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  Chapter one
Wayward Slippers


I struggled to catch my breath. My sides ached and my lungs burned. 
“Which way did it go?” I asked.
Grace leaned against the wall, breathing heavy. “I think it took a left at the washing machine.”
“What fiber did you use again?”
“Does it make a difference?” she asked.
I gave her a dirty look.
Grace shrank. “I might have used angora.”
“Rabbit or goat?” I asked.
“Really?” she said.
“When it comes to magic?” I asked. “Apparently it does.”
Her shoulders fell. “Rabbit.”
“Fuck.”
“Would it be better if I used goat?” said Grace.
“Well,” I said, “goats can climb.”
“It really does make a difference,” Grace said.
“Looks like,” I said. “And now we have to chase around a pair of slippers infused with the spirit of a bunny rabbit because you didn’t ask.”
“I can’t help it,” she said, her voice tight. “I wake up and find stuff I made in my sleep. I can’t turn it off. It gets worse every day.”
I felt my shoulders droop. “I know.”
A trash can fell over on the other side of the complex. A cat screeched in response. I jerked my head up.
“Almost got it,” Rory yelled. After rescuing him from the Leech, Rory became our group puppy. He followed Grace and me everywhere.
I don’t think it came from any sort of misguided love. He knew he didn’t have a chance with either of us. But we saved his life and I suppose he felt he somehow owed us.
Grace sighed.
Another crash sounded across the complex.
“Come back here demon slippers,” Rory said. I briefly caught a glimpse of him, arms outstretched, chasing after something at ankle height.
“No more angora rabbit slippers,” Grace said. “I swear. I’ll throw it all out.”
“Don’t do that,” I said. “Just give it to me.”
Grace wagged a finger at me. “That’s sneaky.”
Shouts broke out and Rory screamed.
“We better get those slippers,” I said.
The chase took us another thirty minutes, but eventually, we caught the wayward footwear and contained it in a bag specially made to cancel out magic. Rory ended up headfirst in a dumpster. I had no idea how he ended up there, and he certainly didn’t want to expand on it. I chose to allow him to keep whatever dignity he had left.
I wish I could have said Grace’s magic didn’t get away from her often, but it was becoming more frequent.
It started slow, a few extra scarves overnight, some sweaters. Then, the projects began doing . . . things.
First, a hat that attracted birds wound up in the hands of a neighbor. After that, a scarf she gifted to a classmate tried to strangle someone. Sweaters shrank three sizes too small without notice. Or they blew up multiple sizes too large, either draping the owner or causing embarrassing clothing malfunctions.
We had to get a handle on Grace’s knitting.
That, however, was easier said than done.
Just a month before, Grace absorbed all the power of a creature thousands of years old in order to save my life. Before that, she had no magical ability, would never have it. She took on more than her body would ever be able to handle, and it would eventually kill her.
At least, that’s what I was told. I couldn’t see it. Not yet, but I knew the day would come. It was a feeling I had in my gut. I hoped it was wrong.
In the meantime, we had to clean up her knitting messes.
“What if we just took all the knitting out of my apartment?” she said, breathing heavily.
“I don’t know what that would do,” I said. “The magic obviously needs an outlet. It might start taking a bigger toll on you if it doesn’t have some sort of way to express itself.”
“Then it’s a hostage situation,” she said. “Do what the magic wants or else.”
“We just need to find a way to focus it,” I said.
“And how do you suppose we do that?” she said.
“No idea,” I said, “but we’ll find something.”
“What if some of us just took some of her power?” Rory asked.
I raised an eyebrow.
“She absorbed the Leech’s power,” he said. “Why can’t we just absorb it from her?”
“Remember what it did to the Leech?” I asked. “He dissolved.”
“Just some,” said Rory, “to take the edge off.”
“It’s not a hangover, Rory,” Grace said, thinning her lips. 
“No,” he said, “but if it weakens the magic, maybe it won’t run so rampant.”
“And make the rest of us more powerful,” I said. “What if we start having trouble?”
“It would be split over nine people instead of one,” he said. “If anything, we only get into a little bit of trouble instead of chasing possessed knitwear through empty parking lots and getting funny looks from the neighbors.”
“It’s worth a try,” I said.
“Are you sure everyone’s ready for that?” said Grace.
“We’ll train,” I said, “study harder.”
Grace raised an eyebrow and crossed her arms. She had a point too. Most of us, with the exception of gorgeous park ranger extraordinaire Rank and his evil girlfriend Mandy, were very new to magic. Some of us still hadn’t even figured out how to use it. Rory was learning and Grace obviously didn’t have a problem using it, just controlling it.
But the others, well, they tried. Okay, a couple of them did. Most of them used our meetings to chat and socialize. No matter what I tried they either wouldn’t or couldn’t learn.
It wasn’t like I didn’t have a lot going on as well. I’d only just came into my own powers, and I had a lot to learn. How could I teach them if I didn’t know it myself? The abilities were always there, apparently, but I couldn’t reach them on my own. Not until a real nasty piece of work named Wisteria Evans tried to use me as bait for the Leech. She wanted me to take on the creature’s powers so she could kill it and end its cycle of death.
Due to an unfortunate series of events and a serious miscommunication between me and Mrs. Evans, Grace ended up with his powers instead of me.
“Quit worrying about me,” said Grace.
“Huh?” I asked.
“You’ve got that look again,” she said, “like you’re the only one in the world who can figure everything out. Just stop.”
“It’s my fault,” I said. “I have to fix this.”
“We will,” she said. “We’ll find a way. Until then, worrying gets us nowhere.”
“If I don’t worry, how will I discover this brilliant solution to save you?” I asked.
She grinned. “You win for now. We’re late for the coven meeting.”
I looked at my phone. “Shit.”
Not that I really looked forward to them anymore. All we’d managed so far was a couple of knitting lessons and drinking. It was nice to talk to everyone but felt a little futile.
“We just need to get used to each other,” said Grace as if reading my mind. For all I knew, she probably could.
“And in the meantime, we chase around overactive socks and slippers and hope your face doesn’t melt off,” I said.
“I feel fine,” she said. “Good, in fact. Maybe even great.”
“For how long?”
“The Widow Evans kept her husband alive for thirty years,” said Grace.
“Yeah, but remember what he looked like when he died?”
“Don’t remind me.”
“Great,” said Rory, straightening a different sweater than the one he was wearing before. “I always come back to the wrong point of the conversation. I’m gonna have nightmares for a week.”
“Did you go home to change?” I asked.
He pointed a thumb back at Grace’s apartment. “I keep a spare set here.”
I gave Grace a look.
“Her place is closer to the school than mine,” he said.
I had a feeling he wasn’t being completely honest, but I also knew it wasn’t anything sexual. Grace was gay. Rory didn’t have a hope in hell. Not that Grace’s love life was any of my business.
“We need to get going,” said Grace.
I nodded. The coven met out at Preston Rankin’s place in Lowell. Everyone called him Rank. He was a park ranger at Devil’s Den state park. He helped me save everyone from the Leech and I considered him a good friend. He was also dating an absolute harpy.
I backed my car out from Grace’s apartment just as another car tore around the corner, nearly clipping my bumper. The driver laid on the horn.
“Learn to drive, grandma,” the driver shrieked out the window.
I looked at Grace and raised an eyebrow. “Stress from finals?”
She shook her head, eyes wide. “No idea.”
“She’s gonna get someone killed,” said Rory.
“Or herself,” I said.
As if to prove her point, a loud bang went off, like metal on metal, accompanied by a crunch and quickly followed by the bell tones of broken glass. I pulled back into my parking spot, threw open my door, and ran after the other car.






  
  Chapter two
The Crash


Steam boiled up from the hood, which had folded up against a dumpster between two apartment buildings. I went to the driver side and yanked open the door. 
A girl about my age laid against the airbag. Blood matted her blonde hair to the white fabric of the bag and across her face. A bright pink knitted beanie kept most of it back. Her fingers twitched under matching mittens.
I touched her neck and found a faint pulse.
“She’s alive,” I said more to myself than anyone else. Some of the tension left my body.
I turned and found Grace and Rory behind me. “Call an ambulance.” Rory nodded and pulled out his cellphone.
As I turned back around, the girl smacked me full in the face.
“Bitch,” she said as she shoved past me.
When my vision cleared, I saw the girl, standing now, blood streaming down her face through her pale hair and staining her clothes. She stood with her fists clenched and a hard grin on her face.
“We’re only trying to help,” I said.
“I don’t need your help,” she said and swung again.
I dodged her first punch. The second caught me in the arm. The third connected with my jaw, knocking me back. They were crude, but they still hurt. Finally, she kicked me hard in the ribs and ran. I coughed as I struggled to get up.
“What the fuck was that about?” said Grace as she gave me a hand up.
I took it and coughed again. “No idea.”
“You’re gonna have a bruise,” she said.
“Awesome,” I said. “She can’t have gotten far.”
“You wanna go after her?” said Grace.
“She’s hurt,” I said, “maybe high on something. She needs help. Rory called for an ambulance, right?”
“Yeah,” said Grace, “but maybe you need it.”
I waved her off. “I’m fine.”
“Nothing broken?” she said.
“Don’t think so,” I said. “She just caught me off guard is all. I’ll be fine. Someone needs to follow her.”
Sirens echoed in the distance.
“I’ll stay with the car,” said Grace, “explain to the paramedics what happened. I still think you should let them deal with her.”
“I want to find her,” I said. “Something about this doesn’t feel right.”
“Spidey sense tingling?” she said.
“Something like that,” I said. “It might be magic, might be nothing.”
Grace grabbed my arm and looked me in the eye. “If it is magic, it’s dangerous.”
“Ya think?” I asked. “Don’t worry. I won’t do anything stupid. We beat a thousand-year-old magic sucking demon. This can’t be that bad.”
“Right,” said Grace, crossing her arms. “Get going.” She lifted her chin in the direction the girl had ran.
I smiled and ran after the blonde. It wasn’t too hard to find her. She left a trail of blood. It grew bigger the longer I followed it and my stomach sank. What if I found her too late?
As I rounded the corner, I heard giggling followed by whimpers of pain.
The girl sat in a puddle of mud which she had smeared across her face and clothes. Her hair was slick with it. Blood trickled down from the right side of her head and tears streamed down her face, leaving pale streaks in the mud. The beanie was long gone, but she still wore the mittens.
She giggled again. It built into a mad laugh which quickly rolled into a cry of pain.
She looked at me. “I think I broke something.”
“We called 911,” I said. “They’ll look you over.”
“No,” she said, trying to stand. “I’m not going anywhere.”
When her legs wouldn’t lift her, she put her hands on either side and pushed. She cried out and fell back into the mud, laughing and crying.
“Here, let me help you,” I said, reaching out to her.
The girl yanked her hands away from me and clutched them to her chest. “Don’t touch me.”
“Where did you get those mittens?” I asked. “Did you find them?”
She shook her head. “Lady gave them to me.”
“What lady?” I asked.
She shrugged and giggled. “Just some little fat lady on the bus.”
“You take the bus?” I asked. “Where did you get the car?”
The girl grinned through blood and mud and leaned in. “I stole it,” she whispered then began to sob. “I’m gonna be in so much trouble.”
I sat back and tried to focus on the mittens. Even soaked in muck, I should be able to see what magic, if any, flowed through them.
Sure enough, when I connected to my own magic, I saw spider webs of sickly yellow strands of power winding through the yarn. The yellow wound up her arms and into her heart. I wanted to yank them off her hands, but I didn’t know what that would do to her.
Footsteps sounded behind me, and I held up a hand.
“She won’t let me near her,” I said.
“What happened?” a man asked. 
I turned and found an EMT next to me, a gentle smile on his face, but his deep blue eyes focused entirely on the injured woman in front of us. His hair was graying, and his hands were worn and callused. He might have been in his late forties.
“I think she’s on drugs,” I said. I didn’t want to try and explain Weaver magic. They’d take us both to the psych ward.
He nodded. “Hi,” he said, still looking at his patient. “My name’s Bill. What’s yours?”
She blinked slowly. “Emily.”
“Emily,” he said. “That’s a nice name. Emily, you’ve been in a bad accident and you’re bleeding. I need to look at that cut on your head and check you for other injuries.”
“No,” she said.
“You could be really hurt,” Bill said. “You probably have folks worried about you. You don’t want anyone to worry, do you?”
She shook her head.
“Let me take a look at you, then,” said Bill.
“See if you can get her to hand over the gloves,” I said.
He glanced sideways at me and raised an eyebrow.
“She hit the steering wheel pretty hard. Her hands might be hurt.”
He nodded. “It is pretty warm for mittens. I think you’re right about the controlled substances.”
He turned back to Emily. “Your gloves are dirty. Why don’t you hand them to me, and I’ll make sure they get taken care of?”
“Can’t,” she said.
“Why can’t you give them to me?” he said.
“They won’t let me,” said Emily. She picked at the mittens and pulled but to little effect.
I inched forward. “I can take them off.”
In truth, I didn’t know if I could or not, but maybe the magic was what made her think she couldn’t. I hoped they weren’t linked to her permanently, otherwise this could get messy.
She looked up at me and bit her lip.
“You promise?”
I nodded. 
She held out her hands. “Get them off me.”
I grabbed the cuffs and started to pull. Emily cried out and clawed her fingers in protest.
“No, no, no, no, no, no,” she said. “It burns.”
“I’ve almost got them,” I said.
“You’re hurting her,” said Bill.
“Not as much as these are,” I said. I gave a final yank.
Emily let out a yelp and then clutched her hands to her chest, sobbing. The yellow magic started coiling up my arms and I tossed them away.
When I looked back, all I could do was gape. Emily’s hands were a mess. The skin was bruised and bloody. She stared at them eyes full of horror.
“Oh my god,” she said. “Oh my god, my hands. I’ll never play my violin again. My hands, my hands, oh my god.”
Bill tensed, but his face didn’t falter. “Ma’am, you need medical attention. Let me help you.”
Emily didn’t hear him. She just looked at her hands and cried.
“I can’t do anything with her like this,” Bill said. “She’s hysterical. I’m going to get some help.”
I nodded and watched him leave. As soon as he rounded the corner, I reached in my knitting bag. After my own series of magical accidents, the month before, I knitted a few items for protection, healing, and focus. I always kept them in my projects in case of an emergency. This counted.
I grabbed a small swatch of yarn just big enough to tuck into a pocket that I made for keeping calm in strange situations. It was almost a subconscious thing. I started it while watching TV and before I knew it, I had a piece of fabric.
Carefully, I leaned forward and tucked it into Emily’s coat where no one could see it.
Almost instantly, Emily relaxed. She sank down in the mud, knees curled under her, and she lowered her hands. The tears stopped. She sniffed a couple of times before focusing on me.
“What happened?”
“You’ve been in an accident,” I said. “You banged yourself up pretty good. The paramedics are on their way.”
Just then, Bill, another EMT, and a pair of cops rounded the corner. Bill stopped and scratched his head.
“I’m telling you, she was in hysterics,” he said. “I didn’t want to move her because I was afraid she’d injure herself more.”
His partner patted him on the back. “You made a good call.” He passed Bill and walked over to me.
“You’re the one talking to her?” he said.
I nodded. “She doesn’t remember what happened.”
“She’s in shock,” he said. “It happens. We’ll take it from here. The officers will probably want a statement from you.”
“Of course,” I said and stood.
Bill nodded to me as I passed him. I spotted Emily’s ruined mittens and scooped them up in a plastic bag. Her beanie lay a few feet away. I snatched that up as well before the cops rounded the corner. 
“Well, shit,” I said to myself. So much for getting out of there and getting to the coven meeting on time.






  
  Chapter three
 Tension



I spent what felt like hours describing what happened to the officers who showed up. Just when I thought I’d be there all day, they let me go.
I finally got back to my apartment and checked my phone. Two missed calls and sixteen text messages.
Both phone calls were from Rank, the host of our coven meeting. The texts came from various members asking if it was still on, did I forget, what happened, and so on.
I sighed. First things first, I called Rank.
“Are you okay?” he said before I even said hello.
I couldn’t help but smile. “Fine, just tired. We had a long, crazy afternoon at Grace’s.”
“Her magic causing more problems?” he said.
“Not exactly,” I said before I explained the events of the day as best I could, emphasizing the beanie and mittens.
“How did she get them?” Rank asked.
“She said some woman gave them to her for helping her out,” I said.
“Some random Weaver then?” he said.
“Or someone who had no idea what they were,” I said.
“Hmm,” he said. “I’m not so sure about that. You have them, right?”
“Yep,” I said. “I don’t think the cops saw me. It was the same tag team that investigated my accident on campus.”
“Awesome,” said Rank. “They were such a nice pair.” I could see his half smile in my mind’s eye.
I laughed. “What do you want to do?”
“I think we should reconvene the coven,” he said.
“It’s late.”
“This is important,” he said. “If there’s a new magic user in town handing out dangerous spells, we need to be on the lookout.”
“Yeah,” I said. “I’ll get Grace and Rory.”
I was exhausted. Chasing Grace’s wayward bunny slippers followed by Emily’s accident drained me. But Rank had a point. If there was a new player in town, we needed to figure out what, if anything, to do about them.
And hope to hell they were one of the good guys.


      [image: image-placeholder]It took roughly two hours to get everyone back to Rank’s. Most everyone accepted it with minimal grumbling. 
Mandy, however, had to make an absolute scene.
“Okay, first you don’t show up, now you drag us back here at a moment’s notice. We’re not at your beck and call Nevada,” Mandy said, pointing a finger at me. “Some of us have lives.”
“Like you ever left,” I said. “That poor girl has a life too. Someone gave her malignant magic and hurt her terribly for the trouble.”
“And how do we know it’s not one of your Leech friend’s wayward projects?” she said.
“Watch your mouth,” said Grace.
“You take that back,” said Rory.
Rank put a hand on his girlfriend’s arm. “That was uncalled for. Besides, I called everyone back, not her.”
“Only after she told you some shit story about some sad little sorority girl who busted up her mom’s Buick.”
I walked over to the coffee table and dumped out the contents of a plastic bag. The mud-crusted pink beanie and mittens tumbled out.
Bianca, a super thin model type with chestnut hair who was studying economics, leaned forward to look at them. Mandy grabbed her by the arm and yanked her back.
“Don’t touch those,” she said through clenched teeth.
I raised an eyebrow. “Do you know anything about this?”
Mandy scowled at me. “Of course not, but anyone with two brain cells and an eye for magic can see the chaos magic rolling off that thing.”
“Is that what it is?” I said, watching the sickly yellow strands of magic slithering through the yarn.
“Chaos magic,” said Sean, a ginger-haired exchange student from England with what had to be an illegal amount of freckles, “like Eris goddess of chaos?”
“Yes,” said Mandy. “Let’s hope that’s not what we’re dealing with.” She looked at me. “You said you found that on a girl?”
“Her name’s Emily,” I said. “She crashed into a dumpster at Grace’s apartment complex.”
Mandy gave Grace a wary glance. “I’m sure that was totally an accident.”
I started to say something, but Rank raised a hand.
“Babe,” he said, “that doesn’t help.”
“No,” said Mandy, “this magic is drawn to power, especially loose power. You know those stories of poltergeists?”
“Yeah,” I said, still angry, “don’t wackos say it’s a telekinetic child?”
“Well, they’re not really wackos,” said Mandy, “because they’re not entirely wrong. It’s not telekinesis. It’s magic. Chaos magic drawn to a kid coming into their own.”
“A poltergeist did this?” I asked.
Mandy gave me a wicked smile. “Fucked up, right? I mean, it might not be. Grammy’s got a book on this stuff. You should go ask her for it.”
“Wait, then this wasn’t Grace?” asked Michael, another exchange student from England. He was built like an athlete and his hair was brown, curly, and frizzy. As near as I could tell, he and Sean were best mates.
Mandy looked at the knitting. “No, it doesn’t look like hers. The cast on is too even and the stitches are perfectly spaced. Grace’s left ends are always a little lop-sided.”
Anger flashed across Grace’s face, but I put out a hand.
“You can tell who knitted something from looking at it?”
“Think about who my grandmother is,” she said. “You should try it sometime. Comparing knitting. It really shows you where your flaws are.”
I ignored the jab about my craft. “So, if you saw something else made by this person, you could identify it?”
“Pretty closely,” said Mandy. “She’s got a steady hand.”
“We’re assuming it’s a woman,” I said.
“That Emily girl told you she got it from a woman at the bus stop, right?” said Kinsey. She was in chemistry class with Grace and had deep auburn hair.
“Unless someone else gave them to her and she just passed them on to the next person,” I said.
“I think you would have found the woman headfirst in the dash rather than the girl,” said Mandy. She picked up the hat and mittens.
“Should you touch those?” Rank asked. “If these things have that much power. . .”
Mandy waved him off. “I have a whole room of people to stop me if I do something stupid. If we don’t handle and examine it, we won’t have any idea what we’re dealing with or how to stop it.”
“Then we agree we have to stop this,” I said.
“Speak for yourself,” said Bianca. “I’m not even sure I want to know how to use magic. This is all crazy.”
“Okay,” I said, “and the next time someone like the Leech comes around and tries to steal your magic?”
Bianca pointed at Grace. “The Leech is right there. How long before she becomes something else and starts attacking us?”
“Now wait just a minute,” I said. “Grace saved my life.”
“Or she took the power for herself,” said Bianca. “How do we even know that’s still her in there?”
“That’s ridiculous,” said Rory. “Don’t be so stupid.”
“You watch yourself, mate,” said Sean, coming to Bianca’s aid. “She’s got a fair point.”
“A fair point,” said Kinsey. “We’d be dead if it weren’t for Nevada and Grace.”
“He wasn’t going to touch us,” said Sean.
“Oh, and I suppose you think he’d just let us all go at the end?” Kinsey asked. 
“Who’d believe any story we told?” said Bianca. “I’m half convinced I don’t believe it.”
The room descended into bickering. Sean and Michael were both ganging up on Rory. Kinsey and Bianca tried to shout each other down. Grace and Mandy glared daggers at each other.
Marcine, Rank’s black lab began to whine. Rank thinned his lips and grabbed her leash. I couldn’t blame them. I wanted to follow them, but I made this bed, I would damn sure lie in it.
I reached in my knitting bag and pulled out two complementary balls of yarn. I twisted the ends together and threw them into the air.
As they fell, the fibers began to unravel and split. When the two strands of yarn let go, a bright green light exploded in the air. Marcine let out a yelp and the room went quiet.
“What the hell?” asked Mandy.
“It got your attention, didn’t it?” I asked.
“Why would you make something like that?” asked Rank.
I shrugged. “I tried knitting with those two yarns and the swatch kept falling apart. Every time they gave a burst of magic. I figured, left to their own devices, they would do it whenever exposed to each other. It makes a great flare.”
“Yes, it does,” said Rank.
“You’ve been busy,” said Mandy.
“I just discovered I can do magic with knitting,” I said, “what else would I do?”
Mandy smiled. “Impressive.” She glanced at the hat and mittens. “Got anything in there to contain this? I think Rank is right. They’re too powerful.”
“I think so,” I said. “I may have used the last one on some bunny slippers.”
Mandy raised a perfectly plucked eyebrow.
“Let’s not talk about the slippers, please,” said Rory.
Mandy’s lips curved upward in a cat-like grin. Before she could torment my friend, I pulled a spare dampening scarf out of my bag.
“Got it,” I said, waving it in the air.
Mandy stood and crossed the room. She snatched it from my hand and looked at it.
“It’s crude,” she said, “but it could work.”
She laid it over the hat and mittens and the tension in the room seemed to drain out.
“Not bad,” she said.
I bit back a hateful retort.
“Now what?” I asked instead.
“We need to study chaos magic,” said Mandy. “You need to go get that book from my grandmother.”
“Me?” I said, thinking about my last encounter with Wisteria “Widow” Evans.
She was the one helping the creature known as the Leech kidnap students from campus so he could harvest their power. In reality, she was just making a lure for me. She wanted me to take the Leech’s power from his current vessel. Her husband.
I could still feel the slimy, cold tendrils of the Leech’s magic on my skin. I shuddered at the thought.
“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” I said.
“It has to be you,” said Mandy, crossing her arms. 
She really wasn’t happy about this.
“Why?” I said, a small sense of glee spreading through me.
“The book hates me,” said Mandy.
I raised an eyebrow and smiled. “It hates you?”
“Just get the book,” she said. “You’ll see.”






  
  Chapter four
 The Grimoire


My stomach churned as I drove back to my apartment. I dropped Rory and Grace off at Grace’s before going to my place. The two seemed closer than ever. The events from the month before had Rory spooked. He clung to the only person he thought could keep him safe.
Too bad Grace’s magic was the same that nearly killed him.
Even so, I couldn’t blame him. Though our group struggled with magic, we clung to each other. We’d all been through hell with the Leech. There wasn’t a therapist in the world we could talk to.
Unless they were a Weaver.
And now I was supposed to go back to the lion’s den and ask Wisteria for a book. She was to blame for a lot of what happened. She helped her husband kidnap everyone. Granted, he held the energy of an ancient being hungry for magic, but that same being killed one of her daughters and I wasn’t sure there was anything left of her husband.
The Leech was gone now, as was Wisteria Evans’ husband, but the old woman still gave me the creeps.
I’d deal with her in the morning. It was late and I was tired, and I still had final exams to prepare for. I had to be careful not to let all this new magic interfere with my school because magic or no, I wanted my degree, and a career. If that was possible. I
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