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        After solving several paranormal murder cases thanks to her telepathic powers, reporter Zoe Clarke was invited to attend school at Veilside Academy of Magic.

      

        

      
        But on her first night in school, one of Zoe’s professors was staked in her own office and Zoe felt responsible to find the killer.

      

        

      
        Thanks to the critical help of a classmate and fast friend, Zoe tracked down the killer and made sure they would never be able to hurt someone again — but Zoe isn’t in the clear yet.

      

        

      
        Now, expectations of Zoe in Moon Grove and back at home are astronomical. Feeling the pressure, Zoe’s longing for the comforts of her old life…

      

        

      
        … And her two very different, very separate worlds are about to collide.
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        Though each book in the series stands alone, the series is stronger when read together.
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      All twelve members of the Moon Grove Council stared down at me from their high-backed chairs on a raised dais, each of them wearing a serious face — if I said having some of the most powerful witches and warlocks in the world scrutinizing me wasn't nerve-wracking, it would've been the understatement of the century.

      “Zoe Clarke, at your request, you’ve come before the eighty-sixth Council of Moon Grove,” Heath Highmore, the Head Warlock, said with a warm smile. His salt and pepper hair glimmered in the sun streaming from the skylights above.

      “What is it you'd like to speak to us about?” Heath asked.

      I drummed my fingers against the table, unable to find words, which was a rarity. Why couldn't the Council have allowed someone to come up to the stand with me?

      All I could do was stare at the empty seat next to Heath, the one that'd been vacant for more than a month since the previous Head Witch died. A lot had happened in Moon Grove since then, and not all of it was good.

      Circe Woods, Councilwoman and one of my earliest friends in Moon Grove, caught my eyes and smiled at me.

      “Zoe, dear, there's no need to be afraid,” she said in a motherly tone. “We're here to serve you. You're a citizen of Moon Grove now just like the rest of us, so please, tell us your concerns.”

      “I-I know, I'm sorry. I'm just nervous,” I said and slipped my hands under the table to wipe my sweat-slicked palms on my robes. Though I'd done nothing wrong, I felt like I’d been put on trial — and after I asked what I needed to, the rest of Moon Grove might wish I had been.

      “We understand,” Heath said. “Take your time.”

      “But don't take too long,” a beautiful witch with flowing blonde hair at the left end of the row said, her face stern. “You aren't the only witch we’re scheduled to hear from today.”

      She could only be Lorelei Riddle — the mother of Aurelia, who I'd recently gotten thrown in jail for murdering a teacher. I gulped at that realization. How on earth did I keep getting myself into these situations?

      “Right, of course,” I said. I closed my eyes and took a deep, ragged breath to still my hammering heart. My Grandma Elle’s warm southern smile swam into my mind and the image gave me the courage to speak. Everything I was about to do was for her.

      I cleared my throat and looked Heath square in the eyes.

      “I came before you all today to ask a favor,” I said. “A very big one.”

      The witches and warlocks of the Council exchanged curious looks. It probably wasn't every day that an average citizen asked their elected representatives for a favor, but then again I wasn't exactly average.

      “What sort of favor might that be?” Heath asked.

      “I know I'm the first outsider to be permitted into Moon Grove in a long time,” I started — and froze.

      “That's true. Go on,” Circe encouraged me, still smiling. Did she already know what I wanted to ask?

      “Well, I don't mean to wave my own wand or anything, but I think it's safe to say none of you regrets the decision to allow me in, right?” I asked.

      Heath chuckled.

      “I'm not so sure the families of those you've put behind bars in the short time you've been here would agree with that assessment, but I think I can speak for the majority of the Council when I say we made the right decision,” Heath said.

      Lorelei Riddle glared at me, and though I did everything I could to avoid her gaze, I felt it burning on my face. Oh, if looks could kill…

      “What are you getting at, Zoe?” Heath asked.

      “Well, it's been awfully lonely for me since I got here. I had to leave my whole family behind,” I said, and Heath’s eyebrows crept up his forehead as he realized what I was trying to say.

      “I see,” he said as he linked his fingers together under his chin. My heart rate doubled.

      “So I was wondering if it might be okay for me to invite my grandmother here for a short visit,” I said as fast as I could — like it would take the shock out of the request.

      No one said a word, and the deafening silence in the Town Hall was as telling as a collective gasp would've been. I felt like I'd farted at a funeral and everyone knew I was guilty.

      Heath straightened in his chair.

      “Zoe, while I can appreciate your loneliness, given everything that's gone on in town lately, I'm not sure this is the best time for visitors of any sort, magical or not,” Heath said.

      Though I'd expected the response, his words still socked me in the gut.

      “Is there really such a thing as the best time?” Circe asked, and my heart jumped into my throat where it lodged and continued to pound.

      “That's a fair point,” Heath said.

      “Don't you think Zoe has proven herself trustworthy? This is a small repayment for all the service she's done for Moon Grove,” Circe said.

      “Agreed,” Grace Magnus, who'd only recently returned to work after a vampire attack, said from the right side of the dais. She beamed down at me.

      “I owe Ms. Clarke my life. Nothing would make me happier than to welcome her family into Moon Grove,” Grace said.

      “And let’s not forget there’s an excellent chance her family members are magical as well. We might miss an exceedingly rare opportunity to learn more about all witches as a group if we denied Zoe’s request,” Circe said directly to Heath. If I could’ve hugged her, I would’ve.

      “Yes, but only if what your sister learned about Zoe descending from Lilith is true, which we’ve yet to verify,” Heath said. “Regardless, I still don’t think now is the best time. There are big things underway.”

      “What things?” I interrupted, and again the chamber fell silent. Heath smiled at me, his eyes twinkling as if he were amused, and my face caught fire. Open mouth, insert foot.

      “Oh, I’m sure you’ll find out soon enough, Ms. Clarke. Nothing seems to slip past you and the rest of the staff at The Messenger,” Heath said.

      What did that mean? No one at the Moon Grove Messenger had anything at all interesting to report on lately. They obviously knew something we didn’t, and I didn’t know how to feel about that. Surprises from the Council were rarely good.

      “Or perhaps Grave Times beat you to the scoop?” Heath asked. He had to be referring to the new vampire-run and vampire-staffed publication in town — and our biggest upstart competitor.

      “It’s just my grandma who I’d like to have for a visit. It’s not like I’m trying to move my entire family here or anything,” I said.

      “I understand. Regardless, I think it’s time we took a vote on your request,” Heath said. He glanced up and down the row at his fellow witches and warlocks. “All those in favor of permitting Zoe’s family to visit, raise your wands and say, ‘aye.’”

      Circe and Grace raised their wands, but no one else did. My heart dropped into my stomach.

      “And all those opposed to the request, raise your wands and say, ‘nay,’” Heath said. Ten wands shot into the air along with their owners’ voices, all denying me. Heath gave me a soft, sad smile and rested his hands on the table.

      Lorelei, however, looked absolutely triumphant as she stared down her nose at me from the dais. Maybe she felt like she’d gotten back at me for getting her daughter arrested. I didn’t have the spirit left to figure it out nor care.

      “I’m sorry, dear, but the Council has voted not to approve a visit at this time. However, feel free to try again later when circumstances are less, well, unsettled,” Heath said.

      I could only assume he was referring to all the trouble that’d gone on in Moon Grove lately — much of it made worse by my intervention.

      “Right, yeah, okay. Can I, uh, can I go then?” I asked.

      “If you have no other questions or concerns, of course,” Heath said. He was trying to be nice, which I appreciated, but all I wanted was to get out of the Town Hall and as far away from the Council as possible.

      “No, that’s everything, thanks for hearing me out,” I said — though I’d gotten nothing out of it other than a mild case of depression.

      “Then this meeting is adjourned,” Heath said. “The Council will break for five minutes before we move on to the next guest.”

      I shoved back from the table, slung my bag over my shoulder, and tried my best not to meet eyes with any of the dozens of people who’d gathered to listen as I made a beeline for the door. Somehow, I doubted Lorelei was the only one happy to see me not get what I wanted for once.

      A hand on my shoulder jolted me out of my racing thoughts and I whirled to find Circe smiling at me.

      “Can we talk?” she asked, her loose auburn bun threatening to tumble off her head as she jerked it toward the hall that held her office.

      “Sure,” I said with a shrug. She led me into her space and I was surprised by how small and cramped it was, due in no small part to the amount of clutter that littered every free inch of surface area.

      “I’d offer you a place to sit, but one’s not readily available and this won’t take long anyway,” Circe said as she sat on the one corner of her desk that poked out from under papers and file folders.

      “Listen, I know you’re disappointed about the Council’s ruling, but don’t get discouraged,” Circe said.

      “Why shouldn't I?”

      “Well, I can’t say anything about it officially just yet, but I think if you’re unhappy with the Council’s ruling, maybe you should consider throwing your name in the ring as someone who might be able to change things around here,” Circe said.

      “Wait, are you saying what I think you are?” I whispered as if anyone but her would hear me anyway. “Is that what Heath meant when he said big things are underway?”

      Circe smiled and nodded. “You didn’t honestly think we’d leave the Head Witch position vacant forever, did you?”

      “No, of course not, but so soon? And with all this other stuff that’s been going on lately?” I asked.

      “That’s exactly why the Council feels we need to fill the position,” Circe said.

      “Wait, am I allowed to report on this? Can I quote you anonymously?” I asked.

      “No, I’m sorry,” Circe said. I groaned and Circe laughed. “But don’t worry, there should be an official announcement very soon.”

      “Any insider info as to who’s going to run?” I asked.

      “I have a few ideas, but no one’s announced yet given that there’s not officially an election on the calendar,” Circe said.

      Maybe it was a good thing the Council had ruled not to let Grandma Elle come to town after all. I couldn’t imagine trying to host her while something like a Head Witch election was happening. It would’ve been chaos, even for Moon Grove.

      “I think you should consider it, Zoe,” Circe said.

      “Are you serious?”

      “Why wouldn’t I be? You’ve done a lot for this town and people love you,” Circe said.

      “I dunno about that. Did you see the way Lorelei was looking at me? Somehow, I doubt she’d be thrilled to support me,” I said.

      “You don’t need to win everyone over in order to win the election,” Circe said.

      She had a point.

      “This is nuts. I’ve only been here, what, a little more than a month? There are plenty of better-qualified witches in town than me. For Lilith’s sake, I don’t even know how to use this thing,” I said as I drew my wand from my robes, which I’d had for just about a week.

      Circe pushed my wand away from her face.

      “Well, the first rule, never point your wand at someone unless you intend to use it, dear,” Circe said, smiling.

      “Sorry,” I said and pocketed it again before I put someone’s eye out — or turned them into a frog.

      “In any case, I’m sure Raina would be happy to take you on for lessons again if you did decide to run,” Circe said.

      “Your sister’s done more than enough favors for me, I couldn’t ask her for another,” I said. Had it not been for the Headmistress of the Veilside Academy of Magic, I wouldn’t even have a wand in the first place.

      “You don’t have to decide now. Take some time to think about it. Of course, I’ll support your run if it comes to that,” Circe said, her smile widening. “Anyway, we’d better get back out there before anyone starts suspecting things.”

      She stood and led me back out into the hall, which was full of noise as people shuffled their bodies and chairs.

      “Thanks for the heads up,” I said.

      “Anytime,” Circe said, and I took the opportunity to leave before anyone else had a chance to stop me. Outside, the fresh air was barely enough to keep me from floating away in my thoughts again.

      I needed to call Grandma Elle to tell her the bad news before I went back to the office, but the thought of actually doing it made my skin crawl. Elle was so excited to come and see me, my friends, and my new life in Moon Grove — and now I had to call her and ruin it.

      The Council must’ve had their reasons for voting against me, but it still made me feel like I’d overestimated how highly they thought of me.

      I dug my phone out of my bag and tapped to Grandma Elle’s contact card. My finger hovered over the “call” button. What could I say? Elle knew her visit was subject to the Council’s approval, so she’d probably understand, but I knew she’d be crushed.

      She wasn’t the only one.

      Sighing, I tapped the call button and held the phone to my ear but barely heard the ring over the whooshing of anxious blood pumping in my veins.

      “Hey, Sugar,” Grandma answered, her accent sweeter than apple pie and, as usual, I could see the smile on her face in my mind. The image was bittersweet.

      “Hey, Gram.”

      “I reckon you’re callin’ cuz you’ve got good news fer me?” Grandma asked.

      My voice caught in my throat like grits.

      “Sugar? You there?”

      “Yes and no,” I said when I found my tongue again.

      “What’s that mean? You’re either there or you ain’t.”

      “No, I meant I have good and bad news. I went in front of the Council just now like I said I was going to, so that’s the good news,” I said. The line went silent for a few moments, interrupted only by the crackle of static.

      “And the bad news?” Grandma asked. My heart hammered in the back of my throat like it was trying to climb its way out of me, and I couldn’t bring myself to say it. My phone slipped down my ear thanks to the sweat on my palm.

      “Just kidding, there isn’t any bad news, you’re welcome to come,” I said, hating myself as soon as the lie slipped out of my mouth — which had turned so dry it hurt to speak.

      “Really?!” Grandma shouted. “Oh my Lord, Zoe, that’s great news! I’m so excited! When should I make my way over?”

      “I can get you on a bus here tomorrow,” I said, unable to believe myself as I kept the lie going. But what was I supposed to do? I’d already told Gram she could come and if I admitted I’d been lying, she’d never forgive me.

      Then again, there wasn’t any way to hide the truth if and when she got here.

      “Are you sure? That seems awful quick,” Grandma said.

      “I’m sure, Gram,” I said, not at all sure.

      I’d just have to figure it all out when she got here. Maybe once the Council got to know her they’d know Grandma wasn’t any risk at all. Besides, between all the people I’d helped them lock up for murder and all the residents I’d saved as a result, they owed me a favor.

      “I’ll book the ticket for you when I get home from work in a bit,” I said, making a mental note to ask Flora, my fairy roommate and co-worker who’d no doubt be upset with me for lying, to help me get a seat on the Silver Bullet bus for Gram. As for where Elle would sleep, well, I’d have to figure that out later too.

      “I can’t wait to see you, Sugar. You wouldn’t believe me if I told ya how much I’ve missed you and that little black varmint cat of yours,” Grandma said.

      “We’ve missed you too, Gram. The farm’s boring enough when we’re there, I can’t imagine how mind-numbing it must be without us to entertain you,” I said.

      “I’m gonna pretend I didn’t hear that young lady,” Grandma said and I laughed, realizing how badly I wanted to see her. “Anywho, I reckon I better light a fire under this old rump and start packin’ or I ain’t never gonna get there.”

      “Okay. Just make sure you’re at the Lumberton bus station first thing in the morning and look out for a big silver bus. You’ll know it when you see it,” I said.

      “Does that mean it’s gonna be packed full of Pagans?” Grandma asked and I laughed.

      “What is it with you and the Pagans, anyway?”

      “I’ll take that as a yes,” Grandma sighed. “Guess that means I need to make sure I pack as many crosses as I can.”

      “Whatever helps you sleep, Gram,” I said. “Listen, I need to get back to work. I’ll email you the ticket to print out later. Let me know if you run into any hiccups.”

      “Zoe, Sugar, I’m about to board a bus goin’ to a town full of witches, psychics, and Lord only knows what other dark-sided deviants. There’s darn sure gonna be hiccups,” Grandma said.

      “I know. Just take it easy, say an extra prayer tonight if you think it’ll help,” I said.

      “You can bet yer keister I will,” Grandma said.

      “Good. I love you, Gram. Talk to you tomorrow.”

      “Love you too,” Grandma said and clicked off the line.

      I stood staring at my phone knowing I’d made a terrible mistake and that I couldn’t take it back now.

      But even if I could, I wouldn’t have. I was going to see Grandma Elle and that was all that mattered.
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      I stumbled through the front doors of the Moon Grove Messenger the next day looking like a zombie who'd stuck a fork in a toaster. Luckily, Flora was the first person to spot me.

      "Dear Lilith, what happened to you?" she hissed as her four fluttering wings carried her around desks and magically flying objects to me.

      "I had trouble falling asleep last night and slept through my alarm," I said.

      "Why couldn't you sleep?"

      "Reasons," I mumbled, looking away from her.

      “And what reasons might those be?" she asked. I'd already told her everything about how my request to the Council went after work last night, so of course, she saw right through me.

      “The kind I'm not going to tell you about," I said.

      “Why not?”

      “Because it doesn’t matter,” I said.

      Of all people, I could’ve trusted Flora with the truth, but I didn’t feel like having that conversation right now. I’d been up all night thinking about it anyway so I didn't want to give the issue any more real estate in my brain.

      “Okay, if you say so,” Flora said, looking me up and down like a wild animal that might lash out at her at any second.

      “I do need you to do me a favor, though,” I said. Slowly, my eyes crept up to meet hers and she raised one eyebrow at me.

      “You asking for favors never pans out well,” she said. Yeah, I'd learned that the hard way thanks to the Council.

      “Well, you probably won’t feel any different once I ask you,” I said.

      “Let’s at least go to my desk, everyone is staring at us,” she said, and without waiting for my response she took me by the arm and pulled me through the office. It took everything I had not to look up, but I could feel all the eyes on me anyway.

      I didn't have to be a rocket scientist to figure out that a roomful of journalists had probably already heard about my meeting with the Council. Lilith only knew what they would think when they found out I was about to smuggle my grandmother into town against the Council's orders.

      Flora sat down at her desk and motioned for me to sit too. I parked on the corner and searched my brain for words, which seemed all jumbled up in my head.

      “Before I agree to anything, you have to tell me what it is,” Flora said as she pushed a strand of her silver-blonde hair behind one of her pointed ears.

      “It’s no big deal, I just want you to book a ticket for somebody on the Silver Bullet bus,” I said. Flora eyed me suspiciously.

      “The only reason you'd have to book a ticket on that is if you were trying to leave Moon Grove,” she said. “Are you going on a vacation you haven't told me about?”

      “It’s not for me,” I said, and Flora’s eyes went wide.

      “Then who is it for?”

      “A friend.”

      “Zoe, please tell me you’re not doing what I think you’re doing,” Flora said.

      “Have I ever been known to follow the rules?” I asked and Flora frowned at me.

      “I don’t like this at all. Are you really going to defy the Council?”

      “It wouldn’t be the first time, would it?” I asked.

      “No, I guess not. When do you need a ticket?” Flora asked, her fingers already gliding across her keyboard.

      “Tonight, preferably with a late arrival,” I said. Flora sighed.

      “You owe me big time, you know that, right?” Flora asked.

      “Oh, trust me, I’m well aware. Forward me the details when you get them so I can pass them on to the passenger,” I said, careful not to use Grandma’s name in the office. There was no telling who was listening or what they might do with the information.

      “Is Mitch here yet?” I asked.

      “I didn't see him come in, but I’m pretty sure he’s in his office,” Flora said.

      “Good. I have some things I need to talk to him about,” I said and pushed off Flora’s desk and heading for the Editor-in-Chief’s office.

      The door was already cracked open so I knocked on the frame.

      “Come in,” Mitch called, his voice deep and growly. I shoved the door open and stepped inside like a child about to be apprehended by the principal at school.

      “Hey, good morning, Zoe. What’s going on?” Mitch asked. I closed the door behind me and the smile Mitch wore faded fast.

      “I have some stuff I want to ask you about if that’s okay?” I asked.

      “Of course. What’s on your mind?”

      “It’s about the Council,” I said.

      “I’m listening,” Mitch said, encouragingly. "What about them?"

      “Well, Councilwoman Woods pulled me aside afterward and told me some interesting rumors,” I said.

      “Like what?”

      “I don’t know for sure, but it sounds like there's going to be another election for Head Witch soon,” I said.

      Mitch crossed his arms over his chest and sat back in his chair, which creaked under his shifting weight. He was a huge guy, and nearly every inch of him was covered in hair — not unusual for a werewolf.

      “A new election, is that right?” he asked. “Are you sure? That seems awfully soon after the last one.”

      “Yeah, that’s exactly what I said. So I take it you haven’t heard any rumblings about this yet?” I asked.

      “None at all,” he said with a shrug. “But it's funny you should say this because I heard some other stuff.”

      “What other stuff?”

      “When I got into the office this morning there was a memo from the Council on my desk. Evidently, they're holding another meeting today to make some sort of major announcement, but they didn’t say what it was about,” Mitch said.

      “Do you have any guesses?”

      “Honestly, not a single one. Trying to predict what they’re up to these days is like trying to guess the weather,” Mitch said.

      “Good thing the Council is my beat,” I said.

      “It is, but are you sure it’s a good idea for you to cover it based on everything else going on? It looks like you had a rough night,” Mitch said.

      “I did, but I’m going anyway. There’s nothing a strong cup of MagiJava can’t cure,” I said.

      “That’s my girl,” Mitch said, smiling.

      “When's the meeting?”

      “10 o’clock,” Mitch said. My heart skipped a beat. That was in less than twenty minutes — yeah, I was that late for work.

      “Guess I’d better go get ready then,” I said.

      “Good luck. Let me know if there’s anything I can help with,” Mitch said.

      I left and walked to my own desk to gather my things — a pad of paper and something to write with, old school — and was just heading out the door when Flora called to me.

      “Zoe!”

      “What is it?” I called without looking back.

      “Check your phone, I got you what you needed,” Flora said.

      I waved at her over my shoulder and headed outside, the blast of cold morning air in my face jarring. It took a few moments for me to get my bearings, and I was thankful I was only walking across the street. I didn’t think I could’ve made it much further than that.

      I crossed Luna Street and walked through the giant double doors of the Town Hall to find it absolutely overflowing with people from all different walks of life: witches, warlocks, werewolves, even vampires — in broad daylight.

      Whatever the Council was about to announce, it was going to be big. Why else would literally everyone in Moon Grove have gathered to hear about it?

      There were so many people milling about talking to each other that it was difficult to walk through the narrow aisles separating the rows of chairs that fanned from the dais.

      I forced my way to the front of the room and smiled when I saw Beau Duncan, my boyfriend and lead anchor for Moon Grove’s Channel 666, standing in front of a video camera waiting to broadcast, a microphone held in one hand.

      A young-looking vampire I didn’t recognize stood idly chatting with Beau, whose curly black hair dangled to one side of his face. He pushed his speckled brown glasses up his nose and fiddled with the expensive, fancy looking camera wrapped around his neck. Did vampires even need glasses, or were they just for looks?

      It struck me that I’d never seen Beau at work, but watching him network only made him cuter than he already was.

      Beau spotted me as I approached. He excused himself and set his microphone on the nearest chair to smile and throw his arms open to me. His warm brown eyes and perfect smile sparkled and instantly made me feel better.

      “There she is! I was starting to worry you were going to miss the big news, and Lilith knows that’s not like you,” Beau said, wrapping his arms tight around me as we met.

      “Sorry to interrupt, Mr…?” I asked as Beau released me, and offered my hand for a shake.

      “Desfleurs. Marcel Desfleurs,” the vampire said as he slipped his frigid right hand into mine. His blood-red pupils pierced right through me as he stared into my eyes. Between his gaze and his subzero body temperature, it was a struggle to fight back the shudder I felt building inside.

      “Nice to meet you. I’m—”

      “Zoe Clarke, yes, I’m well aware,” Marcel interrupted, an unsettling smile spreading across his face. “Everyone at Grave Times knows who you are. Your reputation precedes you, Ms. Clarke.”

      “So I take it that means you’re an employee?” I asked. Smiling wider, Marcel flashed me the press badge hanging around his neck, concealed by his camera. Sure enough, it read, “Marcel Desfleurs, Photographer, Grave Times.”

      “You catch every little detail, don’t you?” Marcel asked, one side of his mouth curled in a smile.

      “A vampire photographer? Now that’s funny. Is your staff photo just a blank circle?” I fired back and Beau choked.

      “I was just chatting with Marcel about his new paper,” Beau said, trying to smooth things over. “It’s so new.”

      “That’s right. It’s only about a week old,” Marcel said.

      “Which is like, what, a blink of an eye for a vampire?” I asked. Beau blushed and Marcel smirked.

      “Give or take,” he said.

      “Well, I think it’s good to have as much representation in the media as possible,” Beau said. “So I’m glad to see the vampires branching out.”

      “Agreed. Our main motivation with Grave Times is to present life in Moon Grove as we vampires see and experience it,” Marcel said.

      As noble as he made it seem, it sounded like a load of troll poo to me. I’d just opened my mouth to tell Marcel that when the thunderous sound of the Head Warlock’s gavel rang throughout the hall.

      “Please take your seats, everyone, we’d like to begin,” Heath Highmore’s disembodied voice said, magically amplified to fill the entire space. Right on cue, the twelve members of the Council appeared from thin air in their seats on the raised dais — except for Heath, who stood.

      Rustling filled the hall as everyone struggled to sit and arrange their things. I plopped down next to Beau, my pen and paper at the ready. There was no telling what the Council was about to announce, but I didn’t want to miss it.

      “Before we get started, for the sake of everyone’s comfort, the Council respectfully requests that any questions be saved until after the meeting is adjourned,” Heath said.

      A mumble of agreement carried through the hall.

      “Good. Now, as I’m sure you’re all aware, tonight is set to be a very special evening,” Heath said. Excited whispers flared up among the crowd, but I didn’t have any idea what they were so excited about.

      “A full moon is a challenging event for us each time it arrives in Moon Grove,” Heath said. “But tonight we’re preparing for a full moon unlike the others; tonight the Blood Moon rises.”

      A collective gasp tore through the attendees. The Blood Moon? Was that a bad thing? As far as I knew that was just a kind of eclipse. Sometimes being the new kid on the magical block wasn’t ideal.

      “Why’s that special?” I whispered in Beau’s ear, but he shushed me.

      “The Blood Moon presents particular challenges and affects us all. Unfortunately, beyond the werewolves, we haven’t yet determined exactly what those effects could be,” Heath said.

      That didn’t sound good, but it explained why the Council had refused to let Grandma Elle come to town. The full moon turned werewolves into their wolf forms, and I hadn’t yet seen exactly what that meant for everyone else in Moon Grove.

      “I have much more to say on this matter, but before I do, let me introduce you all to a special witch, Ms. Hilda Blackwood,” Heath said, gesturing to his left.

      A witch with wild silver hair held off her forehead by a lime green headband stumbled out in front of the dais. She wore glasses so thick they amplified her beady eyes to three times their size, and a royal purple shawl hung from her bony shoulders. Her forearms were covered in beads of various sizes and colors that she couldn’t stop herself from fingering.

      If I didn’t know any better I would’ve sworn she was on something.

      “Beyond being the owner of the new alchemical shop Hypnotic Tonics, Ms. Blackwood is a gifted Seer,” Heath said. “We’ve asked her to use her abilities to predict what we might see tonight. Ms. Blackwood?”

      Hilda nodded and closed her eyes as she toyed with her beads. For what seemed like forever, nothing happened — until Hilda’s eyes snapped open to reveal nothing but milky white. A chill tore through the room, extinguishing the candles that lined the Council’s dais, and I shuddered.

      “Death,” Hilda rattled, her voice faint. “This Blood Moon will bring death.”

      No one said a word.

      “How? To whom?” Heath whispered, but Hilda’s vision seemed to have passed. Her eyes fluttered and she might’ve fallen if someone in the front row hadn’t rushed to catch her.

      Heath and the rest of the Council members exchanged concerned looks. Clearly, this wasn’t what they’d expected when they asked Hilda to make a prediction. Normally, I wouldn’t have paid any attention to a fortune teller, but that was outside Moon Grove. Everything here
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