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Chapter one

Maddie





Ihated this place, but it was the only way I was ever going to pay my bills. Doing jobs for the worst of the worst of the magickal community wasn’t for the faint of heart. Especially when the best paying jobs were coming from a demon. 

“Madlyne Cole, I thought I’d see you sooner.” He smiled as I approached the booth he always sat in. From this angle you’d think he was a normal guy just reading a book, but when you got one look at his unnaturally dark eyes, you knew exactly what he was. 

“Don’t tell me you’re working with other people?” He said with a smile. 

“What do you have today?” I ignored his comment. He watched me for a moment before shrugging. 

“Not much.” He raised an eyebrow. “But if you don’t mind a little heist, I might have one job for you. Something that will not only help me, but could help you as well.” He said with a slight smile. “You know about the rumblings in the Shadow realm about some kind of war with the vampires, right?” 

“I’ve heard stories, but stay out of all that,” I said. There were a lot of rumors about the Shadow people and some Witch starting some kind of war with the vampires, but it was none of my concern. I barely spent time in the earth world. 

“Well, there’s a Warlock who has a book. It used to belong to me. He stole it and I want it back,” he said, his voice dropped from the human sounding tone straight into demon. That told me everything I needed to know about how he felt. 

“A book?” I crossed my arms. “If it’s so important why don’t you get it?” 

He looked at me like I’d said the dumbest thing on the earth. “If it was that easy, I wouldn’t be paying you to do it.The Arcana is too powerful for any mere Warlock to have.” 

“So,” I shrugged. “You want me to just break into his place and take it?” 

“That’s the plan. You shouldn’t have an issue getting in. He won’t be looking for you,” he said, sliding me a piece of paper. “The incantation to get you to his place.” 

I looked at him confused. “Incantation? Why would I need that?” 

“Because, witch, he lives in a void. There’s no doors in or out. That-” He tapped on the paper. “-is your only way in.” 

“Won’t he know when I use it?” 

The Demon shrugged. “I’m the Dream Demon, it’s more powerful than some Warlock who thinks he’s got everything figured out.” 

Right.

I took the paper and glanced at it. the incantation was pretty normal with the exception of the end. I looked as though it had a cloaking spell of some kind behind it. That had to be what kept it quiet. 

“I’d get going if I was you. He’s supposed to be gone for the next several hours.”

“And my payment?” I waited for him to answer. 

“You’ll get it when I have the book,” he said. 

I sighed and read the incantation, not knowing what the hell I was walking into. 

     


      ***                                                                      

As soon as my feet hit the floor, I was overcome with magick. This guy was strong and there was no way he wouldn’t know I was here. I had to pick up the pace and find this damn book. 

The living room area was all dark wood. Even the floors screamed money and the old style furniture filling the room. None of it looked like it was used for more than a day or two and looked nearly brand new. There was a large picture window across from where I was standing but no light shone through. It was eerie and felt just wrong. I shouldn’t be here. 

I pushed the feeling away and hurried into the next room which happened to be the library. I breathed a sigh of relief. If this book was anywhere, it would be here. Only a cocky self assured Warlock would have a library this huge and not have a book that powerful on display. See that was the thing with people who thought they had power, they didn’t protect it or themselves like they should. Why would they? No one would be stupid enough to try to take anything from them. 

Except me. 

I searched through the rows of books, opening each one and reading the first line of text. It was easy to glamour a book cover. Not so easy to do it to the entire book. I looked at the rows higher up and those looked like the books more likely to be what I was looking for. They were old and weathered just like an old spell book would be. 

I pulled the ladder over where I wanted to start and climbed to the top. pulling each book on the row and taking a peak at the words before putting them back. 

Then I was on the floor trying to catch my breath. The impact of being pulled from the ladder and hitting the floor on my back knocked the wind out of me. As I laid there gasping for air, a tall well build man stepped over me. He watched me before kneeling down on either side of my legs with a smile. 

“Coming here was a bad idea, little witch,” he said. I couldn’t speak and could barely move. I felt a sting on my wrist and followed his eyes to the same spot. A gold bracelet with purple magick swirling around it was just there. I didn’t know how and didn’t want to. 

I finally was able to catch my breath and tried to scurry out of his reach, but he grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet with him. 

“Ah, ah, you’re not going anywhere,” he said with an amused smile on his stupidly handsome face. He was taller than me, but not by too much. 

I straight up kneed him in the balls. 

That did the trick and he let go of my arm. I stepped back and repeated the incantation to get me the fuck out of there. But nothing happened. I said it again and felt a shock in my wrist this time. 

He laughed, still doubled over but catching his breath from the blow. 

“That fucking demon,” I muttered. 

“I knew he sent you,” he said. He stood up and adjusted his shirt like nothing happened. “That’s not how you should greet the man who’s house you broke into.” His voice was amused with a mix of anger. Probably from what I just did to him. 

“Look, it’s not personal. Just a job,” I said. “We can work this out.” 

“You’re right, we are going to work this out, but not right now.” He said and waved his hand. 

Before I could say a word in protest, I was standing in a bedroom, alone in the dark. 

What the hell do I do now?
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