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WITH A FLICK OF MY wrist, I infused Council member Alden Voss’ study with a fresh wave of magic, the air shimmering around us as the magic took effect. The once drab walls bloomed like a time-lapse garden into an array of muted pastels, tailored to the specifications of Emberwick Crossing’s most discerning warlock. 

With my design magic tingling in my fingertips, I turned around and focused on the armchairs in the room. I reupholstered each piece of furniture in velvety textures, then stepped back to admire my handiwork.

“Looking good, Sage,” My familiar purred from her seat atop a mountain of dust covers and drop cloths. “But when are you going to finish? I’m hungry.”

“Patience, Agatha,” I said, stepping back to admire the transformation. “Creating magic takes time.” I tucked my hair behind my ear then swept it up into a high ponytail so I could focus on my work.

My cat scoffed, “Patience be damned. My stomach hurts.”

“You can always hunt for mice in the meantime,” I teased, scanning the opulent room for more design options.

“Just hurry, young witch.” Her yellow eyes flashed with exasperation. 

She looked so pretty in this room. Agatha’s black coat was sleek and shiny, her fur reflecting the light from the crystal chandelier above.

Rolling up the sleeves on my new bohemian dress, I advanced to the east wall where layers of wallpaper clung stubbornly to a bookshelf. With a chant under my breath, glowing glyphs appeared on my hands, and I pressed them against the wood. The shelves vibrated beneath my fingertips, but instead of doing as I’d commanded with my spell, the wallpaper peeled back, revealing a passage obscured by darkness.

“Holy hell!” I exclaimed, jumping back a little. That was not what I’d been expecting.

I peered into the dim space and felt a strange tingle of excitement at the discovery. The thrill of uncovering secrets never got old, even if those secrets might be better left buried. 

“What on earth have you found?” Agatha asked as she leapt down from the desk gracefully and joined me at the threshold of the hidden chamber. 

The entrance was very narrow and as we stood frozen, staring into the darkness, a cold draft swept the room and ruffled my long hair. I shivered, and not just from the chill. The chamber was etched with mysterious runes that crawled up the walls like sinister ivy. The symbols thrummed with archaic power; the air thick with the stench of dark sorcery. 

“Whoa, look at these...” I reached out and traced a symbol with my finger. My skin prickled with fear the longer I stared at the rune. My gut told me we were in way over our heads here. But when had that ever stopped me? If anything, I was even more curious than before.

“Careful, Sage,” Agatha said, her voice taking on a solemn tone. “These were crafted by someone who didn’t want to be found. Someone bending the fabric of malice into an invisibility cloak.”

“But who and why?” My heart hammered against my ribs. A dozen prospects came to mind, each more troubling than the last. What had we stumbled into?

Agatha examined the markings with a narrowed stare. “I’m not sure. But if they’re here, concealed in Councilman Voss’ study... then we must assume he’s the one who cast the spell. The real question is, what did he use this place for? What was he hiding?”

“Or what is he still hiding?” I swallowed hard. 

I reached out, my fingers barely grazing the symbols before the room pulsed with an ominous threat that seemed to radiate from the very walls. A violent burst of power erupted, and I stumbled backward, a scream caught in my throat. 

Oh, crap. Oh, crap. Definitely shouldn’t have touched that...

“Agatha!” The name was a strangled cry in my throat as shadows snaked around me, tightening like a noose around my neck. I fought against an invisible force, my breath coming in short, panicked gasps. 

The shadowy tendrils twisted and writhed, tightening their grip around my wrists and ankles. I could feel their cold, inky presence seeping into my skin, dragging me down into the dark abyss that had formed beneath me. Every movement was a struggle, every breath a desperate gasp. I’d once joked that my curiosity would be the death of me someday. I really hoped today wasn’t that day.

“Focus, Sage!” Agatha’s tone was sharp. “Remember your training!”

Right, my training. The countless hours spent honing my craft, pushing myself to the brink of exhaustion. All those lessons, all those late nights poring over ancient tomes—they had to be good for something. I just prayed it would be enough to get us out of this mess I’d gotten us into. 

I forced myself to remember the spells, to recall the teachings that had been drilled into me. With a fierce strength of mind, I began to chant, the verses tumbling from my lips in a rush. My hands glowed with a soft, blue light as I drew upon my inner power, forcing it to the surface.

The shadowy creatures recoiled a little at the touch of my magic, but they didn’t release their grip. I pushed harder, feeling the need to survive surge through me. The room seemed to vibrate with the intensity of the clash between light and dark, the chandelier above our heads swinging wildly.

“Agatha, I need your help!” I shouted; my voice strained beneath the grip of the dark magic.

The black cat leapt from her perch, landing gracefully beside me, her yellow eyes burning with her powers. With a powerful swipe of her paw, she tore through the nearest shadow, the force of her attack causing it to dissipate into wisps of smoke.

“Focus, young witch! Your magic!” Agatha’s voice broke through the confusion, her sleek form untouched by the maelstrom.

Desperation lent strength to my trembling limbs, and I summoned every ounce of willpower. I envisioned a sphere in my mind, clear and pure, and stretched out my hands. Magic surged through me, a torrent of light battling the encroaching blackness. A glowing orb materialized between my palms, encapsulating malevolent sorcery.

“Keep going, Sage! You’re almost there!” Agatha urged, her voice now a deep growl.

Drawing strength from Agatha’s presence, I focused on the spell. The orb solidified, a prison for the murky shadows that tried to escape its confines. Panting, I lowered my arms, the orb floating beside me, my heart thumping loudly in my chest.

“Okay, I wasn’t expecting that.” I managed a shaky laugh, trying to brush off the fear that lingered. 

“Nor I. Something is deeply wrong here.”

Voss... what have you entwined yourself with? My thoughts were a whirlwind of questions and possibilities, but a resolve settled within me. We had to uncover the truth.

“Let’s keep poking around,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “This... whatever it is. We can’t just leave it be.”

Agatha nodded, though I could sense that she was as shaken as I. “We’ll figure this out, Sage. You’re not alone in this.”

“I appreciate that, Agatha,” I said, shivering due to the chill in the chamber. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

“Probably get eaten by a grue,” she deadpanned. 

I burst out laughing, I couldn’t help it. She was probably right.  

“Come on, let’s see if there are any more clues on these runes,” I suggested, moving closer to inspect them. 

Agatha hopped up onto my shoulder. “Nothing good ever came from secrets like these.”

I totally agreed with her. “Ain’t that the truth?” 

I started with the desk. Checking for clues, I opened each drawer. There was nothing there except the normal stationery and paraphernalia. But I didn’t give up. There had to be something more here. 

I slid my hand down and felt the underneath of the desk with my fingers. I searched around until I found an oddity. With a gentle prod, the wooden panel on the top of the desk slid aside. I caught my breath. There, nestled in a velvet-lined nook, lay a communication crystal, its facets barely glinting in the low light of the Councilman’s study. My fingers trembled as I reached for it.

“Agatha, look at this.” I held the crystal up to the light, then moved it beneath the lamp on Councilman Voss’s mahogany desk to get a better look.

“Sweet Circe, Sage, what have you found?” Agatha’s eyes were wide as she jumped onto the desk, her black fur bristling.

I closed my hand around the cool surface of the crystal, feeling an odd sensation of foreboding. “Let’s find out.”

Once the crystal warmed to my touch, a holographic message sputtered to life, throwing eerie shadows across the walls. The image of Alden Voss materialized, his silver-streaked hair and blue eyes unnervingly lifelike. Beside him stood Corbin Grimm, a warlock we were certain was evil. His onyx cloak billowed around him, his presence exuding an ominous power.

I exchanged a tense glance with Agatha. Well, this can’t be good. Whenever holograms pop up unexpectedly, it’s never to share a cookie recipe. 

The hologram revealed a dimly lit chamber where Councilman Voss and Corbin stood in hushed conversation.

“Voss,” Corbin’s voice was a low growl, dripping with malice. “The Council is growing suspicious. We must act swiftly.”

Councilman Voss glanced around nervously before responding. “I understand, Corbin. But we must be careful. If they discover our alliance, it will be the end of us both. The balance of power is delicate, and any misstep could be disastrous.”

I rolled my eyes. Why did power-hungry men always worry about nothing more than saving their own skin? You’d think that being on the Council would come with a complimentary backbone.

Corbin’s stare narrowed, a sinister grin spreading across his face. “You’ve secured the spell?” 

Councilman Voss handed over a scroll, his hand shaking as he did. “This contains the incantation you need to breach the Council’s defenses. Use it wisely.”

Oh, sure, I’m certain he’ll use an illicit spell “wisely”. And I’m the Easter Bunny. 

I shot Agatha a look that said can you believe this guy?

Corbin’s eyes glowed an unearthly green, and he took the scroll. “With this, nothing will stand in our way. The Council will fall, and we will start a new era.”

My heart pounded as I watched the exchange, the implications of this conversation sinking in. “Councilman Voss has been aiding Corbin?” I gasped. “But why?”

Agatha’s claws flexed against the wood of the desk. “Power, control... the usual. This is bad, Sage. If they succeed, our world is doomed.”

I swallowed hard. No pressure or anything. Just the fate of the entire magical world resting on my shoulders. I really should’ve read the fine print before taking this job.
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THE HOLOGRAM WAVERED, showing Councilman Voss and Corbin shaking hands, their alliance sealed.

“We must act soon,” Councilman Voss said. “Before we are caught.” 

Corbin nodded. “I know, asshole. And once the Council falls, nothing will stop the supernatural uprising.”

“You require further protection from the Council’s prying eyes. I’ll ensure that their suspicions are redirected.”

“Oh, brilliant. A corrupt councilman AND a foul-mouthed necromancer. It’s like the universe decided to hand deliver my worst nightmares.” I pinched the bridge of my nose, feeling a headache coming on.

The message ended abruptly, the crystal dimming as the room fell into heavy silence. I could hardly process what I had just seen.

“Bloody hell. Agatha, we need to act. If the Council is compromised, we have to find a way to stop them.”

“Damnation,” Agatha spat. “That weasel has been using his position to shield that necromancer from discovery. You must tell the high witch.”

I nodded grimly, squaring my shoulders. My main role was assistant to the high witch, and she definitely needed to know about this. I clenched my fists, thinking of the innocent lives twisted by such greed. “Dark sorcery, Agatha... necromancy. You know the devastation it can wreak.” 

“Of course, I do,” Agatha said somberly. “Remember the Blackthorn Blight? A whole village turned to wraiths.”

“Six months of rumors about the Council,” I said, tapping my fingernails against the desk. “And now we have proof of corruption.”

“Proof that could get us killed if
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