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Wishing Moon Magic

 

 

Recently divorced, Meredith returns home to Wishing Moon Bay with her two children. But she's not looking for a midlife crisis.

 

Who has time for one of those when you have children to raise?

 

Helped by her family and Silas, a devastatingly handsome vampire, she learns to live, laugh and love again.

 

Witch Moon Magic is a heartwarming paranormal women's fiction series, with a side of romance and a sprinkling of magic.
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Wish Upon a Midlife Moon

Wishing Moon Magic

Book One

 

 

With a failed marriage and a daughter on the cusp of coming into her magic, Meredith is returning to Wishing Moon Bay and her family home. A home that holds secrets and sorrow.

 

But Primrose Cottage also holds love and laughter. Just what a forty-something mother of two needs to avert a midlife crisis.

 

All she has to do is deal an old high school adversary, who likes to remind Merri she is the only member of her family who has no magic, and heal her broken heart, while finding a new job.

 

However, when magic starts to misbehave, Meredith wonders if this new start might not be a good idea after all. But she’s not ready to quit. Magic or no magic she will protect those she loves.

 

Silas is a centuries old vampire who made a choice long ago to hide his true feelings from the only woman he’d ever loved. Why? Because he couldn’t give her the one thing she craved.

 

But now she’s back.

 

However, his true love isn’t the only thing that’s back in Wishing Moon Bay. Something is stirring.

Something old. Something greedy. Something that lurks unseen in the shadows.


Chapter One – Meredith

“Are you okay, Mom?” Brigette touched Meredith’s hand and she inhaled sharply as if waking from a deep sleep.

Only she wasn’t asleep, this was real. After two decades of living in the world beyond, Meredith was returning home. Home to Wishing Moon Bay, a town filled with magic. Only magic had skipped over Meredith and so she’d left. It had been one of the hardest decisions she’d ever made. But it was something she’d needed to do.

Was it the right decision? As she glanced sideways at her daughter in the passenger seat and then turned her gaze to the rearview mirror to check on her son who was in the back seat, she didn’t hesitate to answer yes.

Leaving Wishing Moon Bay had been the right decision. She only hoped that returning was the right decision, too.

It felt right. If she trusted her instincts and searched deep inside, the message was clear, it was time to come home.

After she left her hometown, she’d tried to fit into the world beyond, the world where magic only really existed in movies and books, in make-believe. But truthfully, she never had. It was as if she was stuck between the two worlds, living on the fringes.

“Mom.” Brigette’s firm tone told Meredith she’d drifted away again. “Dad needs to get the moving truck back tonight. We can’t just sit here.”

Meredith once again raised her eyes to the rearview mirror of her aged station wagon, only this time she looked beyond the back seat. Her ex-husband, Timothy, sat in the driver’s seat of the truck he’d rented to help his family move back to Wishing Moon Bay. Only he wasn’t moving back with them. Instead, once he’d unloaded the truck and made sure Meredith and their children, Brigette and Jared, were settled, he’d leave them to make their new lives, while he headed back to his old life.

With Sarah. Lovely, easygoing, not-too-much-trouble, Sarah.

“Mom.”

“Sorry.” Meredith dragged her gaze away from the rearview mirror but the image of Tim in the truck behind, giggling happily with his new wife, Sarah, was etched on her brain.

“It’ll be all right, Mom,” Jared assured her.

“I know.” Meredith inhaled deeply as her son went back to reading his book.

She smiled to herself as she put her foot on the gas and drove toward the tunnel that led to Wishing Moon Bay. Most kids Jared’s age would be staring at a small screen, either their phone or a portable game console. But Jared liked books.

More than liked them. He could spend hours, days if given the chance, reading quietly. He could sit and read, eat and read, walk and read, and sometimes Meredith suspected he could read in his sleep. From the moment he saw his first word, he was hooked.

“There, you know it’ll be fine. The nerd said so.” Brigette half-turned in her seat to look at Jared. She liked to tease him, but he never took the bait. “He’s got his nose buried so deep in that book that he won’t even realize we’ve moved.”

“He knows,” Meredith replied.

Brigette turned back to face the front as they entered the long tunnel that acted as a border between the world beyond and Wishing Moon Bay. “We could have stayed put. We didn’t have to move.”

“Yes, we did. It’s safer here in Wishing Moon Bay while you learn to control your magic.” Meredith switched on the headlights and clutched the steering wheel tightly as the darkness surrounded them. The headlights did little more than push back the darkness an inch or two as they drove deeper into the tunnel.

“You could have taught me,” Brigette retorted. “Aunt Keely said you were better at learning magic than she was when you were my age.”

Meredith snorted, making a mental note to thank her sister for filling Brigette’s head with stories. “How could I be better at learning magic when I don’t have magic? I never have.”

“She said that you learned all the spells and helped teach her. You could teach me.” Brigette stared at her mom’s face as the end of the tunnel neared and the darkness subsided.

“Sure, I can teach you the spells, I can recite the words and tell you the ingredients you need and what order to add them, but I can’t tell you how to transform them with magic.” She glanced at Jared in the back seat. “It’s the same as Jared reading a science fiction book and then expecting to get in a spaceship and fly it.”

“That would be so cool!” Jared’s words confirmed Meredith’s belief that her son listened to conversations while reading. When her marriage broke down, Meredith and Tim had always been careful about what they said in front of their son even when he was engrossed in a book.

Tim used to joke that Jared’s eyes might be fixed on a book, but his ears were constantly scanning the immediate area for snippets of conversation that might prove interesting.

Tim used to joke.

Tears pricked her eyes as the bright sunlight swept over them. Meredith blamed it on the sharp transition from dark to light. It was an innocent lie made to help her cope with losing Tim. They’d been happy. For a long time, they had been happy.

They met and fell in love a couple of years after she left Wishing Moon Bay. Her life had been complete when they got married and she instantly got pregnant with Brigette. They’d doted on their daughter, wallowing in the joys of parenthood. Happy and content even when they failed to conceive a brother or sister for their daughter.

They’d almost given up hope when Jared completed their small family five years later. Conceived on Christmas eve, Tim always joked that their slightly eccentric son was the gift that kept on giving.

Tim used to joke.

But his jokes were for Sarah now.

The divorce had been amicable. They’d both accepted they were no longer right for each other. Before, they’d fit together like two halves of a whole.

But something had happened. Something intangible. A mystery that neither of them could solve.

There was never a point in time. Never a moment when it ended. It was as if something had simply withered away. Their marriage died, slowly, silently.

“Are we nearly there?” Jared snapped his book shut and wriggled forward in his seat, his face pressed up to the window. Wishing Moon Bay was the one place that pulled him out of his books. It filled him with the same wonder as a voyage on a pirate ship, or a journey to a new world.

Because Wishing Moon Bay was exceptional. The townsfolk were like the characters found in fantasy books.

But they were real. From witches and warlocks to shifters and merfolk.

Meredith rolled down the window and sucked in the air. She was home.

“We’re about five minutes away.” Meredith glanced at Brigette. “Why don’t you text Aunt Keely to warn her?”

“Okay.” Brigette tapped her phone screen, her fingers flying across the letters as she typed out the message and hit send. “I warned her the wicked stepmother was with us.”

“Sarah is the least wicked person I have ever met,” Meredith replied.

“Those are the ones you have to watch.” Jared jabbed his finger at his mom. “It’s always the ones you least expect that turn out to be the bad guy.”

“In your books.” Brigette rolled her eyes at Meredith, who smothered a smile.

“I think Sarah is genuinely nice.” When Tim had told Meredith he’d met someone new, she’d been worried about the children losing their father to a jealous other woman. She need not have worried, Sarah had never had children of her own and she doted on Jared and Brigette.

And they were both very fond of their wickedless stepmother. They probably even loved her, but they never said so in front of their mom.

A lump formed in her throat. She loved her kids more than anything in the world. Hopefully, her decision to move back to Wishing Moon Bay was the right one for them all. They’d miss Tim and Sarah, but the kids would visit them during the holidays and one weekend a month.

In between those visits, Tim and Sarah would come to town whenever they could.

“Do you think Dad and Sarah will have a baby of their own now?” Jared mused as he huffed on the car window and drew a smiley face.

Meredith cast a sidelong look at Brigette who shrugged. “What do you mean, now?”

“Now that Dad won’t be seeing us so much. I thought they might have a baby of their own.” Jared used his cuff to clean the window before he breathed on it again and drew a wolf head.

“I don’t know.” Meredith opted for a noncommittal answer since she had no idea what Tim and Sarah had planned. “But whatever happens, your dad loves you very much.”

“I know. That’s why I asked...because he’ll miss us.” Jared wiped the window and then turned in his seat to wave at his dad and Sarah as they followed the station wagon. “I wish he could move to Wishing Moon Bay, too.”

“That would mean telling Sarah everything.” Meredith licked her lips as she glanced in the rearview mirror. “And we all agreed that would be a bad idea.”

“She might not freak out,” Jared persisted.

“Really?” Brigette asked. “Sarah doesn’t even approve of kids believing in the tooth fairy or Santa.”

“If she saw them for herself, she’d believe in them,” Jared replied. “And if she saw a shifter or if Aunt Keely showed her a magic spell, then she’d have to believe in other magic, too.”

“It’s not that simple.” Meredith had explained this to Jared several times already, but he was adamant Sarah would believe magic was real if she saw it with her own eyes.

Not that it mattered if she believed it or not. What mattered was whether or not Sarah would keep magic a secret. Whether she would keep Wishing Moon Bay a secret. Tim was certain Sarah would keep the secret. At least she wouldn’t intentionally tell anyone.

But...

Sarah was terrible at keeping secrets. All secrets. The whole Santa thing was a prime example. When Sarah first started dating Tim a couple of years ago, she took Jared to a large toy store to pick out a gift. While they were there, kids were lining up to meet Santa. She’d told Jared that they were wasting their time asking Santa for gifts since he wasn’t real before realizing she’d made an unforgivable mistake.

She’d tried to backtrack to convince Jared that Santa was real, but the damage was done. Or it would have been done if Jared didn’t know that Santa absolutely was real. He’d seen Santa flying across the sky in Wishing Moon Bay the previous Christmas. He’d even patted one of the reindeer.

“I suppose you’re right.” Jared sighed heavily. “She did tell me what Dad got me for my birthday.”

“She didn’t!” Meredith had no idea, Jared had acted surprised as if he had no clue.

“I did fool you all!” Jared clapped his hands gleefully. “I could be a master spy when I grow up.”

“You could,” Meredith agreed. “Which brings us back to the reason we are not going to tell Sarah the truth about Wishing Moon Bay.”

“You seriously think we can keep it a secret forever?” Brigette asked. “They’re going to come and visit on weekends. Are you going to convince all of Wishing Moon Bay to stop doing magic while she’s here?”

“We’ll just steer her away from any of the magic hotspots.” Meredith grinned as a thought struck her. “And if she does see anything, I’ll just ask Silas to pluck the memory out of her head.”

“Silas?” Brigette leaned closer to her mom. “Who is Silas, and can he teach me how to pluck thoughts out of people’s heads? Because that would be such a great skill.”

“Silas is a vampire. So unless you want to become a member of the undead, you can’t master the skill.” Meredith side-eyed her daughter. “And why would you need to pluck memories out of someone’s head?”

Brigette slumped back in her seat as they approached Meredith’s childhood home. “I’m a teenager about to learn how to use my magic. There’s going to be times. You know it. I know it.”

“Good point.” As Meredith turned off the road and parked to one side of the wide driveway in front of Primrose Cottage, she closed her eyes and silently prayed she’d done the right thing bringing her family back to Wishing Moon Bay.


Chapter Two – Meredith

“You’re here!” Keely ran out of the house and jumped down the porch steps to land lightly on the balls of her feet, her arms outstretched as she welcomed them.

“We are.” Meredith cranked open the car door and got out, her hand on her lower back as she straightened up. A week of packing boxes, followed by a hectic day of packing the rented van, had been finished off by the long drive to their new home. Her aching back was crying out for a soak in a hot bath, but they had to unpack the van first.

Keely enveloped her sister in a warm hug as she whispered in her ear, “Are you okay?”

“We’re fine,” Meredith assured her. “Just tired and a little cranky.”

“Come on, I have some fresh coffee waiting for you and there are some homemade cookies.” Keely grasped Meredith’s hands and pulled her toward the cottage. “And there’s cold soda.”

“Great!” Jared sped toward the house while Brigette waited for Tim and Sarah.

“Come on!” Keely beckoned everyone toward the house. “I have wine if you prefer, Sarah.”

Sarah’s cheeks flushed pink as she waved her hand at Keely. “Coffee is just fine. We have to drive back home this evening.”

Keely stomped up the steps and paused on the porch. “Are you sure? It’s the rhubarb and ginger wine you liked so much last time you visited.”

“Behave.” Meredith squeezed her sister’s hand hard.

“I am behaving.” Keely turned her bright blue eyes on Meredith. They danced like cornflowers in the mountain breeze, and she instinctively turned toward the distant mountains.

“Is Dad here?”

Keely’s mood sobered and her mouth turned down at the corners as she shook her head. “I told him you were coming but you know what he’s like. He doesn’t keep track of the days or the date.”

Meredith nodded. “I’m sure he’ll come and visit when he remembers.”

“He will,” Keely answered quickly.

Meredith sucked in a deep breath. “How is he?”

“The same.” Keely let go of her sister’s hand as they went inside the higgledy-piggledy cottage that had stood in the shadow of the mountain since Wishing Moon Bay had been founded. Once it had been no more than two rooms formed from large stones carried down from the mountains and stacked on top of each other. But over the centuries, two rooms had become four before a second floor had been added. Her dad had added a large kitchen addition when he and their mom got married.

Meredith swallowed the lump of emotion welling in her throat. She’d promised herself she wouldn’t dwell on the past when she moved back to Wishing Moon Bay. But those ghosts seemed to crowd in on her as they entered the kitchen.

“You found the cookies.” Keely plucked the plate filled with freshly baked cookies from under Jared’s nose and offered them to Tim and Sarah. “I also made some food for you to take with you. I figured you had a long drive ahead and wouldn’t want to stop for too long.”

“Are you trying to get rid of us already?” Tim’s eyes twinkled as he took a cookie and bit into it.

“You know you’re my favorite ex-brother-in-law,” Keely replied lightly.

“Thanks, Keely.” Sarah selected the smallest cookie and bit into it. “These are good.”

“I sprinkled in a little extra love for my favorite people.” Keely winked at Brigette as she passed the plate to her niece. “I can’t tell you how much I’ve been looking forward to today.”

“Coffee.” Meredith dusted the crumbs from her fingers and went to the coffee pot. “Jared, could you reach four cups down, please?”

“Sure.” Jared went to the cupboard and retrieved four cups which he set down on the counter in front of his mom.

“Thanks, honey.” She winked at her son as he put his arm around her and hugged her. Jared was a sensitive child who often knew exactly when she needed his support.

“I have your bedrooms ready. I aired them out and washed the drapes.” Keely glanced at her sister as she offered the cookies around once more. “But when you’ve decided how you want the rooms decorated, we can go into town and get some new drapes.”

“Thanks, Aunt Keely.” Brigette drained her soda. “I’ll go get my stuff from the car.”

“I’ll help, too.” Jared bounced out of the kitchen on a sugar high.

“Are they okay about the move?” Keely asked once the children were out of earshot.

“I think so.” Meredith side-eyed Tim as if looking for confirmation. “Have they said anything to you?”

“No,” Tim replied quickly. “They’re excited about the move.”

“Brigette did imply she was worried about fitting in...” Sarah pressed her lips together and reached for another cookie.

“She did?” Meredith’s throat constricted once more. She was worried that the children were hiding their true feelings from her because they knew the move was necessary.

“It’s natural,” Tim told her soothingly. “She’s bound to be nervous. It’s a big thing to change schools, especially for a teenager. But it’s the right thing. For all of you.”

“Tim’s right, which is why he’s my favorite ex-brother-in-law.” Keely reached for the coffee cups and handed them around.

“Listen, Merri, you’ll be fine,” Tim continued. “You have your sister here to help out. What could go wrong?”

“Exactly!” Keely rolled her eyes at Tim. “I know you’re joking but honestly, I am committed to making this work for you guys. You know I love you all.”

“I was only half-joking,” Tim’s voice wobbled, and he drank his coffee down in one gulp before placing the cup down on the counter. “We should start unpacking the van or we’ll never get back in time.”

Sarah drained her cup, too, and slipped her arm through his as they left the kitchen side by side.

“She’s so good for him.” Keely leaned against the counter next to Meredith.

“I know.” Meredith leaned her head on Keely’s shoulder. “I’m glad he’s got Sarah. This is harder on him than he’s letting on.”

“But it is the right thing to do. You know that. And I’m going to keep repeating it until you believe it.” Keely cupped her mug in her hands and sipped her coffee.

“I do.” Meredith straightened up and drank her coffee before grabbing a cookie off the plate. “Come on, my life is out there waiting to be unpacked. I have a nice bottle of wine to go in the fridge, too. I thought we could share it later. After the kids have gone to bed.”

“Ah, there’s just one problem with that.” Keely screwed up her face.

“A problem? Already?” Meredith turned to face her sister.

“We’re going to a party.” Keely shimmied around her sister and headed out of the kitchen.

“Wait, what?” Meredith grabbed hold of her sister and pulled her back.

“A party.” Keely spun around and chuckled at her sister’s expression. “It’ll do you good.”

“What about the children? I can’t leave them alone...”

Keely put up her hand. “They can come, too. It’s a birthday party. A children’s birthday party... Well, she’s not a child, she’s the same age as Brigette. Who I still see as a child even though she’s a teenager.”

“A party?” Brigette hovered at the bottom of the stairs. “I’d love to go to a party.”

“We have so much to do.” Meredith brushed her hand over her hair. She was tired and hungry and all she wanted to do was unpack, eat dinner, drink wine, and take a bath before crawling into bed.

“And it’s all still going to be here tomorrow. The kids don’t start school for a few days. We have plenty of time to get the house straight.” Keely pulled Meredith toward the stairs. “But the party is tonight and only tonight.”

“Come on, Mom, please. It’ll give me a chance to meet people before I start school.” Brigette made a good point.

“Okay, I know when I’m outnumbered.” Meredith held up her hands in submission.

“So you’ll come?” Keely arched a questioning eyebrow at Meredith.

“Mom already said we can come.” Brigette ran up the stairs, her arms filled with stuff for her room.

“What are you hiding?” It was too late to change her mind, but Meredith suspected Keely had omitted a vital piece of information on the party.

“I’m not hiding anything,” Keely answered innocently. “Come on, let’s unload your stuff.”

“Keely...” Meredith wasn’t ready to let this go. “Whose party is it?”

“It’s Hannah’s party.” Keely rushed out of the door to avoid Tim and Sarah who were carrying a crate of Jared’s books between them.

Meredith stood to the side of the hallway as they passed by with the crate. Then she ran after Keely. “Hannah?”

“Yes. Hannah. She’s the same age as Brigette. They’ll be in the same year at school.” Keely grabbed a cardboard box marked ‘kitchen’ and held it in her arms.

“Wait, isn’t Hannah Trudy’s daughter?” Meredith tilted her head to one side and folded her arms across her body.

“You’re not going to hold that against Hannah, are you?” Keely grinned as she headed for the house laden with the box of Meredith’s favorite dinner set. Hand-painted with vibrant flowers, it had been a wedding gift from her father, and she’d cherished it as a reminder of Wishing Moon Bay.

“No, but are you sure Trudy will want us there? I don’t want to arrive uninvited and cause a scene. That would not be a good start for Brigette.” Meredith grabbed the next box off the back of the van and hurried toward the house.

“It’ll be fine. Trudy knows you are moving back here.” Keely cast a mischievous glance over her shoulder. “She’ll want to tell you all about her perfect house and her perfect husband and her perfect family.”

“You mean she doesn’t mind me going to the party so that she can gloat over the wreck my life has become.” Meredith set her box down on the kitchen counter even though it was clearly labeled ‘bathroom.’

“Your life is not a wreck.” Keely glanced toward the front door as the sound of Tim and Sarah laughing together drifted into the house.

“Isn’t it?” Meredith clenched her teeth together as she fought back tears. It had been years since she and Tim used to laugh like that. What saddened Meredith the most was that she had no idea when or why their relationship had fallen apart.

“No.” Keely slipped her arm around Meredith’s shoulders and guided her toward the door. “It’s in a transitional phase.”

Meredith spluttered and she covered her mouth. “In a transitional phase. Where did you get that from?”

“I just made it up on the spot.” Keely grinned. “I think it sums up your life perfectly.”

“You might be right. It’s just not where I saw myself at this age,” she admitted.

“Life is full of surprises. Some good and some not so good. The knack is to be kind to yourself and figure out what you want and then move toward that goal.” She giggled as Meredith side-eyed her. “Okay, so that part I might have read in a self-help book.”

“You read a self-help book?” Meredith smiled warmly at Tim and Sarah as they carried more boxes into the house.

“It was more of a how to help my sister through a rough patch book, but you get the gist.” Keely stopped at the back of the van and faced her sister. “I am here for you. I wish with all my heart I could wave a wand and you would be happy in your perfect life. But no one really knows what their perfect life is.”

“You’re right.” Meredith nodded.

“But I’m sure Trudy will tell you what her perfect life is. And it’ll be the one she’s living...” Keely lowered her voice. “Even if it’s not.”

“Is that idle gossip or does she have problems?” Meredith grabbed a tall lamp and a smaller box which she tucked under her arm. “Not that I want her to be unhappy. But I also don’t want to say the wrong thing. As I recall Trudy was all about papering over the cracks. I do not want to go to Hannah’s party and peel off the paper and expose those cracks.”

“From what I gather she doesn’t have the best relationship with Hannah. I expect this party is going to be expensive and extravagant, for all the wrong reasons.” Keely carried a bunch of bedding into the house.

“Oh, that sucks. Being a teenager isn’t easy. I’d hate for Brigette to push me out of her life and not share things with me.” Meredith and her daughter had a trusting relationship, one she nurtured like a delicate flower. But there were boundaries also. For both of them. Meredith didn’t pry into every corner of Brigette’s life. But in return Meredith expected her daughter to behave sensibly and not get herself into any trouble.

At least not serious trouble. Brigette needed to be free to make some mistakes. It was how she grew as a person. But Meredith hoped her daughter always knew she could come to her or her dad if she needed guidance or just someone to talk to.

“Being a teenager with Trudy as a parent can’t be easy. I’ve seen her at school giving one teacher or another hell. Hannah is a little shy from what I’ve seen, and her mom brings unwanted attention.” Keely stopped at the foot of the stairs with the bedding in her arms. “I think Hannah would benefit immensely from having Brigette as a friend.”

“I’m not sure Trudy will see it that way.” Meredith headed for the living room with the lamp and her box.

As she placed it on the floor, she eyed the sofa and wished that was her destination this evening. But she couldn’t hide away here for the rest of her life. Wishing Moon Bay was her home once more. Whether she fit in or not.


Chapter Three – Meredith

“Hey, you.” Tim came into Meredith’s bedroom as she was wrestling the comforter into submission.

She blew her hair back from her face as she straightened the bed and sat down. “Hey.”

“Are you going to be okay?” He rolled his eyes as he sat down next to her and slipped his arm around her shoulders. “That was a stupid question because I know you are going to be okay.”

“That makes one of us.” She rested her head on his shoulder and closed her eyes, willing herself not to cry.

“This will be good for you. All of you. The kids are excited. They can’t wait to start their new lives here.” He sighed. “I’m trying not to take it personally.”

“You know how much they’ll miss you.” She tilted her head and looked into his face. “Thank you, Tim. I know this isn’t easy for you.”

“It helps that they are happy. Brigette is fixing her hair for this party. She seems more relaxed already.” Tim glanced down at Meredith. “So do you.”

“You’re just saying that,” she replied.

“No, I’m not.” He ran his fingertip under her eye. “The lines are fading.”

“What lines?” She sat up and put her hands over her face.

“Ever since Brigette started to...you know...” He waved his fingers in the air like a stage magician. “You have been tense. Like you’re worried she might explode something.”

“I just don’t want her to do...” Meredith mimicked his finger waving. “In public.”

“I’m sure Brigette will master control in no time.” He glanced toward the door. “It’ll be good not to worry that Brigette is going to singe Sarah’s eyebrows by mistake whenever she gets angry.”

“Brigette didn’t mean to cast Flaming Fingers,” Meredith said in her daughter’s defense. “And she only got angry because Sarah...” She closed her eyes. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Sarah told me what happened. She knows she can be a little tactless,” Tim admitted. “It’s just a good thing we were able to come up with a plausible reason why fire suddenly erupted out of nowhere. Jared sure has a vivid imagination.”

“But you love her. Sarah, I mean.” Meredith stroked his cheek. “I see it every time you look at her. And I’m happy for you. I really am.”

“Aren’t you glad we acted like grown-ups when we broke up?” Tim kissed her cheek and then got up from the bed.

“We got one thing right,” Meredith replied.

“We got a lot right. I could not be prouder of our kids.” Tim’s voice caught in his throat. “I can’t wait for them to blossom and grow here.” He turned to face her. “And maybe you will blossom and grow, too, Merri.”

“I’m a little old for blossoming,” she said lightly.

“You’re never too old to blossom.” He reached out a hand to her and she took it. As he pulled her up off the bed he said, “Don’t be afraid to open your heart to love.”

“My heart is filled with love.” She smiled brightly but he wasn’t deceived.

“I’m not talking about the love for the kids or your family or friends. I mean romantic love. You deserve to find someone new.” He entwined his fingers with hers as they walked to the door.

“You’re a hard act to follow,” she told him.

“Are you teasing me, Merri?” He half-smiled, wanting her to answer yes. So she did.

“Maybe a little. But as first husbands go, you weren’t half bad.” He dropped her hand as Sarah called him from downstairs.

“We need to get on the road, Tim!”

“I’ll just say one last goodbye to the kids,” he answered. “Bye.” He hugged Meredith tightly. “And I mean it, find a special someone, Merri.”

“I’ll try.” She rubbed his back and then let him go. “I’ll meet you downstairs.”

She composed herself before placing her hand on the rail and leaning heavily on it as she went downstairs one step at a time. Sarah was waiting in the hallway, a bunch of flowers from the garden and a picnic hamper in her hands. She could always count on Keely to be thoughtful and kind.

Meredith smiled warmly at her. “Thank you, Sarah.”

“You’re welcome, Meredith.” Sarah glanced down at the flowers as she lifted them up and smelled them.

“He’s happy,” Meredith said.

Sarah jerked her head up. “Tim?” Her eyes lit up as she looked past Meredith.

“Yes. You make him happy. And he makes you happy.” She reached the bottom of the stairs. “And that makes us happy.”

“When I met Tim, I knew that you came as a package deal.” Sarah forced the corners of her mouth upward into a smile. “I knew that if I wanted to hold onto him that I’d have to accept you and the children. That if I ever asked him to choose, I’d be the loser.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Why?” Sarah asked. “It’s part of what makes me love Tim so much. He’s loyal and loves unconditionally. There aren’t many men like him in the world.”

“I envy you,” Meredith admitted.

“You envy me?” Sarah’s brows furrowed.

“Yes. You have given Tim what I never could.” She shrugged. “I don’t even know exactly what it is, but you complete him in a way I never could.”

Sarah searched Meredith’s face as if expecting there to be some kind of barbed comment to follow. Tim had once confided in Meredith that Sarah’s parents had never been supportive of her. She’d always lived in the shadow of her older sister who was a brilliant doctor.

Perhaps that was why Sarah had been happy to live in the shadow of Tim’s first family.

Meredith let out a long breath, one she’d been holding for the last couple of weeks since the move had become a reality. She’d been worried about taking the children away from Tim. Yet as she looked at Sarah, she realized this would give Tim and his new wife a chance to focus on their marriage.

“Be happy, Sarah.” Meredith wrapped her arms around Sarah for a brief moment and then pulled away.

“You, too, Meredith.” Sarah turned toward the front door and dabbed her eyes with her sleeve. “I’m going to take these out to the van. I’ll wait there for Tim.”

“Safe travels,” Meredith called after her.

“Are you okay?” Keely asked quietly from the kitchen.

“Not really.” Meredith hugged herself as the front door closed behind Sarah. She sniffed and wiped her hand across her eyes. “But I will be. It’s been a long and emotional day.”

“I was worried you were having second thoughts.” Keely opened the fridge and took out the bottle of chilled wine Meredith had brought with her.

“No second thoughts,” Meredith assured her as she joined Keely in the kitchen. “This is the best thing for us.”

“What about regrets?” Keely poured two glasses of wine and handed one to Meredith.

“I have plenty of those,” Meredith confirmed. “Don’t we all?”

“I try to live my life without regrets.” Keely held up her glass. “But I don’t always succeed. So let’s drink to the future. The one thing we can mold and change.”

“To the future.” She touched her glass to Keely’s and then took a large gulp. “Just what I needed.”

“No, what you need is a bath while I cook dinner, then you are going to pick out your prettiest dress and we are going to Hannah’s party.” Keely sipped her wine as she pulled out a saucepan and set it down on the stove. “I’m either going to end up cooking too much or not enough since I’m not used to cooking for four.”

“And are you okay with this?” Meredith placed her glass down on the table and fetched a chopping board.

“Are you joking?” Keely glanced at Meredith over her shoulder. “You are saving me from a life filled with empty evenings and trouble-free weekends.”

Meredith chuckled. “Are you expecting us to bring trouble to your weekends?”

Keely’s eyes widened and she grinned as she threw an onion at Meredith. “Absolutely. I’m expecting all kinds of a ruckus.”

“I hate to break the news to you, but the only ruckus Jared has ever caused is when he nearly took a library book back overdue.” She smothered a smile as she recalled Jared kneeling on the sidewalk outside of the library as he frantically tried to finish a book that was due to be returned.

“In that case, I feel it’s my duty to lead him astray.” Keely looked up as Tim came down the stairs. “Cut into the onion, it’ll give you an excuse to cry.” She placed a hand on Meredith’s shoulder.

Meredith sliced through the plump onion, her eyes fixed on the layers as it fell apart. The sharp tang prickled her eyes and she blinked as they filled with tears. Her heart ached as Tim came into the kitchen, his eyes misted with his own unshed tears.

“Sarah is waiting in the van.” Meredith wiped her hands and sucked in a deep breath as she went to him. “I think she figured we might need a moment.”

Tim’s mouth hitched up at the corner. “She knows this is hard. For both of us.”

“She is tactful after all.” Meredith hugged Tim tightly.

Tim folded her into his arms. “I think it’s more that she doesn’t like big shows of emotion.”

“Take care of yourself, Tim. I’ll see you soon.” Meredith buried her face in his shoulder and inhaled his familiar scent.

“We’ll come and visit in a couple of weeks. Once you’re settled.” Tim squeezed her before he let her go. “I might come alone, I’m still not sure if we can keep all the magical goings-on in Wishing Moon Bay from Sarah.”

“Why don’t we just come clean about it all?” Keely waved a spatula at them. “I think she’d be okay with it.”

“The problem is, we can’t take it back. If we tell her and she freaks out or she tells someone...” Tim ran a hand through his hair as he glanced toward the front door. “But I also hate this feeling that I’m lying to her. When we got together, I mean seriously, we had a very frank conversation about...” He glanced at Meredith. “Us.”

“And you promised not to keep secrets,” Meredith said quietly.

“Yes.” He shrugged. “We both figured that since you had no magic that the kids wouldn’t have any either.” He placed his hand on his chest. “Since I’m just a normal guy, too.”

“If we told her and she didn’t handle it, we can ask Silas to pluck the memory from her brain,” Keely reminded them.

“But we’ll never know if she’ll let the secret out at any time after. She’s just not that reliable at keeping her mouth shut.” Meredith winced. “Sorry, that came out harsher than I intended.”

“No, you’re right.” Tim nodded. “Listen, I’m going to get going. We’ll figure something out.” He sighed as he turned and left the house, with Keely and Meredith staring after him.

“Don’t shoulder that guilt.” Keely came around the table and slipped her arm around her sister’s shoulders.

“What guilt?” Meredith wiped her eyes and sniffed as she fought for control of her emotions.

“You feel responsible. That it’s your fault that Tim has to keep this secret. But it’s not.” Keely was right but it wasn’t as if Meredith could flip a switch and turn off the burden she felt. Tim and Sarah were blissfully happy, they deserved a great future together. Would this secret ruin their marriage?

“Let it go. Focus on you. Focus on the here and now. The things you can control.” Keely always had sage advice, even if it wasn’t always what Meredith wanted or needed to hear.

“You’re right, there’s nothing I can do about it. And it’s going to be at least a couple of weeks until we need to make a decision.” She picked up her knife and went back to chopping the onion.

“Exactly.” Keely sipped her wine and eyed her sister. “I am glad you’re here, Meredith.”

“I’m glad I’m here, too,” she replied as her eyes smarted, and her vision blurred.

“Here, I’ll do it.” Keely took the knife from Meredith, swapping it for a glass of wine. With a twist of her fingers and a few muttered words, the onion lay on the chopping board, perfectly sliced and ready for the pot. “There. Now, you go take a bath and leave it all to me.”

“I am not going to argue.” Meredith took her wine glass upstairs, relieved for a few minutes of alone time. As she ran the bath, she added a few drops of sweet-smelling oil to the water. Immediately, her mind cleared, and her thoughts were less jumbled.

She’d forgotten what it was like living in a world filled with magic. A world that she’d never fully been a part of.

But as she slid into the warm water, it really did feel as if she were home.


Chapter Four – Meredith

“When you said party, I was expecting something a little more low-key.” Meredith turned in a circle, taking in the huge Happy Birthday, Hannah banner that hung over the entrance to the sports field on the edge of Wishing Moon Bay.

“You have met Trudy, haven’t you?” Keely arched an eyebrow at her sister.

“I don’t remember her being quite so extravagant.” Meredith glanced at Brigette. “This isn’t a typical Wishing Moon Bay birthday party.”

“Thank goodness,” Brigette answered. “This would be my idea of hell.”

“Hannah might agree with you,” Keely murmured as she led them forward under the banner and across the sports field to a large pink tent. Inside, a long table filled with gifts stood at one end while at the other end was another long table filled with party food. Across the back of the tent was a bar where drinks were served by servers wearing smart uniforms.

“Shall we find a table?” Meredith scanned the room for an empty table. “There’s one.” She pointed toward the back of the tent, but Keely grabbed her arm and pulled her back.

“Not so fast.” She stood on her tiptoes and looked around the room. “First we have to say hello to Trudy and wish Hannah a happy birthday.” Keely dipped her hand in her purse. “We also have to put our gift on the table. Don’t worry, I wrote the card from all of us.”

“Okay. Where is Trudy?” Meredith asked as Jared veered off toward the buffet table.

“Let him go,” Keely told her sister as she went after him.

“I want to make sure he doesn’t help himself to a plateful of food and then hide under a table and read a book,” Meredith answered. “He needs to meet people, too.”

“I’m not sure if I’d like to hide under a table with him.” Brigette looked nervous as she smoothed her hands down over her skinny jeans which she’d coupled with a sky-blue floaty top. “I feel underdressed.”

“You look fine.” Meredith spotted a tall, dark-haired girl in a party dress. She looked uncomfortable as she picked at the pleats on the skirt, her eyes darting toward the entrance of the tent as if she were hoping to escape. “Is that Hannah?”

“Yes.” Keely threaded her way toward the young woman and Meredith followed. Perhaps they could avoid Trudy if they spoke to Hannah and wished her a happy birthday instead.

“Hey, Keely. Thanks for coming.” Hannah’s expression brightened as she waved at them.

“You know I wouldn’t miss your birthday.” Keely hugged Hannah. “This is my sister, Meredith, and my niece, Brigette. And somewhere over there is my nephew, Jared, but he’s plundering the food.”

“Hi.” Hannah’s dimpled smile seemed genuine and natural. Meredith instantly warmed to her.

“Hi.” Brigette grinned as she looked around the room. “Great party.”

Hannah nodded. “My mom has been planning it for months. There’s live music starting soon. The Fable. They’re the most popular band in town. You should grab a drink and some food and go enjoy it.”

“Are you going outside?” Brigette asked. “I could tag along if you are.” Her cheeks were tinged pink as she added, “If you don’t mind. I completely understand if you have friends...”

“I’d love to, but I’m supposed to stay here.” She glanced around. “My mom said someone should be here to welcome guests. She’s gone out to mingle. I think she invited half the town in the hope my dad might be asked to join some of the local committees.”

“Hey, it’s your birthday party, why don’t you go enjoy yourselves and we’ll stay here and welcome people. We can direct them outside to say hi to you and enjoy the music.” Meredith glanced at Keely. “Right?”

Keely’s eyes widened and she tilted her head to one side as she said, “Right.”

“Are you sure?” Hannah grabbed Brigette’s hand and pulled her toward the wide opening at the front of the tent that led out to the sports field.

“Absolutely.” Meredith grinned and ushered them outside. “You go, we’ll be fine.”

“Until Trudy finds out you’ve gone against her orders,” Keely leaned over and whispered in her ear.

“What’s she going to do?” Meredith blew the air out of her cheeks. “This is Hannah’s party, she should be enjoying it.”

Keely swung around and looked at the people seated around the tables inside the tent. “Looking at the guests in here, I think the party is more for Trudy than her daughter. I can see more than a few members of the local council, and a couple of members of the authority. Maybe Trudy has her sights set on becoming a member. She always did like to be in control. As this party shows.”

Meredith paled. The authority was in charge of keeping the magical peace in Wishing Moon Bay. They were called in to deal with any trouble arising from the misuse of magic. If they were Trudy’s friends Meredith didn’t want to step on her toes. She wasn’t worried about herself. How could the authority ever have a problem with Meredith when she didn’t have magic?

However, as a novice magic user, there was a chance Brigette might cast a spell that backfired and gain the attention of the authority.

“Meredith?” a voice called across the tent.

“Jeremy.” She spun around as a man strode toward her. A man who had an awful lot in common with her.

“I didn’t know you were in town.” He held out his arms and she stepped forward, hugging him like the old friend he was.

“I am going to leave you two to catch up.” Keely sidestepped away from them. “I’ll check on Jared and grab us a drink.”

“Thanks, I’ll just have a soda,” Meredith called after her.

“Are you sure you don’t need something stronger to cope with the extravagance of this party?” Jeremy slipped his arm around her shoulders as he propelled her toward the edge of the tent. “There’s going to be fireworks later. After my sister has put on a show of her own.”

“Why am I not surprised?” Meredith asked. “Is Trudy trying to get on the good side of the authority?”

“If you’re asking whether my sister wants a job with the authority, the answer is yes.” He patted his chest. “Perhaps if she gets that job, she might finally get over the disgrace of having a scrub as a brother.”

“As one scrub to another, I don’t think there is anything disgraceful about not having any magic.” Meredith had grown up being called a scrub. Usually, it was said without malice, but Trudy had always taken great delight in telling Meredith she would never be good for anything in Wishing Moon Bay except scrubbing floors since she had no magic.

“You can say that since you escaped and got yourself a good job in the world beyond.” He arched an eyebrow. “Some of us have had to endure my sister all these years. And no, before you ask, being a wife and a mother has not softened her in any way. In fact, I think she overcompensates for not marrying a more successful man.”

“I thought Trudy loved Graham.” Meredith had never met Trudy’s husband and she certainly wasn’t invited to the wedding. However, Keely told her that Trudy seemed to have married for love, much to everyone’s surprise. At school, Trudy had always been ambitious where marriage was concerned.

“She does love him. It’s her one redeeming feature. But that doesn’t mean she’s content. She’s pushed Graham up the corporate ladder, which isn’t saying much for a town like Wishing Moon Bay. A couple of years ago they even invested in some businesses in the world beyond. But then there was some kind of crash, and they came down to earth with a bang.” Jeremy quickly glanced around the room as if he was afraid his sister might overhear him.

“I had no idea.” Meredith hadn’t kept up with the news and gossip circulating around Wishing Moon Bay since she’d left. Whenever she visited or talked to Keely on the phone, their conversations were always more personal, about their everyday lives rather than other people’s.

“They kept it quiet,” Jeremy said out of the side of his mouth. “You know how Trudy is. It’s all about what she has, and you don’t. In our case, magic.”

“And a long-lasting marriage.” Meredith smiled sadly as Jeremy’s eyes darkened.

“You got a divorce?” He shook his head. “I’m so sorry. I figured you had escaped this town and live happily ever after.”

“Wrong on both counts,” Meredith told him. “I am divorced and back in town.”

“You’ve moved back?” He didn’t hide his shock. “Why?”

“My daughter, Brigette, has magic.” Meredith chuckled as his shock deepened.

“She has magic? How?” Jeremy leaned in. “Tim is her father, right?”

It was a natural assumption, and one she’d no doubt hear over and over again. Which was why she’d already had the conversation with Brigette and Jared. Tim was their father. Where Brigette’s magic had come from was a mystery. Perhaps it had simply skipped a generation. An unusual but not completely unheard-of phenomenon.

Although most people thought in the cases where magic did skip a generation, there was more likely to be a mix-up with who a child’s father might be. In other words, there was no phenomenon, only an unfaithful partner or spouse.

“Tim is Brigette’s father. I can completely and irrevocably state that magic can skip a generation since neither of us has magic and I have never been unfaithful to my husband,” Meredith replied louder than she’d intended.

“Well, you always were the exceptional one.” Jeremy’s eyes twinkled as heads turned to look at them and Meredith blushed.

“Drinks!” Keely came back with a soda and two glasses of wine. “I thought you might want one, Jeremy.”

“Thanks, Keely.” Jeremy accepted a glass and drank it down in one gulp.

“Wow.” Meredith sipped her soda as he wiped his mouth on his sleeve. “Do you intend to get drunk on your sister’s free liquor?”

“It’s for courage,” he explained. “You might wish you had a glass since Trudy is on her way over.”

Meredith was actually glad she hadn’t had any alcohol, at least she had a clear head when she turned around and came face to face with Trudy. “Great party, Trudy.”

Trudy stared at her for a moment before her gaze shifted to Keely. Meredith got the sneaking suspicion that Trudy wasn’t pleased to see her uninvited guest. “Thanks, Meredith. I had no idea you were in town.”

“Merri has moved back to Wishing Moon Bay,” Jeremy blurted out excitedly.

“You have?” Trudy’s eyes narrowed as she once again shifted her attention from Meredith to Keely. “No one told me.”

“I moved back today,” Meredith explained. “It all happened in a rush once I decided it was the best thing for my family.”

“Oh, and why is that?” Trudy sensed a new source of gossip and homed in on Meredith.

“Brigette has magic,” Jeremy answered quickly.

“Brigette?” Trudy frowned and then her expression cleared. “Your daughter. Fascinating.”

“It skipped a generation,” Jeremy added almost gleefully. “Just think, when I have children, I might have a little witch or warlock after all.”

“Magic doesn’t skip a generation,” Trudy said assuredly.

“Great party.” Keely stepped into the center of the small group before tempers flared. Not that Meredith intended to argue with Trudy. Not here, not at the party she’d taken so much care over. Even if it was more for her than Hannah.

“Yes. It is,” Trudy agreed and then looked around. “I thought Hannah was here to meet her guests.”

“She went to listen to the music with Brigette,” Meredith replied.

“We offered to meet any guests,” Keely explained, even though they had done nothing of the sort.

“This is Hannah’s party, and a member of the family should be here to greet people,” Trudy replied hotly.

“And that is me.” Jeremy thumbed his lapel and met Trudy’s withering look with a smile. “Whether you like it or not, Trudy, I am your brother.”

Trudy glanced at the guests seated at a nearby table. “You don’t have to shout about it.”

“I’m sure all of Wishing Moon Bay knows already,” Jeremy told her. “Or are you afraid if I remind people, they might not want you as part of the authority?”

“I’m sure the authority is open-minded enough to accept their members on their own merits, not on the inferiority of their family members over which they can have no control.” Trudy leaned forward. “Why do you always try to embarrass me?”

“Because you always treat me as an embarrassment,” Jeremy replied. “And I’d hate to disappoint you.”

“Even more than you already do?” Trudy smoothed her hand over her hair as she straightened up.

“Great party,” Keely mumbled.

Trudy’s bottom lip trembled as she forced a smile onto her face and Meredith experienced an unexpected pang of sympathy.

“Hannah’s very lucky,” Meredith began. “Most teenagers can only dream of having a party like this.” Jeremy opened his mouth to give a sharp retort, but she shot him an equally sharp look and he clamped his mouth shut.

“I wanted to do something special. Hannah is coming into her magic,” Trudy’s voice rose as she spoke. “Soon she’ll be off doing her own spells. They get so independent once they can cast a few spells. It’s like they know it all.”

“I’m not looking forward to that part,” Meredith admitted.

“It’ll be a new experience for you, Meredith. Since you didn’t go through it yourself.” Trudy glanced at Keely. “Are you going to teach Brigette?”

“Meredith is as capable as anyone,” Keely replied. “She used to learn the spells with me. She always remembered them better than me. I don’t think I would be half the witch I am today if I didn’t have Meredith.”

“I suppose you had to muddle through as best you could. Under the circumstances.” Trudy’s attention suddenly shifted to a figure outside of the tent. “Silas.”

Meredith half-turned as Trudy rushed off, her voice high and breathy as Silas ducked his head and entered the tent.

But his eyes weren’t on Trudy, they were firmly fixed on Meredith. And boy, did he make her heart flutter.


Chapter Five – Meredith

“He still is the best-looking guy I’ve ever seen.” Keely watched the interaction between Trudy and Silas with some curiosity.

“Oh, goodness, don’t tell me you have a crush on him, too?” Jeremy rolled his eyes.

“What do you mean, too?” Keely dragged her gaze away from Trudy who was talking quietly to Silas. “Do you have a crush on him?”

“No!” Jeremy shook his head firmly. “But just about every other woman in town seems to. I think it’s the vampire thing.”

“Is that how you boost your ego?” Keely giggled as she sipped her wine. “You think women can’t resist a bad boy vampire?”

“From what I’ve seen...” Jeremy put his hands up and stepped backward as the sisters turned their wrath on him.

“You think we have no control over ourselves when a good-looking vampire walks by?” Meredith asked hotly.

“I didn’t...” Jeremy looked suitably contrite as he sighed. “You’re making fun of me.”

“We’re not twelve,” Meredith told him. “I’m the mother of two kids. I don’t go all gooey-eyed over a good-looking man.”

“Okay, I get it. You’re in denial.” Jeremy half-turned and glanced toward the bar. “I think I need another drink.”

“He is good-looking.” Keely stepped closer to her sister.

“Who, Jeremy or Silas?” Meredith already knew the answer. Silas was the most handsome guy she’d ever met. In or outside of Wishing Moon Bay. And he had something else in his favor. As a vampire, he never grew old. He was just as handsome as the day he died.

Whenever that was.

Silas had been living in Wishing Moon Bay for as long as anyone could remember. Rumor had it he was a witness when the very first witches came together to cast the spell that kept the town hidden from those who persecuted witches centuries ago.

“Silas,” Keely answered. She dragged her attention away from the vampire. “Why? Do you think Jeremy is good-looking? I always thought he had a thing for you. But I never got the feeling you liked him in that way.”

Meredith’s brows knitted together. “I don’t. I never have. He’s just a good friend.”

“Perhaps now that you’re back in town you might be more than good friends?” Keely’s expression brightened but Meredith shook her head.

“I am not interested in any kind of romantic relationship. I have wounds that need licking and going on the rebound is not going to help them heal.” She sipped her soda as color spread across her cheeks. Color that deepened when she locked eyes with Silas.

Had he heard all their conversation? It was more than possible since a vampire’s senses were enhanced like a shifter’s.

Oh, goodness! Meredith mentally went over her conversation with Keely and Jeremy. What had she said? Nothing hurtful but had she admitted she once had a huge crush on the vampire?

No. That secret was one she’d kept to herself. Even Keely had no clue.

And she planned to keep it that way. Silas had been her teenage crush. Older, wiser, beyond her reach. Now she was the older one, at least in looks. Meredith would never be as old or world-wise as Silas. In some ways, she would forever be a child compared to him.

Why was she even making the comparison?

Oh, goodness! She still had a crush on him.

“Has he cast his spell on you?” Keely murmured as she caught her sister staring at Silas.

Meredith quickly looked away. “He has the kind of face you could stare at for ages. Like a painting in a museum. Maybe it is because he’s a vampire. He glamours us all with each waking moment.” She turned around, searching for Jared. “Let’s round up Jared and go join the girls, shall we? I feel as if I’m neglecting my motherly duties.”

“I think you might be avoiding your feelings,” Keely told her as they headed deeper inside the tent.

Meredith was certain she could feel Silas’s eyes on her back. Was he watching her? She swallowed hard. He was probably interested in why she was back in town. From what she recalled he always liked to keep track of the comings and goings in town. She suspected it was all part of his self-preservation, you didn’t live for centuries without figuring out where danger was coming from before it arrived.

Perhaps if she’d used that logic with her marriage she wouldn’t be divorced now. Although, even after the dust had settled Meredith wasn’t sure exactly what had been the catalyst.

“Jared.” Meredith spotted her son refilling his plate with food.

He turned around, his eyes wide and chocolate smeared across his cheek as he grinned. “I’m fueling my brain.”

“I don’t think two pieces of chocolate cake and a handful of cookies are the fuel your brain needs.” Meredith pinched one of the pieces of moist cake from his plate and ate it. “Oh, this is good.”

“Did you expect it to not be?” Keely grabbed a plate and winked at Jared as she added a piece of carrot cake, chocolate cake, and some brownies. She topped it off with a couple of slices of melon. “See, a well-balanced diet.”

“You are a bad influence on them.” Meredith grabbed a paper plate and helped herself to some sandwiches and a selection of the healthiest treats. Her eyes lingered on the lemon drizzle cake and with a sigh, she gave in and took a piece.

Keely giggled and nudged Jared. “Your mom has a sweet tooth, too.”

“Shall we go find Brigette and check if she’s okay? She can share the food with me.” Meredith led them out through the other side of the tent even though it was the long way around. Trudy was still talking to Silas, even though the vampire looked bored, and Meredith would prefer not to disturb them.

She also didn’t want Silas to disturb her. And her thoughts of him were disturbing.

Perhaps the feelings Silas evoked in her were easily explained away. She’d promised herself that she wouldn’t jump into a new relationship because of the children. Although she missed the closeness she shared with Tim.

Silas was safe. She could dream about him knowing he was unreachable. Unattainable.

Like a movie star or a rock star. Or a famous model. You could look but never touch.

As soon as they left the noise inside the tent behind, the sound of music reached them. It was a mixture of folk and rock, the notes intertwining, luring you in. As they walked, her hips swayed to the rhythm and she shook her hair back from her shoulders as the cool evening breeze caressed her skin.

“I think it’s a fae band.” Keely was under the same spell, sidestepping right and left as they neared the crowd gathered in front of the stage. Five band members sang and played, casting their spell over their audience as they gyrated to the beat.

“They’re good.” Meredith picked up her lemon drizzle cake and took a bite. The music was telling her to lose her inhibitions and do whatever she desired.

Keely grabbed her hand and gave her a warning look. “Don’t get sucked in.”

Meredith blinked and recalled the incantation she’d learned which centered her and prevented casual magic from gaining control. As a non-magical person, she was more susceptible to this kind of insidious spell. And there was no doubt the band was casting a spell over its audience.

“We should find Brigette.” Meredith, now completely in control of herself, scanned the crowd for her daughter and Hannah. “Can you see them?”

“They’re over there!” Jared pointed to the center of the crowd, where a small group of teenagers was staring up at the band while they danced to the music.

“I’ll go get them.” Keely handed her plate to Meredith. “You stay here with Jared.”

She nodded and glanced down at her son. “Doesn’t it make you feel funny?”

Jared knitted his brows together. “What do you mean, funny?”

“Like... Like when you have hiccups, and you can’t stop. The music calls to you, makes you want to move to the rhythm.” Meredith wasn’t sure she’d explained it very well.

Jared shrugged and looked at the band on the stage. “It’s just music. Music and words. And I’ve read better words.”

Meredith laughed and leaned down, hooking her arm around Jared while keeping the plates balanced. “I’m sure you have.”

“Or maybe it’s because I’ve eaten five pieces of cake.” He grinned his cheeky grin and her heart swelled with love for him. Jared was one of a kind.

“We were listening to the music,” Brigette complained as Keely ushered them away from the stage.

“I brought you something to eat.” Meredith offered her plate of food to the girls.

“Oh, cake!” Brigette helped herself to a piece of cake from Keely’s plate. “Here, there’s one for you, too, Hannah. Since this is your party.”

“I shouldn’t really.” Hannah took a piece all the same. “Mom has made a big birthday cake.” She twirled around and looked toward the tent. “I should probably get back. It’s nearly eight and Mom has a surprise planned.”

“What kind of surprise?” Keely asked.

“She didn’t tell me. But she’s been practicing for weeks.” Hannah finished her cake and licked her fingers.

“She must have something epic planned if she’s put in that much practice.” Meredith picked at the food on her plate. It all tasted so good. Trudy had pulled out all the stops for this party.

“She’s trying to impress the authority,” Hannah replied. “She invited them today but only a couple of them have come.”

“I thought I saw some members in the tent.” Keely rolled her eyes at Meredith. “Does she want to join them?”

“Yeah,” Hannah snorted. “She’s been trying to get them to hire her for years.”

“I had no idea.” Keely offered the last piece of her cake to Brigette. “Save me from sugar.”

“If you insist.” Brigette grinned as she ate the cake, under the watchful gaze of Jared who would be happy to step in and finish any cake no one else wanted.

“There’s Mom. I’d better go.” Hannah spun around. “I’ll see you all later.”

“Happy birthday, Hannah,” Brigette called after her new friend.

“Thanks.” Hannah hurried away toward her mom who beckoned her with a frantic hand.

“Are we going to see Hannah’s mom do some magic?” Brigette asked. “Hannah said her mom is one of the most powerful witches in Wishing Moon Bay.”

“That’s what Trudy likes people to think,” Keely said sourly.

“Hannah’s right, Trudy has worked hard to be a better witch for as long as I’ve known her.” Meredith side-eyed Keely. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes. Trudy is a glowing example of how hard work can overcome a lack of natural talent,” Keely replied.

“Keely.” Meredith put her hand on her sister’s shoulders. “It’s not like you to be like that.”

“Sorry. I just think there are far more talented witches and wizards in Wishing Moon Bay who deserve a place in the authority. But not all of them choose to try to impress everyone with their big fancy parties...”

“And delicious cake,” Jared added.

“And delicious cake,” Keely agreed.

“Are you talking about yourself?” Meredith asked. “You always had a natural talent.”

“No.” Keely shook her head firmly. “I can’t think of anything worse than being a member of the authority. All those rules and regulations.”

“Then why so sour?” Meredith rubbed her sister’s back, she was incredibly tense.

“Trudy already has an air of authority,” Keely began. “You know what she was like to you and Jeremy when we were younger. Just because you didn’t have magic doesn’t make you a lesser person. And she hasn’t changed. I know Jeremy has had his issues, but I think they stem from the way Trudy treated him.”

“She’s probably insecure,” Jared stated and earned himself the full attention of the three women.

“Insecure?” Keely asked. “Trudy is the most secure person I know. She has it all and likes to remind everyone of that.”

“Ah, but that’s only for show,” Jared said sagely.

“What? Did you read a psychology book?” Brigette asked.

“No, but there are plenty of characters in the books I read that act exactly like that. They’re all, ‘I’m better than you’ until something happens, and their true selves are revealed.” He pretended to tear his shirt open as if revealing his true self.

“Please, don’t ever do that in public again.” Brigette shuddered and walked faster, putting some distance between her and Jared.

“He’s not wrong.” Keely chuckled as she hurried to catch up with her niece. “And it’s a good lesson to learn.”

“We came to Wishing Moon Bay so I could learn about magic, not about characters from Jared’s lame books.” Brigette cast a withering look over her shoulder.

Keely caught hold of her arm and pulled her back. “But it might be one of the most important lessons you’ll ever learn. Everyone has a face they show the world. But they also have their true face. The one that they keep hidden. You can’t lie to magic. You can’t pretend to be something you are not because when you cast a spell, you tap into a part of yourself. Your essence. Your truth.”

“And how am I supposed to know who I am?” Brigette crossed her arms over her body.

“Be true to yourself. Follow your heart.” Keely nudged her. “And listen to your mom.”

Meredith slipped her arm around Jared’s shoulders. “You’re the wisest person I know, Jared.”

“I know.” He wound his arm around her waist. “I love you, Mom.”

“I love you, too.” As they walked toward the tent, she looked up at the moon.

It hung low over the bay, begging for a wish. She didn’t have a wishing stone, but she closed her eyes and made a silent wish all the same.

That they would find happiness here in Wishing Moon Bay. And, perhaps, their true selves.

Whoever that may be. For right now, Meredith had no clue.


Chapter Six – Silas

Meredith Wilson was back in town with no wedding ring on her finger.

Silas inhaled deeply and then let the breath out slowly. Not that he needed breath, he hadn’t needed air in his lungs for centuries, but people seemed more at ease around him if he pretended to breathe.

Or perhaps he was recalling the days when he was alive, and a steadying breath helped him control his nerves.

Meredith Wilson was back in town.

“So, you see, Silas, I would like your support.” Trudy stared at him, her eyes intense as she asked him to respond to a question he hadn’t heard.

“I’m sorry.” He blinked at her, as he forced himself to resist the urge to vanish into the night in pursuit of Meredith.

He recalled the scent of her perfume the night she stood beside him beneath the stars and told him she was leaving town. For good.

And he’d let her go.

Isn’t that what you were supposed to do? If you loved someone, you set them free.

Not that she was ever his to hold.

Young and beautiful, free as the mountain breeze, she was never his. Or anyone’s while she lived in Wishing Moon Bay.

“You’re sorry?” Trudy had taken his reply as a negative.

“I’ll need to give it some thought.” He smiled at her, and her eyes widened, Silas knew the effect he had on women. Especially those with magic. He could tap into it. A gift he’d learned from the witches who founded Wishing Moon Bay.

Trudy’s eyes flickered to her right and he followed her gaze. Great. Two members of the authority were seated at a table drinking and eating while studying the people at the party. They weren’t the only ones people watching, but the authority watched with something more than curiosity.

But that was their job, and they were good at it.

The authority had used his services several times in the past. He was always willing to help them with difficult cases. Of course, he always insisted on payment, he wasn’t a charity, and he certainly didn’t need them thinking he had a soft heart.

Silas had an image to maintain. If the residents of Wishing Moon Bay thought they could just show up at his door and ask for his help for free, he’d never get a good day’s sleep.

“I was hoping I might have your support tonight.” She glanced toward the table once more but this time her eyes lingered on the authority members as she hissed, “I put a lot of effort into this party. I wanted to make a good impression.”

Oh, now he got it. Trudy wanted to be part of the authority. This lavish party was as much for Trudy and her image as it was for her daughter’s birthday.

“I don’t ever make hasty decisions, Trudy.” He bowed his head. “I’ll give it some thought.”

Her jaw tensed and she fixed him with a stern stare. The hairs on the back of his neck prickled as a breath of wind caressed his skin. Was she really trying to compel him?

Silas inched closer to her, his eyes fixed on hers. “I have one piece of advice for you, Trudy.”

Her face paled and if this was any other time, he’d have exposed her to the full force of his wrath. He inhaled and held the breath before letting it out, releasing his pent-up anger. He didn’t want to spoil Hannah’s party.

“The authority doesn’t employ amateurs. Each and every member is completely aware of their own limitations. That’s how they get the job done and live to see perpetrators of magical crimes brought to justice.” He leaned away from her. “They’re a team. Each one working for the good of the town. There’s no room for heroics or showing off, Trudy. They have nothing to prove.”

“You don’t think I’m good enough.” Her eyes misted with tears before she sniffed loudly and rolled her shoulders back.

“It’s not about being good enough.” Silas was losing patience with the woman. She didn’t understand his warning. “It’s about knowing your limitations.”

He jerked his head up as he caught a scent on the breeze. Meredith was coming back toward the tent with her family. He was done here.

Without uttering another word, he swept out of the tent. Trudy might be the host of this party and he might have been rude to her... Okay, he admitted it, he had been rude. But he was only trying to help. He didn’t know Trudy well. They’d crossed paths a couple of times but overall, she was one of those people who were on his peripheral vision. She was there in the background, often making herself heard above the constant noise people made. But she never came into focus.

Not like Meredith.

Silas slipped around the edge of the tent and paused, hiding in the shadows as he watched Meredith walk toward the tent with her family. They were talking and laughing, the children bickering. A stab of nostalgia pierced his chest. He rarely thought of his life before death. The events happened so long ago. The people who helped him create those memories were long gone.

But once, a long time ago, his mother had slipped her arm around his shoulders. She’d hugged him close and told him she loved him.

As the memory slipped away, he turned away from the family scene.

The smell of trampled grass mixed with the acrid scent of car fumes as he strode across the sports field toward the road.

“You could have gone to the party.” He opened the car door and climbed in beside Colton.

“I could have,” Colton agreed. “But parties have never been my thing.”

Colton was approaching sixty, or was it seventy? Human age was difficult for Silas to fathom when the years held little meaning other than the change of the seasons. Not that he saw the changing seasons, not in the full glory.

His hand went to the small pocket in his waistcoat and the ring hidden there.

“Why don’t you just try it on?” Colton started the engine and drove down the street.

“I don’t trust it.” Silas slid his hand onto his lap.

“Why?” Colton steered the car toward the beach. The moon was high in the sky. A Wishing Moon.

“Because I’ve lived this long by not trusting anything that I haven’t made myself,” he replied sharply. “Sorry, I know you mean well.”

“What happened at the party?” Colton side-eyed the vampire he’d taken care of and protected for the last five decades. Or was it four?

Silas sighed. “I was asked to give my support to a witch who wants to join the authority. She didn’t like the advice I gave her.”

“When you got in the car, I sensed a different emotion,” Colton replied.

“I don’t have emotions.” Silas glanced out of the window at the passing houses filled with people in their beds. People who lived normal lives and dreamed normal dreams.

Colton snorted. “Of course you don’t.” He leaned his head back and chuckled. “If you didn’t have emotions, I’d be living in a retirement home, and you’d have a bodyguard who could actually guard your body when you’re sleeping.”

“Good point, remind me to pack your things for you and drop you off at the nearest retirement home in the morning. I’ll wear my daylight ring for the occasion.” Silas sighed heavily, there was no use hiding anything from Colton, the man always managed to wheedle things out of him.

“Meredith Wilson is back in town.” Silas glanced at Colton, who stared straight ahead. “You knew.”

“I spoke to Keely a couple of days ago,” he admitted.

“And you didn’t tell me?” Silas inhaled deeply.

“You always said she meant nothing to you.” Colton was a master at these games.

“She’s not wearing a ring.”

“She’s divorced. Her daughter, Brigette, is about to come into her magic and so Meredith came back to Wishing Moon Bay so that Keely can help teach her.” Colton stopped the car in the beach parking lot.

“Brigette has magic?”

“Yes.”

“But Meredith doesn’t have magic.” It was the reason she’d left town. She’d mistakenly believed she didn’t fit in.

“No.” Colton half-turned in his seat, his movements stiff.

“But her daughter does.” This was a conundrum that needed more thought.

“Yes.”

“Why are we here?” He leaned forward and glanced up at the moon high in the sky.

“Maughna.” One of those emotions he didn’t have swept over him and he opened the car door and stepped out.

“Valerie Kelts called. Logan and Penny were on the beach with their boy, Milo, and their baby. Logan was carrying baby Ben in his arms as the sun set. Maughna must have spent the night in one of the caves. When the sun set, she approached them...” Colton opened the car door and put one foot then the other on the ground before he heaved himself to a standing position.

“Was anyone hurt?” Silas rasped.

“No. Maughna only wanted to hold the baby.” Colton paused. “She was insistent. Then too persistent. Logan got them out of there before anything happened. If anything was going to happen. Valerie asked if we could check up on Maughna, just in case.”

Silas glanced up at the moon. “A Wishing Moon.” He turned toward Colton. “Wait in the car.”

Colton stepped forward as if to follow but then he stopped. “Take care. She can be unpredictable.”

Silas nodded and spun around, jogging across the parking lot before leaping over the wall to land on the balls of his feet in the soft sand. His long dress coat swirled around him as he moved. It was a little theatrical but expected. He was a vampire after all.

With long strides and sand in his boots, he scanned the area looking for Maughna. She was by the tide line, her knees pulled up to her chest as she rocked back and forth singing that song that she always sang —

“From deepest valley to the brightest star

Hide us from all near and far

Who would our lives and loves uproot

And those with magic per…secute”

She paused and stared out at the ocean before continuing.

“In this, which is our wretched…hour

With love and light we give our power”

The haunting words reached him as he drew near but she didn’t look up, even when he was so close, he could snap her neck. Or put a stake through her heart. Silas had often wondered if it would be a kindness to end her living death.

“Hello, Maughna.” He settled down beside her in a fluid movement and drew his knees to his chest to mirror her.

“Silas?” Maughna stared at him with haunted pale eyes.

“How are you?” Silas noted the paleness of her cheeks. “When did you last eat?”

She stared out across the ocean, rocking back and forth. “I thought I’d found him.”

Silas closed his eyes and nodded. “I know.”

“But it wasn’t him.” Maughna leaned her chin on her knee and tilted her head so that she looked directly at Silas. “He’s gone, isn’t he?”

“Yes, Maughna, he’s gone.” Silas clenched his jaw. Sometimes living forever sucked.

Maughna reached for his hand and curled her fingers around his palm. “Make me forget.”

“Are you sure?” The question he’d asked her countless times.

“Yes.” The answer she always gave without hesitation.

“It won’t last.” He placed his hands on her head and closed his eyes.

“I’m glad.” She smiled softly as he searched through her memories. A child laughing with his mother as they held hands and ran across a flower meadow. He latched onto the memory, holding it in his grasp as he buried it deep, somewhere she could never find it. At least for a while. A vampire’s mind wasn’t the same as a human’s. He couldn’t trick her for long but at least she’d have some comfort and peace for a while.

“It’s done.” He pressed his lips to her forehead. “Shall we go find you something to eat?”

Maughna’s eyes lit up brightly. “It’s a Wishing Moon, Silas. Are we here to make a wish?”

“Yes.” Silas helped her to her feet. “Let’s find a wishing stone.”

They scoured the tide line until they each had one of the flat golden-colored stones in their hands. Side by side, they made their wishes before launching the stones into the ocean.

Two plops, two wishes, two lost souls.

As the ocean swallowed the stones, the sky over the town lit up. The hairs on the back of his neck stood on end as a chilly breeze blew in from over the ocean, whipping up the waves.

Maughna reached for his hand, her eyes wide. “We must protect the children.”

Damn it! Had her memories come back to her already? But then her eyes cleared, and a peaceful expression settled on her features.

“Shall we go get you something to eat?” he asked gently.

The light in the distance faded as they strolled back to the parking lot. Yet a weight rested on Silas’s shoulders. Something had changed.

“Hello, Maughna.” Colton got out of the car and came to meet them. Tomorrow Silas would visit Keely and ask her for some ointment for the old man.

His hand rested on the ring in his pocket once more. It was like a thorn in his side, a curse not a blessing. It had given him hope but left him in fear. If the spell on the ring faded, he would fade to dust.

Perhaps it was his time. He’d lived a long and eventful life.

He winced. Wouldn’t that be ironic? He would leave this life just as Meredith had returned to Wishing Moon Bay.

“Why don’t you take Maughna back to the house?” Silas suggested. “I can go on and deal with the night’s business alone.”

“Are you sure?” Colton asked.

Silas didn’t crack a smile as he answered. “I think I can manage.”

“Come on, Maughna. Let’s go for a drive.” Colton opened the passenger door and Maughna slid into the seat. As Colton fastened the seatbelt around her, she leaned forward, locked eyes with Silas, and repeated, “We must protect the children.”

Silas nodded. “I’ll do my best.”

With a nod to Colton, Silas spun around, his coat swirling around his ankles before he disappeared into the night.


Chapter Seven – Meredith

“Oh my goodness!” Brigette covered her mouth with her hands. “It’s a unicorn.” She didn’t take her eyes off the shimmering creature that stood tall and majestic as it surveyed the crowd of people surrounding it. “Is it real?”

“It’s real, but it doesn’t belong here,” Meredith murmured.

“Did Hannah’s mom cast a spell?” Brigette sounded suitably impressed. Which was the whole point.

“She did.” Keely glanced sideways at Meredith. “Whether she should is another question.”

“It’s a powerful spell, isn’t it?” Meredith focused on Trudy who stood in the center of the crowd with Hannah by her side.

“Very. She’s pulled the creature through the fabric between realms.” Keely chewed the inside of her cheek as she inched forward through the awestruck partygoers.

“It’s so awesome.” Brigette tucked her hand into Keely’s elbow and followed her through the crowd.

“Come on, Jared.” Meredith held her son in front of her as she followed in Keely’s wake.

“Unicorns belong in books,” he hissed. “They’re mythical creatures. Not real.”

“So do dragons but there’s one living in Wishing Moon Bay,” Brigette reminded him.

“That’s different, Ivan is a shifter,” Meredith reminded her daughter who looked completely awestruck by the unicorn spell.

Summoning the unicorn was reckless. Even if Trudy could control the magic, it would encourage other witches, those with less control, to copy her.

“Oh, Hannah’s going to touch it.” Brigette’s eyes glittered as her new friend reached out a tentative hand and touched her fingertips to the unicorn’s soft muzzle. The creature nodded its head and huffed out a cloud of air before stamping on the ground.

“He doesn’t look happy.” Keely broke through the front of the crowd and stopped. Static electricity filled the air and the small hairs on Meredith’s arms stood on end. She ran her hand over her skin, flattening the hairs but the static gave her a wave of small shocks.

“This doesn’t feel right,” Jared whispered.

“No, it doesn’t.” Meredith had read about these spells in her mom’s Book of Shadows when she was Brigette’s age. Her mom had described how she’d assembled the ingredients for the spell. She’d planned to cast it with Meredith’s Aunt Laura. Two witches working together had more control and the spell was more stable.

But they’d never used it, according to Aunt Laura. Meredith’s mom, Genevieve, had found out she was pregnant, and the spell had been abandoned.

Meredith had surmised they had never used the spell because it was dangerous, and her mom didn’t want to take any risks while she was carrying her second child.

She swallowed hard. Her mom hadn’t wanted to risk hurting her unborn child. But Meredith’s birth had led to her mom’s death.

“Brigette. Come meet him.” Hannah beckoned to Brigette. She ran forward, her hand reached out to the unicorn who tossed his head and stamped his foot. He didn’t look like the beautiful, serene creatures depicted in a fairy tale.

“He’s amazing.” Another teenager the same age as Hannah and Brigette joined them.

“Do you like him, Pria?” Hannah glowed with happiness and Meredith understood why Trudy would risk such a spell to make her daughter happy. And popular. Trudy had always yearned to be the most popular girl in school when they were young.

“What’s Aunt Keely doing?” Jared yanked on his mom’s sleeve and pointed to Keely who was intently focused on Trudy and the unicorn.

“She’s preparing to help strengthen the spell. If Trudy loses control, Keely can help strengthen her magic.” Meredith wasn’t the only one who had read the spell in their mom’s Book of Shadows. Or Keely’s Book of Shadows since it now belonged to her.

The unicorn tossed its head and took a step forward as if trying to break free of the spell that bound it in place. Keely moved her hands as she uttered the spell, her lips barely moving as she harnessed her magic, ready to push it toward the unicorn.

Trudy’s shoulders sagged, she was fighting to control it but instead of sending the unicorn back and ending the spell, she held it together, forcing a smile as her daughter stroked the creature.

“Brigette.” Meredith rushed forward and placed her arms around the three girls. Not that she had any hope of protecting them against the unicorn.

“Mom, what are you doing?” Brigette hissed.

Meredith glanced around, everyone was looking at her. Including Trudy. She’d certainly made an impression on her first day back in town. She switched her attention back to the unicorn, who bowed its head and touched her hand lightly, its breath warm on her skin, its eyes soft and in no way malevolent as their gaze met for a long moment.

She smiled and tears pricked her eyes. But they weren’t tears of sadness. It was as if the unicorn had touched her soul.

Then it was gone. With a triumphant twist of her hands, Trudy regained control of the spell, forcing the unicorn to take one step back, then another. Trudy straightened and almost stumbled forward as the weight of the spell vanished along with the unicorn.

The rift between the realms sealed with a crack and the air around them crackled and popped.

Then the air stilled as if the world was holding its breath.

Casting a look over her shoulder, Trudy searched the crowd until her eyes rested on the two members of the authority. Disappointment flickered across her face. They were drinking wine, deep in conversation with a small group of people.

Trudy’s jaw clenched and her expression grew mutinous. This display of magic had been all for them and they weren’t even watching.

Applause broke out and Hannah flung her arms around her mom’s neck with a wide smile on her face.

Trudy might not have impressed the members of the authority, but she had impressed her daughter.

If only that was enough.

“Come on, Brigette.” Meredith tugged on her daughter’s sleeve as they were jostled by the crowd forming around Trudy.

“Let’s hope that’s the end of Trudy’s magic show.” Keely turned away from Trudy.

“I was worried the spell was going to get loose.” Meredith watched as Trudy was surrounded by people as if she were a hero.

“I didn’t know spells could be that dangerous.” Brigette cast a longing look over her shoulder toward Trudy. “What could go wrong?”

“The unicorn could have gotten free and skewered us all with its horn,” Jared replied.

“We don’t know enough about the realms to know what might go wrong,” Keely explained. “We don’t know where that unicorn came from and what else might be in that realm.”

“But it’s all good, right?” Jared slipped out of Meredith’s arms and went to his aunt. “You would have sent it back, wouldn’t you, Aunt Keely?”

“I would. A few moments more and I’d have taken control of it. Magic is not a side show at a circus,” Keely said a little too loudly.

“Let’s say that in a smaller voice.” Meredith didn’t want Brigette caught up in the middle of all this. Not when she was due to start school in a couple of days.

“When can I start learning magic properly?” Brigette skipped along by Keely’s side. “When can you start teaching me?”

“There’s no rush.” Keely locked eyes with Meredith.

“Tomorrow.” Meredith didn’t want her daughter to start experimenting on her own. And that was exactly what she was afraid Brigette might do if they delayed starting her lessons.

“I thought we were unpacking tomorrow,” Keely replied.

“There’s time for both.” Meredith led them toward the sports field exit.

“We’re leaving?” Brigette slowed down and hung back from the rest of her family.

“It’s been a long day.” Meredith yawned and covered her mouth with her hand. “We all need a good night’s sleep and then tomorrow we can sort all our stuff out and you can have your first lesson with Aunt Keely.”

“Okay.” Brigette caught up. “Hannah showed me a spell. She made a piece of paper float in her hand. Can I try that?”

“Oh, that’s a long way off,” Meredith told her daughter.

“It looked so easy,” Brigette replied. “And Hannah is only a couple of months older than me.”

“But she’s been raised here in Wishing Moon Bay surrounded by magic. She’ll have learned a lot before she even came into her power,” Meredith explained.

“Why didn’t you teach me when I was younger?” Brigette asked

“Because I didn’t expect you to have magic.” Meredith shrugged. “I never planned to move back here.”

“So I’m special?” Brigette’s expression brightened.

“Very special,” Keely answered as they reached the car. “And if you work hard, you might be able to work the spell Hannah used sooner than you think.”

“Oh, I’ve set out an itinerary and schedule already,” Meredith told them. “There’s a lot to learn about control before you attempt a spell.”

“Come on, Merri,” Keely replied. “You have to have some fun, a little taste of what’s possible. Otherwise, it’s dry and boring.”

Meredith jerked her head up and opened her mouth to reply. But what did she know about learning magic? Sure, she’d read the books and memorized the spells, but with no magic of her own, she had no idea of the best way to teach it.

“I’ll leave it up to you, Keely.” She plucked the car keys out of her pocket and opened the doors.

“Oh, I am not ready to take on sole responsibility.” Keely got into the passenger seat and half-turned to face Meredith. “You helped me learn magic. You are much better at remembering spells than I am. Or which ingredient you need for this or that. You should be as much a part of Brigette’s magical education as me.”

“Can we talk about this tomorrow?” Meredith slumped back in her seat as she started the engine. “I’m tired.”

“Of course we can.” Keely leaned across the seats and hugged her sister. “It’s going to take a few weeks to iron out the kinks in our lives. We’re not used to living together.” She snorted. “I’m used to living on my own, remember. There are going to be some adjustments all around.”

Meredith patted Keely’s hand. “You mean you’re not used to having responsibilities.”

“It’s not as if I don’t have any responsibilities.” Keely sat up straighter and looked at the kids in the back seat. “But I’ve never been responsible for other people. Not for more than a few hours. I don’t want to blow this and be blamed for your kids growing up to be magical delinquents.”

“We trust you, Aunt Keely,” Jared told her.

“We do.” Brigette leaned forward in her seat and wrapped her arms around her aunt.

“I just need to learn to trust myself.” Keely buckled her seatbelt. “Let’s go home.”

“Home.” Meredith drove away from the sports field. A last glance in the rearview mirror showed the other partygoers beginning to disperse, too. It had been an eventful evening, but overall, they seemed to have gotten through it unscathed and Brigette had found a friend in Hannah.

As long as Trudy didn’t take great offense if she found out Keely had intended to interfere in her unicorn summoning spell.

She was certain Trudy hadn’t acted stupidly to impress the members of the authority. She was just trying to make her daughter’s party extra special. As if throwing a huge amount of money at it wasn’t enough.

Money that they didn’t have, according to Jeremy.

Don’t get involved, she warned herself. Trudy had never had much time for the Wilson sisters when they were growing up. Or for Jeremy.

And Meredith had her own problems. Once the children were in school, she’d need a job. A job she liked.

Back in her old life, she’d been a clerk in a lawyer’s office. The pay was good, and her hours were flexible. She’d been able to go in late or leave early to pick the kids up from school and they allowed her to work from home some days during the school holidays. But it didn’t fulfill her.

She wanted to build something, to feel as if she’d made a success of herself. To prove to herself she was more than a wife and a mother.

Even if they were the most important things in her life. Or they had been. But she was no longer a wife and in no time at all, her children would be grown up and independent. They wouldn’t need her.


Chapter Eight – Meredith

“Can’t you wave your magic wand and get all this stuff put away?” Jared waved his hand toward the pile of boxes that occupied the living room. Even the morning sun streaming through the window didn’t make emptying the boxes any more appealing.

“I could but it wouldn’t end up in the right place.” Keely winked at Meredith as she poured a cup of coffee and leaned back against the counter. After a long day, she’d expected to sleep as soon as she climbed into bed. Instead, she’d tossed and turned, an unfiltered stream of thoughts running through her head.

“We’d spend more time trying to find what we need when we need it than if we opened up the boxes by hand and put the stuff away in its right place.” Meredith inhaled the aroma of bitter coffee mixed with a special blend of herbs from the garden. Keely must have anticipated her sister’s sleepless night.

“So, let’s do it right the first time.” Keely poured Jared a glass of orange juice and passed it to him. “Here, drink this.” She wriggled her fingers over the rim before she gave it to him. “There, I added a speed-me-up spell. You’ll have all the energy you need to get the job done.”

Jared eyed his aunt warily. “You’re making it up.”

“Am I?” She cocked her head to one side. “Why don’t you drink it anyway?”

Jared nodded and came back into the kitchen. “What’s for breakfast?”

“I am going to rustle up some pancakes and there is cereal in the cupboard behind you,” Meredith told him.

“Is Brigette up yet?” Keely fetched the flour and handed it to Meredith.

“No. Her light was on until quite late. I expect she was on her phone.” Meredith opened the cupboard and took out a bowl. Placing it down on the counter, she added all the ingredients for the pancakes. “Why don’t you go wake your sister?”

Jared slid off his chair and put his glass in the sink. “Okay.” He skipped off down the hallway and jumped up the stairs.

“See, I told you it would give you plenty of energy,” Keely called after him.

“He’ll think you can use magic for everything,” Meredith warned her.

“I’ll make sure he learns that’s not true.” She held her hands out in front of her. “Honestly, I rarely use magic for anything these days other than a few basic spells. I’ve become boring.”

“You could never be boring,” Meredith assured her.

“Don’t be too sure. I think I’ll need to relearn most of the obscure spells along with Brigette.”

“That’ll make it more fun.” Meredith put the bowl down on the counter. “Thanks for doing this, Keely. It can’t be easy going from your quiet life to having us all under your feet.”

“I told you. I like having you here.” She pulled out a chair and sat down. “Over the last couple of years, I’ve come to the conclusion I am not marriage material and will spend the rest of my days working on becoming a crazy cat lady who sits on the porch in a rocking chair while yelling at kids who pass by. You are welcome to join me.”

Meredith giggled. “You will find the right man one day.”

Keely blew the air out of her cheeks. “I have been telling myself that since you left for the wide world beyond the borders of Wishing Moon Bay. Yet while you found a husband, got a mortgage, and raised two children, here I am alone.”

“I have hope that you’ll find the right man.” Meredith fetched the plates and set them down on the table.

“But no children.” She ran her fingers over the scrubbed smooth table. “I’ve accepted that. Which is why I’m so happy you and the kids are here.”

“I hope you feel the same way in a couple of months when the novelty has worn off.” Meredith piled the pancakes on the plate. “If it gets to be too much and you want your house back, let me know.”

“Our house,” Keely reminded her. “Dad still owns the property.”

“How is he? Really?” Meredith rummaged in the cupboards for maple syrup.

“He’s Dad. The same as ever. He lives in solitude most of the time. But when he visits, he seems okay.” She shrugged. “Sometimes it feels as if we lost both our parents.”

Meredith squeezed her sister’s shoulder as she went to the bottom of the stairs and called, “Pancakes are ready.” She came back to the kitchen. “I’m not sure how I send one child to get the other and lose them both.”

“Are they happy about the move?” Keely kept her voice low as she got up from the table and refilled the coffee cups.

“I think they are. Brigette is desperate to learn magic. As for Jared, he’s never fit in with his peers. I’m hoping he’ll find some new friends here.” She glanced toward the stairs with concern.

“Books are his thing. I think he’ll fit in just fine. You should talk to Cathy. The school runs a book club. Not your usual book club, this one focuses on deciphering old texts.” She placed the coffee cups down on the table as the children ran down the stairs.

“I was relieved to find Cathy was the school principal.” Meredith sat down next to her sister.

“You know you’re getting old when the principal is someone you went to school with.” Keely helped herself to pancakes and smothered them with syrup. “I can’t remember the last time I had pancakes for breakfast. I can never be bothered to make them for myself.”

“Mom is a great cook,” Jared enthused.

“Perhaps that’s what you should do,” Brigette suggested.

“Do?” Keely looked from Brigette to Meredith.

“As a job.” Meredith forked up a piece of pancake.

“I thought you would come and work with me.” Keely ate as she waited for a response.

“It never occurred to me,” Meredith admitted. “I didn’t know if your business could support us both.”

Keely shuffled forward on her chair. “We could expand.”

“Keely, are you sure it’s a good idea for us to work together and live together?” Meredith loved her sister dearly but perhaps they needed some space. “The last thing I want is for us to...”

“To what? You don’t think we could work together?” Keely placed her fork down on her plate.

“I don’t know.” Meredith glanced at her children who were focused on their pancakes rather than the family drama unfolding before them. “I did want to build a business of my own.”

“Ah, I get it.” Keely picked up her fork and started to eat.

“But we could build on the foundations of your business. Do you think we could expand it?” Meredith asked. Keely owned a small store in town where she sold handmade candles and soaps. With no mortgage or rent to pay, she’d never had to worry about expanding or growing the business, preferring instead to spend her spare time enjoying the town and the surrounding wilderness.

“Well, I was thinking about how Trudy and her husband got into financial trouble by investing in businesses in the world beyond.” Keely leaned forward but then lifted her chin and shot Brigette and Jared a stern look. “Do not repeat any of this to anyone.”

“We won’t,” Brigette insisted, although Meredith wasn’t sure this was a conversation they should be having in front of the children.

“So, it gave me the idea... My candles and soaps would sell well in the stores in the world beyond. Your world...” Keely fixed Meredith with a knowing gaze and nodded. “I could increase production. Brigette could help, and if we need to, I could always employ someone part-time to run the store.”

“And you want me to go sell them to stores outside of Wishing Moon Bay?” Meredith could see it working. There were plenty of stores that sold similar, if inferior, products.

“Yes, that way we wouldn’t be working together all the time. I would oversee sourcing materials and making the products and you would oversee sales,” Keely said triumphantly. “What do you say? A family business.”

“I think it’s a great idea.” Jared passed his judgment on the business plan while stuffing pancakes in his mouth.

“Do I get paid if I help?” Brigette asked hopefully. “I was going to get a part-time job, but Mom said to wait since we were moving here.”

“Of course.” Keely grinned and skewered a second pancake which she smothered in maple syrup. “Jared could help with ideas.”

“I have plenty of ideas,” Jared boasted.

“Not all of them good,” Brigette reminded him.

“Are you sure?” Meredith asked.

“Absolutely!” Keely’s cheeks flushed pink with excitement. “If I’m going to be an old spinster with a collection of cats then I need plenty of money to feed them and buy them treats. Isn’t that right, Mr. Toad?”

Mr. Toad looked up at his mistress with large amber eyes. He didn’t sound impressed about sharing his home with a multitude of cats.

“What is that on his fur?” Jared wrinkled his nose as he leaned forward and studied the cat. “It’s a slug.”

“Urgh. Mr. Toad. You should clean yourself before you come into the house.” Keely put her fork down and grabbed some tissue before carefully extracting the slug from Mr. Toad’s thick fur. “Yuck.”

“That’s enough to put me off my pancakes.” Jared covered his mouth with his hands.

“Good, more for us,” Brigette said.

“Maybe I’ll have a rethink on the collection of cats.” Keely took the slug outside and disposed of it. “Mr. Toad is always getting things stuck to his fur. They latch on and then drop off on the floor. Seeds, spiders, slugs.”

“You could get those cats that have no fur,” Jared suggested.

“No, I don’t think so. I like to pet Mr. Toad. He curls up on my lap while I’m reading and purrs while I pet his soft fur.” She leaned down and tickled the cat’s chin.

“So you’ll put up with the slugs and spiders?” Meredith asked.

“It’s similar to having a brother,” Brigette slipped her arm around Jared. “You put up with the smell and the mess because you love him.”

“I do not smell!” Jared replied.

“You did when you decided to copy that experiment one of your book characters did. What was it, Mom?” Brigette fended off her brother’s stern look.

“Sulphur? I don’t remember but it did smell like rotten eggs. We couldn’t get the smell out of your hair for a week.” Meredith laughed as her son rolled his eyes. “Don’t worry, we’ll keep your secrets.”

“I think we might rethink Jared coming up with ideas. Particularly new product ideas. I don’t think rotten egg scented soap would sell well.” Keely finished her breakfast and sat back in her chair, surveying her family around the table.

“But they might sell as a prank.” Jared’s eyes lit up. “We could make a new range of products.”

“Let’s focus on what we’ve already got for now. But we’ll bear it in mind.” Keely drained her coffee cup.

“Okay, let’s get started on unpacking then I’ll go into town and grab some things and Brigette can have her first lesson with Aunt Keely.” Meredith stood up, ready to face their first day in Wishing Moon Bay.

The first day of the rest of her life.

A life that she could make into anything she wanted. No magic required.


Chapter Nine – Meredith

“Is there anything else you need?” Carla Swain, the owner of Spells and Things, the witchy equivalent to a grocery store, placed the last of the items in the bag.

Meredith checked her list one last time and sighed with satisfaction. “That is everything crossed off.” She handed over her credit card and glanced at the glass cabinet filled with various hand-carved wands.

“They’re beautiful, aren’t they?” Carla put the receipt in the bag and handed it to Meredith. “They’re carved by a local man.”

“I know.” Meredith surged with pride. “They’re my dad’s work. I didn’t know you sold them here.”

“You’re Henry Wilson’s daughter?” Carla stared at Meredith with renewed interest. “I can see the family resemblance, although it’s more obvious when I think of Keely.”

“We both look like our mom.” Meredith swallowed the lump of emotion swelling in her throat, threatening to cut off her power to speak.

“I had no idea Keely had a sister.” Carla came around the counter and walked Meredith to the door.

“I have been living out of town for years.” She paused in the doorway. “I’m the skeleton in the family closet.”

With that, she left the store. A quick glance in the store window showed Carla staring after Meredith with her mouth open.

Why had she said that? Carla would no doubt ask around town to find out the gossip. It would almost certainly get back to Keely.

Who would laugh.

Meredith chuckled as she got into the car. She’d been living with Keely for less than a day but already she could feel a change happening. Instead of sinking into a midlife crisis, she was rising to meet the next phase of her life with hope in her heart.

While sleep would have been welcoming last night, the waking hours had given her the time to reflect on her life and her reasons for coming back to Wishing Moon Bay. The conversation over breakfast had cemented her resolve. This was a chance to start again and reinvent herself.

She rolled down the window and drove back to Primrose Cottage. The sun was high in the sky, the breeze cool on her skin. It was perfect. As if the town was welcoming her home.

Humming to herself, she parked the car in the driveway outside the cottage and grabbed her purchases from the back seat of the car. Meredith cradled the bags in her arms as she shut the door with her foot and strolled to the house. She wanted to hold onto this light feeling for as long as possible.

“I’m back!” she called as she entered the cottage through the open door. The scent of incense met her in the hallway, and she dumped the bags on the side table before following the intense aroma of spices mixed with sandalwood.

“We’re in here!” Brigette popped her head out of the room Keely used for her magic.

They’d started without her.

“I thought you were going to wait...” She stopped in the doorway and color rose in her cheeks. “Hello, Dad.”

“It’s good to see you, Merri.” He smiled, unsure of himself before she opened her arms and went to him, needing a hug from the man who had raised her.

“You, too, Dad.” She clung to him, the weight settling back on her shoulders.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t here yesterday. I got my days mixed up.” He squeezed her tightly before letting her go.

“You’re here now.” She stepped backward and brushed her hand across her eyes.

“Grandpa is going to make me a wand,” Brigette gushed. “We have to go up to his cabin so I can choose a piece of wood and he’ll carve it for me.”

“I saw your wands in Spells and Things,” Meredith said. “I didn’t know you sold them.”

“That’s my doing.” Meredith’s Aunt Laura came into the room behind her. “They were piled so high at the cabin that they were a fire hazard.”

“Aunt Laura.” Meredith hugged her aunt who had been a huge part of their lives growing up. When their mom died, Laura had put her life on hold to help Henry and Keely cope with their grief while caring for the newborn Meredith.

Aunt Laura was like a mother to the Wilson girls. It was Laura who had encouraged Meredith to leave Wishing Moon Bay. Without her support, Meredith wouldn’t have found the courage to leave.

“I always knew you’d come back,” Laura whispered in her ear.

“You did?” Meredith inched her head back and locked eyes with her aunt.

“Yes. You had to leave so that you could come back to us.” Aunt Laura wiped her thumb under Meredith’s eye. “No tears, this is a happy occasion. And I have brought cake.”

“And incense.” Brigette pointed to the sliver of smoke rising into the air and filling the room with its potent scent.

“It’s a new blend I’ve created.” Aunt Laura froze for a second, her eyes distant. “I’m not sure if it needs more rose petals.” Then she turned on her heel and left the room. “This way for cake!”

“You heard your aunt.” Henry ushered them out of the room and toward the kitchen. “Is there anything I can do to help?”

“I think we have it all under control, Dad,” Meredith answered.

“The back step does need looking at. It squeaks.” Keely glanced sideways at Meredith and smiled softly as Henry rolled his shoulders back and nodded.

“I’ll grab my tools from the shed and go take a look.” He grabbed an offered piece of cake from the plate Laura held and went straight out of the backdoor. “Thanks.”

“You gave him a job to do.” Laura leveled her gaze at Keely.

“You know what he’s like. He needs to feel as if he’s doing something to help.” Keely focused on her cake as Laura shook her head.

“He should spend time with you. Not with his tools.” She pulled out a chair and sat down at the table.

“He likes to look after us in his own way.” Keely leaned against the counter and took a bite of cake.

“He just worries me,” Laura admitted. “He comes down from that cabin of his less and less. I promised your mom I’d look after you all.”

“And you have.” Keely dropped a kiss on the top of Laura’s head. “I’ll make coffee.”

“Maybe Grandpa will come and visit more often now that we live here.” Jared eyed up a second piece of the gooey chocolate cake decorated with fondant flowers.

“He might if you ask him.” Laura’s eyes lit up. “Or if you find him a list of jobs to do.”

“We’ll work on it,” Meredith promised.

“Merri has been out shopping.” Keely steered the conversation away from their father. “We’re going to teach Brigette magic.”

“Oh! I loved teaching you both.” Laura clapped her hands together.

“I thought Mom didn’t have magic,” Brigette glanced at her mom.

Laura waved her hand in front of her. “We didn’t know she wasn’t going to have magic. So I taught them the same lessons as they were growing up. You can learn all about herbs and what goes into a spell without magic. You can learn self-control and breathing techniques. The girls started when they were six or seven.”

“Six or seven?” Brigette cast a disparaging glance at her mom. “I’m years behind.”

“Oh, you’ll soon catch up,” Keely assured her and silenced Laura with a stern look as she opened her mouth to disagree.

“You will. Between the three of us, we’ll have you up to speed in no time,” Laura eventually said.

“The three of us?” Meredith passed another piece of cake to Jared before he started to drool.

“Yes. You do remember everything I taught you, don’t you?” Laura’s piercing eyes locked with Meredith’s.

“Of course she does,” Keely answered. “She knows Mom’s Book of Shadows by heart, too. So she can borrow it to help teach Brigette. I’ve made some alterations to the spells.”

“When can we start?” Brigette asked eagerly.

“Now!” The chair nearly tipped over as Laura stood up abruptly. “Come with me.”

They all hurried after Aunt Laura, who moved surprisingly quickly for her age. With her white hair flowing behind her, she went back to Keely’s magic room and placed her hands on the table where the incense still burned.

“Oh, I remember. This is the first spell you taught me.” Keely went around the other side of the table.

“Then you should teach Brigette.” Laura beckoned a nervous Brigette to her side while Meredith and Jared stayed by the door.

“Okay.” Keely inhaled deeply, her nerves evident as her breath shuddered.

“Control,” Laura barked and Brigette jumped. “Sorry, dear.” She patted her hand.

“Breath in and out. In and out.” Keely spoke in a sing-song voice and Brigette copied her until they were breathing as one. “Now, focus on the smoke. Keep your breath steady.”

Keely guided her niece through the spell and Brigette matched her words and actions until she had control of the smoke. With a wave of her hands, the smoke circled around in an endless loop before Brigette’s concentration slipped and the smoke dispersed in a whoosh, before returning to its endless drift toward the ceiling.

“I did it!” Brigette’s excitement spilled over as she hugged Laura.

“You did.” Meredith wiped the tears from her cheeks.

“You’re a natural.” Laura hugged Brigette. “If you work hard, you’ll soon catch up with the others your age. Remember they might have practiced for some time, but they are only just coming into their magic, too.”

“We’ll work hard and help you as much as we can,” Keely promised.

“But only after your other studies,” Meredith dampened the mood. The three witches turned to look at her. “Magic is important, I get that. But so are the rest of your studies. One day she’ll have to get a job and there are not many jobs in Wishing Moon Bay that require only magic as a skill.”

“Your mom is right,” Keely agreed.

“Maybe I could be good enough to join the authority. Then I wouldn’t need all the other stuff they teach you at school.” Brigette looked mutinous but Keely and Aunt Laura were on Meredith’s side. Thankfully.

“Says every young witch and warlock.” Laura chuckled. “But the members of the authority aren’t just schooled in magic.”

“There’s all the paperwork that goes into it,” Keely added. “Page after page of paperwork.”

“And all the rules. And the laws.” Laura rolled her eyes. “They only choose the best scholars.”

Brigette turned back to the incense, but the smoke was gone. “I just want to do magic.”

Decades ago, Meredith had uttered those same words. Only her wish had never come true.


Chapter Ten – Silas

She was staring out at the ocean, her knees drawn up to her chest. Silas stood watching her for a moment while the sun sparkled off the waves as they lapped at the shore. The beauty of the moment took his breath away. At least it would have when he was alive.

“Meredith Wilson.”

She jumped guiltily and spun around. “Silas...”

“I heard you were back in town.” He hesitated, experiencing one of those other emotions he no longer felt. Awkwardness? He couldn’t be completely sure.

“I am, although, I’m Meredith Cooke now. I got married, remember?”

As if he could forget. “I do but you will always be Meredith Wilson to me,” he replied.

“What is your last name?” she asked.

“Hmm.” He tapped his chin. “Warren, or Smith, or Havisham... I have used so many names I can’t remember which one came first.”

“I don’t believe you.” She grinned as he approached and then froze as she looked up at the sun as it slipped down to the horizon. “It’s still daytime.”

He nodded and held up his hand. “I was gifted a daylight ring from a fae wise woman.”

“A daylight ring.” She watched him as he closed the distance between them and sat down by her side. “What did you do to deserve that? Or did you capture her heart with your devastating good looks?”

“I am devastating, aren’t I?” He turned his face to the left. “I believe this is my most devastating side.”

“Can I see?”

“The ring or my good side?” he teased.

“The ring.” She held out her hand and he placed his palm on hers. Meredith closed her warm fingers around his cold hand and drew her hand toward her. “Aren’t you scared it might stop working and you’ll burn to dust?”

Her eyes met his, full of concern and his non-beating heart fluttered in his chest. She stirred such memories of when he’d been alive. It was as if he was that young man again. Eager to see what the world offered, to experience love and life.

“I am.” He chuckled as her eyes widened at his blunt reply. “But I’ve used it before and I’m still here.”

“You certainly are.” Her thumb brushed over the ring.

“I wore it to the dragon isle.” He nodded toward the ocean. “I was at my heroic best that day. It was the end to a journey that started when you were only a child, but one I had to see to its end.”

“Oh, you are responsible for the return of the dragons to Wishing Moon Bay.” She let go of his hand and he placed it on his knee.

“That depends on whether you’d be impressed or not.”

“Do you ever give a straight, honest answer?” Meredith leaned her head on her knee and studied him closely.

If blood ran through his veins, he’d have blushed at the directness of her gaze. “I try not to. The truth often comes back to haunt you.”

“What’s it like, living forever?”

“Lonely.”

“A straight, honest answer.” She arched an eyebrow at him.

“One slips through from time to time.” He stared out to sea as the sun faded from the sky.

“We all make mistakes.” She swallowed hard and tore her gaze from him to look out at the ocean bathed in an orange glow.

“Is that why you moved back to Wishing Moon Bay?” He winced, the question was too blunt, too personal. He didn’t interact with people enough and lacked subtle tact.

“No.” Meredith didn’t seem offended by his question. “And yes, I suppose.”

“You aren’t wearing your wedding band.” He pointed to her left hand which she instinctively covered with her right hand.

“No. I am divorced. But I don’t know if it’s because either of us made a mistake.” She shrugged. “Unless you count not holding on to what we had tight enough.”

“Do you regret it?”

Her lips curled up at one corner. “You ask very personal questions, Silas.”

“I do.”

She let out a long breath. “I don’t know.”

“Sometimes we need time to give us the distance we need to look at our lives objectively.” His eyes twinkled as he looked at her. “I have had plenty of time.”

“And do you have regrets?” Her eyes locked with his.

“Not yet.” Did he regret letting her go?

“If that ring stops working then you might not live long enough to feel regret.” She tried to lighten the mood but there was a deep sadness in her eyes.

He gripped the ring with his finger and thumb. “I could just pull it off and all this would end. I would be no more.”

“During my divorce, I wished I could just disappear,” she admitted. “That I could escape this sense of failure that filled me inside.”

“But you clung to life.”

“I have my children. And I love them more than anything in this world.” She wiped a tear from her cheek. “My mother died when I was born.”

“I remember.”

She sucked in a breath. “My father has mourned her every day since. I always thought that was how love should be. That when you find the person who is right for you, there would be this deep connection and an overwhelming need to be with them for the rest of your life.”

“Most people don’t feel that way. Unless you’re a shifter.”

“My dad isn’t a shifter but losing my mom ripped a part of him away. A part of him that never healed.” She blew the air out of her cheeks. “So if I felt anything about my marriage ending, it wasn’t regret, it was...disappointment. That I never had that kind of love. That I wasn’t enough.”

“And your husband? Didn’t he fight to keep you?” Silas would have fought with every part of himself to keep Meredith by his side.

But he hadn’t. He’d let her go.

Worse, he’d never told her how he felt.

“My husband is happier with his new wife. They suit each other perfectly.” She rested her chin on her knee.

“Why are you here, Meredith?”

She laughed. “Isn’t that the question we all ask ourselves? Have you come up with an answer yet, Silas, since you have had so long to think about it?”

“I mean why are you here on the beach right now?”

She reached down and picked up a wish stone. “I came here to make a wish.”

“Then let’s go make it.” He stood up in one fluid movement and held out his hand to her.

Meredith slipped her hand into his and he pulled her to her feet. For a moment, she rocked on her heels before she steadied herself. “Do you think wishes come true?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve lost count of how many wish stones I threw in the ocean when I was a teenager. I wished over and over again that magic would come to me. But it never did.” She tossed the wish stone into the air and caught it in the palm of her hand.

“You have a magic of your own,” he told her.

Meredith ducked her head and looked up at him through her eyelashes. “What is that supposed to mean?”

“You have love. Isn’t that magical? The love of your family, the love of your children, the love of your husband. I believe that love is stronger and more powerful than a combination of words and objects.” He grinned and wagged her finger at him, needing to break the tension between them. “Don’t ever tell anyone I said that.”

“I wouldn’t dare, you have this hard man vampire image to keep up. Goodness, how would you go about your business if people thought you were soft-hearted?” She chuckled as she held the stone between her thumb and finger and stared at it.

She closed her hand around it and drew her arm back. With all her strength, she threw the wish stone out across the ocean where it landed with a soft plop and was gone.

“If you need anything from me, Meredith, will you promise me you’ll ask?”

Meredith hugged herself as she stared at the spot where her stone had landed. “Are you taking pity on me, Silas?”

“No.”

She turned to face him, her arms across her body like a barrier between them. “There is one thing.”

“Anything?”

“Will you watch over my children?” Her bottom lip trembled as she held out her hands. “I should have taught them about this world, but I never expected to come back here. I’m scared I have let them down and that I haven’t prepared them enough.”

Silas nodded. “I’ll watch over them.” He lifted his hand and brushed her hair back from her shoulder. “As long as you promise me something.”

“A promise to a vampire, my father warned me about things like this.” She arched an eyebrow but couldn’t mask her concern.

“Promise me you won’t be too hard on yourself. In my experience, every parent feels the same way about their children. That they should have done more, taught them this or that... But children have to find their own place in this world. Or the world beyond.”

“I don’t think I have found my place anywhere...” Meredith turned away from him and stared out to sea. “It’s like I don’t really fit.”

“You do fit, Meredith. You just don’t believe it.”

“Maybe you’re right.” She turned to him and took hold of his hands and placed them on either side of her head. “You could reach into my head right now. You could pluck out thoughts and put in new ones. You could make me believe whatever you wanted.”

“No.” He yanked his hands out of hers.

“I should go. Keely is looking after the kids.” She strode away from him, and he strode after her.

“I’ll walk you.”

“I can make it to the car on my own,” she told him.

“I want to walk with you.” He shuddered as if he could feel the chilly breeze that blew down from the mountain. Silas rubbed the back of his neck as he fell into step beside Meredith.

They walked in silence. He’d uttered so many words over the centuries and this was the first time he was lost for words. He always had a smart retort, or a dark warning, he could fire off a sarcastic remark anytime. But he didn’t know how to reach out to Meredith.

“I’m sorry.” She looked down at the ground as she rummaged in her pocket for her car keys.

“Accepted.”

A smile covered her lips. “Wow, I was expecting you to be all nice and tell me I had nothing to be sorry for.”

“You insulted me.”

Her brows knitted together. “I didn’t mean to.”

“I know.” He tilted his chin and rocked back on his heels as he looked up at the first stars, composing himself before he looked at her again.

“I have issues to work through. You’re right, there are no shortcuts. I never want you in here.” She tapped the side of her head.

“You have my word.” He bowed his head and then left her standing in the parking lot and walked away.


Chapter Eleven – Meredith

“Thanks for doing this, Dad.” Meredith hooked her basket onto her arm as she leaned down and picked a sprig of wild thyme. Over the last couple of days, she’d had an idea for a new range of soaps and candles at Keely’s store. It would center around culinary herbs.

The range would be suitable for the store in Wishing Moon Bay but would also sell well in the world beyond. Meredith had been giving the whole project some thought over the last couple of days and couldn’t wait to get started on the project when the children started school tomorrow.

“I like seeing you all here,” Henry admitted. “I close myself off from everyone without even thinking about it. I’m sorry.”

“You don’t need to be sorry. I know how much you like solitude.” Meredith glanced over her shoulder. Brigette and Jared had spread out, searching the ground for the right piece of wood for their wands.

“How are they coping with the move?” Henry reached up and snapped off the end of a branch that was covered in small white flowers.

“They’re doing okay. Really okay.” She sucked in a deep breath and steadied her voice as it wobbled.

“And you?” Henry held out the flowers for her to smell. “This was one of your mother’s favorite scents.”

“It’s so delicate.” Her jaw clenched and she pushed the air out of her lungs before inhaling deeply.

“Sorry.” Henry slipped his arm around her shoulder and hugged her close. He’d successfully played mother and father to his daughters since their mom died and never once had Meredith ever felt unloved. He’d nurtured his children just like he nurtured the plants growing in his garden.

“I’m doing okay,” she replied, pushing past the wave of emotion that threatened to sweep her away. “It’s easier now that we’re here. Once I decided to move, it was a whirlwind of actions, it was exhaustion both emotionally and physically. But now that we’re back here…” She tilted her head and breathed in the clear mountain air with the warm sun on her face. “Part of me wonders why I ever left.”

“You left because you had to. Because you needed to. Laura was right about that. You had to go out there to find yourself so that you could come back whole.” Henry leaned down and picked some sorrel, placing it in her basket with care.

“I’m not sure I am whole.” Meredith straightened up and rested her hand on her lower back. “But I think I’m getting there.”

“You just need to keep pushing forward, Meredith. You’ve had a rough time of it but you’re strong and I believe your destiny lies here in Wishing Moon Bay.” Her father had never been open and frank about his thoughts. He kept his emotions in check most of the time. Even when Meredith announced she was leaving, he hid his true feelings.

She suspected it was his way of protecting himself. In many ways, he’d closed himself off from everyone. It was as if his wife’s death had damaged him too much. One more blow and he would be irreparably broken.

“I don’t think much about destiny. Our hopes and dreams always seem to be at the mercy of the elements. We make plans for the future and then the future changes and they’re all for nothing.” She jerked her head up as if she’d fallen into a stupor and had just woken up.

“I know the divorce was painful,” Henry said. “But it’s time to look to the future. Working in the store with Keely will give you a focus.”

She glanced at the children once more. Brigette had found a nice piece of wood, oak by the looks of it, and she was showing it to Jared. “Do you think it’s the right thing to do?”

Henry snorted. “I am not poking my nose in that honey pot.”

“Dad, seriously, I’d like your opinion.”

“You didn’t ask my opinion on your divorce,” he replied evasively.

“That’s because the decision was made by Tim.” Her mouth turned down at the corners.

“Tim? I thought it was a joint decision,” he asked quietly.

“It was. As in I agreed when Tim suggested it.” She rearranged the stems in her basket. “I could see it in his eyes. He didn’t love me anymore. Not in the way he once had. Not as a wife. But as a friend. And that wasn’t enough for him.”

“I didn’t know.” Henry kicked a stone across the ground.

“If I’d fought him, if I hadn’t agreed, he’d have stayed. We’d have stayed married, but it would have been for the wrong reasons. I didn’t want to be a coward and hold onto him for selfish reasons.” She closed her eyes, reliving the pain of her heart breaking as her life shattered in two.

“I always liked Tim.” Henry stroked his daughter’s cheek. “But I never thought he was the man for you.”

“Dad.” She ducked her head, her cheeks flaming red. “When we announced the engagement, you were happy for us.”

“Because I could see how much you wanted it. You wanted it to work, and I wanted it to work for you.” He shrugged. “What would be the point of me telling you otherwise? I didn’t want to lose you.” His eyes darkened as he looked at her. “Any more than I already had.”

“You never lost me,” she assured him.

“You left.” He sniffed loudly and turned away. “I missed you.”

“I missed you, too.”

“Don’t think that I blame you. Once you and Keely were all grown up, I finally let in the grief I’d been hiding from for so long.” He smiled sadly. “In a way, we both abandoned Keely.”

Meredith covered her mouth with her hand. “I never thought of it like that. I never thought about Keely being alone.”

“She doesn’t hold it against you. Or me. Keely understood better than anyone why you needed to leave. And I needed space to mourn.” He grinned. “And she’s over the moon that you are back. Her face when she came to tell me the news... I don’t think I’ve ever seen her so happy.”

“I wish she’d found someone,” Meredith said wistfully. “I wish she’d met a man and settled down with a bunch of children at her feet.”

“I always hoped she’d meet a shifter. She deserves that kind of special love.” He blinked rapidly. “So do you.”

“I’m happy on my own for now,” she replied. “I want to indulge myself in being a mom and in building the business with Keely.”

“Don’t ignore love if it comes knocking,” Henry told her.

“I won’t.” She half-turned as Jared raced toward them.

“This is the one!” He leaped over a fallen tree trunk and nearly landed on his knees as he tripped over a rock.

“Let me see.” Henry went to meet his grandson and held out his hand for the stick. “This is good.” He weighed it in his hand. “We could make a magnificent wand out of this wood.”

“Can I help?” Jared asked. “I’ve been reading about wood carving. But it’s one of those crafts you have to practice.”

“Of course you can. When Brigette has found hers, we can go back to the cabin and get started.” Henry handed the stick back to Jared.

“Why don’t you two go on back? I’ll stay with Brigette.” Meredith strolled back along the trail to where her daughter was deliberating over which piece of wood was the one.

“Are you sure?” Henry asked.

Meredith nodded. “You go.”

“See you soon!” Jared raced back in the direction of the cabin.

“Are you okay?” Meredith placed her basket on the ground and sat down on a boulder.

“I don’t feel anything.” Brigette held a piece of wood in each hand.

“You’re trying too hard.” She held out her hands and Brigette handed the wood over, before wiping away her tears.

“How do I not try too hard?” She sat down on the ground and crossed her legs in front of her, reminding Meredith of when she was a young girl.

“Okay. Close your eyes and clear your mind.”

Brigette rolled her eyes. “I’ve tried this with Aunt Keely, but I can’t clear my mind.” She waved her hands around. “All of these thoughts just pop in.”

“You have to practice,” Meredith told her. “And you have to learn to relax and not beat yourself up about it.”

“I have too much going on.” She sighed and shook her head.

“Are you worried about school?” Meredith asked quietly.

“Not worried. Not really.” Brigette rubbed her hands over her face. “I’m scared I might not fit in.”

“Because you think you are behind in magic?” Meredith asked.

“Yes. I spoke to Hannah yesterday and she and her friends had gotten together to do these spells and I have no idea what any of them are let alone how to do them.” Brigette pushed herself to her feet and put her hands on her hips. “How did you do it, Mom?”

“How did I do what?”

She whirled around and knelt in front of Meredith. “How did you cope without magic? You must have been so disappointed.”

Meredith stared down at the sticks in her hands. “I thought I deserved it.”

“Why?” Brigette leaned forward and took hold of her mom’s hands, discarding the sticks.

“Because...” She shook her head as tears rolled down her cheeks. “It was stupid. I wish I could go back and hug my teenage self, but I blamed myself for my mom dying.”

“Mom!” Brigette’s horror was evident in her voice and expression.

“I didn’t say I was rational. I was a teenager. Between hormones and everything else I had to cope with, I had this self-loathing.” She made a fist and pushed it into the pit of her stomach.

“Now I feel like a complete idiot, whining about how hard I have it.” Brigette wrapped her arms around her mom. “Do you still feel the same way?”

Meredith laughed as she hugged her tightly. “No.” She shook her head and pulled away from Brigette. Cupping her face, she said, “The first time I held you I realized that I was never cursed. That fate didn’t deny me magic and even if it did, I didn’t care. Because I wasn’t denied you. Or Jared.”

“This one!” Brigette suddenly stuck out her hand and grabbed the stick on her right.

“It feels different?” Meredith asked as she picked up the other stick and passed it to Brigette.

“It was like a feeling. My right hand itched and felt warmer.” She weighed the two sticks in her hand. “Definitely.”

“Okay, let’s go back to Grandpa’s cabin. I could use some caffeine.” She put the heels of her hands to her eyes before she reached down for the basket.

“I love it here.” Brigette stood up and looked around, her stick in hand. “It’s so quiet and peaceful.”

“We could come and camp out here once we’re settled.” Meredith took a step forward, her legs complaining about moving again after sitting on the boulder.

“I’d like that. I want to get to know Grandpa better. We never spent much time with him before.” Brigette waited for her mom as the feeling returned to her legs.

“Grandpa would like that. He’d like to share what he knows about the mountains and the flora and fauna. He has a lot to teach you. Casting spells isn’t all about magic, it’s about the ingredients that go into a spell. Get one of those wrong and you could end up in trouble.” Meredith’s legs loosened up and she swung the basket as she walked.

“Real trouble? I mean life and death?” Brigette watched where she was placing her feet as the path grew steeper.

“In some circumstances. You’ll be able to cast powerful spells one day. Magic isn’t something to take lightly.” Meredith held out her hand and Brigette accepted her help without argument. “Mind you don’t slip.”

“Like the spell Trudy did at Hannah’s party? You and Aunt Keely didn’t like it.” Brigette hurried down the last part of the trail.

“No, we didn’t. And not just because it was a powerful spell that could have gone wrong but because...” Meredith paused. “Magic isn’t something you use to show off. It’s not a game.”

“She wanted to impress people.” Brigette twirled the stick in her hand. “Trudy didn’t have a wand.”

“She didn’t need one. A wand isn’t like the kind a magician uses. They’re more symbolic but you can use them to help direct your magic. Keely will teach you all that.” Meredith had always loved her dad’s wands. Before it was obvious she was never going to come into her magic, she’d chosen a stick and he’d carved it into a wand that they had designed together.

She could still recall the way it felt in her hand. The smooth wood and the intricate carvings that ran down its length. When she realized she was empty of magic, she handed it back to her father and told him to give it to someone who could use it.


Chapter Twelve – Meredith

“Have you got everything?” Meredith grabbed her car keys and her purse. “I’ll drive you to school today. Cathy... Principal Monroe is expecting us.”

“Can’t we just go in on our own?” Brigette asked.

“Principal Monroe will give you your schedules and introduce you to your class.” Meredith paused by the front door. “I know you don’t want me to come in with you...”

“I just don’t want to draw any more attention. It’s bad enough being the new girl without my mom knowing the principal,” Brigette explained.

“It’s not as if we’re best friends or anything. We knew each other before I left Wishing Moon Bay. And anyway, Hannah’s mom knows her, too.” She opened the front door. “Have you texted Hannah? She’s one friendly face.”

Brigette glanced at her phone screen. “I texted her last night and asked her to meet me. But she hasn’t replied.”

“Text her again.” Meredith waited on the porch for Brigette and Jared.

“I can’t text her again,” Brigette told her. “Come on, Jared, we’re going to be late!”

“Why can’t you text her again?” Meredith could never keep up with texting or social media etiquette.

“Because she hasn’t replied to my last text.” Brigette huffed as she waited for her brother. “Hurry up, Jared.”

“You’re eager to get to school,” Meredith remarked as she went down the porch steps and unlocked the car.

“If we get there early, we might get into school without anyone seeing us.” Brigette slid into the passenger seat.

“Right.” Meredith rubbed her forehead. Was that a new wrinkle? “And why can’t you text Hannah again? She might have missed your last text.”

“She’s read it and not answered.” Brigette slumped back in her seat and looked up at the roof of the car. “It’s going to be a disaster, I know it is. You might as well call Dad now and ask him to come and get me. I’ll go live with him and Sarah and never practice magic again.”

“Do you want me to call them now?” Meredith asked dryly. “Although, you must have some powerful magic. I’ve never been able to predict the future quite so clearly.”

Brigette rolled her eyes. “Thank you for your love and support at this difficult time.”

“You’re welcome.” Meredith got into the driver’s seat as Jared spilled out of the house, his school backpack trailing behind him.

“What a shamble.” Brigette fastened her seatbelt as Jared shoved himself into the car.

“Ready?” Meredith checked that he’d buckled his seatbelt before she started the engine.

“Minerva had to fend off a group of assassins,” he puffed as he dragged a book from his backpack.

“You will find the time to talk to real people, won’t you?” Meredith’s stomach gurgled. Brigette wasn’t the only one who was nervous about their first day at school.

“Yeah.” Jared didn’t look up from his book.

“We’ll be okay, Mom,” Brigette assured her.

“I know.” She breathed out slowly through her mouth as they left Primrose Cottage behind and made their way to Wishing Moon Bay School. There was only one.

Meredith parked the station wagon in the parking lot in front of the main building that housed the school offices, gym, and several large halls. On either side of the main building were two further large buildings, one for the younger students in Wishing Moon Bay and the other for the older students.

This arrangement had worked well for decades, with a buddy system operating where older students would help younger students prepare for when they had their first shift, in the case of shifters, or came into their magic if they were witches or warlocks. Or any of the other myriad of changes that occurred in a town made up of magical beings.

Even those with no magical abilities had a buddy. Someone they could talk to who understood what they were going through.

“We’re here,” Meredith announced their arrival even though both children could see they were parked outside the school. At least Jared would have seen if he lifted his head out of his book. “Jared.”

“Oh.” He held his book open, his eyes scanning the words even as he put the book in his pack.

“Maybe I should take your book home with me.” Meredith held out her hand for the book.

“No.” He carefully put the book in the front pocket of his backpack and zipped it up. “Please.”

“Promise me you’ll talk to the other members of the class.” Meredith unbuckled her seatbelt and got out of the car. The sound of children playing and talking reached them.

“I promise.” He heaved his pack onto his shoulder and looked around. “I want to make friends.”

“Should we say goodbye here?” Meredith’s eyes misted with tears as they got ready to exit the car. This was it, her children were about to start their new school.

“I thought you were coming in with us?” Brigette frowned in confusion.

“I am but I didn’t think you’d want me to hug you and tell you I loved you in front of everyone.” Meredith walked around the side of the car and stood next to her two children.

“Hugs?” Brigette winced and looked around.

Meredith nodded and held out her arms. Jared giggled and launched himself at his mom. “You know you want to.” She beckoned her daughter toward her.

“Only because I love you.” Brigette’s hug was a blink and you’d miss it hug, but it was still a hug.

“I’ll come pick you up after school.” Meredith grabbed her purse from the car, and they headed for the main school building. “But if you want to walk home with friends then drop me a text, okay?”

“Okay.” Brigette checked her phone then shoved it in her pocket.

“There’s Cathy.” She waved as Cathy Monroe pushed open the large glass door and stood outside waiting for them with a big smile on her face.

“Morning. How are you all doing? Settling in?” Cathy came to meet them, her hand extended to Meredith but then she pulled her into a hug. “It’s good to see you back in town.” She let her go and then turned to the children. “And you must be Brigette and Jared.”

“I would never have guessed you would be the principal.” Meredith looked up at the school building.

“Tell me about it. I have to pinch myself sometimes.” Cathy grinned at the children. “I wasn’t a particularly good student. The thought of coming to school each morning never excited me until one of my teachers opened my mind to the world of education. All the questions I could ever ask could be answered if I just delved deep enough.”

“Not every question,” Jared replied.

“Every question.” Cathy fixed him with a stare. “Just because we don’t know the answer yet doesn’t mean that we won’t ever know the answer. We just have to keep looking, keep searching.”

Jared tilted his head to one side as he considered this and then he nodded. “Books are the answer.”

Cathy stepped backward toward the door. “I have a couple of students waiting to show you to your classrooms. We can do the rest of the paperwork later.”

“Don’t you need me to come in? I thought you wanted me to visit the office and sign some papers,” Meredith asked as two students came to meet them.

“No.” Cathy shifted her eyes right and then left. “There was an incident in the office this morning and it’s off-limits for the rest of the day.”

“An incident?” Meredith arched a questioning eyebrow.

“Nothing to worry about. These things happen.” Cathy forced a smile onto her lips. “I’ll talk to you soon, Meredith. We should get together for a drink and catch up.”

Meredith stepped back, she’d been dismissed. “Bye.” She blinked rapidly, determined not to cry as Brigette and Jared were introduced to the other students. A boy with dark hair and brooding looks and a younger girl with freckles and pigtails.

“Bye, Mom.” Brigette waved and smiled, adding, “We’ll be okay.”

Meredith nodded and screwed up her mouth as she turned and walked away. Moving to Wishing Moon Bay had suddenly become very real. Until now, she could almost believe they were here on a long vacation. But her children were enrolled in a new school and Meredith was about to start her new job.

With Keely.

What was she thinking? She blew the air out of her cheeks and got in the car. For a long moment, she sat still, staring into the distance as she fought for control.

Then she put the keys in the ignition and started the engine. This was where they belonged. Sure, it was a step out of their comfort zone, but they’d soon settle in. She could either fight against it or for it.

Meredith put the car in drive and turned on the radio, selecting a channel that played eighties music rather than the tunes Brigette liked to listen to. She sang along, remembering the words from some of the songs and humming along to others.

When she arrived at Keely’s store, Sacred Scents, she was ready for whatever the day threw at her.

“Merri!” Keely met her at the doorway and linked arms with her. “You’re here.”

“Is everything all right?” Meredith asked.

“No.” A man dressed in overalls and drinking a cup of chamomile tea shook his head.

“What’s wrong?” Meredith glanced around the store, everything seemed to be in its place, there was no broken glass on the floor or scorch marks where a candle might have been left to burn by mistake.

“If only I knew the answer.” The guy shook his head mournfully.

“This is Donald Miller. He is a spell repairman.” Keely itched her ear as she let go of Meredith and headed back behind the counter.

“A spell repairman.” Meredith shot a questioning glance toward her sister.

“He’s been rushed off his feet,” Keely explained.

“Rushed.” Donald lifted his boots off the floor. “Off my feet.”

“Because spells are going wrong?” Meredith ventured.

“How do you know?” Keely accused.

“Well, Donald is a spell repairman, which implies that spells are in need of repair and Cathy said the school office was out of use because of an incident. She was a little evasive, so I guess that was a spell gone wrong.”

“Ah, the school office.” He shook his head. “That’s going to need to air out for the whole day. Maybe tomorrow, too. Nasty business.”

“And this is unusual?” Meredith asked.

Donald snorted. “Unusual? I’ve had more call-outs today than I usually have in a whole week and it’s...” He checked his watch. “Not even ten o’clock.”

“And you don’t know why?” Meredith went around the counter. “Where shall I stow my purse?”

“Oh, in the back. There’s coffee on, too. Or tea. Donald needed something to calm his nerves.” Keely glanced at Donald with concern. “I have to start a batch of candles, but I don’t like to leave him alone.”

“I’ll pour some coffee and then take over here. You’ll just have to show me how the cash register works and anything else I need to know.” Meredith headed out of the door leading from the storefront to the storage area. Beyond that was a large room where Keely made the candles and soaps.

She’d expected today to be quiet, with time to talk to Keely about the future of the business. However, when she returned to the store with two cups of coffee, another three people had arrived to discuss the magical mishaps.

“I had to boil a kettle for my morning tea,” an elderly man was complaining to Donald. “I’ve never had this trouble before.” He went to snap his fingers, but Keely shot around the counter and covered his hand.

“We don’t need a demonstration,” she said quickly. “You understand the store is full of candles. That burn.”

“Sorry, Keely. I never thought about it. I just feel so impotent.” He shook his head.

“I understand.” She blew the air out of her cheeks. “Maybe it’s got something to do with a shift in the magnetic fields.”

“Magnetic fields.” Donald thought about it for a moment. “You might be right.”

“So all you have to do is go home, relax and give it a couple of hours. I’m sure everything will be back to normal soon.” Keely went to the shelf facing the door and grabbed a handful of candles. “These are my special blend relaxation candles. Why don’t you try them?”

Donald inhaled the scent and nodded. “I’ll take five.”

“Five?” Keely asked.

He put his hand in his pocket and pulled out his phone. “I have four more calls to answer today. I’ll hand them out to my clients. And I’ll need one for when I get home tonight.”

Keely tapped his shoulder. “I’ll give you a discount.”

Ten minutes later the store was empty, and Meredith had learned how to use the cash register and how to wrap the candles. With a sense of achievement, she leaned back against the counter with a fresh cup of coffee in her hands.

“Magnetic fields?” Meredith asked.

Keely shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t know what’s going on. But magic is based in nature, we harness the power. It makes sense that there’s been a disturbance somewhere and things will settle down.”

“Has this happened before?” Meredith’s sense of unease grew as Keely shook her head.

“But the one thing I do know is that the answer isn’t here.” She pointed to the floor. “And standing around worrying about it isn’t going to help.”

“So where will the answer be?” Meredith asked.

“I’m sure the authority will have the answer to all our questions. That is their job.” Keely pressed her lips together. “I don’t actually believe that. But I’m sure they are working on it.”

“Can you spare me for an hour or so?” Meredith asked.

“Why?”

“I want to go over to Silas’s house.” Meredith drained her coffee cup.

“Yes. Silas might know what’s going on. He’s lived in town since it was founded. If this has happened before, he would know.” Keely nodded enthusiastically. “Good thinking.”

“I’ll head over there now.” She went and fetched her purse. Her reason for visiting Silas wasn’t to ask him if he had any information that might help.

Instead, she was going to warn him. If magic was acting erratically, his daylight ring might fail, and he would turn to dust.

She didn’t want to lose another special person in her life.


Chapter Thirteen – Meredith

Silas lived in a mansion on the outskirts of town. It had once belonged to a wealthy family, but Silas had bought it a long time ago. Most people believed Silas had chosen this particular property for its deep and secure basement that had been used to store rare wine.

Now it stored a coffin. Or maybe Silas slept in a bed. Meredith had never been in the basement to find out.

Unclipping her seatbelt, she got out of the car and approached the front door. Silas might be sleeping but Colton, his bodyguard, would be watching over him.

“Meredith.” Colton opened the front door before she had a chance to knock. He was so much older than she remembered.

She put a hand to her face. Colton wasn’t the only one who had aged. The lines and wrinkles on her face told the story of her life. Only Silas escaped the ravages of time.

“Colton. It’s good to see you.” She stepped forward and kissed him on the cheek. “Oh, I’ve brought you a gift.” She took a candle out of her purse and handed it to him as she pulled away from him. “Keely sent it with her love. They’re good for relaxation.”

Colton chuckled and took the candle in his bony hands. “I could always do with some help relaxing.” His eyes narrowed. “But you didn’t come see me to bring me a candle.”

“No, I didn’t.” She looked over her shoulder and shuddered.

“You feel it, too?” He stepped back from the doorway. “You’d better come in.”

“What do you mean?” She followed Colton into the house, and he closed the door securely before sending a bolt home. “What do you feel?”

“There’s something out there.” He limped slightly on his left leg as he led her to the kitchen. “Something stirring. Or maybe it’s my arthritis acting up.”

“Stirring up trouble. A lot of spells have been going wrong. Do you know why?” Meredith sat down in a chair which Colton pulled out from the kitchen table. “Thanks.”

The kitchen wasn’t what she expected. It was warm and inviting with the smell of apple pie and fresh coffee adding to the ambiance. She could be sitting in a cozy cottage rather than a grand mansion. She liked it.

“I don’t know why. Silas has been checking it out but it’s...” He chewed on the inside of his cheek. “Evasive.”

“Evasive?” Meredith placed her hands on the table. “As in it moves?”

“Pie?” Colton used an oven mitt to remove the apple pie from the oven. “It’d be nice to sit and eat with someone. Cooking for one’s own enjoyment grows tiring.”

“I’d love some.” Her stomach growled in appreciation as Colton left the pie to stand and fetched some plates.

“Do you need a hand?” she asked as the plates clattered on the counter.

“No, I can manage. I’m not ready to retire yet.” He straightened up and opened a drawer and added two forks to the plates.

“I wasn’t trying to insinuate that you were ready to retire.” Meredith got up from her chair and went to Colton. “None of us are as young as we used to be. Except Silas.”

“True.” He served the apple pie onto the plates. “Why don’t you pour the coffee?”

“Okay.” Meredith took two cups down off the shelf and placed them on the counter. “Sugar?”

“No, thank you.” He patted his stomach. “I need to watch my waistline.” He grinned as he picked up the two servings of apple pie and placed them down on the table.

“Don’t remind me.” She sat down at the table with the two cups of coffee. “Let’s not think about that, though. Here’s to good food and good company.” She passed him one of the cups.

“Here’s to the future.” He inhaled the aroma of the bitter coffee and took a sip. “Silas told me you were back in town for good.”

“Did he?” She picked up her fork but didn’t start eating.

“That’s all he told me if you’re worried he’s been spilling secrets.” Colton studied her closely.

“I have no secrets to spill.” She met Colton’s gaze. “My marriage ended, and my daughter has magic. Moving back here seemed like the sensible thing to do.”

His eyes narrowed. “But you don’t have magic.”

“No. It skipped a generation.” She held up her hand. “And before the thought enters your head, my ex-husband is the father of both of my children.”

“That thought never entered my head, Meredith.” He waved his fork at her. “You’re not the cheating type.”

She snorted. “There’s a type?”

He tilted his head to one side. “There are many types. But when you left here, you were looking for love. You were looking for stability. That’s not something you would risk with an affair.”

“How do you know all this?” Meredith had never been open about her hopes and dreams even as a young woman.

“I wasn’t so old back then. It was my job to know what people were doing, what they were thinking.” He glanced around the kitchen. “I wasn’t so domesticated.”

“I like this new you,” she replied.

“I’m the old me.” He stretched his legs out in front of him. “Silas keeps me around because he takes pity on me. I should have been replaced years ago.”

“You’re his family.” She clenched her jaw. “You do know that, don’t you?”

Colton sagged forward. “When I started working for him, I was young and fit. In my prime. Slowly my prime slipped away but he stayed the same.”

“I don’t know if that’s a blessing or a curse. It must be hard to see those around you grow old while you remain the same.” She plunged her fork into the apple pie and took a bite. “Oh, this is good! Really good.”

“I’m glad you said so. I have tweaked the recipe and I wondered if it was just to suit my taste.” He ate his pie and washed it down with coffee.

“No, it’s really good.” She finished eating and sat back in her chair. “Why don’t you come over to dinner tonight? My dad and Aunt Laura are coming over. It’s my kids’ first day at school and we thought we’d make the evening special. Just in case the day wasn’t.”

Colton’s face lit up, but he said, “It’s a family gathering, I wouldn’t want to intrude.”

“You won’t be intruding. I’d like the children to meet you. My son, Jared, can pick your brains about the history of Wishing Moon Bay.” She got up and refilled their coffee cups.

“Does he like history?” Colton asked.

“He likes books, and you are like a walking, talking book, you know so much about the town and the residents.” She reached across the table and curled her fingers around his cold hand. “Please.”

“If Silas doesn’t need me, I’ll come,” he agreed.

“Bring Silas, too. I expect the evening will end up with a discussion about all the spells that have gone wrong today. Donald Miller... Do you know him?”

“He’s the spell repairman,” Colton nodded.

“He was in Keely’s store this morning complaining about the number of callouts he’s had today. There was even an incident at the school... Which reminds me of the reason I came.” Meredith glanced toward the door. What if Silas was already outside in the daylight? If the ring had stopped working, he might already be dust.

“He’s sleeping downstairs.” Colton pointed to the floor.

She let out a long sigh. “Great.”

Colton ducked his head. “Is there something you want to tell me that you don’t want him to hear?”

“Oh, no!” She shook her head firmly. “I came because I was concerned about the ring.” She tapped her finger. “The daylight ring. If magic is on the blink, then Silas should be careful.”

“The daylight ring.” Colton chuckled. “No, that is both a blessing and a curse. It haunts him. He wants to wear it, but he doesn’t trust it. The thing is like a thorn in his side.”

“I can understand why. If it stopped working, he wouldn’t have long until the sun would turn him to dust.” Meredith shuddered and looked toward the window. It was a beautiful day. The sun gave warmth and life to the world but to Silas it was death.

“He only risks using it when the night is nearly upon us.” He got up from the table and went to the back door. “And for emergencies.”

“There might be a few of those today.”

Colton pulled the door open and stepped outside. Meredith grabbed her coffee cup and joined him as he sat on a wooden bench surrounded by vibrant red roses. “What is it?”

“You said you could sense it.” Meredith stared into the distance and tried to clear her mind just as she’d learned when she was a girl.

Colton closed his eyes and turned his head to the right as if listening for something. “I don’t know. It’s like a whisper on the breeze. Calling, calling.”

“I don’t hear anything,” she admitted.

“Perhaps my hearing is impaired like the rest of my body.” He opened his eyes and blinked against the light. “But it’s out there.”

“Keely said she’s never known anything like this to happen before. How about you?” Meredith wished she was more attuned to the world around her. She’d brought her children here because she thought they would be safer. But had she put them at risk?

“No.” He shook his head. “When Silas wakes, I’ll ask him, but I think he’d have mentioned it. Although, things seem to have escalated since he went to bed this morning.”

“Maybe by the time he wakes up this evening, things might be back to normal. Keely might be right. It might be to do with the magnetic fields.”

“Is that what she thinks?” Colton asked.

“That’s what she said this morning, but I think that was to calm down the situation. People are getting anxious.”

“She’s right.”

“About magnetic fields?” Meredith asked.

“No.” He shook his head. “This is more than that. But the last thing we need is people panicking. It’ll lead to mass hysteria and that is not somewhere we need to go. Now, that I have seen before.”

“Really?”

“Outside of Wishing Moon Bay,” he went on.

“I always forget you had a life before you came here.” She glanced sideways at Colton. He looked tired, as if she were keeping him up. “When do you sleep?”

Colton shook his head. “I don’t. Not really. I stay up with Silas if he needs me, but I don’t like sleeping during the day. Not now that I’m so old.”

“You should get some more sleep.” She patted his knee. “Maybe we should trade places for a couple of nights. I’ll go out with Silas and keep him out of trouble, and you can watch over my kids with Keely.”

“He’d like that.”

“Who?” Color flushed her cheeks.

“You know who.” Colton half-turned to face her. “He never wanted you to leave but he knew you had to go.”

Her brows furrowed together but before she had a chance to ask him what he meant, her phone rang. “It’s Aunt Laura.” She got up and went to the side gate that led from the garden to the front of the house. “I’ll see you later.”

“I’ll see you later, Meredith. Thanks for stopping by. You’re welcome any time.” He opened the gate for her. “I’ll bring apple pie.”

“I’ll look forward to it.” She kissed his cheek and slid out of the gate. Colton stood sentry as she headed for her car. Was there someone out there?

She got into the driver’s seat and pressed the screen to accept the call from Aunt Laura. As she said hello, she locked the car doors.

If there was something out there, she was more vulnerable than most people in town because she had no magic.

Although, with so many spells going wrong, no magic might be a blessing, not a curse.


Chapter Fourteen – Silas

“Meredith invited you over for the evening?” Silas finished his breakfast. Even though it was early evening, and the sun was setting, he still thought of his first meal of the day as breakfast.

Not that it mattered what he called it, each of his meals was the same. Blood donated by a member of the Wishing Moon Bay community. It was a tradition that dated back to when the town was first founded.

Vampires had been a welcome addition to the town due to their unique abilities. The deal was that if anyone mistakenly made it past the protection spell that kept the town hidden, a vampire would pluck the memory from their mind and make them forget. The interloper would then be sent on their way with no memory of their stopover.

“No, she invited us over for the evening.” Colton opened the oven and took out a fresh apple pie and placed it on the counter before leaning down and retrieving a moist chocolate cake.

There were few times he missed the ability to eat real food, but this was one of them. Colton was an expert baker and Silas was glad the old man was going to share his skill with other people. His bodyguard spent too much time on his own.

“Why don’t you go? I have other things I can occupy myself with.” Silas took a slug of his breakfast.

“She wanted you to come, too,” Colton insisted. “In fact, her sole reason for coming here was to warn you.”

“Warn me?” Silas rested his hand on the table. Colton had his interest.

“It’s been quite a day in Wishing Moon Bay. Magic is not behaving as magic should.” Colton closed the oven door and placed the mitts down on the counter.

“Elaborate.”

“Donald Miller has been rushed off his feet repairing spells.” Colton took a knife from the drawer and pierced the chocolate cake before drawing the knife back out slowly.

“Did Meredith know why magic is not behaving as it should?” Silas finished his breakfast and washed out the cup.

“No. No one seems to know. And it’s not consistent. Some spells work. Some don’t.” He shrugged. “Which makes it difficult to figure out the cause.”

“I knew I could sense something.” Silas went to the back door and looked out into the dusky evening. “But I can’t figure it out.”

“Meredith suggested you don’t use the daylight ring until we know what we’re dealing with.” Colton didn’t look at Silas as he added, “She doesn’t want you turning into dust.”

“Thoughtful.” He smothered a smile. After centuries of practice, he was good at hiding his true feelings.

“I thought so,” Colton grunted with satisfaction. “These will do nicely.”

“What else did she say?” Silas wanted to know how they’d gotten from don’t use the daylight ring to come over for a family gathering.

“That her father and aunt are coming over for the evening and talk will probably turn to what is happening. She thought we might have some clue. Specifically you, since you are so old.” Colton turned to face Silas. “We should go.”

Silas nodded. “We should. Not that I have any answers. This is new to me.”

“A rarity.”

“Exactly.” He ran a hand over his eyes. “There’s little that surprises me. There’s rarely an event that’s new. But since the witches put the protection spell on Wishing Moon Bay, the magic has always been stable.”

“Do you think we’re under attack?” Colton’s question caught him off guard.

“Attack? From where? From whom?” Silas turned his intense focus on Colton.

“The world beyond? We always dismiss them as being of no threat, but enough people have left town for our secret to have gotten out.” He waved a bony hand in the direction of the tunnel which led to the world beyond Wishing Moon Bay. “What if someone decided they wanted to take over the town? We’ve become complacent.”

“No.” Silas frowned as he rifled through his thoughts. Had he missed something? A disturbance in town that he’d let slip by? But surely the authority should have picked up on something like that. “No. I don’t think that’s it. This is something more than that. Something older. Deeper.”

Colton nodded. “I agree. But I thought I’d put it out there as an idea.”

“Your body might be slower, but your brain still works just fine,” Silas told the old man.

“Part of my job description when you hired me was to play devil’s advocate. I take the role seriously since it’s one of the few I’m still capable of.” Colton rubbed his chin thoughtfully. “Do you have any idea what it could be?”

Silas shrugged. “It might be something that simply passes by. In the same way that the moon affects us as it waxes and wanes, perhaps there’s some other force that affects magic. Once in a millennium. The world is older than my memories.”

“A comet.” Colton nodded. “It’s a possibility.”

“It feels old.” Silas opened and closed his hands as if he could touch the invisible force.

“I’m ready to leave when you are.” Colton covered the pie and cake with clean cloths. “Could you carry these for me, please?”

Silas nodded, this time he didn’t hide his smile. “Our roles have reversed.”

“No, you have simply taken on my role while I am incapable of doing my job or yours.” Colton held up his hand to Silas. “You should find someone to take my place.”

“No one could take your place, old friend.” Silas balanced the baked goods on the palms of his hands.

“Silas, I’m grateful for you keeping me on. But if this gets worse, you are going to need someone who can protect you when you sleep. It’s been years since I was that person.”

“We’ll fit extra locks and I’ll ask Laura and Keely to come over and add a protection spell.” Silas left the kitchen, the conversation over.

“I should teach you to drive.” Colton closed their front door securely and unlocked the car door.

“No.” Silas passed the cake to Colton, who held it while he slid into the car. When he was settled, Colton gave it back to him. “I have lived this long without getting behind the wheel, I’m not about to start driving now.”

“You should have learned years ago before the roads got busier.” Colton gave him a knowing look. Silas didn’t like cars. He didn’t like sitting in them, he didn’t like the speed they moved at, he certainly didn’t like the idea of sitting behind the wheel and turning all the dials and knobs.

He was a man of the past. He liked the slower pace of life when horsepower really meant horsepower. The steady clip-clop of a horse’s hooves gave a man time to think. Time to contemplate his place in the world.

“When you get too old to drive me around, I’ll use my legs and walk.” Silas balanced the cake and pie in his hands.

“I believe you will.” Colton drove off slowly, knowing that Silas hated going too fast.

Just as much as he hated the idea of not having Colton around. But one day that’s exactly how it would be. Colton was human and Silas was immortal.

They arrived at the Wilson residence having hardly spoken two words to each other. Not unusual. Silas appreciated silence and Colton respected that.

Silas groaned inwardly. If he did find another bodyguard, he’d have to vet them carefully. He didn’t want a guy who chattered on endlessly. Or maybe he should be a modern vampire and hire a woman instead.

Colton parked the car in front of Primrose Cottage and switched off the engine. “Shall we go inside?”

Silas nodded. “Maybe we’ll have that first driving lesson once we figure out what is wrong with the magic in town.”

“You’re going to learn to drive?” Colton opened the car door but half-turned to look at Silas.

“Why not? You’re right. I should drag myself into the twentieth century.”

“Twenty-first century,” Colton corrected.

“Really?” Silas passed the cake to Colton as he came around to the passenger side of the car.

“Really.” Colton’s hands shook as he held the cake. “Where did the time go?”

“I don’t know where it went, but I do know they were some of the best years of my afterlife.” Silas strode toward the cottage with Colton chuckling as he followed behind.

“I thought I heard a car.” Meredith met them at the door. “Oh, pie and cake. You’re spoiling us.”

“Isn’t that why you invited us?” Silas passed the pie to Meredith.

“I invited Colton because he’s an old family friend. I invited you because I wanted to make sure Colton got home safely,” Meredith teased as she ushered them into the house. “This way. My dad and Laura should be here soon.”

“How is your dad?” Silas had witnessed Henry’s attempt to keep his family together after his wife died giving birth to Meredith. He’d also witnessed the pain and loss Henry had buried deep inside, only taking it out when he thought no one was watching.

No, Silas wasn’t a stalker, peeking through people’s windows at night. He’d happened across Henry by chance one night. It was dark, Silas was searching the beach for Maughna when he heard sobbing. Drawn to the sound of intense heartbreak, Silas had watched Henry as he cried, a photograph of his dead wife in his hand.

He’d envied Henry. It had been a long time since Silas had allowed himself to let love in.

“My dad is doing okay, I think. You know Dad, he hides his feelings.” Meredith locked eyes with Silas, accusing him of the same character trait. Then she looked up, her eyes fixed on something behind Silas. “Here they are.”

A car drove toward the cottage. Silas recognized it as Laura’s car. She’d visited him a few times over the years, usually to pick his brains about past events in Wishing Moon Bay. She was a powerful witch who people often turned to in times of need. Those needs often being beyond the help most witches offered.

Why the authority had never asked her to join them, Silas would never know. Or perhaps they had, and she’d turned them down. That would be so Laura.

“Hello!” Laura got out of the car and slammed the door closed with a wave of her hand.

“Laura.” Silas bowed his head.

“It’s good to see you both.” She grinned and mounted the porch steps to envelop Silas and then Colton in a warm hug. “I smell Colton’s baking. Shall we go in?”

“Hello, Dad.” Meredith slipped past her other guests to greet her father. “Do you have it?”

“I do.” Henry reached inside his thick woolen jacket and pulled out a velvet cloth which he’d carefully wrapped around a wand. Henry was one of the best wand makers in town. He’d honed his craft during the lonely years he’d spent in the mountains as a hermit.

“It’s perfect.” Meredith kissed her dad on the cheek and then ushered him inside.

Silas followed behind them, the temptation to turn around and run away almost too much. As Laura’s laughter followed by Colton’s cracked chuckle reached him, he’d never felt more...dead.


Chapter Fifteen – Meredith

“Try to relax and enjoy yourself,” Meredith whispered in Silas’s ear. The vampire hadn’t gotten farther than the hallway where he’d hovered looking awkward.

“Families aren’t really my thing,” he admitted.

“Didn’t you have a family once?” She sipped her wine and then covered her mouth as she glanced at him. “You don’t have a drink.” She wrinkled her nose before quickly ironing out her expression. “Do you only drink blood?”

“I could sip water.” He watched Colton as the children gathered around him, drooling over the chocolate cake.

“I’ll get you a glass.” She grabbed a wine glass and filled it with cold water, adding an ice cube before questioning whether he would like the water cold or at blood temperature. When she turned around to face him, his awkwardness had been replaced by a bemused look.

“It’s fine. I like it cold, it matches my heart.” He smiled that smile that took her breath away. Silas must have left a string of broken hearts behind both in life and death.

“You have a warm heart.” She handed him the glass. “You just don’t like to show it.”

“Don’t I?” he murmured as he took the glass and sipped the water.

“No, Silas, you don’t.” Meredith left the vampire to hide in the hallway. He’d join in when he was ready.

“The cake looks incredible.” Keely fetched plates from the cupboard and set them down on the table, her eyes fixed on the cake.

“I can give you the recipe.” Colton had no trouble fitting in with the family. And not just because he’d brought cake.

“I’ll settle for a slice.” Keely rolled her eyes as Henry laughed. “We all know I don’t bake.”

“Even with the help of magic, Keely’s cakes come out like rocks.” Laura fended off her niece’s offended look. “It’s true. Although perhaps if you tried now, with wonky magic they might be fine.”

“Wonky magic?” Henry asked.

“Haven’t you heard, Grandpa?” Brigette asked as she waited for a slice of cake.

“I guess I haven’t.” Henry shook his head.

“Lots of spells have gone wrong today,” Brigette said. “Hannah tried to change the color of a lemon to orange today and it came out like a rainbow. It was super cool, and she said she meant to do it but afterward, she told me it went wrong, and she had no idea why.”

“My magic’s been just fine,” Laura said. “But I have had a few people calling me to complain about spells I made for them not having the potency they expected. I’ve never had that happen before. I thought maybe I was off my game but then I spoke to my coven, and they’ve also had some strange happenings.”

“Does anyone know why?” Henry asked.

Keely shook her head. “Donald Miller was almost in tears this afternoon. He came back for another batch of our relaxation candles. He said he was going to go home and soak in the bath surrounded by them.”

“Do you have any idea what’s happening?” Laura carried her plate with a large piece of chocolate cake over to Silas. “Or how long it’s likely to last?”

“No.” Silas shook his head. “I don’t remember anything like this happening before.”

“Could it be a spell?” Brigette asked.

“A spell.” Laura forked a piece of cake into her mouth and chewed thoroughly. “I suppose someone could have cast a spell. But that’s chaos magic, very unstable.”

“But not impossible,” Silas agreed.

“Does that mean we have to figure out who cast the spell and get them to stop?” Brigette asked.

“Possibly. Although I’m not sure how. And then, of course, there’s the issue of cross-spell contamination. It could get very messy unless we could find the exact source of the spell.” She ate more cake and fell silent.

“Can’t the authority help?” Jared asked. “Aren’t they like the magical police?”

“Finding the source of a spell isn’t easy,” Silas replied. “All magic has a signature, like a fingerprint, but it’s not something you can get a copy of and then match it up. Magic is too...” He waved his fingers in the air.

“It’s not solid,” Meredith explained simply.

“So what do we do?” Henry asked. “Is there a way to protect ourselves?” He glanced around the kitchen. When he said ourselves, he meant the members of his family.

“Don’t worry, Dad.” Meredith went to his side and threaded her arm through his. “I don’t think we’re in danger.”

“Maybe whatever it is will just pass on by and we’ll never know what it was or where it came from,” Laura agreed.

“Why don’t you show Brigette what you’ve brought for her?” Meredith encouraged. They were chasing around in circles on the subject of magic gone rogue.

His hand covered the wand hidden in his jacket. “I don’t know if it’s a good idea. What if...”

“It’s fine, Dad. Honestly.” She nodded at him, and he slipped his hand inside his jacket and pulled out the wand wrapped in the soft velvet cloth.

“You made it already?” Brigette’s plate clattered down on the table as her eyes lit up.

“I couldn’t sleep last night so I stayed up and carved it for you.” Henry held the wand out to her. “I figured you might need it at school.”

“Did you carve mine, too, Grandpa?” Jared asked.

“Not yet but you have some growing to do before you’ll need it.” Henry crossed the kitchen and slid his arm around his grandson’s shoulders. “Maybe you could come over on the weekend and help me carve it. I could teach you how to use the tools.”

“I’d like that,” Jared agreed.

“Can you teach me, too?” Brigette asked.

Jared cupped his hand and whispered in his grandpa’s ear, “Tools aren’t just for men these days.”

“Oh, of course.” Henry looked mortified.

“Your grandpa has raised two strong, independent women,” Laura said. “He knows a woman is as capable as any man.”

“Okay, before we get into a debate, why don’t you show us your wand?” Meredith suggested.

Brigette nodded and reached under the velvet fabric, grabbed the handle, and lifted it out. The fabric fell away revealing the handmade wand that Henry had carved into an intricate vine that wound down the length of the wood. Small flowers sprang out from the vines, which he’d painted in shades of muted red. To finish the wand, Henry had set a rose quartz crystal into the tip of the wand to focus Brigette’s energy.

“It’s beautiful, Dad.” Keely touched her father on the shoulder, and he blushed before he turned away, tears misting his eyes.

“I wanted it to be special,” Henry croaked.

“It is.” Brigette threw her arms around her grandpa’s neck. “Thank you.”

“Just be careful using it until we figure out what is going on,” Henry warned. “I’d never forgive myself if anything happened to you because I gave you the wand.”

“I’ll be careful.” Brigette arced the wand through the air. “Anyway, I don’t know any spells. I can’t exactly get into trouble when I don’t know how to access my full magic.” She cast a wishful glance toward Keely. “Are you sure you can’t teach me something more advanced now that I have a wand?”

“No!” Keely waved her hand at Brigette. “You need to learn control first.”

“I know you want to run but you need to learn how to walk first,” Laura agreed.

“There’s a reason I spent a long time drawing up a lesson plan for you.” Meredith was willing to take the blame for the slow process. Keely and Laura might have taught their lessons at a faster speed if Brigette had been raised in Wishing Moon Bay. However, before Brigette could move onto more advanced spells, they had to teach her the basics she lacked.

“Your mom’s lesson plan is amazing,” Keely said enthusiastically. “You’ll soon be onto advanced stuff. You just need a little patience.”

“Patience is one of the key character traits of a good witch.” Silas’s deep voice resonated around the kitchen, and they all stared at him. The vampire had that effect on people, no wonder Trudy had spent so long talking to him at the party.

“And since magic is misbehaving, it might be good for you all to be more conservative with your spells,” Henry added.

“What if it gets worse?” Brigette continued to wave her wand in the air like a stage magician. “I might never learn magic.”

“We’ll figure it out,” Meredith assured her.

Jared helped himself to a piece of pie. “Can you teach me to bake, Colton?”

Colton chuckled. “I can. If it’s okay with your mom. Since I don’t use magic, it’ll all be done by hand, even mixing the ingredients.”

“Yes, please do. It’ll get his head out of his books,” she replied.

“What about recipe books?” Jared took a big bite of the pie.

“At least you’d be learning something useful,” Brigette told him.

“All books are useful,” Jared insisted while he chewed.

Sensing the start of one of her children’s greater debates that were never resolved, Meredith ushered them toward the backyard. “Come on, there’s still some magic we can enjoy without worrying about it exploding in our faces.”

“What magic?” Brigette’s eyes lit up as she followed her mom outside, still clutching her wand.

“The moon and the stars.” Meredith stared up at the night sky. “I used to know all the constellations.”

“I know them.” Jared shoved the last piece of the pie in his mouth and brushed the crumbs off his fingers. “Do you want me to teach you?”

“Sure.” Brigette hid her enthusiasm behind a nonchalant tone.

“You have good kids.” Silas watched as Jared pointed at the stars and Brigette listened completely enthralled as he told her their names and the stories behind them.

“I do.” She grinned. “You didn’t expect me to be modest about my children, did you?”

“You have no need to be modest. They are good kids, and you should be proud of them.” He glanced down at her, the moonlight illuminating his perfectly chiseled cheekbones. “They seem to have adjusted to the move.”

“I think so. I hope so.” She folded her arms across her body as the temperature dropped. “They got through their first day of school. They made friends which helps.”

“Your daughter is the same age as Hannah. I saw them together at Hannah’s party.” Silas inched closer to her.

“Yes, I think they’re going to be best friends. Which is strange since Trudy and I never really got along. She never liked me. I just hope she doesn’t try to turn Hannah against Brigette just to spite me.” She gnawed on her bottom lip as she watched her children laughing together. She wanted them to always be happy, even though she knew that was impossible.

Life had its highs and lows. To appreciate the highs, you had to experience the lows, that’s what her father had always told her.

She looked over her shoulder to where Keely was speaking quietly to their dad while Colton...flirted...with Laura. Meredith hadn’t seen her aunt so animated for a long time.

“I don’t think Trudy would do anything to hurt Hannah. She’s the one person in this world Trudy truly cares about and loves,” Silas assured her.

“I hope you’re right. Brigette was upset this morning because she thought Hannah was ignoring her texts. She was scared that Hannah had only been pretending to like her at the party.” Meredith had spent the day worrying about her daughter but there had been a simple explanation, as there usually was.

“What happened, had she lost her cell phone?” Silas rolled his eyes. “I don’t get how people are so attached to them.”

“They help us keep in touch with each other. I like to know my kids can call me if they need me.” She grinned as he wrinkled his nose. “I get that they can be intrusive.”

“So, Hannah did lose her phone?” Silas asked.

“Sort of. Trudy confiscated it. She might share your view of phones since she said that Hannah was on her phone too much while they were eating dinner the night before. She gave Hannah her phone back this morning when she got to school.” Meredith tilted her head back and looked at the stars.

“I remember when you could see ten times as many stars.” Silas sighed. “Even in Wishing Moon Bay, there is too much light pollution. You have to go right out over the ocean to Panjara to see them now.”

“Panjara?” Meredith switched her attention from the stars above her head to the vampire in front of her.

“It’s a large landmass beyond the dragon isle.” He gave her a crooked smile. “You’ve never heard of it?”

“No.” She shook her head. “What’s it like?”

“Whenever you feel the need to escape, I’ll take you there,” he offered.

“You couldn’t just tell me?” she asked.

“I could but where would be the fun in that?” He dazzled her with his smile brighter than even the moon.

Perhaps Colton and Laura weren’t the only ones flirting this evening.

Or was that how Silas made every woman feel?


Chapter Sixteen – Meredith

“I like your idea of herb-scented candles. Although we’ll have to choose them carefully.” Keely stood behind the counter scanning Meredith’s business ideas which she’d jotted down on a piece of paper in no particular order. “I’m not sure about...” Keely tilted her head to one side. “What does that say?”

“Oh, don’t read that.” Meredith had been dusting the shelves and straightening out the candles. After a busy morning, there was a lull in customers. “I need to go through and rewrite it all so it’s more coherent. I’d like to present a proper business plan that we can sit down and discuss.”

Keely nodded. “A discussion over a pizza and a bottle of wine sounds perfect.”

“That does sound perfect. Especially if I ask Aunt Laura to have the kids over for a sleepover.” She came back to the counter and glanced down at her notes. “This spike in magical mischief has been good for business.”

Keely rubbed her hands down the front of her overalls. “I think we should give Donald a permanent discount. He’s been handing out our candles to all his stressed-out clients and they are coming in the store to buy more for themselves and anyone else affected.”

“Things have gone quiet over the last hour or so. Do you think that’s a sign that things are returning to normal?” Meredith picked up her notes and went out into the back room where she carefully slid them into her purse.

When she returned to the front of the store, Keely was wagging her fingers. “I could try a spell to see if it works. I haven’t used magic at all since news of this started. I’d be too embarrassed to call Donald if something went wrong.”

“Mrs. Langley came in for a lavender candle this morning and she told me Donald had to go fix a spell that an unnamed member of the authority cast.” Meredith arched an eyebrow at her sister. “And that it took him an hour before he successfully countered the spell. It just kept getting worse.”

Keely chuckled. “I heard that, too.” She patted her apron pocket. “Thankfully technology is not affected by magic. Texts are working just fine.”

“Do you know what the spell was?” Meredith lowered her voice as the door opened and a customer came into the store.

“I think it was an enhancing spell.” Keely waggled her eyebrows.

“Enhancing?” Meredith shook her head slightly before her eyes widened. “Oh, my!”

“Shhh!” Keely erupted into a fit of giggles, drawing the attention of the customer who was gathering an armful of soap. “Jennifer.” Keely dodged around the counter and helped the customer, who Meredith didn’t know. “Do you have a lot of cleaning to do?”

“Not for me,” Jennifer insisted. “My neighbor. She’s blue from head to foot. She looks like an alien from outer space.”

“Why is she blue?” Meredith dared to ask.

“She was trying to dye her hair.” Jennifer twirled her finger around her head. “But instead of turning her hair strawberry blonde, she turned her everything but her hair blueberry blue.”

“Oh, wow.” Keely placed the soap down on the counter and Meredith fetched a paper bag and began counting them.

“She tried showering, but the blue wouldn’t come off. I’ve used your lemon soap before when I had paint on my hands, and it took it off great. When I mentioned this to her, she asked me to come and buy whatever you’ve got.”

“Take this, too.” Keely darted around the store and grabbed a pot of Chamomile Calming Cream. “And this. Amazing Aloe.” She put them on the counter. “They’re a gift from me. They’ll help soothe her skin.”

“Thanks, Keely. You’re a star.” Jennifer glanced toward the doorway. “I’ve heard even the shifter community are having problems.”

“Really?” Keely went around the counter and grabbed another bag. “In what ways? Are they turning into something else?”

“No, they’re getting stuck. I heard a bunch of teenagers were stuck in the mountains because they’d shifted back to their human forms and then only half of them could shift back.” Jennifer handed over her credit card. “There’s a team from mountain rescue going up there to help get them back home. They’re having to trek out there to reach them.”

“Oh my goodness! I hope they are okay.” Meredith would be terrified if her kids were stuck in the mountains.

“I’m sure they will be fine. Usually, the rescue crew would reach them in no time. Or with the new dragon shifters recruited by Chief Armstrong, they could have flown up there and carried them back down. But the dragons have been advised not to shift, too.” Jennifer held out her hand as Meredith passed the bag of soap over the counter.

“It’s like the world has gone crazy,” Keely remarked.

“The magical world at least.” Jennifer shrugged. “For now, you’re all experiencing what the non-magical community goes through every day. No magic to help you get from A to B. No waving your hands and dinner is on the table in an instant.”

“I’m sure it’ll all be back to normal in no time.” Keely forced a smile as she went around the counter carrying the second bag containing the ointments. “Have a good day.”

“You didn’t sound too sincere when you wished Jennifer a good day.” Meredith’s eyes danced with laughter as Keely stomped back to the counter.

“I didn’t. I hope she turns blue, too,” Keely ground out.

“I’m sure she didn’t mean anything by it.” Meredith rubbed the back of her neck. She had been hunched over the counter, writing out her ideas for the business and now she had a stiff neck.

“She might not.” Keely’s eyes darkened. “But what if that is the root of our problem?”

“I don’t understand.” Meredith couldn’t see how a non-magical person could be responsible for the magical mishaps.

“You can hire anyone to do anything for the right price,” Keely replied. “What if someone paid for a spell that messes up all other spells and magic?”

“Do you think someone with magic would do that?” Being non-magical herself, Meredith knew how frustrating it could be. And then there were people like Trudy who liked to call those without magic scrubs.

“Yes. If the money was right.” Keely drummed her fingers on the counter. “They might even have crafted the spell in such a way that it didn’t affect them.”

“Is that possible?” Meredith asked.

“Of course. All you’d need to do is place a protection spell on yourself as you cast the magical chaos spell. It’s a little advanced. If you get it wrong, a spell might stop the user from casting a spell completely.” Keely was rambling but she tried to explain it further when she saw Meredith’s confusion. “So if I tried to protect myself from a spell and I got it wrong then I might not be able to cast any spell that might harm me. It’s like a magical paradox.”

“I think I get it.” Meredith ran her hand through her hair. “I sure picked a good time to come back to town.”

“I’m sure it’s nothing. I’m sure things will be back to normal soon and we’ll all laugh about it.” Keely didn’t look as if she was going to be laughing about it anytime soon as she walked across the store to the window and stared out.

“Surely the authority will get to the bottom of it,” Meredith tried to sound upbeat but if Donald had been called to fix one of their spells, then they weren’t going to be much help.

“I’m sure they will.” Keely half-turned to face Meredith. “Why don’t you go home? I can manage here for now.”

Meredith checked the time. School would be out soon, and she enjoyed being home for Jared, even though he’d probably go straight to his room to catch up with whichever characters he was spending time with. He was going through a sci-fi phase, so he’d be off to some alien world while she cooked dinner.

“Are you sure you can manage?” Meredith asked.

“Sure. I’ve made the soaps and candles we need to restock the shelves. And it’s gone quiet now. Maybe the craziness has passed.” Keely shrugged and then hugged herself, her fingertips drumming on her upper arms.

“Are you okay?” Meredith edged toward the back room but then stopped. “You look...”

“I never realized how much I take magic for granted. I know I told you I don’t use it much, but I’ve realized that I do, without even noticing.” She blew the air out of her cheeks. “I think I’m experiencing withdrawal symptoms.”

Meredith resisted the urge to laugh. She had no idea what Keely was going through since she’d never had magic. “Is there anything I can get you before I leave? Or I could stay if you want company.”

“No.” Keely waved her hand at her sister. “You go. Jared will be home from school soon and you should be there for him.”

Meredith filled in the words...just in case. Keely was worried, more than she was letting on.

“How bad do you think this is?” Meredith crossed the store and stood by her sister.

“I don’t know.” Keely shot her a concerned glance. “And that’s what worries me.”

“I’m sure someone will figure it all out or else it’ll pass.” Meredith hugged her sister tightly.

Keely unfolded her arms and slipped them around her sister. “I never realized how you must have felt until now.”

“What do you mean?” Meredith pulled away.

“You spent so many years practicing for when you came into your magic. And then it never happened.” Keely shook her head as tears misted her eyes. “I just brushed it off. How could you miss what you never had?”

Meredith rubbed her hands together as she turned away and went back to the counter. “I used to watch you. When you first had magic. I sat for hours while you learned how to control your powers.” She smiled as she recalled those long-ago days. “Then I’d go to my room and copy the way you moved your hands, the way Aunt Laura taught you to say the spells. The power of the words was always in the inflection of your voice.”

“I didn’t know that,” Keely said quietly.

“I thought that if I practiced what Aunt Laura taught you when you first came into your magic, that I’d soon catch up. Even though I was a couple of years younger, I figured I’d soon be as powerful as you.” Meredith covered her cheeks as they flushed pink. “I so wanted to be like you, Keely.”

“Do you know what’s ironic?” Keely asked.

“No,” Meredith answered warily.

Keely held out her hands and stared down at her palms. “When you left town, I couldn’t understand why. But then you met Tim and had Brigette and then Jared... I was the jealous one. I still am.”

“You could have it all, Keely. It’s not too late,” Meredith assured her.

“I’m getting too old for children. And I’d have to meet the right man and know he was the right man.” Keely wiped her hand across her eyes. “Maybe I should leave town, too. Maybe my Mr. Right is out there in the world beyond.”

“You’d never leave town.”

“If we can no longer use magic here, why not?” Keely asked.

And Meredith had no answer as she hitched her purse on her shoulder and left the store.


Chapter Seventeen – Meredith

“I have been thinking...” Keely entered the kitchen and headed for the fridge. She pulled it open and took out a bottle of wine which she placed on the counter before fetching two glasses.

Meredith opened the oven and prodded the mushroom Wellington she’d prepared along with garlic potatoes. It was cooked to perfection, the smell making her mouth water as she grabbed the oven mitts and took it out of the oven.

“Don’t you want to know what I’ve been thinking?” Keely poured the wine and picked up her glass as she leaned back on the counter.

“I figured you would tell me when you were ready.” Meredith wiped her arm across her forehead and turned to face her sister, who immediately handed her a glass of wine.

“I was thinking we should go out of town and try casting a spell.”

Meredith nearly choked on her wine at the suggestion, even though it made complete sense. “You think the spell that’s disrupting magic won’t work outside of Wishing Moon Bay? That the protection spell surrounding the town might be working in reverse and actually protecting the world beyond?”

“I think we should at least try it.” Keely gulped her wine. “What do you think?”

“I think that you are right, we should try it.” Meredith chewed the inside of her cheek as she thought it over. “Brigette could watch Jared...”

“I think Brigette should come, too.” Keely held out her hand as Meredith opened her mouth to complain. “If it works, we could continue her magic lessons outside of town. She needs to be prepared, Merri.”

“Prepared for what?” Meredith didn’t want her daughter involved in anything dangerous. She also didn’t want Brigette practicing magic outside of town.

“Whatever this is,” Keely hissed quietly.

“We came here because I wanted to keep them safe. I wanted Brigette to learn magic within the safety of Wishing Moon Bay.”

“I know and believe me, this isn’t what I want either.” Keely drained her glass and poured another. “But Brigette needs to learn to protect herself and those around her.”

Meredith closed her eyes and cleared her mind. She needed to set aside her impulse to say no. She had to trust Keely. Keely who had experience and a deep understanding of magic. Meredith would never fully understand magic because she’d never truly felt its power.

“Okay. We’ll go find out if magic works outside of town.” She placed her glass down on the counter. “Do you think the authority tested it?”

“I don’t know. But since we don’t have a hotline to them, and they are terrible at sharing information, we should try ourselves.” Keely edged toward the hallway. “How did school go?”

“Good. Jared has made a couple of friends. They’re getting together this weekend and Jared has been invited, too. It’s such a relief. I was worried that when we moved here, he would just disappear into his books.” Meredith fetched plates and set them down on the table. “He wasn’t happy at his old school.” She glanced nervously toward the stairs. “Brigette wasn’t the only reason I decided to move here.”

“You didn’t say.” Keely fetched knives and forks from the drawer and helped lay the table.

Meredith sighed and took a sip of her wine. “You are the first person I’ve told.”

“Oh, Merri.” Keely enveloped her in a warm hug as she wiped her eyes. The situation in town had ruined her dreams of her family being happy in Wishing Moon Bay. Things were not turning out as she expected.

But should she have expected anything more? Her life was full of ups and downs. She just wished there were more ups.

“I could see how unhappy he was. He’s never really fit in.” She sniffed loudly and went back to dishing up their dinner. “I don’t know why.”

“Jared is unique. And I mean that with all the love in my heart.” Keely placed her hand on her chest.

“I want them to be happy.” Meredith cut the mushroom Wellington into four pieces. The pastry was perfect, a lovely golden brown with just the right amount of crispiness while the filling was soft and aromatic.

“They seem happy enough to me.” Keely drained her wine glass and put the glass in the sink.

“Do they?” Meredith put the potatoes on the table and fetched a serving spoon.

“Yes. They do.” Keely filled a pitcher of water and added some ice.

“I was worried about the divorce... I was worried that what happened between me and Tim had left them unhappy,” she admitted at last.

“Every parent thinks that,” Keely assured her. “At least every parent who loves their child. It’s only natural. But your split from Tim was as amicable as they come. And the children love Sarah, don’t they?”

“Love her?” Meredith’s cheeks flamed red.

“That’s a good thing.” Keely ducked her head and met Meredith’s confused gaze. “Isn’t it?”

Meredith nodded firmly. “Yes.”

“Is there a but coming?”

“No.” She checked that everything was ready and then went to the bottom of the stairs. “Dinner is ready,” she called.

“Are you sure there’s no but?” Keely pushed for an answer.

“I like Sarah. I’m happy that the kids...love her, too. But that doesn’t mean it’s not hard.” Meredith groaned and ran her hands through her hair. “It makes me feel like a horrible person.”

“Hey, you were married to Tim for years. You had a life together. To see him happy with someone else must cut deep even though you want the best for him.” Keely always had a knack for seeing right to the heart of a situation. It’s why so many people had gathered at the store when magic went bad. Keely was full of good ideas and good advice.

Like going outside of Wishing Moon Bay to test if magic still worked.

“If magic isn’t working as it should,” Meredith began. “Does that mean the spell protecting the town from outsiders will eventually fail, too?”

“That sure is one way to change a subject.” Keely pulled out a chair and sat down heavily. “I don’t think so. Maybe we should ask Silas, he might know more about it.”

“Don’t you?” Meredith sat down and leaned her elbows on the table as the children came downstairs.

“Not really. I’ve always taken it for granted. I’ve studied it, all witches and warlocks do at school. But since the spell has been working for centuries, I figured it would always keep working.” Keely reached for the pitcher of water even though her eyes strayed to the fridge where the rest of the wine was chilling.

“Does that mean we’re not safe here?” Jared slid into his seat and leaned forward to smell the food.

“I think we’re perfectly safe,” Keely replied. “The spell was made by the most powerful witches a long time ago. The glitch we’re experiencing seems to affect new spells, not old ones.”

“Aunt Keely suggested we go out of town and see if magic works out there,” Meredith mentioned coolly.

“What?” Brigette snapped.

“We want to see if it’s only magic in town that’s not working,” Keely explained.

“I thought you told me it wasn’t safe to do magic outside of Wishing Moon Bay?” Brigette skewered a potato with her fork. “That’s why we moved here.”

“It’s not safe until you have control over your power,” Keely jumped to her sister’s defense. “But if magic works okay outside of the town’s border, we could find somewhere quiet to practice and we could go back to your lessons.”

Brigette ate her dinner thoughtfully. “At school, they said that this should all blow over so that magic won’t be affected for too long. They said the authority is working to figure out what is happening.”

“And they are.” Meredith nodded.

“But you don’t think they’ll figure it out.” She waved her fork at her mom and aunt. “Because if you did think they were going to figure it out anytime soon, we wouldn’t risk going out of town.”

“That’s not...” Keely stalled. “I want to find out if magic works outside of town. If it does, you can continue with your lessons. You’re on an intensive course because we want you to catch up with everyone else your age. Each day that passes with no lessons pushes you further behind.”

Brigette swallowed her mouthful of food. “When do we leave?”

“You are so easily persuaded,” Jared told his sister.

“What does that mean?” Brigette demanded.

“Jared is just baiting you.” Meredith shot her son a warning look. “There’s no great plan, no great scheme, we’re taking each day as it comes and making a contingency plan. That is all.”

“Your mom told me you’ve made some new friends.” Keely changed the subject before Jared had a chance to bait Brigette further.

“Yes. They like to play Dungeons and Dragons.” Jared glanced at Keely. “Have you ever played?”

“No.” She side-eyed him, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “Are we talking about real dungeons and dragons?”

Jared rolled his eyes. “No, it’s a game. You roll the dice and stuff.”

Keely sat up straight. “There’s someone at the door.” She got up from her chair. They weren’t expecting any guests, but it wasn’t unusual for someone to pop in and say hello. Keely might have lived here alone but she was never lonely. “Aunt Laura.”

“Oh. It’s me.” Aunt Laura almost tripped over her own feet as she hurried into the kitchen.

“What’s wrong?” Keely guided their aunt to her seat and poured her a glass of water. “You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Are ghosts real?” Jared asked hopefully.

“No.” Keely’s curt reply silenced her nephew. “Aunt Laura.”

“Haven’t you heard?” Aunt Laura asked.

“What?” Keely’s face paled as she held her aunt’s hand.

“A teenage girl has gone missing.” Aunt Laura pushed her hair back from her face as she wiped the sweat from her forehead.

“A teenager? Missing?” Meredith put her fork down on her plate, her appetite gone.

“Yes. Pria. She never came home from school. Her mom thought she was over at a friend’s house. She wasn’t. She’s been out looking for her. No sign. She finally came to me and asked me to do a location spell. Well, three actually because the first two didn’t work at all...” Aunt Laura paused for breath.

“But the third spell worked?” Keely whispered.

“Yes.” Laura tilted her head to one side and gulped down the rest of her water. “And no.”

“What happened?” Keely asked.

“The spell worked on paper.” She held out the palm of her left hand and jabbed it with her right index finger. “It led us out into the woods that run along the edge of the sports field.”

“And?” Meredith wasn’t sure she wanted to know the answer. A lost child was every parent’s nightmare.

“And she wasn’t there.” She shook her head in frustration. “We were right on the spot, and she wasn’t there.”

“Why?” Brigette asked. “Why wasn’t she there?”

“Is she dead?” Jared croaked. “Does the spell take you to the last place someone was alive?”

“No.” Aunt Laura shook her head firmly. “If she was dead, the spell wouldn’t have worked at all or it would have stopped working. But the spell is still showing Pria’s location and she’s not there.”

“Perhaps the spell wasn’t working properly?” Keely suggested. “It might seem as if it was okay, but it might be corrupted in some way.”

Aunt Laura covered her mouth with her hand and squeezed her eyes together as if forcing herself not to cry. “You’re probably right.”

“I’m sure that’s all it is.” Keely hugged her aunt tightly, rubbing her hand over her back.

Aunt Laura wrapped her arms around her shoulders and whispered, “But what if it’s not?”


Chapter Eighteen – Silas

“And you don’t know the name of the child who has gone missing?” Silas followed Colton upstairs from the basement where he’d been sleeping. The blacked-out windows and artificial lights did not indicate the time of day, however, centuries of avoiding daylight had left him highly sensitive to sunlight.

Silas could feel the sun outside of the windows.

“No. All I heard was Laura had cast a location spell and was tracking the child. But they never found her.” Colton cast a concerned glance toward the vampire. “I thought you would want to know.”

Silas nodded and twisted the ring on his finger. “You did the right thing, Colton.”

“I’ve warmed your breakfast. By the time you’ve eaten, the sun will be set.” He glanced nervously at the daylight ring. “She wouldn’t want you to take any risks.”

Silas didn’t answer as he reached the top of the stairs and waited for Colton to catch his breath. He hid his impatience, not wanting the older man to feel he wasn’t up to his job.

His thoughts turned to Meredith as Colton led the way to the kitchen. Was the missing child one of hers? Laura was one of the most powerful witches in town. When Genevieve was alive, they were a formidable force. Their magic resonated at the same frequency, meaning their combined power matched that of the authority.

Genevieve’s death had left Laura diminished. Her personal power had depleted as the grief of losing a sister had left her with a wound that never healed.

If Meredith had come into her magic, Silas suspected she and Keely would have had the same power. Something the authority had kept a close watch on. He believed they were almost relieved when Meredith never gained magic.

He ran a hand through his dirty blond hair, his jaw clenched as he remembered Meredith’s intense sadness as she realized she would never inherit her mother’s power. Perhaps that was what first drew him to her. Her sadness matched his own. It was as if they were out of step with the world. They didn’t quite fit in.

Yet Meredith had risen above it. She’d overcome her grief and gotten on with her life. She worked hard at her education, knowing she’d have to forge her own path. Whereas other witches had magic to fall back on, she only had her brains and her determination, and she’d made plans.

Plans to leave Wishing Moon Bay.

And he’d let her go. Instead of telling her how he felt, he’d let her walk away because she wanted, she needed, more than he could ever give her.

Children. She’d wanted a family. To experience motherhood, perhaps because she’d never had a mother herself. Her father and Laura had tried to fill the hole left by Genevieve. But Silas suspected they had never been enough.

Now that she’d returned, he knew he’d made the right choice. Her love for her children was there in the way she looked at them, the way she spoke to them.

He swallowed hard and hoped with all his unbeating heart that the missing child didn’t belong to Meredith.

“Is Maughna still sleeping?” Silas accepted the glass of blood Colton offered him and drank deeply.

Colton shook his head. “She didn’t sleep here. She never returned this morning.”

His breakfast lay heavy in his stomach as he fought off the foreboding sense that tonight was going to be a bad night. “I’ll go over to Meredith’s house. I’ll look for Maughna while I’m out.”

“Do you think...” Colton didn’t finish the sentence.

“Maughna has never harmed a child. All she wants to do is protect them.” He drained his cup. Had her memories returned already? Was his gift failing, too? He’d never linked his ability to pluck thoughts from people’s heads as magic. But maybe it was.

His sense of foreboding deepened. So many secrets would be unearthed if his abilities failed, or his work was undone.

So much danger would be unleashed.

“I need you to do something for me.” Silas handed the empty cup to Colton.

“Aren’t I coming with you?” Colton washed the cup in the sink and left it to drain.

“I need you to go see Penny.” He walked toward the kitchen door. “I need you to ask her if she’s noticed any changes in Helena.”

“Helena?” Colton’s brows furrowed. “You’re worried she might start to remember?”

“I am. And if she starts to remember things... Well, that doesn’t bode well, does it?” Silas left the kitchen and strode down the hallway toward the front door. “Text me when you’re done.” He grabbed the cell phone off the table in the hallway. He hated the damn thing, but they had their uses.

Slipping it into the inside pocket of his coat, he exited the house and pulled the front door closed behind him. A quick glance at the sky confirmed the sun was just about to set. He paused, listening to the familiar sounds of the world around him. Birds were roosting in the trees while small animals were scurrying around going about their nightly business and owls and bats stirred.

He turned, focusing on distant voices and the sounds of vehicles. It was different tonight. The people of Wishing Moon Bay were out in force, no doubt looking for the missing child. This would be hard for them, they usually relied on magic so much. A quick location spell was all it took to find a person, all you needed was something that belonged to them.

But for some reason, the spell didn’t work.

Silas took off at a run, heading toward Meredith’s house. The house she’d grown up in, the house she’d left, only to return. Was it for good? If the issue with magic not working wasn’t resolved, would she take her children and leave town again?

If magic was dangerous, then yes, of course, she would. She would do whatever was best for her children.

If she did leave, maybe this time he would follow.

Silas pushed those thoughts from his head. He needed to focus. There had to be a reason why magic was misbehaving, and he was determined to find out why. Not just for himself or Meredith, but all the people in town.

This was his home, he’d always been welcome here, with plenty of people willingly donating blood for vampires.

Maughna. There was no life for her outside of Wishing Moon Bay. She wouldn’t survive in the world beyond. She’d go crazy if Silas didn’t clear her mind of the memories that hurt her so badly.

His fingers flexed. If only this could be resolved by placing his hands on someone’s head, his thumbs on their temples while he searched through their mind. He was skilled in picking out thoughts, much like a brain surgeon he was precise and left no lasting damage. Unlike other vampires, Silas took pride in his work.

Would his kind have anything to do with this? Some vampires, particularly younger ones who had not learned to respect all life, would welcome this chaos.

He ran faster as night covered the town. His energy levels rose once the sun was fully set. Meredith’s house was a couple of miles away and he hoped to reach her before they joined the search.

Unless they were the center of the search.

If Jared or Brigette was the stolen child, the whole family would be out there in the thick of it.

Silas put his head down, his legs pumping faster as he ran as if the rising sun was at his back, inching across the land as he raced for a place to hide.

That fear was all too real. He’d barely escaped with his life several times over his second life as a vampire. Sometimes because of his own stupidity, sometimes because he’d been discovered by vampire hunters, and he’d fled for his life.

After taking theirs.

But Wishing Moon Bay had given him sanctuary.

Silas reached Primrose Cottage and slowed to a walk. Straightening his waistcoat, he ran his hands through his hair before striding down the driveway to the front door.

He paused, his hand raised as he heard voices inside the house. They were still here. That was good. Right? Silas placed his hands on the painted wooden door and leaned forward, listening to the voices. Meredith and Keely. Laura was here, too. He turned his head and listened for the children.

“I’m ready to leave.” Brigette’s voice came from the other side of the door, which opened before he had a chance to move away.

Silas stumbled forward and fell through the doorway, his sharp reflexes the only thing preventing him from landing at Brigette’s feet.

“Hello!” Jared’s bemused voice confirmed that neither of Meredith’s children was the one missing.

“Hi.” Silas straightened up and smiled which usually worked at smoothing over any situation.

“What are you doing?” Brigette folded her arms across her body and drummed her fingers on her arm as she stared at him.

“I was about to knock on the door.” He raised his hand, his fist clenched as if he were about to knock. “But you opened the door...”

“Aren’t vampires supposed to have super senses?” Jared asked.

“They do,” he agreed with a nod.

“Then why didn’t you hear Brigette opening the door?” Jared asked.

“Leave poor Silas alone.” Keely squeezed past the two children and grabbed him by the lapel. “Come on through to the kitchen and tell us what you know.”

“Nothing,” he replied as he carefully extracted his leather coat from her grasp. “Colton woke me up and told me a child was missing.”

“And you came straight here?” Laura gave him the kind of look that would make any living man blush. Thankfully, he’d been dead for many years.

“Colton told me you had cast the location spell, but it failed.” Silas shifted their focus away from him.

“It didn’t fail,” Laura insisted. “At least the third attempt didn’t fail. It worked perfectly, but there was no one there.”

“Then it didn’t work perfectly, did it?” He arched an eyebrow and earned himself a scowl from the older witch.

“Do you know why?” Meredith was dressed in a waterproof coat and stout hiking boots. They were about to go join the search.

“No. But I hoped you might guide me to the spot, and I can check it out.” Silas edged his way back along the hallway. “Can you take me there?”

“I can.” Laura glanced sideways at Keely. “Shall we all go?”

“Strength in numbers,” Keely murmured in reply.

Laura nodded. “Come on, Silas. Although several members of the authority have already gone over the area thoroughly. Including a couple of their shifters. There doesn’t seem to be anything there. Which is puzzling.”

“Did anyone else try a location spell?” Silas went outside, aware of how rude his question must sound. However, Laura didn’t seem to take it to heart.

“Several other location spells have been used with the same results.” Laura waited by Meredith’s station wagon. “We’re not all going to fit.”

“I can ride in the back.” Silas popped open the tailgate and climbed in.

“I’ll drive carefully.” Meredith half-smiled as she shut him in the back of the car.

“You always told me I wasn’t allowed to ride in the back like that,” Jared complained to his mom.

“You aren’t a vampire,” Meredith answered. “Silas is immortal, it would take a lot to kill him.”

“I’d like to be immortal,” Jared stated as he got in the car and buckled his seatbelt.

“That is a discussion for another day,” Meredith told her son.

“Why?” Jared asked.

“Because if you were immortal now you would stay a boy forever,” Brigette informed him.

Jared screwed up his face. “Okay, I’ll wait until I’m older.”

Meredith glanced at Silas as she got into the car. Her eyes were dark and unreadable, but the corners of her mouth tugged up in a smile as she glanced at her children.

Silas had made many mistakes throughout his life. But letting Meredith go was not one of them.


Chapter Nineteen – Meredith

“We need to park by the sports field and then walk around to the wooded area over there.” Laura pointed out the window and Meredith parked the car on the side of the road and switched off the ignition.

“Isn’t this where Hannah had her party?” Jared voiced what they were all thinking.

“It is.” Meredith stared out across the sports field and recalled the image of the unicorn as it appeared as if by magic. Which of course it did. But not in the usual way. The unicorn had been plucked from somewhere else and brought here to Wishing Moon Bay.

She got out of the car and waited on the sidewalk for the rest of her family before remembering Silas needed help getting out of the back of the station wagon. “Sorry.”

He stared up at her with his unnerving blue eyes. “I thought you were going to leave me locked in here.”

“We need you out here.” She offered him her hand as if he needed it.

“Thanks.” He slid his hand into hers but got out of the car effortlessly. “Interesting.” He let go of her hand and walked toward the fence surrounding the field.

“Do you think Trudy’s spell is responsible for all this?” Keely stepped right up to the fence and gripped it in her hands. “Did she leave a tear between realms?”

Silas shrugged. “Let’s go take a look at the spot the location map led Laura to.”

“This way.” Laura inclined her head and shoved her hands in her pockets as she led them along the sidewalk skirting the field until they reached a small, wooded area.

“We’re not the only ones here.” Keely pointed to a bunch of lights that had been set up in the trees. There were also people milling around with flashlights. “They are still looking.”

“Laura.” Trudy burst out of the trees to stand before the small group.

“Trudy.” Laura stopped in front of her. “Any news?”

Trudy shook her head. “The authority has closed off this section of the woods while they try to figure out why the location spells all pinpoint this location.” She pressed her lips together. Perhaps she’d been told not to share this information with the townsfolk.

“I asked Laura to show me the location.” Silas stepped forward and Trudy took a step back. He certainly was formidable when he wanted to be.

“The authority was very specific, they don’t want people trampling all over the area until they have made a very thorough search,” Trudy replied, although she lacked conviction.

“Why don’t you go get one of the members?” Silas sighed heavily, making it clear Trudy was both insignificant and wasting his time.

Trudy rolled her shoulders back and straightened her spine. Not, Meredith suspected, the outcome Silas had anticipated. “I have been given instructions. They were quite clear. No exceptions.”

“Trudy,” Laura began. “I cast the first location spell. It was me who led Pria’s parents here. I have a right to take another look and I have asked Silas to come here and check for any anomalies that we mere mortals might miss.”

Trudy glanced over her shoulder. “I suppose Silas would have a different perspective.”

“So, you’ll go ask.” Laura nodded in encouragement.

“Wait here.” Trudy held up her hand and then turned around and hurried away.

“Should we be worried that the authority doesn’t have a clue what’s going on?” Brigette asked.

“What good will worrying do?” Silas answered.

Laura chuckled. “So that’s why, after living for centuries, you still don’t have a single wrinkle on your forehead.”

“I have learned that worrying doesn’t help a situation, it only clouds the mind,” Silas replied.

“And how long did it take you to come to this epiphany?” Keely asked dryly.

“I believe it was around the time that the Romans invaded.” Silas stared straight ahead when Jared stepped in front of him with his eyes wide. “Yes, I was there.”

“Actually there?” Jared asked.

Silas nodded. “I will answer your questions when this is all over.” He suddenly turned to face Meredith. “Laura and I will go check out the location.”

“I thought we were all going.” Meredith knitted her brows together, showing off her array of wrinkles. “Is this because I don’t have magic? Maybe I might pick up on something that...”

Silas lifted his hand and silenced her, which inflamed her temper further. “Maughna is here.” His piercing blue eyes instantly soothed her frayed temper.

“We’ll go find her,” Meredith assured him. Silas cared for Maughna as if she were a child even though she looked about twenty years older than him.

He touched her arm and warmth spread out from where his fingers made contact even though his hands were icy cold. “Thank you.”

“Who is Maughna?” Jared hissed loudly.

“She’s another vampire.” Meredith scanned the trees, looking for her.

“To the north,” Silas said. “She’s trying to keep out of the light. But she’s drawn here. Like a moth to the flame.”

“Why?” Laura asked.

He stared into the distance but then blinked and shook his head. “I don’t know. But she is often drawn to children. Children who might be in trouble. Pria might be that child. Or she might be trying to protect your children.” He waved his hand out expansively. “Or all the children.”

Meredith slipped her arm around Jared. “Are we in danger here?”

“I don’t know.” Concern flickered across his features, but he smoothed them out as Trudy approached with a member of the authority who had been at Hannah’s party.

Trudy’s attempts to impress the authority must have worked. Meredith ignored the stab of resentment that thudded in her chest. This was no time to harbor grudges or feel sorry for herself that she never gained the magic she’d dreamed of when she was younger.

“Silas.” The authority member approached Silas as if they were old friends. “Good to see you. Maybe you can help us.”

“Samantha.” Silas nodded almost imperceptibly at Meredith. She blinked, making it clear she understood what he wanted. “I’m at your disposal.”

He was so smooth. So charming. Was she gullible to believe he looked at her any differently?

“That’s good to hear.” Samantha smiled, a calculating smile as she glanced at the people surrounding Silas. “Laura. Keely.” Her eyes lingered on Meredith and the children. “I don’t think we’ve met.”

“I’m Meredith, and these are my children, Brigette and Jared.” Meredith smiled warmly.

“Meredith is my sister.” Keely edged closer to her sister.

“Merri has been out of town for years. She’s just moved back to town,” Trudy added as if her job entailed keeping Samantha up to date with the town’s comings and goings.

“You’ve just moved back?” Samantha’s eyes narrowed.

“Meredith has no magic,” Trudy blurted out. For once she sounded as if she were coming to Meredith’s defense rather than being her usual mean self.

“Oh.” Samantha blinked rapidly and let out a long breath before switching her attention back to Silas. “Shall we go?”

“Lead the way.” Silas and Laura followed Samantha while Trudy watched longingly.

“Don’t you get to go with them?” Keely asked.

“No.” Trudy tensed and switched her attention back to Meredith and her family. “I’m helping keep a perimeter watch.”

“Okay.” Keely edged away from Trudy and Meredith and the children followed.

“You’re not waiting here?” Trudy followed them as they headed north to find Maughna.

“No. We’re going to just walk around while we wait. We’ll search the undergrowth outside of your perimeter.” Keely wasn’t exactly lying, they were searching for something. Only it wasn’t Pria, it was Maughna.

“I’ll come with you,” Trudy stated.

“Don’t you trust us?” Keely countered, her hands on her hips as she rounded on Trudy.

“I don’t think Trudy was asked to guard the perimeter,” Meredith said. “She was asked to guard us.”

“We’re not in any danger.” Keely softened her stance. “Come on, Trudy. What possible harm can we do? We’re all concerned about Pria. We just want to do our part.”

Meredith swallowed hard. Was Maughna involved in some way? By finding her, were they doing their part? Silas said Maughna was drawn to children in trouble. Had she accidentally hurt Pria?

“Stay out of trouble.” Trudy turned on her heel and headed back to where they had first met.

“Let’s go.” Keely locked eyes with Meredith as they hurried through the trees.

“How are we supposed to find Maughna?” Brigette asked. “We don’t have any special senses.”

“No, but we have children.” Keely linked arms with Brigette.

“I’m not a child,” Brigette said but didn’t pull away from her aunt.

“You are to Maughna.” Keely ducked under a low branch. “Maybe she’ll find us.”

“We’re not in danger.” Jared’s teeth chattered and Meredith put her arm around his shoulders, holding him close.

“No, you’re not. We’re here to keep you safe.” Meredith scanned the trees for any sign of movement. The lights to their right that the authority had used to illuminate the woods made it difficult to see into the darkness to their left.

“I heard something!” Jared stopped dead.

“What did you hear?” Meredith leaned down and whispered in her son’s ear.

“A twig snapping.” He huddled closer to her.

“Which direction?” Meredith held her breath while she listened.

“I think it was behind us.” Jared slowly looked over his shoulder. “I didn’t think I’d be so scared.”

“It’s not like being in a book, is it?” Meredith asked.

“No,” Jared agreed.

“Maughna,” Keely whispered loudly.

“I’m not sure I want to find her.” Jared wasn’t the only one. Meredith wanted to grab her children and get them out of there. Every part of her believed this was a bad idea and they should get as far away as possible. There was something out there.

“Maughna?” Keely hurried forward, tugging at Brigette who reluctantly followed.

“We need to stay together.” Meredith kept a tight hold on Jared, her fingertips digging into his jacket as they headed into the darkness.

“Is that her?” Jared pointed toward a tree, but Meredith couldn’t see anything except the thick gnarled trunk.

Then part of the gnarled trunk moved, and the figure of a woman dressed in a long dress with messy hair came toward them. She muttered incoherently as she came toward them with her hands held out as if she were reaching for something.

Meredith inched in front of Jared, protecting him with her body from Maughna. “Keely, is this safe?”

“Maughna has lived in town for years.” She glanced over her shoulder before quickly switching her attention back to the vampire. “Have you ever heard of her hurting anyone?”

Meredith shook her head. “No.” She sifted through her memories of growing up in Wishing Moon Bay. Maughna had scared plenty of children, but she’d never hurt them.

“She’s not usually quite so...” Keely let go of Brigette and held out her hands. “Maughna. Silas sent us to find you.”

“...must protect the children.” Maughna fixed her pale eyes on Brigette. “You must protect the children.”

“We know.” Keely showed no fear as she reached Maughna and grabbed her hands.

“Let’s get away from here.” Keely guided Maughna away from the lights, taking them deeper into the darkness but toward the sports field.

“But the children...” Maughna pulled away from Keely but didn’t break free.

“The authority is there. Silas and Laura are helping them. We should leave them to their work.” Keely slipped her arm around Maughna’s shoulder and held her close.

“Let’s go back to the car,” Meredith suggested.

“Good idea. Text Laura and tell her where we are and that we’ve found Maughna.” Keely relaxed her hold on the vampire. “There, that’s better.”

“But the children...” Maughna looked over her shoulder.

“They’re not there, Maughna. Do you know where they are?” Brigette caught up with her aunt and Maughna.

Maughna shook her head. “Lost.”

“Lost where?” Brigette asked.

Maughna yanked her arm away from Keely. “Must protect the children.”

“Brigette, why don’t you give Maughna some space?” Keely said.

“Sorry.” Brigette’s chin trembled, and she ran to Meredith’s side.

“You were only trying to help.” Meredith sent her text and slid her arm around Brigette’s shoulder. She didn’t intend to let either of them go again.


Chapter Twenty – Meredith

Maughna calmed down as they neared the car and Meredith was convinced the location in the woods held the key to what had happened to Pria. Maybe they should have taken Maughna to the authority, she seemed more sensitive to whatever was out there than anyone else.

Meredith chased the next thought from her head. Was Maughna responsible for what happened to Pria? Just because she’d never hurt a child before didn’t mean she hadn’t this time. Accidents happened.

Did Meredith believe Maughna wasn’t capable of hurting children because she thought it was the truth or because of Silas?

Was he just protecting his own kind?

“You must protect the children.” Maughna grabbed hold of Meredith’s wrist as she unlocked the car.

“We’re trying.” Meredith shivered as Maughna loosened her cold grip and turned around, walking off down the street in the direction of the woods.

“Maughna!” Keely ran after the vampire, but Maughna moved faster, unnaturally fast. “Damn it.” Keely raised her hands, her fingers moving as she prepared to cast a spell.

“Keely, don’t risk it.” Meredith ran after her sister.

Keely muttered a spell, her hands pointing at her feet, but Meredith reached her before she cast it and broke her concentration. “We can’t catch her unless I use magic.”

“It’s too dangerous,” Meredith told her firmly.

“What if the authority gets hold of her?” Keely asked. “We promised Silas we’d find her and keep her safe.”

“I know but I don’t think he’d want us to risk our lives instead.” Meredith stared after Maughna who had almost disappeared from view. “Wait. What’s that? She’s coming back this way.”

“Get in the car,” Keely instructed as Maughna raced toward them followed by something else.

“What is it?” Jared tripped over his feet and sprawled across the back seat.

“There’s something...” Meredith stood with her hand on the driver’s door, waiting for the children to get in.

“It’s Silas,” Colton’s voice called from across the street.

“Colton?” Meredith spun around.

“Silas said to meet you all here.” Colton crossed the street as Silas caught up with Maughna and slowed down.

“I don’t think my nerves can take this.” Meredith brushed her hair back from her face and closed the car door.

“You’re not the only one,” Keely agreed.

“Oh.” Meredith pulled her phone out of her pocket. “It’s Laura. Warning us that Silas is on his way.”

“Warning?” Silas reached them without a hair out of place despite struggling to hold on to Maughna.

“Yes, so that you don’t frighten the life out of us,” Keely answered. “But you did that before we got the text.”

“Oh. Sorry about that.” Silas grinned and guided Maughna toward Colton.

“Did you find anything in the woods?” Meredith checked that the children were all right before she joined the two vampires and Colton.

Silas shook his head. “The location maps...all of them pinpoint the exact spot but there’s nothing there.”

“What does the authority think is going on?” Keely rubbed shoulders with Meredith as they huddled around Maughna.

“If they have an idea, they didn’t share it,” Silas replied. “But I don’t think they have a clue. At least that’s the mood I picked up on.”

“And you’re very good at moods,” Colton added dryly.

“I am.” Silas turned his attention to Maughna. “What do you think, Maughna?”

Maughna ducked her head, her pale eyes fixed on Brigette who had gotten into the car with Jared. “Protect the children.”

“Why do we need to protect them?” Meredith asked but Maughna didn’t answer as she looked past them toward the woods but didn’t speak again as she swayed from side to side.

“Colton, why don’t you take her home?” Silas guided Maughna toward the car.

“That’s it?” Keely snapped. “You’re just going to take her home without an answer?”

“She needs rest and something to eat,” Silas told them. “I’ll talk to her later when she’s more lucid. But I don’t think she knows anything that will help us.”

“So what now?” Meredith’s frustration at not getting an answer out of Maughna needed challenging. “Shall we go join the search?”

“No.” Silas helped Maughna into the car and then spoke quietly to Colton before he came back to them.

“Do you have a better plan?” Keely asked.

“Laura said that you were going to test your magic outside of town.” Silas glanced from one sister to the other. They’d talked it over after Laura told them the news about Pria and the location map not working. They’d decided to join the search instead of testing Keely’s theory.

“What else did Laura tell you?” Keely asked.

“Does she have secrets you don’t want me to know?” Silas purred as he fixed his intense stare on Keely.

“Grow up, Silas.” Keely slapped him lightly on the chest.

“That was in bad taste, I apologize.” He inclined his head. “Where were we?”

“Do you think it’s worth a trip out of town?” Meredith asked. “Or should we join the search?”

“The whole town is out searching for Pria. We should go out of town and cast a location spell. I’d like to know if it’s only magic inside of town that’s affected.” He watched as Colton drove away, his expression unfathomable. But Meredith sensed his unease.

“What secrets do you have, Silas?” she asked.

He jerked his head around and locked eyes with her. “I need to know if I’m affected by this spell.”

“If you’re affected? I don’t understand.” Meredith shuddered and hugged herself. Was Silas in danger? Was he scared that the disruption in magic might somehow bring an end to vampires?

Her throat constricted. She wasn’t ready to let him go.

“I have certain gifts that the authority and other people have taken advantage of over the years.” He paused. “There are some dangerous people in this town and elsewhere that could pose a threat if my magic unravels.”

“People like Argothorn?” Keely asked.

“Who is Argothorn?” Meredith hadn’t heard the name before.

“He was the dragon lord of Cairnnor, but I made him forget his dragon.” Silas sighed. “He’s in prison in the world beyond. If he uncovers his memories, it could end very badly.”

“Oh, my.” Meredith cupped her face in her hands, her legs like jelly as she contemplated the repercussions.

“Is this like highly classified information?” Keely looked pale in the artificial streetlight.

“I trust you,” Silas replied. “And I want you to trust me.”

“I do.” Meredith nodded. “Here’s Laura. Let’s get going.”

She quashed the urge to call Tim and tell him to prepare for a dragon attack. It all seemed so ludicrous and yet Silas wouldn’t have told them if he didn’t think it was a possibility.

What else had Silas gotten people to forget?

“Okay. Let’s go.” Meredith checked the time. The children had school tomorrow and she didn’t want them to stay out all night. However, she wasn’t going to send them home alone either.

They all got into the car, and she drove to Primrose Cottage first where Keely got out and grabbed the ingredients they needed for the spells. Then they drove on to the edge of town. As she entered the long dark tunnel, she recalled the day, only a short time ago, when they’d arrived in Wishing Moon Bay to start their new lives.

Things hadn’t exactly grown as she’d planned but she refused to feel guilty for things outside of her control. She’d been there and done that over her divorce. Nothing was going to make her go back there again.

Except for a rogue dragon shifter who might be intent on taking revenge on Silas and anyone connected to him.

When she reached the other side of the tunnel, Meredith slowed the car. “Where are we going to park so you can test whether magic still works?”

“Why don’t you turn the car around and pull up on the side of the road just here?” Keely suggested. “We can work the magic by the side of the car. No one should see unless the spell that keeps Wishing Moon Bay hidden has failed.”

“Don’t even say that.” Laura hadn’t spoken the whole journey.

“Are you okay, Aunt Laura?” Meredith drove along the road until she found a wide enough place to turn the car around.

“Yes. I’m fine.” She forced a smile on her lips. “I’m just going over everything to see if we missed something.”

“Silas said the authority doesn’t have any idea what’s happening,” Meredith prompted.

“I don’t think they do. Although, I’m not expecting them to come out and say so. Samantha didn’t verbally express her disappointment when Silas said he didn’t sense anything wrong, but it was written all over her face. They are at a loss, and I think they’re scared.” Laura unbuckled her seatbelt and got out of the car. “Let’s get on with this experiment. I am tired and I need my bed.”

“I have enough ingredients for two location spells.” Keely worked quickly to cast the first spell, watched closely by Brigette and Laura. Jared chose to stay in the car, his face pressed up against the window as he watched his aunt at work.

“Will Maughna be all right?” Meredith asked Silas in an attempt to make conversation. He’d been as quiet as Laura, which concerned Meredith. Had something happened in the woods that they were keeping to themselves? Or were they both worried about the consequences of magic failing, possibly forever?

“She will.” Silas had been staying out toward the highway only a few hundred feet behind them but now he turned to look at Meredith, his handsome face clouded with concern. “We’ll figure this out, Meredith.”

“I know,” she lied. Not just to make him feel better. She wanted it to be true, she wanted to believe they would find an answer.

“Okay, Jared. Out of the car,” Keely ordered.

“Why?” Jared didn’t open the door as he continued to watch from the window.

“You’re our guinea pig. I’ve used one of your socks to make the spell. It was the first thing I grabbed out of the laundry basket. I need you to go hide and we’ll find you.” She stood up with the map in her hands. “Go on.”

“What if you can’t find me and I am lost forever?” Jared reluctantly opened the car and put his foot down on the ground.

“I’ll find you,” Silas promised.

Jared hunched his shoulders and scuffed his feet on the asphalt as he crossed the road and made his way over the bank that bordered it on the other side. Meredith could hardly breathe as he disappeared from view. She should stay with him. But she didn’t want to mess up the spell.

“Can you see him?” Meredith asked as Keely completed the spell and stared down at the map.

“Yes. At least, we’re tracking something.” She gathered the map and folded it over to make it easier to hold while she crossed the road. “Are we all going?”

“Yes.” They crowded around Keely as she climbed the bank and went down the other side. Before them was a large area of open ground. Meredith couldn’t see Jared anywhere even though the map showed he was only about a hundred feet away. What if he’d disappeared, too? What if, when they reached him, the ground had swallowed him up?

“Breathe,” Silas whispered in her ear, and she let out a long breath. “I can sense him. He’s okay.”

Meredith nodded, her fingers entwined with his as he reached out for her hand. “I’m glad you’re here, Silas.”

“I promised to look after your children and I always keep my promises,” he said.

“Do you?” Meredith asked.

He chuckled. “Not all of them.”

“You must have made a lot of promises over the years.” She followed Keely who was flanked by Brigette and Laura, one on either side as they watched the liquid flow across the map. Jared was moving away from them, very slowly.

“I have. Too many.” Silas squeezed her fingers. “I seldom make them now. And I only make ones I intend to keep.”

“Thanks.” Meredith let go of his hand and darted ahead as the tall grass rustled. “Got you.”

Jared squawked and stood up. “Did it work?”

Keely nodded. “It worked.”

“Okay. I’m going to try another spell. Then I’m going to guide Brigette through one. If they all work then we can be sure that magic is working this side of the tunnel.” Keely folded the map up. “But it looks good.”

“No imminent dragon attacks then,” Meredith said lightly as she hugged Jared.

“I’m not disappointed,” he replied. “Some things are better in a book.”

“They are,” she agreed. But some things, like vampires, were much better in real life. Or death.


Chapter Twenty-One – Meredith

“The spells work.” Meredith watched her daughter as a small coin hovered over her hand. It looked like a trick any stage magician could perform but there was no illusion involved, this was pure, simple magic.

“They do.” Laura’s relief was palpable.

“For now at least,” Silas added.

“Aren’t you a happy optimist,” Keely said dryly.

“I prefer realist,” he replied. “Just because magic this side of the tunnel is working now, we shouldn’t become complacent. Whatever is wrong with Wishing Moon Bay could spread.”

“Okay, I get your meaning but let’s just sigh with relief for now. We’re all tired and it’s time we went back home to bed,” Laura said.

“I want to try something first,” Keely told her aunt.

“Why am I not surprised?” Aunt Laura rolled her hands over each other. “Let’s hear it.”

“We know the location spell works here. We should cast another spell in town and check if it works.” Keely put her hand on Jared’s shoulder. He’d been fascinated watching Keely work her magic and his earlier fears seemed to have disappeared.

“I agree. We cast a location spell and Jared can hide. It might work. It might not.” Meredith helped pack away Keely’s ingredients and magical paraphernalia. “But I don’t think we should go back to the woods tonight. The authority is going to get suspicious if we do.”

“Suspicious of what?” Brigette ended her spell and caught the coin in her hand. “We haven’t done anything wrong. In fact, I would think they would be happy to hear that magic works outside of town.”

“They’re not too keen on any of us using magic on this side of the tunnel,” Laura explained. “Add in the unpredictable nature of magic right now and they would be doubly unimpressed.”

“I’ll speak to Samantha and suggest they try the same experiment,” Silas said. “But let’s try the location spell on Jared in town first.”

Meredith wearily helped pack everything into the car and then drove back through the tunnel. Once on the other side, they drove straight back home, where Keely cast another location spell. The first one didn’t work, the second one did, and the map led them straight to Jared who was on a swing in the nearby playground.

“I should go. Unless you want me to escort you home.” Silas walked with them as they exited the playground.

“No, you must have other things to do,” Meredith said. “Laura is going to stay over tonight so we should all be safe.”

“Lock your doors and windows,” Silas instructed.

“We will.” Keely waved to Silas as she headed back to the house and everyone else followed.

Meredith lingered a little longer. “Will you let me know how Maughna is? And if she tells you anything that might help...”

“You’ll be the first to know,” he assured her.

“Before the authority?” Meredith raised a questioning eyebrow.

“I am not their lapdog or informant,” he replied and sucked in a breath even though he had no use for it. “I don’t want the authority to have Maughna in their sights.”

“You’re worried they’ll think she is behind this?” Meredith experienced a guilty twinge. Hadn’t she had a similar thought only hours earlier?

“At some point, they might need a scapegoat and I don’t want Maughna to be it. She couldn’t harm anyone. She certainly couldn’t cause this much trouble with magic.” Silas didn’t seem to be in a hurry to leave.

“Are you sure the two things are linked?” It was a difficult question to ask when Silas believed in Maughna.

His shoulders sagged and he turned away from her to stare back at the playground. The swing where Jared had been seated moved as the breeze caught it and rocked it gently. “I do believe they are linked.”

“What if Maughna tried to protect Pria because of what’s going wrong with magic?” Meredith hated asking the question, but Silas couldn’t blindly believe in Maughna. Not if there was a chance she might have done something to Pria.

“Pria’s gone.” Silas swung around to face Meredith, his coat circling his ankles, his eyes dark as the night.

Meredith gasped at the intensity of his eyes. “What do you mean, gone?”

He shook his head, his eyes searching the ground as if expecting to find an answer there. “It’s like...” He reached out his hand. “She’s there but not there.”

“You could sense her?”

“I don’t know.” Silas relaxed, a soft smile on his face. “I wish I had more of an answer.”

“Please.” She reached for him, her fingers curling around his lower arm. “Please don’t brush me off.”

“I’m not,” he assured her. “I really don’t know what I felt. We went to the place on the map where she should have been. She wasn’t there. Except for the briefest of moments, I felt her. Or smelled her. But then it was gone.”

“She could be somewhere else, the map could be wrong,” Meredith persisted.

“She could be, and she probably is, which is why I’m going to go.” He leaned forward, enveloping her in his arms, his lips brushing her cheek before he let her go and vanished into the night.

Meredith touched her cheek. Had he kissed her?

She hurried to join the others, her head filled with confusion. Not just because of the kiss, but because of his words. Was Pria really gone? And by gone did he mean dead?

The others were nearly home by the time she caught up with them. She didn’t tell anyone what Silas had said. Not even Keely. There was no point spreading unsubstantiated rumors. Pria’s parents would be holding onto hope with all their strength, and that’s how it should be until they had proof otherwise.

“Straight to bed,” Meredith told Brigette and Jared. Neither of them argued as they kicked off their shoes and went upstairs.

“Hot chocolate?” Keely went to the kitchen and fetched a pan.

“No, thanks,” Laura pulled off her coat. “I am exhausted. I think I’ll go straight to bed.”

“Goodnight.” Meredith hugged her aunt. “Sleep well.”

Aunt Laura shuddered. “I hope I do. But...”

“But what?” Meredith hung up her coat and went to her aunt.

“There was something about the woods.” She rubbed her arms as if trying to warm herself. “I can’t describe it.”

“Do you think Pria is still alive?” Keely came out of the kitchen with the pan in her hand.

Aunt Laura’s mouth turned down at the corners. “I honestly don’t know. From what Samantha said, two shifters who are part of the authority tracked her scent to the same spot as the location spell zeroed in on. But she’s not there.”

“It could be an elaborate ruse,” Keely said.

“A ruse?” Aunt Laura came back down to the hallway. “You think someone took Pria and covered it up with magic?”

“I was thinking that this might be all premeditated for...some reason.” Keely didn’t voice the reason, she didn’t have to.

“No.” Aunt Laura shook her head. “This is powerful magic. Beyond me. Beyond most of us. Even when your mom was alive, we wouldn’t have...”

“You couldn’t have cast something like this?” Keely asked.

“No.” Aunt Laura waved her hands as if to dismiss the thought.

“Couldn’t have or wouldn’t have?” Meredith asked.

“Both.” Laura’s eyes were misted with tears, but she wiped them away. “Messing with magic is wrong. Just as taking a child is wrong. I think the two are linked but not in the way you suggested. I think that Pria got swallowed up somehow.”

“Swallowed up?” Meredith’s stomach rolled as if she were on a boat on a rough sea. Isn’t that what Silas had implied? That Pria was just gone?

Laura dropped her voice. “Yes. I don’t think it’s a coincidence that Trudy cast that spell at the sports field right next to where Pria’s trail ends.”

“Samantha was there at the party. Surely, she checked with Trudy. Did you ask her?” Meredith hissed.

“Yes, I asked her. Yes, she said that everything was fine, and Trudy had taken precautions when she cast the spell. They must have been sure she was telling the truth otherwise they wouldn’t have let her near the scene.” Aunt Laura raked her hands through her hair. “I’m going to bed. Maybe the pieces circling around and around in my head will start to fit together.”

“Goodnight.” Keely carried the pan back into the kitchen.

“Night, Aunt Laura.” Meredith lingered at the bottom of the stairs and watched her aunt climb wearily to the top.

“I have no idea what’s going on.” Keely pulled out a chair and sat down at the table.

“Me neither.” Meredith fetched two mugs and placed them on the counter.

“So what do we do?” Keely rested her elbows on the table and cupped her chin in her hands.

“Maughna said we should protect the children. Maybe that’s what we should focus on.” Meredith needed to be proactive. She couldn’t bear the thought of someone hurting a child.

“I’ll fetch Mom’s Book of Shadows.” Keely pushed herself up from the table and left the room.

Meredith took a deep breath and leaned on the table before she made two cups of hot chocolate and grabbed a box of cookies from the cupboard. By the time Keely returned, she was sitting down at the table, focused on figuring out what the hell was going on.

“Here.” Keely carefully placed their mom’s book down on the table. “You know it as well as I do. Although, I have made notes on some of the spells. Small tweaks that make the spells a little more potent.”

“Just like Mom did.” Meredith ran her fingers over the cover, the carved runes were as familiar as the back of her hand. “I haven’t seen this since I left town.”

“I’ve never hidden it from you,” Keely replied quickly. “It’s yours as much as mine. And I hope that it’ll pass to Brigette one day.”

Meredith looked up at her sister. “I know you never hid it from me. It was just too painful to look at first and then there seemed little point since I could never use it.”

“I’m sorry.” Keely reached across the table and covered Meredith’s hand with hers.

“It’s not your fault.” She wiped a tear from her cheek. “And raking over the past isn’t going to help Pria or the town.”

“You’re right. What we need is to focus on how to protect people. Particularly children according to Maughna.” Keely flipped the book open to a well-worn page and ran her hand over the writing scrawled around the outside of the original spell.

“You’ve worked on this a lot already.” Meredith scooted her chair to the right so she could get a closer look.

“This isn’t me. This is Mom’s writing.” Keely rested her chin on her hands. “I’ve never been able to figure out what she was trying to do. The writing is all over the place.”

“Do you think she had a premonition of this?” Meredith stared at the words, written in pencil that was smudged and crossed out in places as if Genevieve had been working in a fevered frenzy.

“I don’t think so. This is the spell that the founding witches used to protect the town. As far as we know that spell hasn’t been affected.” Keely ran her finger under a line of text. “Is that shatter?”

“Was she trying to figure out how to break the spell?” Meredith frowned as she looked up at her sister.

“Maybe that’s what’s happened,” Keely answered. “Someone has shattered or fractured the spell the founders made and it’s leaking magic, but into another realm?”

“Or perhaps someone is trying to create a portal to another realm like the one that links Wishing Moon Bay to the fae realm.” Meredith hugged herself as a cold dread crept over her. “Or perhaps we have it backward.”

“Someone from another realm has fractured our world and is leaching our magic. That would explain why magic is not working right. Maybe Pria fell through the portal.” Keely’s eyes darkened. “This all comes back to the spell Trudy cast. It has to be connected.”

“You were there. The authority was there. You heard her spell.” Meredith spread her hands out on the table. “Do you think she is responsible?”

“No. But that doesn’t mean someone didn’t sabotage the spell.” Keely got up from the table and threaded her fingers through her hair. “But how and why? This would have been potent magic. I didn’t see anyone close enough to cast a spell like that.”

“So, we’re back to it being a complete coincidence.” Meredith drained her forgotten hot chocolate which was nearly cold. “I think Laura has the best idea, we need to sleep on it.”

“I agree.” Keely closed the Book of Shadows and got up from the table with it clutched to her chest. “Although, I might just take this to bed for some light bedtime reading.”

“We will figure it out,” Meredith assured her.

But she had no idea how or even where to start.


Chapter Twenty-Two – Meredith

“Dad!” Meredith came downstairs to the smell of coffee. She’d assumed it was Aunt Laura who had gotten up early and made a start on breakfast. She was wrong.

“Morning.” Henry handed her a cup of coffee and turned back to the stove where eggs sizzled in a pan.

“Morning.” Meredith sipped her coffee before helping butter the toast. “I didn’t expect to see you so soon. Have you finished Jared’s wand?”

“No.” Henry waved a spatula in the direction of the back door. “I brought my tools with me. I figured Jared could carve it himself. If that’s okay with you.”

“Is that why you’re here?” Meredith fetched plates and set them down on the table.

“No.” Henry shifted his feet and angled his body so he could look at her while still cooking the eggs.

“Are you going to tell me?” Meredith picked up her coffee and went to stand on the other side of the stove.

“Silas came to see me last night. He told me that a girl, Pria, had gone missing.” Henry didn’t hide his own concern. “I’ve known Silas for a long time, but this is the first time I’ve seen him worried.”

“About what?” Meredith asked.

Henry’s forehead creased. “About the town.”

“Specifically?” Meredith rubbed her temples. “Is he worried about the magic gone wrong, Pria’s disappearance, or the fact that his own magic might break down and leave us exposed to goodness knows how many unhinged people? Did you know he got inside the old dragon lord’s head and made him forget he was a dragon?”

Henry’s jaw tightened. “He left the last part out. He was more concerned about this family.”

“This family.” She let out a long breath. What exactly had Silas said to her father? And why the special interest? Her cheeks flushed pink, and she touched her cheek where his lips had brushed her skin last night.

“Yes.” Henry switched off the stove and served up the eggs. “He’s always been good to this family.”

“Hey, Dad. What’s wrong?” Meredith slipped her arms around her dad’s shoulders as he covered his face with his large workworn hands. All her life, he’d been the one to give her comfort, now it was her turn. Although she had no idea what had brought on this sudden outburst of emotion.

Unless... Had Silas helped her father cope with the loss of his wife by tampering with his memories? Had Silas used his skills as a vampire to soften her father’s loss?

“I just don’t want to lose another member of this family.” His voice cracked and he held onto Meredith so tightly it was hard to breathe, but she simply held him while he vented his emotions.

“We’re not going anywhere.” She rubbed his back as he sniffed loudly and straightened up, his fists screwed into his eyes as he wiped all traces of his tears. However, he couldn’t disguise his pain as Keely ran down the stairs and into the kitchen.

“I smelled breakfast.” She stopped when she saw Henry. “I didn’t know you were here, Dad.”

“I wanted to check in with you all.” He turned his back on Keely and opened the drawer to fetch knives and forks.

Keely shot Meredith a questioning look. In answer, Meredith screwed up her face and shook her head, hoping Keely would understand it as ‘I’ll talk to you later’ rather than ‘the eggs are rotten today.’

“Dad thought Jared might like to help carve his own wand,” Meredith spoke as if everything was completely normal. “I think he would, don’t you?”

Keely hesitated and then said, “Yes. I’m sure he’d like to have some input. Perhaps he has a favorite creature from a book he might like to incorporate into it.”

“I’ll go wake him and tell him to come down to breakfast.” Meredith headed out of the kitchen. “Although he’s probably already awake and reading.”

“Brigette was in the bathroom when I came down,” Keely called after her sister. “I think Aunt Laura is still sleeping.”

“Okay.” Meredith ran upstairs and forced Jared to put his book down and go eat breakfast. His reluctance soon disappeared when she told him about the wand carving. Meredith then knocked on Brigette’s bedroom door. “Grandpa is here. He’s made us breakfast.”

“Okay, I’ll be down in a sec,” Brigette answered.

Meredith left Aunt Laura to sleep when she pressed her ear to the bedroom door and heard her softly snoring. Her aunt had looked tired last night and deserved to sleep in. Meredith envied her aunt but brushed off her own tiredness as she went back down to the kitchen and sat down to eat. Brigette was dressed and ready for school when she finally arrived at the table. She planned to meet Hannah and walk to school with her new friend.

“I could drive you both,” Meredith offered.

“I thought you were going to work on your marketing plan or something,” Brigette answered.

“I was but I can spare a few minutes to drive you,” Meredith insisted. “I have to take Jared.”

“I’m meeting Ronan and Adrian,” Jared forked up the last of his egg and stuffed it in his mouth.

“I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.” Meredith would prefer to take her children to the school gates and watch them go into the building rather than them walking out of the door, perhaps never to be seen again.

“I’ll walk with them. When Brigette meets Hannah, they can walk with Jared to meet his friends,” Keely offered. “That way no one is on their own and they can text you when they get to school.”

“Yes.” Brigette grasped her phone and waved it in the air. “I’ll text you.”

“Promise me you will both go to school and nowhere else.” Meredith’s eyes bore into them until they both nodded in agreement.

“You need to hurry up and get ready,” Brigette told Jared. “I’m meeting Hannah in ten minutes.”

“What about me?” Keely squawked and finished her coffee before hurrying out of the room.

Jared leaned back in his seat and drank his orange juice under the stern gaze of his sister. “It takes me five minutes to get ready. Aunt Keely takes at least ten.”

Brigette huffed and tapped her phone screen, typing out a message before hitting send. “I’ve told Hannah I’m going to be at least five minutes late.”

“Come on, Jared.” Meredith got up and ushered him out of the kitchen before she started clearing the breakfast things from the table.

“I can do the dishes,” Henry insisted as he drained his second cup of coffee.

“No, you sit there and rest.” She switched on the faucet and let the water heat up. “Did you sleep at all last night?”

“A little. I was in bed when Silas got to the cabin. By the time I’d gotten myself out of bed to answer the door, I was wide awake so I figured I might as well come straight here.” Henry glanced at Brigette who was looking at her phone screen, but her eyes kept flicking up to check on her mom and grandpa’s conversation.

“Silas is worried about us.” Meredith figured there was no reason to not tell Brigette. In fact, it might make her see the possible danger out there in town. She needed to take this seriously.

Meredith leaned heavily on the sink. They’d come to town so that Brigette could learn magic in a safe environment but Wishing Moon Bay was anything but safe. Perhaps she should call Tim and get him to come pick up the children. They could come back as soon as things settled down.

“Meredith, the water’s going to overflow.” Her father got up from the table and switched off the hot water.

“I was miles away.” She plunged the plates into the hot soapy water and washed them before placing them on the drainer.

“I’m ready!” Keely hurried into the kitchen with the store keys in her hand. “Where’s Jared?”

“He decided that you would take a long time to get ready, so he didn’t hurry,” Brigette explained as she tucked her phone in her pocket and headed down the hallway. “Jared!”

“I’ll make sure they don’t walk to school alone.” Keely hugged her dad as Meredith dried her hands. “Make sure Aunt Laura eats something. When I went to bed last night, I heard her muttering to herself. I have no idea what time she got to sleep.”

“It sounds like you’ll both be doing some babysitting.” Their dad attempted to lighten the mood and Meredith chuckled along with him although she had to force it.

Jared stomped down the stairs and waited at the front door. “See, I told you I’d be ready before Aunt Keely,” he told Brigette.

“I was ready.” Keely turned on her heel and hurried out of the kitchen. Their voices faded as the front door shut behind them, leaving the house in silence.

“I remember you and Keely leaving the house every morning to walk to school. It seems like only yesterday, I can’t believe you have two nearly grown-up children.” Henry grabbed the dish towel and started to dry the dishes.

“They’re not that grown-up,” Meredith insisted.

“I remember that feeling, too, wanting to hold onto you and Keely. I’d have been happy if you’d stayed kids forever. I enjoyed being your father.” Henry placed the dry plates down on the counter.

“You’re still our father,” Meredith told him. “We still need you, Dad.”

“I think you can look after yourselves,” he replied.

“But still you came when Silas told you what was happening.” Her eyes narrowed and her heart hammered in her chest. Inhaling deeply, she steadied her nerves. “Was there more to his visit? I wasn’t sure when he left last night if he’d been completely open about what he thought was happening.”

“He doesn’t know anything concrete. He’s just worried. And he’s old-fashioned.” Henry straightened his back and rolled his shoulders.

“No!” Meredith laughed as she washed the last cup and placed it on the drainer. “He thinks we need a man around the house.”

“There’s nothing wrong with a male being present.” Henry nodded, his expression serious as he dried the last cup.

“You have to love a centuries-old vampire.” She shook her head. It was a pity Keely had left. She would have enjoyed this joke.

If only it were a joke.

“Silas has lived a long time. It’s good that he’s here. If anyone can figure this out, it’s him.” Henry did have faith in the vampire. More than the authority?

“He doesn’t have magic,” Meredith said. “Not magic like the witches.”

“No, he has wisdom instead. In the present circumstances, that’s more important.” Henry made a fresh pot of coffee and then turned to face Meredith. “It’s not just his own knowledge. Not just his own experiences. He’s looked inside the heads of so many people. Good people, bad people. It’s possible he might have glimpsed something like this in those memories. Although, if he’s anything like me, there’s too much in there to sift through.”

“If only we could look inside his head and pluck them out.” Meredith sat down and placed her hands flat on the table. “Is there anyone who can do that?”

“Only another vampire, I expect. And I don’t think Silas would allow that. He has an awful lot of secrets inside his head.” Henry tapped the side of his head. “Secrets that should never be shared.”

“Maybe he’s lying awake right now searching for an answer.” She ran a hand through her hair. She should go take a shower and then get to work.

“We’ve all done that,” Henry agreed. “I guess I never thought of vampires having any trouble sleeping.”

“Me neither.” She rubbed her hand across her eyes and yawned.

“Do you have trouble sleeping since you moved back to town?” Henry asked gently.

“Until last night, I’ve slept better since we came back. The divorce and the move left me with night after sleepless night.” Her energy levels sagged just thinking about the hours she’d spent tossing and turning trying to figure out if she could make her life work without Tim by her side.

“I know how that is. I still struggle to sleep now, after all these years.” Henry got up and refilled their coffee cups.

“You mean after Mom died.” Meredith had rarely spoken to her father about his feelings. He preferred to keep them bottled up.

“Yes. I miss her as much today as I did the day she died,” he admitted. “But back then I had you and Keely to occupy me. I knew I had to do my best to raise you as she would have raised you.”

“We were happy, Dad. You did your best for us.” She covered his hand with hers. “I just wish things had been different.” She swallowed the lump of emotion that formed in her throat. “I always knew you were sad. When I was young, I used to think...”

“What, Meredith?” His voice cracked as he urged her to carry on.

“That you would have been happier if I’d never been conceived. You and Mom would have raised Keely...”

“Don’t ever say that,” he ground out. “Your mom wanted you more than anything. More than life itself.”

“I always felt so guilty,” she admitted. “I always wondered if that’s why I never had magic. Because I killed her...”

“You didn’t kill her, Meredith. You don’t have anything to be guilty for. What happened to your mom happens to plenty of women. It was a medical condition. You know that. You’ve had kids yourself and you are aware of the danger of pre-eclampsia.” He sucked in a shuddering breath. “We went to the hospital as soon as she suspected something was wrong. But...”

“I’m sorry, Dad.” Meredith hugged him and he buried his face in her shoulder and sobbed.

“She lives on in you and Keely,” he whispered. “She’d have been happy that you lived, Meredith. So very happy. She’d have done anything to protect you and keep you safe. Anything.”


Chapter Twenty-Three – Meredith

Work was not easy. By lunchtime, Meredith figured if she didn’t get some fresh air, her head would explode.

“I’m going for a walk.” She poked her head outside where her father and her aunt were working in the backyard.

“I was going to cook lunch.” Aunt Laura checked her watch. “Is it that time already?”

“You did get up late,” Henry reminded Laura.

“I did.” Aunt Laura nodded. “Thank you for reminding me.”

“I’m not too hungry yet. I can grab something while I’m out and we can eat when I get back. I planned to pop into the store to see Keely. There’s a nice bakery just around the corner.” Meredith rolled her eyes. “Which, of course, you know is there because you have lived here your whole life.”

“My whole life. I don’t know if that’s something to be proud of or not,” Laura added and leaned down to pull out a clump of weeds.

“I’ll see you in an hour.” Meredith waved as she left the backyard through a gate that led onto the front driveway. She closed it carefully behind her and looked around. There was no one around and nothing to suggest she should be worried or today would be any different from any other day.

Meredith suspected Pria had felt the same way before she disappeared. Or was taken.

Maybe Silas knew the last place Pria had been seen. He might have gotten the information from the authority last night. She slowed her pace and glanced back toward the house. Aunt Laura might also know since she was there, too.

Okay. She admitted it. She wanted some time to herself. The walk would do her good...and she wanted to see Silas. After their conversation last night, she wanted to check in with him. It seemed strange being concerned for a vampire who had lived for so long. He knew how to look after himself.

At least if it came down to a physical fight.

But if someone was trying to mess with his head that was a different matter.

Oh! As if someone had poured ice down her back, she shivered and stopped walking as a new thought hit her.

She glanced in the direction of Silas’s house then turned around and retraced her steps along the street. However, she wasn’t going home. There was someone else she needed to talk to.

“Keely.” She reached the store, breathless after rushing to share her new theory with her sister. The store was empty as she barged inside. “Keely!”

Her heart stalled and the cold dread returned as she entered the store. Had her sister disappeared just like Pria? Why? Why would anyone take Keely?

“Merri?” Keely came through from the back room with a cup of coffee in one hand and a cookie in the other.

“You’re here, thank goodness!” Meredith just stopped herself from rushing up to her sister and flinging her arms around her.

“Why wouldn’t I be here?” Keely placed her coffee cup down on the counter. “This is where I said I’d be, while you were supposed to be working from home. Has something happened?”

“No.” Meredith ran her hands through her hair and wiped the sweat off her forehead. She must look a mess.

“Then why are you here?” Keely took a bite of her cookie as she waited for an explanation. “Do you want one?” she mumbled.

“No. I’m fine.” Meredith waved her hand at Keely. “I was going to visit Silas. I wanted to check up on him. Dad was talking about how many secrets Silas holds. Because of...” She put her hands on her head. “You know, the glamour thing he does.”

“Right.” Keely came around the counter, her arms folded across her body. “But you didn’t go there, you came here instead.”

“Yes.” Meredith nodded, suddenly feeling a little stupid. Had she completely overreacted?

“Because...” Keely ducked her head and locked eyes with Meredith. “Oh!”

“Exactly!” Meredith jabbed her finger at Keely.

“We’ve been looking at this the wrong way around.” Her forehead creased. “Haven’t we?”

Meredith shrugged and held out her hands. “I don’t know. Have we?”

“Silas was worried that the disturbance in magic might undo what he’s done. That the people he’s glamoured in one way or another might get their memories back. Or lose the new memories he’s given them.” Keely paced the store with her hand on her chin.

“But what if that’s the reason this is happening?” Meredith’s legs shook and her stomach churned. “What if whoever is doing this wants that to happen? That the spell to disrupt magic is to unlock the thoughts of someone Silas, or one of the other vampires, have tampered with?”

“No one is going to like this theory.” Keely stopped pacing and faced Meredith. “And there’s no proof.”

“Do you think Silas has asked around to see if anyone has their memories back yet?” Meredith countered. “Do you know anyone?”

“No.” Keely’s brows knitted together. “And it’s not the kind of question you can ask people. Not outright.”

“I should go ask him.” Meredith edged toward the door.

“He’ll be sleeping.” Keely crossed the store and placed her hands on Meredith’s upper arms. “We’ll ask him this evening.”

“What if it’s too late by then?” Meredith’s rising panic robbed her of breath. “What if that dragon lord out in the world beyond remembers he’s a shifter and burns everything down?”

“You’re worried about Tim. I get it.” Keely slipped her arms around Meredith. “He’ll be fine.”

“We don’t know that. We don’t know what is going on. I just want to protect the people I love.” She closed her eyes, screwing them tightly shut to stem the flow of tears. “There must be something we can do.”

“We’ll figure it out,” Keely assured her. “But not if we panic. For all we know, this isn’t as serious as we think it is.”

“Pria is missing, and we have no idea where she is. Magic is not working properly.” Meredith pulled away wishing they had never come back to town. If they still lived in the world beyond, this would have still happened but she and her family would be blissfully ignorant.

“What if that’s what we’re looking at the wrong way around?” Keely said quietly.

“I don’t understand.” Meredith wiped her eyes and sniffed loudly.

“What if Pria wanted to disappear?” Keely pointed at Meredith. “You used to bring magazines when you visited. You know, with those articles about the crazy stuff people do. Affairs, family drama. I remember reading an article about a runaway. This teenager wanted to be with her boyfriend. He was five years older than her, and her parents didn’t approve. So they made an elaborate plan to cover their tracks when they ran away together. What if Pria did just that? She might have staged her disappearance and somehow made it look as if she completely disappeared.”

“Now who’s clutching at ideas?” Meredith asked. “You’re the one who says these spells are beyond most witches and wizards. Now you think a teenage girl did this?”

Keely sighed heavily. “You’re right.” She held out her hands in front of her and shook them as if trying to shake off something unsavory. “I think it’s magical withdrawal symptoms. I need to make a batch of candles, but I’m struggling to remember the recipe even though I have used the same one for the last twenty years.”

“Is there anything I can do to help?” Meredith had made a start on the business plan, but she was too distracted by Pria’s disappearance and fear for the other children in town. Maughna’s warning kept coming back to her.

“Not really. I’ll dust off the recipe books in the back room. They’re in there somewhere. I just need to find them.” She went back around the counter and drank her coffee. “Are you sure you don’t want a cup? Or a cookie?”

“No, thanks. I’m grabbing lunch from the bakery.” She went to the door, her trip wasted, they were no closer to solving this. They had no concrete clues, only unsubstantiated theories. “Do you want me to get you anything? I can drop it by in on the way back.”

“Oh, I really shouldn’t.” Keely ran her hand over her once flat stomach. “But comfort eating is all I have left to enjoy in life right now.”

“So true.” Meredith giggled. “What can I get you?”

“A sandwich of some kind and a large pastry. Whatever looks the yummiest. I trust your judgment.” Keely headed out into the back room. “Hopefully I’ll have found the recipe before you get back. Then I can eat and get back to work.”

“I’ll see you in a few minutes.” Meredith left the store with no answers, but she did feel better. If they all worked together, they could figure this out. Perhaps she should contact Trudy and suggest they hold a town meeting. They could explore all their ideas and theories. There had to be an answer to why magic had been corrupted.

She hurried along the street to the bakery and bought a selection of sandwiches, cakes, and pastries. The bakery was busy, with people lingering outside to talk about how messed up magic was but the main topic of conversation was Pria’s disappearance. Everyone had a theory, some more plausible than others.

Including one that revolved around the myth that dragons used to carry off young maidens.

This could get ugly, fast, if a breakthrough wasn’t made soon.

She got back to Sacred Scents and gave Keely first choice of the baked goods and sandwiches.

“Are you expecting guests?” Keely placed her sandwich and pastry on the counter and walked Meredith to the door.

“You never know.” She arched an eyebrow. “The kids are always hungry when they get home and I figured that since we never know what the day might bring that we should be prepared.”

“Prepared for what is the question. With no idea what’s happening or why, it’s difficult to defend ourselves. We could lose another child, or anyone, we don’t know if this thing ever targeted Pria, she might have just been in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

“I was going to find out where she was last seen. We could retrace her steps.” Meredith tilted her head to one side as Keely opened her mouth and then clamped it shut. “What?”

“I never thought about that.” She huffed. “We’re so used to casting location spells to find a person, I never thought to figure out where she was last seen.”

Meredith chuckled. “You do take magic for granted. But I’m sure the police had already considered all of this.”

“I’ll see you at home later.” Keely opened the door for her sister.

“Did you find the recipe?” Meredith asked.

“No, but it’s okay, I remembered it. I’ve written it down, so I have it if I forget again.”

“You know, it might not be magic that’s causing your memory loss. You are getting older,” Meredith teased and giggled at Keely’s outraged expression.

“You’re not that much younger than me,” Keely reminded her.

Meredith pushed her worries out of her mind and focused on the day as she walked home. The sun was warm but not too hot, the breeze comfortingly cool on her skin as it came down off the mountains carrying the scent of pine. Birds sang in the bushes and shrubs that filled well-tended front yards, their tweets and whistles soothing.

Only the worried expressions of the people she passed reminded her that everything wasn’t as it should be. That the world around them might sound the same but it wasn’t.

She shuddered, recalling Colton’s description of something old lurking in the shadows.

Meredith glanced over her shoulder and the hairs on the back of her neck stood on end.

“What are you?” she asked. But there was no answer.


Chapter Twenty-Four – Meredith

“Why does food always taste better when you haven’t prepared it yourself?” Laura leaned back in her lawn chair and stared up at the sky. “It’s so peaceful, it’s hard to believe that anything is wrong.” She closed her eyes. “But I can feel it. It’s like the breeze is blowing from the wrong direction.” She opened her eyes and stood up. “I should go see the authority and find out if I can help them.”

“You never did explain why you didn’t join them when they asked you.” Henry pushed himself up from his seat and brushed the crumbs off his pants.

“The authority asked you to join them, and you said no?” Meredith wasn’t surprised Aunt Laura had been asked but she was surprised she’d turned them down. Most witches in Wishing Moon Bay would kill to get the chance to work with the authority. Not only because it elevated their status, which, she suspected, was the reason Trudy wanted to join so badly. But also because they had access to ancient spells and manuscripts most witches only dreamed of learning.

“It’s not me,” Laura answered. “I like being a free spirit and helping people in my own way. If I joined the authority, I’d have to abide by the laws and rules inside and outside of work.” Her forehead creased. “I don’t particularly like to play by the rules. Sometimes they have to be bent for the greater good.”

“I figured it was something like that,” Henry replied.

“But this is something of an emergency.” She wriggled her fingers in front of her. “And until we figure it out, I’m useless to anyone who needs my help. I can’t break the rules if I can’t use magic.”

“I never saw you as such an anarchist,” Meredith told her aunt.

“I’m not. Not really. I have my own set of rules that I don’t break. There are some spells, certain magics that should never be tampered with.” She stretched and looked up at the sky. “I can think of a hundred and one things I’d rather do than go to the authority, but it has to be done.”

“They’ll appreciate your help,” Meredith assured her.

“I’m just worried that once they have their hooks into me, I’ll have no choice but to join,” Laura told her niece.

“What do you mean, their hooks?” Meredith had never seen the authority as anything but good.

“They’ll tempt me with some spell or other. And like an addict, I’ll be hooked, just one more, just one more.” She made her fingers into claws and raked them through the air. “A good witch is very aware of her own weaknesses.”

“I promise to help you with your addiction,” Meredith promised. “We can figure out a detox regime.”

“Don’t be too sure.” Laura chuckled. “If you try to shut me in a room and feed me sloppy food under the door, I’ll blast the door down.”

“If you figure this out, the authority might let you have access to the spells anyway. As a reward.” Henry helped pick up the remaining food and carried it inside. “I think it’s the least they can do.”

“That’s never going to happen. Only witches within the authority are allowed to learn those spells. I expect you have to sign a binding document in your own blood before you’re allowed anywhere near them.” Laura carried the plates into the kitchen and set them down on the counter.

As Meredith entered the cool kitchen, her phone rang, and she quickly put the food down on the countertop. “It’s Brigette.”

Laura’s eyes narrowed as Meredith answered the phone. “I didn’t think they were allowed to use phones in school.”

“They’re not,” Meredith answered. “Hello, is everything okay?”

“Can you come pick me up from school?” Brigette answered. “And Jared.”

“What’s happened?” Meredith’s throat went dry, Brigette sounded as if she’d been crying.

“Someone else has gone missing,” Brigette croaked.

“No!” Meredith covered her mouth with her hand.

“Mom.” Brigette sobbed loudly before she said, “It’s Hannah.”

“Hannah!” Meredith pulled out a chair and sat down. “When? From school?”

“No.” Brigette paused.

“Did she walk with you to school?” Meredith asked.

“Yes. But then she said she’d forgotten something. I was with Jared and told her I couldn’t leave him. We waited as long as we could and then I texted Hannah to say we had to go, or we would be late. She said she’d get a ride with her mom. But she never made it to school.” Brigette took a shuddering breath.

“How do you know she’s missing then?” Meredith’s brows knitted together. “Has the school contacted Trudy?”

“Yes. Trudy thought Hannah was at school.” Brigette inhaled deeply. “It’s my fault, I should have been with her.”

“It’s not your fault,” Meredith assured her. “I’m coming to get you. Find Jared and wait for me at school. Don’t leave. Okay?”

“Okay.” Brigette’s voice shook.

“Promise me. You find Jared and stay together.” Meredith was already heading for the door with her car keys in her hand.

“I promise.” The line went dead as Brigette ended the call.

“I’ll come with you.” Aunt Laura was right behind her as she reached the car.

“Thanks.” Meredith’s hand shook as she unlocked the door and slid into the driver’s seat. “Did you hear what Brigette said?”

“I got the gist of it.” Laura buckled her seatbelt. “When we’ve picked up the kids, we should go find Trudy.”

Meredith nodded. “I can’t imagine what she’s going through.”

“Me neither. Trudy might have her faults, but she loves Hannah.” Laura rolled down the window as Meredith pulled off the driveway and headed toward the school.

“It looks as if every other parent is trying to pick up their kid.” Meredith joined a long line of vehicles heading toward the school.

“Hannah’s disappearance does seem to indicate that Maughna was right. We do need to figure out how to protect the children.” Laura leaned her elbow on the door and rested her chin on her hand. “I wonder if a protection spell would work. But it would have to be cast on each child. A blanket spell wouldn’t work.”

Laura fell silent as she mulled over their options for protecting the children of Wishing Moon Bay. For now, Meredith would settle for protecting her children. She leaned to the side, trying to see past the long line of slow-moving traffic. Had Brigette found Jared? Were they waiting at the school like Meredith had told them to?

What seemed like a lifetime later, Meredith finally made it to the school where she spotted Brigette and her brother standing on the sidewalk. Brigette had her arm around Jared, and Meredith let out a long sigh of relief.

“There they are.” As Meredith pulled over to the side of the road, Brigette ushered Jared toward the car. Seconds later, they were in the back seat with their seatbelts buckled.

“Any more news?” Brigette asked.

“No.” Meredith glanced down at her phone. Keely had promised to call them if she heard any updates. “You?”

“No. Principal Monroe made the announcement, but she kept it brief. She only said that a pupil was presumed missing and until the authority could find some answers, all children should go home.”

“And stay there,” Jared added.

“She didn’t say that exactly,” Brigette countered.

“What exactly did she say?” Laura half-turned in her seat to look at the children.

“That we should be supervised by an adult at all times,” Jared replied and earned a reproving look from Brigette.

“She said that if we have to leave the house, we do so under adult supervision.”

“That’s what I said,” Jared insisted.

“No, you said that we shouldn’t be out of sight of an adult.” Her expression softened and she leaned across the seat and put her arm around him. “But your version might be better.”

“Aren’t we going home?” Jared asked sharply and sat up in his seat, pulling himself forward on the back of Laura’s seat.

“We’re going to the woods to see if that’s where the location spell points to,” Laura answered. “I’m sure that’s the first thing the authority tried, and it should give us some answers. Even though it won’t be the answer.”

“You think that the spell will point to Hannah being there?” Brigette asked.

“Yes.” Laura took a breath. “But I don’t believe we’ll find her. I think the trail will go dead.”

Meredith winced. She didn’t want the word dead associated with Hannah or Pria.

“Well, the authority is certainly out in force.” Laura leaned out of the window to get a better look. “There’s Trudy.”

Meredith parked the car on the side of the road and got out. “We should stay together,” she told the children when they didn’t budge out of their seats.

“I think we’re safer in the car,” Jared announced.

“Come on, I’ll hold your hand.” Brigette got out of the car and held out her hand to him. “If we go, we go together.”

Jared nodded and half-smiled at his sister. “Just this once, since you’re scared.”

Brigette rolled her eyes at him but held his hand all the same.

“Trudy!” Meredith waved her hand as they approached.

“What are you doing here?” Trudy stood alone on the edge of the woods.

“We came to see if we could help.” Laura cocked her head to one side. “Why are you standing out here on your own?”

Trudy’s features were pinched, her red-rimmed eyes and pale blotchy skin evidence of the tears she’d shed for her missing daughter. “I’m on perimeter duty.” She sniffed and tilted her head back in defiance.

“Is there anything we can get you?” Meredith wished she’d brought some of the sandwiches and cakes leftover from lunch. However, it was doubtful Trudy would have the stomach for food under the circumstances.

“My daughter.” She forced a smile and shrugged before her face crumpled.

“Why don’t you go home?” Meredith put her arm around Trudy and hugged her even though she stiffened at the offer of support.

“No. This is where I want to be.” Trudy glanced over her shoulder. “The location spell led us here. Just like Pria.”

“But no sign of Hannah?” Laura stepped past Trudy and stared into the trees.

“No.” Trudy shook her head.

“Did anyone see Hannah enter the area?” Laura came back to Trudy. “I assume the authority left a guard here.”

“One man.” Her mouth turned down at the corners. “Everyone else was back at their chambers examining old manuscripts, trying to find any mention of a similar occurrence.”

“One man?” Meredith figured the area would have been well guarded. This was the only clue they had as to what was happening. This wooded area had to be connected.

“Yes. I think that’ll change now… Now that they have a second victim.” Trudy wiped her fingers under her eyes.

“What happened this morning?” Laura asked. “Brigette said that Hannah went back home because she’d forgotten something. When Brigette said they couldn’t wait any longer, Hannah answered that she was going to get a ride to school with you.”

“I wasn’t home,” Trudy admitted.

“Didn’t Hannah know this?” Meredith asked.

“My car was outside the house. I think she must have assumed I was in. But I’d gone for a walk.” She stared down at the ground and shuffled her feet. “I woke up this morning with an idea where Pria might have gone. When the girls were young, they used to go to the foot of the mountain and play. There was a cave there and they used to pretend it was enchanted because crystals grow in a pool of water there.”

“I know where you mean,” Meredith said.

“I wondered…hoped really, that Pria might have gone there. So I went on my own to check it out. I figured she might talk to me if she was there, and I was on my own.” Trudy looked up. “She wasn’t there. And while I was looking, someone took Hannah.”

“Don’t beat yourself up about it,” Laura told her. “It’s not going to help anyone.”

“Do you think Pria ran away?” Meredith asked.

“Mom!” Brigette hugged herself as she shook her head. “She wouldn’t put her parents through this.”

“We don’t know that. But Trudy might,” Meredith told her gently.

“Pria is a nice girl. But she can be a little strong-willed. The police interviewed her parents, and they were satisfied that nothing happened to spark her running away.” Trudy rubbed her forehead as she fought back tears. “But most parents think they have a good relationship with their kids, and they wouldn’t do something like that.”

“What about Hannah? Is she capable of that kind of premeditated deceit?” Laura was not sugar-coating her questions at all.

“I don’t believe so.” Trudy broke away from them and paced up and down. “Things haven’t been easy at home for a while. But I don’t think she’d do this.”

“Neither do I,” Brigette insisted.

“I had to ask,” Laura said kindly.

“You don’t think I’ve asked myself the same question over and over again on repeat since the school called to ask if Hannah was at home?” Trudy asked sharply. “And it doesn’t explain the wonky location map spells. Neither of the girls has the power to cast such a spell.”

“So, we need another explanation.” Laura rubbed her chin. “Does the authority have any idea? Now that they have a second disappearance.”

“Maughna,” Trudy answered.

“Maughna?” Laura repeated.

“Yes. There might have only been one guard here last night, but the authority found that old vampire buried in the dirt in the exact spot the location maps converge on.” Trudy’s eye flamed defiantly. “I know you and Silas and most of the rest of the town think she’s harmless. But she’s old, and she has that…” Trudy wriggled her fingers around her head. “Thing that they can all do.”

“Glamour.” Meredith inched away from Trudy. If Maughna was in trouble, they needed to get Silas.

“Maughna wouldn’t do this,” Laura said firmly.

“Then she has nothing to fear,” Trudy answered.

“I’m going to call Colton and bring him up to speed,” Meredith said.

“And what good will that do?” Trudy asked. “It’s not as if Silas can do anything about it in the middle of the afternoon. And even if he could, I think Silas would be wise to put some distance between him and Maughna. If they find out she’s guilty, there’s a chance they will go after him, too.”

“But Silas has helped the authority over the years. He’s an invaluable asset to the town,” Meredith snapped.

“But now he might be a liability,” Laura said as Colton answered the phone.

What should she do?

Meredith followed her gut instincts. Silas needed to know. It should be his decision whether he acted or not.


Chapter Twenty-Five – Silas

“Silas.” He opened his eyes and clutched the hand that shook him awake, his fingers digging into the skin before he realized the voice belonged to Colton.

And so did the hand.

He instantly let go. “Sorry.”

“I didn’t know whether to wake you.” Colton rubbed his injured right wrist as Silas rose from his coffin and stepped onto the basement floor.

“But you did.” A twinge of guilt registered in Silas’s chest as he noted his fingerprints embedded on Colton’s arm. “Which means it must be important.”

“Another girl has gone missing.” Colton held up his right hand, his left fingers rubbing the bruised skin. “Don’t worry, it’s not Brigette.”

A stab of relief pierced his chest. Better than a wooden stake, he thought dryly. “Anyone we do know?”

“Trudy’s girl. Hannah. She disappeared on her way to school this morning.” Colton’s jaw tensed. “But that’s not why I woke you.”

“There’s more.” He headed for the stairs leading out of the basement. “I don’t think well on an empty stomach. Is my breakfast warming?”

“It is.” Colton followed behind, his stiff legs working to keep up with Silas.

“That’s better.” Silas gulped down the blood and handed the cup to Colton. “So, tell me the rest.”

“The authority found Maughna at the exact spot the location maps lead to. They have her in custody.” Colton’s grave tone shot icicles down Silas’s back.

“In custody? Why?” Silas frowned. Something he tried not to do. He figured that if he frowned enough, one day he would wake up with a wrinkle. He rubbed his forehead. Perhaps it was time he did. If he looked a little older, and a lot less perfect, Meredith might take him seriously.

“They think she must have some knowledge of what is happening in town. For them, it’s too much of a coincidence. Two girls. One location. And a vampire in the exact spot.” He shrugged. “You can understand their logic.”

“What do you mean, in the exact spot?” Silas walked to the window although he didn’t need to see the chink of light that escaped the blackout curtains to know it was only early afternoon. “How did Maughna get there?”

“I don’t know. Meredith didn’t elaborate.” Colton washed up the bloodied cup and dried it before putting it in the cupboard. “She said they would try to deal with it. But you know what the authority is like.”

“I do.” Silas glanced at the chink of light once more. “We should go.”

“Are you sure?” Colton glanced down at the daylight ring on Silas’s finger. He never took it off now. Despite his lack of trust in its magic.

“Yes.” He wrinkled his nose. “I’ll travel in the trunk.”

Colton nodded and left the kitchen. He put on his jacket and grabbed the car keys before leading the way to the door that joined the house to a double garage where they stored the car. “I’ll check that everything is okay first.”

Silas nodded and stood back as Colton opened the door. Once, a few years ago, a warlock, upset with the way Silas had handled a glamour on his brother, had taken his revenge by levering the garage door open before attempting to set fire to the mansion.

He’d hoped that if the fire didn’t get Silas, then he would try to escape through the garage and into the specially converted trunk of the car. With daylight streaming into the garage, Silas would have been turned to dust. However, the mansion was fitted with a sprinkler system and Colton knew how to use a fire extinguisher. The fire was put out before it could cause serious damage. Silas had slept on through the whole thing. No harm done.

At least to Silas. Harm was done to the perpetrator.

Silas shook off the memory. If the incident happened now, there was a good chance that Colton wouldn’t be able to deal with it. Which put them both in danger.

“We’re good,” Colton called and popped the trunk.

Silas glanced toward the garage door and twirled the daylight ring around on his finger. If only he trusted the magic to work. Not just now, but after normality had returned to Wishing Moon Bay.

He climbed into the trunk and Colton checked that he was settled in position before he slammed the trunk closed. Silas lay in the darkness as Colton opened the garage doors and then got into the car and started the engine. The car rolled forward out of the garage and Silas could sense the sunlight only inches from his skin. He tried to relax, the trunk had been specially made to combat the effects of daylight, but it was there like a living creature waiting to smother him and turn him to dust.

He closed his eyes and forced himself to endure the journey. Meredith had told Colton that the authority was holding Maughna in the woods. They had recovered her as she lay in the ground and were planning on moving her at first dark. Which was why Silas had decided to travel in the daylight. He aimed to secure Maughna’s release, into his custody if necessary.

The car slowed and then stopped, and he waited patiently for Colton to get out and come around to the trunk to let him out.

One thing positive about Colton getting old and slow was that Silas had, at last, learned patience.

“We’re here.” Colton popped the trunk open, and Silas blinked against the light, his eyes not used to the sun’s rays. “I can see Meredith’s car farther down the road.” He took out his phone and texted her while Silas got out of the trunk and brushed himself down even though the interior of the trunk was clean.

“Did Meredith reply?” Silas asked as he waited for Colton to close the trunk and join him by the side of the car.

“Not yet.” Colton held his phone in his hand as he stared at the wood behind the sports field. “Shall we go? When I hear from Meredith, we can arrange a rendezvous point.”

Silas was about to tell Colton that he should stay with the car but changed his mind. Colton had a rapport with Maughna. She’d known him a long time and she trusted him. If Silas convinced the authority to hand Maughna over to him, he would need help getting her out of there. Especially if they didn’t make contact with Meredith.

The daylight ring weighed heavily on his finger as he walked slowly along the street matching Colton’s pace even though it felt impossibly slow. They hadn’t gotten more than a couple of hundred feet before Colton’s cell phone beeped. He took it out of his pocket and tapped the screen. “Meredith is waiting for us at the edge of the woods.”

Silas nodded and kept walking, his hands plunged deep into his pockets as he forced himself not to leave Colton’s side.

“There they are.” Colton pointed to the edge of the woods as if Silas’s enhanced senses hadn’t picked up on the small group of people already.

They were gathered around Trudy, who was holding it together as she guarded the perimeter. Silas admired the authority and the work they did but sometimes they were insensitive to the people they were trying to help. He laughed inwardly. And that was coming from a vampire who, as a race, were not known for their sensitivity at all.

“Silas.” Trudy saw him first. She was taking her job very seriously despite everything.

“Trudy. I’m sorry to hear about Hannah. I’m here to help in any way I can.” Silas bowed his head, as he looked up, he locked eyes with Meredith who smiled softly.

“The location map leads to the exact same spot as Pria’s did.” Laura came to meet him. “Good to see you, Colton.”

“Laura.” Colton wheezed, reminding Silas to walk slower next time. Colton must have been pushing himself to walk faster so as not to delay Silas. Silas had matched his pace, but the pace had been too fast.

He jerked his attention back to Trudy. He spent far too much time considering the health and feelings of his bodyguard. “Shall we go?”

He stepped forward but Trudy, after a moment’s hesitation, stepped into his path. “No one is to go in.”

Silas twirled his finger. “Did you miss the part about how I’ve come to help in any way I can?”

“No.” Her bottom lip trembled but she stood her ground.

“I know Maughna is in there,” Silas told her. “I need to speak to her.”

“It’s not up to me, Silas. I have been given orders not to let you through.” Trudy’s eyes misted with tears, but her tone was firm.

“And how exactly do you plan to stop me?” Silas’s eyes darkened as he inched closer to Trudy.

Trudy blinked rapidly as if trying to understand the question. “I can’t.”

“No. You can’t.” Silas stepped back. “I promise you, if Maughna knows anything, I’ll get her to talk. But I am not willing for the authority to make her a scapegoat. That helps no one.”

With that he swept past Trudy, his long black coat billowing out behind him. He didn’t look back, but he was aware of the others, including Colton, following behind. He slowed his pace so that no one was left behind.

Silas tilted his head to one side. Trudy was coming, too. Whether to make her report on his disobedience in person or whether because she wanted any answers he could give, Silas wasn’t sure.

He knew the way to the place where the authority was gathered without following the well-trampled trail. The authority had been through here in great numbers. He glanced at the large paw print on the edge of the trail, so had many shifters. They’d tried everything to find the girls. No wonder they were so focused on Maughna.

“Silas.” Samantha looked tired as she came to meet them, with dark circles under her eyes and her hair pulled back into a ponytail instead of her usually perfect bun. “You’re not supposed to be here.” She glanced past the vampire, scanning the rest of the group before her eyes fixed on Trudy.

“I gave her no choice, Samantha,” Silas informed her.

“We all have a choice,” Samantha replied.

“We do.” Silas stared at her unblinking, weighing up his options and how Samantha would react to those options.

“Which is why you are going to leave Maughna to us.” She held his gaze for as long as she could. But not long enough. “She is going to help us with our inquiries.”

“And I’m going to help you with that,” he replied smoothly.

“We’re quite capable. Once the sun has set, we’ll take her somewhere safe.” Samantha was about to appeal to his softer side. It was a little amusing. Just a little. But Silas was in no mood to be amused.

“Once the sun has set, I am taking her home with me,” Silas said. “She has nothing to do with this. She would never hurt anyone, particularly a child.”

“I have a witness that says otherwise,” Samantha’s look of triumph made his stomach churn. The witches were on a vampire hunt.

“What witness?” Silas tensed, had he gotten this wrong? He thought he knew Maughna. He was convinced she would never hurt anyone.

“My witness tells me that Maughna once physically abused his sister.” Samantha took a notebook out of her pocket and flipped over the pages. “His sister returned tearful with large bruises on her wrists. When questioned, she said Maughna had done it.”

“And who is this witness?” Silas asked.

“Do you think I’m going to tell you?” Samantha gave a hollow laugh. “You’ll just go pay him a visit and tamper with his memories so that he forgets.” She inhaled deeply and straightened her shoulders. “I am now suspecting that is exactly what’s been happening for years. Decades even.”

“Be very careful what you accuse Maughna of.” His eyes narrowed. “Or are you accusing me?”

Samantha’s jaw tensed and she didn’t answer. There was a line, and she was standing on the edge of it. One more step and the relationships between vampires and the people of Wishing Moon Bay would be irrevocably damaged.

“Maughna didn’t do this.” Laura stepped forward to face Samantha. “You know she’s not capable of disrupting magic.”

“She may have glamoured someone into helping her,” Samantha replied.

Laura laughed, although it contained no humor, only derision. “I always knew you were ambitious. But I never took you as stupid.”

“I am trying to protect this town,” Samantha snapped.

“Then why are you focusing all of your resources on a vampire whose only crime is wanting to protect children?” Laura strode up to Samantha. “I know who your witness is.”

Samantha’s cheeks were tinged with pink as she faced Laura down. “Then you know he’s not lying.”

“No, he’s not lying. But I don’t suppose he mentioned that Maughna grabbed the girl, his sister, because she was about to jump off a cliff. Maughna saved her. Her brother just never accepted that she was trying to kill herself.” Laura’s shoulders sagged forward. “You’re wasting time with Maughna. Think about it.”

“It’s not just my decision,” Samantha replied.

“I am going to get Maughna.” Silas glanced up at the sky, the sun was almost set, only the lights the authority had set up around the supposed crime scene illuminated the trees. “I will take her home and I’ll ask her what she knows.”

“She’s buried herself in the exact place the maps tell us the girls are. How do you explain that?” Samantha followed Silas like an eager dog as he strode past her.

“That’s what I’ll find out. In my own way.” He would glamour all of the authority if he had to. But Maughna was coming home with him.

And no one would stop him.


Chapter Twenty-Six – Meredith

Meredith ushered the children forward as Silas strode off, followed by Laura and Colton. Although the latter had no chance of keeping up with Silas.

“Do you think Maughna really is just trying to help?” Jared whispered loudly.

“I do.” Meredith clutched his jacket as he slipped on the mud on the side of the well-worn trail.

“So do I.” Brigette looked up at her mom and then glanced back over her shoulder. “Trudy’s following us. She looks so sad.”

“I know.” Meredith fought to control her emotions. She would never have held it together like Trudy if one of her kids had gone missing.

“Watch your step.” Laura hooked her hand under Colton’s elbow as he nearly tripped over an exposed tree root.

“You all go on ahead,” he told them. “I’ll catch up.”

“We’re sticking together.” Laura glanced behind her and caught Meredith’s eye. Meredith nodded. They were sticking together.

“How much farther?” Jared asked.

“Not too far,” Trudy replied, she had caught up with them, her orders forgotten.

“Silas is trying to help,” Meredith told her.

“I know,” Trudy whispered hoarsely.

“He really believes that Maughna is not involved,” Meredith continued even though she had nothing helpful to say.

“I saw her here... When Silas and Laura went to help locate Pria, I saw her here with you.” Trudy stared straight ahead. “I was hoping Maughna was involved so that I could get my daughter back. But she’s not and we’re wasting time pursuing it.”

“I expect the authority is under pressure to give some kind of explanation.” Meredith avoided using the word scapegoat but that’s exactly what Maughna was.

“They are. But no answer is better than a wrong answer,” Trudy replied.

“We’re here.” Laura guided them off the trail and into a dense patch of low trees that opened into a glade.

Silas stood staring down at the ground. Then he looked up at the sky. “It’s dark.”

“If you take Maughna, you will be going against the authority,” Samantha said firmly.

“I know.” Silas crouched down and began scraping at the mud with his bare hands.

“I’ll help.” Trudy came forward and knelt beside him.

“Trudy?” Samantha was stunned.

“If Maughna has anything useful to say, she’ll tell Silas.” Trudy glanced up at Samantha. “Not you. Not us. She doesn’t trust us.”

“With good reason,” Laura murmured before she joined the dig.

“Can we help?” Jared asked.

Meredith nodded and they all gathered around to unearth Maughna who had hidden herself in a shallow grave.

“Urgh.” Brigette jumped back when Silas moved the mud off Maughna’s face which was charred black.

“She came here in the daylight.” Trudy glanced up at Silas, a questioning look on her face, but he simply continued to dig.

“Save the children.” Maughna’s words were a wail as she sat upright in the hole in the ground.

“Where are the children?” Samantha pushed everyone else out of the way and grabbed Maughna by the shoulders.

“Here.” Maughna blinked and then pulled away from Samantha and began to scrape at the bottom of the hole.

“They’re not there,” Silas told her gently.

“They were.” Maughna’s brows knitted together in confusion as she brushed her mud-covered hair back from her face. “Burned.” Her fingers touched her skin. “It burned.”

“Come on, let’s get you home.” Silas lifted Maughna in his arms and carried her away.

“I’m releasing Maughna into your care, Silas. If she tells you anything, I want to be the first to know.” Samantha had made the decision not to take on the vampires after all.

Silas didn’t answer as he strode away, heading back to the road, the dirty and bedraggled group, including Trudy, following.

“What happens now?” Jared’s teeth chattered as he clutched his mom’s muddy hand with his own equally muddy one.

“I’m going to get you both home,” Meredith told them. “We need to get cleaned up and then I’m going to call your dad.”

“Why?” Brigette huddled closer to her mom as they plunged into the dark woods.

“Because you are going to go stay with him until this is all over.” As they’d dug in the mud, all she could see was Brigette in a shallow grave instead of Maughna.

“No!” Brigette pulled away from her, but she held her close.

“Your mom is right,” Trudy said. “You should leave until it’s safe to come back.”

“What if it’s never safe?” Brigette asked. “This is our home. I’m not ready to leave.”

“It’s not for good. One way or another, we will figure this out,” Meredith tried to sound confident.

“How? You have no clue,” Brigette countered.

“Brigette.” Aunt Laura placed her hand on her shoulder. “We will find a way. None of us will rest until we have Pria and Hannah back where they belong.”

Trudy shot Laura a look that Meredith couldn’t decipher. But she was too tired to ask questions. She just wanted to get her children home.

“Is that Aunt Keely?” Jared pointed ahead to the edge of the woods where a woman stood alone under the streetlights.

“Yes.” Meredith sobbed as Keely met Silas who was still carrying Maughna slung over his shoulder.

Silas stopped and they exchanged words before he walked on, and Keely came to meet them. “Are you all okay?”

“Yes.” Aunt Laura guided Colton through the darkness.

“I’m so sorry, Trudy.” Keely put her arm around Trudy, ignoring the mud that was smeared across her jacket.

“Thanks.” Trudy sobbed loudly and stopped walking. So did everyone else.

“Why don’t we take you home?” Keely asked.

“No, I’m fine.” Trudy recovered her composure and brushed her hair back from her face, smearing mud across her cheek.

“You can’t get yourself home like that,” Keely said gently. “Let us help you.”

“Come on.” Aunt Laura led the way to the street. “Colton, can you make sure Meredith and the children get back to their car safely? I’ll go with Keely to take Trudy home.”

“Of course,” Colton replied and hobbled forward, the events of the evening had taken their toll on him.

“We’ll see you at home later.” Keely wrapped her arms around Meredith, Brigette, and Jared. “Take care of each other.”

“We will.” Meredith’s eyes filled with tears as Trudy walked away, accompanied by Aunt Laura. She’d always been so vibrant, so full of energy, but now she simply looked defeated. “Stay with her as long as she needs.”

“We’ll make sure she’s okay.” Keely sniffed loudly and then ran to catch up with her aunt and Trudy.

Meredith steered the children toward the car. Colton waited for them, taking his promise to Laura seriously. “I’m glad you’re here, Colton.”

“Not that I’m much use.” He stamped his left foot. “My legs aren’t what they used to be. Neither is the rest of me.”

“You being here is reassuring, believe me.” Meredith locked onto her car and put one foot in front of the other. She just wanted to get home, where her dad would be waiting. She silently thanked Silas for visiting Henry last night and persuading him to come back to Primrose Cottage. She needed him for the first time in years. Her father had always been solid and dependable like Colton.

“Shall we follow you home?” Colton asked as they neared the cars.

“No, we’ll be fine. Get Maughna back to the mansion. She should be your priority,” Meredith answered.

“Will her face heal?” Brigette asked.

“Yes. She just needs something to eat and a few days’ rest.” Colton lowered his voice. “We’ll make sure she’s safe, but we’ll also make sure she doesn’t leave until this is cleared up. If she’s not loose on the streets, she can’t be blamed for anything.”

“That’s a good idea.” Meredith nodded. But what if no one else disappeared? Would the blame shift back to Maughna?

There was no right answer. And Meredith certainly didn’t want another child to disappear just to prove Maughna’s innocence.

“Take care, Meredith. I’ll make sure Silas keeps you updated with whatever he finds out.” Colton fished his keys out of his pocket and crossed the road to the car where Silas was waiting.

“Thanks. Look after yourself.” Meredith opened her station wagon and helped the children inside. The mud had mostly dried, but the car would need a good cleaning tomorrow. Why was she thinking of such a small, inconsequential thing at a time like this? Who cared how dirty the car was?

“Meredith.” Silas was behind her, and she jumped as he touched her shoulder.

“How is Maughna?” Meredith closed the car door after checking that Jared’s seatbelt was safely buckled. He was old enough to do it himself, he had been for years, yet her need to protect him had gone into overdrive.

“She is okay. At least she will be.” He glanced toward the car where Colton sat with the engine running.

“Has she said anything?”

“She just keeps saying she was trying to protect the girls. She said we always try to protect the ones we love.” He hesitated but then added, “Just like your mom tried to protect you.”

“My mom?” Meredith put her hand over her heart. “What does she have to do with all this? She’s been dead for so long.”

Silas placed a comforting hand on her upper arm and squeezed it. “I know, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“No. I’m glad you did. Anything, any morsel of information that might help us solve this and get Pria and Hannah back must be considered. No matter how painful.” Meredith clasped her hands together to stop them from shaking. “I’m going to send my children to their dad.”

Silas looked down at the ground. “I heard.” He tapped his ear. “My hearing is very good. I wasn’t eavesdropping.”

“It’s not a secret.” She reached behind her and touched the car door. “They don’t want to go but I think it’s the best. It’s my way of protecting my children.”

“Will you go with them?” Silas didn’t meet her eyes.

“No, it’ll only be temporary. This is my home. This is their home.” She cupped his face in her hand. “This is where we belong.”

He leaned forward and pressed his cold lips to her forehead before he turned around, his coat swirling around him as he strode back to the car.

Meredith watched as he opened the rear passenger door and got in beside Maughna. Only as the door closed did she move as if she had come back to life. She needed to get the kids home.

Meredith drove home on autopilot. She didn’t remember the trip at all, her head filled with words that didn’t make sense. Faces floated in front of her eyes. Brigette and Hannah, Keely and Laura, Silas and Maughna. And her mom. A face she only knew from old photographs from before she was born.

What did Maughna mean? Just like your mom tried to protect you. From what?

Tomorrow evening, she would go visit Maughna and try to get some answers. Perhaps if she took some of the old photographs of her mom, it might jog Maughna’s memory.

She parked the car in front of Primrose Cottage and got out. Before she’d closed her car door, light spilled out from the cottage and her dad came to meet them. Meredith stumbled toward him, and he opened his arms, holding her tight as she clung to him. “I’m calling Tim.”

Henry simply nodded.

“Come on. In the bath. I’ll fix us something to eat,” Meredith instructed the children who didn’t argue as they wearily mounted the porch steps and went inside.

“Keely called and told me what happened,” Henry handed her a cup of coffee as soon as she’d changed clothes and scrubbed the mud off her hands.

“Maughna was just buried there in the mud.” Meredith held the cup in both hands, absorbing the warmth.

“She’s always had a sixth sense when it comes to children in trouble. Even if the magic in Wishing Moon Bay is broken, Maughna’s need to protect others is still working just fine.”

“She said Mom had tried to protect me.” Meredith kept her eyes focused on her coffee cup. She couldn’t bear to see the pain in her father’s eyes. The same pain that was always there when Genevieve’s name was mentioned.

“She said that?” Henry asked.

“Who said what?” Aunt Laura asked as she entered the house.

“You’re back quick.” Meredith blushed and stood up straight as if she’d been caught talking about someone behind their back.

“We drove Trudy back home. Graham was there and she said she was fine.” Keely shrugged off her coat and hung it up. “So we came back to check on you guys.”

“We’re fine, the kids are getting washed up.” Meredith still hadn’t looked at her dad and she was aware her aunt had picked up on the tension in the room.

“Who said what?” Aunt Laura asked again, this time more firmly.

“Silas told me that Maughna said Mom had tried to protect me.” Meredith inhaled deeply and willed herself not to cry.

“What else did he say?” Aunt Laura asked quietly.

“He told me that Maughna kept saying she was trying to protect the girls and that we always try to protect the ones we love.” Meredith closed her eyes, squeezing them tight to stop her tears from falling as she nearly choked on her next words, “Just like your mom tried to protect you. That’s what she said.”

“Do you know what she means?” Henry asked Laura.

“No.” Her forehead furrowed. “I promise you, I have no idea…” Her voice trailed off.

“The protection spell.” Keely left the room and came back with her Book of Shadows. “Mom wrote on this page.” She opened it up to the spell. “But I can’t read all the words.”

“She’s calling on her ancestors. Like the original protection spell. But I can’t read the next part. Then there’s winter… Winter wild. That’s not the original spell.” Laura crowded around and leaned forward, staring at the pages. “I can’t read the rest either.”

“You didn’t work on this with Mom?” Keely asked.

“No. When I taught you magic, I remember the writing, but we never learned this spell. You cover it in such detail in school and it’s not a spell you can cast on your own. This spell is always written out but rarely used. In fact, the authority frown upon it. In case it messes with…” She ran her finger under a line of writing. “What were you working on, Genevieve?”

Meredith stared at the page. Could her mom be responsible for what was happening in the town? But what could have triggered it?

Their return. Perhaps Meredith and her family didn’t belong in Wishing Moon Bay after all.


Chapter Twenty-Seven – Meredith

“Hey.” Meredith woke the following morning to find Jared in bed beside her, reading his book under the covers by flashlight. “Can’t you sleep?”

“It’s nine o’clock.” He switched off the flashlight and pulled the covers off his head.

“Nine o’clock in the morning?” She reached for her phone and checked the time. “It is.” She ran a hand through her hair, sat up, and reached for her robe. “Shall we go get some breakfast?” She shoved her phone in her robe pocket. She had a handful of messages which she’d read once she had caffeine in her veins.

“I’m going to stay here and read for a while longer.” Jared wriggled up the bed and she went to him, cupping his face in her hand before dropping a kiss on the top of his head. “I’ll make pancakes.”

“I love you, Mom.” Jared caught hold of her hand. “Try not to worry.”

“I’ll try.” She smiled sadly. She would miss him. When Tim arrived later today, he’d take Brigette and Jared out of town and she had no idea when they would be reunited.

“It’s always darkest before the dawn.” Jared switched his flashlight back on. “But the hero knows this and assembles the people she needs to win the day.”

Meredith sat down on the edge of the bed. “Did you read that in a book?”

“Not just any book,” Jared answered. “In most of my books.”

“All we need to do is figure out who the hero is.” She ruffled his hair as she got up and padded toward the door.

“You’re the hero.” Jared shone the flashlight at her.

“You’re my hero, too.” Meredith left the room and went downstairs. The murmur of voices from Keely’s magic room drew her attention. Aunt Laura and Keely were already up, Meredith must’ve been the only one who had slept in.

With a twinge of guilt, she opened the door.

“Morning.” Aunt Laura sat up straight and put her hand to the small of her back.

“Have you been up all night?” Meredith entered the room and joined them at the table where Keely made her spells and potions.

“We’ve been trying to figure out what Genevieve wrote.” Laura jabbed her finger at the book.

“And?” Meredith glanced at the notes Laura had made in a separate notebook.

“Something about turning the wheel back.” Keely shrugged. “We think she was trying to reverse-engineer the spell. As if she was trying to break it.”

“Break the protection spell?” Meredith didn’t need to have magic to know how dangerous that would be. For everyone in town.

“Yes.” Laura dropped her pen on the book and leaned her elbows on the table as she raked her hands through her hair. “Why? What were you trying to do, Geni?”

“Is there anything I can do to help?” Meredith asked.

“You can try to decipher these sentences. They make little sense to either of us.” Laura pushed herself away from the table with a groan. “We might be wasting our time on this. No one had looked at this book except us since your mom died. So unless someone else had the same idea, we’re just chasing our tails.”

“But Maughna said...” Meredith began.

“Maughna gave a vague warning. And we all know she’s muddled in her mind. Add in exposure to daylight and she was likely just rambling.” Aunt Laura headed for the door. “I need some sleep.”

Keely came around the table and put her arm around Meredith. “I’m going to get some sleep, too. Dad is in the kitchen.”

“Did you stay up all night to work on this or to watch over us?” Meredith stared at the words on the page as Keely stretched her arms in the air.

“A little of both. We were worried about Brigette,” Keely confessed. “Once she’s out of town we’ll all relax.”

“Why Brigette?” Meredith asked.

“She’s the same age as Hannah and Pria. She’s about to come into her true power. On the way back from Trudy’s last night, it was the only thing we could come up with that linked the two girls. At least as far as we know.” Keely lowered her voice. “Maybe you could ask Brigette if she heard the girls talking. You know what it’s like at that age. You experiment a little.”

“You mean with magic?” Meredith didn’t know what it was like, but she suspected it was the same as most teenagers in the world beyond.

“I mean with magic.” Keely nodded. “They might have unwittingly sparked something, or they might have made themselves targets because of a spell. What if they tried to recreate the unicorn spell?” She shook her head. “Trudy should never have done that spell.”

“I don’t think that should be repeated outside of this room unless we have proof,” Meredith said. “I’m sure Trudy is already blaming herself.”

“I’m sure she is.” Keely turned away. “Wake me if you need me.”

“I will.” Meredith stared at the words on the page of the Book of Shadows. The spell was familiar, she’d learned it by heart when she was younger. It was one of the most sacred spells. As old as the town itself. What was her mom trying to do? What was she trying to achieve?

Just like your mom tried to protect you. Protect Meredith from what?

She might never know and going over and over it would drive her crazy.

Meredith left the Book of Shadows open as she went to the kitchen to make pancakes. The smell of fresh coffee perked her up and she filled a cup with the aromatic blend before poking her head out of the back door. Her dad was weeding a flowerbed, but he kept looking up at the sky as if expecting something to appear.

“Dad.” Meredith went outside and knelt beside him. “Is there something wrong?”

Henry rubbed the back of his neck. “Everything’s wrong.” He patted his hand. “I’m sorry you have to send Brigette and Jared away.”

“It won’t be for long.” She wished she believed that.

“What time is Tim coming?” He pressed his lips together. “I might make myself scarce when he does. Not because…”

“You don’t have to explain yourself,” she told him.

“I’m not avoiding Tim or Sarah, I just don’t want the children to go.” He wiped his cheek. “I like having them around.”

“They like spending time with you.” She took her phone out of her pocket and checked her messages. “Tim will be here late afternoon.”

“I’ll go for a walk. Check around for any signs of the lost girls.” Her dad went back to his weeding and Meredith put her hand on his shoulder as she stood up.

“I’m making pancakes. Do you want some?” She drained her coffee cup and headed back to the kitchen.

“I’m okay. I had some toast for breakfast.” Henry didn’t look up as his daughter went back inside.

Meredith took a moment to compose herself. Her heart ached, she didn’t want the children to go. Her sadness turned to anger as she stared out of the window. Whatever was happening it needed to stop. When she’d moved back to town, she’d been excited if apprehensive about their new life.

A new life that was being torn away from them.

By what? By whom?

She mixed the batter for the pancakes. As soon as Tim left with the children, she’d go over to Silas’s mansion and wait for dark. She wanted to talk to Maughna, she needed to know every single piece of information she could glean from the vampire, even if she had to sit and listen to her ramblings all night.

Meredith calmed herself, taking comfort in making food for her family. She didn’t want them to think she wouldn’t cope without them. She also didn’t want Tim to see how concerned she was. When he arrived, she needed to be calm, so she didn’t frighten him. If he thought Wishing Moon Bay was that dangerous, he wouldn’t want the children to return when this was all over.

If this ever was all over, a nagging voice in her head insisted.

When it’s over, she countered.

She served the pancakes onto a plate and fetched the syrup before running upstairs to get the children. She didn’t want to call them and wake up Keely and Aunt Laura, but she refused to text them when they were under the same roof.

“Jared.” She opened her bedroom door. “Breakfast.”

“Coming.” Jared dragged the covers off and climbed out of bed with his book still open.

“Don’t read on the stairs in case you trip,” she warned him as she went to wake Brigette.

“I can see and read at the same time,” Jared replied.

“Brigette.” Meredith knocked lightly on her daughter’s bedroom door. No answer. “Brigette.”

Still no answer. Surely, she wasn’t still sleeping.

A familiar sense of dread crept over her. Hooking its icy fingers into her spine and refusing to be shaken off.

“Brigette. I’m coming in.” She turned the doorknob and pushed the door open a crack. “Brigette.” Still no answer. Meredith stuck her head inside the room.

It was empty.

“Brigette,” she called to the empty room.

Her brain didn’t want to compute that her daughter wasn’t in bed, and she entered the room, checking the closet and under the bed. Of course, she wasn’t there, Brigette had outgrown hide and seek years ago.

The bathroom. Meredith rolled her eyes. Talk about overreacting. Brigette was likely in the bathroom.

She wasn’t. Neither of them.

Meredith swallowed her rising panic. Perhaps her daughter had gone to speak to Keely or Aunt Laura. She checked Keely’s room first, inching the door open as she listened to her sister’s familiar breathing as she slept soundly. No sign of Brigette.

“What’s wrong?” Aunt Laura made Meredith jump as she came out into the hallway.

“Brigette is gone.” She knew it in her bones.

“Gone?” Aunt Laura ran down the hallway and downstairs to Keely’s magic room. “Fetch me something of hers.”

“Do you think…” Meredith didn’t wait for an answer as she went to the living room and grabbed one of Brigette’s hair clips left discarded on the windowsill. She’d taken it out a couple of days ago while she’d been playing with Mr. Toad.

Meredith ran her finger along the curved metal as she handed it to Aunt Laura who was already casting the location spell. She held her breath. This couldn’t be happening. Aunt Laura and Keely had been up all night watching over them. How could Brigette have left the house?

“Where is she?”

The woods. The woods. The words thumped in her head in the rhythm of her heartbeat.

“It didn’t work.” Aunt Laura cursed under her breath. “Wake Keely. I’ll try the spell again.”

Meredith left the room, pausing for a second in the hallway to quell the rising dread that made her stomach flip. Then she ran upstairs and barged into Keely’s room. “Wake up.”

As she shook her sister, Keely opened her eyes and blinked. “Is it late? It feels as though I’ve only just closed my eyes.”

“You have.” Meredith’s tears were hot on her cheeks.

“Merri. What’s wrong?” Keely was instantly wide awake as she sat up and hugged her sister.

“Brigette’s gone.” She forced the words out as she buried her face in Keely’s shoulder.

“Gone?” Keely rubbed Meredith’s back before pushing her gently away and getting out of bed. “Gone, gone?”

“No one saw her leave. She never told anyone she was going out. But we can’t hang around waiting to see if she comes back.” Meredith wiped her eyes. Tears were not going to help Brigette. “Aunt Laura is casting a location spell. The first one didn’t work.”

“Okay.” Keely dragged on a pair of jeans. “We should head to the woods. Depending on when Brigette left, she might not have reached there. If that’s where she’s going.”

“Okay.” Meredith wiped her cheeks and headed for the door.

“Call Colton. See if Silas can meet us. And call Trudy, she lives closer.” Keely grabbed a T-shirt from her closet. “Don’t worry, we will find her.”

Meredith didn’t answer. Both Hannah’s and Pria’s parents had probably been told the same things by countless people.

But they were still missing with no clue as to what had happened to them.


Chapter Twenty-Eight – Meredith

“What if we’re too late?” Meredith put the car in drive and punched her foot down on the gas.

“Don’t think like that.” Keely hung onto the car seat, the whites of her knuckles showing as Meredith took a corner at speed. “If you don’t slow down, we might not get there at all.”

Meredith eased off the gas. “Sorry.” She glanced at Keely’s phone. “Any news from Aunt Laura?”

“No.” Keely didn’t even look at her phone. “You’d have heard it ping.”

“Are you sure?” Meredith asked.

Keely lifted her phone and checked it. “Nothing.”

“What about Trudy? Or Silas?” Meredith hated not knowing if anyone had spotted Brigette. They were heading toward the woods near the sports field, but Brigette could be anywhere.

“Nothing. Trudy should be there soon, but Colton had to wake Silas so he’s probably still at his house. Colton said he’d call around and get everyone looking for Brigette. Chief Armstrong is circulating a description, too.” Keely softened her tone. “Everyone is doing what they can to find her. Even the authority is on alert.”

“Sorry.” Meredith puffed out her cheeks. “I don’t understand how this happened.”

“Me neither. But when we find Brigette, we might get some answers.” Keely glanced sideways at Meredith. “We might even find the other girls.”

“You want Brigette to lead us to them.” Meredith stared straight ahead as they continued their journey toward the place where the other two girls were supposedly located. If something or someone had taken Brigette, they might find out where they were.

But if it was another realm, how were they supposed to get them back? What good was it knowing where they were if no one from this side of the divide could reach them?

“I think that if it’s possible, one of us should take her place.” Keely meant her. She was the one with magic, she might have the power to bring them back.

“So I get to lose my daughter or my sister, or both?” Meredith didn’t like that idea at all. She was done with losing the people she loved.

She didn’t mean just her mom, but Tim, too. She’d loved and lost and wasn’t ready to let go of anyone else. No way. Whatever this was, it would have to deal with Meredith first.

“It’s the only way,” Keely said calmly. “Look at how hard this is for you. Think of Trudy and Graham and Pria’s parents, too.”

Meredith slumped forward in her seat, her shoulders hunched over the steering wheel. “I know. I get it. I just don’t like it.”

They drove on in silence, which was only broken when Keely’s phone pinged. “I told you, you would hear it.”

“Who is it?” Meredith asked.

“Trudy. She’s at the woods. No sign of Brigette. She asked the couple of authority members who are there, and they haven’t seen her either.” Keely tapped her phone screen and sent a reply.

“Do you think that means Brigette is still in Wishing Moon Bay?” Meredith dared let hope enter her heart.

“Oh, it’s Aunt Laura,” Keely answered the phone as soon as it started ringing. “The spell is working. Brigette is around half a mile away from the woods, but she does seem to be heading in that direction.”

“Where exactly is she?” Meredith asked.

“Honeyford Road.” Keely kept the phone on and switched it to speaker. “We’re nearly there.”

Meredith drove within the speed limit as she navigated through the suburbs that bordered the sports field. She didn’t want to miss Brigette. If the map was off by even a small amount, she could be on one of the other roads. Normally she trusted the location spell but not today. Not with the way magic had been behaving.

And not with her daughter’s life.

“Down there.” Keely pointed down a side road and Meredith took a sharp left. “And right here.”

“Is this the road?” Meredith stared ahead. “Is that her?”

Keely leaned forward. “Yes. Yes, that’s her. The spell is working,” she told their aunt.

“Take care when you approach Brigette,” Aunt Laura called down the phone. “We have no idea what is possessing her.”

“Possessing.” Meredith shivered. “Like a spirit?”

“We don’t know. If this is something that travels between the realms, it could be something we’ve never seen before.” Aunt Laura muttered something.

“What was that?” Keely called out.

“I was talking to Jared,” Aunt Laura replied. “How close are you now?”

“Close. But we’re nearly at the end of the road.” Meredith slowed the car. If they were going to cause a scene, she’d prefer to be away from the surrounding houses so no one else got hurt.

“Careful,” Aunt Laura reminded them.

“Understood.” Meredith pulled level with Brigette. “Does she look okay?”

Keely stared at her niece. “She looks as if she’s sleepwalking. She’s still dressed in her pajamas and a robe.”

“She left the house without getting dressed?” Meredith didn’t understand what had happened to her daughter.

“That’s what it looks like. Pull to a stop just up here and we’ll double back,” Keely instructed.

“Okay.” Meredith sped up but kept one eye on the road and the other on Brigette as she stopped the car and got out.

“Silas is up ahead,” Keely reported as she joined Meredith. “I told him to find Trudy and wait for us near the entrance to the woods. I don’t know what we’d do without cell phones.”

“We’re going to let Brigette get that far?” Meredith asked as her daughter walked right past them as if they weren’t even there.

“There’s strength in numbers. If we try to stop Brigette and she overpowers us, we might lose her.” Keely’s mouth turned up at the corners in an encouraging smile. “We’ll figure this out.”

“I hope so.” Meredith wiggled her fingers, wanting desperately to reach out and touch her daughter but she let her walk on.

For now.

The road ended a couple of hundred feet farther ahead. At the very end was a trail that led into the wooded area that curved around the perimeter of the sports field. There was no question this was where Brigette was headed,

“There are Trudy and Silas.” Keely raised her hand and waved even though Silas would easily see them from this distance.

He waved back. A surge of relief hit Meredith. Silas had promised to protect her children and she trusted him to keep his word. However, that relief was soon replaced with concern. He was risking everything to come here in the daylight. If his ring stopped working, he’d be gone.

“How is she?” Trudy hurried toward them, her eyes fixed on Brigette. “It’s like she’s not really there. Like she can’t see anything.” She waved a hand in front of her face as if to confirm it. “Do you think this is what happened to Hannah?”

“I expect so,” Keely replied.

“What are we going to do?” Trudy asked. “Aren’t you going to try to stop her?”

They had reached the end of the road. As Brigette put her foot on the trail, Meredith reached out and grabbed her daughter’s arm. “Brigette.”

Brigette took a couple more steps forward. They would have to be more forceful if they wanted to stop her. But then Brigette stopped so suddenly, Meredith nearly tripped over her feet. “Mom.”

“Brigette. Are you okay?” Meredith wrapped her arms around her daughter, her fingers digging into Brigette’s robe as she held her tight. So tight she didn’t think she’d ever let her go again.

“What am I doing here?” Brigette held out her arm. “In my robe!”

“We don’t know. Not exactly.” Meredith loosened her grip a little as her daughter struggled to take a breath.

“What do you remember?” Keely asked gently as they guided her back toward the car.

Meredith kept an arm around Brigette’s shoulders as her teeth started to chatter. “We should get you home.”

“Merri.” Keely placed her hand on her sister’s shoulder. “We need to ask Brigette what she remembers... And then decide what to do.”

“What do you mean, decide what to do?” Brigette whispered.

“What do you remember?” Keely asked Brigette again. “There might be a clue as to what happened to Hannah and Pria.”

“You think that whatever happened to Hannah and Pria happened to me. Or would have happened to me if you hadn’t found me.” Brigette stopped walking and pulled away from her mom, panic in her voice as she said, “I don’t remember anything.”

“That could be the shock. Think back. What is the last thing you remember?” Trudy asked.

“There is another way.” Silas stepped forward. “A quicker way.”

“What way?” Brigette asked.

“No.” Meredith shook her head.

“I’ll be careful,” Silas assured her. “Trust me.”

“Please, if this could help us find my daughter...” Trudy’s jaw tensed as she fought back tears.

“I’ll only use the briefest of touches,” Silas told Meredith.

“Do it.” Brigette pulled away from her mom. “If you can access the memories that I can’t, then do it.”

“Brigette, are you sure?” Meredith asked.

“I can’t remember anything. The last thing I do remember was going to bed last night. That’s it. And that is not going to help find anyone.” Brigette grabbed her mom’s hand and held it tight. “I’m ready.”

Silas locked eyes with Meredith. “It’ll be okay.”

Meredith nodded, certain if she told him no, he wouldn’t look inside Brigette’s mind. But she couldn’t say no. They needed to do this. “I’m here right beside you.”

Silas put his hands on Brigette’s head and closed his eyes, his whole body tense as he focused on Brigette. “Relax. Let me in.” His voice was smooth, mesmerizing, and Brigette’s hand went slack as Meredith held onto it.

They stood together, huddled around Brigette as Silas sifted through her mind, trying to find anything that might help. Then his eyes flew open, and his head jerked back as if he’d been struck.

“Silas.” Meredith let go of Brigette as Silas fell to the ground, his hands clutched together. “No. Silas. Let it go.”

“What’s he doing?” Keely cried out as she grabbed his right hand and Meredith took hold of his left hand.

“He’s trying to remove the daylight ring.” Meredith used both hands to stop him. He was so strong. Too strong. Then Silas recovered, the need to take off the ring gone in an instant.

“What happened?” Keely sat back on the ground, his hand still clutched in hers.

“I saw your mom.” Silas looked at Keely and then at Meredith. “Your mom was in Brigette’s head. She was the one who told Brigette to follow her.” He looked down at the daylight ring and wriggled his finger. “She told me to take it off.”

“Our mom?” Keely covered her mouth with her hand. “Are you sure?”

“Yes. She looked the same as the day she died.” His features darkened as Meredith let out a cry like a wounded animal.

“I don’t understand.” Meredith shook her head. “Why?”

“The spell.” Keely leaned forward, her head in her hands. “It has to be linked to the spell.”

“What spell?” Trudy asked.

“The protection spell.” Keely tugged on Silas’s hand. “You saw our mom. What was she doing? What did she say?”

Silas stared into the distance. “She... She’s protecting them. She thinks they need protecting.”

“Who thinks that?” Meredith asked. “Because it can’t be our mom, she’s dead.” She couldn’t bear the hope that bloomed in her heart. Was their mother really here? Could she be trapped in the same place as the girls?

“Brigette.” Keely let go of Silas’s hand and got to her feet.

“Where is she?” Meredith’s hoped died swiftly as despair took its place. “Brigette!”

“She’s gone.” Keely grabbed her phone from her pocket as it started ringing. “Aunt Laura. Yes. Okay.” She looked up. “Brigette is nearly at the place where the other location maps point to.”

“No.” Meredith took off at a run, the others following. Then something, someone, passed her. Silas.

He streaked ahead, foot sure as he ran along the trail. As he disappeared from view, Meredith could only hope that he would reach Brigette in time.

A cry filled the woods. Brigette. Meredith ran on even though her lungs burned. As they broke through the trees and entered the glade, Silas held on tightly to Brigette as she struggled to get free.

Two members of the authority were nearby and rushed to join them.

“Brigette.” Meredith rushed forward but her daughter didn’t see her, didn’t recognize her as she fought off Silas. She reached out her hand and grabbed Brigette. “Brigette. We’re trying to help you.”

Brigette’s head snapped back, and it was as if someone had flipped a switch. She was back with them again. “Mom.”

“Brigette.” Meredith wiped the tears from her cheek. “What happened?”

“I don’t know. We were on the street and now I’m here.” Brigette’s face crumpled and she sobbed as Silas still held her in his arms.

“We have to let her go.” Silas relaxed his hold. “We have to let Brigette go.”

“No.” Meredith shook her head.

“Yes.” Silas loosened his hold further, but Brigette didn’t try to get away. “I understand now.”

“Understand what?” Trudy strode forward. “What do you understand?”

“The protection spell.” Silas moved around Brigette and stood before Meredith. “It’s linked to you.”

“Me?” Meredith placed her hand on her heart. “I don’t have magic. How can it be linked to me?”

“I don’t know. But it is.” Silas paced the glade before he suddenly stopped and thrust his hand out toward one of the authority guards. “Do not make a call. Do not even move.” They froze in place, one of the guards had his phone in his hand, halfway to his ear. Silas strolled over to them and whispered, “Sleep.” The two guys closed their eyes and stood frozen in place like statues.

Silas was more powerful, perhaps more dangerous, than she’d ever suspected.

“Silas, what do you know?” Trudy demanded.

“The image of your mom.” He circled his finger as if he was invisibly winding something up. “It’s from a photograph. It’s the one on your wall in the hallway. She’s smiling. Happy.”

“How does this link to Meredith?” Keely asked. “It could just as easily be me causing this. Or Brigette. Our magic is not working right. So it’s more likely we are making this stuff happen.”

“I don’t think so. Before your mom died, she spoke to Maughna. Maughna never told me what the conversation was about. But…your mom knew she was dying.” Pain etched his features as he looked at Meredith. “She knew.”

“Dad said the same thing,” Meredith said quietly.

“The spell. Mom was working on the protection spell. It’s all linked.” Keely went to Meredith. “We have to let Brigette go.”

“Mom?” Brigette reached for her mom’s other hand and held onto it. “I don’t want to go.”

“Keely, I can’t.” Meredith pulled Brigette toward her and headed back toward the woods.

“This won’t end. Brigette will always be called back here unless you let her go.” Keely ran toward her sister and niece. “Trust me. Trust Mom.”

“Mom died and now you want me to let my daughter go?” Meredith didn’t understand.

“Yes.” Keely cupped Meredith’s face in her hands. “I think I understand now.”

“Understand what?” Meredith wasn’t ready to let her beautiful daughter go.

“It was Trudy’s spell.” Keely half-turned. “You cast the spell and ripped a hole between the realms. You struggled to hold it together. And Meredith was scared for the girls, she wanted to protect them.”

“Brigette, Hannah and Pria.” Meredith could see the unicorn, she could feel the threat it posed to the girls. “Save the children.”

“Exactly!” Keely pointed her finger at Meredith.

“I don’t understand. Meredith has no magic.” Trudy moved to the spot where her daughter should be. “What did you do?” She spun around to face Meredith. “Where is my daughter?”

“Safe,” Silas said. “Meredith made sure they were safe. She tapped into the protection spell.”

“The one that surrounds the town?” Trudy’s shock registered on her face.

“No. The one that surrounds her.” Keely pulled Meredith’s hands away from Brigette. “Let her go.”

“I can’t,” Meredith whispered.

“It’s okay, Mom.” Brigette eased herself away. “It’s okay. If there’s a chance Aunt Keely is right, you’ll figure out a way to bring us all back.”

“How?” Meredith asked.

“Mom was working on the spell. She must have been close to an answer. Together we can finish what she started.” Keely nodded and Meredith let go of her daughter, putting her trust in her sister.

Brigette stepped away from them, heading toward the center of the glade. As they watched, the air shimmered, and the image of a woman appeared. Silas was right. It was her mom. The exact same image as the photograph she’d looked at every day as a child.

“Mom.” Meredith ran forward but before she could reach out and touch her, the image faded and she disappeared, taking Brigette with her.

“It’s okay.” Keely took her hand as she sobbed, a gut-wrenching sob that robbed her of her strength.

“It’s not okay. She’s gone.” Meredith wanted to tear the world apart until she found her daughter. But she wasn’t here in this world.

Silas took his phone from his pocket and tapped dial. “Colton, I need you to wake Maughna. Feed her and then call me back. I need to talk to her.” He ended the call. Colton would obey Silas without question.

But what was the point? Why did they need Maughna?


Chapter Twenty-Nine – Meredith

“Are you going to explain what your plan is?” Meredith was done with waiting there in the woods. They needed to get home and figure out a way to break the spell that was holding the girls. She still didn’t understand why Silas was so sure about the protection spell.

Guilt weighed heavily on her. Was this all her fault? How could it be when she had no magic?

“We need to wait for Maughna.” Silas’s answer was not satisfactory. Not satisfactory at all.

“I don’t understand what use Maughna is.” Trudy kept walking to the spot where Brigette had disappeared. She’d stand there for a moment or two before walking a few feet away and tilt her head from side to side.

“Shouldn’t we go back to the house and work on the spell with Aunt Laura?” Meredith asked Keely.

“I think we should stay,” Keely answered.

“Why?” Meredith huffed loudly.

“Because this whole thing started that night on the sports field.” Keely pointed at Trudy. “Trudy cast her spell, which was reckless, by the way.”

“I had complete control over it,” Trudy countered.

“No, you did not. It was a hair’s breadth away from breaking loose and goodness knows what would have happened,” Keely argued.

“But it didn’t. And according to Silas, the reason for all of the crazy stuff that’s happened over the last few days is Meredith.” Trudy folded her arms across her body and strode up to Meredith. “What did you do?”

“I didn’t do anything,” Meredith insisted.

“You did.” Silas stood at the edge of the glade, staring into the trees.

“I couldn’t have. I don’t have magic,” she told him bluntly.

“I think you do.” His answer was met with stunned silence.

Trudy was the first to find her voice. “Has she been lying to us all?”

“No.” Silas shook his head and left his lookout point and came to join them. “Meredith doesn’t have magic. Not magic she can use.”

“You are not making any sense. Are you sure being out in daylight isn’t affecting your senses?” Trudy switched her attention to him.

“No, my senses are working just fine,” he assured her. “Keely, why don’t you continue with your theory?”

“My theory.” Keely nodded. “Okay. Trudy cast the spell. I prepared to take control of the spell if her magic failed.”

“You did not!” Trudy’s face turned red with anger.

Keely ignored her as she continued. “Hannah was standing in front of the unicorn with Pria. Then she called Brigette forward. Meredith got scared for their safety and put her arms around the girls.”

“The unicorn touched me.” Meredith touched the back of her hand where the unicorn had sniffed her.

“It touched you.” Silas was very interested in this detail. “That’s it.”

“What is it?” Trudy couldn’t hide her eagerness.

“When the unicorn touched Meredith, it triggered a response. The protection spell around Meredith linked to the unicorn. Then the unicorn was sent back. But a link remained.” He went back to the spot where they’d last seen Brigette. “They are here. But not here.”

“So something is trying to protect them?” Keely asked. “It makes sense. The town is unseen to most people. The girls are unseen to us.”

“And the magic in town? Meredith disrupted that, too?” Trudy side-eyed Meredith as though she was the biggest villain the world had ever seen.

“I’m sorry, should we remind ourselves exactly who cast the spell that triggered the whole thing?” Keely rounded on Trudy, reminding Meredith of their school days when Trudy would pick on Meredith for not having magic and Keely would defend her, eyes blazing, fists curled into balls.

“It’s okay.” Meredith grabbed hold of her sister. “Blaming each other isn’t going to help.”

Keely nodded and wrapped her arms around Meredith. “I just want Brigette back. I want things to go back to the way they should be. When you said you were moving back to town, I was so happy. There’s so much I want to share with you all. And Brigette. I wanted to teach her everything I know so it’s not lost.”

“I’m sorry, too.” Trudy inched closer and Keely held out her arm to her.

“Group hug.” Keely beckoned to Trudy who bit her bottom lip as she joined the two sisters. “We’re in this together.”

“Colton,” Silas answered the phone on the first ring. “You have Maughna.”

Silas tapped the phone screen and held it out in front of him as Colton answered, “Yes.”

“I need her to recite the song. She knows the one.” Silas paused. “Colton.”

“Give me a moment,” Colton mumbled in the background before a screech made them all jump.

“What has Maughna’s song got to do with this?” Trudy asked. “She’s been singing it for years.”

“Centuries,” Silas agreed. “Ever since the town was founded.”

“Maughna was here?” Meredith didn’t realize she was so old.

“Yes. Maughna is the reason the town as we know it exists.” Silas glanced at the phone and covered the mouthpiece with his hand. “I will make you forget this when it’s done. You have to give me your word you’ll let me.”

“We do. Now tell us,” Trudy answered for each of them.

“Maughna was a powerful witch. When she was alive. She lived in peace, she lived to help people.” Silas swallowed, showing unnatural emotion. At least unnatural for him. He was usually a closed book. Everything kept hidden from the outside world.

“Maughna was a witch.” Trudy was both shocked and impressed.

“She was.” Silas took a breath. Something he rarely did. “She had a son. One day witch hunters came, and he was killed. Maughna…mourned. Her heart was broken, her spirit was broken. On her deathbed, she was turned.”

“She was made into a vampire?” Keely asked. “Made to suffer the loss of her child for eternity?”

“Yes. Her people wanted her to be their protector. And she was. But not in the way they imagined. She could have taken revenge, she could have hunted down and killed every last one of the people who persecuted the witches and anyone who was not normal. Instead, she gathered the most powerful witches together and they created a protection spell. The same spell that protects us all now.” When Silas finished speaking, a long silence stretched out.

“And the song?” Meredith wiped tears from her eyes as she sobbed quietly. Protect the children. Maughna wanted to protect the children because she couldn’t protect her own son.

“The song is the last remnant of that spell in its purest form.” Silas knew more about the spell than anyone else. All those years ago he’d been trusted with this knowledge. “You’re only taught the first part. The second part is not common knowledge. And then there’s the last verse. It’s a failsafe.”

“A failsafe?” Trudy asked.

“Yes. When you hear it you’ll understand.” Silas uncovered the mouthpiece of the phone as Colton’s voice filled the glade.

“Maughna is ready.” Colton added, “Come on, Maughna. I need you to talk to Silas.”

“Maughna.” Silas was answered with a whimper.

“She doesn’t like the phone. She doesn’t like hearing your voice and not being able to see you,” Colton explained.

“Close your eyes, Maughna. I need you to sing to me.” Silas’s soothing voice coaxed the words from Maughna, and she began to sing —

 

“We call on our ancestors to protect our kind

And keep us safe from an outsider’s mind

From highest mountain to furthest sea

In this land we shall be free

Give us the sanctuary we need

With a protective shield all shall heed

 

In this, which is our desperate hour

With love and light we give our power

To return to us by rule of three

This is my will so mote it be

 

We call on our ancestors both fair and mild

Through summer heat and winters wild

From deepest valley to the brightest star

Hide us from all near and far

Who would our lives and loves uproot

And those with magic persecute

 

In this, which is our wretched hour

With love and light we give our power

To return to us by rule of three

This is my will so mote it be

 

We call on our ancestors who protect our kind

To open hearts and free each mind

From highest mountain to furthest sea

All who live here do agree

Of this protective spell we no longer need

Please hear our voice and take heed

In this, which is our hopeful hour

 

With love and light we give our power

To return to us by rule of three

This is my will so mote it be”

 

“So the last part is focused on breaking the protection spell,” Trudy mused.

“Yes,” Silas agreed.

“And we have to figure out how to use this to break the protection spell around Meredith?” Keely covered her face with her hands. “Okay. We can do this.”

“Wait.” Meredith went to Silas. “You said my mom spoke to Maughna before… Before I was born. Maughna, did you help my mom with an undoing spell? Did you figure it out?” She’d certainly had enough time. All of Meredith’s life.

Maughna’s low voice picked up the same tune and began again —

 

“I call on my ancestors who protect my child

Through summer heat and winters wild

From highest mountain to furthest sea

Reveal her gift so she can see

She is a part of this magic world

As her true potential is unfurled

 

In this, which is our joyful hour

With love and light we give our power

To return to us by rule of three

This is my will so mote it be”

 

“That’s it,” Keely snapped her fingers. “Thank you, Maughna.”

“Can you remember it?” Silas asked.

“Yes.” Keely nodded.

“You need to break the protection spell around Meredith. I believe, when that spell breaks, the spell that is protecting the girls will break, too, and they will come back to us.” Silas sounded confident but there was a darkness in his eyes that put fear in Meredith’s heart. “I think that magic will also be restored. The rift between the worlds never fully healed and it’s leaching magic from this world, which is why things have gone awry.”

“So if we end the protection spell, the rift will heal, and everything will be okay?” Meredith asked.

“What are the chances that the children will be stuck in the other realm?” Keely asked.

Silas had no answer. No assurance. It was a huge risk.

“We need to recreate the original spell,” Trudy began. “We have to summon the unicorn and when it touches Meredith, that’s when we have to break the spell.”

Keely shook her head, her eyes filled with tears. “We’re not powerful enough. The unicorn spell will take all your power. I’m not strong enough to break the protection spell on my own.”

“We have to try,” Meredith pleaded.

“Someone is coming.” Silas rushed toward the edge of the glade. “We’re running out of time. News of Brigette’s disappearance will bring more authority members here. I can’t put them all to sleep.”

“We only have one shot at this,” Trudy said firmly. “We have to get it right. And I honestly believe that we have to recreate the original spell.”

Keely cupped her face in her hands and crouched down on the ground, rocking back and forth as she considered the choices before them. After a few moments, she stood up and went to Trudy. “You’re right.”

“So what do we do?” Meredith asked. “Go away and come back later?”

“You need to make a decision fast,” Silas said. “They’re close.”

“We come back later.” Meredith placed her hand over her heart. She was torn between casting the spell now because she didn’t want to leave Brigette wherever she was for a moment longer and leaving so they could come back with a greater chance of success.

“Are we all agreed?” Keely asked.

“Agreed,” Trudy and Meredith chorused.

“Let’s go.” Keely headed toward the trail. “What about those two?” She pointed toward the two guards.

“I’ll wake them up,” Silas assured them.

“Keely!” Aunt Laura’s voice reached them through the trees.

“Aunt Laura’s here.” Keely hugged herself as her aunt came into view on the trail.

“Wait!” Meredith yelled to Silas before he woke the guards. Then she asked Trudy, “If Aunt Laura casts the spell with Keely, will they break the protection spell?”

“I don’t know,” Trudy replied.

“Of course you do,” Keely nudged her gently. “You keep a tally of all the most powerful witches in town so you can try to beat them. You know.”

Trudy straightened up, looking a little offended. “Yes.” She nodded. “Together they can probably break it. I can’t say for sure, though. Not with the way magic has been behaving lately.”

“Damn, I forgot about that.” Keely shrugged. “We’ll have to do our best.”

“Aunt Laura.” Meredith rushed to meet her aunt who was accompanied by Henry and Jared. “You all came.”

“I wasn’t leaving them at home,” Laura assured her. “Now, what is going on here?”

“We need your help.” Meredith grabbed her aunt’s hand and pulled her toward the glade. “But once we’ve cast the spell, Silas is going to wipe our memories.”

“I have gotten to a ripe old age without a vampire ever looking inside my head.” Laura brushed her hands down over her jacket. “And that is not about to change.”

“You have to let him. For Brigette. For Hannah and Pria. And for Maughna.” Meredith held both her aunt’s hands. “And for me.” She screwed up her face as she fought back tears. “And for Mom.”

“Merri.” Aunt Laura squeezed her niece’s hands.

“Mom put a protection spell around me. I need your help to break it. But then we must forget it. To keep the town and everyone in it safe.” Meredith held her aunt’s hands tightly as the older woman nodded slowly.

“I had no idea,” Laura told her.

“I think she was trying to figure out how to remove the protection spell. She spoke to Maughna. Some of the lines written in the Book of Shadows allude to what Maughna knows. But for some reason, Mom never put it all together.” Meredith glanced over her aunt’s shoulder to where her dad stood with Jared.

“It all happened so fast,” Henry confirmed. “Your mom suspected there was something wrong. She’d felt unwell for a couple of days. Medical advice was to rest. But then she just went downhill. The doctors said it was a miracle you survived.”

“A miracle. Or Mom cast a spell to try to protect me,” Meredith said.

“She must have been scared.” Laura wiped her fingers under her eyes. “Not just for herself but for you, too.”

“She tried to protect you just like any mom would,” Trudy said gently. “She probably decided to cast the spell even though she hadn’t had time to figure out how to break it. She had all the pieces but didn’t have time to fit them together.”

“But we do now.” Silas approached them with a sense of urgency in his voice. “This is it. There’s not much time left before someone else comes.”

“Let’s do it.” Meredith pulled Aunt Laura forward. “Keely, you need to teach Aunt Laura the spell. Trudy, are you ready?”

“Give me a second.” Trudy shook her hands and closed her eyes before blowing the air out of her cheeks. “Okay.”

Meredith checked on her sister and aunt who were reciting the last part of Maughna’s song, which would break the protection spell. “Are you ready? Or do you need more time?”

“We’re ready,” Aunt Laura confirmed. “Your mom wrote fragments of the spell in the Book of Shadows. I went over them so many times last night, they have stuck in my head. Maughna’s song puts them in the right order. It’s simple, beautifully simple, once you know.”

“Trudy?” Meredith approached the witch who was muttering under her breath.

“I’m ready.” Trudy smoothed her hand over her hair.

“Are you sure?” Silas asked.

“Yes.” Trudy nodded resolutely. “I can do this.”

“I don’t doubt that you can.” He smiled, his blue eyes paler in the sunlight.

Trudy began reciting the spell, using all her power to pull the unicorn through the fabric of space and time that separated the realms. The strain showed on her face, a vein pulsed on her forehead as she used her hands to bend the spell to her will.

“It’s coming,” she ground out as a sharp crack filled the glade.

Meredith sucked in a deep breath as the magnificent creature stepped through the rift and tossed his head, his eyes dark and brooding. He neighed and stamped his hoof as he angled his horn down.

This was it. Her part in the sequence of events that should restore order to Wishing Moon Bay and bring back the three lost girls.

Behind her, Keely and Aunt Laura chanted as one, repeating the last few lines of Maughna’s song. The hairs on the back of Meredith’s neck stood on end and a chill settled on her bones. It was as if she were being stripped of who she was.

She closed her eyes, recalling the lessons she’d been taught when she was a girl filled with expectation. Centering her mind, she focused on her hand as she reached out to touch the unicorn. She pictured the scene at the sports field. Three girls together, her arms around them as she tried to protect them.

The unicorn stretched out his neck and nuzzled her hand, its expression softening. As her finger made contact with his soft muzzle, Keely’s and Laura’s voices rose. Meredith could sense the power they unleashed. It filled the glade and penetrated her skin, seeping into her bones. Their voices seemed to resonate with her soul.

It was as if she were being torn apart molecule by molecule. The unicorn stepped away from her, but she wasn’t ready to let it go. She tried to touch it, but it lost all shape, instead of the unicorn there was a swirling cloud of glittering dust. Stardust.

It morphed, taking on new shapes until it settled on one. A human form. Her mother.

“Genevieve!” Her father’s voice rang out above the chanting and the noise like a roaring wind.

Her mother looked exactly the same as the photo on the wall. It wasn’t real. She wasn’t here.

A brief smile flickered across her mom’s face before she faded away and, in her place, stood the three girls.

“It worked.” Trudy ended her spell, the rift between realms healed.

“Mom.” Hannah stumbled forward, disorientated at first then confused. “Why am I in the woods?”

“Don’t you remember anything?” Trudy asked.

“I was walking to school. That’s it,” Hannah said.

“You took a slight detour.” Silas stepped forward. “It’s time.”

“You need to change our memories now?” Trudy asked. “Can’t you give us a moment?”

“This disturbance will bring the authority down on us in no time,” he replied.

“Do it.” Keely ran to stand in front of Silas.

He nodded and placed his hands on her head. A moment after, he moved on to Aunt Laura, while Meredith hugged Brigette. Her daughter had only been gone a few minutes, but it had seemed like a lifetime.

“Mom. You did it.” Brigette held her tight.

“We did it. Together.” Meredith didn’t want to let go of her daughter, but it was time for Silas to look inside her head and extract all traces of Maughna’s song.

“Do you feel any different?” Silas asked quietly.

Meredith held out her hands in front of her. “Perhaps a tingling in my fingers.”

“It’s a start.” He locked eyes with her. Damn, why did he have to be so perfect? And so young-looking. “Perhaps it might be best to keep it to yourself for a few days. Until things get back to normal.”

“Are they back to normal?”

Silas tilted his head back and sucked in the air. “I believe they are.”

Meredith took hold of his hands and placed them on her head. “I’m ready.”

“I’m sorry I have to break my promise. But I have to take the spell back.” He adjusted his grip.

“I won’t hold it against you.” She closed her eyes but then opened them again. “Can I ask one favor?”

His eyes narrowed. “You can.”

“Let me keep the part about Maughna and her child,” Meredith whispered. “I can only begin to understand her pain. And I want to help her.”

Silas nodded. “As you wish.”

His touch was light. It was as if something brushed against her mind and then she was standing before him holding Brigette’s hand.

“What are you doing?” Her brows furrowed as she touched her temples.

“You had a leaf in your hair.” He held a leaf between his finger and thumb.

“Can we go home now?” Brigette asked. “I think I could sleep for a week.”

Silas moved among them touching Henry and Jared on the head before he went to the two members of the authority and woke them. “You were sleeping on the job,” he scolded them. “And while you slept, the girls came back.”

“I’ll need to call this in,” one of the men said.

“You do that,” Silas said as he ushered everyone else out of the glade.

“Wait! You’ll need to make statements.”

“Later,” Trudy half-turned. “It can wait until later.”

“For once we agree,” Keely grinned at Trudy.

“Let’s not make a habit of it,” Trudy said lightly.

“I expect when news of this gets out, you’ll be headhunted by the authority,” Meredith said.

Trudy shook her head. “I have realized over the last couple of days that there is more to life than the authority. Like family.”

“Oh, goodness, we’re in agreement again,” Keely teased.

“I think it’s more than that,” Meredith began. “Life is not just about family. It’s about love. And love comes in all shapes and sizes. You just have to open up your heart.”

“Even if it’s an unbeating heart,” Keely whispered in her ear.

Silas turned to look at Meredith, a smile brightening his handsome face. She’d come to Wishing Moon Bay to make a new life. Perhaps Silas had a part in that life.

She was excited to figure out if that was true.

She held out her hand and wriggled her fingers. A small flame burst out from the tip, which she quickly extinguished.

Her magic had been hidden from her for so long. But she wasn’t bitter. She would have done the exact same thing to protect her children.

She had more in common with her mom than she would ever have imagined.

And for that she gave thanks.


Epilogue

“Meredith. We came as soon as we could.” Tom and Sarah were standing on the porch of Primrose Cottage, looking understandably concerned, if a little confused.

“Tim. I’m sorry, I should have called you.” Meredith opened the door wider and beckoned them inside. “Everything is all right now. It was a false alarm.”

“A false alarm?” Tim’s eyes narrowed as he searched her face for the truth. “It didn’t sound like a false alarm when you called. Are you sure everything is all right?”

“Yes. Come on in and see for yourself.” Meredith led them through to the kitchen where Keely and Aunt Laura were drinking wine. “The children are in the backyard with their grandpa.”

“Would you like a glass of wine, Sarah?” Keely offered.

“I think I might since we’ve traveled for hours, for nothing.” Sarah didn’t look too impressed.

“Again, I’m sorry. Everything kind of spiraled out of control.” She winced as Tim raised an eyebrow.

“Out of control?” Tim went to the kitchen door and checked on the children who were playing with Mr. Toad under the watchful eye of Henry.

“A little. There was an issue in town. But thankfully, it was resolved,” Meredith explained as Keely handed a glass of wine to Sarah.

“What kind of an issue?” Tim tilted his head to one side.

“A unique issue.” Meredith joined Tim by the back door. “But it’s all resolved. Honestly.”

“You can talk openly about magic.” Sarah’s statement made Keely choke on her wine.

“I’ve known about Brigette for weeks. Ever since the incident with the flames.” Sarah wiggled her fingers. “I know you tried to explain it away, but it was obviously not a faulty match that nearly singed my eyebrows.” She touched her fingertips to her eyebrows. “Then, there were other small things that on their own wouldn’t have made me suspicious.”

“Sarah. I’m so sorry I didn’t tell you…” Tim began but then stalled.

“It’s okay. You wanted to protect your family. I know that’s why you moved back here,” Sarah told them. Her jaw tensed as she turned her attention to Tim. “I hoped you might trust me. I know I’m not great at keeping secrets, but this is one I would never share. Ever.”

“I didn’t know that you knew,” Tim confessed. “And I didn’t know how to tell you.”

“Well, you know that I know now.” Sarah gulped her wine. “So was it a magical issue?”

“It was. Magic went crazy for a few days.” Meredith decided they didn’t need to go into details about the girls going missing. It wasn’t as if it would ever happen again.

“But it’s all straightened out now?” Tim asked. “Completely straightened out or is this something that might reoccur?”

“No, it’s completely straightened out,” Aunt Laura assured him.

“And did it have anything to do with you coming back to town?” Tim’s question was met by silence. “I see.”

“I have magic,” Meredith admitted. “My mom put a protection spell on me before she died.”

“Oh, my goodness!” Sarah covered her mouth with her hand. “And you had no idea?”

“No, not until I…interacted with a spell and set a chain of events in motion that are now completely sorted out.” Meredith placed her hand on Tim’s arm. “You don’t have to worry.”

“I believe you.” He sighed. “Okay, since we have driven all this way and Sarah knows all about magic, we can stay for a day or two. I’ve missed the kids so much.”

“Dad!” Jared spun around as he heard Tim’s voice. “Come see.” He beckoned to his dad.

“Come on.” Tim reached for Sarah’s hand. “Let’s go see what they’re up to.”

Tim and Sarah went outside and joined Jared and Brigette as they played with Mr. Toad. They were teaching the cat to roll over and play dead in return for a treat.

“Well, that’s another problem solved,” Keely said.

“You mean Sarah?” Meredith asked.

“I do. At least we don’t have to skulk around her back anymore or bribe the people in town not to use magic when she’s visiting.” Keely grabbed the bottle of wine and refilled their glasses. “And here’s to us. Mother, maiden, crone.”

“Are you calling me a crone?” Aunt Laura asked hotly.

“I might be.” Keely linked arms with her aunt. “Just think of how powerful we’ll be.”

“Once I get some control over my magic,” Meredith replied.

“Oh, we’ll soon have you up to speed. You were such a good student. Unlike some other witches.” Aunt Laura laughed at Keely’s hurt expression. “You know I’m right.”

“I do. And I can’t wait for us to work together. Both with magic and the store.” Keely grinned. “It’s all turning out perfectly.”

“Hey, Dad. How are you doing?” Meredith went to her father as he came into the kitchen. They hadn’t had a chance to talk about how he felt seeing the image of his dead wife.

“I have something for you,” Henry answered evasively. He wasn’t ready to talk and that was okay. It must have been a shock for him. “I kept this for you, Meredith.”

“What is it?” Meredith asked as he handed her something wrapped in a velvet cloth. “My wand.”

“I could never bear to part with it. So I kept it in the trunk under my bed filled with all the keepsakes I hung onto. I’m a sentimental fool.” He swallowed hard, his eyes bright with tears.

“Thank you.” She uncovered the wand and held it in her hand. Even after so many years, it felt familiar, as if it had been waiting for her.

She hugged her dad, burying her head in his shoulder. “Someone is waiting for you in the front yard,” he whispered. “I saw him through the gap in the gate.”

“Who?” She pulled back and stared toward the front door.

“Silas.”

“Silas?” Her brows furrowed together. “I’d have thought he’d had enough of our family for a while.”

Aunt Laura snorted. “Maybe some of us. But not you.”

Meredith hid her blush as she went to the front door and pulled it open. Sure enough, there he was, breathtaking in the last glow of the late evening sun. “Hello.”

“I didn’t want to disturb you.” He glanced inside the house. “Is that the husband?”

“The ex-husband,” she corrected. “And his new wife.”

“Ah, the new wife. What was he thinking to let his old wife go?”

Meredith ran her fingers over the smooth wood of the wand, taking comfort in it. “Sarah is everything I will never be.”

“And you are everything she can never be.” He moved toward her, his eyes dark as he reached for her hand. “I have something for you. A gift of sorts.”

“A gift.” Meredith shivered as he ran his thumb over the back of her hand. “What kind of gift?”

“You asked me to never look into your mind. I broke that promise.”

“For a good reason.” Meredith was aware of what had happened, but not what Silas had taken.

“I’d like to give you something in return.” He brushed her hair back from her face. “I want to give you my memories.”

“Your memories? I don’t think my brain is big enough to take them all,” she half-joked.

“These are very specific memories.” He guided her across the porch to the swing seat that she’d sat on when she was a child. This was where she’d dreamed of being a witch. Of all the good she would do with her magic.

It was also where she’d dreamed of escaping Wishing Moon Bay.

“I might need a little more detail.” She sat down and he sat next to her, his thigh pressed against hers.

“I want to share my memories of your mother.”

“Oh.” Her heart hammered in her chest so loud he must have heard it.

“All you have is still images of her, photographs, snapshots in time. My memories will bring her to life.” He squeezed her hands. “They’re yours if you want them.”

“Yes, please.” When her magic was freed, she felt closer to her mom. But she was still nothing more than the ghostly apparition. Would Silas’s memories make her real, solid, a part of her?

She was willing to take that chance.

Silas placed his hands on her head. “Trust me.”

“Always.” She closed her eyes and saw image of her mother, heavily pregnant and happy. She was talking to Silas as she stood on the beach, a wishing stone in her hand.

“What are you wishing for?” Silas asked.

“That my child will have a long and happy life, filled with love and joy,” Genevieve threw the stone into the ocean where it disappeared beneath the waves. Then she bent down awkwardly and picked up another stone. “And this one is for you, Silas.”

“A wish for me?” Silas asked. “What would you wish for a vampire?”

“That one day you find the love you deserve,” Genevieve replied. “And you do deserve it, no matter what you’ve done in your past.”

“Because everyone deserves a second chance?” he asked dryly.

“Because everyone, even you, deserves a second chance.” Genevieve threw the second stone into the ocean.

The image in her head changed in a swirl of color. Her mom and dad sitting on this very porch, smiling and happy, a baby, Keely, in Genevieve’s arms. Silas must have been watching them from the road. They never looked up and acknowledged him, they were too wrapped up in the beautiful baby daughter and their love for each other.

Tears trickled down Meredith’s cheeks as the image changed again and again. Silas had given her the most precious gift. More precious than the magic that threaded through her veins.

He’d given her a glimpse of her mother, living, breathing, loving. She would cherish those memories forever.

 

If you don’t want to miss it, you can sign up to my newsletter by clicking/tapping HERE!

 

Blood Moon Rising - Wishing Moon Magic Book Two is coming soon.

Pre-order it now!

 


[image: ]



 

 

More from Wishing Moon Bay

The White Wolf of Wishing Moon Bay

The Bond of Brothers Book One

 


[image: ]




Other Books By Harmony Raines

Other Books By Harmony Raines

Visit Harmony Raines Author Page On Kindle

***

***UK Harmony Raines Author Page On Kindle***

***

READING ORDER FOR

Bear Creek Clan and Bear Bluff Clan

Complete Box Set


[image: ]



Or available individually

suggested reading order

(each can be read as a standalone

but why not start at the beginning and get to know all of the characters?)

Rescued by the Bear (Bear Creek Clan Book One)

Finding Her Bear (Bear Creek Clan Book Two)

Tamed by the Bear (Bear Creek Clan Book Three)

Snowbound With The Bear (Bear Creek Clan Book Four)

Biker Bear Billionaire (Bear Creek Clan Book Five)

Bound To Her Bear (Bear Bluff Clan Book One)

Doctor Bear (Bear Bluff Clan Book Two)

Stranded With Her Bear (Bear Bluff Book Three)

A Bride for the Bear (Bear Creek Clan Book Six)

Home Or Her Bear (Bear Bluff Book Four)

Fated To Her Bear (Bear Bluff Book Five)

Lonely Bear (Bear Bluff Book Six)

 

Wolf Valley Raiders

Complete Box Set Out Now!


[image: ]



Or available individually

suggested reading order

Redeem the Wolf

To Catch A Wolf

Reclaim the Wolf

Awakening the Alpha

 

Biker Bears

Forbidden Bear

Secret Bear

 

Christmas Bear Brothers

Complete Box Set Now Available


[image: ]



Or available individually

suggested reading order

Santa Paws

Christmas Catastrophe

Bear Humbug

 

Fated and Mated

Love at First Site

Her Scars To Bear

Her Choice To Bear

Her Russian Bear

 

Who’s the Daddy?

Complete Box Set Available


[image: ]



Or available individually

suggested reading order

One Bear and a Baby

Her Bear and a Baby

Second Chance Bear and a Baby

Baby Protector Bear

 

Return to Bear Bluff

Complete Box Set Available


[image: ]



Or available individually

suggested reading order

The Bear is Back in Town

His Bear’s Necessity

Black Bear Down

Who Bears Wins

When Bears Collide

Wish Upon A Bear

 

Cowboy Brother Bears

Complete Box Set Available


[image: ]



Cowboy Bear Blues

Cowboy Bear’s Mate

Cowboy Bear’s Fate

 

Return to Bear Creek

Daddy Bear

Mountain Bear

Honey Bear

Forever Bear

Storm Bear

Silverback Dragon

P.I. Bear

Doctor Daddy Bear

Bad Boy Bear

Silverback Bear

Ranger Bear

Christmas Bear

Hero Bear

Undercover Eagle

Single Daddy Dragon

Secret Baby Bear

Silverback Wolf

Awakened Dragon

Treasure Bear

Silverback History Bear

River Run Wolf

 

Silverbacks and Second Chances

Cursed Bear

Lucky Bear

Fated Bear

Song Bear

Blind Date Bear

 

Christmas Bears

Sleighed

Claused

Wrapped

 

Shifters Prime Sleeping Lions

Complete Box Set Now Available


[image: ]



Living a Lion

Freeing a Lion

Fighting a Lion

 

Sci-Fi Romance

The Princess and her Alien Rogue

The Princess and her Bounty Hunter

 

Chosen by the Karal

Complete Box Set


[image: ]



Or available individually

Deceit

Love

Power

Hunger

Devotion

 

Warriors of Karal

Stranded

Found

Taken

Hunted

Allies

 

The Dualis

(Mate of the Cave Bear)

Found (Book One)

Lost (Book Two)

Return (Book Three)


Sign up to the

Harmony Raines Newsletter

Never miss a new release!

 

You can also FOLLOW me on Amazon.

Or LIKE ME on Facebook

 

Facebook

Harmony Raines

 

Website

www.harmonyraines.com

cover.jpeg
i
i

V\ﬁéh oﬁ )
Midlife Moon






images/00010.jpeg
IPRMONT TN





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
x> ‘
BoodMoon
Rising





images/00004.jpeg





images/00003.jpeg





images/00006.jpeg
IBABYHIOTECTOR BEAR

HIETTBENR AN DI

ONE BENRAND A TN






images/00005.jpeg
HARMONY RAL






images/00008.jpeg
@ 0P
TAREINCIE R

HARMONNERAINES

SHNAMRINERTIO 1

LUNAY SRINERY A






images/00007.jpeg
WISH UPON A BEA






images/00009.jpeg
[ 1ARFIORTIRNIN 1S





