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            A quick note before Marisol begins

          

        

      

    

    
      Moon Over Marisol is an 18-book cozy fantasy series about a 900-year-old witch, her cat familiar Tibby, and the strange little assignments that arrive when cosmic debt comes calling.

      

      A special Halloween collection, Moon Over Marisol: Spooky Assignments, is coming to Kickstarter this fall. 🎃🧙‍♀️

      

      For early updates, previews, and launch notification:
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      THE ETERNAL REGISTRY

      

      For the best current reader deal, the Eternal Registry includes all 18 ebooks at 50% off and a permanent name credit in the series.

      

      Get 50% Off All 18 Marisol ebooks. Join The Eternal Registry.
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      Now then. Marisol has a debt to pay.
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      I saw the full moon through my kitchen window and stopped mid-pour. The coffee streamed onto the counter in a dark puddle that I didn't bother to catch. There was no point. In about thirty seconds, none of this would matter.

      "Ugghh."

      It wasn't my favorite mantra, but it was certainly mine and certainly appropriate. I said it again, with feeling: "Ugghh."

      Behind me, sprawled across the kitchen table like he owned every square inch of it, Tibby lifted his head. Twenty pounds of orange and gray tabby cat, ears swiveling forward, green eyes already locked on the window, on the moon, on what was coming. He knew, of course he knew. My baby, my infinite-life cat, always knew before I did.

      "Maybe it won't," I said, even though we both knew I was lying.

      Tibby's tail flicked once in sharp dismissal.

      I set the coffee pot down with more force than necessary. No point finishing the cup now. I wouldn't be here to drink it. The coffee would sit there getting cold while I was god-knows-where, doing god-knows-what, for the next thirty days straight.

      The moon cleared the roofline across the street, round and fat and completely indifferent to my evening plans. I'd been hoping for a few more days of peace, maybe even a week. Time enough to finish the book I'd been reading, to sleep past seven a.m., to exist in my own century without cosmic interference. But the moon didn't care about my schedule. It never had.

      The pull started then, right on cue.

      It wasn't sudden. It never was. It built slowly, like pressure gathering behind my sternum, a gentle tug that I knew from experience would become an insistent drag, and then an unstoppable force that would rip me backward through space and time whether I was ready or not.

      Spoiler: I was never ready.

      "Typical," I muttered, watching the edges of my kitchen start to blur.

      Tibby hopped off the table with a solid thump that rattled the salt shaker and made the coffee pot wobble. He padded over to me, winding his heavy body between my legs, fur warm against my pants. He was solid and real and here, at least for the moment.

      "You don't have to come," I said, looking down at him.

      He didn't dignify that with a response. We both knew he'd follow me. He always did. He'd been following me for longer than I cared to think about.

      The pull intensified, and my ribs ached with it. The edges of the kitchen blurred more dramatically now, like someone had taken their thumb and smudged the air itself, making the walls soft and the counters uncertain. I could feel the moon now, not just see it through the window, but feel it like a bright, relentless hook buried somewhere behind my heart, pulling me backward through time and space and every inconvenient dimension in between.

      I grabbed Tibby and he went limp in my arms, completely relaxed, like this was just another Tuesday evening and not the start of thirty days of cosmic nonsense. For him, maybe it was just Tuesday. He'd been through this enough times to stop caring about the details.

      "Here we go," I said to no one in particular.

      Then the kitchen disappeared.

      The transport felt like being yanked through a tunnel made of static and bad decisions. Colors bled into each other, red into purple into something that wasn't quite blue and wasn't quite black. Sounds stretched like taffy, pulling thin and strange until they didn't sound like anything recognizable anymore. Gravity became a suggestion rather than a rule, and up and down stopped meaning much of anything at all.

      I held Tibby tighter. He was the only solid thing in all the chaos, warm and purring and utterly unbothered by the fact that we were currently being dragged through the fabric of reality itself.

      The transport lasted five seconds and five years simultaneously. Time was meaningless in the space between worlds, and my brain never knew quite how to process it. Was I moving or standing still? Was I breathing or had I forgotten how? The colors bled together until they stopped being colors at all, just sensation—pressure and cold and something that tasted like copper and felt like falling, even though there was no up or down to fall toward.

      I'd been doing this for nine hundred years. It never got easier.

      Then, with no warning at all—

      Thump.

      I landed.

      Dust puffed up around my boots, and I could taste it immediately. Grit and ancient earth and something that had baked under this sun for longer than most civilizations lasted. Dry air hit my lungs, hot and clean and nothing like the cool spring evening I'd just left behind. It stripped the moisture from my mouth before I'd even taken a second breath. The smell was different too: sun-baked wood and ancient dirt and something older, something patient, something that had been waiting here a very long time.

      My knees complained about the landing. They always did. I straightened slowly, brushing dust off my pants and squinting against the sudden brightness.

      Tibby hopped down from my arms, shook himself once to remove any trace of indignity, and immediately started sniffing a rock like we'd just arrived at a perfectly normal destination and not been yanked backward through time by cosmic forces beyond our control.

      I looked around, taking stock. This was an actual, honest-to-god ghost town.

      The main street stretched ahead of me, wide and empty, lined on both sides with buildings that leaned like tired old men who'd been standing too long. There was a saloon with half its sign missing, a general store with a collapsed porch, and something that might have been a church, though it was hard to tell with the way the walls tilted. All of it sun-bleached and silent, baking under a sky so blue it hurt to look at directly. There were no people, no movement, no sound except the wind pushing through the gaps in the wood and the faint creak of a sign swinging on rusty hinges somewhere down the street.

      "Of course," I said to the empty air.

      Tibby sneezed, a small, precise sound of disapproval.

      I turned in a slow circle, taking in the full scope of where I'd been dumped. The Old West, or at least some fantasy version of it. The kind of place that looked like it had been abandoned mid-sentence, like everyone had just walked away one day and decided never to come back. The buildings were weathered gray-brown, the wood so dry it looked like it might crumble if I touched it. The street was dirt packed hard enough to crack under the relentless sun.

      The sun itself hung low on the horizon. Late afternoon, I guessed. The light was golden and slanted, painting long shadows across the empty street and making everything look even more desolate than it probably was in full daylight.

      I stood there and waited, because I knew what came next. Any second now, the assignment would show up. It always did, one way or another. Sometimes it was a slip of paper that appeared in my pocket. Sometimes it was a voice in my head that made my teeth ache. The delivery method changed depending on where and when the moon dropped me, but the assignment always came.

      Here, in this ghost town under this too-blue sky, it was simpler than usual.

      The air in front of me shimmered like heat rising off pavement. Then words appeared, hanging in the dusty light like they'd been written in smoke by a very precise hand:

      REPLANT THIS GHOST TOWN TO THE BOUNTIFUL FOREST IT ONCE WAS.

      I stared at the words, waiting for them to make more sense. They didn't.

      The letters hung there, solid and clear and completely unhelpful. They didn't move, didn't clarify themselves, didn't offer footnotes or helpful diagrams or literally any context whatsoever that might make this assignment something other than completely impossible. The message was just that one sentence, just those words.

      I looked down at Tibby, who was sitting now, tail wrapped neatly around his paws, watching me with that expression cats get when they're waiting for humans to figure out something obvious.

      "Replant," I said slowly, testing the word out loud like that might help it make sense.

      He blinked at me once, slow and deliberate.

      "Replant what?" I gestured broadly at the empty street, the cracked and weathered wood, the endless expanse of dry dirt stretching in every direction. "There's no forest. There's no trees. There's nothing here but dust and..."

      I stopped mid-sentence and squinted at the horizon, because something had caught my eye. Actually, now that I was really looking instead of just gesturing wildly, I could see something far in the distance, maybe a mile out past the edge of town—a shadow, a line of darker color
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