
  
    
      SPELLS AND THE SUSPICIOUSLY SILENT

      
        A WILLIAMS WITCH MYSTERY

        BOOK FIVE

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        ELOISE EVERHART

      

    

    
      ALORIUM PUBLISHING

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2024 by Eloise Everhart

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      PB ISBN:

      Author: Eloise Everhart

      Editors: Rashida Breen and Darlene Gardner

      Cover design by GetCovers

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The street was quiet as I rushed forward to open the door to Bee’s Bed and Breakfast, the key ready in my hand. It was well past two in the morning, and the streets were deserted. Behind me, Heather grunted as she wrestled with the wheelchair in the trunk of Chris’s SUV. I unlocked the side door and pushed it open. My heart sank as I stared at the flight of stairs ahead. I had known we would need to get Heather’s mom, Iris, up the steps, but it had been a long time since I had seen them in person. I had forgotten how narrow stairs were in 1920s construction.

      I gulped and looked over my shoulder. Chris was leaning into the front passenger seat. Iris had her thin arms wrapped around his neck as he lifted her.

      “Are you sure you don’t want to come stay at my place?” I asked. “I have a lot fewer stairs for you to worry about.”

      “Don’t you worry about me, Dani. I’ll do just fine.” Iris glared at me with the same green eyes as her daughter. She hadn’t appreciated the offer at the hospital either. “I’ve spent too many nights in a bed that isn’t mine already.”

      “It was two nights, Mom.” Heather sighed as she finally freed the wheelchair from the trunk. It clattered onto the sidewalk.

      “Two nights too many.” Iris readjusted her arms around Chris’s neck. “Now, if you wouldn’t mind getting me up those stairs. It’s late enough already, and I would like to get some sleep tonight.”

      I held the door open wide as Chris strode toward me. I tried not to giggle at the sight. Iris wore a pink nightgown with a yellow duckie print. Her left leg, encased from hip to mid calf in a cast, stuck straight out in front of her. And she scowled the entire way, almost as if she were daring me to make the offer again.

      Iris had fallen wrong and broken her femur. The doctors had wanted to keep her one more night, but she had outright refused. Poor Heather had a hard time saying no, and I had a hard time saying no to Heather. Carrying a grumpy woman up the stairs in the middle of the night was not on my bingo card for the day, but here we were.

      Chris paused in the small entry hall long enough for me to dart around him and scamper up the two flights of stairs to open the door at the top. I unlocked it and pushed the door open and flicked on the light.

      Iris had lived on the top floor of Bee’s Bed and Breakfast for as long as I had known her. She had inherited the row of brownstones from her father and took great pride in them. That pride, mixed with her love of bees, showed in every inch of her home. The original hardwood floors shone in the dim light. Well-maintained antique furniture filled every corner, and the bee-themed art covered the walls. A hexagon bookshelf, reminiscent of a honeycomb, covered the far wall.

      I darted into the room and held the door as wide as I could. The door stopped at a ninety-degree angle as it butted up against the yellow-velvet rolled-arm sofa. Chris readjusted on the small landing and walked into the room sideways, with Iris’s pointed foot leading the way.

      “You can put me down on the couch,” Iris said.

      “Are you sure?” Chris asked.

      “You seem like a sweet kid, but the only man who was ever allowed in my bedroom was Mr. Bellerose, and he’s been dead for fifteen years.” Iris patted Chris on his shoulder.

      I ducked my head to hide my smile. Only Iris would consider a forty-year-old deputy a sweet kid. It was probably because she had known him since he was a high school student.

      Chris smiled weakly and moved around the couch to deposit her gently on its cushions. Heather came in after him, huffing and puffing as she lugged the wheelchair into the room.

      “All right, Mom,” Heather wiped beads of sweat off her forehead, as she pushed the chair over and positioned it next to Iris so she could get into it if she needed to. “Do you have your cell phone on you?”

      Iris nodded.

      I grabbed Chris’s hand and stepped to the side. He squeezed my fingers and rubbed his thumb across the back of my hand. I flushed. Things had been going so well between us, but I felt a little bad roping him into this middle-of-the-night ordeal. While I had a hard time saying no to Heather, Chris had a hard time saying no to me.

      “Is it charged?” Heather asked.

      Iris pulled it out and showed it to her. “Almost a full battery.”

      “Okay. If you need anything—anything at all—you call me. I don’t want you trying to get something off the top shelf and falling again.”

      “I fall once, and suddenly you’re treating me like an invalid.”

      “Please, Mom.” Heather pinched the bridge of her nose. “You have a broken leg. Just let me take care of you.”

      “Fine.” Iris raised her hands. “I’ll call you. Now, I’ve been poked and prodded enough for the day. I’d like to go to bed.”

      Heather darted around the apartment, making sure the walkways were clear, while Chris and I waited for her at the front door. She quickly set up the coffeemaker so Iris wouldn’t have to struggle with it in the morning then gave her mom a quick hug before backing out of Iris’s home. We trudged down the stairs, the exhaustion of the day finally hitting us as we filed out onto the sidewalk.

      “Are you going to be okay?” I squeezed Heather’s shoulder.

      Heather was the youngest of the Bellerose kids. All of her much-older siblings had moved away, and over the years, it had fallen on her shoulders to take care of their mother, who refused to retire despite the fact that she was pushing eighty.

      “I don’t know.” Heather sighed.

      I pulled her into a hug. She slumped against me, her head resting on my shoulder. “If you need anything, call me. Don’t try to do it all on your own, okay?”

      Heather laughed and pulled away. “Don’t worry. Unlike my mother, I know how to ask for help when I need it.”

      “And if you need someone to carry her back down the stairs, call me. If I can’t do it, I’m sure I can rope Harrison into doing it,” Chris said.

      I blanched. Harrison was one of the tallest men I knew, but he was as skinny as a beanpole.

      Chris chuckled. “He may look thin, but he’s wiry. I’ve seen him move his sleeper sofa on his own. And it weighs a lot more than Iris does.”

      “Thank you, guys.” Heather pulled us back into a quick hug. “Now, I’m headed to bed. I’ve got to be up in three hours to start baking.”

      “You know you don’t have to bake,” I said.

      “Maybe you’re right. People come in for the coffee more than the baked goods anyway.” Heather yawned, stretched, then shuffled to the Bizzy Bean, aka Cafe Meow, which sat snuggled between the two sides of Bee’s Bed and Breakfast, and disappeared inside.

      Chris slipped his hand into mine, and we walked back to the SUV together.

      “Thank you for doing this,” I said.

      “You know me.” He pulled open the passenger-side door for me. “I’m happy to help.”

      I climbed in. Chris took the driver’s seat and held my hand as we drove through downtown Point Pleasant toward my home. My mind was already focused on going to sleep. I’ll have to be quiet when I get in. Feels almost like I’m the teen, sneaking back into the house. I smiled weakly. My daughter, Grace, had just turned off her lights to go to sleep when I left. Most nights she struggled with her recurring nightmares. I didn’t want to disrupt what little rest she could get.

      That late at night, downtown was desolate. There wasn’t a single car on the roadway or pedestrian ambling down the boardwalk. For half a block, it was so quiet it felt as if we could have been the last humans on earth. As we passed Madison Street, the flashing lights of a patrol car parked outside of Abby’s bistro shattered that illusion.

      The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. My breath caught in my throat as the pressure at the back of my head exploded. I gasped, my hand clamping around Chris’s. Every fiber of my being screamed at me to stop. “Pull over.”

      “Are you okay?” Chris asked.

      I stared wide eyed at the patrol car. Why is it here? My Sight only responds like this when someone has died. I shook my head. Abby was a friend of mine. Please be okay.

      We slowed and came to a stop over halfway through the intersection. Chris looked between me, the patrol car, and the sign that hung over the street advertising Abby’s bistro, Eats and Treats. He put the car into reverse, backed up a few feet, and turned onto Madison. He parked next to the patrol car and got out.

      Broken glass littered the sidewalk. Bob Wright, the local sheriff, stood a few feet away talking to a man I vaguely recognized from around town. John? I think he owns the Mosaic art shop next door. I stumbled out of the car after Chris. He strode toward Bob, and I trailed after him, my eyes darting around the scene. The pressure in the back of my head was building again. Bright-yellow police caution tape hung across the wide-open doorway of the bistro. I craned my neck to see inside. Every table and chair had been knocked over. Silverware littered the floor. The glass globes that hung over the tables to illuminate the space had been smashed, and Abby’s dessert conveyor belt lay twisted on its side.

      Bob glowered at me before turning to Chris. “When you’re done with your date, get back in uniform. We’re going to need all hands on this one.”

      Chris didn’t take the bait and simply nodded. Bob wasn’t a fan of me to begin with, and his dislike had only grown the more murders I helped solve.

      “We’ve got a body in here,” Deputy Harrison shouted from inside the bistro.

      Tears pricked my eyes. Not Abby. Please, not Abby. I clutched at Chris’s arm, and he pulled me into a hug.

      “I wonder if Abby knew the victim,” John said. “Poor girl, she ran out of here like the devil himself was chasing her not too long ago.”

      I exhaled sharply as the weight lifted from my shoulders. There was a dead body, but it wasn’t my friend. I turned my head to listen in.

      “Can you tell me what you saw?” Bob flipped open a notepad.

      John nodded. “Like I said, the commotion woke me up. By the time I got outside, it was over. I saw Abby running down the street in that direction. She had another girl with her.”

      Bob glanced over at me, and his eyes narrowed. He put his hand on John’s elbow and led him away, farther down the block out of earshot. I gritted my teeth. His dislike of me was wearing on my nerves.

      Chris stepped back. “I’m going to go check in with Harrison to see what he needs so I can make sure I come back with the right things, and then I’ll take you home.”

      I nodded. “Thank you.”

      Chris ducked under the police tape and disappeared into the dark interior of the bistro. I hugged my arms to my body as the chill of the night seeped into my skin. Winter was fading into spring, but at this hour, it was hard to tell. The temperature was still barely above freezing once the wind chill was taken into account. Fortunately, it never got too cold on Whidbey Island. The proximity to the Pacific Ocean kept the Seattle region relatively warm in winter and helped make it bearable in the summer months.

      I closed my eyes. Abby ran away from the scene. Does that mean she’s in danger? I focused on the sensations in my body as I asked myself that question. It wasn’t an exact science, but sometimes the Sight gave me insight into a situation. By how the hair on my arms stood up or the pressure in my head ebbed and flowed, I could get a sense of what was or was not important.

      My teeth clattered as my whole body shivered. I sighed and stamped my feet against the pavement to warm them. It was too cold to tell the difference between a “that’s important” shiver and an “it’s frigid outside” shiver. I could come back with an obsidian mirror, maybe? Using it to see into the past could be helpful. It would be so much easier if I could force a prophetic dream.

      My eyes flew open, and adrenaline surged through my body as the realization hit me. Every time I had had a prophetic dream, an object belonging to the person in danger had been sitting on my nightstand. With Jessica, it had been the carved wooden bird, and with Natasha it had been her pen. I scanned the ground, looking for anything that might belong to Abby. Technically, everything inside the bistro was hers, but I didn’t want to risk putting something unimportant like a menu on my nightstand and end up dreaming about the last customer who touched it.

      The ground was littered with broken glass and shattered candle holders. I mumbled the words to the spell that would heighten my senses. Motes of white light swirled out of my mouth and settled over my skin. Every time I cast a spell in public, I was glad only witches could see the lights. Any other observer would only see me mumbling to myself. I clenched my fists as the last of the light settled into my skin as I prepared myself for the sudden onslaught of sensation.

      Everything went up to eleven. I squinted against the brightness of the flashing police lights and forced the biting cold on my skin to the periphery. Down the block, John was still giving his statement to Bob. “I didn’t get a good look at the other girl, but she didn’t look familiar. I don’t think she was local.”

      I pushed his words aside as well and focused solely on my vision. I scanned the ground, my eyes darting from object to object until my gaze landed on a small golden seashell. It was the size of my pinky nail and had a broken hook on one end. Abby frequently wore a charm bracelet. I couldn’t be sure, but I was willing to bet that it was one of her charms.

      I inched closer and knelt down next to it, my fingers messing with my laces as I pretended to tie my shoe. I glanced over at Bob. He had his back turned to me. Chris was still inside the bistro. My hand darted out and snagged the charm from the pavement. My breath caught in my throat, and I tipped forward as my knees went weak. Fear radiated off the charm. I threw my other hand out and caught myself inches before I fell face forward into the glass. Fortunately, my hand landed on the few bare inches of sidewalk.

      “Are you all right?” Chris asked.

      I looked up as he ducked under the caution tape. “Yeah. Just lost my balance for a second.” I palmed the seashell and slipped it into my pocket. I didn’t know how else to explain my strange behavior. He didn’t know I was a witch, and I wasn’t ready to tell him. Not yet, anyway.

      Chris held out his hand. “Are you ready to head out?”

      “I’m so sleepy. It’s past my normal bedtime.” I grasped onto his hand as he helped me to my feet. “You better get me home before I turn into a pumpkin.”

      “I’ve got to put this in Harrison’s cruiser, and then we can head out.” Chris held up an evidence bag with a bloody chef’s knife inside.

      I retreated to the SUV. I sank into the passenger seat and leaned my head against the door. Chris drove me home. I kept my eyes closed, with my hands shoved into my pockets. My fingers slid across the small seashell charm the entire way home. Please work. Please let me dream about something helpful.
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      I rolled over and glared at my alarm clock as I turned it off. The seashell charm had been on my nightstand for two nights, and I hadn’t had a single dream. Despite Eats and Treats being a well-loved local establishment, the break-in had barely made the news. The article was two paragraphs long, and ended with an unsatisfactory sentence—The owner, Abigail Sinclair, was unreachable for comment.

      My cat, Charlie, followed me into the bathroom and sat outside the shower. Through our shared link, I could feel his disapproval. He didn’t enjoy the sensation of me showering, and he liked to make sure I was aware of it. Finding out he was my familiar was amazing overall, but there were a few drawbacks—his dislike of showers, his propensity for long naps, which made me sleepy on and off throughout the day, and him being wired at odd times during the night because he had the zoomies. But that feeling of connectedness, and his unconditional love, made up for it. By the time I got out of the shower, the morning grumpiness had faded.

      I hummed as I got ready for the day. Charlie bopped his head along, his tail slowly swishing behind him. He sauntered ahead of me as I moved through my routine. I grabbed my jacket and turned to find him waiting by the front door, his front paw resting on his harness, to tell me he was ready to get out for the day.

      Traffic slowly built up the closer I got to downtown Point Pleasant. Every car in front of me slowed to a crawl as they passed the bistro. The windows had been boarded up, and the sidewalk in front of it had been closed and marked off with police caution tape. I studied the building out of the corner of my eye as I drove by. Maybe the Retirees will have heard something by now? I could ask them. When I checked with them yesterday, they hadn’t heard a peep. I chewed on my lip as my thoughts trailed off. Bob was keeping this one close to his chest. So close that the Retirees, a font of gossip, knew nothing. I doubted that had really changed over the past twelve hours. If it had, they would have called me.

      Sighing, I continued on my way. I parked outside the Slice of Life diner to grab a treat for Olivia’s family and me. It was nice having a friend who worked across the hall from my claims-adjusting business. She didn’t bring her son, Xander, into work often. He was going to be six months old in a little over a week. It was strange thinking about how much time had passed since I chose to settle down in town. He had been born the day I decided. My life was so different now than it had been back then. From unemployed to a new business, divorced to a new boyfriend, and alone to living with a cranky teenaged witch of a daughter. Thoughts of Abby flitted through my mind. Why do I need to know what happened in the bistro? Am I letting my Sight rule me? It’s unpredictable. It doesn’t always mean anything.

      I shook my head and trudged inside, leaving Charlie behind with his portable, pet-friendly heater to keep him warm in the car. The diner was packed. Every table had been filled, some with regulars but a few with unfamiliar faces. The tourist season wasn’t due to start until May. It was odd to see so many out-of-towners crowded around the tables and filling up every seat at the counter. A line wound around the tables and ended a few feet before the door.

      The line inched forward as Willow rapidly took order after order. I was halfway to the hostess stand when the door behind me opened, letting in a draft from outside. A couple sitting at the bar glanced over their shoulders and stiffened. The man was mid fifties, with graying hair and a sturdy build. His flannel shirt stretched across his wide shoulders. Next to him, the woman was unassuming. Her chestnut-brown hair was piled into a messy bun, and she wore a plain gray dress with black knee-high riding boots. While the man glared openly at the door, the only sign of tension in the woman was her pinched mouth.

      I glanced between the couple at the bar and the group that had entered behind me. It appeared to be a family of three. The man had long brown hair pulled back into a low ponytail and a neatly trimmed beard that extended down past his collarbone. There was an ease to his style. A white button-down shirt worn over tan pants with brown loafers. The woman by his side was a stark contrast. She had sharp features and light-brown hair slicked back into a sleek updo, which matched the professional air of her black skirt suit. The girl with them, who I assumed was their daughter, looked even more out of place. She was maybe sixteen, a couple years younger than my daughter, Grace. The sides of her head were shaved, but the top section had long, wavy hair. It flowed down her left side in soft, elegant curls, which seemed at odds with her heavy black eyeliner, combat boots, and strappy black dress.

      The tension in the room climbed as the man from the bar surged to his feet. His wife reached out to grip his arm, but he shrugged her off and stormed across the diner, cutting straight in front of me as he made a beeline for the door.

      “How dare you show your face!” the man from the bar spat. He came to a stop inches from the newcomers, his body vibrating with rage.

      “How could we not?” the other man responded. His voice matched his expression, soft and sympathetic. “Emma was important to us as well. She will be greatly missed.”

      Emma? Is that the name of the girl who died at the bistro? The line had frozen in front of me as everyone turned to watch the interaction. The entire diner was silent. There were no other voices. Even the silverware had stopped clinking. The only sound was the click of the woman’s heels as she scurried from her place at the bar to stand next to her husband.

      “If she was so important to you,” the man from the bar growled, “then why did you kill her?”

      The other man held his hands wide at his sides, palms facing outward. His piercing blue eyes misted. “I promise you, we want the same thing. Justice. We would never hurt Emma. She was like family.”

      The man from the bar’s face reddened, and a vein in his forehead throbbed as he inched closer, looming over the shorter man. “Family? She wasn’t your family.” He thrust his finger into the long-haired man’s chest. “She was my daughter.”

      I inhaled sharply and took a faltering step forward. It looked like any second punches were going to be thrown. And with how crowded the dinner was, it would be a disaster. A third man stepped in, beating me to the punch. He slid between the two men. “I understand where you are coming from. Believe me. But is this really the right time and place?”

      The woman from the bar reached out and grabbed onto her husband’s arm. “David, please. Let’s just leave.”

      The tension broke. David sagged under his wife’s fingers. He pushed past the long-haired man and stumbled out onto the street with his wife and the newcomer on his heels.

      I glanced from my spot in the line to the newcomers and the group outside. I had to meet Olivia in half an hour at the Humane Society and didn’t have time to stop someplace else. The door was partially cracked, so I didn’t have to leave the line to listen in. I murmured the words to the spell that would heighten my senses as I shuffled forward with the crowd. I half closed my eyes to avoid being blinded by the sudden brightness of the room.

      Every time I cast the spell, it got a little less overwhelming. Unfortunately, the spell heightened everything, and I had to shut things down one by one until only the sense I wanted to heighten remained. I had gotten used to the jarring nature of having everything sharpened all at once and was getting faster at narrowing in on what I was searching for. I shut out the itchiness of my wool sweater and the glare of the fluorescent lights until all that remained was the sound of the conversation outside.

      “How could you possibly know what I’m feeling?” David asked.

      “My daughter ran away too,” the man responded. “She got caught up with Cyrus
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