
  
    
      MURDER UNDER THE MOON

      
        A MILLER’S MAGICAL MYSTERY

        BOOK FOUR

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        ELOISE EVERHART

      

    

    
      ALORIUM PUBLISHING

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 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: 978-1-962759-11-3

      Author: Eloise Everhart

      Editors: Rashida Breen and Laura Koons

      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

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

    

    
      
        Also by Eloise Everhart

      

      
        Join My Newsletter

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      I unlocked the front doors to the Indie Theater and pushed them open. Dust swirled in the early-morning light. The scent of stale popcorn and week-old butter hit me. I opened my mouth to avoid breathing in through my nose as I held the door open for Grace. She shuffled past me and meandered around the lobby, looking at the classic horror film posters lining the walls. She paused in front of the poster for Psycho and cocked her head to one side.

      I wedged the door open with a rock to help air the place out and joined her. I studied her out of the corner of my eye. In some ways she looked so much like her mother, Dani, a member of my coven. They had the same dark-brown hair and slender build. She had the same habit of chewing on her bottom lip when she was in thought. From there, the resemblance disappeared. While Dani’s eyes were a light bluish color, Grace’s were so dark brown they almost looked black in the dim light of the theater. She wore bold black eyeliner that made them even more pronounced. She had an almost emo goth style, today expressed through black pants, a long-sleeved black mesh top over a tank top, and tiny silver coffin earrings.

      “Thanks for doing this for me,” I said.

      Grace shrugged. “I’ve got the time.”

      “Still—”

      She bumped me with her shoulder. Her lips pulled back in a mischievous grin. “And you know I’m better at this than my mom.”

      I chuckled. “Don’t let her hear you say that.”

      She barked out a laugh. “She’s the one who suggested I offer my services.” She waggled her fingers at me. “She might be the best at seeing what’s happening now, but I’m the best at looking into the past.”

      “Humble much?”

      Grace shrugged again. “Just stating facts. So, where’s the apartment?”

      I smiled back at her. It was nice seeing her so relaxed and sure of herself. And when it came to looking into the past with divination magic, there really wasn’t anyone I knew who was better at it. While Dani could glimpse things that happened a few days ago with relative ease, anything further back was a bit more of a struggle. Grace, on the other hand, could peer back in time decades or centuries as easily as opening a book and flipping through the pages.

      “Upstairs.”

      “Lead the way.”

      We crossed the lobby to a black curtain that hung across a section of the wall next to the ticket booth. I held the curtain aside and motioned for her to take the stairs concealed on the other side.

      “So how long do I have you for?” I asked.

      “A few hours.” Grace stopped on the landing, moving to the side to let me up next to her. “Noah’s picking me up for lunch at noon.”

      I inched around her, stepping over pieces of splintered wood. The door to the apartment hung loose on its hinges. I swallowed down my nerves. The last time I had been here had been intense. I pushed the memory of the snarling, snapping face of a killer out of my mind as I gripped the edge of the door and pulled it open the rest of the way. “Oooh. A date with Noah.”

      She rolled her eyes. “It’s not a date.”

      “From what your mother’s told me, you’ve been hanging out almost every day this summer.”

      “As friends,” she grumbled, stalking past me into the darkened room.

      I instinctively let my expression go blank. Did I tease her too much? Is she going to stop helping me? I need her here. King Kai is counting on me. I can’t have him mad at me. Oh god. A king of the vampires is going to be mad at me because I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.

      Grace sighed, her shoulders slumped. She hung her head and wrapped her arms around herself. “I’m the one who wants it to be just as friends.”

      I blinked.

      “I don’t regret applying to attend Cypress Hollow Academy. It’s the best witch school in the country. I… I didn’t think I would get in. But since I’ll be moving to Louisiana in two months, it didn't make sense to start anything. It’s not like he can come with me.” She shook her head and flipped on the light.

      The living room was trashed. Broken furniture littered the floor. Chunks of couch cushion lay scattered among the cracked wood and shards of glass. The walls were covered in long gouges.

      “Wow,” we said in unison. The night I had been here, the lights were off, and I hadn’t witnessed the devastation.

      She tiptoed through the mess, running her fingers across the debris as she passed. “Huh.”

      “Huh?”

      She held up her finger to shush me and moved farther into the room. She crouched next to a pile of blankets on the floor. It almost looked like a nest. Tentatively, she reached out and brushed her fingers over the mound. She cocked her head. “Hmmm.”

      I straightened and stepped to the side. I held my hands perfectly still at my sides as my eyes tracked her movement around the room. With each new item she touched, the sounds of confusion she made grew more frequent. I fought the urge to ask questions.

      At last, she turned to me, holding the only undamaged pillow in the room. “It doesn’t feel right.”

      “What doesn’t feel right?”

      She gestured wildly around the room. “Everything. I… It’s hard to describe. Has my mom taught you much about psychometry?”

      I blanched. Divination magic was my weakest school of magic. While I could charm people all day or reshape things to my will, somehow understanding them on an instinctual level escaped me. The few times I’d tried to read the emotional resonance—what was left behind after someone had touched an object—I had become exhausted so rapidly that it barely felt worth it to try again. “Some.”

      She scrunched up her face as she turned the pillow over in her hands. “When I touch this, it’s almost like I’m looking at the emotion through water. It’s there. I can see it. But… it’s like it hasn’t settled.”

      “What does that mean?”

      Grace shrugged and threw the pillow at me.

      What the— I stumbled back as the pillow sailed toward my head. I flung my hands up and grabbed it from the air at the last second. It smacked against my face. My heart leapt into my throat as I hastily lowered it.

      She held her hand out. “Can I have it back?”

      “What was that for?”

      “An experiment.” She thrust her hand toward me. “Gimme.”

      I stepped farther into the room and held it out. “Take⁠—”

      My stomach dropped, and I spun toward the door as footsteps pounded up them. I froze, my hand clenched around the pillow as a large man barreled into the room. It took a second for my brain to register who it was as he surged across the room: Travis Burrow, the head of the local werewolf pack.

      His amber eyes were wide as he skidded to a stop a foot away. His brown hair was wild, and his flannel shirt was half untucked.

      “What—” I began to say.

      “You’ve got to help me,” he said.

      “Huh.” Grace ran her fingers over the pillow.

      My gaze bounced between his wide eyes and Grace’s confused expression.

      Travis grasped my shoulder. “Please. You’ve got to come with me. Now.”

      “I—”

      “Huh,” Grace muttered again.

      My mouth was dry. My heart was beating a mile a minute as Travis pulled me toward the door. Grace grabbed the pillow from my hands. She slid forward with us as Travis continued to yank me to the door.

      “What’s going on?” I dug in my heels and leaned back.

      Travis dropped my arm and gripped his hair. “They’re claiming he killed his wife.”

      “Who’s claiming? Whose wife?” I babbled.

      Grace’s hand darted out and touched Travis’s sleeve. “Huh.”

      “Why do you keep saying that?” Travis bellowed as he loomed over Grace. “You think this is funny?”

      “No.” Grace softened her voice. “This is a tense situation.”

      “Of course it’s tense. The Wardens are trying to arrest my brother!”

      My head swiveled between the two of them. The Wardens were the police force for the paranormal community. On Whidbey Island, they weren’t supposed to do anything until I had investigated and determined if a crime was part of their jurisdiction or the local sheriff’s. It didn’t make any sense. “What⁠—”

      Grace held up the pillow. “But it doesn’t feel tense.”

      Travis furrowed his brow. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “It doesn’t feel tense. I… On the pillow, I mean. It should feel tense. She was touching it throughout all of that. The emotional resonance on this pillow should be screaming at me with how badly Megan is freaking out right now. I mean, look at her. Her shoulders are tight, her jaw is clenched, and I bet you dollars to donuts that her hands are sweaty from stress. And then there’s you. Your shirt should have been telling me how angry you are. But the pillow doesn’t feel like she’s freaking out, and your shirt doesn’t feel angry. The emotional resonance is all wrong.”

      He scowled. “Is this some sort of weird witch thing?”

      Grace nodded.

      He rubbed his hand down his face. “I don’t have time for this.” He turned to me and held his hands out, his eyes pleading. “Please. The Wardens are going to take him away.”

      My mind whirled. What am I supposed to do? King Kai… but Travis needs me. What does he mean the Wardens are trying to arrest his brother? No one’s called me. I haven’t triaged this case. I… But King Kai. The emotional resonance. I can’t.

      Grace patted my arm. “You should go.”

      “What?” I jerked my head up.

      She gestured around the room. “This is going to take more time than I thought. He needs you now. Go. I promise to lock up when I’m done.”

      I fished the keys out of my pocket and shoved them into her waiting hands. I squeezed her fingers. “Thank you. Call me if you need anything.”

      She saluted. “Will do.”

      “We’ve got to go.” Travis shifted his weight from foot to foot.

      I nodded and followed him down the stairs. “Tell me everything.”

      “My brother, Austin, just got married to Kenzie two weeks ago.” He strode ahead of me, taking the stairs two at a time. “She was found dead this morning. Murdered. And Austin is missing.”

      “Okay. But why are the Wardens trying to arrest him? I haven’t looked into the case yet.” As the liaison between the Wardens of the West, the police force for the paranormal community, and the local town government, it fell to me to determine who had jurisdiction over paranormal-related crimes committed in Point Pleasant, Washington.

      “They aren’t waiting for you to do your job. They’re claiming they have an eyewitness.”

      I lurched to a stop. An eyewitness? “What are you expecting me to do?”

      His shoulders slumped, and he leaned against the wall at the bottom of the stairs. “It wasn’t him.”

      I stepped up behind him. My hand hovered over one of his shoulders as they shook.

      “It wasn’t him. I know it wasn’t. He wouldn’t… He couldn’t. He loved her.” His voice broke.

      “You know I can’t make you any promises, right?”

      He nodded.

      “If the evidence leads to him, that’s where it leads.”

      “I know. But… it won’t. I know my brother.” He glanced at me over his shoulder. His amber eyes were brimming with tears. “Please.”

      “Okay.” I pressed my lips together. “Do you know where he is?”

      He shook his head. “The whole pack is looking for him.”

      I exhaled slowly. “And Kenzie?”

      “At the morgue. They moved her there an hour ago.”

      I clenched my fists. The pressure of my nails against the palms of my hands centered me. “I’ll go talk to Victor. Call me if you find your brother.”

      Travis nodded. We quickly exchanged numbers, then I hurried across the street so I could go talk to the local medical examiner. If it wasn’t a wolf that did it, this should be simple enough to disprove. As I climbed into my truck, I silently prayed that Victor had already determined a cause of death.
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      The medical examiner’s office was located in the basement of the local funeral home. It looked like a standard Craftsman-style house but had unusual chimneys at the back for the crematorium. I let myself in the front door. The tension in my shoulders eased as I made my way past the front desk and inhaled the sweet scent of lilies that was ever present in the air. Victor took great care in decorating. Every detail made the space feel cozy and safe. The entire first floor was filled with calming tones, from the beige paint covering the walls to the warm cherrywood floors.

      I followed the sound of cello music to the stairs at the end of the hall. My hands twitched at my sides, my palms sweaty, as I descended the stairs. Last time he told me I should just come on down. It’s not intruding if the invite is open. Right? I faltered halfway down and glanced over my shoulder. Maybe I should still ring the bell to let him know I’m here? Since I’d been given the liaison job, Victor had contacted me to look at a few unusual deaths. I doubted he would tell me I was free to come on down if he didn’t mean it, but my mother had ingrained in me that it was rude to enter someone’s home when I had not been specifically invited in. The fact that he lived on the top floor of the house made the whole space feel like his versus a place of business. Plus Victor was one of the nicest guys I knew, so being rude to him felt especially wrong. I exhaled slowly and continued down the steps. I added a slight stomp to each of my footfalls so he could hear me coming.

      The cello music grew louder as the warm tones of the funeral home shifted to white walls and a sterile environment. Goose bumps popped up over the exposed skin on my forearms. It was always chilly down here, the air conditioning running year-round. The sharp aroma of antiseptic replaced the sweetness of the lilies as I reached the bottom step. While the upstairs was warm and inviting, everything down here, other than the music, was void of personality. I pulled myself to my full height and strode toward the metal doors halfway down the hall. I rapped my knuckles against the door.

      “Come in,” Victor called from inside the room.

      I pushed the doors open as he closed a morgue drawer. “Is now a good time?”

      He nodded and crossed the room to the sink. “I just need a minute to clean up.”

      I hovered by the door and followed him with my eyes. I was used to seeing him in his Regency attire. While his hair was still styled into its usual pompadour, everything else was covered in a blue medical gown, his face hidden behind a plastic shield. His movements were exact as he removed the layers of protective gear and washed his hands. Finally he turned toward me.

      He smiled, his whole face lighting up. His blue eyes crinkled at the corners. “I wasn’t expecting you. Did you need something? I was about to go grab some coffee, if you wanted to join me.”

      My stomach did a somersault as our eyes met. After spending so many years alone on my farm, I still wasn’t used to people being nice. Don’t read into it. He’s just being friendly. He’s been a vampire for over a hundred years. There’s no way he wants to be more than friends. Right? Okay. Maybe he does like me. But what if it’s just my magical powers making me seem more interesting then I am? Don’t make this weird. I shoved my hands in my pockets. “That would be lovely.” I stepped back into the hall. “The local werewolf pack asked me to take a look at a case. Victim’s name is Kenzie.”

      He furrowed his brow as he passed me. “Was she one of theirs?”

      “Married to one of them.”

      “I haven’t started her autopsy yet. I’ve only noted down my first impressions. What do you need to know?” he asked over his shoulder as he led me upstairs.

      I followed him into a small kitchenette on the ground floor. “If she was murdered by a werewolf.”

      “It’s too early to tell.” He rolled his lips between his teeth as he took mugs out of the cabinet and busied himself making us coffees. “Two sugars and a splash of cream?”

      “Yes, please.” I rested my hip against the counter and stared at the floor. My mind whirled through the next steps. “Any idea how long it will take for you to figure out the cause of death?”

      He cocked his head to the side. “What’s the rush? Is the pack out for blood or something? While Travis can come across as a hothead sometimes, he’s actually pretty even-keeled.”

      “The Wardens are trying to arrest his brother for it.”

      “But you haven’t⁠—”

      “I know.” I sighed, clenching and unclenching my hands in my pockets as the tension that had evaporated upstairs returned. “What can you tell me? Does it look like an animal attack or something else?”

      “There isn’t a lot I can rule out right now. There are some injuries that could be consistent with an animal attack.”

      My jaw dropped. “Could be?”

      He held a coffee mug out to me. Butterflies swirled in my stomach when his pinky brushed against mine as I took the coffee from him. Despite the morbid conversation, I couldn’t help the way I responded to him. He was too kind, too intelligent, too funny, and way too good-looking for me to not feel like a bit of a bumbling idiot around him. I focused on his mouth as he spoke so I wouldn’t miss a word.

      “She went over the cliffs at Deception Pass,” he said. “And she seems to have hit every rock on the way down. The tides were strong, and she got caught in a nasty eddy. There isn’t an inch of her that doesn’t have some sort of cut, bump, or bruise. I’m going to need time to figure out what injuries killed her and what ones are post- or pre-mortem.”

      I grimaced then sipped my coffee. Driving over Deception Pass always made me feel a little queasy. The bridge that spanned it was only two lanes, one going in each direction. The sheer drops and fast-moving water underneath made for a beautiful, but nerve-wracking, view.

      “How long was she in the water for?” I asked. “I thought there was a witness.”

      “A few hours. And there was. But… you know how those currents are going through the pass. Even though the call came in right away, it still took time to get her out.”

      A few hours? Where do I even start on something like this? Every case I had investigated, the crime scene had been confined to a single location. I tried to suppress the giggles coming with my rising panic as I pictured myself trying to interview the fish. It had been a while since I tried to give myself gills. While my first few attempts had been complete failures, I had been a teenager at the time. Things were different. I had over twenty years of casting magic under my belt. It could go better. Maybe.

      He stepped up next to me, placing his hand on my shoulder. “I wish I could help more. But I know you. You’re going to figure this out.”

      I squeezed his hand and swallowed past the lump in my throat as I nodded. One step at a time. What would Dani do? Dani had investigated crimes before she got married to the local sheriff and settled down. Her specialization in divination magic had given her an edge in solving crimes, but until I had a thread to pull on, I would have to rely on more mundane methods. The first item on her investigation check-list was always the same. Interview any witnesses.

      “Are you going to be okay?” he asked.

      “Yeah. I just don’t want to let them down, you know? Travis supported me in keeping my position.” I released Victor’s hand, set the half-drunk coffee down, backed away from him, and headed to the door. “I should probably head out. Let me know if you find anything.”

      “I promise you’ll be the first person I call.”

      I smiled at him. The nerves were still swirling in my gut, but his presence helped steady them somewhat. I hovered in the doorway, soaking in his calming nature for a few seconds longer. “Thank you.”

      “Always.” He returned my smile.

      I trudged back to my truck. As I walked, I texted Chris Harris, the local sheriff.

      
        
          
            
              
        Are you looking into the Kenzie case?

      

      

      

      

      

      I stared at my phone. The little word Read appeared under my message, and dots appeared and disappeared. Normally I didn’t wait impatiently for a response, but there was something about the idea of the Wardens hunting down Travis’s brother that had me worked up. I’d never met the guy, but the expression on Travis’s face when he’d asked me for help was pure panic. Travis and I had our differences, but leaving anyone feeling that scared for a loved one didn’t sit right with me.

      
        
          
            
              
        CHRIS:

      

      
        Yes. I’m waiting at the ferry dock to go interview the witness right now. He works in Bellevue. I was going to contact you if anything odd came up. How’d you hear about it so quickly?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Travis.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        The Wardens are trying to claim jurisdiction.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        CHRIS:

      

      
        What? Did I miss a memo or something?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        No. Can I join you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        CHRIS:

      

      
        Good idea. I don’t want them to think they can overstep boundaries. I’ll help you triage it as best I can.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        I’ll see you on the ferry.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        CHRIS:

      

      
        The line is almost full, but I’ve got room in my car. Park, and we can head over together.

      

      

      

      

      

      I tossed my phone into my backpack and drove straight to the ferry parking lot to meet up with Chris. The entire way, I silently fumed behind the wheel. The town council and the local Warden representatives had come to an agreement. I would triage the cases, and if it was a paranormal culprit, it would go to them. Less than three months in, and they had already broken their word. I hoped this wasn’t going to set the tone for the rest of the investigation.
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      The sheriff’s department hadn’t gotten far into the investigation, so there wasn’t much Chris could tell me about the case as we rode the ferry across Puget Sound to Mukilteo. His knowledge started and ended with the victim’s name, Kenzie Burrow, formerly Kenzie Rodriguez, and her occupation, a green architect. Harrison, one of the deputies, was compiling a list of family and friends to interview. Before I knew it, the ferry had docked and we were cruising down 405 to Bellevue.

      I didn’t go into Bellevue often. Every town or city had its own personality, and Bellevue always felt so different from Point Pleasant or Seattle that I avoided it when I could. While Point Pleasant was mostly two- and three-story buildings made of either brick or wood, making every street feel cozy, Bellevue loomed in an impersonal, almost intimidating fashion. It didn’t have the touches of history that Seattle had. At least not the parts I drove through. There were no historical buildings with stone columns or brick facades to soften the place; instead it was all glass and concrete towering over the streets like monuments to wealth. I could understand why some people liked it. There was a beauty in its aloofness. But the few times I’d wandered its streets, I’d never felt so small and insignificant.

      I strode down the street next to Chris, my shoulders back and my head held high. While the buildings couldn’t hurt me, the
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