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

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

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

“I’m listening.”

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

“I hear ya.” I hang up.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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