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      Spring came to Brookhaven in subtle ways. Newly grown shoots of grass and flowers began to unfurl against the chilly temperatures and gusting winds. My magic wanted to be outside helping the flora along, but my body was far happier curled up beneath a blanket in the living room of Tania’s B&B with a hot mug of coffee. At present, I sat in the kitchen, mentally fortifying myself for the trip to work. I watched bare branches with the tiniest hints of new leaves at their tips, flailing helplessly in the gales of wind that whistled through the backyard. If I didn’t know any better, I’d expect a tornado to come rampaging through the small town and lift the house off its foundation with the howling gusts.

      “You look miserable,” commented Sam, the B&B’s resident ghost, when I turned back to my coffee.

      I took a moment to study his appearance. Most days, Sam looked like he was about to walk a runway, decked out in flashy eye make-up and sequined outfits. Today, he sported a more muted deep purple velvet jacket and sleek black pants. In the back of my mind, I wondered if the strange dichotomy of springtime in New England had dampened his mood, too.

      “Not miserable,” I corrected, gesturing to the outdoors with a flourish. “Just not happy to be venturing out in this.”

      “You do have the car,” he pointed out.

      Tania, the proprietor of the B&B and my mentor on all things magical, had lent me use of her VW Bug since I’d moved in seven months ago. Even still, I wasn’t confident in my ability to keep the car on the road. “With my luck, I’d wind up getting blown away.”

      “Just admit you need a day off,” he chided. “I’m sure Sage would give you a sick day.”

      Sage owned the town’s marijuana dispensary, High Time, and had been gracious enough to hire me after I helped root out a thief in its ranks. I felt bad bailing on her and the business, even if a day off sounded lovely. “… I’ve got the weekend off,” I finally said and downed the rest of my coffee for fortification.

      Sam offered a silent shrug as I stepped around him to rinse out the mug and set it on the drain board. I looked around the kitchen—it was unusually quiet—and turned back to Sam. Before I’d arrived, Tania’s business was struggling to stay afloat. Things had picked up a little since I’d moved to Brookhaven and became a resident at her B&B, not that I counted myself as the reason. Though we’d still gone a decent stretch through the winter without many visitors. “I thought Tania said we’d have some new guests coming in this week.”

      “She’s out shopping. Apparently, one of the guests has some kind of food allergy or something. She was even panicking for hours before you got up … worried that they wouldn’t have anything to eat.”

      I didn’t bother asking how long she’d been up before me, considering I’d climbed out of bed at six thirty. “Well, tell her I’ll be back late. I’ve got dinner with Maggie tonight.”

      Sam gave a graceful spin and made a kissy face at me. “Sod off,” I said with a laugh before donning a coat and gripping the car keys in my hand.

      “Let me live vicariously through you,” he said with a pout.

      Maggie, the town’s healer, and I had officially been a couple for the last few months. Technically our first date was attending the biggest wedding in town last November. At least until the groom had turned up dead. Murder tended to put a damper on romance. But we’d vowed to go on a proper, murder-free date in the New Year. Three months since then and things were going better than I could have hoped.

      I wanted to tell Sam to find someone else’s life to enjoy, but I didn’t have the heart. He was just being cheeky. I couldn’t imagine being a ghost, existing just on the outside of so many things. Then again, I’d never met any other ghosts and Sam was rather private about both his time among the living and his afterlife. We traded jabs now and again. Yet, I still didn’t feel comfortable asking about the subject of his death or what unfinished business might be keeping him tethered here.

      The thought of seeing Maggie this evening buoyed my spirits enough that I even avoided cursing the weather gods as the wind blew me sideways into the hood of Tania’s Bug. I caught my balance enough to climb in, the wind slamming the door on me. Making the brief trip down Main Street to High Time much less treacherous than I’d envisioned in my head. And by the time I got inside, the gusts had died down.

      I passed through the kitchen and into the employee locker rom. I stowed my coat and situated my ID, ready to head into the growth chamber to tend to the plants when Sage appeared. Her aqua-colored hair shone brighter in the overhead lighting. She must have just redone it. It appeared to match the vibrancy of her expression when she spotted me.

      “Morning, Darcy,” she greeted. “I was hoping to catch you before your shift started.”

      A lump formed in my throat. Impromptu conversations were not my favorite thing. I was still one of the newest employees on the roster and the only one that I knew of on a work visa. “Uh, sure … morning. Is everything okay?”

      “Everything’s fine. I just wanted to let you know that I’m getting a shipment in of some new strains I wanted to try. I think they’re going to be really good for business.”

      Relief washed over me, sending waves of warmth cascading through my body. “Oh, okay. I’ll get some bays ready for transplanting then.”

      “Great. Thanks. I’ll let you know when they arrive.”

      Stepping into the temperature-controlled growth chamber, I let out a sigh. I wasn’t one to partake in the products we sold here, but I did find being around the plants soothing. Exposing myself to them nearly every day had given me the chance to hone my powers. When I’d first arrived in town, I could barely control my powers and wasn’t even sure I wanted them. Now, I couldn’t imagine my life without having that constant, if subtle connection to every living thing that grew around me.

      So much of my hesitation to embrace my magic stemmed from my family. When I’d told my parents about how I thought I could hear plants in my head, trying to garner my attention to nurture them, they’d scoffed at me. My mum had insisted I was just trying to get attention. She and my dad made it perfectly clear they didn’t believe me.

      Since moving to Brookhaven, I’d learned that magic was hereditary. It had to come from one side of my family line, even if they didn’t want to acknowledge it. In some ways this only left me with more questions that I doubted would ever be answered. I couldn’t talk to either of them about where these powers came from. Dad’s parents were both long dead and both of my parents were only children with no siblings. So, it wasn’t like I had aunts or cousins to ask. But my Nan was still around and thankfully she hadn’t called me crazy when she’d heard what I’d been dealing with.

      As I sat surrounded by marijuana seedlings in various stages of growth, I couldn’t help picturing my Nan in her showy pink cardigan and oversized earrings. I hadn’t talked to her much since moving to the States and I missed her. If Tania were around, she’d probably tell me she could feel the longing that had crept into my chest, making it that little bit harder to breathe. But I didn’t need an empath to know I’d been cutting myself off from the one person who might actually accept me and my magic for no good reason. I resolved to reach out on my lunch break. Today was as good a time as any to get in touch.

      By the time my phone read 12:20, the new plants Sage had warned about arrived. I situated them in separate bays offset from the existing crop of plants and purposely set them up with their own dedicated growth lights.

      “Right you lot, let’s see what makes you so special,” I whispered.

      I dug my fingers into the soil, making sure I made contact with the plants’ stems. I could feel tiny pulses of energy moving through them as they took notice of my power. I closed my eyes, waiting for them to reveal what they might one day become. That was how my magic had first presented itself to me. Every flower I passed whispered in my head what it could one day be. I’d been afraid of that potential for so long. Not now though. In fact, I was convinced if Tania hadn’t filled the B&B with plants for me to nurture in the winter months, I’d have gone mad from the silence.

      The tiny seedlings in my hands trembled. I could see them in my mind’s eye fully grown. More importantly I could feel what they could do—the pain they could relieve, the anxiety they could curb. The dispensary sold several products aimed at alleviating those conditions, but I could feel the potency in these seedlings. Sage was right; they were going to be great for business.

      I pulled my fingertips free and smoothed the soil back into place. Maybe it was the prolonged exposure, or it was just in my head, but as I headed for the locker room to get my coat, a sense of calm washed over me. Any nerves I’d had about reaching out to Nan, for the moment, evaporated. A girl could get used to that.

      I walked to Ginny’s—the town’s only decent diner—and snagged a spot at the counter on the far end. As was to be expected of the owner, Ginny Hayes sat on the center stool along the same counter, holding court. As the town’s resident gossip, she had a way of getting people to spill their secrets to her. Like me, she was a witch. She pivoted on her stool to face me, offering a genuine smile and wave. Things had started off rocky between us. Though these days, I was confident she no longer saw me as a nuisance or a disruption to her hometown’s equilibrium. I’d even managed to stay on her brother’s good side, which was perhaps much more important. I’d had far too many run-ins for my liking with Rick Hayes, Brookhaven’s Chief of Police. For some inexplicable reason I seemed to find trouble in the form of dead bodies in this town. At least the last few months had been peaceful.

      I ordered and pulled out my phone while I waited, ready to bite the bullet and place the international call to England. I stared at the screen in surprise when I saw an incoming international call from Nan’s number. In that moment, I regretted making the decision to attempt reconnection in such a public space. But I hit the green Accept button anyway and held the phone to my ear.

      “Hello?”

      “Oh, sweet girl, I thought I’d never hear your voice again,” Nan said on the other end of the call.

      I let out a nervous laugh. “I wasn’t sure I’d ever hear your voice either ...” After a beat, I said, “Nan, this is going to sound a bit mental, but I was literally about to call you.”

      It was Nan’s turn to laugh. “I know you were.”

      “What?”

      “You didn’t think you were the only one with special gifts, did you? I owe you an apology, Darcy. When you came to me and shared your new abilities, I should have been there to nurture and help guide you. But your mum had always refused to believe in magic, and I let that get in the way.”

      “So, what, you can see the future?”

      “Not entirely, but I do get a sense of things to come.”

      Part of me was relieved to know I could actually talk to someone in my family about my powers. Tania was wonderful and a good friend, but there was just something special about sharing it with someone whose blood flowed in your veins. Except another part of me couldn’t hide the hurt she’d shut me out. “Finding my way was hard.”

      “I am truly sorry for that, love. I want to make it up to you.”

      “How? You aren’t planning a transatlantic flight, are you?”

      When she laughed this time, it was more subdued. “No, love. Not right now, anyway. But I thought you ought to know that we aren’t the only ones with gifts in our family. My sister, Pauline, left England when we were barely adults and moved to the States.”

      A loud buzzing echoed in my ears as my brain fought to make sense of her words. There was the possibility of having family on the same continent as me? Had Nan known I’d settle in Brookhaven because it was closer to family that might accept me?

      “Where is she now? Can I talk to her?”

      “We exchanged letters for a while. I know that she settled down in New York and got married. Sadly, we lost touch over the years. I only recently discovered that she has a daughter and a granddaughter of her own.”

      “Did she reach back out to you?”

      “No, I went on one of those ancestry sites and it showed me information about Pauline’s family. I can send it to you if you’d like.”

      “I would really like that.” The waiter came by, setting down a cup of coffee and a sandwich with fries in front of me. I slid him a twenty dollar bill as I munched on a fry. “Why’d Pauline leave, Nan?”

      “Let’s just say, your parents weren’t the only ones hesitant about embracing magic. Truth be told, I was always jealous of Pauline. She was the free spirit, went where the world pulled her. I stayed put, because I knew that’s what my parents needed. Something tells me you take after her more than my side of the family.”

      “I’m sorry you felt like you couldn’t embrace that part of you. I know how painful it is to stifle such an important piece of yourself.”

      “You’ve found somewhere to flourish, though, haven’t you, my girl?”

      I stopped short of telling her that she already knew the answer. Even if her powers had allowed her to see how I was doing, I suspected she would appreciate the report from her granddaughter even more. “I have. I’ve got a job that I like and friends who accept me. And I’m actually seeing someone.”

      “Oh, that’s wonderful.”

      “I am really glad you called, Nan,” I said as my phone alarm buzzed. I only had fifteen minutes left on my lunch break. “I hate to cut this short, but I’ve got to get back to work soon.”

      “Don’t let me keep you dear.”

      “I promise I won’t be a stranger.”

      “That makes me very happy, love.” The line went quiet and then Nan added, “I’ve sent you the information I found on Pauline’s family to your email. Whatever you choose to do with it, I know will be the right decision for you.”
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      By the end of my shift, I was crawling out of my skin to see Maggie and share the information Nan had forwarded to me. Waiting until I finished work to check my email had nearly driven me mad. By the time I clocked out and settled in behind the wheel of the VW Bug, I’d concocted multiple potential scenarios for my stateside relatives. In some, they were a wild bunch of magic-using hippies. While in others, they’d retained their posh British attitudes, but not their accents having assimilated to the local cadence. Any one of them panning out would make me unbelievably happy.

      I pulled into one of the few spots in front of Brookhaven’s only Italian restaurant, Piazza di Pizza and checked my reflection in the rearview mirror. My hair had frizzed a bit in the humidity of the growth chamber. I did my best to smooth it down, not that Maggie would mind. Part of me wished I had time to go back to the B&B and change out of my work uniform though.

      I walked into the restaurant and took a look around. The place boasted only a dozen four-seater tables and I found Maggie waiting at one situated near the back. The electric candle at the center of the table flickered rhythmically and I was grateful that she’d picked a table not directly beneath the overhead speaker. At least we wouldn’t have to yell at each other to be heard.

      “I’m not late, am I?” I said, checking the time on my phone.

      Maggie stood and offered me a hug and quick kiss on the lips. “No, you’re right on time. I finished up early at the clinic today.” She still sported her scrubs, which made me feel less self-conscious of my own attire.

      She gestured for me to sit down. She was one of the people I felt the most comfortable being around, and yet I still found myself battling nerves. I hadn’t had extensive past relationships, so part of me was afraid I’d manage to ruin this. Mercifully, one of the servers came by to take our drink order, returning moments later with two glasses of red wine.

      “What should we toast to?” Maggie asked as she held her glass aloft.

      “Unexpected connections,” I answered. She cocked her head to the side, considering my words.

      “To unexpected connections,” she agreed and clinked her glass against mine. “Why do I get the feeling there’s a story behind those words?”

      I took a long sip of wine to fortify myself. “You were unexpected. I honestly never imagined I’d find someone on the other side of the world who understood me. Who wanted to know all of me. But here you are. Sometimes, I still can’t believe it’s real.”

      “Well, I am more than happy to be the one who could help you open up your heart. Because I happen to think you are pretty special, Darcy.”

      Heat crept up the nape of my neck at her flattery. “And I also got some news from back in London today.”

      Maggie set her wine glass down and propped her chin in her right hand. “Tell me.”

      “It’s no secret most of my family thought I was mental when I told them about my magic. It turns out that my Nan has magic, too. She can sort of sense the future.” Maybe when I had more time and a chance to do a longer video chat, I’d delve deeper into what she could actually do.

      “How’d you find that out?”

      “I was planning to call her, but she called me first. She was scared to tell me that she understood what I was going through because she didn’t want to lose my mum. But it turns out she has a sister who moved to the States decades back.” I could feel my excitement beginning to build.

      “So, you could have family here,” Maggie replied as the server returned, hovering just out of range. He eyed our unopened menus.

      “We need a few more minutes,” I told the server and made a show of opening my menu to browse the selection of pastas, sandwiches, and specialty pizzas.

      “We should probably figure out what we’re ordering,” Maggie said, studying her own menu.

      The restaurant’s business picked up as we decided what to eat. A couple of families settled at the tables closer to the windows. I even spotted my co-worker Thomas dart in for a takeout order. He gave me a quick wave before heading out again. Nothing on the menu drew my attention. When I looked up, Maggie gave me a smile and let out a snort which she attempted to cover with her menu.

      “What?” I laid mine down.

      “You’ve just got this look like you want to be anywhere but here right now.”

      “No, I don’t,” I protested before hanging my head. “Okay, so maybe I’m a bit distracted.” I brushed a few strands of dark curls from my face. “My Nan said that her sister has family here in the States. She sent me everything she got off one of those ancestry websites and I’ve been waiting all afternoon to open it.”

      “You have a lot more self-control than I do.”

      “It’s going to sound silly, but I wanted to look at it with you. I can’t explain why, but I felt like I needed to share this with you.”

      “I’m honored.” Maggie set aside her menu. “How about we just order a bunch of desserts, go back to my place, and see what she sent you?”

      “Yes, please.” I waved over the server and downed the rest of my wine. “Can we just see a dessert menu?”

      The server looked annoyed at the request, but collected the larger menus from the table. He wound his way through the tables and picked up two half sheet pages offering a listing of their desserts.

      I studied the page, zeroing in on the chocolate fudge cake and the chocolate chip cannoli. Where my appetite had been lacking moments earlier, I felt my mouth water as I pictured the sweet pastries. Our server bounced on the balls of his feet, pen at the ready.

      We ended up coming away with two orders of fudge cake and half a dozen cannolis. It wasn’t a proper meal, but it smelled heavenly. Luckily for us, Maggie’s apartment was just one block over. I balanced the takeout bag of desserts while Maggie let us in her building. I trailed her up the two flights of stairs to her second-floor unit.

      Ten minutes later, we were curled up on the couch with a plate between us. I savored the richness of the chocolate in the cake. After letting out a soft sigh of satisfaction, I slipped a bit of icing onto the fork.

      “This was definitely the right move,” I announced, moving the plate so I could rest my head on Maggie’s shoulder. “To be honest, going out in public is still a little new for me.”

      “We’ve been out together a bunch of times,” Maggie said. “But I get it. Being a couple is different than being somewhere as friends.”

      I craned my neck to look at Maggie. “It’s not weird for you, is it? That I feel this way.”

      She set her fork down and wrapped both of my hands in hers, giving them a firm, reassuring squeeze. “You may not be as far on your journey as I am, but I am patient, and I am not going anywhere. If you would rather just stay here all night, I’m fine with that, too. Because all I care about is spending time with you.”

      I repositioned myself so I could plant a kiss on her lips. “Thank you.”

      “Now, how about that info your grandmother sent over?” She pulled her laptop off the table and shoved it at me.

      Setting the confections aside, I logged into my email to find Nan’s message sitting unread at the very top of the screen. My finger wavered over the button to open the correspondence. Once I opened it, the fantasies I’d concocted in my mind over the course of the afternoon would vanish. A part of me feared what I might find instead.

      Get it together, Darcy.

      I double clicked the message to find an attached PDF file and a brief explanation from Nan. She’d tried her best to compile all the information she’d gathered from the ancestry website on her sister, Pauline. My stomach did a flip as I accessed the attachment.

      It was only about ten pages long. The first showed a family tree with Pauline, surname Dempsey, married to a man called David Finch sixty years ago. I traced the lines down to the next generation—my mother’s first cousins—to see they had three children; two sons called Michael and Patrick, and a daughter called Audrey. I studied the sons first, noting they both bore birth and death years. Audrey was the only child of Pauline’s left alive now.

      Next to Audrey’s name, there was a marriage line to a man called Carl Hennessey. They had one child, a daughter called Piper who looked to be only a couple of years younger than me. I scrolled to the next page to find copies of Pauline’s marriage license along with documents showing she had become a naturalized citizen at the age of fifty-six. The other pages reflected census data for Pauline and David. He’d been a carpenter by trade when his older children were born. Pauline was listed as a homemaker and in a census a decade later she was listed as a shop owner. There were a couple of photographs included of Pauline and her family, which were a bit yellowed with age. I could see the family resemblance in the shape of our noses and in my great aunt’s silhouette. Still, it was clear that my mixed complexion had come from my father’s side of the family.

      “This is really amazing that your Nan was able to find all of this,” Maggie whispered.

      “I want to know what happened to Audrey’s brothers.”

      “Keep scrolling. Maybe there’s something later on.”

      The next page covered both Patrick and Michael’s fates. They’d both served in the military and were killed in action during Desert Storm. A photograph of Pauline and David—now much older—accepting flags at the burial followed the obituaries for the brothers.

      “It must have been so hard losing both of their sons at the same time like that,” I said.

      “I couldn’t even imagine,” Maggie agreed. “And for the daughter to be the only child left to carry on the family line. That’s a lot of pressure.”

      The final page revealed Audrey’s marriage license and Piper’s birth certificate. At least twenty odd years ago, they’d lived in New Hampshire. I wasn’t very well acquainted with the geography of the area, but I didn’t think it was that far away. I closed the document and sent back a brief thank you to Nan before creating another tab in the browser and opening up Facebook.

      “You think you’ll be able to find any of them?” Maggie leaned over my shoulder.

      “Well, it’s worth a shot,” I answered with more confidence than I felt.

      There couldn’t be that many women called Audrey Hennessey living in the Northeastern United States. Besides, I was armed with her maiden name, too. That at least would help me narrow it down. I’d chosen to search for her first. While I suspected Piper had accounts of her own, being able to compare to the information I had from Nan would be easier.

      Thankfully, there were only five Audrey Hennesseys on the platform. I could rule out two, because they were under eighteen. That left one located in Palo Alto, California who looked to be a college student. There’s one in Ann Arbor, Michigan who appeared to be about the right age, but from the publicly available information it appeared she was single and hadn’t been married before. The last one was in Concord, New Hampshire and appeared to be the right age. I clicked on her profile picture and breathed a sigh of relief. It listed her maiden name as Finch. This had to be the right person. I scrolled down through her profile, the information revealed her contacts and found one Piper Hennessey linked at the very top.

      Clicking on Piper’s picture brought up her profile—what little there was of it for those not on her friends’ list. It showed me that she lived in Concord, like her mother. Her profession was listed as Actress.

      “This feels like it was meant to be,” Maggie said in an encouraging tone.

      “Just because I’ve found her online doesn’t mean she’ll want to talk to me. Or that she even knows I exist,” I reminded her.

      “You won’t know until you try. It can’t hurt to send her a friend request and message explaining who you are.”

      Swallowing the lump in my throat, I clicked on the button to request we become friends. Then, I opened up a new message and began typing.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hi Piper, I know I’m writing to you out of the blue, but I’ve just learned that we’re related. My Nan is your grandmother, Pauline’s sister. I recently moved to the States and have been feeling a bit disconnected from family. But my Nan passed along some family tree research she’d done, and you were on it. If you’re up for it, I’d like for us to get to know each other. Yours, Darcy.

      

      

      

      

      

      After hitting ‘Send’ on the message I closed the laptop. There was nothing more to be done tonight. Maggie and I might both be magical, but I was certain it was beyond the bounds of either of our powers to manifest a response on the same night as sending the initial note.

      “Nan said that Pauline had magic, too,” I said, poking at cake crumbs on the plate between us.

      “You’re hoping Piper, or her mom have powers, too?” Maggie asked.

      “Please don’t get me wrong, you and Tania have been amazing with helping me learn to control my magic. I wouldn’t trade that for anything. But if either of them do have magic, too, it would just be …. A chance to understand where this power even comes from.”

      “I understand. Given the way your parents reacted, if I were in your shoes, I’d be hoping they were witches, too. Magic can create an unbelievably strong sisterhood and adding a familial bond makes it even more powerful.”

      A fresh wave of guilt hit me as I realized I’d been monopolizing the whole evening. “I know this wasn’t how you expected tonight to go,” I apologized to Maggie.

      “I told you already that you didn’t need to apologize for anything. I’m just happy we’re spending time together.” She stroked my hair. “Speaking of spending time together, why don’t you stay the night?”

      I was about to protest since I hadn’t brought anything to change into, but I stopped myself. Maggie was offering the chance to take our relationship farther and I wasn’t going to pass up that opportunity.

      “I’d like that,” I said and leaned in to give her a kiss on the lips.
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      I woke the next morning to find the bed beside me empty. I sat up, looking around the familiar surroundings and let out a contented sigh. Even before Maggie and I had become a couple, I’d always felt safe in her home. She’d been so welcoming, even with our first meeting. I did my best to make my hair presentable and even found a spare pair of clothes laid on the foot of the bed for me. I shimmied into the pants and long-sleeved shirt before I made my way out to the combined living room and kitchen area. Maggie stood at the counter, staring intently at the coffee maker.

      “Morning,” I called.

      She spun and gave me a broad smile. “Morning.”

      “You’re in a good mood,” I noted as I moved to lean on the breakfast nook. She offered up a one-shoulder shrug, but nudged her laptop closer to me. “I might have peeked this morning.”

      Confusion clouded my mind for a moment before I remembered I’d sent a message to Piper, my cousin, the night before. “She answered?”

      Maggie didn’t respond, but she could barely hide her excitement. I grabbed the laptop and studied the screen. I caught the notification that Piper had accepted my friend request. A reply message sat waiting for me in the browser.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hi, Darcy! Great to (virtually) meet you. Grammy told me a lot about her family back in England while growing up. I’d always wondered if there were other relatives out there. I’ll admit I was never as brave as you to actually go looking. But I’m so glad you decided to reach out. If you’re up for meeting, I’d love to grab coffee sometime. Your new cousin, Piper.

      

      

      

      

      

      “She wants to meet up,” I announced, not caring that Maggie likely already knew this information.

      “I told you I had a good feeling about this,” Maggie replied, setting a fresh cup of coffee down in front of me. As I looked at the words on the screen, my body coursed with energy, and it felt as if I’d already downed five espressos.

      “What do I say back?”

      “That you’d love to meet up?” she suggested.

      I was about to type a response when I noticed Piper’s status showed that she was active now. Somehow taking a few sips of the coffee Maggie had prepared calmed my nerves.

      
        
          
            
              
        Getting coffee sounds like a good plan. I do have to admit that I don’t have the best command of the geography around here. Is there somewhere you’d want to meet that’s maybe in between where you are and me here in Brookhaven?

      

      

      

      

      

      The three tiny dots materialized on the screen almost instantly and by the time I’d taken another sip of coffee, Piper’s response flashed on the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Funny you mention Brookhaven. My troupe is actually putting on a few shows there this weekend and early next week.

      

      

      

      

      

      My fingers hovered over the keys for a moment as I processed that information. I hadn’t heard anything about shows or anyone coming to the town.

      “What’s wrong?” Maggie prompted as she rounded the island to stand next to me.

      “Nothing. She’s coming to town already.”

      “That’s quite the coincidence.”

      My gut tightened as a different scenario came to mind. I had no way of knowing when Piper had accepted my friend request. She could have spent the night looking me up and found out where I lived.

      “Or something,” I finally muttered.

      “If you’re feeling nervous, why not suggest you meet at Ginny’s. It’s public and there are always people around. And if need be, I’m sure you could convince Ginny to help make sure Piper is being truthful.”

      I glanced toward Maggie. “Are you sure you’re not telepathic?”

      “If I were in your shoes, I’d be a little skeptical, too. Better to be safe than sorry.”

      Meeting at Ginny’s did put my mind at ease and settled the sloshing in my gut. I turned my attention back to the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        That’s great. There’s a nice café here in town that makes excellent coffee. It’s called Ginny’s on Main Street. Can’t miss it.

      

      

      

      

      

      Piper’s response came slower this time.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’ve got rehearsal this morning, but I could get away for lunch. Is it okay if my mom comes?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sure. I’d love to meet her, too. Say around noon?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Perfect. See you then!

      

      

      

      

      

      “I could probably take my lunch early and join you. If you don’t want to go alone,” Maggie offered.

      “I appreciate that, but I think I should do this on my own. Like you said, Ginny’s is a very public place and Ginny has my back.”

      At least I hope she did. My relationship with the town’s resident truth detector hadn’t always been good. My arrival had ruffled her feathers. At first, I thought she didn’t like me because I had magic. It turned out she just wanted to be sure I didn’t have ill intentions towards the town. Over the last few months, she’d warmed to me and I to her. Initially I’d thought she was stuck up and snobby, but it was all a façade she played up.

      “I should head back to the B&B and change,” I said.

      “I’d offer to make breakfast, but we both know it would pale in comparison to anything Tania’s got on the stove.”

      Tania had been very into frittatas lately and the thought of them made my mouth water. I downed the rest of my coffee and rinsed the mug before giving Maggie a firm squeeze and kiss on the cheek.

      “You’re the best girlfriend I could have ever asked for,” I told her.

      “You’re not half bad yourself,” she teased. “Now go on, get out of here. You’ve got a very important date to keep.”

      Much to my relief, no one could see my borrowed attire as I made the short drive from Maggie’s apartment to the B&B. In fact, much of the town appeared to be still asleep despite it being nearly nine o’clock on a Friday morning. Normally, I’d have been at work by now, but Sage was going out of town and had decided we all needed a paid three-day weekend.

      So, I was left with three days off in a row.

      I expected the driveway at the B&B to be filled with cars. The way Sam had gone on about our next batch of guests, their arrival was imminent. Yet, I pulled into the usual spot the VW Bug occupied. I did notice depressions in the grass on either side of the drive, suggesting something had been parked there recently.

      I headed inside to find Tania standing at the sink in the kitchen, washing dishes. She glanced my direction. “You stay at Maggie’s last night?”

      “Isn’t it obvious?” Sam chirped from the other side of the room. “At least you had the decency to change clothes.”

      “Oh, quiet you,” Tania chided.

      Judging by the stack of plates she’d already washed, our additional guests had at least come through at some point. “Were you able to get everything you needed for the new guests?”

      “I had to go to a market two towns over, but I think I got everything. I am happy for the business, but I have never dealt with someone having such particular tastes.”

      “Where are they?” I gestured to the empty space around us.

      “They left for the day.”

      Sam gave a dramatic twirl and bow that put his torso through the kitchen table. “They’re thespians.”

      Another coincidence?

      “I can feel the mix of nerves and excitement coming off you in waves. What is going on?” Tania turned off the water, dried her hands on a dish rag, and turned to face me.

      “I just found out I’ve got family here in the States. In New Hampshire actually. My Nan’s sister moved here when she was young. Her daughter and granddaughter are still in the area.”

      “That’s wonderful.”

      “I’ve made plans to meet up with Piper, that’s Pauline’s granddaughter, today at noon at Ginny’s.”

      “How’d you convince her to come to you?” Sam interrupted.

      “It turns out she’s an actress and she’s in some sort of troupe that’s putting on a show here in town over the weekend.”

      “It sounds like she could be part of our group staying the weekend,” Tania said.

      Fear nagged at the back of my mind, that something was going to go wrong. It grew louder as I considered the possibility that we’d be sharing a living space while she was here in town.

      “I didn’t even know there was a show coming to town,” I admitted as I rummaged in the cabinets for food.

      Tania gestured for me to take a seat at the table, and she pulled a plate from the oven. She’d kept a plate of frittata for me. I mouthed a ‘thank you’ to her as I dug in.

      “We sometimes have traveling shows come through town, but it usually isn’t until summertime.”

      “They’re a few months early,” I pointed out. March had barely ended.

      “For whatever reason they decided to come now, and I am not going to argue. But I will say it hasn’t been as well publicized as some others.”

      I felt bad not having a real clue about what was happening in town. I had really started to think of myself as part of this community, but I still had some outsider habits to shake. I made a mental resolution to be better at keeping on top of the town’s events from now on.

      “Where do they do these productions?” I could see them being held down on the boardwalk in summer, but it was still too cold to hold them outdoors.

      “We have a small theater off Pine Avenue,” Tania explained.

      Brookhaven was small enough to only have a handful of streets. They all appeared to branch off of Main Street. If memory served, Pine Avenue was in the opposite direction of High Time, and it snaked back behind the fire station and the school.

      “I hope your first meeting goes well,” Tania said as she patted my shoulder.

      “Me, too.”

      “I hope she’s not the whiny one who threw a fit all because the cheese wasn’t the right type,” Sam called as he flitted out of sight.

      I wanted to say that couldn’t have been Piper, but the truth was I had no idea what she might throw a fit over. A handful of messages over the internet weren’t enough to know much of anything about her at all.

      I resolved to get to Ginny’s early. It would be better to be prepared for anything.
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        * * *

      

      By a little before noon, I’d made myself presentable in a pair of jeans and a peasant top. I’d bound my hair into a knot at the nape of my neck. A few disagreeable curls fell to frame my face. I arrived at Ginny’s just ahead of the lunch crowd and got a booth by the far wall with a clear view of the front door. I recognized a lot of the regulars’ faces seated at the counter. The center stool was surprisingly empty. Ginny’s absence made me uneasy.

      “I told you we needed to be ready to move people through,” Ginny’s voice filtered from the back of the space.

      I craned my neck to see the proprietor with her blonde hair in a high ponytail flung over her shoulder as she chastised one of the servers.

      “But it’s not even that busy,” he argued.

      “All of those theater people are going to eat somewhere,” she replied. “So, tell Violet she’s going to need to take her pie to go today. And Gerry can’t have his booth all afternoon.”

      I caught the server mutter, “Why can’t you tell them ...?” But Ginny had already walked away and made her way to the table where I sat.

      “We’re going to need this booth soon,” she said matter-of-factly.

      “I’m actually waiting for a few people to join me,” I answered. All of a sudden, I wasn’t sure why, but felt compelled to explain further. “It’s some relatives I just discovered.” Maybe it was Ginny’s ability to pull the truth from people at work.

      Without invitation, Ginny dropped into the seat across from me. “I don’t want to interrupt a family reunion.” Her perky expression faltered. “It’s no secret I’m not exactly the world’s biggest fan of people coming through my town.”

      “Look at it this way, they’re going to be bringing in more business for the whole town. That can’t be a bad thing.”

      “Strangers in town always means there’s a chance something is going to go wrong.”

      She’d spent her whole life in town, so she clearly had more experience with this sort of event. “Maybe it won’t be so bad this time around.”

      “Cling to that optimism, Darcy,” she said as she patted my hand before standing and moving to shoo Gerry from his booth.

      I glanced across the café to watch him fold up his newspaper and head out. He caught me watching and gave me a polite head nod. It had been nearly five months since Gerry’s only son had been murdered by his own daughter for the abuse he’d inflicted on her mother and his string of other ex-wives. I’d been impressed with how quickly the town moved on from such a scandal, especially as there wasn’t much else newsworthy happening in the small town.

      As the regulars filtered out to make way for the theater crowd, I turned my attention to the front door. I’d only skimmed a few of Piper’s photos on Facebook, but I’d been seeking ones that showed her mother as well. Hopefully, it meant I had a better chance of recognizing them when they arrived.

      A few minutes later the door swung open, and two women walked in. As I looked at them, they had that vague familiarity of having seen photos of them before. The younger one pulled out a phone, studied the screen, and looked around. Her gaze landed on me, and I was halfway out of my seat by the time they had reached the table.

      “Darcy?” Her voice came out with an excited squeak.

      “Piper?” I answered and she threw her arms around me.

      “It’s so good to meet you,” she said and gave me a bear hug. When she finally relinquished her grip, she pointed to the older woman standing off to the side. “This is my mom.”

      “Audrey, right?” I said, holding out a hand.

      “Someone’s done her research,” Audrey said, giving my hand a light shake.

      “Mom, stop,” Piper chided as she slid into the other side of the booth.

      “I don’t blame you for being tentative. I was a bit nervous this morning myself,” I said. I pulled up the information from Nan on my phone and showed it to her. “My Nan, Pauline’s sister, sent this to me yesterday. It’s what led me to tracking you both down online.”

      She studied it and the tension eased in her neck muscles. She sat down. “You must have questions.”

      “I do. But I have to know, did your side of the family inherit Pauline’s magic?”
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      Audrey’s cheeks paled and she looked around the café, as if she feared we would be overheard. That suggested the answer to my question was yes.

      “This town’s pretty open about the existence of magic,” I said, hoping to put her mind at ease. “No one’s going to look at us funny for bandying the word about.”

      “I told you this place was cool with it,” Piper declared, giving her mother a look that said, ‘stop being paranoid.’

      “It just isn’t something we talk about in public,” Audrey said.

      “Yes, we’ve got magic. Grammy says its hereditary,” Piper explained, leaning with her elbows on the table. “But I guess you probably knew that already.”

      “To be honest, until a few months ago, I didn’t even know it was a possibility. I came into my powers and my parents weren’t exactly supportive. It’s partly why I ended up here in the States.”

      “What can you do?” Piper’s eyes were wide in anticipation.

      “I can sort of talk to plants. It’s hard to explain, but it’s like they’ve got a voice only I can hear. I can see and feel their potential. Oh, and I can help them grow.” They both gaped at me. “Okay, I realize that does sound a bit mental.”

      “Have you always been drawn to plants?” Audrey’s question came with a pensive expression.

      “Not that I can recall. I mean, it wasn’t like I had a black thumb or anything, but it wasn’t like I purposely surrounded myself with plants. Why, is that how it manifested for you?”

      “I was always into candles as a kid. Even when I shouldn’t have been. Mom got worried I was going to turn into a pyro,” Piper said with a small laugh. “Guess in a way, she was right.”

      "What about your uncles? Do you know what sort of magic they had?”

      “We didn’t really talk about it much as children, but I think they were both more linked to emotions,” Audrey answered quiet.”

      “Grandma said it was the same for her when she was growing up. She was always drawn to the earth. Maybe that’s where your magic comes from,” Piper explained.

      “I’m sorry, this is making me feel a bit uncomfortable,” Audrey interrupted her daughter. “Why don’t you tell us what you do for a living, Darcy?”

      “Uh, well, I work at the town’s marijuana dispensary, tending the plants. It’s really the perfect job for me, given my … abilities.” The server Ginny had been chastising earlier came by the table. We ordered food and coffee.

      “What about you? You said you were traveling with a troupe? I know we’ve got a play in town for the weekend.”

      “That’s us,” Piper answered, some of the vigor fading from her tone. “It’s a semi-professional Shakespeare company. You’ve probably seen the posters around town. We’re doing Romeo and Juliet.”

      “It’s going to sound awful, but I was never a big Shakespeare fan. Bloke took too many words to say things,” I said.

      “He’s an acquired taste for sure,” Piper replied.

      “Piper has a very important role,” Audrey insisted.

      “Actually, I’m just one of the lighting technicians,” she answered. “I mean, one day I’ll be on stage, but I doubt it will be this one.”

      “Well, you aren’t going to get there with that attitude,” Audrey chided. “She’s being modest. Her part is really important, she’s the female lead’s understudy.”

      “You’ve got to be really good to get that,” I said, hoping I hadn’t just insulted her.

      “It means I’m not quite good enough,” Piper said, sinking back against the booth as the server brought her coffee. She wrapped her hands around the oversized mug—like the one Ginny usually sported—and turned her attention to the contents within.

      “She just needs to work on her confidence,” Audrey said, eyeing her daughter.

      “Are you only staying in town for the duration of the play?” I broached, trying to change the subject.

      “We’ve got shows in Maine after this. Then back over to New Hampshire to wrap up the tour,” Piper replied. “Not a lot of time for sight-seeing or just hanging out.”

      “Well, we’ll have to keep in touch. Now that we’re connected online, that should be easy.” I took a bite of my sandwich. “You know, we’ll probably see each other after the shows anyway. You’re all staying at Tia Tania’s B&B, right?”

      “How’d you know?” Piper asked.

      “She’s technically my landlady. I came here on a holiday about a year ago and stayed there. When I moved here for good, she offered me a permanent room.”

      “She’s very accommodating,” Audrey said.

      The look Piper gave her mother suggested there was more to the story. When Piper realized I’d noticed, she said, “The lead in the play, Janice Farley, is kind of extra. She freaks out over everything.”

      “Oh, that explains the specialty food Tania picked up.”

      “I’m glad we’ll get to hang out around the shows,” Piper said.

      “You know, the troupe gives Piper a couple of free tickets to the show whenever they land in a venue. Even if Shakespeare’s not your usual thing, why not come see the show?” Audrey’s eyes sparkled as she spoke. Like she hoped her enthusiasm would rub off on me.

      Is that her power?

      “I’d love to.” The words tumbled from my lips before I could think through the response. “Is it okay if I bring a date?”

      That perked Piper up. “Of course.”

      “Grand. I’ll have to make sure she’s free tonight.”

      Piper’s phone beeped at her, cutting the interaction short. “I’ve got to get back. There’s something wrong with the equipment.”

      “What time’s the show tonight?” I asked, as she scooted past her mother.

      “Curtain is at seven o’clock.”

      “We’ll be there,” I said.

      Audrey stood to let Piper exit and gave her daughter a quick hug before sitting back down in the booth. As Piper rushed out of the café, I noticed a few unfamiliar faces tracking her movements. Yet, none of them went after her.

      “So, are the tickets something I need to go to the theater to pick up?” I prompted.

      “What? Oh, no they’re digital. I can email them to you.”

      I gave her my email and we sat finishing our meals. “I’m sorry if I made things weird earlier. I didn’t mean to upset you.”

      “Oh, you didn’t. I am the one who should be apologizing. It’s just not something we talk about in public.” She gestured to the surrounding area. “We don’t come from a community as open as this.”

      “I’d love to talk to you more about it, maybe after the show or sometime while you’re staying at the B&B?”

      “Sure.” She set her knife and fork down, pushing the remnants of her salad aside. “This was all very sudden … family showing up out of the blue is a bit of a touchy subject for me personally.”

      “Can I ask why?”

      “I don’t know if you’re aware, but I had two older brothers.”

      “I saw their names on the family tree my Nan sent. It showed they both died during military deployments. My condolences.”

      “Well, there was a scam a few years ago. It involved a woman claiming she was Patrick’s child by a woman he’d met overseas. It ended badly.”

      “Oh … So, when I showed up out of nowhere, it set your defenses off.”

      “Yes.”

      “I understand. If you want to do a DNA test or whatever, I’d be up for it. I want this to be a relationship I can nurture, but that needs to go both ways. We both need to be comfortable.”

      “How about for now, we just enjoy the play?”

      “I think I can manage that.”

      Now I just had to convince Maggie to join me.
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        * * *

      

      I didn’t have to try very hard to convince Maggie to be my plus one. Apparently, she was a closet Shakespeare lover. I’d prefaced the invitation with the declaration that I knew very little about the bard or most of his plays. Luckily, I’d been forced to read Romeo and Juliet in a literature class at university.

      “I promise I won’t be that obnoxious person who gets up in arms when they take liberties with the dialogue,” Maggie promised as we strolled arm in arm down Pine Avenue toward the theater.

      “Good,” I teased.

      The theater was one of the taller buildings in town. It was a two-story structure with a pale pink brick façade with white trimmed windows and a dark roof. There was a stylized poster showcasing Romeo and Juliet secured inside the front window. It promised a Friday evening performance along with two shows each on Saturday and Sunday. Given that I hadn’t heard many people talking about it, I questioned whether having so many shows was a wise financial decision.

      The single-story fire station sat across the road. I’d seen a few of the fire fighters come through Ginny’s when I was there and even caught a couple making purchases at High Time. Beyond that though, I hadn’t had an occasion to interact with the fire department. Even when I’d found myself entangled with dead bodies, it was always Chief Hayes or Vinnie who came to the scene.

      To my surprise there was a line to get into the theater when we arrived. We wound our way to the back of the cue. As we inched forward, I started to get a glimpse of the interior.

      “I wouldn’t have thought this would be so popular,” I told Maggie as we stepped up to the front entrance.

      “Darcy, you’ve lived here long enough now to know we don’t have that much entertainment in the winter months. We take our thrills where we can get them,” she said with a smirk.

      I showed the ticket taker the confirmation on my phone, and he waved us inside. The lobby was covered in thick burgundy carpeting. Faux support columns flanked the doors to the theater. I spotted staircases in the same burgundy material winding up to a second level of seating. I led the way to the main floor. The seats we’d been assigned were in the middle of the center section. It was actually a decent seating reservation. It afforded us a clear view of the entire stage and I could even look up into the balcony level. I turned toward the back and spotted Piper in the lighting booth with a headset on. She sat next to a man in glasses who looked deep in conversation with her. In short order the theater had filled to capacity, and I settled against the deep blue cushion. The curtains opened on the stage and the play began.

      By the time intermission hit, I recalled why I wasn’t a fan of this particular play. The bloody dialogue was just so confusing. At least Maggie appeared to be enjoying herself. We stepped out into the lobby to stretch our legs and I heard footsteps thundering down the stairs to my right. Piper appeared with her headset slung around her neck.

      “You made it!”

      “I said I would be happy to come,” I said. “The lighting looks really good.”

      “Thanks.” She gestured to Maggie. “Want to introduce me to your date?”

      Maggie slid her hand into mine. “I’m Maggie, Darcy’s girlfriend.”

      “Piper, her cousin like twice removed or something?”

      “Cousin works,” I said. There wasn’t a need to overcomplicate it.

      “I’ve really enjoyed the cast so far,” Maggie said.

      Heat flushed my whole body. I’d forgotten to tell Maggie about Piper’s understudy status. “Piper is actually the understudy for Juliet.”

      Just then, a voice crackled over the radio on her hip. “Piper, we’re missing props for the next scene.”

      Piper let out an irritated huff. “You’d think we didn’t have a prop department.” She plucked the radio from her belt. “I’ll be right there.”

      “You better go save the day, cousin,” I said.

      My words brought a smile to her lips as she darted out of view. Maggie and I strolled the short length of the lobby. “She seemed nice,” Maggie offered.

      “Yeah. Her mum’s a bit skittish with talking about magic. But they’re staying at the B&B, so I’m hopeful we’ll get to talk more about it before they head out of town.”

      “Good. I’m glad you’re getting to connect with a piece of your heritage.”

      The lights around us dimmed twice, signaling that intermission was over. We retreated to the theater and reclaimed our seats. As the curtain pulled back again to reveal the actors with a new scenic backdrop, I wondered what prop emergency had pulled Piper away.

      I tried to lose myself in the story, but it was hard to get invested when I knew the tragedy about to befall the characters. I couldn’t imagine being willing to take my own life in the name of love. The actor playing Romeo had already pretended to drink the poison and lay motionless on the stage.

      The theater fell quiet as Janice sat up from where she’d lain, pretending to be dead. I didn’t pay attention to the words she spoke as she moved, throwing herself around the stage in overacted grief. She pulled the sword from Romeo’s belt and moved to plunge it into her heart. I sat up as I was keen to see if she did the old theater trick of shoving it under her arm or if they used a retractable blade for the stunt.

      Almost immediately something felt off. Janice’s eyes went wide, and she dropped the sword without making any move to stab herself. She raised her hands to her face and her eyes went wide. The sword clattered to the wooden stage with a deafening clank as she staggered backwards. Her face grew red and blotchy, and I could see her fingers swelling along with her cheeks.

      “She’s milking it a bit, isn’t she? I thought she was supposed to stab herself.” a woman in the row behind me said louder than necessary.

      I turned to Maggie. “Something’s wrong,” I said in a strained tone.

      Onstage, Janice let out a gargle that was picked up by the microphone as she slumped over. Maggie didn’t need to be told twice. She was out of her seat and racing toward the front of the theater before the other actors even had time to make their entrance for the next scene.

      “What are you doing?” Someone in the front shouted.

      “Get off the stage,” someone else called.

      Maggie ignored them both. She climbed onto the edge of the stage and moved to Janice’s side, probing her throat, and turning her face toward the ceiling. “We need paramedics. She’s not breathing!” Maggie’s voice rang out clear through the space.

      Panic erupted in the theater as cast members flocked to the stage. I’d moved out of my seat and into the aisle. I caught sight of Ginny a few rows back, phone pressed to ear. I had no doubt she was phoning the Chief of Police. I just hoped he would bring an ambulance with him.

      I turned my attention back to the stage as Maggie began chest compressions, trying to get Janice breathing again. By the painful expression on her face, I had a sinking feeling that the ambulance wouldn’t be needed after all.

      Commotion from behind me pulled my gaze from Maggie to reveal Chief Hayes barreling down the aisle, two paramedics in tow. They rushed to the stage and ushered Maggie out of the way. She scooted off the stage, but stayed near the front of the space to share whatever insights she had into Janice’s condition.

      Maggie was a healer by profession and by magical skill, but even she couldn’t revive the dead. I swallowed the lump in my throat as I looked up at the booth where Piper sat. I could just make out the look of horror on her face as the realization settled over the crowd, that yet another person had died here in Brookhaven. And that meant another investigation. Maybe I’d get lucky and stay out of it this time. Yeah, I wouldn’t have that sort of luck.
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      An uneasy silence settled over the theater as the medics moved Janice onto a gurney, one straddling her torso to continue chest compressions while the other maneuvered them up the aisle. I took several deep breaths to keep myself from sprinting past them to Maggie’s side. Up on the stage, Chief Hayes spoke with a black-clad person, a stagehand who handed him a microphone.

      “Ladies and gentlemen, I am sorry to have to cut the evening short, but the rest of tonight’s entertainment is cancelled.” His voice boomed in the confined space and the speakers squealed with feedback.

      “Is she going to be okay?” a woman a few rows in front of me called out.

      “I’m afraid I can’t answer that. But I am going to need everyone to stay in their seats until either myself or my deputy has had a chance to take your statement.”

      A collective groan went up from the crowd at his words. It made sense though. Janice had collapsed under unusual circumstances. And it was possible any one of us could have seen something that could provide clarity about what had happened. Chief Hayes returned the microphone and leapt off the stage, phone already pressed to his ear. He hurried up the aisle past me. He slowed just enough for me to hear him on the phone with Vinnie, his deputy.

      “I know it’s your night off, but I need you at the theater. There’s been an incident.”

      He exited the theater into the lobby, probably to wait for Vinnie’s arrival. I’d turned my phone to silent for the show, but saw now I had a missed message from Tania only a few minutes ago. I didn’t bother listening to it. Instead, I redialed her number and did my best not to draw attention to myself.

      “Darcy, what is going on?” Tania’s voice came over the line after the first ring.

      “There’s been an accident at the theater. The lead actress, Janice, collapsed on stage,” I relayed as quietly as possible.

      “Dios mio,” she murmured. “That explains the ambulance I saw.”

      “Chief Hayes is going to interview everyone. I have a bad feeling about this.”

      “I am the one who usually gets those,” she said in a half-hearted joking tone.

      “I’ll keep you updated if I hear anything. But I don’t imagine the cast and crew will be back to the B&B until late.”

      “I appreciate you letting me know.”

      I ended the call and glanced back toward the lobby where Chief Hayes stood talking to one of the ushers. Vinnie had yet to make an appearance. I didn’t plan to leave the theater and I highly doubted Chief Hayes would make me his next interview. So, I climbed past the older gentleman seated at the end of the row and moved down the aisle toward the stage as unobtrusively as possible.

      Maggie sat in one of the empty front row seats, staring at her hands. I slid into the vacant seat beside her and tried to take her hands in mine. She pulled away, looking up at me with a frightened expression.

      “You did what you could,” I told her.

      “It was so strange,” Maggie whispered before looking down at her hands again. “It looked like she was having a reaction to something, but there was nothing there.”

      “I’m sure Chief Hayes will get it sorted.” I was more worried about her demeanor. I’d never seen her look this spooked, not even when she’d been accused of murder and hauled away in handcuffs six months ago. “Maggie, look at me. You did everything you could. You know that, right?”

      Slowly, she nodded, tightening her hands into fists. “Sorry, just not feeling particularly confident in my healing abilities at the moment.”

      “All of our magic has limits.”

      “I know you’re trying to cheer me up,” she said.

      “Is it working?”

      “Weirdly, kind of.”

      We shared a small laugh just as the doors at the back of the theater opened and Chief Hayes returned with Vinnie. I watched as the chief directed Vinnie in our direction. Maybe if we could get our statements out of the way, we would be permitted to leave. After all, I had a feeling Tania was going to need help corralling the actors and crew, especially knowing one of their own was in dire straits.

      Vinnie reached the stage and gestured to the stagehand to give him microphone the chief had used earlier. “Ladies and gentlemen, we will be working our way to the middle so please be patient. Once we’ve taken your statement, you are free to go,” he explained.

      He passed the mic back to the stagehand before he approached Maggie and I. “Rick said you were with the victim when he arrived?”

      Maggie cleared her throat and rose to her feet. “Yes.”

      “Why don’t you tell me what happened?” He made eye contact with me and offered a small head nod to signal he acknowledged my presence.

      I stood and moved away to give them some privacy, although I was still close enough to catch much of the conversation.

      “It was almost the end of the play. Romeo had committed suicide and Juliet was about to do the same,” Maggie explained. “But when the actress playing Juliet picked up the sword, it was like she had some sort of reaction, an allergy.”

      “And you could see this? Where were you sitting?”

      “Middle of the center section. And yes, it was pretty obvious.”

      “And given your medical background, you tried to help her.”

      “I tried.”

      “Thanks.” Vinnie pivoted to look at me. “Darcy, I can take your statement now, too.”

      I stepped up. “I’m not sure what else I can offer that Maggie couldn’t tell you. We were sitting next to each other.”

      “Oh, so you were here together?”

      “Yeah. It was a date.” The
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