrounding them vibrating violently.

			The spell had to be working. She had to believe in it just a little bit harder than anyone else, or they’d fail.

			Failing wasn’t an option.

			Her wolf joined in, howling its own song to the winds, giving Kerry the extra boost she needed to keep the spell going. The way the others were beginning to falter meant they didn’t have much longer to finish this, but Kerry would give everything she had to take these imps out before they had a chance to get to the men.

			She’d give her life to save Daniel’s. Nothing meant more to her than keeping him safe.

			Fuck. She was really beginning to understand why he’d pushed her away for so long. Stubborn, beautiful bastard. She’d have to make sure he understood just how much he meant to her, if she survived this.

			As Lana fell to her knees, Kerry pushed even harder. Gen’s light began to expand beyond the protection circles, touching each of the kids.

			The explosion of magic was so strong Kerry was thrown back, hitting the side of the house so hard she thought she might have cracked her skull. She hit the ground, barely conscious, her last thought that Daniel, at least, wouldn’t have to face the imps. They’d done it. The kids were down, their bodies smoking as the imps burned away in the cleansing light of the Goddess.

			The rest was up to the Beckett boys.

		

	
		
			Chapter Twenty-Nine

			Daniel could smell the evil that permeated Arthur’s basement. He’d created his own unholy space down here, complete with a dark altar, but the runes on said altar were different than what Daniel had seen on either Davis’s or Hugh’s, just like his dagger had been different.

			What was the son of a bitch up to?

			The altar was stained with old blood, the air around it thick with dark magic unlike anything Daniel had seen.

			“Fuck me stupid.” Gareth pointed to one of the runes. “I think I know what he’s doing.”

			“Do you?” Chris was glancing behind them, frowning in concern. Daniel was about to ask him what was wrong when Gareth spoke up again.

			“He’s using the souls of the women he’s sacrificed to bind imps into kids, like the ones who vowed to serve him.” Gareth snarled, fur sprouting along his arms. “Look at the runes, really look at them.”

			Daniel studied them for a moment before cursing under his breath. “We thought he was trying to bring his demon through. Instead, he’s bringing lesser ones. A whole lot of them.” A tug on his senses had him snarling in rage. “The girls.”

			Zach’s light pushed back the dark miasma that threatened to choke them. “The women are fighting outside.”

			Daniel clenched his fists in fury. He and his brothers had no choice but to remain right where they were. It was up to them to take out the altar, and Arthur. The women, much as he’d rather be out there with them, could take care of themselves. Especially with Gen leading the way. Any evil Arthur chose to throw at them would be helpless against Gen’s power.

			He hoped.

			If Kerry was harmed in any way, he’d figure out a way to resurrect each of the Godwins just so he could kill them all over again. Assholes. If they’d followed the same path as Kerry and Genevieve, none of this would have happened. Jo wouldn’t have scars, Gen wouldn’t have been disowned by her family and Kerry would never have known the evil touch of demonic magic.

			Daniel was done. He wanted this over so he could have his fucking happy ever after, damn it. “Take out the altar. Let’s end this now.”

			Zach nodded and stepped forward, his fist raised. Like Gen, he was going to smash Arthur’s altar, one of the sources of his power, breaking his hold over whatever spell the warlock had been casting.

			The blast that hit Zach knocked him away from the dark altar, tossing him into a brick pillar. Zach grunted as he hit, landing on his side.

			Daniel turned to face Arthur. The asshole had a smug smile on his face, as if he thought he’d be the winner of this little battle between them. “Hello, dickhead.”

			Arthur frowned at Daniel. “I see the Becketts still haven’t learned who their betters are.” Arthur lifted his hand, but Daniel held up his athame. The spell Arthur cast at him was split by Daniel’s blade, the cut edges barely touching Daniel’s arms.

			The parts that did touch were freezing cold. This wasn’t a simple defensive spell. It had been meant to kill.

			Well. Two could play at that game. Daniel pulled out the lightning rune he’d been saving just for Arthur. It would be more powerful cast outside, but Daniel planned on keeping Arthur busy long enough for Zach to take out the altar and save them all.

			Daniel chanted just as Arthur began to cast his own spell.

			“Lightning strikes the evil heart

			Consumed by his black art.”

			The rune in Daniel’s hand vibrated, the lightning flash almost blinding him as it struck out at his opponent. When he opened his eyes, Arthur stood there, his wand raised, his own dark light splitting the lightning and forking it back toward Chris and Gareth.

			Both his brothers barely had time to jump out of the way, the lightning flashing between them as they dodged.

			Daniel stepped back, pulling a feather out of his pouch. He blew it toward Arthur, hoping the warlock hadn’t recovered yet from his counterspell.

			“Up, up and away

			Until you’re old and gray.”

			Arthur’s feet lifted off the floor, the warlock’s cold blue eyes going wide with surprise.

			“What the hell is going on outside?” Chris’s head was tilted toward the double blue doors the women had shut behind them. Daniel could hear the wind picking up, the rumble of thunder and the scent of magic so strong the hairs on the back of his neck stood up.

			Fuck. No matter what the women were fighting, he had to keep Arthur distracted. He turned his attention away from Chris to see Arthur landing back on his feet, his arms outstretched as he began to shriek the beginnings of a spell. It was one that Daniel had heard before, one that sent a shiver down his spine.

			“By Lucifer’s might and Lilith’s hate

			I conjure thee, come through the gate.”

			It was the same spell that had started this mess, a spell meant to conjure a demon into the mortal world. Cole Godwin, in his duel with Chris, had tried to cast it. Chris had managed to stop him by throwing a likeness of Cole, bound by Cole’s blood, into the portal the demon had attempted to come through. Cole had died, but Chris had nearly died as well.

			“Fuck!” Chris pointed his athame at Arthur.

			“I bind thee three times three.”

			Chris wound a black ribbon around a voodoo doll with a picture of Arthur’s face taped onto the head. It was the same spell he’d used to stop Cole and Hugh.

			“I bind thee three times three.

			By this charm do no more harm.

			I bind you, Arthur, your face, your soul.

			By air and earth, water and fire

			So be you bound with no more power.

			Lord and Lady, hear my plea.

			As I will so mote it be!”

			Chris wasn’t an Own, his power that of a simple wizard. The spell bounced off of Arthur and into the ground. Arthur must have anticipated such an attack, countering it somewhere on his person, with some charm or another that Daniel couldn’t detect.

			Arthur was glowing, but unlike Zach’s cool white light, this was a hideous green. Smears of blood red oozed around the edges as he continued calling to the demon despite their best efforts to stop him.

			“Bound by blood, obey my call

			Holding demon’s might in thrall.”

			Where Cole had pricked his finger, Arthur dipped his athame into the blood on the altar, binding the three together. Altar, athame and man became the circle that the demon would come through, obeying Arthur’s wishes through the sacrifices already made.

			Daniel’s brother had faced this spell once before and almost lost his life because of it. Daniel wouldn’t allow Arthur to win where Cole had failed. He began tugging at his clothes, his wolf now his only option. If he could tear Arthur apart physically, perhaps they could stall the gate opening.

			Zach held up his hand.

			“Hecate, Lady of the Night,

			Help this witch to put things right.”

			But Arthur wasn’t done, not by a long shot. He’d started before Zach, and even with all of Zach’s Goddess-given gifts, even he couldn’t face a demon alone. Daniel worked faster on getting out of his clothes as Arthur spoke the next part of his spell.

			“By the Compact take your toll

			Feast upon these gifted souls.”

			Zach was so bright he could barely be seen, his light striking the altar with physical force, cracking it.

			“What evil this man has done

			Let it now be undone.”

			Gareth, apparently not about to be left out, pulled all of his power as the wizard king into himself. The purple crown danced across his head as he spoke, his voice echoing across the wizard world as he too battled for all of them. The demon wouldn’t stop with the Becketts. The spell had targeted anyone with Godwin blood in them. Why, Daniel didn’t know, and right now didn’t care to. As Gareth’s power tugged on his own, Daniel finished disrobing. Gareth’s words rang through him, the power of the king demanding that Daniel respond with his own power.

			“Hecate, who guards the night

			Aid us now in our plight.

			Bind the man and demon both.

			Stop this evil power’s growth.

			Allow the souls within to flee,

			Take their power, set them free.

			Deliver them from the warlock’s hold

			And send their pain to him threefold.

			Send the demon back to the Pit

			Demon and warlock forever split.

			Stolen power now set free,

			By your hand, by my decree.

			As I will so mote it be!”

			The altar cracked further, smoking under the might of the wizard king’s power.

			But it still wasn’t enough. Somehow Arthur Godwin had more power at his command than any of the warlocks they’d faced before.

			Outside, the wind howled even louder before a booming sound rocked the earth so hard that all but Daniel fell to the ground. His head exploded in pain, making his vision blur.

			Kerry was hurt. This was her pain he felt, coming through their link. But he could also feel her triumph and knew she’d accomplished what she’d set out to do.

			Arthur was wailing in anguish as shafts of brilliant light came streaming through the now open basement doors, slamming into him with such force his body undulated with each strike. The tortured souls of the women were coming back, taking their freedom from the warlock the only way they could. But there were only six of them. Where were the other souls?

			Daniel ignored the pain in his head and shifted, his paws hitting the ground as he lunged for Arthur.

			Arthur had one chance to scream before Daniel tore his throat out, ripping into the man in a primal rage that threatened to overcome his senses. He could feel Kerry’s pain, knew his mate had been harmed, and the bastard beneath his paws was the one responsible. Nothing would be left of him, nothing that could harm Kerry ever again.

			A flash of white light tore through the room, distracting Daniel from his prey. The dark altar cracked, sundered by the light of the Goddess.

			Darkness leapt from Arthur’s tattered body into the shattered altar, becoming one with the evil miasma that still surrounded it. And out of the knife that had fallen at Arthur’s feet, purple light poured forth as two freed souls, the last victims of the Godwins, took flight. Daniel watched in awe as the last of them swirled around him before following the others up and out of the dark cellar, forever free of their would-be master.

			Zach fell to the ground, his light dimmed, his expression one of utter exhaustion. Gareth wasn’t far behind him, the purple glow of the king disappearing until only Gareth was left. The gentle withdrawal of his brother’s touch was almost painful as they separated.

			Only Chris seemed completely unaffected. Not a hair was out of place as he helped Zach back to his feet. “We did it. It’s over.”

			Daniel looked down at the smoking remains of their last enemy and howled his triumph. Somewhere outside, he could feel an answering howl, his mate’s cry of joy making him dance in place.

			“That’s disturbing,” Gareth said, standing over Daniel with his arms crossed.

			Daniel merely wagged his tail. He was one happy wolf. He’d killed his enemy and kept his mate safe.

			“Please tell me you’re not going to eat that.” Zach was smirking down at him, laughing when Daniel gagged. “Thank the Goddess, bro. That would be too much, even for you.”

			Daniel reared up, planning on cleaning his bloodied paws on Zach’s shirt, but Gareth grabbed hold of his ruff and forced him back down. “I don’t think so, butt munch. Now get your hairy ass outside. You can wash yourself off in the ocean.”

			Daniel raced toward the basement doors. He was eager to see his mate and make sure she was all right.

			When he hit the outside, the scent of ozone and magic made him sneeze. When his sinuses cleared, he scented his mate and raced toward her.

			She was unconscious, as were Gen, Lana and Jo. Beyond them were six teenagers, each one roughed up, just as out of it as the women were.

			The kids must have been who the women were fighting. What had happened that his mate was down? He whined, licking her cheek, trying to get her to rouse.

			When she groaned and wrinkled her nose, he pressed his snout to her neck, inhaling her scent. She was going to be all right.

			He looked up again to find each of his brothers by their mates, helping them to their feet. Gen seemed to have been injured almost as badly as Kerry. She was rubbing her head and wincing when she tried to walk. She was limping on the leg that had been broken. Daniel hoped she hadn’t reinjured it.

			Zach was frantic as he got his mate to her feet, hugging her tightly to him and speaking softly in her ear. Chris was carrying Lana, his scowl informing Daniel that his brother wasn’t letting his mate go anytime soon.

			“You’re covered in blood.”

			Daniel glanced down, unable to hide his relief that his mate was finally awake. He licked her cheek, smiling inside when she giggled. Unfortunately, the laughter quickly turned to a groan. She clutched her head, moaning as she sat up. “I think I have a concussion.”

			Daniel grunted and whined, trying to turn her so he could check her head for himself, when she batted him away.

			“Go bathe and change back, Daniel.” She pressed her back against the side of the house. “I’ll be waiting, I promise.”

			Daniel nodded and took off, eager to get his mate back home where she belonged.

		

	
		
			Chapter Thirty

			“So the last of the Godwin warlocks, except, of course, her majesty, is dead.” Lillian Fletcher set the folder holding Zach and Genevieve’s report down on the table. “I’ll be informing Vivian Godwin as soon as possible.”

			Daniel hid his wince. As much as he hated Vivian Godwin, she was the next of kin other than Gen. And since Gen had been disowned, it was Vivian who would decide Arthur’s ultimate resting place. She would also see to the dispersal of any funds or property Arthur had. If she had an ounce of compassion in her, she’d sell everything off and give it to the families of Arthur’s victims.

			Daniel doubted any of them would see a dime without going to the wizard council first. Vivian still had some supporters in court, but without the council in her pocket she might be forced to pay some restitution.

			“I’m sorry that this was necessary, but I can’t say I’m not relieved he’s gone.” Councilor Krystal Wheeler smiled sadly. “It will relieve a lot of families and give them closure for their missing daughters.”

			“We’ve begun making plans to retrieve the bodies of those who were dumped in the Atlantic,” Councilor Adam Mitchell pushed some papers toward Gareth, who picked them up and glanced through them. “Once we have them and they’re identified, we’ll be returning them to their families for proper burial.”

			Councilor Sean Price tapped his pencil on the table. “We’ve had some volunteers, those who have done this sort of work in their mundane lives. We’ll have the victims back as soon as possible, I swear it.”

			“Thank you.” Gareth nodded his approval. “I’m certain the families will be pleased with your efforts.”

			“Is there anything we can do for Queen Genevieve?” Councilor Rachel Jones asked. “Despite what became of them, she must be grieving for the loss of her family.”

			Gareth bowed his head to Councilor Jones. “We appreciate the thought, but my mate has chosen to grieve in private. She’s with her sisters now.”

			“Sisters?” Councilor Brian Padilla glanced around the table. “I’m sorry, but I thought she only had her three brothers and her father.”

			Daniel smiled. “Kerry, Lana and Jo are her sisters now.” And Kerry, despite the wound to her head, had been the first to volunteer to sit with Gen. Gen hadn’t given herself a true chance to grieve what could have been had her brothers chosen a different path. He just hoped that, between Gareth’s love and support and the support of the mates, she’d pull through this with her heart intact.

			“In that case, if there’s no further need of us, we’ll disband for the day, your majesty.” Lillian Fletcher smiled. “With your permission, of course.”

			“Consider it given.” Gareth glanced at Marjory Beckett. “Mom, I think Gen would like to see you. Dad’s already up there, keeping an eye on the girls.”

			“Of course.” Their mother stood and, as the council left the room, she pressed a kiss to Daniel and Gareth’s cheeks. “I’m proud of you both, by the way.”

			Gods, the only one in the world other than Kerry who could make him blush was his mother. “Thanks, Mom.” He held the door open for her, following her along with Gareth and Chris. Zach was probably upstairs with their father, resting along with Gen. The effort he’d put out to stop Arthur had laid him out for a full day. This morning he’d come to Gareth’s condo with dark circles under his eyes. Jo had looked worried sick, but Zach refused to leave Jo’s side as she comforted Gen.

			It did Daniel’s heart good to know the women in his family had rallied around Gen, but the need to pluck Kerry away and force her to rest was stronger. She’d been right about the concussion. The healer, once he was done checking Gen for damage, had confirmed Kerry’s suspicions. He’d also offered to take Kerry on as his apprentice, showing her healing magics that would benefit the court. Kerry had jumped at the offer, more than happy to be a healer once more.

			The elevator, finally repaired, whisked them up to their private floor. Daniel could sense Kerry’s weariness. “I’m taking Kerry home.”

			“Why?” His mother’s instant concern made him smile.

			“I can feel she’s tired.” In fact, it was making him sleepy. He yawned and rubbed the back of his neck. “I think I know the consequences of a warlock bonding to a person. I feel pretty much everything she does.”

			“That could be good and bad.” Gareth shrugged. “Think of the sex.”

			Daniel didn’t have the heart to tell Gareth that the sex had become phenomenal. Through their link he could tell each and every one of Kerry’s hot spots, but more importantly, he could feel her love. It was the biggest blessing of his life, one he would cherish until his dying day.

			His brother opened the door to his penthouse apartment and Daniel stepped inside. The instant his eyes landed on Kerry he felt his heart begin to pound. She looked so good, lying on the couch, holding hands with Gen. All his focus was on his mate as he made his way toward her, ignoring everyone else at the gentle smile she sent him. “Hey, sweetheart. Ready to go?”

			She nodded and held up her arms. “Yes, please.”

			He picked her up and cradled her close. She was in his arms, soft and trusting, fulfilling his greatest fantasy.

			Kerry Andrews was finally his.

			“You’re mine too, you know. Stubborn man.”

			He chuckled as he carried her out the door. “Yes I am.”

			“Oh, hey, just wanted to remind you,” Gareth called out. “The ceremony is two weeks from now.”

			“Got it.” Daniel carried Kerry out the door, ignoring her curious stare. “Thanks for everything, bro.”

			“Becketts stick together.” The door shut quietly behind them.

			Daniel carried a silent, sleepy Kerry into their apartment, heading straight for the bedroom. They could both use some sleep, but he had the feeling sleep would be long in coming tonight once she learned of his plans.

			“What ceremony?”

			And there it was. “Our ceremony.” He placed her on her feet and began taking off her clothes.

			“What ceremony?” This time, instead of a soft inquiry, she was glaring at him, her toe tapping impatiently.

			“Our wedding ceremony.”

			She blinked, her toe stilling, her whole body shaking. “What?”

			“Didn’t I tell you?” He pushed her pants down her legs, kneeling before her. “I’m marrying you.”

			“No, you didn’t.” He couldn’t tell if she was pissed or happy, even through their bond, but the fact that she hadn’t kicked him was probably a good sign. “You didn’t even ask.”

			“I am now.” He held up a velvet box he’d tucked under the bed before the meeting with the council. He opened it up and showed it to her. “Will you marry me in two weeks?”

			The jolt of pure joy raced along their bond. “I don’t know. It’s awfully sudden.”

			His brows rose as he waited patiently. It wasn’t like he didn’t know her answer, just as she knew how he felt.

			“Yes.” She held out her hand. “A thousand times yes.”

			“She said yes!” he bellowed, quickly pulling her pants back up as his family raced into the bedroom. “Told you she would.”

			“Asshole.” Kerry laughed and hugged him, not even waiting long enough for him to slip the diamond ring on her finger.

			“Your asshole.”

			Surrounded by family, holding his mate…could it get any better than this? Daniel didn’t think so. He listened to his mate’s laughter as Lana, Jo and Gen took turns hugging the life out of her.

			After all, it was hard to top perfection.

		

	
		
			Epilogue 

			Five years later…

			“Things look promising, don’t they?” Sawney McDorman, Abraham’s older brother and CEO of Royale Hotels, sipped the high-priced champagne the king had insisted on serving. It was Halloween, and the Samhain rites had already been performed. King Gareth had acted as High Priest, while Queen Genevieve had been High Priestess. Afterwards, the entire Beckett clan had convened in King Gareth’s apartment for a little Halloween fun.

			Abraham, known as Mac to the royal family, smiled softly at the scene before him. It had taken quite a while, and not a few bumps, to get where they were, but now the Becketts had full control of the court.

			Mac couldn’t be happier. “Indeed. And the addition of Prince Peter has everyone delighted.” The first child of the king and queen had inherited his mother’s blond hair, his father’s golden brown eyes, and the wolf that signified a Beckett. The boy was currently dressed as, of all things, a werewolf. He ran around the living room, howling at everyone and giggling in delight when they cringed.

			Padma, Zach and Johra’s child, followed after Prince Peter. Her dark pigtails were askew, and her big blue eyes were shining. Somewhere along the way her little witch hat had disappeared, and if he wasn’t mistaken one of her shoes was missing. He scooped the child up as she ran past. “Where is your shoe, little miss?”

			She wiggled in his hold. “Put me down, Uncle Mac. I gotta chase Peter.”

			“Why?” Sawyer chucked her under her chin, chuckling when she scowled at him.

			“I’m the Own and he’s a bad guy. I gotta zap him good.” Padma pointed toward the floor. “Down, please.”

			Mac did as she asked. “Good luck, young Own.”

			“Thanks.” She raced off, the other shoe landing somewhere under Gareth’s couch.

			Mac shook his head. “I wouldn’t be surprised if that one does turn out to be an Own.”

			“Or a teacher, like her mother.” Sawyer shivered. “If I hear why, Uncle Sawyer? One more time…” Sawyer growled. It was impressive for a non-werewolf.

			A tinkle of laughter drew his attention to the buffet, where Lana was currently holding court among the women in the family. Whatever story she was telling seemed to have both Kerry and Johra in stitches, while Queen Genevieve simply smiled and shook her head. Lana was heavily pregnant with her second child. Chris had hold of their son, Thomas. The two-year-old was adorable in his Superman costume, but he appeared to be getting lectured over—

			“He ate blue crayons again, didn’t he?” Sawyer started to laugh. “The kid’s addicted to them.” 

			“What I don’t understand is, why only blue? Why not yellow or red?” Mac shook his head. “Maybe it tastes better?”

			“Don’t ask me. I thought boogers were delicious at two.” Sawyer took a sip of his champagne. “I’d say my taste has improved.”

			Mac shuddered. “Most definitely.” He straightened his tie, watching curiously as a young pup entered from the powder room. It sniffed the air, crouching low as it aimed for the couch.

			“Sophie Beckett, where is your costume?” Daniel chased after the pup, his hands finally grasping the hindquarters of the tiny wolf pup. “Gotcha!”

			“Now there’s something I don’t understand,” Sawyer whispered as Daniel took the little girl back into the bathroom. “I thought only males were born to the Becketts, and all of them were wolves?”

			“That’s what I thought,” Mac replied quietly. “But somehow, that doesn’t seem to be the case anymore.”

			“The original curse may have mutated again.” Sawyer finished off his champagne, but held onto the glass. No sense in giving little fingers the temptation to play with the expensive flute.

			“If you ask me,” Zach’s voice came from behind them, “Daniel and Kerry are a special case.”

			Mac turned, well used to Zach’s unusual ways by now. “How so?”

			“Well, Kerry is a wolf too, so Sophie got a double-dose of wolfiness.” Zach pointed to Peter, who was now chin deep in a bowl of ice cream. “Peter is what you’d expect.”

			“I don’t understand.” Sawyer looked as confused as Mac felt.

			“It’s simple. Gareth is the one we all thought would carry on the family ‘curse’.” Zach made little quotation marks with his fingers. “His kids would be all boys, and all wolves. Ours would be a mixed bag of male and female, but none of them would have wolfy tendencies. But there’s Sophie, howling up a storm. I think it has to do with the way Kerry got her wolf, but I’m not sure if—”

			“Zach!”

			Johra’s panicked yell had them all running toward the dark-haired witch.

			“What’s wrong?” Zach pushed his way past Mac and Sawyer, who quickly followed him.

			“Look.” Jo pointed toward a tiny wolf pup in a witch’s costume.

			“Is that…Padma?” Zach knelt down and petted the pup, earning a yip of joy. Her ears were just as lop-sided as her ponytails had been, one at full mast, the other bent. 

			Mac watched as the girl turned back into, well, a girl. He cleared his throat and brought out his tablet PC, making a quick note. “I’ll inform housekeeping to vacuum three times a week instead of two.”

			Sawyer grunted. “That’s all you have to say? Padma just did the supposedly impossible, and you’re thinking of Hoovers and Dysons?”

			Mac shrugged. “It’s just another day in the Beckett family.”

			Sawyer blinked. “Huh. Good point.”

			Even Johra, shocked as she was at her daughter’s transformation, laughed at that.

			“Okay, so now what?” Chris, little Thomas still in his arms, seemed shocked. He was staring at the boy in his arms as if he would turn furry any second.

			“Now we party.” Gareth put his arm around his brother’s shoulder and tickled Thomas’s belly, earning a squeal from the boy. “I say we eat, drink and be merry, because tonight the veil is thin, and our loved ones surround us. Even those we’ve lost.”

			Mac gave a silent nod to the parents he and Sawyer had lost to a car accident twelve years before. They’d been young, but they’d survived, fighting their way to their current positions with ruthless efficiency. They’d served the previous royal family out of duty and necessity.

			This royal family they served out of love.

			So no matter what the future held, be it wolves, warlocks, shifting babies or court intrigue, Mac looked forward to it all. 

			“I have a question.” Zach stared at his wife, a twinkle in his eye. 

			“No, Zach.” Johra held up her hand.

			“But—”

			“No.” She glared at him.

			Padma sat up and pushed her hair out of her eyes. She looked up at Gareth with pleading eyes. “Can we order a pizza, Uncle Gareth? That shrimp stuff sucks.”

			“Zachary Beckett!” Johra began chasing her husband around the buffet table. “You taught her that.”

			“It’s not my fault!” Zach dodged left, barely avoiding a flying shrimp tail. “Besides, it does suck.”

			“I want pepperoni!” Sophie began chanting, dancing in her pink tutu, her wand waiving around like a baton. 

			“Ba-con! Ba-con!” Peter joined in with his own chant, and soon all the children were calling for their favorite toppings. Johra was swarmed by tiny hands and sticky kisses until she was buried in an avalanche of cuteness.

			“Yes!” Zach pumped his fist. “Good-bye, shrimp dip, hello double pepperoni!”

			“I like the shrimp dip.” Genevieve picked up the bowl, cradling it like a child.

			“I’m not touching that one with a ten-foot baguette,” Daniel droned. “But you know, bro, they have these p-e-n-i-s enhancing surgeries. I’d Google it if I were you.”

			“Asshole,” Gareth snarled.

			“Butt-munch.” Daniel popped a cheddar cube in his mouth.

			“PEPPERONI!” screamed the children.

			“What’s a penis?” Sophie asked her mother.

			“It’s where some men keep their brains,” Kerry answered smoothly.

			Mac turned and headed for the powder room. After all, it wouldn’t do for the others to see the supposedly refined steward of the court laughing his dignified ass off.
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