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      I watched in horror, my hands pressed to my mouth, as a strike of lightning shot toward Sara. It moved at, well, a lightning pace, but she swerved expertly around it, avoiding its sting and pulling back on her broom, rising higher from the arena floor. Moving straight through a red-and-white ring that had to be no larger than a standard hula hoop, her red hair whipped behind her as she approached a wall of fire.

      Streaking through it like a fearless warrior, she came out the other side with a whoosh, making her way through yet another red-and-white hoop. By my count, there were seven more to go. That meant seven more obstacles she had to get past. If anyone I knew could do it, it was Sara.

      This was the final audition to become a part of the newest magical world sensation: broom riding as a competitive sport. Four weeks ago, I had filmed Sara’s audition tape after Ellie found a flyer advertising that they were looking for skilled broom flyers. Sara had practically convinced herself that she was never going to get a call—she figured that if you don’t dream, you’re never disappointed—but three days ago she was asked to come back to Desert Plains for an in-person audition in the arena used for duels, which was going to double as the arena for the broom flying competition.

      Of course, the instant Sara asked me to come along for moral support, I said yes. That was how I found myself in the stands, watching with bated breath as one of my best friends took on the obstacle course in front of her.

      As Sara homed in on the next hoop, the concentration on her face obvious even from here, a tornado of water rushed up from the floor and through the center of the hoop she was going toward. In order to make it through, Sara was going to have to go right into the tornado and upwards through the hoop. I hoped she could do it.

      Steeling herself, Sara gripped the front of her broom harder, but rather than going down and up through the tornado, she flew upward toward the sky, about a hundred feet above the top of the water spout, and then dove straight down toward it.

      I gasped as Sara plummeted toward the water spout—and the ground—and held my breath as she disappeared for a moment. A second later, however, she appeared right back out the other side, soaking wet, her red hair plastered to her face, from which a huge grin shone out.

      She had done it!

      I jumped up in my seat and clapped, letting out a squeal of pleasure at the fact that Sara was not only not dead, but also absolutely nailing this course. To see her like this, in her element, after she’d spent her entire life in Western Woods feeling like a failure because her use of magic often had, well, unintended results, was amazing. I was so proud of her.

      As she darted through the last few hoops, past a few more obstacles, Sara completed the course. As soon as she passed through the last hoop, fireworks exploded from it in all directions, a cacophony of red, blue, white, and gold lights filling the arena. Doing three lazy loops around the stadium, Sara expertly guided her broom down to the stadium floor as I rushed down the steep set of steps to see her. Jumping over the barrier, I landed on the stadium floor and rushed over to Sara, taking her into a huge bear hug.

      “You were amazing!”

      “Thanks,” she giggled, hugging me back. “I didn’t know if I could do it, but it worked out.”

      “You killed it!” I said as the water from her shirt and hair began soaking into mine. “I’m so proud of you.”

      The grin on Sara’s face as I pulled away was one of the most beautiful things I’d ever seen.

      “Bravo!” a man’s voice called out, and a moment later, Eli Ring, the wizard in charge of this new sports league, made his way toward us. Eli was quite the character, coming from the coven of Saturn, a coven dominated by air. He had used a spell to make it look like he simply floated toward us rather than walked, and he was dressed exactly like a stereotypical wizard from the human world.

      His robe was a deep, deep blue, covered in tiny gold and silver stars that twinkled as he walked. His long hair was white and covered with a pointy hat that matched his robe perfectly, but his clean-shaven face was free of lines, and he had so much energy that I had absolutely no idea how old he was. He could have been thirty, he could have been ninety, for all I knew.

      But Eli certainly was a character. “Sara, you are a marvel,” he said, opening his arms wide as he came toward us. “An absolute marvel.”

      A blush crawled up Sara’s cheeks as she smiled, her grin taking up her whole face.

      “Listen. I knew as soon as I saw your audition tape that I wanted you to be a part of this new adventure, and seeing you right now has absolutely confirmed it for me. Sara, I would like to invite you to be one of the competitors in the new Golden Broom competition. How do you like the name?”

      “I love it,” Sara replied, her weight moving from side to side she was so excited. I was extremely excited for her.

      “Fantastic! We’re just finishing off the final auditions today, and on Friday, we’ll need you back here for the official announcement. It’s going to be aired on MSPN, obviously, the Magical Sports Television Network, and you and the other competitors will be seen around the world.”

      “That sounds great,” Sara said, and I couldn’t help but notice the smile starting to slip.

      “Right. If you can be here at noon, the announcement isn’t until five, but you’ll be needed for makeup and some formalities. The first competition, aired worldwide in the magical world, will be on Sunday.”

      Sara’s mouth dropped open. “Wow, that’s so fast.”

      “I know. We want to move quickly on this; as soon as I had the idea for this competition a few months ago, I knew we had something special. I want to get it on people’s TV screens before winter arrives in this hemisphere.”

      “Sounds great,” I said, since Sara seemed to have temporarily lost the use of her voice. “She’ll be here on Friday at noon, for sure.”

      “Great,” Eli said. “Again, absolutely wonderful performance! You were truly incredible out there.”

      I thanked Eli again and guided Sara back toward the exit. “What’s going on?” I asked her, and when I looked at her face, her eyes were welling up with tears.

      “I don’t know if I can do this, Tina.”

      “What? Why not? You were amazing up there.”

      “I know. But…I mean, it’s one thing to do it with just you watching. You’re one of my best friends. But now Eli keeps talking about magical television, and a magical world audience. What if I’m not good enough? What if I fail in front of all these people? Everyone in Western Woods already knows I’m a failure; I don’t want everyone in the whole magical world laughing at me, too.”

      “Oh, Sara,” I said, taking her into a big hug. “What you’re feeling is natural. Of course you’re nervous. You’ve never done anything like this before in your life. And you know what? If you decide that you don’t want to do it, that it’s not worth the risk, then don’t do it. You haven’t signed anything yet. It’s not like you have to show up on Friday. But at the same time, think about it long and hard. How are you going to feel if you decide you’re not going to do this, and then you watch all the others competing on TV? Will you have that regretful feeling in the pit of your stomach, that wish that you had gone for it when you had the chance? Or will you be ok with it, safe in the knowledge that you did what was right for you?”

      Sara nodded slowly. “Thanks, Sara. Yeah. I think you’re right, of course. I think I need to do this. I need to try.”

      “You can do this,” I replied. “No one is going to laugh at you. And if they do, well, that’s their problem. I might not be the most experienced witch out there, but I have never seen anyone do the things that you do on a broom. You are talented and amazing, and I personally think this could be exactly what you were meant to do.”

      “Do you really think so?” Sara said, giving me a hopeful glance.

      “I do,” I nodded, and I absolutely meant every word I was saying. I might not have known a lot about life, but I knew what it was like to lose someone, and I knew that I regretted not having a chance to say goodbye to both of my parents before they had died. Ever since, I tried to live my life with the idea that no matter what, I didn’t want to have any regrets. Because regrets were something you just could not fix, a lot of the time.

      “Thank you, Tina,” Sara finally said in a quiet voice. “Thanks to you, I think I know exactly what I’m going to do.”
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      As soon as Sara and I were on our way back to Western Woods, we decided to go and celebrate. But seeing as it was just after ten in the morning, our celebration was definitely not going to be at a bar. Instead, we decided to celebrate with copious amounts of calories at Hexpresso Bean, the local café where Ellie, one of our best friends, was currently working.

      “You’re an athlete now,” I joked as we walked through the door. “You can’t just let yourself go. You’re going to have to watch what you eat.”

      “On the contrary,” Sara replied. “I’m going to need all of these extra calories to keep my energy levels up when I’m competing.”

      “Do you know what the format is like?” I asked.

      “Yes,” Sara nodded. “Eli explained it to me while I was getting ready for my audition. In every race, there will be five witches and wizards. The race itself will work exactly like the audition, where we have to pass through those tiny hoops in the correct order, and whoever manages to do it first wins. The downside for me is that everybody is able to use spells as they wish, either to make the path to victory easier for them or to sabotage other players.”

      I nodded. “Okay, so since that’s obviously out for you, you’re going to have to beat everybody by being smarter and faster on the broom only.”

      “That’s what I’m worried about,” Sara said. “I know that I can ride a broom. But I’m sure these other people all can as well. The difference maker is going to be how well everybody uses the spells, and we all know that I’m absolutely awful at them.”

      “I think you’re selling yourself a bit short,” I replied. “You really are a generational talent on the broom. I still think you can do it.”

      “I hope so,” Sara replied. “Every race, the competitors are assigned points based on how they placed. Everyone is going to do ten races and a season, and at the end of those ten races, the person with the most points wins the inaugural trophy. We also get paid based on our results in those ten races, and the winner at the end of the year gets a giant reward of something like one million abras.”

      “Wow,” I said, my eyes widening. I wasn’t one hundred percent sure of the exchange rate, but one million abracadollars, the local magical currency, was definitely nothing to sneeze at.

      “I know,” Sara said as she made her way to the counter. “I’m trying not to think about it, though. After all, I wasn’t even sure I was going to do this until what you said about regretting it later.”

      “Hi there! What can I get you two lovely witches this morning?” a friendly fairy with glittering pastel purple wings and matching hair asked with a smile.

      “We’re celebrating,” I told her. “So two coffees, please, and what would you recommend from the pastry section?”

      “Well, this morning Ellie made my absolute favorite, her famous salted caramel cheesecake brownies. She even made a special one for me that she topped with glitter, but I’m afraid I can’t serve you that one,” the fairy added with a wink.

      “Just a couple of normal ones sounds amazing,” I replied with a laugh. “I’ve never had that particular concoction of Ellie’s, but with a name like that, I guarantee you I’m going to enjoy it.”

      “Oh, you absolutely will,” the fairy replied with a smile. “You two witches go find yourselves a table, and I’ll be over soon with your food and drink.”

      Thanking the fairy, Sara and I found a table by the window at the front, giving us a perfect vantage point to look over the denizens of Western Woods as they went about their business on this gloomy, late October day.

      The Pacific Northwest was beautiful, and I had absolutely loved growing up in Seattle, but October and November were gloomy at best and downright depressing at worst. I supposed it could be worse: it was only overcast today, whereas I was used to some years where torrential rain poured down on us for what seemed like weeks without end.

      Still, the leaves on the trees were going from a light yellow to a deep red, and as the light breeze blew them off the branches and down onto the ground below, I couldn’t help but realize that this place had its own little charm in this season all the same. As long as it wasn’t raining, at least.

      “I just sent Ellie a text to come out and celebrate with us if she gets a chance,” Sara said. “It’s funny. Now that I’ve made this decision, I’m actually feeling a little bit excited about it.”

      “You should be! It’s exciting. Have you thought about what name you’re going to take?”

      Sara’s eyes widened. “You mean like Miranda Thunder?”

      “Exactly,” I nodded enthusiastically. “After all, this competition is exactly like the dueling competition, isn’t it? Except instead of straight-up fighting each other, you’re racing on brooms. So, you need to come up with a cool name.”

      “Tina is totally right,” Ellie’s voice said from behind us as she grabbed an empty chair and dragged it over to our table. “You definitely need to start branding yourself.”

      “Branding myself?”

      “Yeah, like all the other athletes do. You’re going to be able to line up sponsorships, get free clothes, get the best brooms for free, all that sort of thing.”

      Sara’s face began to go pale, and I realized she was balking again at the idea of being a celebrity.

      “But you don’t have to do all that,” I added quickly. “You can just be Sara from Western Woods.”

      “Yeah, but what’s the point? I mean, this is the perfect opportunity to get dressed up and be amazing. When my shift is over we can go see Randy, and he can come up with something amazing for you.”

      Sara nodded slowly. “You know, I think I would like that. Thanks, Tina, for trying to protect me, but I think Ellie is right. Everyone else is going to have a persona, you know? I don’t really want to stand out too much, so I think I had better do it, too.”

      “Ok,” I said. “How about we come up with a cool name first? I like alliterations, personally. Speedy Sara?”

      “Too simple,” Ellie said.

      “Yeah, that’s almost too obvious,” Sara nodded.

      “The Lightning Ginger?” Ellie offered, and Sara and I both began to giggle. “Or not,” she added, looking a bit dejected.

      “Sorry,” I snickered.

      “I just don’t really want to draw attention to my hair color,” Sara said, fingering her still-damp hair lightly. “I like the idea of using lightning in the name, though, since it implies speed while also referencing our coven.”

      “Lightning Neach has a nice ring to it,” I suggested, and Sara nodded.

      “Yeah, I don’t mind that at all.”

      “We need Amy’s help,” Ellie admitted. “She’s better at this sort of thing than all of us combined. Heck, she probably already has a journal full of potential names back at home.”

      I nodded, knowing Ellie was right. Amy was definitely better at this than we were, and I knew she’d be able to come up with a perfect name.

      “Now, as for color scheme, I think that’s where I shine,” Ellie said. “We need to wait until we see Randy to be sure, but I think you need to go for the darkest possible green, since it would look amazing with your hair, and silver accents.”

      “That’s a little bit too Slytherin for my liking,” I said, and Ellie and Sara both gave me a curious look.

      “Human world reference?”

      I nodded. “As soon as you read my Harry Potter books, you’ll get it.”

      “Alright then, how about gold instead of silver?”

      “Perfect,” I smiled. I loved that even though Ellie had absolutely no idea what I was talking about when I mentioned Slytherins, she still knew it was important enough to me to come up with an alternative option. That was definitely true friendship.

      “Good. We’ll go see Randy after I get off work, and he’ll help us for sure,” Ellie said, getting up. “I have to get back to it, though. I’m not even really supposed to be taking a break for another hour.”

      Giving the two of us a quick wink, Ellie slipped back to the kitchen at the far end of the coffee shop just as the fairy returned with a tray laden with coffees and a couple of those caramel cheesecake brownie cupcakes.

      “Yum,” I said as I eagerly picked up one of the brownies from the plate. “These smell so good.”

      “I know, right?” Sara said, doing the same thing. “I’ve never had these before. They must be a new recipe. Ellie has never tried it out at home.”

      “Or if she has, maybe Amy ate them all before you got to them,” I joked, eliciting a laugh from Sara.

      As the first bite of delectable brownie hit my tongue, I closed my eyes involuntarily and leaned back. It was like heaven in a small square. The chocolate practically melted on my tongue, the intense dark taste being the first thing I tasted, followed by notes of salted caramel and cheesecake, whose light, airy texture fit perfectly with the dense brownie below.

      I could eat a hundred of these, easily.

      “This is so good,” Sara said, and I nodded my agreement.

      “I think we need to order some more of them before we go,” I said, leaning forward and grabbing my large mug of coffee. The coffees at Hexpresso Bean weren’t your typical lattes: they looked more like freakshakes, with colored syrups making their way down the glass mugs, candy-topped whipped cream, and delectable goodies like cotton candy on top.

      Basically, coming to Hexpresso Bean was an exercise in eating way too many calories and feeling amazing about it afterward. Inside all of the lattes was a special magic that made you feel exactly what you needed—if you were stressed out about something, the magic would make you feel relaxed, that sort of thing—and I was pretty sure that same magic numbed the guilt I usually felt when I ate this many calories in one sitting.

      And I was totally okay with that.

      “I can’t believe that three days from now I’m going to be on magical television,” Sara said. “It all seems so surreal.”

      “I know,” I said. “I’m extremely excited for you. It’s going to be a change, but I think it’s going to be a very good one.”

      Sara nodded, a smile on her face, but all of a sudden her eyes widened and the smile disappeared. I turned to see what she was looking at. Behind her, just behind the counter, the fairy who had helped us clutched at her throat and made an awful sound. Suddenly she began flying around the room, her wings beating at a trillion miles an hour. The other patrons in the coffee shop shouted as she flew above everybody, zipping around in a circle while still making that horrible sound like she was choking. She clutched at her throat, and Sara and I watched on in horror; I had absolutely no idea what to do.

      “Luna!” one of the other fairies shouted, flying up herself and trying to stop Luna from hurting herself further. However, Luna simply flew directly into her and sent the fairy flying right into a display case of cinnamon buns.

      The next thing I knew, Luna flew directly into one of the walls and fell onto the floor, her wings still twitching but otherwise not moving.
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      “What do we do?” I asked Sara, my eyes wide.

      Everyone seemed to be still with shock; we all stood and looked at Luna, no one really knowing what to do.

      Eventually, I realized someone had to do something. I made my way over to the fairy and touched her gently.

      “Luna? Luna, are you all right?”

      There was no answer, and to my surprise, every muscle in her body was tense. I looked over at Sara. I didn’t know very much about medicine in the magical world, but I had a sneaking suspicion that Luna was dead.

      Eventually the other fairy, who I recognized now as Aurora, made her way over and I looked at her with sadness in my eyes. “I think she might be dead,” I said quietly, and Aurora nodded, silent tears streaming down her face. She crouched down next to me and touched Luna’s face.

      “Yes, she is dead,” Aurora confirmed. “The contracted muscles only happen in fairies once we have passed on to the next realm.”

      “I’m so sorry,” I whispered to Aurora. It couldn’t have been easy seeing another fairy die like this.

      “How did this happen?” Aurora whispered to no one in particular. “Oh, Luna, what on earth was the matter?”

      A low buzz passed through the coffee shop as everyone began to realize that Luna was dead. I looked around, not really knowing what to do. Should we cover her with a sheet? Luna looked so exposed out here, lying in the middle of the floor of the coffee shop. But I didn’t know where we could get a sheet from.

      “In the name of Jupiter, give this fairy a dignified cover,” I heard a trembling voice say from toward the kitchen, and when I looked over, I saw Ellie with her wand pointed at Luna. A moment later, a black sheet covered the fairy, and the body was hidden from view.

      Ellie made her way over to us, and I took her shaking hands in mine.

      “I’m so sorry, Ellie,” I said.

      Ellie nodded. “Thanks. Poor Luna. She was such a nice fairy. I don’t understand what just happened.”

      “What would have caused that sort of fit?” I asked. “Did you see it at all?”

      “Only the last little bit,” Ellie replied. “I was in the kitchen for most of it, but I eventually heard the disturbance. I came out to see the last few seconds and to watch her hit the wall and collapse.” She shuddered involuntarily. “It was just awful.”

      “It really was,” I agreed. “Poor Luna. What happens now? I mean, I guess Hexpresso Bean is going to have to be closed for the day?”

      “Yeah, I think so,” Ellie said. “To be honest, I’m really not sure what’s going to happen. It’s not like we have an employee die on us every single day.”

      The question was answered for us a minute later, though, when Chief Enforcer Aria King, the head of law enforcement in Western Woods, made her way through the front door.

      “Right. I hear there has been a suspicious death here, is that right?” Chief Enforcer King asked, looking around the room.

      “Yes, it is,” Aurora answered, motioning toward the covered body of Luna.

      “Okay. I would like everybody to stay where they are and remain calm. I’m going to call for healers to come over and have a look at the body, and I would like to speak with everybody who was here when this death happened.”

      I raised my eyebrows at Sara and Ellie. “She certainly got here quickly.”

      “Someone must’ve called her,” Ellie said. “There are a couple of shifters sitting at one of the corner tables. They work as security guards at one of the local warehouses; maybe they thought that telling Chief Enforcer King about the death was the prudent thing to do.”

      “I don’t think they’re wrong,” I said slowly. “I mean, I don’t know much about fairies or anything like that, but the way she was flying around and clutching at her throat before she died definitely made me think something suspicious had happened.”

      “Yeah, nothing about it seemed natural,” Sara agreed. “I’m glad Chief Enforcer King is here. Even if the death was natural, at least with her looking into it, we’ll know for sure.”

      “All right,” Chief Enforcer King announced. “I’m going to go to the back, and I’m going to take statements from everyone who is here, one at a time. I’d like to start with the staff.”

      Ellie got up. “I guess that’s my cue,” she said, following after Chief Enforcer King as they made their way to the back room. About two minutes later, a couple more shifters made their way into the coffee shop, followed by a fairy with the healers’ H on her top. She immediately set about looking at the body, fluttering around it and doing various magical tests I didn’t recognize.

      “Do fairies have their own spells and stuff?” I asked Sara.

      “They don’t have spells, but they do have their own brand of magic,” Sara replied. “Their magic is linked to the atmosphere and is very ethereal in nature. They have good instincts and are able to sense a lot of things we can’t.”

      “Ok,” I nodded, looking carefully at the Healer fairy. She frowned slightly and repeated the same motion as she had a moment earlier over the body. “I think she thinks there’s something wrong.”

      “I hope not,” Sara shuddered. “I don’t want there to have been yet another murder here.”

      I definitely agreed with that sentiment.

      A few minutes later Ellie returned, her face white.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked as Aurora made her way to the back of the coffee shop for her turn to be spoken to by Chief Enforcer King.

      “Nothing,” Ellie said. “Not really. At least, not yet. We don’t even know if it was poison. But if it was, I think I might be one of the prime suspects.”

      My hand shot to my mouth. “No way. You can’t be.”

      “I baked everything in this coffee shop. Aurora made all of the coffees. Luna was on her break when she was poisoned, which means that if she ate or drank something, either Aurora or I made it.”

      “Still, Chief Enforcer King can’t believe you would have anything to do with the killing of one of your coworkers,” I exclaimed, angry on Ellie’s behalf. Sure, Ellie could be a little bit brash, and she had more street smarts than any of us, but deep down she had a heart of gold. There was absolutely no way she would ever hurt anyone if she had any other choice.

      “She doesn’t know me,” Ellie said with a shrug. “I mean, I know I didn’t kill Luna. Why anyone would hurt her is beyond me. And I know Aurora didn’t hurt her either. That fairy makes insulated homes for stray cats in the winter and insists on putting spiders outside instead of killing them. But Chief Enforcer King has no choice but to suspect us if something untoward happened.”

      I looked over at the Healer fairy again, who was once more fluttering from side to side over the body, looking anxious.

      “I don’t want to speak too early, but it’s not looking good,” I said quietly. Sara shook her head slowly.

      “Awful. Absolutely awful.”

      “But if there was foul play, who could have done it?” I asked. “It would have had to be someone in the coffee shop, right?”

      “Someone who was here today, yes,” Ellie said. “At least, if it was in the food. If it was in the drink, they’d have to be here now.”

      “Who was here today who’s already left?” I asked.

      “I can narrow it down further,” Ellie said. “Those brownies came out of the oven five minutes before you guys got here, and not a single person came into the back kitchen area while they were baking, except for Luna herself. I’ll ask Aurora in case she had any take-out orders, but I’m pretty sure the only people who would have had the chance to poison Luna’s food or drink are sitting in this coffee shop right now.”

      The three of us stared at each other as the realization set in. If Luna had been murdered, that meant the killer was sitting here in the coffee shop with us.

      “You’re right,” I said slowly. My chair faced the door, and no one had left since we had sat down. “If no one went out through the back past you, no one left after we got here.”

      “Yeah,” Ellie said. “The door at the back is magically enchanted anyway, for extra security purposes. It can only be used by employees; even if someone had gotten back there, the door wouldn’t have opened for them to get out.”

      “So if there’s a killer, they’re in this room,” Sara said, and I swallowed hard.
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      “Who’s here that could have done it, then, I guess is the question?” I asked as the fairy fluttered away from the body and toward the back room. She must have been going to report to Chief Enforcer King.

      “Don’t you think we’re getting a little bit ahead of ourselves here?” Ellie asked. “After all, we don’t even know that Luna was murdered. For all we know, it could have just been some sort of fairy heart attack or some sort of health problem that she didn’t tell her coworkers about.”

      “That’s true,” I nodded, feeling a little bit silly for automatically assuming that there was a murder involved when chances were it was just natural causes. Still, I couldn’t help but think that the fairy healer was acting a little bit strangely.

      She came out from the back just then, along with Aurora, and I got up and made my way toward the back. I wanted to speak with Chief Enforcer King.

      As I passed by the counter I couldn’t help but notice the coffee and the special brownie that had been made just for Luna. They sat, now abandoned, with three bites out of the brownie and a couple of sips taken from the coffee. If it was poison, it could have been in either one of them.

      Making my way through the door that led to the back of the coffee shop, I realized I had never actually been in this area where Ellie did all of her baking. It was a huge kitchen, with a ton of bowls, spatulas, and industrial-sized containers filled with flour, sugar, and other baking ingredients. Of course, this being a magical kitchen, along with all the standard ingredients there were also tubs filled with things like birch bark, cat hairs, owl feathers, pine needles, and more.

      Chief Enforcer King was sitting on a stool in front of a stainless-steel bench with a thin layer of flour on it. She had her notebook out and nodded at me when I came in.

      “Tina, this must have been quite a shock for you.”

      “It was,” I nodded. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.”

      “I want you to tell me everything that happened as you entered the coffee shop, please.”

      I shrugged. “I’m not sure I have anything useful to tell you. If you are investigating, does that mean the death was suspicious?”

      “Not necessarily; I have to investigate every death in Western Woods, suspicious or not.”

      So Chief Enforcer King didn’t want to tell me exactly what had happened. “Well, Sara and I came in straight away after coming back from Desert Plains, where Sara was auditioning for a role in the new broom flying competition.”

      “Oh, she’s involved in that? I’ve heard about that competition. It sounds like it’s going to be fun.”

      I nodded. “Yeah, if anyone from here is going to be good at it, it’s going to be Sara. She’s the best on the broom. So anyway, we came in here to celebrate since the bar isn’t open this early in the morning, and Luna served us at the counter. She suggested that we have one of the brownies that Ellie had just made that morning, and told us Ellie had made her a special one. I saw it when I walked over here; a couple bites had been taken out of it, but she had drank from the coffee as well.”

      Chief Enforcer King scribbled in her notebook everything I had told her, then raised an eyebrow at me. “You think this was a suspicious death?”

      “Well, it’s not like I’m an expert on all things paranormal, but I did see her flying around and clutching at her throat making an awful noise. Nothing about it seemed natural, and it all seemed so quick. Plus, the healer fairy seemed to be acting like there was something wrong when she was looking at the body.”

      I received a small smile from the Chief Enforcer. “You know, if it weren’t for the fact that you’re not a shifter, you’d probably make a pretty good enforcer. Keep this to yourself, at least for now, but yes, Luna was poisoned.”

      I nodded, since I was kind of expecting that. “I won’t tell anyone,” I lied. I was obviously going to tell Ellie and Sara and Amy, but apart from that I was going to keep my word.

      “Do you know of any problems between Luna and her coworkers?”

      I shook my head vehemently. “Definitely not.”

      “Ellie has never mentioned getting into any arguments with her or anything like that?”

      “You can’t think Ellie did this!”

      “I don’t think anything this early in an investigation,” Chief Enforcer King said. “I’m just going where the facts take me, and the fact is, according to the healing fairy, the poison was in the brownie that Ellie had specially made for Luna.”

      I felt like I was going to puke. “There isn’t a chance that Ellie did this,” I said, leaning forward. “If you think she did, you’re completely wrong. Besides, that brownie was just sitting in a display case with all the others; Luna pointed it out to us when she showed us the brownies. Anybody could’ve gone back there while Luna was delivering coffee and pastries and poisoned it without being seen.”

      Chief Enforcer King nodded as she continued to jot down her notes.

      “Did you notice anybody tampering with the display case?”

      I shook my head. “No, but I also would never have had the opportunity to. I was sitting with my back to the display case, facing the front door. What I can tell you is that after Sara and I sat down, nobody left the coffee shop.”

      “Good, that helps. Did you know Luna at all?”

      “No. I mean, I think she might have served me once or twice at the coffee shop, but that was it. I didn’t even know her name until after she died.”

      “Is there anything else you can tell me that might help with the investigation?”

      I shook my head. “No, only to reiterate that there is absolutely no way Ellie was involved in this.”

      “Thank you, Tina,” the Chief Enforcer said, and I nodded and made my way back toward the door. As I stepped out, another one of the customers noticed and got up, making their way toward the back to speak to Chief Enforcer King.

      I slipped back into my spot at the table with Ellie and Sara and leaned forward conspiratorially, leading the other two to do the same.

      “Chief Enforcer King confirmed to me that it was poison. And the poison was in the brownie.”

      Ellie’s hands flew to her face. “Oh my God. I made that brownie. That means I’ve got to be one of the prime suspects.”

      “I told Chief Enforcer King that there is no way you would ever do anything like that,” I said. “But yeah, I think regardless of what I told her, you’re definitely one of the main suspects.”

      Ellie held her face in her hand. “I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe somebody killed Luna and used the special brownie I made her to do it.”

      “Well, if we’re going to clear your name, we’re going to have to figure out who actually killed her,” I said. Normally Ellie was the one who was super levelheaded in these sorts of situations, but I supposed it was understandable that things would be a little bit different when she was the main suspect.

      “Tina’s right,” Sara said. “The best way to prove you didn’t do it is to find out who did. So, we know that it has to be somebody who is in the coffee shop now. Does anyone have a pen and paper?”

      “I do,” I said, pulling out a notebook from my purse and grabbing a pen as well. I tore a page out from the back and set it down on the table. Because I was such a new witch and learning new spells every day, I had taken to always carrying my spell book with me so that I could jot down any new spells I learned or overheard.

      “Good,” Sara said, taking the pen and paper. “Let’s make a list of who’s in here now.”

      I had to admit I liked this new, more confident Sara. This broom competition was going to be good for her in a lot of ways, I was pretty sure.

      “Ellie?” I asked. “You’re going to have to help out with this part. I know virtually nobody in here.”

      Ellie nodded and looked around. “Okay. We’ll start with the fairies, since Luna was a fairy and is more likely to know them and have a beef with them than anyone else. There is a table of them in the corner by the other window. I see Bella, Selena, and Celeste.”

      “Okay, what about any other witches and wizards?” Sara asked, jotting down the fairy names as Ellie gave them.

      “Well, Emily and Alicia Kralomok are sitting at a table together. And Carson Mase is sitting at a table by himself.”

      “Shifters?”

      “Those two enforcers that probably told Chief Enforcer King about the death. I don’t know their names, but they’re definitely dragon shifters.”

      “Vampires?”

      “Nope. No vampires here at all.”

      “And what about elves?”

      “Two of them. Sitting closest to the display case. There’s that one who’s the new head of the hospital, Lovandir, and his new head of accounting, Darwana.”

      Sara nodded. “Okay, so one of these names has to be the one that poisoned Luna. Does anyone have any idea who?”

      “Not me,” I said with a shrug. “I don’t know any of the people here. Though I had heard about Lovandir getting the job of hospital director.”

      “Well, I know Luna knew all three fairies,” Ellie said. “She was talking with them when they came in. I have a feeling it wasn’t a completely friendly conversation, either. But I was already running behind, so I didn’t get the chance to eavesdrop on their conversation.”

      “What did you hear?” I asked, leaning forward.

      Ellie shrugged. “It was right when I was dropping off the first batch of cinnamon buns in the morning. We had just opened, and the fairies were the only customers we had so far. I heard Bella say to Luna that it wasn’t right, and that she needed to tell somebody what happened. That’s all I heard, since after that I had to make my way to the back to get the brownies out of the oven and get them decorated and out into the display cases.”

      “Hmm,” I mused. “I wonder what all that was about. What about the others? Do you know how they knew Luna?”

      “As far as I know, the elves and the shifters didn’t know her at all. But Emily and Alicia do spend a ton of time in here, and they’re constantly trying to get people to sign up for their magical pyramid schemes. It wouldn’t surprise me at all if it turned out that at one point they tried to get Luna to sign up for it. But that’s the only way I can imagine they knew each other.”

      “I’ve seen Carson Mase and Luna together before,” Sara said. “Just around town and stuff, you know?”

      “Really?” Ellie said, raising her eyebrows. “That seems a little strange.”

      “That’s what I thought, that’s why it stuck out to me. They seemed like a very unlikely pair.”

      “We should look into why they’ve been spending time together,” I said. “After all, it might have something to do with Luna’s death.”

      “Agreed,” Ellie said. “Right now, though, I think we should go over to the fairies and offer our condolences and see if we can find out what they were talking about this morning.”

      That certainly sounded like a plan to me.
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      The three of us got up from our seats and made our way over to the table at the other end of the window where the three fairies were sitting, none of them saying anything. They looked pale, the grief of having seen their friend’s violent death written all over their faces.

      “Hey,” Ellie said in a soft voice. “Do you mind if we join you? We thought the three of you might benefit from some company.”

      “Sure,” one of the fairies replied in a quiet voice, motioning for the three of us to sit down. We grabbed some empty chairs from the next table and joined the fairies.

      “How on earth could this have happened?” a fairy with long black hair and neon yellow wings asked, shaking her head.

      “I don’t know, Bella,” Ellie said, taking the fairy’s hand in hers. “I’m so sorry, though. Luna was a lovely fairy.”

      “She really was, it’s not fair,” another fairy said, this one with chestnut brown hair that reached her shoulders and pale green wings. “Luna was a kind and giving soul. I can’t imagine who would have wanted to do this to her.”

      “We don’t know that it was suspicious,” I offered. After all, I had told Chief Enforcer King I wouldn’t blab about the fact that Luna had been poisoned.

      “Oh, she was poisoned, that we’re certain of,” said the third fairy, with hair so light it was almost white with silver wings. “No fairy has ever died so violently and so suddenly of natural causes. We know what a natural fairy death looks like, and it’s not that. No, someone did this to her.”

      “Oh, Selena,” Ellie said, shaking her head. “I can’t believe it.”

      “Neither could we, at first,” the brunette fairy who had to be Celeste replied. “But when we saw her flying around like that, there was no other conclusion we could come to.”

      “At least Chief Enforcer King is on the case,” Bella said. “She’s a good enforcer. I’m sure she’s going to find the monster who did this and bring them to justice.”

      “Do you three have any idea who might’ve done this to Luna?” Sara asked, but the three fairies all shook their heads.

      “I don’t have the slightest clue,” Celeste replied. “I mean, sure, Luna might have had a few issues in her life, and her personal life was a little bit complicated, but there was nothing anybody would have wanted to kill her over.”

      “What were you talking about this morning, when I came past?” Ellie asked. “I didn’t really hear much, only Bella telling Luna that she was going to have to tell somebody what happened. Could that have something to do with why she was killed?”

      The three fairies looked around at each other, and I got the distinct feeling they were telepathically deciding not to tell us the truth.

      “It really wasn’t much,” Selena eventually answered. “Just that yesterday Luna had a bit of trouble with a customer. Do you know Jomund, the dragon shifter?”

      “Yeah,” I nodded. Even I knew Jomund. He had been paid to knock me off my broom by a murderer right after I had come to Western Woods. At least he had come over and apologized to me, and seemed earnest about it. He hadn’t bothered me since.

      “Well, he was a bit upset about his coffee, and he slammed it down on the counter and it got all over Luna. She didn’t want to tell the manager, because Jomund apologized and got a wizard friend he was with to do a spell to clean it off. He said he overreacted, and then he and his friend left.”

      I looked carefully between the fairies but couldn’t tell that they were lying in any way. If that had really been the case, well for one thing, it couldn’t have been Jomund who killed Luna because he wasn’t here, and for another, no one kills people because they messed up their coffee order. That’s just ridiculous.

      Ellie nodded. “We’ll let you go. I imagine it’s not going to be a fun day in the fairy community.”

      “You’re right there,” Selena said with a sad shake of her head. “It’s been quite a while since we’ve had a death, and I’m not sure there’s ever been a fairy murdered in Western Woods. This is really new to all of us.”

      “My condolences,” I told them.

      “Thank you. We’re going to go tell Chief Enforcer King what we can and then go be with the rest of our charm.”

      “Charm?” I asked quietly as the three of us made our way back to our table.

      “A charm is a group of fairies, kind of like our covens,” Ellie explained, and I nodded my understanding.

      “That makes sense. Should we go and see Carson Mase? It looks like he’s just coming out from his interview with Chief Enforcer King.”

      “Good plan,” Sara nodded, and we made our way to the table where he had been sitting just as he reached it. Carson looked at us, a scowl on his features.

      “What do you want?” he asked, grabbing the small shoulder bag he had left by his chair.

      “We just wanted to say sorry,” Sara replied. “I’ve seen you around with Luna, I know the two of you were pretty close.”

      “You don’t know anything,” Carson muttered before grabbing his bag and leaving the coffee shop, the Enforcers guarding the door letting him past as he’d already spoken with Chief Enforcer King.

      I raised my eyebrows at the other two. “Well, that definitely wasn’t the reaction I was expecting.”

      “I don’t know,” Sara said with a shrug. “If they were close, I can understand how he wouldn’t want to talk to strangers right now. After all, he would have just seen one of his close friends, possibly even more than that, die in front of him.”

      “Fair enough,” I said, watching the wizard’s form hurrying away from the coffee shop. “Do you know Carson well at all? He looks to be about our age.”

      “No,” Ellie replied with a shake of her head. “Carson isn’t actually from our coven. He comes from the coven ruled by Mars, a fire coven. He moved here two, maybe three years ago. Apparently he had some issues with his home coven, something about abusive parents, and he decided that rather than trying to work through it with his coven elders, he was just going to leave. Whenever anyone asks him why he picked Western Woods, he says that he loves the rain, but that makes absolutely zero sense. For one thing, he comes from a coven ruled by fire. For another, nobody likes the amount of rain we get here.”

      “That’s true,” I laughed. “Why would you live in Western Woods when you could pick anywhere in the world? Surely there are covens in Hawaii, or the Bahamas.”

      “There are,” Ellie replied with an enthusiastic nod. “In Hawaii, the coven is ruled by one of the minor fire moons, although they consider themselves ruled by Pele, the traditional Hawaiian god of the volcano.”

      “And the Bahamas?”

      “Ceres is the ruler of their coven,” Sara said wistfully. “That’s a water coven. I’d love to visit there one day.”

      “Maybe when you’re the broom riding champion of the world,” Ellie said with a nudge to Sara’s ribs. “Now come on, go speak with Chief Enforcer King so the three of us can get out of here.”
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      Half an hour later Sara was finished with her interview and the three of us left the coffee shop.

      “Do you think Amy knows what happened yet?” I asked, and Ellie shook her head.

      “Not a chance. Amy was going to spend the whole day studying, which means she’s locked herself up in the library at coven headquarters and has probably cast a spell on herself to stop anybody from being able to interrupt her during her work. Although frankly, at this point, I’m pretty sure everybody in the coven knows not to disturb Amy when she’s working, especially after what happened last time.”

      “Last time?” I asked.

      “About a year ago, Amy was busy working on a new spell when Estelle Thurman found her to ask if she could take over her shift working for Lita, since her mom had gotten sick and wanted Estelle to take over at the shop. Estelle interrupted Amy when she was in the middle of casting a spell, and Amy messed it up. It was nothing big, and anybody else would have just laughed it off, but Amy freaked out and started crying about how she was never going to pass her exams and she was a waste of a witch and a whole bunch of stuff. It was a full-blown anxiety attack.”

      “Yikes,” I said, my eyebrows rising. At the same time, I could totally picture Amy reacting exactly that way.

      “Exactly,” Ellie said. “Eventually Lita came up and cast a spell to make Amy calm down. But it became a running joke at the Academy, and I highly recommend not bringing it up in front of Amy, ever.”

      “She’s a little bit sensitive about it,” Sara said with a smile.

      “That can’t have helped the relationship between Amy and Estelle, either,” I said with a laugh. Amy and Estelle were rivals of a sort, with both of them wanting to be the smartest witch in the coven at any given time.

      “Definitely not; Amy blamed Estelle for interrupting her on purpose and I’m pretty sure Lita made them both go to counselling with her for a month or so after it happened.”

      I giggled at the idea of couples counselling for two witches who were simply trying to be better than the other all the time. I couldn’t imagine the counselling sessions would have gone very well.

      “I vote we go and see Randy now and get you fitted for a cool new outfit to wear when you’re competing,” Ellie said to Sara. “Then, when we’re done, we can go and find Amy and hopefully she won’t totally destroy us for interrupting her.”

      “I think we’ll let you get her attention,” I said to Ellie. “But I like the idea of going to get Sara’s outfit figured out first.”

      “Good,” Ellie said, clapping her hands together and squealing with excitement. “This is so cool. I can’t believe Sara’s going to be a bona fide celebrity around the whole magical world.”

      “I’ll settle with not being a laughingstock,” I heard Sara mumble under her breath as the three of us strode off toward the main fashion hub in Western Woods.

      The Lion, the Wizard and the Wardrobe was set up in a cute little white cottage with huge windows that displayed mannequins that moved, slowly posing as they showed off their clothes.

      The three of us stepped inside and were immediately greeted by Randy, an incredibly friendly wizard with a round face and glasses that gave him a real bug-eyed look. Today, he was dressed from head to toe in cheetah print, wearing basketball shoes to finish off the outfit. On anybody else, it would have looked completely ridiculous, but Randy had exactly the right kind of attitude to pull off the kind of look that nobody else could.

      “Witches! What can I do for you today?” Randy asked as soon as we stepped foot into the store. “I hope you’re settling in okay,” he told me. “I hear you’re definitely getting a little bit more excitement than you probably hoped for as you make your way around the paranormal world for the first time.”

      “You can say that, for sure,” I said with a wry smile. “But I’m learning a lot and most people are super nice. I wouldn’t trade this for anything.”

      “That’s great to hear. Now, have you already worn out all of the new clothes I got for you last time?”

      “Actually, we’re here for Sara today,” Ellie explained. “Have you heard about the new broom flying competition that they’re doing based out of Desert Plains?”

      “Sweetie, everyone has heard about that new competition,” Randy said. “I don’t even follow that sort of thing at all; Eric loves his dueling and watches it all the time, but I just find it so violent. But even I know about the broom racing competition.”

      “Well,” Ellie said, drawing it out like she was a proud mom about to show off her daughter’s achievements. “Sara here has just found out today that she is going to be one of the competitors in the broom racing competition.”

      “That’s absolutely fantastic,” Randy said, clapping his hands together. “Congratulations. I knew you were a wonder on the broom—you always have been, ever since you were a little witch—but to make it onto the broom racing team is phenomenal.”

      “Thank you,” Sara said as her face slowly began to match the color of her hair.

      “So obviously, we need something spectacular for her to wear when she’s competing, so we thought of you,” Ellie said.

      “Well, I am truly honored,” Randy said, placing both his hands over his heart. “Yes, I think we can make you look absolutely fabulous while still making sure you have the freedom of maximum range of motion, since that’s so important for athletes like you.”

      “He called me an athlete,” Sara mouthed to me as Randy suddenly disappeared into a stack of clothes. He came back a moment later with about eight different outfits on hangers in both hands.

      “Right. We’re going to decide on a style first, and then we can worry about colors and effects.”

      “We were thinking a dark green and gold color scheme,” Ellie said.

      “Good, good,” Randy said. “First, try all of these on, and come back out to show us.”

      A rather embarrassed looking Sara made her way into the changing room and came out a moment later looking absolutely phenomenal. The outfit was basically like something Catwoman would wear, black and skintight but with slightly flared out sleeves and ankles. It totally accentuated all of Sara’s curves, and as soon as she stepped out of the dressing room, she couldn’t stop moving her arms and legs around, looking incredulously at the fabric.

      “I thought for sure it would be super restrictive, but this actually feels like I’m wearing a layer of water or something,” she said. “I can move around perfectly.”

      “Excellent, that’s the way it’s designed to work,” Randy said. “It’s supposed to be tight but functional. Perfect for athletes who don’t want too much extraneous clothing flying around.”

      “I love it so much,” Ellie nodded. “This is exactly the sort of thing that will make you a superstar.”

      “Do you really think it’s that good?” Sara asked, looking at herself in the mirror.

      “It makes your butt look like the human embodiment of the peach emoji,” I said, giving her the thumbs up, and Sara giggled.

      “Well, I’m not sure if it’s what I had in mind, but I have to admit, it does feel pretty good, and I do feel pretty awesome wearing it.”

      “As you should; you look smoking. You’ll be the belle of the ball at the announcement ceremony wearing that.”

      “Is it too much, though?” Sara asked. “After all, I still want to keep things PG rated.”

      “I think it’s fine,” I said. “The sleeves and ankles give it a little bit of a playful look, and it’s not like you’re showing cleavage or anything. It’s tight, but it’s classy tight. Like something Beyoncé would wear on the red carpet. And Beyoncé is the epitome of class.”

      “Who’s Beyoncé?” Ellie asked with a tilt of her head, and I sighed. It was definitely taking me a while to get used to the fact that no one here knew anything about human world pop culture.

      “Only the greatest singer ever in the human world,” I replied. “But the point is, I like the outfit.”

      “I do as well, but I’d still like you to try on the others,” Randy said. Ellie and I nodded in agreement, and Sara made her way back into the dressing room to try on some more clothes.

      Seven outfits later, the vote was unanimous—that first outfit was the definite winner. Sara made her way back into the dressing room and put it back on so that Randy could work his magic and come up with a way to make it look even more incredible than it already did.

      “You said you liked dark green?” Randy asked, and Ellie nodded.

      “Yes, with gold accents.”

      “I think I can work with that,” Randy mumbled, speaking to himself quietly as he walked around Sara, looking her up and down, trying to figure out exactly what he was going to do. “Yes, yes, I think that should work very well.”

      He pointed his wand at Sara and a moment later she was enveloped by a puff of gold smoke that smelled exactly like the earth after a thunderstorm. When the smoke cleared and Sara was revealed once more, I gasped.

      What had been a plain black catsuit before was now a very dark green, but that wasn’t the part that took my breath away. Climbing up the dress were gold strikes of lightning, moving around and flashing constantly. It was like the lightning was part of Sara. It gave her a real ethereal, magical look.

      “That’s incredible,” I finally managed to say.

      “Agreed,” Ellie nodded. “My stars, you look amazing.”

      “That’s a winner, for sure,” Randy nodded.

      “This is totally your Katniss Everdeen flame dress moment,” I said.

      “What?” Sara asked.

      “Sorry. Human world reference. But basically that dress is the most badass thing I have ever seen in my life.”

      A blush crawled up Sara’s face as Ellie, Randy, and I threw compliment after compliment at her. She definitely was going to look like a streak of thunder flying across the sky on that broom.

      “I believe you are TV ready,” Randy told her with a smile. “Do you want to take the outfit off now? I’ll have it delivered to your house straight away.”

      “I kind of want to wear this forever,” Sara said while admiring herself in the mirror. “But okay. This stays hidden until the unveiling on Friday.”

      As Sara paid for the outfit and the three of us left the shop, giddy with excitement, I had almost forgotten that Ellie was still one of the main suspects in a murder.
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      “Should we go and see if Amy is done yet?” Sara asked, and Ellie nodded.

      “Sure. After all, at this point she’s been studying for so long that surely her brain is turning into mush.”

      Making our way to coven headquarters, I had expected us to turn and go up the staircase that led to the Academy when we entered, but instead Ellie led us hard left and toward a staircase heading down rather than up.

      “Where are we going?” I asked as I looked at the Gothic spiral staircase with a mixture of apprehension and fear. This definitely didn’t look like a super friendly entrance to anywhere.

      “The coven library. It’s in the basement.”

      “Great,” I muttered as I followed the other two down the stairs. Not only did they look creepy as anything, but they creaked with every step I took. I knew they would have been magically enchanted to be stable no matter what, but it still didn’t make me any more comfortable with what was going on.

      I followed the others down, deep into the bowels underneath coven headquarters. My mouth dropped open when we reached the bottom and found ourselves in the library.

      I had never been one of those bookish people that read absolutely everything and spent all their time in the library. I mean, sure, I did enjoy reading, and I had my favorites. But I wasn’t the type of person who thought about having a library in their house or who could spend hours at a bookshop.

      And yet, as soon as I laid eyes on the coven library, I knew this was the sort of place where I could spend hours upon hours.

      The ceilings were high, at least thirty feet, and topped with domes like one might expect to see in a church in Rome or Florence. The built-in bookcases were high and topped with incredibly ornate white-painted gilded cornices. Large wooden beams separated each bookcase from the next, and warm light flowed from bulbs spaced evenly around the beams. Large wooden tables and leather chairs were spread around the floor, and large, antique-style globes stood on stands in between them.

      “Wow,” I gasped as I looked around.

      “Pretty impressive, huh?” Ellie said with a smile.

      “Yeah. This is amazing. No wonder Amy spends all the time she can down here.”

      “For her, it’s all about the books,” Ellie said, motioning around. “There are thousands of volumes here, almost all non-fiction, detailing everything you could possibly need to know about the coven of Jupiter. Some of these volumes are thousands of years old.”

      “That’s crazy!”

      “It is. We also have some stuff relating to other covens. But most of it is in reference to ours. There are a lot of reference books down here; if you ever need to know how to cast a spell and can’t find someone to tell you how, then if it’s been created, it’s written in here.”

      “That’s handy.”

      “It certainly is. Come here, I’ll show you how it works,” Ellie said, leading me toward a large wooden stand on which the biggest book I had ever seen in my life stood. It had to be a foot thick, and each of its pages was at least two feet wide. The words on the pages were tiny, so small I wondered if I was ever going to be able to read them.

      Ellie stood in front of the book, took out her wand, and tapped one of the pages gently.

      “Book of Jupiter, I require a spell that allows me to change the color of my clothes.”

      All of a sudden, all of the words on the page disappeared, and they were replaced with a flowery script, written as though an invisible person were standing in front of the book and writing down the words.

      Jupiter, God of Thunder, I need my clothes now a different color. Green.

      “See?” Ellie grinned.

      “And so that spell works?”

      “Absolutely. The color at the end you can change, obviously, to whatever color you need. And whatever clothing item you point your wand at is what will change. Go ahead, try it.”

      “Ok,” I said, taking out my wand. I was starting to get used to this whole ‘casting spells’ thing, and I no longer felt a flutter of butterflies in my stomach every time. I immediately let the energy in my body flow toward my wand and pointed it at my shoes as I said the words. “Jupiter, God of Thunder, I need my clothes now a different color. Baby blue.”

      Sara let out a squeal of pleasure as I looked down and saw that my once-black sneakers were now an absolutely adorable baby blue color. I grinned.

      “I’m going to keep them like this,” I said.

      “They are super cute,” Ellie laughed. “Now, go ahead and use the book yourself.”

      “Ok,” I said, stepping up to it carefully. “I just tap it and tell the book what spell I want?”

      “Exactly,” Ellie nodded. “It’s a super useful tool for everyone here to use. Although to be honest, if I’m stuck on a spell, I’m usually too lazy to come all the way down here and I just ask Amy instead.”

      I smiled at that as I tried to think of a spell I could want.

      “Book of Jupiter, I require a spell that allows me to change someone’s hair color.” Might as well stick with the color theme, after all. I didn’t know if I was ever going to need this spell, but I figured it could come in useful one day if I ever wanted to see what being a redhead or a platinum blonde was like with no long-term effects.

      However, instead of giving me a spell in return, the script that appeared on the page gave me a sharp rebuke.

      Witch of water, you are not to use the spells of the coven of lightning.

      The three of us stared at the words on the page. “I’ve never seen it do anything like that before,” Ellie said, her eyes wide.

      “I’m guessing I’m the first out-of-coven witch to try and use the book in front of you?” I said with a wry smile, and Sara nodded.

      “Yeah.”

      Suddenly, a thought struck me. “Do you think the book can give me more information? Like what coven I’m from?”

      A grin spread across Ellie’s face. “I have no idea, but it’s worth a shot! Try it, see what happens.”

      All of a sudden I was a little bit less enthusiastic about the idea. “Um, are you sure it’s safe? What if the book decides to eat me or something?”

      “It probably won’t do that,” Ellie replied confidently. “I’m pretty sure the worst that book is going to do is write a nasty note to you.”

      “Well, if you say so,” I muttered. Normally, I would have run away as fast as I possibly could at the idea of some sort of mystery magic. But I had to admit, I was pretty curious. After all, we knew that I was a witch from a coven ruled by water. That wasn’t news. But I didn’t have any idea which water coven I came from. And to be honest, I really did want to know.

      After all, it wasn’t like I was dishonoring my parents’ memory by finding out. My parents had never hidden the fact that I was adopted, and if they had known anything about my birth parents, I was sure they would have encouraged me to track them down if at all possible. But the fact that I had been abandoned as a baby made that impossible.

      Now, in the magical world, for the first time I had the opportunity to maybe find out something about my birth parents. I didn’t let myself hope too much, but if there was even the chance that I might be able to find them, then I wanted to do it.

      And if this book had a chance of being able to help, then I was going to use it.

      I placed my wand back on the open page of the book. “Book of Jupiter, which coven do I come from?” I asked it and waited with bated breath for a response.

      The three of us leaned over the pages as it wrote out a reply. You are a witch from a coven of water.

      Disappointed, my heart sank in my chest. “Yes, but which coven of water?” I asked, unsure if I was even going to get an answer to a question phrased so casually.

      That answer is hidden beneath the waves.

      “I guess that’s a no, then,” I said dejectedly, moving my wand off the book.

      “I’m sorry, Tina,” Sara said quietly, putting a hand on my shoulder.

      “Thanks,” I replied, unable to keep a hint of sadness out of my voice.

      “We’ll find out what coven you’re from,” Ellie said assuredly. “Trust me. Amy is on it. She might not look like it, but she’s searching for you.”

      Just then, Amy came around the corner.

      “What are you guys doing?” she asked, looking over at the book. “Searching for a spell?”

      “We were, and then we discovered that the book doesn’t like Tina,” Ellie replied.

      “Well, of course it doesn’t; she’s not from our coven.”

      “Yeah, but the useless thing couldn’t tell us which coven she was from, only that she came from a water one.”

      Amy rolled her eyes. “I could have told you that.”

      “Well, you didn’t, now, did you,” Ellie retorted, sticking her tongue out at her.

      “Sorry to interrupt this riveting argument, but Amy, we need to talk to you. There’s been another murder, and this time, Ellie is one of the prime suspects,” I said.
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      After we explained everything that had gone on to Amy, she sat down on one of the chairs.

      “Wow. So you weren’t kidding. Ellie probably is one of the main suspects, isn’t she?”

      I nodded. “Yeah. So we definitely need to find out who actually did it before Ellie is arrested.”

      “Woah. Hold on a second. Don’t we trust Chief Enforcer King to do this instead?”

      “Well yeah, she’s a good Enforcer, but I mean, more eyes can’t really hurt, can they?” Sara said. “And after all, we’re actually all kind of getting good at this.”

      Amy groaned. “I can’t believe you three are roping me into this. I’m only doing this because I care about Ellie and her freedom.”

      I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face. “Great! We already have a list of suspects: the only people who could have poisoned that brownie were the people who were in the shop when Luna died.”

      “That means the poison had to be fast-acting.”

      “Very much so,” Ellie said. “Less than five minutes from ingestion to death.”

      “Did you get the impression it was a natural poison or a magical one?” Amy asked Ellie, and Ellie shrugged.

      “I don’t know. I couldn’t tell. I only saw the very end of, well, Luna’s death. I couldn’t say either way.”

      “We need to find out what killed her, then,” Amy said, looking at Sara.

      “You know, my mom is going to be getting pretty suspicious if I keep asking her about murdered citizens,” Sara said, crossing her arms.

      “You’re our link to the Healer community,” Ellie pleaded. “We all know Healers talk. That fairy Healer will have to tell someone in the hospital what killed Luna, and your mom will find out. Please, it’s important.”

      “Fine, I’ll go and see her and ask,” Sara said. “She’s been bugging me to go have dinner with her, anyway.”

      “Plus I’m sure she’ll be thrilled to hear about your broom competition spot,” I said with a smile.

      A blush crawled up Sara’s face. “Yeah. Yeah, she will. Sure.”

      My mouth dropped open. “You haven’t told her you tried out, have you?”

      “I didn’t want to get her hopes up. You know, in case I failed. I figured I’ve failed my mom so many times in my life, I didn’t want her to think I might have had a chance to succeed and then take that away from her, you know?”

      My heart broke for my friend and her absolutely horrid self-esteem. “Oh, Sara. I’m so sorry you felt you had to keep something like that from your mom,” I told her, going in for an impromptu hug.

      “Thanks,” Sara said, returning my hug. “But it’s ok, really. You’re right, though. I’ll tell her tonight that I’ve been accepted, and she’ll be really proud, I think.”

      “She will be,” Amy said. “Your mom always wanted you to do something with yourself, and being a part of one of the new big sports in the magical world definitely counts.”

      “Oh yeah,” I said with a giggle. “Amy, Sara was officially accepted as one of the competitors in the broom flying competition this morning.”

      “I know,” Amy replied. “I knew as soon as she told me she was going to audition. There was never any doubt in my mind that she was going to make it.”

      Sara’s shoulders swelled with pride. “Aw, you guys. You’re going to make me cry.”

      “And you should cry happy tears,” Ellie said. “You’re amazing, and I can’t wait to see you kick some magical butt.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      That night, while Sara was out having dinner with her mom, Ellie, Amy, and I huddled around the kitchen table with a bottle of wine and some homemade pizza courtesy of Ellie for dinner. I pulled out the list of suspects we had created, and we pored over them once more.

      “I’d like to know more about the relationship between Luna and Carson,” Ellie said. “After all, that sort of thing is frowned upon, a little bit.”

      “Seriously?” I asked. I supposed I shouldn’t have been that surprised. For a town in which so many paranormals lived together, there was still a lot of segregation. Fairies stuck with fairies, vampires stuck with vampires, and everyone got a job based on what their species told them they could do as a job. Personally, I thought this was frankly awful, and I had started doing the occasional human world movie showings in the Coven Gardens in the hopes of bringing the different paranormals together.

      So far it seemed to have gone well enough. While the different groups of paranormals weren’t exactly mingling together, they also didn’t seem to mind all being in the same area watching and enjoying the same movie. The first one we had watched was Spice Girls, and I had also shown Rush Hour, mainly for my cat Mr. Meowgi. I had been planning on doing another showing on Friday, but with that being the night of Sara’s official introduction, I thought perhaps I should move it up to Wednesday, instead. That only gave me a few days to get everything ready, but it should be enough.

      “Yes,” Amy answered. “Not by everyone. But there still are some paranormals who believe that species shouldn’t intermingle. The most conservative take it even further and believe that witches and wizards shouldn’t even be with witches and wizards from different covens.”

      I shook my head. “That’s so weird. If you love someone, what does it matter what kind of paranormal they are?”

      “Agreed,” Ellie said. “But anyway, we have to consider that as a possible motive. There are some paranormals out there who would have disagreed with the fact that Luna was in a relationship with Carson, if they were, in fact, in a relationship.”

      “What about the two dragon shifters, the ones who called Chief Enforcer King?” I asked.

      “Well, I think we can rule them out,” Amy said. “I know those two from the way you described them earlier; they come into coven headquarters from time to time when they’re on patrol. They’re extremely honest and straight-laced, and I don’t think you will find two Enforcers more dedicated to their jobs.”

      “You never know, though,” I said. “What are their names?”

      “Orlock and Haug. They’re brothers. I don’t know their last names.”

      “Right. Then there was Lovandir and Darwana, the elves,” I added. “And Emily and Alice Kralomok, the two witches. And Aurora, of course.”

      “You can’t think Aurora did this,” Ellie said, shaking her head.

      “To be honest, I have trouble imagining she did. Aurora has always been so nice to me. But in the interest of being thorough, we need to keep everyone on this list. Now, Amy, can you think of any reason any of these paranormals would have had to kill Luna?”

      Amy frowned. “I don’t know. I think we need to speak with someone who was close to Luna.”

      “Well, tomorrow morning is going to be the memorial, since that’s how fairies do their funerals,” Ellie said to me. “The memorial service is at dawn the day after a death. I’m not actually sure what they do with the body, but fairies consider that once one of their kind has died, that’s it, their soul is gone from their bodies so there’s no point in involving it in the memorial at all.”

      “That’s an interesting way of looking at it,” I said.

      “I thought so, too. We’ll have to get up early, but we can go to the memorial service tomorrow and speak to some of Luna’s friends and family then. That might give us a better idea as to who would have wanted her dead.”
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      It was a horrible thought to have, but as I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t help but wonder why Luna couldn’t have been killed closer to December, when the sunrise wasn’t until seven thirty or so. I sighed as I looked at the clock on my phone, which read five thirty-five, and smashed the off button on my alarm.

      “Why are you up so early?” Mr. Meowgi complained as he made his way under the covers that I had just abandoned. “What time is it?”

      “It’s five thirty,” I grumbled in reply.

      “I didn’t realize that hour even existed,” my cat complained as he curled up into a little ball underneath my blanket.

      “Yeah, well, now you know how I feel when you decide to play zoomies up and down the hall at three in the morning,” I replied.

      “That’s totally different,” Mr. Meowgi replied without elaborating, and a moment later I heard his soft snores coming from underneath the blanket. Evidently, my getting up wasn’t really the inconvenience he had made it out to be.

      “Lucky,” I muttered as I made my way to the kitchen, where to my surprise, Ellie had left out an entire plate of cinnamon buns, dripping with ooey, gooey cream cheese frosting, the warm smell of spices wafting to my nose.

      “I hope you haven’t poisoned these, but if you have, then I guess it’s my time to go,” I said, grabbing a cinnamon bun and putting it on the plate, earning myself a pointed look from Ellie.

      “Even I think that joke’s in poor taste.”

      “It’s too early to filter out appropriate jokes from inappropriate ones,” I yawned as I sat down at the dining table and took a huge forkful of warm cinnamon bun.

      “This is how early I usually get up,” Ellie said. “I got a message from the manager of the coffee shop last night; we’re going to be closed today so that everybody can go to the memorial, and also because the Enforcers are still treating the entire shop as a crime scene.”

      “Good, so all four of us will be there,” I said. “That should give us a lot more opportunity to speak with as many fairies as possible.”

      By six o’clock the four of us had all eaten cinnamon buns, properly complimented Ellie on their deliciousness, and were heading out of the house.

      “Where does the fairy memorial take place?” I asked.

      “They have a park on the other side of town,” Amy explained. “It’s not big, not at all like the Coven Gardens. But it’s pretty cute, and it’s special to the fairies. It’s kind of like their equivalent of a coven headquarters.”

      The four of us grabbed our brooms and began flying to the other end of town. I was happy to say that I was now able to float confidently up to two feet above the ground without feeling like my death was imminent. Sara had given me a few more lessons since my first experience on a broom, which had led to the inadvertent creation of the giant pool in our backyard, and while I wasn’t too confident while on a broom, at least I could get by on one now.

      Still, a trip that would have taken the others less than five minutes took us about ten, and by the time we arrived at the fairy gardens, there were already dozens of fairies milling around, and a few other paranormals as well.

      The four of us placed our brooms up against a tree, and I got my first good look at this, the center of fairy life in Western Woods.

      It was like stepping into the center of every grandmother’s dream landscaping. Giant mushrooms at least two stories high rose up from the ground and large paths made of rocks wound their way through the garden, which looked to be about the size of a football field. Rows of lanterns were strung between the trees and the mushrooms, casting a warm glow on everyone below. Moss grew everywhere, looking soft and comfortable, and there was even a small, gently flowing river that passed through the center.

      Everyone seemed to be making their way toward the very middle of the park, where a low but extremely wide ivory-colored mushroom seemed to create a natural meeting place.

      The four of us made our way through, and I looked around in amazement at how adorable this fairy garden was. I couldn’t believe I had never been here before.

      As the fairies floated through, they looked perfectly at home here in this garden that looked more magical and ethereal than anywhere else I had been in Western Woods.

      “There is Aurora,” Ellie said, motioning to the fairy that I had seen plenty of times now at Hexpresso Bean. “Let’s go talk to her now, before the ceremony starts.”

      The four of us made our way over to Ellie’s coworker, and as soon as she saw us, she fluttered over.

      “Thank you so much for coming, Ellie,” she said. “And to the rest of you as well. You have no idea how much it means to us to know that Luna was this loved by the community.”

      “Of course,” Ellie said. “There was no way we were going to miss being here.”

      “I had only met Luna the one time, but I’m so sorry for your loss,” I told Aurora. “She seemed like such a nice fairy.”

      “Oh, she was,” Aurora said. “We had so many chats together, since we worked together in such close quarters.”

      “I just can’t think of who would have wanted to do this to her,” Ellie said. “Do you know of anybody that she was having any problems with? I heard she was seeing that wizard, Carson.”

      “She was. She didn’t really want anybody to know, so they tried to be subtle about it, but I know word was starting to get around town. Luna told me that a few days ago a couple of older witches came by and told her that it wasn’t natural and that she should stick to her own kind and leave the wizards for the witches.”

      I shook my head. “Poor Luna. That’s so unfair. She shouldn’t have had to deal with that.”

      “I agree,” Aurora said. “To be totally honest, when she first told me that she was seeing a wizard, I wasn’t totally on board with it. After all, shouldn’t a fairy be with a fairy? But then I saw them together a few times, and I realized that they made each other happy, and I guess I decided that there are worse things in the world than falling in love with a wizard. But, I know she was getting a little bit of flack about it from others. A couple of old witches came by Hexpresso Bean and told her to stick to her own kind.”

      “I can’t believe people would do that,” I said with a shake of my head.

      “Plus, they had no shame. They came back a few days later; they were actually two of the witches that were there when Luna died.”

      “Alicia and Emily Kralomok?” Amy asked, and Aurora nodded.

      “Yes. Alicia was the one that Luna said was giving her a hard time about her relationship with Carson. Still, I can’t imagine her killing over it.”

      I wasn’t so sure. As far as I was concerned, Alicia was definitely at the top of my suspect list now.

      “That’s crazy,” Sara said, shaking her head. “Was that the only trouble Luna had been having with anyone?”

      “Yes, as far as I know,” Aurora said. “She really was such a nice fairy; no one ever had any problems with her. Or if they did, she didn’t share them with me. Now, if you don’t mind, I have to go and see the head of the fairies before the ceremony starts.”

      “Of course,” Ellie said, and Aurora gave us all a small smile before fluttering away elegantly.

      “Well, that changes things,” Ellie said to the three of us as Aurora flew off.

      “No kidding,” I replied. “Do you know Alicia well?”

      The three of us turned to Amy, who, thanks to her job working at coven headquarters, tended to know all of the witches and wizards in town better than the rest of us. Certainly better than me, who knew almost nobody.

      “I can definitely see her making those kinds of comments,” Amy nodded. “Alicia has always been a very bitter person. But murder? That’s a whole different story. I suppose if she were going to do it, I would expect her to use poison. Something that couldn’t necessarily be traced back to her and something that was pretty hands-off.”

      “So you could see her murdering Luna?” Sara asked.

      “I think so,” Amy said. “If the last few months have taught me anything, it’s that anybody can be a murderer. I think we should consider her to be a prime suspect.”

      Just then, the lanterns hanging above dimmed three times, and the four of us looked around.

      “I guess that’s our cue to make our way to the giant mushroom,” I said as I watched all of the other fairies around headed that way.

      We all walked over to it, climbing up onto the mushroom’s cap along with everybody else. It was a little bit more difficult for those of us who didn’t have wings, but we eventually managed it. Sara, Amy, and I were all pushed up by the others, and then Amy cast a spell to allow Ellie to float up onto the mushroom.

      We certainly wouldn’t have won any awards for elegance, that was for sure, but we made it up in the end.

      The cap of the mushroom had to have a radius of no more than fifty feet, and even with everybody all together in a circle it was pretty crowded.

      In the center of the mushroom, by herself, was an older fairy with gray hair and pastel pink wings. She was extremely elegant in her old age and reminded me a little bit of a Helen Mirren type. She fluttered her wings until she was a few feet higher off the ground than normal so that she could see everybody on the mushroom cap and everybody could see her.

      “Thank you all for coming,” she announced, her voice needing no amplification. It wasn’t a loud, booming voice, but rather one with a quiet authority that still carried throughout the garden. “Today, we come to remember the soul of the fairy who we lost less than twenty-four hours ago. Luna was a loving, kind soul taken in her prime, and I thank you all for coming to remember her as the sun rises, bringing in a new day for those of us left on earth.

      “If you look to the sky tonight, you may see a new star. That star is the spirit of Luna, who has left us to join the spirits of our ancestors before us. Now, as the sun rises for the first time without Luna’s presence on this earth, please be silent as we remember one of our own.”

      You could have heard a pin drop as all the observers did as the fairy head honcho—I wasn’t sure what her official title was, but it was obvious she was in charge—had said to do. However, instead of looking down at the ground like humans tended to do when we had a moment of silence for something, everyone looked skywards, facing the east as the sun began to rise over the horizon. For about five minutes we all watched as the sun first began to poke its head out, then rose fully into the sky.

      “Luna, may your spirit rest with the stars,” the woman finally announced.

      “May your spirit rest with the stars,” came a low murmur from everyone else, and I joined in at the last second as I realized the whole crowd was repeating those words.

      “Now, please,” the woman at the front announced. “Spend this day celebrating, for while we have lost a life, we should cherish the time we did have with Luna and feel lucky that we got to share some of our brief time in this world with her.”

      With that, the fairy fluttered back down to ground level, and everyone began to climb off the mushroom cap, the ceremony having obviously ended.

      “That was really nice,” Ellie said, wiping tears off her face. “What a lovely ceremony.”
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      Groups of different paranormals began to form, and I split away from the others, momentarily distracted by a very cool-looking flock of mushrooms. Their caps had a design like a peppermint swirl, and there was something incredibly alluring about them.

      “Don’t touch those,” a voice behind me said suddenly, and I turned to find Bella, one of the fairies I’d met the day before, smiling at me as she fluttered a few inches off the ground. “They’ll sting if you touch them.”

      I looked at the mushrooms, almost entranced. It was like something inside of them was drawing me toward them, luring me, convincing me to touch them. I shook my head and broke the spell, then looked over at Bella.

      “What are they?”

      “We call them malfeasance mushrooms. They give off particles that draw you in, and when you touch them, they eat away at your skin. But because of the particles, you keep touching them.”

      “I’m assuming they’re poisonous, then?”

      “Highly,” Bella nodded. “But it’s not a pleasant death. Eating one mushroom is enough to kill you, but it takes hours. The spores eat away at your insides, starting at your stomach, and spend a few hours eating away at you until finally enough of your organs fail and you die.”

      I shuddered. “Thanks for the warning.”

      “They grow naturally in all fairy gardens,” Bella explained. “Let me get rid of this one for you.”

      She made her way over toward the mushrooms, put her hands above them, and whispered something. All of a sudden, a black, glittery dust magically appeared, falling from her hands, and landed on the mushrooms. They immediately shriveled up, curling in on themselves, the red spirals turning black before suddenly disappearing completely with a loud pop.

      Bella turned toward me and grinned.

      “Wow,” I said. “I’ve never seen a fairy use magic before.”

      “We have our own special brand of it,” Bella replied. “If you ever see a patch of mushrooms like these, try not to look at them. That’s what grabs you.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind.”

      “Thank you for coming, by the way.”

      “Oh, of course. I feel so bad for Luna.”

      “It’s really tragic,” Bella said sadly. “Poor thing. It really was a nice service this morning, though.”

      “Absolutely,” I nodded. “Who was the woman who performed it?”

      “The Head Fairy, Isadora. She’s been the head of the fairies here in Western Woods for longer than I can remember.”

      “She seems nice.”

      “She’s really wonderful. We couldn’t ask for a better leader. She always makes sure to represent us well in town.”

      “Do you know who Chief Enforcer King suspects in Luna’s death?” I asked, thinking that maybe word would have spread through the fairy ranks, but Bella shook her head.

      “No. We haven’t heard a thing, which is a little bit frustrating. But I’m sure Chief Enforcer King is doing what she has to do. I’m sure she’ll find the killer. At least, I hope so.”

      “So do I,” I nodded.

      “It is nice to see Aurora came, though.”

      “Oh, was it ever in any doubt that she would?”

      “Well, she and Luna had always had a rather difficult relationship.” As if realizing what she had said, Bella’s eyes widened and she hurried to elaborate. “Nothing that difficult, nothing that you would kill over. When we were young, both Luna and Aurora were super competitive. They always had to best one another, and it got pretty heated. One day, Luna accused Aurora of cheating on a test, and they got into a fistfight right in the middle of this very garden. But as adults, I think they realized that competing against each other wasn’t so much fun, and they realized they have a lot in common. I think they were quite good friends, now. It’s nice to see, after so many years of acrimony between them.”

      “That is nice,” I said, my mind whirring at this new information. Had Luna and Aurora really been good friends, or did that competitive spirit still simmer beneath the surface? Had Luna done something that Aurora didn’t like, and had Aurora taken her revenge? I really didn’t want to believe it. In fact, a part of me couldn’t believe it. Aurora was the sweetest fairy and had been one of the first paranormals to welcome me to Western Woods.

      Still, someone had poisoned that brownie, and Aurora would have been the paranormal with the easiest access to it. I couldn’t write her off as a suspect just because she was nice to me.

      “Anyway, I should get going. It was nice to see you.”

      “Thanks for the help with the malfeasance mushrooms,” I said with a smile. “It was good to see you, too.”

      As Bella fluttered off, I looked around, trying to see if I could spot the others. Unfortunately, they were nowhere to be seen, so I wandered around the garden rather aimlessly, enjoying the sights as the lanterns above changed from a warm, yellow glow at night to being different colors during the day. Now, rather than all being one color, they were red, blue, purple, green, orange, and more. Their light cast a strange glow on the ground, and I had to admit it gave the whole place a slightly more adorable, fun feel.

      I spotted Carson Mase off to the side, standing next to one of the trees. He was staring at the ground aimlessly, not speaking with anyone. In fact, I might have been wrong, but I kind of got the idea that the other fairies were making an effort to avoid making eye contact with him. I felt a little bit bad for him until, a few moments later, Bella floated over to him and began chatting with him.

      Good. I was glad someone was willing to talk to Carson who kind of knew what he was going through. If he and Luna really had been in a serious relationship, then he probably wouldn’t have been in the best place mentally right now.

      Looking over, I spotted the other two fairies who had been eating at Hexpresso Bean that morning, Selena and Celeste. Making my way toward them, I couldn’t help but notice that both of them looked like they had been crying.

      “Hey, I just wanted to say sorry about Luna again,” I told them, and Celeste gave me a small smile.

      “Thanks. Thank you for coming.”

      “Of course,” I replied. “Luna seemed so nice. I can’t believe anyone would want to kill her.”

      “Me neither,” Celeste said, her eyes suddenly falling on Bella and Carson. “Ugh, what is he doing here?”

      “Did you not approve of their relationship?” I asked, looking at Celeste and Selena carefully as they answered.

      “It’s not that we didn’t approve. After all, there are so few male fairies around that, frankly, sometimes you have to hunt in a different pond. But why did she have to pick him?”

      “You thought Luna was too good for Carson?”

      “She absolutely was,” Selena nodded. “I don’t totally agree with Celeste, I think that fairies should stick with fairies. But I am a little bit old-fashioned that way. But if Luna was going to go out with a different paranormal, well, Carson Mase was a terrible choice.”

      “Why is that?” I asked, my spidey senses on high alert. If there was something in Carson’s past that could help us solve the murder, then I wanted to know about it.

      “Carson doesn’t have the best reputation among the fairies,” Celeste explained. “He seems to have a thing for our kind, and he’s definitely broken a few hearts along the way.”

      “Oh,” I said, my eyebrows rising.

      “Yeah, remember how he used to go out with Aurora? That was right when he moved to Western Woods. She thought he was the best wizard ever, and that he was so sweet, and warm, since he came from a fire coven. And then she found him cheating on her with Lisbeth about six months later.”

      “Interesting,” I said. “So he’s not the super perfect boyfriend he seemed?”

      “Absolutely not. Oh, he was always subtle about his relationships with fairies. I’m sure most of the community here has no idea just how many of us he dated. He would never go out in public with them for the first few months, for example.”

      “Do you know if his relationship with Luna was going well, or if they were having problems?”

      “Wouldn’t have a clue,” Selena said. “Luna wasn’t really the type to talk about her problems that much. She definitely played things close to the vest. Besides, Carson was her first serious relationship. They’d been together for at least six months, and by all reports they were actually quite serious, unlike his other relationships, although I know that they had kept it quiet for most of that time. I think she was afraid things would fall apart at any second, so she never let us know how things were going.”

      I could definitely understand that.

      “Now look at him, talking to Bella at Luna’s own funeral. What an awful, awful wizard.”

      I was definitely seeing Carson Mase in a new light.

      “Had he been violent with any of his other girlfriends?” I asked, and Selena and Celeste looked at each other.

      “You don’t think he…” Celeste trailed off, and I shrugged.

      “I don’t know. What do you think?”

      “No, I don’t think he would have killed her,” Selena said thoughtfully. “He might have been a total scumbag, but I never heard of him doing anything violent.”

      Alright, that made sense. Besides, it sounded like Carson had managed to break up with quite a few fairies before and hadn’t killed them. Still, it was interesting to note.

      “If he keeps breaking up with everyone, why do all the fairies keep flocking to him?” I asked, and Celeste shrugged.

      “Same reason why anyone goes after a bad boy like that. He’s exotic, he makes a fairy feel like a goddess, and he knows exactly what to say. It’s like he’s got a spell to keep fairies coming to him.”

      “Right,” I nodded. I had definitely seen a few of those men in my time working at the bar; I knew exactly what Celeste meant.

      Still, I couldn’t help but think that Carson didn’t look like a playboy whose latest squeeze had died. Even now, as he spoke to Bella, his eyes looked dim, and he kept looking around like he was trying to get away from the conversation. He definitely looked more like a grieving wizard than a scoundrel.

      “Alright, well, I’ve got to get going. Thanks,” I told the fairies, who told me to keep in touch, and I spotted Ellie, Sara, and Amy a few yards away. I rushed toward them; I wanted them to know what I had found out as soon as possible.
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      “You won’t believe what I’ve found out,” I said to the others as I made my way over to them.

      “Oh yeah?” Ellie asked, her eyebrows raised.

      “Let’s get out of here first,” I said. “I don’t want to be overheard.”

      The four of us flew back home and settled in the living room, with Amy using a quick spell to start a crackling fire in the fireplace that sent warmth throughout the home.

      I told the others what I’d learned about Carson Mase.

      “That’s interesting,” Ellie said. “I had never heard that about him, but I always did find him a little bit strange.”

      “I don’t know,” Sara replied. “I can definitely understand wanting to leave your family sometimes, and getting a whole new fresh start. I don’t think what he did was that strange.”

      “I know, but I mean, he moved here, and he doesn’t even make an effort to try and become like us,” Ellie replied. “I’m not saying he has to try and become a member of the coven of Jupiter, but he never spends any time at coven headquarters, doesn’t come to any events, or anything like that.”

      “Well, regardless, I still don’t think we really have a motive for him,” I chimed in. “After all, even if he did want to break up with Luna, he could just do it like he had with all of his other fairy girlfriends. I mean, none of them ended up dead.”

      “I find the fact that he dated Aurora interesting,” Amy said. “Especially since she never mentioned it to us, and apparently Luna and Aurora had a very competitive childhood.”

      “Do you think Aurora could have been so upset at them dating that she poisoned her coworker?” Sara asked, aghast. “By the way, I spoke to my mom last night. She said that she heard—and wanted to emphasize that it was just a rumor—that the poison that killed Luna was the seeds of exploding puff.”

      “Exploding puff?” I asked, and Ellie turned to me.

      “It’s a dangerous plant that grows in the woods,” she explained. “I haven’t taught you the poisonous plants yet, but exploding puff looks a lot like the seed puffs of dandelions. The difference is they’re black instead of white. But if you touch them, as the name indicates, they explode everywhere. They aren’t harmful if they just touch your skin, but if you inhale them, they cause your throat to close up so you can’t breathe, and death comes within minutes.”

      “That certainly sounds like what happened to Luna,” I said.

      “Right. If that is what killed her, then it means basically anyone in Hexpresso Bean could have gotten access to it. However, exploding puff isn’t actually that common. You can’t just go out for a casual stroll in the woods and come across it; you have to know where you’re going to find it, which requires a bit of knowledge about botany. Where to find exploding puff isn’t the sort of thing just anyone knows.”

      “Wasn’t Alicia Kralomok a biology professor?” Sara asked, and the three of us instinctively turned to Amy, who nodded.

      “She was, yes. She retired seventeen years ago, but she used to be the main biology professor at the Academy.” Her face blanched as realization dawned upon her. “Oh my stars. Yes, she would know exactly where to find Exploding Puff.”

      “I think we should go and talk to her sometime,” I said. “We need to come up with a decent reason. Maybe to commiserate with her on how awful it was being there?”

      “Absolutely,” Ellie replied, when suddenly there was a knock at the front door.

      “I’ll get it,” Sara said, jumping up, since she was on the chair closest to the door. When she came back a moment later, she was accompanied by Chief Enforcer King, and her face had gone noticeably paler.

      “Hello, ladies. Sorry to interrupt your morning. Ellie, I was wondering if you might accompany me for an interview at the main City Hall.”

      “Sure,” Ellie replied. “I have nothing to hide.”

      “Perfect, thank you,” Chief Enforcer King said as Ellie made her way over toward her.

      “When can we expect to have her home?” Amy asked.

      “I’m afraid I can’t give you a specific timeline,” Chief Enforcer King said with a polite smile, then she turned and led Ellie out of the house.

      “I don’t like this,” Amy said, pacing around the room. “I don’t like this at all.”

      “Ellie’s not under arrest, though,” I pointed out.

      “Not yet. But the fact that Chief Enforcer King couldn’t tell me how long they would be makes me think that she’s not certain Ellie is going to come back.”

      “So what do we do?” I asked. “Hire her a lawyer?”

      “Unfortunately, the best criminal lawyer in town was murdered a few months ago,” Amy said. “I don’t know who to trust.”

      “I’ll go find Kyran,” I said. “He’ll know what to do.”

      “I’m not sure I trust your elf friend, either,” Amy said pointedly.

      “Fine, what are you going to do?”

      “I need to go to the City Hall library.”

      Of course the real-life version of Hermione Granger was going to solve her problems by going to the library.

      “Ok,” I said. “Text me if you find out anything that might help. I’ll let you know what Kyran says.”

      “I’ll stay here, in case Ellie comes back,” Sara said. “After all, maybe we’re overreacting. Hopefully Chief Enforcer King will bring her back after an hour or so.”

      “Maybe,” I said, but in my heart, I had a sneaking suspicion that Amy was right, and that Chief Enforcer King was actually interrogating Ellie, thinking that she was the killer. After all, what Amy had said made sense.

      I needed to find Kyran and I hoped that he could lead me to a good lawyer. After all, that was the sort of thing that elves did: they did all of the jobs that required intelligence and training, and even though he was a little bit of an outcast in the Elven community, I was sure he would still know all of the elves who worked as lawyers. I didn’t know how old Kyran was, but I had a sneaking suspicion he was at least a few hundred years old. Elves were weird that way.

      Sending him a text, I started to make my way downtown. I knew that the elves had a club in the woods, but it was a strange place and they didn’t like visitors. I decided I wasn’t going to go there unless I absolutely had to.

      Besides, I also needed Kyran to get me a DVD from the human world to show on Wednesday; I also had to get the word out to everyone in town that tomorrow night was the next movie night.

      I figured Rush Hour 2 was the obvious next movie to show.

      A couple of minutes later I got a reply from Kyran. I can meet you, yes. Where are you?

      I’m in town. I don’t know where we should meet. Hexpresso Bean is closed.

      Hexpresso Bean is too open anyway. Meet me at Two Wizards.

      As my stomach began to grumble, I realized the ’50s style diner called Two Wizards and a Griddle was an excellent choice. After all, it had been hours since I had eaten the cinnamon bun, and while it wasn’t lunchtime yet, it definitely felt like the kind of day where an all-day breakfast would be very welcome.

      I made my way to the pastel-red cottage that housed the diner, and as soon as I entered, I looked around. I couldn’t see Kyran straight away, but a moment later I noticed him waving at me from inside a booth at the very far end of the cottage. He had placed himself about as far away as possible from the view of anyone else.

      Sitting down in the booth across from him, I smiled.

      “Hey,” I said.

      “How’s it going?” he asked.

      “Things aren’t great,” I admitted. “I assume you’ve heard about the fairy who died at Hexpresso Bean yesterday?”

      Kyran nodded. “I heard you were there. It can’t have been a good experience.”

      “It definitely wasn’t,” I agreed. “She seemed really nice. Anyway, Chief Enforcer King came by this morning and asked Ellie to come with her to the station to chat about it. Since Ellie was working when Luna was killed, she was one of the people with the easiest access to the brownie. Plus, she’s really good with plants and things like that, so we’re pretty sure that Chief Enforcer King has taken her in for an interrogation before arresting her for Luna’s murder.”

      “And you’re certain Ellie didn’t do it?”

      “One hundred percent. I’d be willing to bet my life on it.”

      “Alright. What you need from me?”

      “Well, for one thing, I need a copy of Rush Hour 2 before Wednesday,” I said with a grin, earning myself a laugh from Kyran. “But also, I was hoping you could recommend a lawyer. Maybe someone who’s really good that we could hire and send down to the station now to help Ellie. After all, if she is being interrogated, who knows what Chief Enforcer King will get her to say?”

      Kyran nodded. “Good. Yes, Ellie definitely needs a lawyer if she’s a suspect. One thing I’ve learned from growing up surrounded by lawyers is that you never talk to enforcers without one. As much as Chief Enforcer King is a good shifter, and a good enforcer, they still make mistakes, and you need your friend to be defended by someone who knows what they’re doing.”

      “So can you recommend one?”

      “Sadly the first one I would go to is dead,” Kyran said.

      “That was our thought, too,” I said.

      “There is no one in Western Woods good enough right now,” Kyran said. “Come with me. I know one who will help, but we’ll have to go see him in person and convince him to come back to Western Woods.”

      I looked longingly at the menu, and Kyran grinned. “You can get some food first,” he said. “But maybe ask for it to be takeout.”

      I nodded and grinned. Finally, a man who understood my constant hunger perfectly.
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      I sent Amy a quick text, letting her know that I would be back as soon as possible with a lawyer for Ellie, but that we were leaving Western Woods and I wasn’t sure how long it was going to take. She didn’t reply; I figured she was knee-deep in books right now, although what she was researching, I had absolutely no idea.

      Ordering a breakfast bagel to go, I munched away as Kyran and I walked through town to get to the nearest portal.

      “Are we going to go use the portal at the the oak tree, and see Drake?” I asked through a mouthful of delicious egg, bread, spinach, and tomato.

      “No,” Kyran replied. “There’s another portal on the other side of town that I prefer to use for privacy reasons.”

      I didn’t ask him to elaborate, but my eyebrows did rise a bit at those words. I had a feeling this wasn’t exactly an official portal that everybody knew about.

      As we walked, Kyran kept looking around, as if he was expecting to be followed. I couldn’t help but notice that most of the people we passed averted their eyes, avoiding looking at my elf companion. Kyran was a little bit of an outcast in town. Okay, a lot of an outcast. I felt bad for him, and couldn’t help but think about Carson Mase and how he might have been in the same situation back in his home coven.

      “Through here,” Kyran said as we reached the woods on the far end of town. We walked along the trail for about five minutes, and when we reached a certain tree, Kyran took a hard left into the woods.

      “We’re not far now,” he said to me, and I nodded. About three minutes later, we reached a small pond in a small clearing.

      “Here it is. This pond is the portal; if you say the name of the town you’re trying to get to while you’re touching the water and jump in, it will take you there. I highly recommend jumping in feet first, or you’re going to end up with a pretty sore neck when you get to the other side.”

      “Where are we going?” I asked, looking at the pond. I could definitely believe that it was magical and a portal; even though it was a little bit windy and I could feel the breeze on my skin, the pond water was completely still, totally undisturbed.

      “We are travelling to Isisopolis,” Kyran explained. “If you want, we can go in together. Just hold my hand, I’ll say the name, and then we jump.”

      “Yes, please,” I said, nodding my head enthusiastically. I still wasn’t super used to travelling between paranormal towns, and that was at the normal portals that were guarded by people who actually knew what they were doing and could make sure I wasn’t doing anything dumb. Coming here, to a portal that obviously only Kyran knew about, to a town that I had never heard of, was definitely intimidating.

      “Okay. Ready?”

      I nodded and slipped my hand into his, hoping my palm wasn’t super sweaty from the nerves. And I didn’t just mean the nerves of travelling through this portal.

      Kyran dipped the end of his toe into the pond, which didn’t even ripple at his touch.

      “Isisopolis,” he announced, then nodded at me. I took a deep breath and the two of us jumped straight into the water.

      I had expected the water to be freezing cold—after all, any sort of natural water in the Pacific Northwest was pretty much unswimmable after August—but I didn’t feel the water at all. In fact, I didn’t even feel wet. Instead, I felt the familiar sensation of travelling through a portal, and a moment later, I opened my eyes and found myself staring at white sand and turquoise-blue water.

      “We are here,” Kyran said as I let my body get accustomed to this new place. It was warm here; while back in Western Woods the weather had been in the high thirties, here it had to be in the mid-seventies. A salty breeze reached my nostrils, and I looked around to see that we were surrounded by whitewashed buildings on what appeared to be a tropical island.

      “What is this place?” I asked.

      “Isisopolis is a paranormal town on an island in the middle of the Mediterranean, halfway between what you would call Greece and Egypt.”

      “Wow,” I said, my mouth dropping open as I looked around. “This place is insane.”

      “Yeah. It’s actually quite big by paranormal town standards, too. There are about thirty thousand different paranormals who live here, of the same species that live in Western Woods.”

      We were sitting on a large rock, and a lion shifter came up to us nicely.

      “Hello, welcome to Isisopolis,” she greeted us. “Is it your first time on the island?”

      “It’s not, but thank you,” Kyran replied. “We’re here to hire the services of Kilmordir the elf. Is he around at the moment?”

      “I believe he is,” the shifter replied. “I walked past him just this morning. Do you know the way to his office?”

      “We do, thank you,” Kyran said, motioning for me to follow him as we made our way away from the beach and toward the houses.

      “Have a great stay!” the shifter told us, and I smiled at her.

      “Thanks, have a nice day,” I told her as I followed after my elf companion. As the warm sun beat down on my face, I suddenly realized why people went to tropical destinations in the middle of winter. It really felt good after a few weeks of thinking it would never be warm again to feel the hot sun on my face. I took off my sweater and wrapped it around my waist, since I was definitely overdressed for this weather.

      As we left the beach and made our way into town, I discovered that Isisopolis’s streets were made of cobblestone, all narrow walkways where paranormals of all types wandered and not a car in sight. I wasn’t too surprised to notice that there wasn’t a vampire to be seen; I imagined in this kind of climate they had to be pretty rare, or nocturnal. The sun was just too strong.

      “What coven lives here?” I asked as a witch walked past us, her long, curly black hair falling down her back.

      “The coven of Isis, naturally,” Kyran grinned at me. “While in the human world, Isis is now linked more with the moon, traditionally she was a goddess of the sun, and her temple at Philae in Egypt correctly has her worshipped as a sun deity. This is where members of the coven of the sun live, and Isis is their ruler.”

      “Wow,” I said, impressed.

      “Yes, the coven of the sun is one of the oldest witch covens in history,” Kyran explained. “They can trace their ancestry back thousands of years, further than almost any coven. Their magic is old—and powerful.”

      “And so I assume the elves who live here are also old, even by elf standards?”

      “Definitely,” Kyran nodded. “Kilmordir is possibly tens of thousands of years old. No one knows. I’m not certain even he knows.”

      That was absolutely insane. I mulled over that thought until we reached a door that looked, well, frankly, like all the other doors here: a gorgeous, deep blue color, surrounded by whitewashed walls.

      A small sign above read Kilmordir Law. I followed after Kyran, not really expecting much inside given the rather plain-looking exterior of the building. However, as soon as we entered, my mouth dropped open.
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      We had climbed up a hill to get here, and it was obvious as soon as we walked in. On the far end of the entryway there was no wall at all, rather, the building opened up to the most incredible view I had ever seen in my life. No wonder they had left out the wall; the white walls overlooked the perfect blue water of the Mediterranean, the gorgeous sand, and the other beautiful rustic white buildings lower down on the hill. It was like something out of a brochure for a five-star hotel that cost hundreds of dollars a night to stay in.

      At first I didn’t even notice the sleek, modern desk behind which sat a fairy with short dark hair and thick glasses.

      “Good morning, do you have an appointment?”

      “I’m afraid we don’t, but we need to see Kilmordir now.”

      The fairy gave us an apologetic smile that I could tell she had practiced plenty of times before.

      “I’m sorry, I’m afraid Kilmordir isn’t available for walk-ins at the moment. If you would like to make an appointment for a future date, I can happily accommodate you.”

      “Please tell him Kyrandir is here; I’m sure he’ll make an exception,” Kyran told her politely with a smile. His quiet confidence obviously had an effect, as the lady smiled and told us to have a seat. “It’s very important. Please let him know quickly that I’m here to see him.”

      Kyran and I made our way over to a couple of overstuffed leather chairs that overlooked the view of the sea, and I tried not to fidget too much as we waited to see if the elf lawyer would see us. On the bright side, the fairy seemed to pick up her phone almost immediately, so it looked like she was actually going to check and see if Kilmordir would see us.

      “Who is this guy?” I asked. “I’ve never heard of him. But then again, I guess that doesn’t say very much.”

      Kyran smiled. “He’s probably the best lawyer on the planet now,” he replied. “He’s been practicing law for thousands of years and knows the ins and outs of virtually every single town’s laws. He’s a generalist with no particular specialty in criminal or civil law, but he’s a specialist in the sense that he knows exactly what the relevant laws are in almost every single case. If we want the best, we need him.”

      “I’m not sure we can afford him,” I said quietly. “He sounds expensive.”

      “He is expensive,” Kyran said. “But don’t worry. He owes me a favor or two, so payment won’t be a problem.”

      “I get the feeling there are a lot of people in the paranormal world who owe you a favor or two,” I said, giving Kyran the side-eye as he grinned at me.

      “It’s a lot easier living in the shadows when people owe you,” Kyran replied. Before I managed to get anything else out of him, however, the fairy at the reception desk called us over.

      “Kilmordir is able to carve out a few minutes to speak to you,” she announced. “Please, follow me.”

      The fairy fluttered into the air and toward an open hallway that seemed to go on for longer than was necessary, but she eventually stopped in front of a large door and knocked twice before opening.

      “Kilmordir, I have Kyrandir to see you.”

      Kyran and I stepped past her and into the room, which, like the reception area, had no far wall and displayed a gorgeous view over the ocean.

      Kilmordir looked like, well, he looked a lot like Kyran, I had to admit. They had the same eyes the color of ice, the same high-cheekboned face, and the same mouth that almost seemed stuck in a permanent smirk. The only difference was their hair: while Kyran’s was brown and had a permanent just-got-out-of-bed look to it, Kilmordir’s hair was pure white, which, when coupled with the almost-white of his eyes, gave him a bit of a creepy look.

      I could definitely believe that this elf was thousands of years old. There was something about him, something in his eyes maybe that showed that he had seen more than anybody else could imagine. He looked up at us, his eyes gleaming suddenly with an emotion that I couldn’t quite place.

      “Kyrandir. I did not expect to see you here today.”

      “Well, I didn’t expect to come here today.”

      “You have a friend who is in trouble. No, the witch who is with you has a friend who is in trouble.”

      Right. It was always super creepy when elves used their powers to sense what was happening. I knew they couldn’t technically read my mind, but sometimes it certainly felt like they could.

      “Yes. She’s suspected of committing a murder in Western Woods that she is innocent of, and she was taken for interrogation by the Chief Enforcer there this morning.”

      The older elf raised his eyebrows slightly. “And for that, you came here to ask for my help? This witch who is with you, who is she?”

      “My name is Tina White,” I replied, a little bit annoyed at the fact that Kilmordir kept talking about me to Kyran as if I wasn’t in the room. “I live in Western Woods, and I’m a friend of the woman who is being interrogated.”

      “Tina White,” Kilmordir said, mulling the name around a little bit. “That is not a surname that belongs to any coven that I know of.”

      “I grew up in the human world,” I explained. “White was my surname there. I only found out a couple of months ago that I have magical powers.”

      “Now that is interesting,” Kilmordir said. “Are you not aware of the reputation that my son has in the paranormal world?”

      My son. Of course. That explained the similar look. Kilmordir was Kyran’s father.

      “I am. I also don’t believe that shoehorning paranormals into roles for which they’re not suited is the best course of action.”

      I might’ve been mistaken, but I could’ve sworn the corner of Kilmordir’s mouth curled up into a smile. “I can see why my son has taken a liking to you. Alright. I will come, and I will represent this friend of yours.”

      I tried not to look surprised—or feel surprised—but instead smiled at the elf.

      “Thank you so much,” I told him. “This really means a lot.”

      “How can I say no to my only son?” Kilmordir asked. “She is in Western Woods?”

      “Yes, at the main City Hall. Her name is Ellie Graham,” I explained.

      “Right. I will go to see her now.”

      With a curt nod to both of us and nothing more, Kilmordir strode out of the room, the picture of elven elegance.

      “You didn’t say anything about him being your dad,” I said to Kyran.

      “He must’ve been in a good mood; sometimes he likes to pretend that we’re not related, so I didn’t tell you in case this was a bad day.”

      I didn’t know how true what Kyran was saying was, but my heart still broke for him. I knew he had trouble with his family, especially given the fact that he didn’t choose to go into a traditional elven job like all the others.

      “So that thing about him knowing you a favor?”

      “Well, technically it’s not entirely true, but my father knows that I won’t come to him for anything that’s not actually important.”

      “Thank you for doing this,” I said quietly. “I really do appreciate it, and I know Ellie will as well.”

      Kyran nodded. “I didn’t do it for Ellie.”

      A blush crawled up my face as we left the law firm, the fairy at reception frantically making phone calls, cancelling appointments Kilmordir had scheduled for that afternoon.

      I sent a quick text to Amy, telling her that there was a lawyer on the way, when Kyran turned to face me.

      “Have you ever been to this part of the world, in the human world, I mean?”

      I shook my head. “No, never. I never travelled. Not really. My parents weren’t really into that sort of thing, and after they died, I just never had the money to.”

      “Travelling is one of the most important things a person can do,” Kyran said. “Come with me. Ellie is in good hands, and there’s nothing else you can do for her now. Why don’t we just spend the afternoon here?”

      The sun was already approaching the horizon here; what with the Mediterranean being several hours ahead of the Pacific Northwest, day was coming to an end.

      This wasn’t the sort of thing that I did. I wasn’t the sort of girl who had ever let herself get swept off her feet by a man, but there was something about Kyran that just made me want to spend all of my time with him.

      “Okay,” I finally replied with a smile. “Let’s do it.” After all, I was on the middle of a tropical island with an elf that made my heart flutter, and he had asked me to spend some time with him.

      The worst thing I could do was say something stupid that messed it up forever. So why not go for it?
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      We made our way back down the hill in silence. I was afraid of saying something stupid that was going to ruin things, and the narrow cobblestone streets made it hard to walk side-by-side without constantly having to move out of the way of people coming the other way. By the time we made our way to the beach, however, Kyran smiled at me. The afternoon sun was fading, but its residual heat still lived in the sand, and I took my shoes off to walk barefoot through it, enjoying the warmth between my toes.

      “Why doesn’t your father live in Western Woods?” I asked, inwardly wincing. We could be having a romantic walk along the beach and I had to start talking about Kyran’s father? This was exactly what I was afraid of. Me sticking my foot in it. Still, the question was out there.

      “Take a look around and have a guess,” Kyran grinned. I supposed he had a point there. “My father actually grew up here. There were very few paranormal communities in North America when he was born; they were mostly in this part of the world. There were people in North America, of course, but the paranormal communities that had started in Africa hadn’t quite made it that far yet.”

      “So how did he end up in Western Woods?”

      “I think he just got bored, really. And he did love to travel. Since he made interparanormal world law his specialty, he did need to travel for work. So he moved a lot, and he just happened to be living in Western Woods when I was born. He only moved back to Isisopolis about a hundred years ago.”

      “Right. Only. How old does that make you, then?”

      Kyran grinned at me. “You mean you can’t guess from my youthful good looks?”

      “I can’t guess anything about elves,” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. “I swear, you’re the most inscrutable race of paranormals there is.”

      “I’m definitely taking that as a compliment. Pompous inscrutability is basically the goal of every elf.”

      I rolled my eyes at Kyran. “Right. That definitely feels like the emotion you’re going for.”

      “How about you? Have you discovered any more about what coven you’re actually from?”

      “No,” I said, shaking my head. “We found a book in the library that we had hoped could help, but it turned out to be fairly useless as well.”

      “That’s too bad,” Kyran said softly. “I’m sure you’ll find out eventually.”

      “I hope so,” I said. “It’s funny. When I lived in the human world, I never had any desire to know where my parents came from. I mean, ok, maybe there was a little tiny part of me that wouldn’t have said no if someone offered me the information, but there wasn’t this dying need to know. I think it was easier when everyone knew there was no way to know. After all, I had been abandoned as a baby. There was no trace of my birth parents, and certainly no way to track them down. But now, now that I live in Western Woods, and that I’m a witch, I really do want to know, you know?”

      “I understand,” Kyran replied. “Things are different now. Your parents—your adoptive parents—are dead, and you don’t have anything connecting you to the human world anymore. And while you’ve been welcomed into the coven of Jupiter, I imagine there’s a part of you that doesn’t feel quite at home there, either.”

      “Exactly. I mean, I love the girls, and I wouldn’t give up living with them for anything, but I still feel a little bit like an outsider because of that. Even simple things like not being able to use the Jupiter’s spell books makes me feel like I’m not really one of them, you know?”

      “Would you want to meet your family, assuming there’s some of them still around, when you find your coven?” Kyran asked.

      The sun chose that moment to dip down over the horizon, and a pale shadow cast over me as I considered his words.

      “I don’t know,” I replied slowly. “I honestly haven’t really considered it. I think a part of me is refusing to hope, simply because I’ve lived my entire life without that hope so far, and I don’t want to be disappointed. And I think the odds that I do have living relatives are pretty low. I mean, what kind of witch abandons her child in a random city in the human world? Chances are things were not good for her in the paranormal world for her to go to those lengths. I mean, sure, I’m new here and stuff, but it feels like covens are very close, and that if there were issues, someone would have jumped in to help if needed.”

      Kyran nodded. “I agree. Having known quite a large number of witches in my time, and seeing how the covens operate, I think for a witch to have gone to those sorts of lengths to hide her child, there had to be something strange going on.”

      I sighed. “You wouldn’t happen to know about any covens that were in the middle of some civil war about thirty years ago, would you? Don’t tell me I’m the real version of Harry Potter. That would suck. I liked Ron a lot more, anyway.”

      “Ha. I enjoyed Fred and George.”

      “You would.”

      As the sun set, the windows in the town began to light up with a warm glow, casting a bit of light onto the beach.

      “Should we grab some food before heading back to Western Woods?” Kyran asked. “After all, it would be a shame to come to this part of the world and not enjoy some of the best the culinary universe has to offer.”

      “That sounds nice,” I said with a smile. This wasn’t a date—or was it? I wasn’t sure what this was, really—but it was sweet. I enjoyed spending time with Kyran, and I certainly wasn’t about to say no to dinner in this sort of atmosphere. When I lived in Seattle I had loved Greek and Arabian food, and so I imagined the real thing had to be pretty good.

      Kyran led me to a small restaurant about halfway up the hill that overlooked the water. It was small with about a dozen tables all packed closely together, but not so closely that private conversation was impossible. A waiter came by a few minutes later and spoke to Kyran in a language I didn’t understand—I supposed it was Greek—and he replied fluently.

      “I didn’t realize you spoke, Greek, is it?”

      “Yeah,” Kyran smiled. “I picked it up after spending some time in this area a while back.”

      “What did you order?”

      “I told him to bring us a bit of everything. I hope that’s alright.”

      “That sounds great.”

      About five minutes later the waiter returned, bearing a plate full of amazing appetizers. Kyran and I spent the next little while stuffing ourselves full of pita bread with the most delicious hummus I had ever tasted in my life, stuffed grape leaves, olives, calamari, and more.

      “This is amazing,” I said through a mouthful of food. I didn’t ever want to leave this place. The sound of the sea lapping against the sand made the perfect backdrop to this delicious meal served in a warm, cozy environment.

      “It is, isn’t it?” Kyran grinned. “And there’s still the main course.”

      For the next hour Kyran and I stuffed ourselves full of the freshest seafood I had ever eaten in my life.

      “You’re going to have to roll me back to the portal,” I joked.

      “At least it’s downhill,” Kyran replied, and I laughed so hard some of the other patrons started to look our way. By the time we finished our meal, it wasn’t just my stomach that was full—my heart was as well.

      “I hope Ellie is ok,” I said as we made our way back toward the portal.

      “I’m sure she’ll forgive you for not being there. After all, I’m sure you know as much as I do about paranormal law.”

      “Oh, please. You know way more about it than I do.”

      “That’s true. But compared to my father, we’re both awful at it.”

      I laughed. It was nice to know that the best lawyer in the paranormal world was on the case.

      “Thanks for today,” I told Kyran when we reached town again. “It was nice.”

      “We should do it again sometime,” he told me with a wink, and I felt that all-too-familiar blush crawl up my face once more.

      “We should,” I managed to stammer out, hopefully sounding less awkward than I felt.

      “I’ll get that DVD for you by tomorrow,” he added with a wave before heading off to do, well, whatever it was Kyran normally did when he wasn’t helping me out.

      I had definitely picked up on the fact that he didn’t answer me when I asked how old he was.

      Kyran was a great friend, and a great elf, but he certainly played some cards close to the vest.
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      It was kind of funny, being back in Western Woods in the early afternoon when it had definitely been night by the time we had left Isisopolis. I had never experienced the time shift that came from international travel before. Luckily, the portal travel meant that the jet lag people in the human world always complained about wasn’t an issue, either. It had never sounded fun.

      Is Ellie home yet? I texted Sara, wondering if it was worth heading back right now.

      Not yet. Everything ok? she replied a moment later.

      It should be. Kyran got an awesome lawyer. I’m going to go to City Hall and see what’s happening.

      Good plan. Keep me in the loop.

      Will do.

      I closed my phone and made my way toward the large whitewashed brick building with its cute orange roof that was the Western Woods City Hall.

      As soon as I entered, however, I realized I had no idea where I was going. I knew where Chief Enforcer King’s office was, of course. But that was it. Where would interrogations be? And how would I get there?

      The wolf shifter guarding the front door probably wasn’t going to let me just go exploring, either.

      “Good afternoon. What is your business at City Hall?” he asked, looking me up and down like he was sizing me up.

      “Um, I’m looking for my friend Ellie. She should be here being questioned by Chief Enforcer King.”

      I could have sworn the shifter rolled his eyes at me. Not very professional, really. “Another one to see this Ellie. I don’t know if Chief Enforcer King will allow you to see her, but they’re down the stairs to the right.”

      “Thanks,” I said, taking a couple of steps forward, and then stopped. “Sorry, one question: where exactly are the stairs?”

      The wolf raised his eyebrows. “You’re that new witch, aren’t you?”

      “How can you tell?” I asked with a self-deprecating smile.

      “Go to the far left wall, and when you reach the black door, go through it. It leads right to the staircase.”

      “Thanks,” I said with a wave as I did exactly as the wolf shifter told me to do. I found the black door pretty easily, and when I stepped through it, I found myself looking down at yet another spiral staircase leading into a basement. At least this one wasn’t as long as the staircase in coven headquarters; I could see the bottom of this one as I peered down it. It looked to be about the length of a normal staircase. And to my relief as I began climbing down it, the steps in this one didn’t squeak, either.

      When I got to the bottom, I was looking at a damp, stone basement that was absolutely not inviting in any way. A long hallway led to thick stone doors with metal accents, with one about twenty feet away being open. I figured that was where I was headed.

      Sure enough, the inside of that room looked like, well, it looked like the interrogation room from virtually any human-world TV show, to be honest. I was surprised. Normally even simple things in the human world and the paranormal world were still different. And yet here was one-way glass leading into a dark room with a metal table and chairs, where Chief Enforcer King was trying to talk to Ellie. Kyran’s father was sitting next to her. To Ellie’s credit, she didn’t look like she was answering any of Chief Enforcer King’s questions, and the lion shifter definitely looked frustrated.

      “For the last time, Chief Enforcer, please direct your questions to me, and not to my client,” Kilmordir said as I made my way toward the glass.

      “I can’t believe you got Kilmordir to come here,” Amy said, making me jump about three feet in the air. She had been in the corner furthest from the door, and I hadn’t seen her at all until she spoke.

      “Geez, you just about gave me a heart attack!” I said with an awkward laugh. “And you can thank Kyran for this, not me.”

      “Kyran did this? For Ellie?” Amy said, her eyebrows rising, and I nodded.

      “Yeah. I told him what was going on, and we went to Isisopolis. We saw Kilmordir and he agreed to help.”

      “Kyran going to his father is a pretty big thing.”

      “Oh, so you know Kilmordir is Kyran’s father?”

      A small smile played on Amy’s lips. “I do, yes. It’s common knowledge here.”

      “Of course it would be,” I muttered, embarrassed. Kyran had said his father lived here until a hundred years or so ago. There were enough paranormals in this town that could remember that far back that the fact Kyran was his son wouldn’t have been a surprise to anyone.

      “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to the timelines here soon enough,” Amy said reassuringly, as if she could tell exactly why I was a bit bothered.

      “How is it going, anyway?” I asked, motioning to the room behind the one-way glass. At least, I assumed it was one-way glass. No one inside seemed to be looking toward us at all, at any rate.

      “Well, Ellie is definitely the main suspect. No doubt about it. I went to the library initially, but I didn’t find much, so I came down here to see what was happening in the hopes that you would find a good lawyer. Chief Enforcer King kept asking Ellie about her relationship with Luna, if they had any arguments recently, things like that. I tried to go in and do what I could, but Chief Enforcer King said that because I wasn’t a lawyer, I wasn’t entitled to be in the room with Ellie, and made me watch from here. Luckily, Kilmordir showed up pretty quickly. I told him what I knew, and he went in, and Chief Enforcer King couldn’t kick him out, since he is a lawyer.”

      I nodded. “And since?”

      “Well, since then, Kilmordir has shut down almost all of Chief Enforcer King’s questions,” Amy said with a smile. “And for her part, Ellie is doing an excellent job of obeying her lawyer exactly.”

      “Fine,” we heard Chief Enforcer King say. “That’s all for now. Thank you for your co-operation. I may need to speak with you again in the future.”

      “Do keep in mind that should you attempt to speak to my client without me being present, anything she tells you is completely inadmissible in an evidentiary judgment.”

      “I do know basic law, thank you, Kilmordir,” Chief Enforcer King replied frostily. She looked exhausted, to be honest. Her hair was stringy and plastered to her head, and dark circles that hadn’t been there before had now formed under her eyes. She must have thought that her interrogation of Ellie was going to be easy, and that Ellie wouldn’t have any sort of legal representation.

      Unfortunately for Chief Enforcer King, we weren’t about to let her interrogate our friend just like that. Ellie wasn’t a murderer, and we weren’t going to let her be treated like one.

      Ellie and Kilmordir came out from the room and spotted Amy and I. The elf nodded at both of us while Ellie rushed over and hugged us both.

      “I’m so happy to see you guys,” she said. “Thank you so much.”

      “Not here,” Kilmordir said with a quick shake of his head, motioning for us to leave. We made our way back out into town, and as soon as we were out of City Hall and away from any prying ears, Ellie immediately began to talk.

      “I can’t believe it! She actually believes that I might have killed Luna.”

      “We know. Amy figured it out. Kyran and I went to get Kilmordir, and he kindly agreed to come and represent you.”

      “Thank you so much,” Ellie said to the elf.

      “Of course,” Kilmordir said with a curt nod. “I am just glad that you said nothing to the Chief Enforcer before I arrived.”

      “That was all thanks to Amy,” Ellie said, giving a grateful smile to my friend. “She came in and tried to act as my legal representative, but Chief Enforcer King kicked her out because she’s not actually a lawyer. But before she left, Amy insisted that I not say anything until an actual lawyer did arrive.”

      “That is good advice,” Kilmordir said to Amy, giving her an approving nod. “However, as good as the advice was, an amateur should never attempt to give legal advice.”

      “Oh, I know,” Amy said. “I’ve done some light reading on the subject, and I’m well aware of how bad legal advice can result in somebody being unfairly convicted of something they didn’t do, or have a judgment ruled against them. There was the case of Leon Inver, the shifter who was found guilty of a murder he didn’t commit and whose lawyer should have filed for suppression of the murder weapon after his property was searched illegally. Then there was the vampire Petra Klampova who lost when she sued a witch from the coven of Neptune due to her lawyer’s improper filing of papers. I was never planning on giving Ellie any sort of real legal advice; I simply wanted to make sure she didn’t say anything until Tina got a real lawyer there.”

      “You do know a lot about the law for a witch,” Kilmordir said, looking at Amy with a little bit of an impressed look.

      Amy shrugged. “I’ve taken an interest in it over the last couple of months. I don’t really know a lot, and of course I could never become a lawyer, but I find it interesting.”

      Kilmordir smiled. “It’s rare to find a witch with an interest in the law.”

      “So what happens now?” Ellie interrupted, changing the subject.

      “Now, you go back to your daily life, and you hope that Chief Enforcer King has realized that you did not kill the fairy. You may be called in again for another interrogation, in which case you are not to say anything until I get there. If you are called in again, you need to insist that I be informed as soon as possible.”

      “Okay, got it,” Ellie said with a nod. “Thank you again.”

      Kilmordir nodded and then swept away elegantly like elves always did, leaving Ellie, Amy, and me on the sidewalk.

      “I can’t believe you guys got Kilmordir,” Ellie said in a hushed voice as he left. “The guy is legendary. How did that even happen?”

      “Tina went to Kyran, and they went and asked him,” Amy explained, and I nodded to confirm.

      “I didn’t think Kyran would go and see his father, let alone ask him a favor,” Ellie said with raised eyebrows.

      “Yeah, well, I have a sneaking suspicion the fact that it was Tina who asked him had something to do with it,” Amy said as my face did its best impression of a tomato.

      “Oooooh,” Ellie teased. “It looks like Tina might be finding love in the paranormal world faster than we expected.”

      “Oh, be quiet, you guys,” I shushed them. “It’s not like that at all.”

      Except I really wanted it to be like that.

      “No, you’re right, the guy just went to see his estranged father to ask a huge favor for you for absolutely no reason,” Ellie replied. “We’re not stupid. We can definitely see what’s going on. Let me guess: after you saw his father, who still lives on the island in the middle of the Mediterranean, you didn’t come straight back here.”

      “We might have had time to walk along the beach for a little bit,” I muttered, my face going so hot I was pretty sure I was about to catch on fire.

      “Nothing like a romantic walk on the beach,” Ellie said in a singsong voice, placing her hands dramatically over her heart, and I stuck my tongue out at her.

      “I’m starting to regret working to get you out of jail.”

      That comment made Ellie turn serious again. “I’m actually worried, you guys. I know that Chief Enforcer King is a good enforcer, and I know she wants to find the real killer, but I think she actually believes that I killed Luna. She kept asking me about my knowledge of plants and botany, and she knew that I was way better with plants and potions than with spells.”

      “And with Luna having been murdered by exploding puff, that would definitely make you look more suspicious.”

      “On top of that, she kept mentioning the fact that I worked in close proximity with Luna, and that unlike everybody else, I could have poisoned her brownie before it even went out into the dining area. No one would have seen me put the poison in the brownie if I had done it in the kitchen, since no one was back there with me.”

      Ellie was putting on a brave face, but I couldn’t help but notice her eyes beginning to water; not only had one of her friends been killed, but now she was the main suspect. This could not have been an easy time for her.

      “Let’s go home for now,” Amy said softly, putting a comforting arm around Ellie. “We’ll order food, we’ll eat on the couch, and then you can go to sleep while Tina, Sara, and I figure out what actually happened to Luna.”

      Ellie nodded mutely and the three of us began to make our way back home.

      “I have to work tomorrow, too,” Ellie said. “After all, life has to go on at the coffee shop, even without Luna there.”

      I hoped that getting back into her normal routine would help Ellie feel better. Little did I know at the time it definitely wasn’t to be.
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      Two hours later, after we got back home, explained to Sara everything that had happened so far, and ordered takeout from Two Wizards—including lots of extra fries—the four of us were sitting in the living room when Ellie got a text. As soon as she read it, her face went white.

      “What is it?” I asked. “What’s wrong?”

      “I’ve been fired,” Ellie said.

      “What?” Sara practically screeched, sitting up from where she was lying on the couch.

      “Okay, not exactly fired. Not yet, anyway. But the manager of Hexpresso Bean just sent me a text telling me that until this whole thing with Luna being killed is sorted out, it wouldn’t be a good look if I showed up to work.”

      “That’s outrageous,” I said, anger building up inside of me on behalf of my friend. “How on earth can he do that?”

      “He can’t,” Amy said. “That goes against the paranormal labor law. You need to get Kilmordir involved.”

      Ellie shook her head. “No, I don’t want to get him involved in this. I’m just going to take it, and hopefully the real killer will be found soon, and I’ll be able to go back to work. Besides, my manager is right. If I go back to work now, people are going to think I’m a killer, and they’re not going to want to come in or eat anything that I bake. I don’t want everybody in town staring at me like I’m a killer and refusing to eat my food.”

      My heart went out for Ellie. I couldn’t imagine how she was feeling right now, but it couldn’t have been good.

      “Do you want to help me with my movie screening for tomorrow?” I asked. “I need to get the word out about the date change, and it might help get your mind off of things.”

      Ellie nodded. “Yeah, I’ll come to that with you. After all, no one’s going to think that I’m about to murder them if I don’t have any food to offer.”

      “If you change your mind, let me know,” Amy said. “I might not be a lawyer, but I definitely know the basics of labor law here in town.”

      “You really have been reading up on that stuff,” I said, impressed.

      Amy shrugged. “I have, but just for fun.”

      “Have you considered going into law?" I asked, but Amy immediately shook her head vehemently.

      “Of course not. The law is for elves and only elves.”

      “I don’t know,” I said. “I know all of you disagree with me on this point, but if you love the law so much, I don’t see why you couldn’t be a lawyer.”

      “For one thing, there are rules against it,” Amy said. “Only an elf can take the exam to become a lawyer.”

      “Can you challenge the law?” I asked.

      “I suppose I could, but I would almost certainly lose, and what would be the point? I’m a witch, which means that my role is to take a job that is appropriate for a witch. I’ll probably end up in academia for my whole life, teaching the next generation of witches everything they need to know.”

      I shook my head, giving up on the argument. Personally, I thought that if Amy wanted to be a lawyer, there should be nothing stopping her from doing it. Unfortunately, that sentiment was pretty unique in the paranormal world.

      Hopefully, over time, attitudes would change. But it certainly wasn’t going to happen overnight.
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* * *

      The next morning, Ellie and I went out to let people know about that night’s movie.

      “We need to make sure everyone who was there last week knows about the date change,” I explained. “After all, tonight’s movie is a sequel to the one that I played last week.”

      “If it’s a sequel, does that mean people have to have seen the first movie to enjoy the second?”

      I shook my head. “No, which is one of the reasons why I chose this series. You can definitely enjoy the second movie without having seen the first.”

      Ellie nodded. “Okay, good to know. I think we should split up; we’ll be able to hit up more places and let more paranormals know what’s going on if we separate.”

      “Good idea,” I said. “I’ll take everything south of City Hall, and you take everything north of here.”

      I made the suggestion entirely because Hexpresso Bean was on the south side of City Hall. I didn’t want Ellie to accidentally end up near the coffee shop right now.

      “Sounds good,” Ellie said. “Should we meet up back here when we’re done?”

      “I was thinking we should get lunch from Two Wizards,” I suggested. “After all, we’ll definitely have earned it.”

      “I like the way you think,” Ellie grinned. “Okay, I’ll see you later.” With a quick wave, she headed off toward the north end of town, and I turned the other way to start my own route.

      The first shop I reached was a local gift shop called Once Upon a Trinket, run by a very friendly fairy named Ceres. As soon as I made my way in, a bell tinkled above the door to announce my entrance, and Ceres fluttered over toward me, her purple wings moving at a million miles an hour behind her.

      “Tina, how lovely to see you again. Is there anything I can help you with this morning?”

      “Hi, Ceres,” I replied with a smile. “I’m actually just going around town letting everybody know about my human movie night. Normally I have it on Fridays, but this week it’s going to be tomorrow, in the Coven Gardens. You’re welcome to come. All paranormals are welcome, and it’s going to be a lot of fun.”

      “I actually heard a few of the other fairies talking about it the other day,” Ceres said. “They said the movie you showed last week was very funny.”

      “This week is the equally funny sequel,” I said with a smile. “But don’t worry, you don’t have to have seen the first movie to understand what’s going on.”

      “I might just come by, then,” Ceres said. “Goodness knows we could use a little bit of a laugh around here after this week.”

      I shook my head sadly. “I agree. Poor Luna. She seemed like such a lovely fairy.”

      “Oh, she was,” Ceres confirmed. “She worked here, you know. About two years ago, before she began working at Hexpresso Bean. She was a very good worker, but this place just wasn’t busy enough for her. I imagine she would have thrived in an environment like the busy coffee shop.”

      “Can you think of who might have wanted to hurt her?” I asked, and Ceres shook her head.

      “You know, I’ve been asking myself the same question since I first heard the news. I really can’t think of anybody. She was outgoing, but it was very superficial. On the inside, she was quite a sensitive soul, and it took a lot for her to really let anybody in. You know the type. They’ll talk to anybody for hours, but everything actually important they’ll keep for only the people they’re closest to.”

      I nodded. “I know exactly what you mean. Anyway, while I’m here, I think I’ll pick up a few bath bombs. I think Ellie could definitely use them; she’s been having a tough week dealing with Luna’s death.”

      “I can only imagine, poor thing,” Ceres said, fluttering toward the display of bath bombs. “Give her a few of these. They are good for the nerves, and they’ll help calm her down and keep the sadness from becoming too overwhelming.”

      “Thanks,” I said gratefully as I made my way toward the front counter to pay. “I appreciate it.”

      “I do hope she feels better soon. Do you mind if I bring a couple of other fairies over to the screening of the human movie?”

      “Of course not,” I said with a smile. “In fact, I welcome it. Everyone who lives in town is always invited to my screenings.”

      As I left the gift shop, my heart felt a little bit lighter. I hadn’t really learned anything that I figured would help me solve Luna’s murder, but I did have a few more paranormals who might come and have a look at the movie.

      For the next two hours, I went from shop to shop, inviting paranormal after paranormal to come and watch Rush Hour 2 at the Coven Gardens the following night. It was going pretty well, and I had a sneaking suspicion that tomorrow I was going to get the biggest showing of various paranormals yet.

      Ellie had texted and told me she was finished, so I replied and told her I just wanted to hit up one more shop and I would meet her at the diner.

      There was a store I had never been into at the end of the road, which was going to be my last stop before heading back over to see Ellie and having lunch. I made my way to the window, looking in to find the most gorgeous jewelry I had ever seen in my life.

      Huge diamonds glistened in the light; emeralds, rubies, and sapphires set in bracelets, rings, and necklaces were on display; and there were even gems inlaid in wands, giving them an extra elegant look.

      As soon as I entered the store, a wizard dressed in a full three-piece suit wearing white gloves made his way toward me.

      “Hello there, young witch. How may I help you today?”

      “Um, hi,” I said a little bit awkwardly. “Sorry, I’m not really after any jewelry. I just wanted to let you know that I’m running a human movie night tomorrow night, and that you’re welcome to come. It will be at the Coven Gardens.”

      “Ah, you’re the new witch,” the wizard said with a kind smile. “I’ve heard about you, and about your movie nights. Welcome to town.”

      “Thank you,” I replied.

      “I do hope you’re enjoying your time here.”

      “Oh, absolutely. It’s been great; most people have been so nice.”

      “That’s so nice to hear. I’m just sorry about the dark things that have happened recently, like the death of that poor fairy.”

      “Yes,” I replied. “That was a tragedy. Did you know Luna?”

      “No, I didn’t,” the man replied. “I had met her wizard lover, though.”

      I stifled the urge to let out a giggle; did anyone really use the word ‘lover’ unironically anymore?

      “Oh?” I asked. “You know Carson?”

      “So sad,” the salesman replied with a sad shake of his head. “He was in here just last week. He was buying an engagement ring for his fairy love.”

      “For Luna?” I asked, my eyebrows rising. That didn’t sound at all like the Carson Mase I’d heard about from the other fairies. But maybe he really had matured and was finally looking to settle down.

      “Yes, he told me all about her,” the salesman nodded. “It was definitely her. He told me how he would go spend his days off at Hexpresso Bean when she was working there, and that just being around her made him feel comfortable, even though she was working and couldn’t chat with him.”

      “Aww, that’s sweet,” I smiled.

      “Yes, he seemed to me to be a nice young man. Despite being a wizard here in Western Woods as well, I don’t really know him well. From what I gather, he moved here from the southwest. He had even asked one of the fairy’s friends for advice on picking out a ring. The friend had told him Luna loved diamonds, and amethyst, since it matched her hair. I suggested a ring primarily made of diamond with amethyst accents.”

      “What a tragic story all around,” I said.

      “I completely agree. Well, sorry to bring you down with such a sad story.”

      “No, no, it’s fine,” I said hurriedly. I’d certainly learned some new information, if nothing else. “I hope to see you tomorrow night at the Coven Gardens.”

      “I’ll do my best to make it,” the wizard replied politely, but I had a sneaking suspicion I wasn’t going to see him. This well-dressed man seemed to me the type who, in the human world, would subscribe to The New Yorker. I didn’t really see him as the type to enjoy a Jackie Chan movie.

      But hey, maybe I shouldn’t have been so quick to judge. You never knew.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 17

          

        

      

    

    
      By the time I got to the diner, Ellie was already sitting in a booth by the window, drinking a milkshake from a glass the size of her face.

      “How on earth do you manage to stay so skinny when you eat so much?” I asked, and Ellie laughed.

      “Magic.”

      “Teach me your ways. I have the metabolism of a hippo.”

      I slid into the booth next to her and grabbed a menu.

      “The secret is eating only junk food,” Ellie explained. “For example, I’m about to pig out here. But I’m also not going to eat dinner tonight when we get home, so I can use all of those calories eating here. And sure, I haven’t eaten a vegetable in what feels like days, but it’s worth it.”

      I laughed. “You’re ridiculous.”

      “Maybe, but I’m a size four ridiculous.”

      I shook my head and poked my tongue out at her as I decided what I wanted to eat. “How did your route go?”

      “Good,” Ellie nodded. “I’m hoping we’ll have a decent turnout. And no one accused me of murdering Luna—not to my face, anyway—so that was a positive, also.”

      “I hope no one was rude to you.”

      “No, not at all. I was actually really touched; most people told me they were sorry I had to be there, and a few mentioned that they had heard I was spoken to by Chief Enforcer King and gave me their support.”

      “That’s really nice. I guess no one in town truly believes you could be a murderer except the Chief Enforcer.”

      Ellie made a face. “Yeah, I’d much rather have Estelle Thurman thinking that; she can’t do anything to make my life difficult.”

      I laughed just as the waitress came by to take our orders. Ellie ordered a chili cheese dog with fries while I went for a chicken Caesar wrap and onion rings.

      As we waited for the food, I told Ellie what I had found out about Carson Mase and the engagement ring he had bought for Luna.

      “That’s sad,” Ellie said, shaking her head. “Though I guess that might rule him out as a suspect. If he wanted to marry her, he wouldn’t have killed her.”

      “Unless he did ask her, and she said no,” I pointed out. “After all, it’s been known to happen.”

      “The jilted lover,” Ellie said thoughtfully. “That’s true.”

      “I really do hope we’re going to solve this for you soon,” I said to Ellie. “I know it must be pretty stressful for you.”

      “To be honest, it could be a lot worse. I think my brain is refusing to accept the fact that I might be in real trouble here, which is mentally helping me. If I don’t accept that bad things are happening, I can ignore them.”

      “Well, at least that sounds super healthy,” I laughed, and Ellie stuck her tongue out at me.

      “Hey, coping mechanisms are coping mechanisms.”

      “That’s fair. If you end up needing someone to sneak you into the human world to run away, please let me know. I don’t really have any desire to go back to Seattle, but I’ll do it for you if you need it.”

      “Thanks,” Ellie said with a grateful smile. “I appreciate it.”
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* * *

      That afternoon, after making our way back home, Ellie decided to spend some of her time off having a nap, while Amy decided I needed a magic lesson before she went off to coven headquarters to work for Lita.

      “You need to work on your spells. Even if you’re not from this coven, you need to learn something to help you be a real witch,” she insisted while, like any student, I complained about wanting to sleep like Ellie rather than study.

      “Fine,” I muttered sulkily. It was like I was fifteen all over again. “I really do wish I could do spells from my own coven, though.”

      “I wish that too,” Amy said. “Believe me. I really hope we find out sooner rather than later where you’re really from. I know Lita is looking into it, trying to figure out if there were any reports of someone around your age disappearing from any of the other covens. If she finds out anything, she’ll tell you.”

      I nodded. I knew Amy was right, of course. There was nothing that could be done. There were no tests that automatically revealed what coven a person was from. But it still didn’t stop me, deep down, from wanting to know where I was really from.

      “Alright,” I nodded. “What are we doing today?”

      “I was thinking that we should try something a little bit more complicated than what we’ve done so far,” Amy said. “To be honest, I’m surprised at the speed at which you’ve picked up the spells. It seems like the first or second time you’re trying them you’re absolutely nailing them. It could simply be that it’s easier to learn things as an adult—I was speaking about it with Lita, and no one in Western Woods has ever had to try learning magic for the first time as an adult—but it could also be that you’re a gifted witch. There’s something about the power you manage to generate in your spells that’s pretty special, especially since you’re not from this coven, and I want to see how much I can challenge you.”

      “Ok,” I said hesitantly. “Are you sure? I certainly don’t feel like I know what I’m doing at all, and I don’t want to accidentally blow up the house or anything like that.”

      “Don’t worry, I’m sure it won’t come to that,” Amy said with a smile. “Besides, the spells I had in mind for today are a lot more demure than anything that could blow up the house. I want to start with an invisibility spell.”

      “I’ve done that one before.”

      “I know. I want to see you cast it. I think it’s a good place to start. Do you know the incantation?”

      I nodded and closed my eyes, focusing my breathing. I had to be clear-headed and relaxed if I was going to try this spell. The last time I had done it, I had never managed to get it to succeed. Of course, that might have been because of the magic done in the stadium to prevent it, but it may also have been because I wasn’t good enough to manage the spell.

      “What do you want me to do it on?”

      Amy looked around the kitchen for a minute, then grabbed a spatula off the counter and placed it down in front of me.

      “How about this?”

      I nodded and focused myself, thinking about the energy building up inside of me as I remembered the spell I had to cast.

      “Jupiter with your power so mythical, turn this spatula in front of me invisible.”

      I pointed my wand at the spatula and let out a small gasp of surprise as it disappeared straight away. “Wow, it’s gone!”

      “Good job,” Amy said with an impressed nod as she pointed her wand where the spatula had been a moment earlier and made it reappear as if nothing had happened. “Now, I want you to try and make me disappear.”

      “You?” I asked, my eyes widening.

      “Yes. I know you’ve done the spell on yourself, even though because of the stadium magic it didn’t work, but I also know the context of the situation you were in. Here, now, in this kitchen, when you have absolutely no reason to make me go invisible, it will be a lot more difficult. Especially since you know that spells can go wrong. I want to see if you can manage it.”

      “What if…” I trailed off, unable to finish the thought.

      “What if you mess up the spell and I turn into a giant squid with tentacles for arms?”

      “Exactly. What if that?”

      “I think it’s highly unlikely. Besides, Ellie is here. She might be sleeping, but if anything really goes wrong, just go and get her. She’ll know what to do.”

      “Ok, if you insist,” I muttered, trying to gather myself and my mental energies once more as I prepared myself for the most intimidating spell I had done yet. It was true that I had tried this spell on myself before, but Amy was right. When I had last done it, it was more of a life-or-death situation. I needed to be able to eavesdrop on a conversation that led us to a murderer. I had barely even considered that anything could go wrong. And yet here, right now, was totally different. We were in the kitchen, in the middle of the day, with absolutely no pressure. And besides, in the end, the spell hadn’t even worked; there had been magic in place to prevent it. So I didn’t even know if I had done the spell properly anyway. I knew that I was about to try and cast a difficult spell that I had failed at in the past, and use it to turn one of my best friends invisible. And who knew what would happen if I got it all wrong?

      Shaking my head to dispel those negative thoughts, I focused my breathing and my thinking and felt the build-up of energy inside of me. I was ready.

      “Jupiter with your power so mythical, turn this woman in front of me invisible.”

      My eyes widened as Amy disappeared right in front of me.

      “It worked!” I squealed, and I heard my friend laugh.

      “Certainly looks like it.”

      “Oh my God. Are you ok?”

      “I think so. I certainly don’t feel weird. Now, I want you to do the spell to reverse it. Do you know that one?”

      “No,” I said, shaking my head. “Ellie and I didn’t get that far.”

      “Of course Ellie would give you the spell to turn yourself invisible with no way of reversing it,” Amy muttered, and I could practically feel her rolling her eyes. “The incantation is actually almost the same as the invisibility spell: Jupiter with your power so mythical, turn this woman in front of me visible.”

      “Oh, that’s easy to remember, at least,” I said as I jotted the words down in my notebook. “Ok, give me a second.”

      Once again, I let the energy build up inside of me, I did the incantation, and a split second later Amy appeared in front of me, the smile across her face enormous.

      “That’s actually amazing. I can’t believe you managed that.”

      “Me neither,” I grinned. It felt really nice to have not only cast a spell, but also reversed it.

      “Are you good to try something harder?”

      I thought about it for a minute, and then shook my head.

      “Honestly, I don’t think I am. I feel really wiped all of a sudden, like I just ran a marathon, but without the sweat or the sore feet. I just feel like I could lie down on the couch for an hour and have a nice, long nap.”

      “That’s normal,” Amy nodded. “Magic does take the energy from you, and when you’re not used to expending that much energy at once, it’s certainly something. Harder spells require more energy and will zap it from you more quickly. Go and lie down; it’s probably a good idea at this point anyway.”

      I made my way over to the couch while Amy brought me a glass of water, which I took gratefully.

      “Is it always like this? When we go out, it doesn’t look like you and Ellie have any problems with exhaustion, and you’re casting multiple spells like this at once.”

      “It’s like exercise: the more you do it, the more you get used to it, and the more your endurance builds up. So over time, which in mine and Ellie’s case is two and a half decades, you become much more adept at casting multiple spells at once.”

      “So I just need to keep practicing?”

      “Yes,” Amy replied. “The more often you cast enough spells that you take yourself to your physical limit, like you have now, the faster your body will begin to adapt, and the faster you’ll be able to recover. That means eventually you’ll be able to cast more and more difficult spells without feeling fatigued.”

      “No one told me I was going to have to exercise to be a witch,” I complained.

      “Don’t worry. Running a marathon is still significantly more difficult than practicing magic,” Amy told me, taking the now-empty glass of water from me. I yawned and settled myself down more firmly on the couch, and the next thing I knew, I was dead asleep.
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      The next day, I woke up to find a DVD of Rush Hour 2 on the front doorstep. Evidently Kyran had been here sometime during the night. I smiled as I picked it up and looked at the picture of Jackie Chan and Chris Tucker on the front cover. I really hoped this movie night was going to go well.

      Amy was working, both for Lita and in the coven library, until later, but she promised she would be by before the movie started to use magic to create the large, white screen onto which I projected the film.

      “Are you sure you’re ok with me doing the food for this event?” Ellie asked for what had to be the millionth time that day while she rolled out some dough for her famous cinnamon buns.

      “Of course,” I said. “My answer isn’t going to change just because you asked fifty-one times instead of fifty.”

      “I’m just worried that being associated with me is going to taint things, somehow.”

      I shook my head firmly. “Absolutely not. Changing people’s minds about associating with people who are different is the entire point of this exercise. Besides, if I did that now, people would start asking questions. Why won’t she let her roommate make the food anymore? Is it because she believes Ellie is a murderer? Nope. The best thing you can do for yourself is to cook for this group.”

      “Thanks,” Ellie said with a smile. “I have to admit, even though it’s only been a couple of days, it does feel good to get some dough on my hands.”

      “And honestly, if I have to go somehow, I’d rather it be by eating poisoned food Ellie made than any other way,” Sara said, making her way into the kitchen and earning herself a glare by stealing a chunk of cookie dough from the fridge where Ellie had been leaving it to cool.

      “I will be poisoning your food if you don’t get out of here right now,” Ellie threatened, holding up the spatula in her hand like she was going to throw it at Sara, who let out a small squeal and ran out of the room giggling, happily munching away on the cookie dough.
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* * *

      The day went by faster than I could have imagined—in the end, I did almost nothing to help find Luna’s killer—and before I knew it, Ellie, Sara, and I were headed to the Coven Gardens to set everything up.

      “I’m actually excited for this sequel,” Sara said as she spread around a bunch of chairs Ellie conjured up from nothing and topped them with blankets. After all, with the weather as cold as it was, I figured people would want to be cozy. “I liked the movie last week.”

      “Well, you’ll be glad to hear there’s a third movie, too! Apparently they’re making a fourth. At least, that was what I heard before I left the human world.”

      “Ooh, nice,” Sara laughed. “I can’t wait.”

      About ten minutes later, the first few visitors began to show up. There was Randy Tonner from the clothing shop and his husband Eric, followed closely by a couple of vampires who made their way right over to the table of goodies Ellie had set up.

      Amy arrived just then, looking slightly out of breath.

      “Sorry, I was held up a little bit. Here, let me set up the screen for you.”

      A moment later, a huge white screen appeared in front of the chairs, and as I put the DVD in the projector, I knew I was ready to go. All that was left to do was to press play. Checking my phone, there were still fifteen minutes left for anyone else to show up. I really hoped five wasn’t going be the total number of attendees today. After all, the previous week we had actually reached twenty for the first time, and I really wanted to surpass that total. Especially after all the effort Ellie and I had gone to to get the word out.

      To my immense relief, a group of five fairies appeared a moment later, followed by two more vampires and a couple of wizards. Then three more witches appeared, and even Kyran made his way out from the trees and took a seat at the back.

      “Hey,” I said, taking the spot next to him. “How’s it going?”

      “Ok. How about you? I heard my dad worked his magic.”

      “He did,” I nodded. “Thanks again. Hopefully Ellie is definitely out of trouble now. Though she still doesn’t have a job anymore.”

      Kyran shook his head. “That sucks.”

      “Yeah, it does. But I’m not too worried. As anyone who’s ever eaten her food can attest to, I don’t think she’ll be out of work for long. Especially if we find the real killer.”

      Kyran’s eyebrows rose. “Don’t tell me you’re going after yet another murderer.”

      “Well, why not? It’s the best way to clear Ellie’s name.”

      “You’re definitely loyal, I’ll give you that. Hey, what’s this I hear about your other roommate being picked as one of the new athletes for the broom competition?”

      This time it was my turn to raise my eyebrows. “I thought the competitors were supposed to be kept secret until Friday.”

      “They are,” Kyran said. “But I have an inside line on the names. I wasn’t expecting to see Sara Leach on there.”

      “Why not? She’s an excellent broom rider.”

      “An excellent broom rider with a huge self-esteem problem. There’s no way she did that entirely on her own.”

      “She may have gotten a bit of encouragement from the rest of us,” I said. “Hypothetically, of course, since you’re not supposed to know about it.”

      “Is that why today’s movie was moved up to Wednesday?”

      I nodded. “I’m going to go to Desert Plains with Ellie to watch the official swearing-in ceremony.”

      “Well, that should be fun. She’s got a chance, you know. I know some of the best broom riders in the paranormal world, and Sara definitely would hold her own against them.”

      “I didn’t know that, but it doesn’t surprise me,” I replied. “Now, if only she would believe that. I’m pretty sure she doesn’t realize this is real yet, and that a part of her probably thinks it’s some kind of sick prank.”

      Kyran gave a small smile. “Well, she’ll notice soon enough that’s not the case.”

      “I hope so. Anyway, I have to start the movie. I’ll be back soon.”

      Kyran nodded as I got up and made my way to the front of the group. I was pleased to see that another handful of paranormals had arrived while I had been talking to Kyran, and there were now a good thirty, maybe forty paranormals ready to watch Jackie Chan and Chris Tucker.

      This was good!

      I made my way to the screen at the front and cleared my throat. I saw Amy pointing her wand at me, and when I started to speak, I found my voice was coming out of me amplified, like I had a built-in loudspeaker.

      “Hello, paranormals,” I said with a smile. Public speaking had never been my forte, but I also wasn’t completely terrified of it like some of my friends had been when we had to present in class back in school. “Thank you for coming tonight for this special Wednesday showing of human movie night here in the Coven Gardens. I want everyone here to feel welcome to interact with each other, so please, have a seat, and maybe make some new friends along the way,” I said.

      I couldn’t help but notice that no one was really mingling. The witches were all sitting together; the vampires were all sitting together; the fairies were all sitting together; Kyran, the only elf, was by himself; and the three shifters that had shown up were sitting in the corner seats at the front on their own.

      “Alright,” I added. “For those of you for whom the blankets aren’t warm enough, if you make your way to the front row, there will be a heater there, but it’s not going to be strong enough to reach further back. So please, feel free to move toward the front for more heat.”

      I looked over at Amy, a pleading look on my face, and she nodded with a smile. She was going to take care of the as-of-yet non-existent heater for me while I set up the DVD.

      As I made my way to the projector, I noticed that, sure enough, a lot of the paranormals began making their way toward the front. While they were initially leaving space between them and other species, it quickly became apparent that there weren’t enough seats, and soon the fairies were sitting next to the witches and wizards, who were next to the vampires, who were next to the shifters. Some were in the second row as well, and I smiled to myself. My plan was working.

      Maybe next week I could try and incorporate some sort of game to make them all work together.

      A moment later Amy gave me the thumbs up—the heating spell was working—and I began playing the movie. I went and sat with Kyran, who hadn’t moved from the back row, and wrapped myself up in a blanket as I enjoyed the movie.

      A moment later, Mr. Meowgi, my familiar, hopped up onto my lap and I smiled. I had gotten so caught up with the setup that I had almost forgotten he was here. After all, he was the entire reason we were watching martial arts movies.

      “This was a good choice,” he purred softly as he watched the movie from my lap. “Although I really could use one of those blankets.”

      I grabbed a spare blanket from another chair and placed it over the cat, who began softly purring as the movie continued. With my cat in my lap and Kyran next to me, I felt all warm and cozy inside, and it had nothing to do with the blanket.
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      The movie was just ending, with the main scene in the casino coming to an end, when I suddenly heard some footsteps behind me. Kyran and I looked back at the same time to see Chief Enforcer King making her way toward the screen.

      “Chief Enforcer?” I asked. “What’s going on?”

      “I’m here to carry out an arrest,” she said, and slowly the other moviegoers looked up to see what was going on. My eyes immediately moved to Ellie, who had turned as white as a sheet.

      I launched myself at the projector and pressed pause.

      “Ellie Graham, you’re under arrest for the murder of Luna of the fairies,” Chief Enforcer King announced.

      “Hold on,” Amy said, stepping in front of Ellie. “Do you have a Request to Arrest?”

      “I do,” Chief Enforcer King said, pulling a sheet of paper from her pocket.

      “Could I see it?”

      Chief Enforcer King handed over the sheet of paper, and Amy scanned it quickly.

      “It’s legitimate,” she said to Ellie. “You need to go with her. Do not say a thing, though. Not to anyone. You’re entitled a legal representative. Tina will go and get him, and I will come with you.”

      “No,” Chief Enforcer King said. “She is under arrest, and you are not her lawyer, therefore you are not authorized to come along with her.”

      “According to the Paranormal Criminal Code Section 118, Article 7b, I am,” Amy said confidently. All eyes were on the unfolding drama now, including mine. I was frozen to the spot. I had no idea what to do, but Amy was definitely in her element now.

      “Oh?” Chief Enforcer King said, raising her eyebrows.

      “That section states, and I quote, that a suspect who has been arrested with a proper Request to Arrest signed by a judge is entitled to competent representation until the attorney of his or her choosing arrives to negotiate with the city attorney.”

      “Yes, and you are not a lawyer, and therefore not ‘competent representation,’” Chief Enforcer King replied.

      “On the contrary, the section does not specify that the person must be a lawyer. And seeing as I was able to quote the exact section of the law for you, I think that’s pretty competent representation, personally. But hey, if you want to deny Ellie her Paranormal Criminal Code rights and find yourself in front of the Overseeing Court at some point in the future, then that’s your prerogative.”

      Chief Enforcer King paused for a minute. It was like no one in the Coven Gardens was breathing at all as we all watched to see what was going to happen. Finally, the lion shifter spoke.

      “Fine,” she nodded curtly. “You may accompany Ellie as her competent representation until her attorney arrives.”

      “Good,” Amy nodded and turned to Ellie. “Come on. We have to go with her.”

      Tears welled in Ellie’s eyes and my heart broke for her. Amy took her by the hand. “You can do this. Come on, it’s not forever. It’s a misunderstanding, and we’re going to clear it up. Tina’s going to get Kilmordir, and everything is going to be fine.”

      Amy looked over at me after saying those words, and I nodded. I could already feel Kyran by my side.

      Ellie and Amy left the garden, followed closely by Chief Enforcer King, and I realized I didn’t know what to do.

      I eventually went over to Sara. “Take over the screen. You know how to work the projector, you just press the triangle button to play. Not that anyone is interested in the movie anymore. I need to go and find Kilmordir. Can you make sure Mr. Meowgi gets home with you?”

      Sara nodded, her face pale. “Yeah. Sure. Is Ellie going to be ok?”

      “With Amy there?” I said with a small smile. “Of course she is.”

      I could only hope I was right.
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* * *

      Kyran and I made our way to Isisopolis straight away, where Kilmordir was incensed to find that he had not yet been made aware of his client’s arrest. The three of us headed straight back to Western Woods immediately and right back down to the basement of City Hall, where Ellie was being interrogated once more, in the same room as the last time.

      “I have Enforcers searching your home right now,” Chief Enforcer King was saying to Ellie, who sat mutely on her chair next to Amy, who I had to admit looked right in her element. She sat tall and confident as she rebuked Chief Enforcer King.

      “I do hope they’re aware that they aren’t to search any rooms in the house that aren’t Ellie’s or a common area,” she said. “If we return to find that your men have searched anywhere in the house that is not specifically authorized, I’ll have the entire search thrown out in court.”

      “Believe it or not, my Enforcers are well trained. They know how to execute a search.”

      “Well, good, because I’ll make sure that when Kilmordir gets here, he’s made well aware of the facts. Where is he, by the way? He should have been called by now.”

      “I am here, and not because of any contact from the Chief Enforcer,” Kilmordir said, striding into the room. Amy stood up immediately.

      “Good, you’re here. I’ve been acting as Ellie’s council, and I can assure you she hasn’t said a word.”

      “Yes, thank you,” Kilmordir said. “I’ve heard that you did excellent work ensuring that my client was properly protected until my arrival.” He turned to Chief Enforcer King. “Which, apparently, was quite necessary, as I hadn’t yet been told about my client’s arrest.”

      “I called your office, and there was no answer,” Chief Enforcer King said. “Seeing as it’s, what, four in the morning in Isisopolis, I assumed that I was going to have to wait until business hours before I’d be able to get in touch.”

      “If an arrestee’s lawyer lives in a town more than four time zones away, an Enforce must stop questioning until business hours resume in the time zone where the lawyer resides if he or she cannot be contacted,” Amy said. “As soon as you were unable to contact Kilmordir, you should have stopped the interrogation and waited until it was nine in the morning in Isisopolis.”

      For the first time in my life, I noticed a blush crawl up Chief Enforcer King’s face. “I’ve never heard of such a rule. Of course, I’ve also never had a client who went all the way to Europe to get a lawyer. I had no idea.”

      “Well, as the Chief Enforcer in Western Woods, it is your duty to know these things,” Amy scolded like she was Chief Enforcer King’s boss.

      “Regardless, it’s not as though anything has come of it,” Aria King replied, getting her footing back under her. “It would only be an issue if Ellie had said anything that could be used against her, and she hasn’t. She’s had you as her representative here the entire time.”

      “Right. Now that her lawyer is here, I’d like to be brought up to date on the facts,” Kilmordir said. “And Amy, if you could please stay here as well, I’d appreciate having you here since you seem to be up to date on not only the case, but paranormal criminal law as well.”

      Amy looked like a cat that had just gotten into the cream.

      Kyran and I left the room and watched from the other side of the one-way glass while Chief Enforcer King began interrogating Ellie once more.

      “So what happens now?” I asked, gesturing toward them. “Ellie’s been arrested, so now what?”

      “Well, there will be a trial,” Kyran said. “While a lot of the exact terminology is different from the human world, in reality the process is fairly similar to what you’re used to. Ellie will be tried for Luna’s murder, and if she’s convicted, she’ll be jailed for whatever amount of time the judge finds to be reasonable. In this case, she’s likely looking at a sentence of at least twenty years.”

      My stomach turned over. “You’re joking.”

      “No, I’m not. My father will do his best for Ellie, but to be perfectly honest, if you have an idea who else might have done this, I definitely recommend trying to gather evidence yourself. And hide it from Chief Enforcer King, but not my father. He’ll need any evidence he can get at the trial to show that someone other than Ellie committed the crime.”

      I felt my stomach jolt once more. I couldn’t believe it had come to this.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 20

          

        

      

    

    
      I listened in with Kyran for a little bit while Chief Enforcer King explained to Ellie exactly why she was under arrest. It was mainly due to her ability to poison the brownie without anyone noticing, in the back, before giving it to Luna, and also her known proficiency with plants and potions.

      Eventually, I felt the room was too stifling and had to leave. I couldn’t imagine how Ellie must have been feeling. Kyran followed me out into the now-dark night.

      “Do you have any leads?”

      I shrugged. “I mean, I guess so. We do have a finite list of suspects; the only people who could have poisoned the brownie were the ones in the café when Luna died. But I don’t know who among them might have done it.”

      “Well, you had better figure it out, and quick,” Kyran said, his mouth a firm line. “I’m not going to sugarcoat it for you: trials here rarely end in acquittals. Ellie is in trouble, and while my father will do everything he can to help her…”

      He trailed off, and I nodded. I didn’t need Kyran to finish the sentence. I knew what was at stake.

      “We need to do something,” I muttered, almost to myself.

      “Alright,” Kyran replied. “What are we going to do?”

      I looked at him, a look of pure confusion on my face. “I haven’t got a clue.”

      “Then we start from square one.”

      When Sara came into the house a few minutes after Kyran and me, she poked her head into the living room and her eyes widened a bit.

      “Oh. I didn’t realize you had a visitor,” she said.

      “Yeah. Sara, this is Kyran,” I said, and he smiled at her. “He’s helping me. We need to figure this out. And fast. Can you come help?”

      Sara nodded and came into the room. I couldn’t help but notice that she sat on the chair at the far end of the table, as far as she could possibly get from Kyran. I felt a bit sad at that; I knew Kyran was considered an outcast from a lot of Western Woods society, but I figured if anybody should be able to understand what it was like not fitting into traditional roles, it would be Sara, whose mother so desperately wanted her to become a Healer or some other proper witch profession.

      “What are we doing?” Sara asked, looking at the notes I had spread out over the table.

      “Starting over,” I said. “We need to look at everything again. Everyone again. We need a way to rule people out.”

      “Well, we know that everyone on that list was in the coffee shop at the time of the killing,” Sara said. “And no one left, you said.”

      “That’s right,” I nodded, then I turned to Kyran to explain. “I was sitting facing the front door, so I had a perfect view of it. I’m one hundred percent sure that no one left the coffee shop after we arrived, and given the timing of when the brownies had come out of the oven, that means only the people who were still in the coffee shop when Luna died could have poisoned her.”

      “Alright,” Kyran nodded slowly. “So, Sara, you were facing the counter?”

      “Yes,” Sara nodded.

      “Did anyone get up and go toward it, that you saw? Or, more importantly, do you know if anyone didn’t get up at all?”

      “Oh,” Sara said, her eyes widening. “Of course. Let me think. I’m not sure, really.”

      “I can help!” I said, jumping up and running into the kitchen. I rushed to the fridge, where I found a potion Ellie and I had made just the day before Luna’s murder. Pouring two tablespoons into a cup, I made my way back into the living room and handed the glass to Sara, who scrunched her nose at it.

      “Ugh, why do the best potions always have to look so disgusting? What’s this one?”

      “A memory aid,” I replied. “I made it with Ellie a few days ago. She said to store it in the fridge, as it would last a week, and Amy loves to go through it. Sure enough, about half of it’s gone missing since I made it.”

      “Well, if it hasn’t done any harm to Amy, I’m sure I can handle it,” Sara said, plugging her nose and downing the mixture in one go. “Hm. That tasted a lot better than it looked. A bit like cookie dough. Chocolate chip cookie dough.”

      “Do you remember anything?” I asked, and Sara’s eyes widened.

      “Oh, it’s all coming back to me now. Wow, this stuff is incredible. Where has it been my whole life? Ok, I can see everything perfectly. We were at the café. The two witches, they went up to the counter. They were complaining to Luna about something, but I couldn’t hear what. But they were definitely complaining. Luna went to the back for a minute. Oh, and she came back with something on a plate for them. And then Carson got up. He was leaning against the counter, trying to look over at something, teasing Luna I think. They were laughing, anyway. Then he sat back down, and the three fairies went up to see her. Celeste, Selena, and Bella. They looked like they were just having a chat, and then Celeste ordered something, because she handed some money over to Luna. Then, well, then that was it. A moment later…” Sara trailed off and closed her eyes. “Goodness, if there was one thing I didn’t want to remember, it was that,” she added in a small voice.

      “So that eliminates a few other people in the café,” Kyran said. “The shifters in the corner, for example?”

      Sara nodded. “Yes. They never once approached the counter.”

      “Neither did the two elves?”

      This time Sara shook her head. “Definitely not. The way they were sitting I could see them the entire time. Neither one of them left their chairs.”

      “Do you remember if anyone reached toward where Luna had kept her brownie?” I asked, but Sara shook her head.

      “I couldn’t see. One of the empty chairs from the table where the elves were sitting blocked my view of it completely. I could see the counter where Luna was serving, but nothing behind it.”

      I nodded disappointedly. That was too bad; it could have made our search a lot easier if we’d been successful.

      “So that narrows down the suspect list considerably, anyway,” Kyran said. “What else have we got?”

      Despite working on the list for another two hours, Sara, Kyran, and I never got any further. Eventually, after finally admitting that we were stuck and figuring that maybe sleeping on it was a necessity, Kyran left and Sara and I made our way to our rooms.

      “She’s going to be ok, isn’t she?” Sara asked me as we split up.

      “She will,” I answered, hoping I sounded more confident than I felt. “Don’t worry. We’ll find something. We’ll figure this out.”

      “I sure hope so.”
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      I had bad dreams that night, each one worse than the next, and the type that you don’t remember when you wake up, except that you know they were nightmares.

      “Ugh, stop moving around so much. It’s like sharing a bed with an overly excited hippo,” Mr. Meowgi complained, and I glared at him.

      “This is my bed, I’ll remind you. You’re just a guest, and you should be more polite to your host.”

      “Maybe if the host didn’t move around so much.”

      Grumbling to myself about my brain—and my cat—and how neither one was exactly being nice to me, I made my way into the kitchen and opened the fridge to get a glass of cold water. Checking the time on my phone, I groaned. It was just after six in the morning—early enough that I had absolutely no desire to be awake, but late enough that there was a good chance I wouldn’t be able to get back to sleep.

      I drank my water, then yawned and looked around. Yeah, as tired as I was, there was no way sleep was happening anymore. I peeked into Amy’s room, but she wasn’t back, and Ellie’s room showed she was still under arrest as well.

      Maybe an early morning walk would help clear my head.

      Making my way out of the house, I started wandering aimlessly toward town, letting the cool air against my face wake me up and hopefully give me a little bit of insight into the killer’s identity.

      The streets were relatively deserted this early in the morning; a few vampires walked around, probably making their way home after a long night before the sun came up. My feet ended up taking me to the Coven Gardens, which was one of my favorite places in town. After all, the gardens were large and well manicured with nice, meandering paths and a large lake in the middle. I felt drawn to the lake, probably because of the water coven I was a part of. Maybe being close to that much water could help me figure something out that I hadn’t considered yet? I wasn’t sure. I was still discovering exactly what impact the water had on my body and my powers.

      As I reached the lake, I smiled. This place really did make me feel more centered, more at peace. It was a cold morning, but there was no wind, so the water on the lake was calm and perfect, reflecting the trees and sky on its perfect mirrored top.

      Making my way to the edge, I looked down and thought that if it got any colder, the lake was probably going to start freezing over at night. Without knowing why, I took off my boots and socks and put my feet in the water.

      Gasping as the cold hit me, I still didn’t take my feet out. It was cold, sure, but manageable. I had always been able to handle cold water better than anyone I had known growing up—I fell into a lake once in the winter when I was just little, and my parents were shocked at how I seemed fine when I got out of the lake. The staff at the hospital they took me to in order to check for hypothermia were shocked at how little negative impact the cold water had had on me. I supposed it, again, had to do with my coven.

      Unfortunately, however, I wasn’t immediately struck by any sort of epiphany telling me exactly who had killed Luna. I was definitely uncomfortable, and it all seemed to be for nothing.

      “Hey, you! What are you doing there?” I suddenly heard a voice call out from the path behind me. I turned to see Emily and Alicia, the two older witches who had been in the coffee shop the morning Luna died, looking over at me suspiciously. They were definitely older, and absolutely sisters. With the same curly gray hair, the same hooked noses, and the same beady black eyes, Alice and Emily were the closest thing to stereotypical witches I’d seen since moving to Western Woods.

      “Oh, it’s just you,” Alicia said when I turned around.

      “Who did you think I was?” I asked, stepping out of the water, shaking my feet and then slipping them back into my boots.

      “Well, I wasn’t sure, to be honest,” Alice replied. “I figured some sort of troublemaker. We get all sorts these days. Things aren’t the way they used to be, when paranormals knew their place and everyone got along. These days, you need to be extra careful, because you never know who’s out to get you.”

      “Are you talking about Luna, the fairy that was killed?” I asked.

      “Oh, that was rather dreadful,” Emily said, shaking her head.

      “That’s exactly what I mean, though,” Alicia replied. “She might have been nice enough. Certainly she wasn’t good enough at her job to deliver a coffee when it was still hot, but that’s nothing to kill someone over. But I know she had started seeing that strange fellow, the wizard from one of the fire covens. I saw them together when they thought there was no one around, a few weeks ago. They were canoodling like that sort of thing was perfectly normal.”

      I shrugged. “Maybe it is perfectly normal. Who’s to say?”

      “It’s just not right,” Emily hissed. “A fairy, being with a wizard? No, wizards are meant to be with witches, and that’s that.”

      I decided not to push the subject and moved on to the topic of Carson Mase. “Do you know the wizard well? The one she was with?”

      “No, he never really did involve himself in the coven. Some of the witches and wizards that move here from other covens immediately immerse themselves in our community. But that young wizard wasn’t one of them.”

      “That said, he does seem to be a nice young man, apart from his choice of lovers,” Emily interrupted. “He works at my dentists’ office, preparing their potions. He really knows exactly how to make some very advanced and excellent potions.”

      “Oh?”

      “Last year I had a tooth that needed to be extracted. Normally, that sort of thing isn’t painful, but it does take a couple of days for the swelling to go down, and one’s mouth is a little bit sore immediately after the surgery. However, Carson Mase gave me a potion that he said uses some of the plants his coven makes good use of, and I walked out of that office like nothing had happened.”

      “Well, that’s good,” I said, my mind whirring. If Carson Mase was that good at handling potions, maybe he knew a lot more about plants than I had given him credit for. Maybe he would know exactly what exploding puff was and where to find it, even here in Western Woods.

      “It’s too bad he doesn’t seem to want to involve himself with the coven, though,” Alicia said. “He just spends all his time with various fairies.”

      “Well, I’m sure he has his reasons,” I replied. To be honest, having heard Carson Mase’s story, if I had grown up in the situation he had, I wasn’t sure I would want to spend all my time hanging around witches and wizards either. It didn’t sound like our species had been especially kind to him so far in life.

      “Right, right. You think we’re just old-fashioned, but this is how things have always been. Some things are done the way they are for a reason.”

      “Do you know where Carson might be now?” I asked.

      “I haven’t got a clue,” Emily replied. “How on earth would we know? He’ll probably be getting to work shortly, though. You could try the dental office; that’s likely your best bet.”

      “Thank you,” I said to them, then stopped. “By the way, what were you complaining about to Luna that day, before she died?”

      Emily sighed. “It all seems rather stupid now, doesn’t it? That morning, I think Luna might have been a bit distracted. I thought it was because her boyfriend was there in the café as well. But when we got our coffees, they had already gone cold and were practically undrinkable. Then, on top of that, where I had asked for a Hocus Focus muffin, as I had planned on doing my crossword later on that afternoon, Luna brought over an Energy Cranberry muffin. I only get those on mornings when I want to get some exercise.”

      “Ah,” I nodded. So it was nothing that anyone would kill over, not even some judgmental old witches like Emily and Alicia.

      “I swear she gave you the wrong muffin out of spite,” Alicia said, giving her sister a look that said you should know better. “After all, you complained to her just two days earlier, as well.”

      “Yes, well, I felt that the cinnamon bun I’d gotten didn’t have enough frosting,” Emily sniffed.

      “Of course it didn’t. And so this time, when she saw us, Luna decided to give you the wrong muffin and leave the coffee out to cool for a few minutes before bringing it over to punish you.”

      “You’ve said that before, but I just can’t see a nice fairy like her doing that. Besides, while I complained, I was always very polite about it.”

      I had a sneaking suspicion Emily wasn’t quite as polite when she was complaining as she made herself out to be. I had worked enough jobs in retail in the human world to know exactly what type of customer Emily was, and politeness generally didn’t factor into it at all.

      “Alright, thank you,” I said, making my way back to the path, thinking the entire time about what I had learned from the two old witches. While they were probably annoying to deal with as customers, I couldn’t really see that being a reason to murder.

      Especially since I’d just learned that Carson Mase was very skilled with plants and potions. I had a sneaking suspicion I’d found out who the murderer was. Now I just had to find him.
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      Making my way out of the Coven Gardens and into town, I realized I didn’t actually know where the dentist’s office was. On the other hand, a quick glance at my watch told me it was still only seven-thirty, and so presumably I had about ninety minutes to try and find it before they opened for the day.

      Instead of asking someone for directions, therefore, I decided to wander around and try to get a better handle on what was where in town. After all, I knew how to get to all the places I frequented, but I didn’t really know where anything else in town was.

      I ended up finding the dentist’s office after about twenty minutes of aimless wandering, not too far from coven headquarters. I traced my steps back to a small bakery tucked away at the back of a black-and-white gothic building, from which wafted the smell of freshly-baked bread, with a sign above the door reading The Spell of Bread, and I decided I was going to give that place a try while I waited for the dental office to open.

      I passed through a wrought-iron gate and into a little courtyard where a couple of picnic tables sat on the grass, all of which were empty, but which I figured must have been a great place to enjoy breakfast in the spring and summer when the sun was out and it was warm enough to eat outside. Slipping past the tables and in through the thick wooden door, I found myself in a low-ceilinged, dark store with all sorts of breads on wooden shelves against the back wall.

      “Hi there,” a familiar face said, and I smiled as Aurora’s wings beat back and forth.

      “Hi, Aurora,” I said to her. “I take it you’re not working at Hexpresso Bean anymore either?”

      She shook her head sadly. “No. I got the same text as Ellie did, telling me that until the whole matter of Luna’s death was cleared up, they didn’t want me serving customers anymore. Can you believe it? As if I had something to do with poor Luna’s death.” Aurora sighed. “Not that I was going to go back there anyway. If the manager hadn’t told me to leave, I wouldn’t have been able to go back. Not after seeing Luna…”

      Aurora trailed off, her eyes watering for a second, but she blinked back the tears and smiled at me, a sad smile. “But what’s done is done. I can’t work there anymore, but I was lucky enough to get a job working the counter here. Have you been here before?”

      “No, never,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ve just been exploring around town.”

      “Well, you’re in for a treat, then,” Luna said with a smile. “This bakery is the best in Western Woods. The owner comes from a coven based in France and learned to cook there. And everyone knows the French paranormals make the best breads.”

      “Sold,” I laughed. “What do you recommend?”

      “The classic baguette, for sure. Take one, have a sandwich with it at lunch, and then come back here tomorrow morning and tell me how it’s the best thing you’ve ever had in your life.”

      “At least you’re not overselling it,” I said with a smile.

      “I’m genuinely not. I mean, ok, all fairies love carbs, and they’re not necessarily good for the waistline, but I’ve never had bread like this before in my life.”

      “In that case, I’ll take two baguettes,” I said. “In case any of the others want some to eat, too.”

      “Good idea,” Aurora said, taking two long, thin loaves of bread from a basket on one of the shelves and putting them in front of me. “You won’t regret this.”

      I paid Aurora and thanked her. As I picked up the bread, I couldn’t help but notice that the loaves were still warm; this was really fresh-out-of-the-oven stuff, and I couldn’t wait to get home and try some.

      But first, I had a wizard to confront.

      Carrying my bread back with me, I made my way to the dental office. It was still at least half an hour until opening, but I hoped that Carson would start work earlier than the place opened to the public. I knocked at the front door and got no answer, so I ducked around the side of the building, made my way to the back, and knocked on the back entrance.

      A moment later, the door creaked open to reveal Carson Mase with a look of idle curiosity on his face.

      “Yes?” he asked. “I’m sorry, but the clinic doesn’t open until nine.”

      “I don’t need dental work,” I replied. “I want to talk to you about Luna.”

      The polite smile on Carson’s face fell. “You were there that day, weren’t you? I recognize you.”

      I nodded, and he held the door open further. “Come in.”

      Of course, this was a phenomenally stupid idea. I hadn’t told anyone where I was going, and I’d just been invited into a closed business office, where there was a very distinct possibility that Carson and I were the only two people in the building. And where he was a fully formed wizard, I was a witch who knew how to do maybe three dozen spells, and most of them were so simple that I knew their equivalents from the Harry Potter books. Of course, I didn’t know the witch equivalent to Crucio or anything equally useful if I was really dealing with a stone-cold killer.

      “Did you know Luna?” Carson asked, and I shook my head.

      “No. I’m new to Western Woods, kind of like you. I only moved here a few months back.”

      Carson nodded. “I heard there was a new witch. You’re the one who didn’t even know you were a witch, aren’t you?”

      “That’s right. I heard you had issues with your family.”

      “I did. And I left them. But that’s in the past.”

      “And here, in Western Woods, you were with Luna, weren’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      “I heard you were with a lot of other fairies as well.”

      “I was,” Carson said, the expression on his face one I couldn’t read. He made his way toward a large cauldron sitting on a work table and began to stir. “But Luna was different. Luna was special.”

      “I heard you bought her a ring,” I said quietly, and Carson looked up at me sharply.

      “Who told you that?”

      I shrugged. “I heard it around. Is it true?”

      Carson sighed. “It’s true. I was going to give it to her this weekend. We were going to go away somewhere, just for a few days. I wanted to take her somewhere warm. Luna really hated the cold weather. I was going to propose to her there. I had the perfect ring picked out. I asked one of her friends for advice but swore her to secrecy. Luna had no idea that…”

      Carson trailed off, unable to finish his sentence.

      “So there were no problems between the two of you? You weren’t going to dump her for the next fairy that came along?”

      “No,” Carson said, strangely honest with me. But then, grief did take many forms. I imagined he didn’t really have all that many people to really talk to, from what I’d learned about him so far, and the more he spoke, the less I thought he was capable of killing Luna after all. “No, I know that my reputation among the fairy women preceded me. I know many of them think I’m the worst thing that has ever happened to Western Woods, and they’re probably right. I treated them pretty badly. But Luna was different. She had such a kind soul and a gentle spirit, and she made my life better by being in it. I loved her more than anything in the world.”

      “Do you know anything about exploding puff?” I asked. After all, even if I didn’t think he was the killer, I could still explore the possibility.

      “Sure,” Carson nodded. “Poisonous plant, native to the paranormal world only. Though it’s used in a couple of potions; when it’s combined with salt water its potency is completely erased and it acts as a good energy booster, like a more potent version of caffeine.”

      “Do you know where you can find it here in Western Woods?”

      “Yes,” Carson replied. “I needed some for a salve about two weeks ago. I had to ask around, since I’m pretty new in town, and Luna told me where to find it.”

      “Ok, thanks,” I said, thinking hard.

      “I heard someone’s been arrested for Luna’s death, though.”

      “Yes, but incorrectly,” I replied. “Ellie would have never killed Luna, I promise you that.”

      “Well, I hope whoever did do it is found and brought to justice,” Carson said, staring down at the table hard as he blinked back tears. “She was way too good for that kind of end.”

      “I’m sorry,” I replied. “I hope the real killer is found also.”

      With that, I headed back out into the open air. Something Carson had said made me think I was missing something. There was a clue there. But what was it?

      Suddenly, my eyes widened. I knew who had killed Luna. And this time, I was certain.
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      I sent Sara and Amy a quick text telling them who the killer was and where I was going to find her as I ran to the other side of town, to the fairy garden.

      The sun was up now, and the lanterns that cast a nice glow over everything were out, but the forest still had that very ethereal, magical feel to it. Even as I stepped inside, I found myself stopping and looking around. This garden felt alive in a way nothing else on earth really did. It was like this whole forest was a living, breathing thing itself, not just a place where the local fairies came to spend their time.

      As I got deeper and deeper inside of it, however, it felt rather ominous. There was no one around. I didn’t know exactly where I was going. And I had no idea if the fairy I was looking for was even here.

      “Hello, back again?” I heard a voice behind me say, and I jumped about two feet in the air. I turned to see Bella smiling politely at me, her wings fluttering behind her. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”

      I plastered a smile on my face. This had been a bad idea. Bella was the killer. I knew she was. I had come here to make her confess, but this wasn’t the right place to do it. And I shouldn’t have come alone.

      Why on earth did I never learn from my mistakes?

      “That’s ok,” I said, hoping my voice didn’t betray just how nervous I was right now. “I was just looking for you, actually.”

      “Oh yes? Have you found out who killed Luna?”

      “I have,” I replied.

      “I heard Chief Enforcer King arrested Ellie.”

      “She did. But she’s wrong. Ellie didn’t do this.”

      “Oh, I know,” Bella laughed.

      “That’s because you did it.” That laugh had told me everything I needed to know. Bella wasn’t here to help me, that was for sure.

      “I was wondering how long it was going to take you to figure that out. Or if you were going to figure it out at all. A little bit slow on the uptake, aren’t you?”

      “Better late than never,” I muttered through clenched teeth.

      “So, how did you know? I’m curious.”

      “It was the way you acted with Carson, at the funeral. You were all over him. That was the motive, wasn’t it? Love.”

      Bella clenched her fists, and I knew I was right. I wasn’t sure of all the details yet, so I figured I’d give it a shot. “You were in love with him. You knew Carson was with Luna, but that was alright. After all, Carson had been with lots of fairies in the past. You just had to wait until he got tired of her, and then you could swoop in and become his next girlfriend. But then something happened that you didn’t expect: he fell in love with Luna, and he decided he wanted to marry her. He told me he asked one of her friends for advice on a ring that Luna would like. You were that friend, weren’t you?”

      Bella let out a shrill laugh. “Of course it was me. And I had to sit there, and I had to pretend that I really cared about Carson proposing to Luna, when he should have been with me. I gave him all this great advice, and he was so thankful, but he was still going to marry her. And there was no way I could have that.”

      “You know a lot about plants. You’re the one who told me about the weird plants in here. You would have known where to find exploding puff.”

      “Of course I do. I’ve lived here my entire life, and fairies use plants in a significant portion of our magic. It was nothing for me to find a few spores of exploding puff and sprinkle them onto Luna’s brownie when we were at the coffee shop. I was never going to be a suspect. After all, I was one of her best friends, and we had never fought.”

      “The problem was, you were one of the ones who tried to make me think Carson Mase wasn’t into Luna at all,” I replied. “Everyone seemed to think he was genuinely in love with her, but not you. You kept trying to convince me otherwise, and that was suspicious.”

      “Well, thanks for letting me know. I’ll make sure in the future I change my tune on that one. That way, that friend of yours will spend the rest of her life in jail, and I’ll be free to spend the rest of my life with Carson when he realizes he actually loves me. I’ve made sure to stop by and console him a whole bunch.”

      I gave Bella a small smile. “If it’s anything like what I saw at the funeral, the last thing in the world Carson is after is your consoling.”

      “You take that back,” the fairy snapped, her features going from mockingly friendly to pure evil in an instant. It was like the forest went evil with her, with the trees, the logs, the moss, and the mushrooms all menacingly folding in on me. I didn’t like this garden anymore. I didn’t like it at all, and I wished I hadn’t picked here as the place to find Bella.

      “It doesn’t matter anyway,” she continued with a laugh. “It’s not like you’re getting out of here alive.”

      Bella reached down to the ground and grabbed a plant, blowing on it toward me. All of a sudden, I began to feel dizzy. My head felt fuzzy. I didn’t know what was going on, and I began to stumble around, tripping over my own feet.

      “That’s right,” Bella said. “Go deeper into the forest.”

      I knew I shouldn’t do what Bella was telling me to, but my feet couldn’t seem to resist. I turned and made my way deeper into the fairy garden forest. There were more trees, and they were closer to one another. Over to my left, about fifty meters away, was a small pond of water.

      I had to get to the water.

      I didn’t know why. I just knew I had to. And yet, I couldn’t do it.

      “Find the malfeasance mushrooms,” Bella ordered, and I found myself looking around, trying to find the mushrooms. No, this was bad. I had to stop doing it. Those mushrooms would kill me, and I knew that was the goal.

      I had to break this weird spell Bella had put on me, but I had no idea how.

      I needed to get to the water.

      I didn’t know why, but my brain kept telling me that was what I had to do.

      I needed to get to the water.

      Looking at the lake, I tried to imagine malfeasance mushrooms on the other side of it. Were there some there? If I convinced my brain that there were, maybe it would go over there to have a look.

      After all, there were malfeasance mushrooms here somewhere. Why not on the other side of the lake?

      It worked. I couldn’t help but smile to myself as my feet started to turn and make their way toward the pond.

      I stepped closer and closer toward it, hearing Bella’s shrill laugh behind me.

      “That’s right. Go to the pond. That’s easier, isn’t it? Go into the pond, and don’t come out. You can drown in there, and everyone will think it was an accident.”

      Was she right? If I went into the pond, was I going to drown? Still, my brain was telling me it was what I needed to do. Maybe I would drown. Maybe I would break the spell. Regardless, I was going to do it. I had to try. Because if I didn’t, I was dead anyway.

      I reached the edge of the pond and lost my footing. Normally, I would have thrown my arms in front of me to break my fall or something, but under that strange spell, I was completely incapable of it. I just fell straight into the pond, landing with a giant splash that eight-year-old me who used to try and make the biggest cannonballs in the pool would have been proud of.

      As soon as my face hit the water, I felt the spell I was under break. I was back.

      Instead of surfacing, however, I pulled my wand out from the back pocket of my jeans where I had kept it. I needed a spell, but I didn’t know what spell to use. It had to be a good one, and it had to be quick, because I was probably only going to have one shot at this.

      Suddenly, it came to me. A lasso spell! Amy had taught me the spell the other week after I’d had trouble getting a cup from the top shelf of the kitchen. As it turned out, a quick spell magically wrapped an invisible rope around the handle and brought it toward me.

      I had practiced the spell a couple of times since, and I was pretty sure I remembered the words.

      As my oxygen ran out, I knew I was going to have to surface. I had one shot at this, so I had to make it a good one.

      Placing my feet on the bottom of the pond, I pushed upward and forced myself out of the water, my wand pointed to where Bella had been standing when I went into the water. She was closer now, making her way toward me, presumably to see if I had really drowned.

      The look on her face as she saw me spring up was one of pure surprise as I shouted out the incantation before she had a chance to react.

      “Jupiter, your power strong, wrap around this fairy and bring her along.”

      Bella’s eyes widened as invisible ropes suddenly wrapped themselves around her, and she was dragged from where she stood over to the pond.

      “What’s going on?” she asked, her arms and wings pinned to her side. “What are you doing?” Her voice was shrill now, the confidence gone from it. “You were supposed to die.”

      “Not today,” I said quietly. “Today, we go to see Chief Enforcer King, and you’re going to tell her what you’ve done.”

      I stepped out of the pond, pointing my wand carefully at Bella, who continued to thrash uselessly against the spell as I made my way out of the fairy garden—I definitely did not like it as much as I had the first time I had been in there—and toward City Hall.

      As I got closer to the garden exit, I spotted Amy running toward me.

      “Tina! Are you alright?”

      “I am,” I replied. “And I have the real killer right here.”

      “Good job with the spell,” Amy said approvingly. “That’s a more difficult spell to do on a living creature than a mug in the kitchen.”

      “Thanks,” I said as the three of us headed back toward City Hall. “How is Ellie doing?”

      “About as well as can be expected, I think. She’s putting on a brave face, and she’s acting like everything is fine, but I think deep down she is a little bit scared. Kilmordir is there with her now.”

      “Well, let’s bring Bella over,” I said. “After all, I’m sure Chief Enforcer King would love to know what she told me in that forest.”

      Bella shot me a glare meant to melt me into a puddle on the spot, but it was pointless. She was caught.
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      “And everything you’re telling me is the truth?” Chief Enforcer King asked, and I nodded. Her face was serious, all business. We were in one of the interview rooms next to the one Ellie had been held in, but the door leading to the other side was open; this wasn’t an interrogation. It was just an interview.

      “Absolutely,” I replied. “Bella admitted to killing Luna so that she could claim Carson Mase for herself, and then tried to kill me.”

      “I just received a text from some of my Enforcers searching her home. Apparently they found some exploding puff in her room. So it looks like we have corroborating evidence. Thank you.”

      “For what, for stopping you from prosecuting the wrong person?”

      “Yes,” Chief Enforcer King replied. “I know you think I was persecuting Ellie for no reason, but I simply went where the evidence pointed. My goal is always to find the true perpetrator of a crime and to see actual justice done—not simply to pad my numbers and see as many people as possible thrown in jail—and I came very close to failing this time. Failing an entire community. So yes, I do have you to thank for solving this crime and stopping me from making a terrible mistake.”

      The animosity I’d been feeling toward Chief Enforcer King dissipated immediately. This entire time I had felt like she was unjustly targeting Ellie, that she just wanted to throw someone in jail for the murder, regardless of whether or not she was guilty. It hadn’t seemed like something Chief Enforcer King would do, but that was the impression I’d had. I realized now that no, she hadn’t been targeting Ellie for the sake of throwing someone behind bars, but because she genuinely believed the evidence showed Ellie was guilty. And the fact that she was apologizing, and thanking me for finding the real killer, showed that was her true ambition the entire time.

      It was big of her to do that, I thought.

      “I’m just glad the real killer is being brought to justice.”

      “So am I,” Chief Enforcer King said, standing, and I followed her lead. “Thank you again.”

      I nodded and made my way out into the hall and back up the steps to the main part of City Hall, where I found Ellie, Amy, and Kilmordir standing together, talking about something. Ellie was rubbing her wrists, a huge look of relief on her face.

      As soon as she saw me, she rushed over and took me in a huge bear hug.

      “Thank you, Tina. Thank you so much.”

      “No problem,” I replied. “I knew you didn’t do it.”

      “Still. Amy told me how you almost died. Bella did some fairy magic on you?”

      I nodded. “Yeah. I don’t know exactly what it was, but it was strange. She blew something at me, and then it was like I was under her control.”

      “Hypnoweed,” Ellie nodded. “It’s very potent, and it grows in the fairy garden. You blow it at someone, and the person who blew it can control that person’s actions. It’s illegal to use for that purpose, obviously.”

      I shuddered involuntarily as Ellie continued. “How did you get away from it, though?”

      “The pond,” I replied. “I saw some water, and my brain told me to get to it. Bella ordered me to find malfeasance mushrooms, so I started looking on the other side of the pond, and my feet took me there. I fell in, and as soon as I hit the water, the spell broke.”

      Ellie nodded. “Interesting. That must be linked to your coven, which is why Bella would never have thought of it, what with almost everyone here coming from a coven of thunder. Besides, it’s not like you’ve made the fact that you’re actually from a water coven common knowledge.”

      I had to smile. That was definitely true. I already felt like enough of an outsider with my limited set of spell knowledge; I didn’t want to advertise the fact that I came from a whole different type of coven.

      “Well, anyway, thanks to the pond, I’m not dead, and the real killer is in jail,” I said with a small smile as I turned toward Kilmordir and Amy, who were still talking to each other.

      “Your skills as a lawyer are greater than many actual, trained lawyers I have met,” Kilmordir was telling Amy, who blushed with that self-satisfied smile she always gave when someone complimented her intelligence. “The way you thought to have yourself appointed a legal representative despite not having legal training, and the way you were able to invoke the exact section of the act, shows a mind that is not only good at memorizing the law, but is also flexible enough to apply it creatively, and that is a rare skill among lawyers, one that only the best possess.”

      “Thank you,” Amy said quietly, and I could tell she was pleased by the compliment.

      “I never in my life believed I would say this to a witch, but have you ever considered a career in the law?”

      This time, Amy’s mouth dropped open. “But…I can’t. You know that. I’m not an elf.”

      “No, but I am certain a clever witch such as yourself could make an argument in favor of it.”

      “But…it’s never been done. Ever. It’s not a witch’s place to be a lawyer,” Amy argued.

      “I know. And I do understand why that is the case. But in thousands of years of practicing law, I have never seen a witch with as good a legal mind as yourself. I do not say it would be easy. In fact, it would likely be exceedingly difficult if you were to choose this path. One has only to look at my own son to see how taking the road less travelled has consequences. But I am also saying that if there was a witch who I believe could successfully be a lawyer, it is you. And I think you should consider it, despite the obstacles you would face, because I think you would be one of the finest minds the profession has ever seen. And believe me, I have been around a long time.”

      Wow. I was pretty sure at this point even my mouth had dropped open. Kilmordir was suggesting that Amy become a lawyer? That absolutely went against all of the job rules that paranormals lived by. Rules that I thought were archaic and stupid, mind you. But rules all the same, rules that everyone who lived in the paranormal world and wasn’t me or Kyran seemed to think were written in stone. I didn’t have to be a lifelong resident here to understand that Kilmordir’s suggestion was huge.

      “I…I’ll consider it,” Amy said breathlessly.

      “Good. I hope that you will. I will understand if you think the challenge is too much to overcome. Should you require any advice, please do not hesitate to contact my office. I’ll give you my card and make sure my assistant knows that your calls are always to be put through,” Kilmordir said, handing Amy a small business card. She took it and tucked it carefully into her wallet, which she slipped back into her purse like it was made of glass.

      He nodded to the rest of us and strode off.

      “Amy!” Ellie said as soon as he had left. “I can’t believe it.”

      “Neither can I,” Amy said, her eyes wide. “I never expected that.”

      “I mean, in a way, I’m not surprised. After all, you definitely kept Chief Enforcer King from being as rough with me as she wanted, and you made her job a lot more difficult, which is exactly what a lawyer should do. But for Kilmordir to suggest that you consider becoming a lawyer, that’s something else entirely.”

      “It really is,” Amy said. “I can’t do it, of course.”

      “Do you want to do it?” I asked, and Ellie and Amy both looked at me. “After all, that’s the first step, isn’t it? Deciding if it’s something you want to do. You’re good at a lot of things, Amy. That doesn’t necessarily mean you’d want to do them forever.”

      Amy nodded as she considered my words. “You know, I think I would like to do it. I really enjoyed my time in there, defending Ellie. Being a lawyer is like pitting your own wits against someone else’s using a specific set of rules. Yes, if it were up to me, then I think I would very much enjoy being a lawyer.”

      “Alright, so what’s stopping you?”

      “Common decency, and the fact that it just isn’t done, of course,” Amy said.

      “Just because you’ve never broken a rule in your life doesn’t mean you can’t start now,” I said with a smile.

      “It’s more than that, though,” Ellie said. “If Amy decides to do this, she’ll become a pariah. Look at Kyran. I know you like him, and I know you get along with him, but you’re basically the only one. Everyone else in town ignores him. That’s the future Amy is looking at if she goes through with this.”

      I nodded. “Yes, that is true. I guess, Amy, you need to decide if it’s worth it.”

      Amy stared at the floor. “I don’t know. I never considered that this would ever even be a possibility for me. It’s something I think I would really enjoy doing, but at the same time, it’s not something I think I can do.”

      Ellie put a hand on Amy’s arm. “Don’t worry about it, ok? It’s not something you have to decide now.”

      Amy nodded, and the three of us made our way back out into the cold, sunny day.

      “I’ll meet you guys back home, ok?” I said suddenly, realizing I was missing something from this morning. “I have to make a quick stop first.”

      After all, the one casualty of that morning had been the two delicious-smelling baguettes I had bought from Aurora that morning at The Spell of Bread, and I had to make that right.
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      The four of us spent Thursday night celebrating—Amy actually decided to skip her nightly study session to join the rest of us as we drank copious amounts of wine, ate way too much pizza, and eventually all stumbled off into our respective rooms to sleep it off before the next day.

      After all, for one of us, it was going to be a pretty big one.

      “You look nervous,” I said to Sara at one point as she practically chugged down her first glass of wine. She gave me a tense smile.

      “Does it really show?”

      “It kind of looks like that glass is about to explode in your hand, yeah,” I said, and Sara quickly put the glass back down.

      “That wouldn’t be good. I need my hands to be able to hold the broom. But by Jupiter, I also need some more wine.”

      I handed her the whole bottle, and Sara started drinking right from it.

      “Well, I used to drink right from boxes of wine when I was back at the Academy and couldn’t afford anything better. I guess at least now I’m drinking straight from the bottle.”

      “Don’t drink too much,” I laughed. “You don’t want to be hungover tomorrow for the big presentation.”

      “I want to still be drunk tomorrow for the big presentation,” Sara replied. “It’s going to be insane.”

      “In a good way.”

      “I hope so. I’m really nervous. It doesn’t feel real yet.”

      I took Sara’s hands in mine. “It is real. And you’re going to be fine. Come on. Why don’t you try and get some rest before tomorrow? And don’t worry, I’ll be there with you the whole time, and so will Ellie. It’s going to be fine.”

      Sara nodded and put down the bottle of wine. “You’re right. At least, I’m going to keep telling myself that you’re right. After all, I’m going to have to go through with it.”

      I smiled as I helped Sara to her room. “You know, it is going to be fine.”

      “I know. But it just doesn’t feel that way right now.”

      I left Sara to her panicking, wondering if I should ask Ellie if there was any sort of potion she could give Sara for her nerves, then made my way back to the kitchen. I had been eating the baguettes from The Spell of Bread by themselves; they were so, so good. It was like carbohydrates heaven. This was definitely where all of my bread was coming from in the future.

      “So what’s your plan, job-wise?” I asked Ellie when I made my way back into the living room, chomping down on a large piece of bread.

      “I’ve texted the manager of Hexpresso Bean,” Ellie replied. “My bet is he’ll be begging for me to come back to work. I sent in a few witches I know to go have some food there today, and apparently the cinnamon buns were awful, and the muffins weren’t much better.”

      “I’ll go in tomorrow and complain,” I said with a grin. “Though I’ll go early, since we have to be back in time to get Sara over to Desert Plains.”

      “Sounds good,” Ellie said with a smile. “Thanks.”
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* * *

      The next morning, I sent Kyran a text.

      Want to grab some coffee? I have to go complain to the manager that the food is awful.

      Well, when you put it that way, how can I say no? came Kyran’s reply a moment later.

      Meet at Hexpresso Bean at 9:30? I have to go around 10 to get Sara over to Desert Plains.

      Sure, see you then.

      I tried to ignore the fact that my heart fluttered with excitement as soon as Kyran agreed to come out with me. It wasn’t really a date—we were just two friends getting coffee, right? But it was something. At least, I couldn’t really deny that I wanted it to be something.

      After spending way too much time doing my hair and trying to throw on some makeup, I made my way down to Hexpresso Bean. I was twenty minutes early, and it definitely had nothing to do with the fact that I was excited to have coffee with Kyran. No-siree, nothing like that at all.

      When I got to the front counter, it was strange not to see Aurora or Luna there. Instead, it was Celeste, her green wings looking paler than usual and her chestnut-brown hair looking a little bit haggard. She had obviously been crying.

      “Hi,” I said to her softly, and she looked up at me. I was really worried I was about to get punched in the face or something. After all, I had been the reason one of her friends was arrested for Luna’s murder.

      “You’re the one who figured out it was Bella,” Celeste said softly, and I nodded.

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Thank you. It’s such a shock. I’m not mad, in case you were wondering. Honestly, I’ve wondered about Bella for a while. She hasn’t been quite herself lately. If she really did do this to Luna, she deserves to be locked up.”

      “She admitted it to me,” I explained. “Told me all about it.”

      Celeste shook her head. “I would have been right there when she poisoned the brownie. I wish I’d seen something. Maybe I could have stopped it.”

      “No, it’s not your fault,” I told her. “This is on Bella. She’s the one who poisoned Luna.”

      “Thanks,” Celeste said. “Now, what can I get you?”

      “Two coffees, a Calmberry and Lemon muffin to go, and two brownies, please. I didn’t realize you worked here.”

      “Oh, I’m new,” Celeste said. “After Aurora left, they needed someone, and I always thought it would be nice to work here. Although, to be honest, I wish Ellie was still the one doing the baking. My waistline probably prefers it being Annie doing it, but my taste buds sure don’t.”

      “Well, good luck,” I said to Celeste with a smile as I pulled out some cash.

      “Don’t worry about it, today is on the house,” Celeste said. “After all, you found Luna’s killer, it’s the least I can do.”

      “Thank you,” I smiled.

      As I went to sit down at one of the tables in the far corner—I knew Kyran well enough by now to know that he would want to sit where he was the least conspicuous—I spotted him walking through the door. He saw me and made his way over, flopping himself down in the chair across from me with a grin.

      “So, how’s your plan to complain about everything?” he asked.

      “Well, we haven’t got the food yet. I got a muffin to go for Sara, but we have a couple of brownies we’re not allowed to enjoy.”

      “Is the plan to get Ellie her job back, then?”

      “Exactly,” I nodded. “It’s for a good cause; apparently the food is now actually significantly worse than it was when Ellie was in the kitchen.”

      “Well, we’re about to find out,” Kyran said as Celeste made her way over, carrying a couple of plates and a paper bag with the muffin to go. She placed them in front of us, her eyes widening slightly when she saw Kyran, and then smiled and slipped back behind the counter to help her next customer.

      “Regretting inviting me out yet?” Kyran asked with a grin, and I smiled.

      “Hey, you’re maybe rubbing off on people. Your dad suggested to Amy yesterday that she consider becoming a lawyer.”

      Kyran’s eyebrows rose. “Did he really?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Well, I’m not going to lie, that one’s a surprise. My father has mostly disowned me since I decided not to do a respectable elf job. Though he’ll still do things if I ask, like representing Ellie.”

      “I don’t think she’ll do it, personally.”

      “She shouldn’t.”

      This time it was my turn to raise my eyebrows. “That bad, huh?”

      “You saw how that fairy looked at me when she came over,” Kyran said, taking a bite from his brownie, then frowning. “Ugh. You’re right to complain. This is really not good. They need to get Ellie back in the kitchen here as soon as possible.”

      I took a bite of the brownie myself and frowned.

      “Ugh, you’re right. This is barely edible. Are you sure, though? About Amy?”

      “As long as attitudes about paranormals staying in their place stay the way they are, then yeah. Witches aren’t meant to be lawyers, and her life will be more difficult than she can imagine if she chooses to go that route.”

      “That’s too bad,” I frowned. “I was hoping it would be an option for her.”

      “Maybe in the future, if your movie nights keep taking off,” Kyran said with a smile. “I enjoyed Rush Hour 2. I’d seen it before, but not in a long time.”

      “Mr. Meowgi insisted,” I explained with a grin. “I remember liking it more when I was twelve years old, but it’s still funny. Jackie Chan is a legend.”

      “That he is,” Kyran agreed.

      “What about you?” I asked. “What’s your favorite human world movie?”

      “Well, to be honest, I haven’t seen a ton of them. But I’ve seen a good number in my time. I’m pretty partial to some of your classics. The Godfather is a very good set of films. If I had to pick, I’d say that’s the one.”

      I nodded. “Good choice. I’ve never really been into those sorts of movies. I was very much about Legally Blonde and Mean Girls, those sorts of chick flicks.”

      “Have you seen a lot of paranormal movies yet?”

      I shook my head. “No. Honestly, most of my time I spend studying or trying to solve crimes. I’ve also been reading a little bit, at night. Though I don’t have a huge book collection anymore.”

      “Did you like reading, back in the human world?”

      “I did. I never made enough time for it, though. I guess I got so caught up in working and trying to make ends meet I never really made the time to sit down and read books anymore. I really did enjoy it when I was in high school, though; I was always reading everything the library had. Oh well.”

      “Sadly, one of the ways in which the magical world is far inferior to the human one is when it comes to written fiction. But our TV shows and movies are a lot better. That whole ‘magic’ thing really helps.”

      “It would.” I looked at the time. “Sorry, but I have to get going. Today is supposed to be all about Sara. If you’re near a TV at five, you should watch.”

      “I will,” Kyran said. “It’s exciting for her.”

      “Too exciting,” I replied. “I hope this Calmberry and Lemon muffin helps.”

      “Tell her I hope she does well,” Kyran said, getting up. “I’ll stop by and watch in person if I can, but I have some stuff I need to get done elsewhere first.”

      “I’ll be there somewhere, but it’s a big enough stadium you might not be able to find me. Still, say hi if you do.”

      “I will,” Kyran said, flashing me a smile. We left together, and I couldn’t help but want to linger. Still, I had to get going.

      “I’ll see you around. We should do this again sometime,” I finally said, feeling like I was going to puke all over my shoes as soon as the words came out of my mouth.

      “We should,” Kyran agreed. “I’ll see you around.”

      As he walked off, I couldn’t help but feel a warm sensation in my stomach. As much as I tried to ignore it, I was definitely falling for Kyran.
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      “Paranormals of all species, let me be the first to welcome you to this, the revealing of the first ever Golden Broom competition!”

      The stadium erupted in cheers, with Ellie and I among them. Amy had, of course, stayed home to watch the announcement on TV and make sure it was recorded—she was scared of the portals and travelling between paranormal towns—but Ellie and I had come with Sara this morning to get her ready for the big night.

      “Are you sure I look ok?” Sara asked in the change room, turning to check herself out in the mirror. The change rooms were all private, and huge—the space Sara had to get ready was bigger than my entire apartment back in Seattle.

      “You look amazing,” Ellie replied, pointing her wand at Sara’s mane of red hair and muttering a spell. A second later, Sara’s normally slightly unruly hair was silky smooth and perfectly straight, falling down past her shoulders.

      “You’re going to be fine,” I told her.

      “I have to admit, I love this hair spell,” Sara said, fingering the ends of her hair.

      “Good,” Ellie said. “But you don’t need it. Look at the thunder on this catsuit. You’re from a coven of thunder. You’re powerful, and strong. After all, Jupiter is the strongest of the gods, so go out there and show everyone else that you come from the best coven in the world.”

      Sara nodded, and for the first time in a while, she actually looked like there might have even been a little bit of confidence there. “Ok. I can do this.”

      “You can do this. Tina and I will be up in the stands watching you. You’ve got this.”

      Just then came a knock on the door.

      “Sara? Your assistants have to come out and join the audience. We’re getting ready to go.”

      “Ok, coming,” Ellie called out, and Sara gave her a grateful look. I had a feeling she didn’t trust her voice right now.

      “Thank you, both of you,” Sara finally said as we made our way toward the door. “You have no idea how much I appreciate you guys. You’re the only reason I’m here right now.”

      “You’re here right now because you deserve to be,” I said firmly. “Now, go out there and show the world what you’ve got.”

      That was where we had left Sara, and now Ellie and I were sitting in the section of the stands reserved for friends and family. They were great seats, right in the middle of the arena.

      Eli Ring was standing on a huge platform in the center of the stadium, all eyes on him. The lights in the rest of the place had been turned off; the only things that were visible were his giant platform and the huge jumbotron above him that showed everything that was going on in close-up for the people in the higher seats.

      The entire stadium was completely packed to the brim. Evidently, this was going to be a very popular sport in the paranormal world.

      “Our first competitor, from the coven of Enceladus, please give a warm welcome to The Flying Flame, Anthony Fieri!”

      The stadium exploded into cheers as a man who looked like he belonged in the WWE came out holding a broom high above his head, pumping his arms up as he egged on the crowd.

      “Too arrogant. Sara will put him in his place,” Ellie whispered to me confidently, and I had to smile. If only it was possible to transpose Ellie’s confidence into Sara’s body.

      “And now, from the coven of Jupiter, it’s Broomarella, Sara Neach!”

      Ellie and I were on our feet, whooping and hollering as loudly as we could as Sara came out. The dress, with the thunder strikes moving up it, was even more impressive in person, and even if she was faking it, Sara confidently waved at the crowd as she was guided by Eli toward a podium with her name and coven written on it, surrounded by strikes of lightning. I had to say, Sara looked good. She looked like she belonged. This was where Sara was supposed to be, and I knew she would represent the coven of Jupiter really well in this new sport.

      Over the next thirty minutes, twenty or so contestants in total were introduced. This was definitely a larger competition than I had expected it to be. The entire time, I watched with pride as Sara stood on her podium step. The steps were organized in a large circle so Eli Ring was almost entirely surrounded by the competitors. There was only one step to go.

      “And now, ladies and gentlemen, let me introduce to you our final contestant. From the coven of Titan, it’s the Tsunami, Karen Voda!”

      Another cheer rang up from the crowd as the final contestant was introduced, but I wasn’t one of them. In fact, I stood dead still, staring at the contestant in her sea-blue outfit. I could feel Ellie tensing up next to me as well.

      Karen Voda looked exactly like me.
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* * *

      Book 5: Five Alarm Fire: When one of Sara's new friends and a fellow competitor in the broom flying competition is killed, Tina and the squad are immediately on the case. After all, the Chief Enforcer in Desert Plains seems more interested in his town's reputation than actually finding the killer. And with Tina honing in on the identity of her coven, she finds that she's getting more questions than answers.

      
        Click or tap here to pre-order Five Charm Fire now (available March 16th, 2019)
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      First of all, I wanted to thank you for reading this book. I well and truly hope you enjoyed reading this book as much as I loved writing it.

      If you enjoyed Four Leaf Clovers I’d really appreciate it if you could take a moment and leave a review for the book on Amazon, to help other readers find the book as well.

      You can also sign up to my newsletter to receive an email every time I release a new book. To sign up for my newsletter, click here now.

      Want to read more of Tina’s adventures? The fifth book in the Western Woods Mystery series, Five Charm Fire, is now available for preorder on Amazon, set for release on March 19, 2019. Click here to preorder it now.
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