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      The church bell pealed, its ringing tone marking the arrival of the midnight hour. Two witches danced around a bonfire in a small clearing in the church graveyard. Their long cloaks billowed around their slender bodies, nearly obscuring their bare feet. The firelight flickered, multiplying their shadows as I watched.

      I had almost given up on the idea of finding my next meal. Hardly a person was stirring in this backwoods town of Podunk, Kentucky. It was a rare thing that I, Morticia Beaumont, couldn’t acquire a meal from a pulsing vein.

      Halloween night or not, it was like they’d rolled up the streets of this backwoods town at ten P.M. Lightning bugs and a lone owl had been the only living creatures I’d seen in the last hour. Even the trick or treaters had gone to bed.

      Finally, right as I’d edged on despair of finding anything which could slake my hunger, I’d spotted a plume of smoke rising from near the old church. Hardly daring to hope, I’d come to investigate.

      I tiptoed closer, intrigued by the idea of seeing the witches at work. Despite being in my fourth century of existence, practically middle-aged for a vampire, I had never seen a witch ritual in action. Witches and vampires tended to eye one another with distrust at the best of times. I reminded myself to keep quiet so they wouldn’t know I was there.

      A sleek black cat was the only other being in the area. It perched on the fence, its citrine eyes glowing in the dark. My movement caught its attention, and it turned to hiss at me, warning me to stay back. I stilled my motion, strangely enraptured by the witches’ lithe movements and unintelligible song.

      I knew I should move on, but a thought held me in place. Wasn’t this exactly why I had set off on my cross-country adventure in the first place? After my friend Drusilla walked into the sunlight, I’d nearly succumbed to my depression. I’d forced myself into the car in a last-ditch effort to save my sanity. I was in search of something new and interesting. This certainly fit the bill.

      The witches’ motions grew more furious, the flames from the bonfire jetting higher with every chant. Round and round they went, their arms outstretched as they moved in unison. I felt the power building in the air as a low fog covered the ground.

      Five, six, seven times the church bell rang. The distance between the two witches shrank until the dark-haired woman was dancing directly behind the silver-haired elder. Something in the younger witch’s movements must have caught my eye, because I found myself slinking forward, weaving in between the tombstones.

      The silver-haired woman raised her hands high as the bell tolled for the tenth time. Her fervent call echoed as she begged her goddess for a benediction.

      The younger witch’s arms were also outstretched, as she worshipped. However, hers reached straight ahead rather than up. In a split second, I recognized her intentions.

      Against all common sense, I lunged forward in time with the eleventh bell. Even though I didn’t know either woman, I wouldn’t stand idle in the face of such a vicious attack. I leapt into the fray, fighting to pry the young witch’s hands from the older witch’s throat.

      The church bell rang for the last time, sending a rush of power crashing over the three of us. The world disappeared in a flash of light, blinding me as I tumbled across the ground.

      My arms flailed, desperate to stop my motion, but my blind eyes were no help. My hip crashed against a tombstone, sending fire down my leg. But the pain paled in comparison to the explosive sensation which swirled around inside me.

      When my vision returned, the fog had dissipated, and the fire burned no more. Hours had passed, the sky showing the faintest hint of daylight on the horizon. I found myself sitting alone on the grass. The elder witch lay deathly still near the remains of the fire. There was no sign of the other sorceress — the murderer.

      I brushed the dirt from my dress, wondering what the supernatural enforcement squad would make of this. Before I reached a conclusion, the black cat darted out from behind a tombstone, its tail tucked low to the ground. It eyed the older woman’s still form and then slunk closer to me, almost as though it were drawn against its will. I froze in place as it sniffed my leg.

      The black cat reared back in shock, and then announced, “Griselda is dead and you reek of her powers. But how can that be? You’re a vampire!”
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      I eyed the little beast with annoyance, wondering what he meant with his words. He was clearly a witch’s familiar - likely belonging to the dead witch since he hadn’t fled. I reached out a hand to pull him close, but the cat scuttled sideways. “Stay put!” I cautioned, not wanting to lose track of the only other witness to the crime.

      The cat froze in place, the hair on his back bristling.

      “Tell me your name, cat.”

      He hissed, his eyes darting left and right, almost as though he was struggling with what he should do. I couldn’t imagine what harm he thought I’d do, but likely he’d enjoyed as little interaction with vampires as I had with witches. Eventually, he gave in. “Aldo. I was Griselda’s familiar.” His tail twitched, pointing toward the dead witch.

      His words were tinged with sadness, causing my stomach to tighten. Was that an actual emotion I’d felt? It had been so long since I’d had feelings at all, I almost didn’t recognize it. I briefly bowed my head, as much to acknowledge his loss as to get myself under control. This night was taking one strange turn after another.

      Slowly, I picked myself up and finished dusting off my dress. The hem was ripped and singed, offering permanent evidence of my part in the situation. Frowning, I shook it out, searching for a way to hide the damage. “Ugh, this was my favorite dress. I wish it hadn’t been ruined.”

      Between one blink and the next, the dress was back to perfection. I didn’t even see the dust on it any longer. It had happened like magic.

      The cat was still sitting nearby, looking at me through narrow-slitted eyes. He must have used the witch magic to fix the ripped fabric.

      “Thank you, Aldo.” I smiled, taking care not to let my fangs poke out. I didn’t want to scare him. His eyes widened, and he tilted his head sideways, studying me again.

      Griselda’s body still rested on the ground, waiting to be discovered. I’d heard witches could sense when one of their own died. I was surprised an agent from the Supernatural Investigations Bureau hadn’t already arrived.

      That realization spurred me into action. If I didn’t want to get stuck for hours in lengthy interviews, I should make my getaway. I might have witnessed the scene, but I didn’t have an inkling who the other witch might have been. As a vampire, I’d immediately be suspected. It wasn’t that other supernaturals thought we were all evil. It was more the case that we kept to ourselves. Any smart agent would have plenty of questions about why I had stopped to spy on the witches.

      I glanced over at the cat, still sitting nearby. His body was tense, as though he were prepared to dart away at the first sign of danger. If I left, Aldo would stay behind and tell the investigators what he’d seen. It would be enough to see justice served, and I’d return to my original plans. If I remembered correctly, Bugtussle, Kentucky was my next destination.

      As I turned to leave, a stray thought crossed my mind. Was I really in that much of a hurry? Other than a hotel reservation, I didn’t have anything dictating my timeline. Hadn’t I been searching for some excitement? Here was my chance. I’d never seen an investigation up close. What would it be like to see magical agents at work?

      The idea of investigating crimes and evildoers piqued my curiosity. Might the agents have some new technology or trick that might be interesting? Who knew… maybe I’d decide to spend a decade or so amongst their rank. I could afford to spare a day or two to find out.

      I spun back, nearly tripping over the cat who’d snuck up behind me, no doubt hoping to keep the other witness from leaving the scene. I wanted to suss out the idea of becoming an agent, not get sucked into the investigation.

      The sounds of voices growing in the distance spurred me to decide. “I wish there was a way to watch, without being seen.”

      My stomach lurched, and the world went hazy. When it cleared, I glanced down to see what had attacked me. Nothing was there, and I do mean nothing. Not my legs or feet. Not my newly repaired dress. Not even the black cat Aldo.

      “Lilith save me,” I moaned in worry. I felt a sharp prick at my ankle and then heard a familiar hiss.

      “We’re invisible, Vamp. Keep quiet!” The cat swiped my ankle again for good measure.

      I marveled at the powers of the witches and their familiars. To think that even the cat had the ability to make me disappear with only a thought. I had no clue they had the power to do something like this.

      I scooted closer to a nearby headstone, keeping well out of the way. Slowly, a trio of agents came into view, swerving between the graves as they approached the scene with care.

      At their lead was a tall man dressed in a long trench coat. His gaze skipped around the area as though he was cataloging everything in sight as he made his way closer to the scene of the crime. His chestnut hair was overgrown, the ends hanging shaggily over his starched white collar.

      “Shifter,” I muttered under my breath. Their frequent changes from animal to man made it difficult for them to keep a haircut. When he spotted Griselda’s body, abandoned where she had collapsed, gray fur covered his hands for a moment, revealing his true reaction to seeing the dead witch. I’d expected someone like him to be numb to images of death, but that obviously wasn’t the case.

      I knew then that
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