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  The First Day

  
  




No amount of research could have prepared Jessica for how small she would feel arriving in Toronto. As she stopped to catch her breath on the wide pedestrian walkway in front of hte train station, her gaze was drawn to the skyscrapers towering over her. Her large backpack dug into her shoulders, the sweat-soaked the collar of her hoodie pressed into her clammy skin and her feet ached from the travel. Humid air enveloped her in a tight embrace thanks to the summer heat that lingered into September. 

People moved around her like streams of ants on a mission. Everyone’s gaze was either down or focused straight ahead, desperate to avoid eye contact. Jessica quickly realized there were even taller buildings beyond the block in front of her. To her left, a skinny tower reached into the air like a needle that had gotten swollen at the top. It punctuated the skyline behind the thick columns of the train station in a silhouette that reminded Jessica of an old T.V. antenna. 

Everything was either very big or very fast, and Jessica felt trapped amongst it all. 

Letting out a stressed breath, she readjusted her backpack straps. “You’re a Beata,” she whispered to herself. “You are a strong, independent witch. This is what you wanted. Moving to a new city is nothing.”

Though it felt like a different world compared to the island cabin she had grown up in with Nonna, her adoptive grandmother; or the forest she had spent the last seven months living in with her now ex-werewolf boyfriend Malcolm. Both of whom had been very displeased to hear she was moving to the big city.

It was easier to convince Malcolm she was leaving — they had both known their time together was temporary. Nonna, on the other hand, still wasn’t sold on the idea.

Jessica flinched as her phone buzzed in her pocket. Pulling it out, her eyebrows lifted as a picture of Nonna’s stern face filled the screen. It was the only digital photo she had managed to get of her grandmother. She answered the phone with caution. “Nonna?”

“Finally!” Her grandmother’s exasperated voice said loudly from the other end of the line. “Do you know how long I’ve been trying to get this thing to work? Mia bambina why do you insist on this ridiculous technology?”

Jessica rolled her eyes, only because she knew her grandmother couldn’t see her. “Because cellphones are convenient, Nonna. I can’t carry around a mirror with me everywhere I go.”

Nonna clicked her tongue. “I don’t see why not. They invented the pocket mirror for a reason.”

“Yes, Nonna.”

“Are you there yet?

“Nonna, I just got off the train.”

“Good,” Nonna said firmly, “then it’s not too late for you to turn around and come home.”

Jessica sighed and started walking, eyeing the obscene height of the buildings as she followed the sidewalk. She loosely knew where she was going, having obsessively studied the route to her new apartment on the train. Even still, she was itching to check the map, but her grandmother would know if Jessica wasn’t giving her her full attention.

“We’ve talked about this Nonna. I need my own —”

“I know, I know.” Nonna was undoubtedly waving away the words. “I just worry. It’s my job.”

Jessica grinned “Where would home be anywhere?” Despite her reservations about Jessica moving out to start her own life, Nonna had been quick to plan her own worldwide adventure once Jessica made it clear she wasn’t changing her mind.

“I think I will start in the Baltics,” Nonna mused. “But Brazil is high on my list. I have an old centaur friend there that I haven’t seen in ages.”

Pausing on a corner to read the street signs, Jessica continued on her walk through the city. “Sounds lovely.”

“That reminds me; I’ve given your address to a friend in the city. They’re going to find you sometime today. They have a job they need your help with.”

Jessica stopped and groaned. “Nonna, I —”

“Hey!” 

A man in a suit shoved Jessica’s shoulder. Caught by surprise she stumbled to the right, looking over her shoulder to realize she was now in the river of people. She dodged two more businessmen to position herself against one of the buildings so she would be out of the way.

“Nonna, I told you I would find work on my own,” Jessica explained. As a Beata, a witch who possessed more magic than the average spell caster, it wouldn’t take long for other magical creatures to sense her presence. Witches could make good money working freelance. The magical community was small and word travelled quickly; finding a contract was only a matter of time. She didn’t need Nonna’s reputation as one of the top witches in the world to help her. If all else failed, Jessica would still rather get a human job in a coffee shop than rely on Nonna’s connections.

“Too bad,” Nonna said sharply. “Mr. Lockly reached out to me for advice with his business troubles. The timing is perfect, so you will help him and be very kind about it so he will connect you with more work.”

Jessica bit into her lip to stop herself from groaning again, but she couldn’t hold back the frustration in her tone. “Yes, Nonna.”

“Good. Are you at the apartment yet?”

Eyeing the street corner, Jessica sighed. “Not even close.” The walk had seemed reasonable on paper, but Jessica’s growing doubts made the ache in her feet all the more prevalent. 

“Well let me know when you get there so I can get rid of this ridiculous device and talk to you properly.”

“It’s a cellphone, Nonna,” Jessica said. “You’re gonna have to get with the modern times at some point.”

Nonna scoffed. “I will stick with my spells and brews, thank you very much.”

“Alright Nonna, I love you.”

“I love you too mia bambina. Please be safe.”

Jessica hung up the phone and prepared herself to merge into the pedestrian traffic. People passing by gave her about as much attention as they would a street lamp. If she had to navigate crowds like this the entire way, with her giant backpack, she was likely to pull the muscles in both her shoulders. 

A cheeky idea struck her, and Jessica smiled to herself. She knew she would need to be careful with her magic in the big city — she couldn’t risk an ignorant human witnessing something they shouldn’t — but there were a few subtle spells that be cast without drawing attention. 

Jessica pressed her hands to the bottom of her backpack and focused her gaze on the cement to concentrate. Warmth swelled in her chest and spread down her arms into her hands, leaving a trail of goosebumps. Jessica whispered under her breath. “Cast this weight, be free of the burden. Light as a feather upon its desertion.”

The energy faded from her fingertips as it was absorbed into the fabric of her backpack. Immediately, the weight eased from her shoulders, and Jessica could straighten her posture. She could still feel the backpack but now, as per the spell, it was as light as a feather. Smiling to herself, Jessica adjusted the straps and continued on her way. Maybe walking won’t be so bad. 

With a deep breath, she waited for a suitable opening in the stream of people, and then slipped into the walking line. 

It was no wonder that cities were often referred to as concrete jungles. Everything was grey, but dense and chaotic as she knew forests to be. Her head remained on a constant swivel, trying to take it all in, until the skin at the back of her neck tightened unexpectedly. Magic. 

Jessica slowly drew her hands out of her pockets, keeping them ready at her sides as the uncomfortable sensation of being watched itched her skin. She frowned. People were everywhere she turned; it wasn’t unreasonable that someone could be staring at her. But something in the air around her made Jessica wary. And if her gut said something was wrong, it was usually best to listen to it.

She slowed her pace just enough that she could focus more closely on the faces around her, especially on anyone who seemed to be lingering. Nothing looked out of the ordinary, but then again, she didn’t know what was normal for a city. While she felt on edge, that could just be from the nerves of this big life change. 

The wall of buildings stopped at the entrance of a large urban park. For a moment, Jessica’s shoulders eased at the sight of green trees surrounded by brown grass that hadn’t survived the months of summer sun. Then her eyes caught those of a young man lingering at the entrance to the park.

He was standing in a patch of sunlight, which made his dark brown skin appear bronze. Black curls and a shadow of scruff seemed on brand with his black leather jacket and jeans. His broad frame made for an imposing figure, and his posture was stiff as he stared at her with dark eyes. In one hand he held a take-out coffee cup, and in the other was a circular gold disk that he briefly glanced. A pocket watch?

Jessica stopped, not caring how she interrupted the flow of sidewalk traffic, and held the man’s tense gaze. She couldn’t sense any power coming from him, but something made her heart rate pick up and her magic tingle at her fingertips. She crossed her arms over her chest. I don’t know why you’re staring at me, Jessica pushed her thoughts into her stare, but give me any trouble and you’ll regret it.

Raising an eyebrow, the man looked at the pocket watch again. He gave a small shake of his head, as if in disbelief. There was no way his staring had been an accident and he wasn’t doing a good job of covering it up by suddenly finding his watch so interesting. 

The man snapped the watch shut. He looked back at her as he slipped it into his pocket, though she couldn’t read his emotions. His expression was neutral, but not so slack that he looked indifferent. He took a sip of his coffee, finally breaking eye contact as he turned away and strolled into the park. 

Jessica waited until the man in the leather jacket disappeared, and then an involuntary shiver took over her body. He had stared at her as though he had known who — or what — she was, but she had no clues as to his identity. 

Jessica pushed down the worry. Bigger city, weirder people. The dismissive thought didn’t shake the feeling that she was missing something. She decided to take the long way around the park.

It took another hour and a half for Jessica to reach the block of her new apartment. Removing the weight from her backpack did nothing to prevent the layer of sweat from building on her skin. The heat here was much different than on the west coast. 

She had shaken off, but not forgotten, about the strange stare-down with the young man at the park. It was quickly replaced with nerves as she had to face a new challenging; meeting her roommate Kirsten for the first time.

The block was lined with shops that had apartments above them, making it tricky for her to figure out which address matched which door. Halfway down the block, she saw the butcher shop Kirsten had told her to look for. The cream-coloured tile floor and painful fluorescent light made the meat hanging in the window look plastic. Tucked into a small alcove next to it was was a skinny black metal door.

When she got to the stoop, Jessica was stopped by a large cardboard box propped up against the door. She paused, and then laughed. I shouldn’t be surprised. There was no address on it or return label, but Nonna didn’t need either of those. Jessica’s new mirror had arrived.
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Jessica’s fingers tapped impatiently against the box in her hands as she waited outside the apartment door. She could hear rustling on the other side, and was consciously reminding herself not to hold her breath as she waited for Kirsten to answer.

They had spoken over the phone a few weeks earlier, when Kirsten interviewed her for the room. Jessica had never been in an interview before, and was relieved when Kirsten invited her to sign onto the lease. Despite all their back and forth, Jessica had little idea of what to expect.

The lock clicked and the door swung open to reveal a tall, athletic woman with pale skin and bright red hair tied up in a bun atop her head. Her deep frown quickly brightened with curiosity as she looked Jessica up and down. “You’re Jessica?”

She nodded.

Kirsten frowned and tilted her head slightly. “Most people usually move in their artwork last,” she said, pointing at the box in Jessica’s hands.

Jessica’s cheeks warmed. “It’s — uh — a mirror. A move-in gift. From my grandmother.”

“Oh cool. Old school.” Kirsten stepped back to allow Jessica in, leading her past a narrow galley kitchen and into a cramped living room.

Kirsten pointed across the room. “That’s your bedroom. Mine is over there,” she said, pointing back to the wall behind them. “Obviously, don’t go in unless you’re invited, and I’ll give you the same courtesy. There is also a lock on the door if you want to use it. The bed’s there, as promised, but you’ll probably want a few more things, unless you’ve got stuff hidden in that massive backpack.”

Jessica resisted the urge to readjust the straps again. “Thanks.”

Kirsten nodded. “I gotta get to work, and then I’m having dinner with my girlfriend, so I probably won’t see you until tomorrow. But then maybe we could grab a drink and actually meet each other, you know?” She flashed a smile that promised trouble and turned away without waiting to hear Jessica’s response. “Your keys are on the kitchen counter,” she said over her shoulder. “Make sure to check the lock’s locked before you leave, it’s a finicky thing.”

“Okay. Thanks!” Before Jessica knew it, the door was shut, locked, and she was on her own.

Blowing a raspberry, Jessica carefully placed the mirror down, leaning it against the hallway wall. She looked around the room without thought for a moment, still trying to wrap her head around her new situation. She hadn’t felt stunned in quite some time, but it had all happened so fast that she found it hard to believe that this was where she lived now.

One thing at a time. First, it had been getting to the train, then to the apartment. The best thing she could do now, she decided, was unpack.

Her stuff was scattered across every inch of her new bedroom when a sudden sharp buzz cut through the air. Jessica flinched, her hands raised at the ready as she whipped her head around to find the source of the noise. Is that an alarm?

Moving into the living room, Jessica scanned the space. It couldn’t be an alarm or it would have kept buzzing. Maybe one of the appliances? Her forehead wrinkled as she circled around the apartment, through the kitchen, and back into the living room before placing her hands on her hips with her frown deepening. What am I supposed to…

The buzz went off again, and this time Jessica turned with a jerk towards the front door. For the first time, she noticed a small brown box fixed to the wall. There were grooves for a speaker with two buttons beneath it, each labeled by a piece of tape. An intercom! She knew what that was from T.V. shows. With relief, Jessica pressed the button labeled ‘answer’. “Hello?”

There was a pause before a deep voice responded over the intercom. “Ms. Williams?”

Jessica pursed her lips. Who knows where I live? “Who is calling?”

“This is Mr. Lockly. Adrianna sent me.”

Adrianna? It was always telling if Nonna’s associates used her first name or last. Mr. Lockly must have known Nonna for quite some time. “Of course. I’ll come down.” She wasn’t keen on having a stranger in her apartment when she still felt so new to it herself.

Jessica quickly slipped on her runners and headed out the door. She got ten feet down the hallway before she cursed to herself, remembering her keys, and retraced her steps to get them. She had never lived somewhere where she actually had to lock the door. That was going to take some getting used to. 

When she opened the metal grate at the bottom of the stair she nearly ran into the back of a giant. Mr. Lockly mumbled his apologies and stepped off the stoop, giving Jessica the room to step outside to speak with him.

At a staggering height, around six foot seven if she had to guess, Mr. Lockly was most likely an actual giant using magic to quell his size. Not only was he tall, but he had a broad frame and arms as thick as her head. That, and Jessica could see a green pendant encircled in gold hanging around his neck. The gem was emulating magical energy — her magic was tingling in her fingertips in reaction to it. 

Mr. Lockly was pale, with coarse black hair tied back into a ponytail at the nape of his neck, and a wide clean-shaved face. Jessica was impressed he could find the gray collared shirt he was wearing in his enormous size. That, with the jeans, must mean he was either off shift, or the business he ran was very causal.

“Pleasure to meet you,” Jessica said, extending her hand. Despite completely swallowing her hand in his, Mr. Lockly’s grip was very gentle.

“The pleasure is mine,” he said with a nod and the remnants of a Scottish accent. “I hope you can help me with my — er — problem.”

Hands on her hips, Jessica gave him a confident smile. Even if she was annoyed by Nonna’s interference, she was going to make the best of it. Word-of-mouth was the strongest form of marketing in magical networks. “I’m sure I can. What’s the problem?” 

“My establishment is experiencing a pest issue,” My Lockly explained. “I’ve tried to get rid of ‘em myself, diplomatically of course, but it hasn’t gotten me anywhere. They just keep coming back. Our staff is small, so I don’t have the extra hands to spare. I need someone to rid me of this mess for good.”

Jessica nodded. Most magic-owned businesses were mom-and-pop style stores. Though she was curious to see what a magical community looked like on the big-city scale. “What kind of pests?”

Mr. Lockly huffed. “I wish I knew, but they’re shapeshifters, yah see? They come in lookin’ different every time, but the results are always the same. They disrupt guests, harass my staff and cause an unruly mess. Even some of my most faithful regulars are threatening not to come back if this keeps up.” He pinched the bridge of his nose. Jessica noted the dark bags under his eyes.

“I’d be happy to look into it,” Jessica said. “Though you should know my fees —”

“Adrianna explained it to me,” Mr. Lockly assured her, “and money ain’t a worry. I’ll pay for both the consultation and resolution fees up front, and a bonus if you can get it done in one night.”

“Alright then,” Jessica said, thinking of the ways she wish she could scold her grandmother for meddling. “What’s your establishment?”

“It’s called The Giant’s Tavern.” 

Both Jessica and Mr. Lockly grinned at the name, a small dimple forming on the giant’s right cheek. “It’s in King West,” he explained as he handed her a business card; one side had the name and address in stock-standard cursive, and the other with an unlabeled QR code.

“I can be there tonight.”

Mr. Lockly nodded firmly, his expression all business again. “Come at eight. You can get the lay of the land before it gets busy. And I’d recommend eating something good before you come. I doubt you’ll have time to eat through the night.”

“Good to know,” Jessica said. She was excited to have work, despite how daunting Mr. Lockly made the task sound. She stuck out her hand again and then they shook on it. “I’ll see you at eight.”

Giving her a polite smile, Mr. Lockly took a small step back. “You’re not the first spell caster we’ve tried,” he warned her. “The last one left in tears. I hope you’re as strong as your grandmother says.”

Jessica swallowed back her nerves. “Looking forward to it.”
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Jessica’s face was stuck in an expression of aw as she made her way toward The Giant’s Tavern. The more she explored, the more the city felt endless. As dusk settled in and the faded pinks and reds of sunset began to give way to the deep blue of night, the lights of the city began to really shine like they were competing with the stars. 

Realizing that she probably wouldn’t be able to see any stars in the city brought of wave of unexpected homesickness over her. She also had not expected to find the King West neighbourhood in the centre of downtown Toronto. She would have thought that a bar for magical creatures would be further away from the dense human population.

The address led her toward a large square with a giant glass dome building in the centre of it. Across the street were two, multi-storey brownstone business. Following the address numbers, Jessica found a side street between the two buildings where The Giant’s Tavern should be.

Jessica spotted a small green awning stick out of the side of the brick building at the end of the lane. A woman sat on a stool next to the alcove. Her combat boots, black jeans, and black-button up shirt made her look like a security guard, though it was slightly at odds with the bright pink streak that cut through her brown hair, tied back in a ponytail. A pair of black sunglasses with a silver rim matched the diamond piercing in her nose that sparkled against her light-brown skin. Jessica stopped in front of the alcove, atop the short set of stairs that led down to an iron door, and glanced at the bouncer.

The woman tipped her chin down and looked at Jessica over the edge of her glasses with a pair of lavender eyes. “You must be the witch?”

Nodding, Jessica showed the bouncer the business card. “I take it you are part of the security?”

“I am the security,” the woman corrected her, “but my services are needed out here to make sure no one who shouldn’t be here gets in. If you know what I mean.” She smiled as an opalescent shimmer danced across her eyes. Then the woman straightened her posture, hiding her eyes behind the glasses once again.

A seer. Clever. Jessica returned the smile, nodding with unspoken understanding. Sometimes being a seer came with the ability to see visions of the past or future, but other times it enabled the wielder to see through magic. They could also come from any species; most often the elves, but this woman was clearly human. It gave the bouncer the ability to tell who was a magical creature despite any ward or disguise they may be using to blend in with humans. It also meant that humans could be stopped from accidentally getting in, creating a safe place for magical creatures to enjoy the nightlife.

“Have you noticed any consistencies with these pests?”

The bouncer scowled. “Illusion spells I can see through, but when it’s their own talent I can’t tell who’s the pest and who’s a regular customer. Since they come with difference faces each time, I don’t have a way of recognizing them, and I gotta let them in,” she said with a sharp bite in her tone.

“Fair enough,” Jessica said, turning to the door.

The bouncer scoffed behind her. “Good luck.”

Pulling open the heavy metal door, Jessica was greeted with a dark corridor. As she stepped through the entrance, an involuntary shiver ran down her spine and coated her arms with goosebumps, indicating the presence of more magic. There must be a ward on the entrance; a kind of invisible, protective wall that was set up with specific conditions of who could pass through it. It was probably an extra precaution to keep humans out. 

Wondering if she’d get the chance to meet more spell casters in the city, Jessica walked down the blackened corridor until it opened into a sprawling, hexagonal room.

Large black-iron chandeliers hung from the concave ceiling. A shallow mezzanine lined the walls, scattered with tables, booths, and a small bar to the left. Five descending steps led to the main floor, with a circular bar in the centre. The floor was wide enough for five elephants comfortably, which wasn’t hard to picture with the two giants lounging on log stumps that had been fashioned as stools next to the central bar.

Easily ten feet tall each, they took up the entire right half of the floor. One of them was dressed in board shorts and a button-up floral shirt. His brown, hairy legs stretched out far enough that a fae with long pink hair carrying a serving tray had to use her sheer wings to fly over them. The giant’s companion was a woman with long black hair braided to the side of her dark brown skin, wearing in a grey power suit. The female giant let out a hearty laugh before lifting the keg-sized beer stein to her lips.

Jessica grinned and carefully walked the perimeter of the bar. It was quarter to eight. The happy-hour crowd was packing up their things to head to the next destination, while the evening customers were starting to trickle in. In a few hours, the more party-ready creatures would likely arrive, and that was when these ‘pests’ were liable to show up.

At least, that was Jessica’s theory. She was eighteen, and technically wasn’t allowed in the bar as a customer for another year. What she knew was based on what the werewolves had told her.

A pang of longing weighed on her shoulders. Living in Washington with the wolves had been a wonderful, albeit unpredictable time. She had wanted to travel before settling in Toronto, but then got caught up chasing a rogue harpy in one of the national parks. That had brought her into conflict with the resident werewolf pack, who mistook her for an intruder. It took several fights before she managed to assert herself, but she had impressed them. Especially one of their lieutenants, Malcolm. It wasn’t hard to say yes to staying with him, to fall for him in the few months she was there. 

Her time with them felt like a dream now, but at least she could look back on it fondly. She even had the scars to remember them by.

Having made her way around the entire tavern, identifying potential hiding places and blind spots, Jessica settled at the bar where Mr. Lockly was serving. He had grown to around eight feet since she last saw him, which she guessed was his natural height. Giants came in all shapes and sizes depending on their ancestry, but eight feet was the smallest she had seen.

“Drink?” he asked her.

“Pop, please,” Jessica said with a smile. “I’m on the job after all.”

With a nod, Mr. Lockly placed a fizzy cola in front of her. “What do you reckon?”

There were a lot of magical species who could shapeshift. The challenge would be figuring out which one she was dealing with. She had narrowed it down to a few guesses based on Mr. Lockly’s descriptions, but she couldn’t be sure until she could break their illusions. “From what you’ve told me, chasing after them will probably just cause more problems. I have to find a way to make them engage me first.”

Mr. Lockly gave a grim expression. “Seeing as you’re single and breathing, you may not have to work too hard.”

Jessica swallowed her disgust at the comment and nodded. “Good to know.”

“Make yourself comfortable then,” Mr. Lockly said with a sigh. “It’ll be a long night.”

Three hours went by without incident, though Jessica didn’t really mind the wait. She enjoyed watching the interactions around her, admiring the variety of creatures that came into The Giant’s Tavern.

She bristled as two harpies walked behind her, hunting for a table. Their long bird legs were covered in red feathers that rustled as they walked, while their talons the length of knives scraped across the floor. Their torsos were human-like, except for the wings that could drop down from their arms at a moment’s notice. There was something very animal in the way their heads twitched while surveying the room, their pupils thin like hawk’s against yellow irises. 

Harpies were vicious hunters, and the one she had fought in the States had given into her savage side and started hunting humans. That was why Jessica had intervened then. For now, she pulled her focus away from the harpies in the tavern. She didn’t have a problem with anyone who didn’t have a problem with her.

Across the bar from her, sitting on a lone stool, was a small furry creature clasping a sake cup between its paws. It had a face similar to a raccoon, only with brown fur, and ears that reminded Jessica of a fox, but with a body as big as a badger. 

A raccoon dog, she realized. A tanuki was a type of shapeshifting Japanese yokai, one that she was surprised to see in Toronto. Then again, the variety of magical creatures was even greater than that of humans.

The tanuki lifted the sake to its snout and, tipping its head back so as not to spill, carefully poured the sake into its mouth. The corners of its black lips pulled back into a smile as it placed the cup back down and looked toward the door.

Perhaps waiting for someone, Jessica thought. Shapeshifting spirits were high on her list of suspects, but the fact that the tanuki was relaxing in its natural form made Jessica suspect it wouldn’t be up to much mischief. At least not tonight, anyway.

“Is this seat taken?”

She looked to her right to see a woman with golden skin and long carrot-red hair draped over one shoulder next to her. She appeared human other than a pair of long pointed ears against the side of her head. Elf? The ears were too long to belong to a fae, but elves had their own establishments for every industry. It was hard to believe that an elf would have an ego small enough to visit a humble tavern like Mr. Lockly’s place, unless they had some kind of business to see to. 

“By all means,” Jessica replied politely, gesturing to the stool next to her.

The woman slipped onto the stool, her hips nudging Jessica’s as she made herself comfortable. She waved down Mr. Lockly and ordered a beer. Jessica turned to look at the rest of the room, but then heard a little hmph next to her.

Jessica raised her eyebrows at the elf, whose red lips turned up in a suggestive smile. “When a beautiful woman sits next to you, it’s customary to buy her drink.”

Scoffing, Jessica turned her torso to face the elf as best she could. “That’s awfully presumptuous of you.”

The elf’s expression went slack for a moment before her eyes narrowed with a hint of challenge in her eyes just as Mr. Lockly was setting the drink down in front of her. Holding Jessica’s eyes she pulled a small coin purse out of her cleavage and withdrew a credit card before batting her eyelids at the giant and handing the card over with two fingers. “For my tab. Add on whatever she’s drinking,” she said with a purr in her voice.

Mr. Lockly looked at Jessica confused, but she shrugged in reply. To keep her cover, she might as well go with it.

“Sooo,” the elf said as Mr. Lockly walked off to set up the tab. “Are you not interested, or playing hard to get? I can work with either.”

“Neither, I’m … waiting for someone,” Jessica said.

“Well they’re sure taking their sweet time, aren’t they. Didn’t get stood up, did you?” The elf laughed with a hollow bubbliness that made Jessica bristle. She turned her attention back to the tavern at large. 

“What are you drinking sweetheart?”

Ugh. “What makes you think I’m sweet?” she muttered without looking at the elf. Across the bar, two mermen were causing quite a stir. Surrounding patrons appeared torn between being unable to look away, while the rest abashedly adverted their eyes. The tanned skin of the mermen’s bare chests shimmered with the same effect of scales, and along their necks were scar lines that were likely their closed gills. Merfolk could change their tail to legs for limited periods of time, but these mermen hadn’t bothered to put on human clothes after morphing.

The one on the right with blue-black hair snapped his fingers at the bartender closest to him — a pale-skinned nymph with blonde hair and a silver headband made of fern leaves. The woman’s lips pursed to fight back her scowl as she approach the two men and pointed at their bare chests as she spoke. Undoubtedly there was a no-clothes policy in the bar.

The elf’s voice cut into Jessica’s focus like an ice pick in her ear. “Because I’ve got a major sweet tooth, and right now I’m craving you.” Jessica felt the elf’s thigh press against her own.

Cringing, Jessica turned to the elf again, giving her a dubious expression. “Does that line ever work for you?”

“It works on the boys,” the elf admitted, looking at Jessica over her glass as she took a sip of her beer.

“Well you’ll have to think of something more intelligent to get my attention,” Jessica told her bluntly. Movement over the elf’s shoulder caught her eye. The two harpies had cornered a pair of gnomes at their table. The stout creatures had pressed their bodies together in an effort to get as far away from the harpies as possible. The women leaned their elbows onto the hightop, sneering at the gnomes between them.

The noise from the two mermen now arguing about their lack of clothing was rising up on the other side of the bar, but it would have to wait. Jessica was worried that if she didn’t act soon the gnomes on the other side would get eaten. 

She went to stand, but was stopped by the elf at her side extending an arm across her back. “Are you that eager to run away from me?” she asked, her tone bordering on a threat.

“At the moment, yes,” Jessica told her, satisfied with the brief look of offense flashing in the elf’s green eyes. “But mostly because I’ve got things to do, so excuse me.”

“Oh, come on,” the elf said, placing their hand on Jessica’s hip in an attempt to force her back into her seat. “I bet I can change your mind with one line.”

Jessica stood her ground and glowered at the woman, the familiar tingling sensation of her magic igniting in her fingertips.

“Just tell me what you are,” the elf continued. “I got a line for everyone, I promise.” She winked.

Jessica paused. Elves are one of the most magically-sensitive magical creatures in existence. The elf should have been able to identify Jessica as a spell caster from across the room, let alone right next to her.

Smiling, Jessica wet her lips and nodded, slowly settling back on her seat as though she were considering the offer. “Or,” she said. “Why keep playing games when we could cut right to the chase?”

A gleam of excitement lit up the elf’s eyes as she leaned forward. She didn’t notice Jessica reach up with the hand behind her and grab a firm hold of the elf’s pointed ear.

The woman yelped in a distinctively male voice. White smoke wafted up across her skin, concealing her entire body. Jessica kept a hold of the ear all while she could feel the elf’s size shrinking on the bar stool.

The smoke cleared as quickly as it had erupted, and in the elf’s place was a three-foot-tall man with cream-coloured skin, bright carrot-red hair pulled back into a ponytail, and a burnt-red mustache and beard, scowling at her and squirming in his seat.

Using his reaction as an opportunity, Jessica quickly scanned the bar and noticed a similarly enraged expression on the two naked mermen and the two harpies — each group quickly ducked their gaze as Jessica caught them glaring at her. So there’re five of them.

“A leprechaun,” Jessica muttered, pinching the small pointed ear a little harder. “Should have guessed.” The shapeshifters were known for their pranks. Though Nonna had told her of a few kind colleagues, leprechauns were all known for enjoying a good drink and a little bit of trouble. Some, clearly, more than others. “I’ve been told you’ve been causing quite a lot of trouble here.”

“Trouble?” the leprechaun said with a whimper. His anger had shifted to a pleading look, having given up on grabbing at her hand that held his ear in favour of clasping his hands in front of his chest. “I don’t want any trouble, I was just looking for a good time. I mean … if this hasn’t thrown you, we could pick up where we left off?”

Jessica let go of his ear with disgust. “I’ll give you and your friends one chance to walk out of this bar right now, or I will be making you leave. Which’ll it be?”

The leprechaun glanced at Mr. Lockly and shrunk away from the giant’s angry glare. With a sigh, he sighed. “Fine fine. At least let me finish my beer first.” As he reached for the glass, Jessica stole another look at the others she suspected to also be leprechauns.

The two mermen had moved on to harassing the pink-haired fae waitress she had seen before. The woman tried desperately to talk herself out of the conversation, holding her serving tray to her chest and keeping her gaze fixed upward.

Over her shoulder the two gnome had managed to get away from the harpies, leaving the  winged beasts alone at the hightop. They sat there, taping their talons across the wooden table as they stared at Jessica. These two might start a fight, Jessica figured. While their illusions were infallible, she knew how to break them. 

“Oops!”

Jessica turned back to the leprechaun just in time for him to teeter forward and dump his beer across the front of her shirt.

Leaping to her feet with a groan, she looked at her white shirt now stained a yellowy-brown. The dirt-like smell of the beer hit her nose instantly, while the cold seeped through the thin cotton, leaving a tacky feeling across her now chilled chest.

The leprechaun stood on his own stool, making him now taller than Jessica, a horrified look on his face. “Oh my gosh, I am so sorry! Let me help you with that!” He put the now empty glass down and grabbed the two small napkins that had been placed on the bar to accompany their drinks. Before Jessica could react, the leprechaun, with a cheeky grin now on his face, slapped each napkin over her breasts and squeezed.

Jessica’s fist connected with the leprechaun’s jaw with a satisfying crack. Before he could fall she used her other hand to grab his dense red hair and slammed his head into the bar. Someone shouted in alarm next to them, and over her shoulder, she heard chairs screech across the floor where the harpies had been sitting.

Letting go of the leprechaun who assaulted her — she would deal with him in a moment — she grabbed two coasters from the bar and turned toward the approaching harpies. Charging the thin cardboard squares with her magic to ensure they would fly true, she threw them like shurikens to strike each harpy in their outside ear. There was a yelp of surprise, followed by a puff of white smoke, and in the harpies’ place were two more leprechauns.

“Mr. Lockly!” She shouted across the bar and pointed to the two mermen.

“On it!”

The merman jumped to their feet and turned to run, but the giant was already behind them. With his giant hands he grabbed each merman by the head. A poof of smoke erupted from the bodies and in the giant’s grip dangled two leprechauns, their feet kicking wildly as he held them in the air.

“Lucy!” Mr. Lockly called. The fae with the pink hair quickly appeared with a rope and swiftly tied up the leprechauns while Mr. Lockly held them together. 

While he worked, Jessica pulled off her brown leather jacket and, holding onto one sleeve, whipped it toward the two leprechauns who had previously been harpies, who were running for the door. 

“S’animer!” On command, the fabric of Jessica’s jacket came alive. It stretched out like a piece of rubber and wrapped around the two leprechauns, pulling tight. They dropped to their butts, struggling against the impromptu rope, but unable to free themselves.

Jessica dragged them to the bar, depositing them next to the third leprechaun who was groaning and holding his now bleeding nose. Happy that the pests were now secure, Jessica dusted off her hand and placed them on her hips, her chest lifting with pride. 

“Good work,” Mr. Lockly said. He dropped the final two leprechauns with their friends, and then turned to Lucy. “Go grab Keltie. We’ll get her to have a look at ‘em in their true forms.” He turned to Jessica. “She’ll be able to recognize them then, no matter what shape they’re in. No way they’re getting back in here again. You did great.”

Jessica smiled, ignoring the leprechauns who all protested in a variety of shouts and wails at their feet. “Happy I could help.”

“Hold tight, and I’ll get your payment.” Mr. Lockly turned to the mezzanine and the door next to the second bar that likely led to his office. 

But the leprechaun who Jessica had slammed into the bar wasn’t nearly as disorientated as she’d thought. He jumped to his feet and shoved Jessica back with surprising force. She stumbled, stunned as the leprechaun took off toward the exit. Two customers at a table nearby jumped up to try and stop him, but he danced out of their grips. The leprechaun shot Jessica a snarky smile over his shoulder as he ran out the front door.

Jessica took two steps after him, but stopped when Mr. Lockly called for her. “Don’t you worry about it,” he assured her. “Keltie’ll see him on the way out. He won’t be able to come back any time soon.”

But Jessica shook her head, her nose crinkled. “I’ll get him. Job’s not over if one gets away.” And there was no way she was letting that groping snake of leprechaun walk away that easily. She had a personal beef with him now.








  
  
  The First Encounter

  
  




Jessica’s feet pounded the pavement, her steps sure and strong as she raced after the leprechaun. Despite his short stature, the creature was fast and maintained a thirty-or-so foot lead. The frustration spurred Jessica on. Once she caught that menace she was going to drag him back to Mr. Lockly so he could sit there on the floor in shame with the rest of his friends. 

They ran for five blocks when the leprechaun shot her a taunting glare over his shoulder and rounded a corner into an alleyway between two buildings.

Before Jessica could reach the corner, a shrill scream split the air. It lasted only a second before being cut off, sending goosebumps down Jessica’s spine. Her heart thundered against her ribs, and her thighs protested as she came to a sudden stop at the entrance of the alley.

It was empty, except for the patches of discarded wrappers, bottles, and wadded-up clumps of who-knows-what scattered along the edges. The old cement buildings on either side created dense shadows that made it hard to see what was up ahead.

Breathing heavily, Jessica cautiously walked deeper into the alleyway. She might have thought the scream was a ploy from the leprechaun to have her drop her guard, but it had been cut off unnaturally quickly. Something else must have silenced him.

Passing two dumpsters, Jessica heard a sniffling sound, followed by a gurgle. She quickened her pace and, behind the third dumpster, found a small body lying on the ground in the fetal position. The bright red hair of the leprechaun was barely noticeable in the darkness. 

She rushed to his side in a panic, realizing too late that she had knelt in a pool of blood. A shuddered gasp shook the leprechaun’s body, his eyes shut opening wide in agony.

“Hold on!” Jessica said, charging her hands with magic, a green light glowing beneath her palms. She was never going to kill the creature — just scared him enough to make sure he learned his lesson.

The leprechaun’s breathing shuddered again, a line of drool slipping over his lips. Then his body spasmed, as if something had struck him with electricity, before it finally went limp.

It took a moment for Jessica to accept he was dead. It happened so fast that the shock numbed her body. She lowered her hands, the healing magic fading away as she watched the leprechaun’s stout frame shrivel, and then dissolve into dust. All that was left was the pool of near-black tacky blood that now seeped into her jeans.

“I’m — I’m sorry.” No one knew specifically what happened to magical creatures when they died. Some believed they were reincarnated in other forms, while others assumed their spirits returned to the magical realm. Regardless, being a nuisance wasn’t a reason to be murdered.

Murder. Whoever had killed the leprechaun couldn’t have gotten far. The problem was, did she bother going after them? Even if it felt wrong, being a magical creature in the human world was never a safe life. There were no official laws to adhere to. Some other magical creature could have had beef with him. If that was the case, then she had no right to intervene.

Jessica got to her feet, her palms warm with her magic as she scanned the alley. She couldn’t sense any other magic nearby, but there was a stillness in the air that made her skin tighten. It was as if the buildings were watching, waiting for something to happen. The usual sounds of night; distant voices, the scuff of footprints, the buzzing of flies, or the subtle groans of old infrastructure, all seemed quiet.

Jessica heard the footstep just in time to turn and jump out of the way as a man leaped from the shadows, a bloody dagger in his hand. He missed her by an inch but was quick to recover, turning to face her with the blade raised, ready to strike again. He had black hair cut to the scalp, with a square jawline and dark brown skin. His brown eyes examined her with tense scrutiny, his eyebrows pinched together in a contained rage. His jeans and black jacket were as unremarkable as him. 

A human? They were nearly the same in height; his body lean but clearly strong by the speed with which he moved. He clearly had some fight training to, by the way he held the knife.

Reeling her magic back, Jessica held up her hands defensively. “I don’t want to any trouble.”

“You don’t get a choice,” the man said in a low, smooth voice. He lunged, the knife coming down in a wide arc at first.

He’s testing me. Jessica dodged and tried to put distance between them. “Why are you attacking me!” she demanded. “I don’t know you!”

“You don’t need to know me. You’ll be dead soon. Witch.”

Jessica’s body stiffened, but she regained her composure in time to block the man’s attack with her left hand as he thrust the knife toward her abdomen. She swung her right fist towards his face, tucking it at the last minute to strike him across the jaw with her elbow. The man let out a loud grunt and stumbled backward, but managed to stay on his feet. His free hand came up to check his face for blood, but Jessica had missed his nose.

“Witch?” she said mockingly, taking up a fighting stance since her attacker clearly wasn’t going to back down. She didn’t want to risk running and putting her back to him yet, not while he could easily chase her down. “What kind of an insult is that?”

The man scoffed and straightened his posture. “Don’t play coy with me. I saw you trying to heal the leprechaun.”

Jessica’s skin burned with anger. Her magic reacted, sending goosebumps up her arms. She tightened her jaw to keep the energy under control. This man was human — she shouldn’t use her magic against him. Even if he was trying to kill her. “You killed the leprechaun. Why?”

“It was a leprechaun,” the man replied, as if that was explanation enough. “And you’ll follow him shortly.”

Dread bloomed in Jessica’s gut, weight down her stomach and causing her chest to tighten as fear crept into her mind. Her voice was quiet as she voiced her realization. “You’re a witch hunter.”

The last time Jessica had met a witch hunter she had been ten years old, and she had killed the man. She could feel the presence of the scar that cut across her collarbone at the memory and fiercely pushed it to the back of her mind. Nonna had told her that witch hunters were once a noble group; humans who helped keep even the most powerful magical being in check. But the only people Jessica had ever met carrying the title witch hunter were bloodthirsty men looking to kill anything and everything magical. Clearly, it was going to be no different in Toronto.  

Freaking out would only get her killed. Jessica clenched her hands into fists to stop them from shaking. But she had never met a witch hunter so young before. The man looked to be in his mid-twenties.

He came at her with a series of stabbing thrusts. Jessica dodged twice and then, in the gap between his strikes, stepped forward and kicked out his knee. With a gasp, the man went down and she drove her other foot across her face. He lost control of the knife and the sound of it skidding across the asphalt echoed off the buildings around them. 

She stood over the witch hunter, her body buzzing from the adrenaline. “Being a witch hunter doesn’t give you a right to murder magical creatures on a whim!” Though maybe they believed otherwise. It was hunters who had tried to kill her as a child, after all. 

Spitting onto the pavement, the man rolled over to look up at her. Sweat coated his brow, and his nostrils flared as his lips twisted into a sneer. Suddenly he kicked her knee with his good foot, catching Jessica by surprise. It wasn’t enough to cause damage, but it brought her onto one knee which gave the man the chance to throw his body forward and tackle her the rest of the way to the ground. Pain cut through her back as she hit the pavement. 

Reacting quickly, Jessica wrapped her legs around his hips and used the momentum to roll them so she was on top, but he got in two clean punches to her jaw. She grabbed his wrists before he could strike her a third time, but he pushed back with surprising force. Without her magic, he would physically overpower her.

No magic! she thought forcefully, even as she could feel the energy buzzing under her skin. She had sworn it as that scared little girl that she would never rely on her magic if she didn’t have to. Not unless it was a last resort. 

Instead, she pulled the man’s hands to the side and lifted her body off of him, jumping to the side before turning sharply and driving her knee into his ribs. Then she pushed herself back and rolled before scrambling ungracefully to her feet. Her cheeks ached — no doubt a bruise forming from where he had punched her. 

She just needed him to stay down long enough to give her enough time to escape. Unfortunately the witch hunter was quick to his feet.  He was favouring his right foot, but if he was in any pain it was well-hidden behind the angry fire in his eyes. 

“You know it’s not very nice to hit a woman.” She matched his sneer with a snarl of her own. 

“You surprised me, I’ll give you that much, witch.” He said witch like someone might say cockroach. “There are not many spell casters who will use their fists. Especially one in your state.” He looked at her chest as he spoke.

Reminded of the beer stain across her white shirt, Jessica’s cheeks burned with embarrassment. “I could use my magic,” she warned him. “But that would hardly be a fair fight.”

With a cruel smile, the witch hunter pinched a gold chain he wore around his neck and lifted it just enough to make sure she saw it. “Enchanted,” he explained. “Any magic you throw at me will be turned back on yourself. So try it. I’d love to see that.”

Jessica’s nostrils flared. Her heart, already racing in her chest, thumped even louder in her ears. “You use magic to hunt magic beings? What kind of stupid hypocritical approach is that?”

“Whatever it takes,” the man warned her, taking an unsteady step forward and raising his fists. “We will not stop the fight.”

“Connor!”

A deep voice rumbled down the alley behind her. The witch hunter, Connor, quickly tucked the pendant under his shirt. “Down here, Damien!” His cruel smile intensified.

Jessica flinched as a firm hand grabbed her shoulder. How did he grab me so fast? She twisted out of the grip and drove a fist toward the man’s ribs, which was quickly blocked. 

She came face-to-face with a pair of dark brown eyes beneath black eyebrows, shadowed by dark hair that was just starting to show its curls. A layer of newly growing scruff coated his chin, but from his jawline and brown skin only a shade lighter than Connor’s, she guessed the two were related. He had the same intensity in his gaze, only his held focus instead of the fury.

Bringing a fist down like a hammer she struck Damien in the collarbone. His jaw tightened and he reached to grab her, but Jessica spun out of the way. She should definitely run, now that it was two against one,  but the look of determination on Damien’s face made her wary to try.

Recognition struck her, followed by surprise like a bucket of cold water being dunked on her head. This was the young man she had sensed watching her earlier on her way when she first arrived in town — the one with the gold pocket watch. Has he been following me from the start?

Clenching her jaw, only to be reminded of the bruises on her cheeks, Jessica took a step back. She glanced quickly at Connor, who watched her menacingly from behind his brother’s shoulder. Damien was a good two, maybe three inches taller than his brother, and built like a linebacker. In the physical sense, that made him far more dangerous. She would have to put him down if she was going to get a chance to run.

Damien lunged for her wrists again and Jessica jumped, aiming her knee at his nose. With impressive reflexes, he blocked her with his palms and shoved her knee back toward the ground, causing her to land unbalanced. He swung a punch for her face, which she only barely managed to duck beneath. He was certainly not holding back. 

Strike, block, dodge, and repeat. Her blood pounded in her ears and neither of them could land a hit on the other.

I may have to use magic, Jessica realized, the dread twisting her gut with nausea. Or she could use it as a distraction.

Jessica threw up her forearms to block a powerful swing from Damien that came too fast for her to dodge. She took the hit with a groan and didn’t have time to react as Damien pulled a surprise roundhouse kick on her, sticking her in the ribs. He had only been boxing up until that point that she had naively assumed that was his only style of combat. Since when were witch hunters smart enough to adapt mid-fight?

She fell to the ground with a loud thud, barely managing to avoid hitting her head on the pavement.

“The knife, Damien!” Connor’s order filled the alley.

Shit! She scrambled to her feet, but Damien caught her by the back of her shirt before she could escape and threw her into the wall. A second later he was in her face, his left hand pinning her wrist against the wall at her side while the right held the eight-inch blade to her neck.

Jessica’s breath caught in her throat. Fear made her body freeze, every muscle tensing. Not like this. Her eyes were wide as she stared into the stone-like face of her would-be killer. She couldn’t have come this far to have it end like this. 

Sharp bursts of memory invaded her consciousness like explosions of gunfire. The older witch hunter loomed over her. A knife, not so different than the one Damien held, pressed into her collarbone. The screaming, hers and the witch hunter’s as fire consumed him, then the forest around her. There had been so much screaming. Magic rushed through her body like thousands of fireworks igniting beneath her skin. 

A flicker of doubt crossed Damien’s eyes. His eyebrows knitted together in a moment of hesitation.

That was all she needed as the panic surged forward like a wild beast as she ripped herself from Damien’s grip at the same time she shoved her right hand in between them and into his nose. She barely registered the sting of the blade across her neck in her reckless push for freedom.

Without a thought, she used the wall as leverage against her back to kick both legs into Damien’s chest, sending him stumbling backward with a grunt of surprise. She rushed him with a flurry of unrefined punches to his face, his ribs, his gut; anything she could hit to get him to back off. All she could think of was the fight. Damien groaned and staggered, still on his feet. 

Jessica could see Connor approaching in her peripherals, as her own sense of reality returned to her. She lifted her knee, feigning a strike so she could use the momentum to land a solid jump kick across Damien’s face. His body lurched to the side, finally knocking him onto a knee. Jessica used the opportunity to spin around with her other foot, sticking Connor in the ribs with the back of her heel. He folded over, clutching his side.

With both men temporarily down, Jessica turned for the exit of the alley and ran. 

She sprinted for countless blocks, until the burn in her thighs became too much and she fell. Her body rolled across the pavement, adding more scrapes to her already abused body. She landed on her stomach and propped herself up on her forearms, gasping for air as her lungs fought violently against the sudden stop, and looked back over her shoulder. There was no one behind her.

Lying there in the street, the sound of her breathing and blood pounding filling her ears, Jessica finally found a crack in the cage of panic that had been suffocating her. 

Listen. 

She forced the command to the rest of her body. Soft footsteps puttered around her, steering around her like she was a rock in the river. But there was no sense of urgency to their patterns, and nothing rising up in the distance. She looked up. Two people with their backs to her were walking away. They would have seen her fall, and they didn’t even stop.

Jessica forced herself onto her knees and crawled to the base of the nearest building, turning to lean her back against the cold cement wall as her legs splayed out on the sidewalk. Letting out a heavy sigh, she leaned her head back and looked up. The brightness of Toronto created a bubble of light over the buildings that blocked out the beauty of the stars, if there were even any out tonight.

Taking consciences breaths, Jessica’s mind drifted back to the fight with the witch hunters. It was all too obvious to her that, if Damien hadn’t hesitated, if his heart had been in the fight the way Connor’s had been, she would be dead. 

An icy chill flushed across her skin and she closed her eyes against the wave of fear that shook her insides. Her fingers were freezing, her magic buried deep inside as if it were hiding too, and it left her hands quivering.

A witch hunter wouldn’t make that same mistake twice. 

Pulling her knees into her chest, she wrapped her around them and hugged herself as tightly as she could. Maybe this was a mistake. The sheer size of the city was already overwhelming, and now she knew that there was a sect of witch hunters practically living next door.

Looking at the sky again, her heart ached. She had wanted this move so badly; to truly set out on her own, find her own path, and see what being a witch meant in the real world. More than anything, she had wanted to know that there could be more to her life than being a Beata.

Are you really going to let the witch hunters take that from you?

Clenching her jaw, Jessica unfolded her arms and looked down at her hands. Warmth began to return, the familiar sense of tingling bringing her comfort. 

She clenched her hands into fists. “No.” She was not a scared little girl anymore, and she would not let witch hunters chase her away from her new home. She had escaped them this time, and she wouldn’t be caught off guard again. Never again.

Jessica pushed herself up to her feet, her thighs wobbly from the exertion. With a steadying hand on the wall, she made sure her head wasn’t spinning before starting down the sidewalk, her hands warming in preparation for a navigation spell to lead her back to her apartment.

The city was a beast itself, but Jessica was strong. And she would become even stronger than whatever the witch hunters could throw at her. I won’t leave. She would prove to herself, and to Nonna, that she could take whatever this new journey had to throw at her.

This was her city now.
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            Book 1 of the Wicked Conjuring series




Jessica has better things to do than run for her life, but that is the least of her worries. Powerful magic is being unleashed in her city, causing unnatural northern lights to coat the sky. As a Beata, a balance keeper of magic, it is Jessica’s duty to uncover the potential threat. Standing in her way is the band of witch hunters. Led by Connor Crowe and his brother Damien, the group is determined to purge all magic from reality. When mutated demons begin to rise from the shadows and witch hunters start disappearing, Jessica is threatened with her greatest challenge. She must destroy the nearly indestructible monsters and unmask the summoner, all while controlling the immense power at her fingertips. What she did not anticipate was being forced to team up with her most dangerous enemy to do it.
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            Book 2 of the Wicked Conjuring series




The adventures of witch Jessica and witch hunter Damien continue as they race after Supai, malevolent Incan god of death, in the hope of stopping him from restoring his full power. The chase leads them to a powerful werewolf artifact hidden deep in the mountains of northern British Columbia, but the success of their mission lies in the hands of a pair of estranged siblings — one of whom is hiding a deadly secret. 




After being cursed by a werewolf seven years ago, Nathan’s only means of survival has been to run and hide. Unable to forgive himself for what he’s become, Nathan has done everything he can to isolate himself from the world. That is, until he comes face-to-face with Abigail, the younger sister he abandoned, and learns she’s being hunted by Silas, the same werewolf who bit him. Abigail holds dangerous knowledge about the whereabouts of the mysterious Lupatus Stone, and Silas will do whatever is takes to control the artifact’s power. Thrust into a world of magic he didn’t know existed, Nathan faces off against dragons, giants, and Supai’s army of shadow demons, all while trying to keep his identity a secret from his sister. When his inability to control his curse puts the others in danger, Nathan must learn to embrace the wolf within or risk losing the artifact — and his last chance at family — forever.
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            Book 3 of the Wicked Conjuring series




As Jessica and her friends continue their quest to stop the ancient god of death Supai, their journey leads them to a goblin village whose residents are being harassed by demons. As they work to save the village, they discover there’s more to things than meets the eye, including a young goblin with a mysterious power that could start a war.




Isla prides herself on being a diligent and loyal goblin, working as the assistant to her father Galhad, chief of their mountain village. While she dreams of something more, Isla knows that the secret curse she bears means she was never meant for greater things. When a series of strange accidents occur and a motley crew of magical individuals appear with tales of a god of death, Isla sees her chance to prove to her father that she can be more than her curse. But when helping Jessica and her friends find the demons uncovers long-kept secrets about Isla’s curse, the fate of the village falls into her hands. With shadows and lies haunting each step, Isla must find the courage to forge her own path or become the downfall of the very people she’s trying to protect. 
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            Book 4 of the Wicked Conjuring series.




As Jessica and her friends continue their quest, they face unexpected new allies and even greater threats than before, some of which are closer than they realize.




Damien Crowe refuses to let anyone else die because of him. Haunted by the loss of his military unit and his brother, his only goal is to keep Jessica and their friends safe as they seek aid from the apathetic elves. But as the inexplicable presence in Damien’s mind threatens to take over, he fears he may be the greatest threat amongst them.




When darkness from Jessica’s past resurfaces, Damien and his friends find themselves in the crosshairs of the powerful Elven Council. Alliances are tested, secrets are revealed, and Damien and the crew must uncover a legendary power to survive. But great power demands sacrifice, and every new legend invites a sinister force to challenge it.
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