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  Chapter 1
[image: image-placeholder]

Rain lashed against the large, plate glass windows ringing the shop floor, and heavy wind gusted against the sides of the house. The old Victorian groaned in protest. It was late in the year for such a storm, but this was the Oregon coast, and unpredictable weather was to be expected. I was glad I was inside where it was dry and warm, and I could only hope the house which had stood for over a hundred years would hold herself together for another hundred. Just in case, I sent a tiny wish into the old oak beams and creaking walls. 
Across the wide stretch of sandy beach, the angry ocean heaved against the shore beneath an iron sky. A bright bolt of lightning struck the water, followed by a heavy boom. Thor must be at it again.
Another blast of wind rattled the ocean side window, and I scooted the armchair away another foot. Just in case. Elvira—my witch mentor and step-grandmother—had assured me the windows were spelled and had been since a storm blew the first set out back in the 1800s, but I wasn’t taking my chances.
Thanks to the weather, I hadn’t had a customer all day, so I was taking advantage of the quiet by curling up by the window with a good book. Perks of the job. Plus there was nothing like reading during a storm.
I’d inherited the Victorian from my grandmother, Agnes Jones, along with the bookstore—Belle’s Books and Candles (and Coffee)—which was comprised of the first two floors. The main floor contained three large rooms plus a kitchen. All the rooms had been left untouched except for the addition of bookshelves and other store furniture. They still had the original fireplaces and transom windows above the heavy wood doors. The former living room also contained a long counter with an old-fashioned manual checkout register which was solely for decoration since I used a modern electronic device for processing payments. Although it still had all the regular kitchen features such as a fridge and stove, the kitchen was now a coffee bar with stools at the long peninsula so patrons could sit and enjoy their drinks. 
“Oh my goddess!” The shriek came from the very same kitchen cafe where my best friend, Emerald Merriweather, had gone to fix us afternoon drinks. 
I nearly knocked over the armchair in my rush to get to Emerald. Visions of horrible things passed through my brain. She’d scalded herself. No, worse! She’d cut off a finger. Or been abducted by selkies...
The problem with having a good imagination is that it can be used just as well for evil as for good. And I was working myself into a state.
I stumbled into the kitchen and glanced around. No blood. Nothing broken. Just the espresso machine steaming away and Emerald with her nose practically stuck to her phone. Its bejeweled case matched the rest of her outfit and the streak of green in her otherwise dark hair.
“What is it?” I demanded, willing my heart back down into my chest where it belonged. “What happened?”
“Huh?” She didn’t even glance up.
“You screamed.”
She did look up then, and gave me a long, slow blink. “I did?”
“You did,” I said firmly, crossing my arms and tapping a toe. Which wasn’t that impressive since I was only wearing socks. “Nearly scared the life out of me.”
“Sorry, JJ, but you won’t believe this!” She wiggled her phone around as if I could somehow read it in motion from clear across the room.
“Okay, I’ll bite. What won’t I believe?”
“Thorne Cavendish is coming to town!” She all but jumped up and down with excitement, stepping on the hem of her dark green broomstick skirt and nearly toppling over in the process.
“Who?”
She gaped. “Don’t tell me you don’t know who Thorne Cavendish is.”
I shrugged. “Afraid not.”
“He’s only the most famous soap opera actor ever! I used to have his poster on my wall when I was a teenager.”
“Never heard of him.” And I’d watched a lot of soaps back in the day. All My Children, As the World Turns, Ryan’s Hope... My mother loved her soaps. I knew all the greats: Susan Lucci, Deidre Hall, Mark Consuelos—who I’d had a serious crush on, by the way, although I hadn’t had any posters. I’d always considered myself too mature. Ha!
Emerald looked horrified. “How can you possibly have never heard of him? Thorne Cavendish was the biggest heartthrob of As the Spell Turns. He played Blake Bannister.”
I laughed as I slid onto one of the bar stools at the counter. “I think you mean As the World Turns.”
“No, I don’t,” she assured me. “As the World Turns is for the non-magical. As the Spell Turns was for the magical community.”
I frowned, completely confused. “I’m sorry, what?”
“I keep forgetting you didn’t grow up in the magical community.” She set her phone down and finally finished our drinks, swirling in a healthy dose of vanilla syrup before handing me one. Steam curled off the foamy top, carrying the scent of cinnamon and sugar. “You know how back in the day some channels would go off air and be just snow for most of the night?”
“Sure.” I’d fallen asleep while watching a movie more than once only to wake up to a screen full of static, what we used to refer to less than affectionately as snow. Nowadays, between cable and streaming, off-air channels were a thing of the past. Snow only arrived when you forgot to pay the cable bill, or the internet went out.
“Well, before streaming and all that, the magical community would use those off-air channels to broadcast our own shows during the night. They’d only be visible to those with magic. The rest of the world just saw snow,” Emerald explained.
“But I’m magical, and I never saw anything like that,” I protested, taking a sip of coffee. 
“Yeah, but you didn’t come into your magic until recently. Now we stream all that stuff on special apps. Back in the ‘80s and ‘90s when it was on regular television, you wouldn’t have been able to see it.”
“Huh. That’s wild.” Who’d have thought that what looked like static was hiding an actual show. “So what was this soap opera thing about?”
“Oh, it was basically the same as any soap opera, only with witches and shifters and whatnot. Evil twins, demonic possession, vampires, comas caused by spells, forbidden love between centaurs and pixies, that sort of thing.”
Her description reminded me of Dark Shadows. I’d spent more than one afternoon glued to the television, absorbing that bonkers soap opera. I’d loved it, but I’d had no idea back then that all those things that went bump in the night would become part of my daily life. “And this Thorne person was the main hottie, I take it.”
She nodded, eyes bright. “Thorne Cavendish played the rich and sophisticated warlock, Blake Bannister. All the girls, and a few of the guys, had a crush on him back then. He was so dreamy!”
I honestly never thought I’d hear Emerald use “dreamy” to describe a guy. “And he’s coming to Miracle Bay? Why?”
“There’s a big ATST convention every year. All the former stars make appearances, and people dress up like characters from the show. There are contests for the best costumes, signings and panels, memorabilia for sale... This year, it’s here in Miracle Bay! Thorne Cavendish is going to be signing autographs. I’m going to grab a ticket the minute they’re on sale. No way I’m missing that!”
I didn’t much care whether or not a bunch of magical soap opera people were going to crowd the town. What I did care about were the possible customers I could draw to the shop. “Will a lot of people be visiting, do you think?”
“Loads, I should imagine. The show was hugely popular in the ‘80s and ‘90s, and it’s making a big comeback on streaming. They’re even talking about a revival.” She narrowed her gaze. “Why? What are you thinking?”
“I don’t know, but I’m sure there’s a way we can appeal to that demographic. I could really use the business.” And Emerald probably could, too. There were only so many tarot readings you could do or candles you could sell in a town this size.
“I like how you think. What about a signing?” she suggested. “Several of the cast members have written autobiographies about their time on the show. I bet you could get some of them to do a signing here at the bookshop.”
“Great idea!” I twisted my cup. “Only problem is, I have no idea who to talk to about it.”
She grinned. “Fortunately, I do. Did you know that Harriet had a small part on the show?”
I blinked. “Harriet? As in my neighbor Harriet?” 
Harriet lived across the street in an identical Victorian, only it was painted a bright lemon yellow as opposed to the dark, wine red of mine. Harriet was also a vampire who lived with three other vampires we all referred to as the Golden Girls. Harriet was a tough, no-nonsense kind of person. Definitely not the sort I’d have imagined would be in a soap opera, magical or not.
“One and the same,” Emerald said with a grin. “Guess what role she played?”
“I don’t know.” I tried to imagine the type of part that would fit a woman who was almost six feet tall. “Police officer? Basketball player?”
Emerald snorted. “Femme Fatale. Her character was hired by Blake Bannister’s fiancée’s mother to seduce him and prove he was a womanizer so that the wedding would be called off.”
I did not see that coming. Harriet was many awesome things, but a femme fatale wasn’t on the top of the list. She’d been turned into a vampire in her 70s. Not exactly the age most directors cast for those sorts of parts.
“I know what you’re thinking, but trust me. She was amazing,” Emerald said. “I’ll show you the episodes some time.”
“Sure, sounds great,” I said lamely. “Tonight, I’ll ask Harriet if she can put me in touch with the right people to get this signing thing up and going. In the meantime, we’ve got a business to run. A woman can’t live on soap operas alone.”
Emerald pouted. “You’re no fun. Fine, but I am going to make you watch As the Spell Turns before the convention.”
“If you bring the cupcakes, I’ll watch,” I promised.
“Deal.”

      [image: image-placeholder]The minute the sun slid below the horizon, I hurried across the street to the bright yellow Victorian and rapped on the front door. There was a muffled shout, then a crash followed by shuffling. Finally, the door creaked open, and an eyeball appeared in the narrow gap.
“Yes? Oh, hello Juniper, dear. How are you?”
“Maude? Why are you hiding behind the door?”
“Harriet heard about the convention,” Maude said, opening the door wide enough to reveal a pink, ruffled apron spattered in what looked like some kind of batter. Behind her, the entry hall looked like Laura Ashley had gotten drunk and gone bonkers. Every inch of the place was plastered with floral.
“And that’s a bad thing?” I asked.
There was another crash and Maude winced, her usually cheery expression had been replaced by one of worry, and her halo of curly, white hair looked like a hurricane had blown through. “Unfortunately, yes.” She leaned closer and whispered, “She doesn’t have very fond memories of that time.”
“Drat. I was hoping she’d help me.”
Maude’s expression brightened. “Help you with what? It could be good. Distract her from the convention.”
“Unfortunately, it has to do with the convention,” I said. 
Her face fell. “Oh, dear.”
I nodded. “Indeed. I want to have a signing at the bookstore with some of the stars. Emerald suggested Harriet might know some people who could help make that happen.” I winced as another crash reverberated through the house. “I guess I’m going to have to find someone else to help me.”
“That might be best, dear.”
“Why is she so upset about it?” I asked softly. “Was her acting bad or something?”
“Oh, no. It was that actor. You know, the handsome devil who played the sorcerer?”
I wasn’t sure if she meant he was a real devil or a metaphorical one. I was still a little iffy on all the realities of the magical world. “Thorne Cavendish?”
“Yes!” she beamed. “That’s the one. I guess he called her old and tried to get her thrown out of the show. Can you imagine?”
“No, I can’t.” I mean, Harriet was old. She looked seventy-something, but she was like four hundred. What I couldn’t imagine was someone saying it to her face and living to tell about it. 
“He was really rude,” Maude said with a tut. “Not a nice man at all. Of course, there was nothing he could do about it, so he made her life miserable. She swore she’d never have anything to do with acting again.”
“That’s too bad,” I murmured. I had no idea her level of skill, so I couldn’t honestly say if it was bad or not.
“It’s terrible,” Maude agreed. “She was truly gifted, you know.”
“Mmm.” I made a non-committal sound which seemed to satisfy Maude. “What’s she doing in there?” I was imagining a tantrum of epic proportions, which didn’t seem like a Harriet thing to do. She was usually so calm and levelheaded.
“Throwing plates, dear. She said we needed new china anyway.”
“Um, okay then.” I winced at another crash. Seemed like a pretty violent way to get rid of unwanted china. Then again, it was probably a great stress reliever. “I guess I better go find someone else who can help.”
Maude reached out and patted my hand. “Thanks for understanding. You really are a dear. Now I better get back before Harriet gets her hands on the Royal Doulton.” And with that, she closed the door in my face.
I shook my head and made my way back toward my shop. I had no idea who else to ask. Maybe Elvira would know. She knew practically everyone who was anyone, so she might have some connections to the soap opera world.
“I knew you’d be here,” a voice said practically in my ear.
I nearly jumped out of my skin. “Eoinn! Good grief, are you trying to give me a heart attack?”
He gave me a vague smile, his hazel eyes going unfocused for a moment. A button was missing from his shirt, and he’d forgotten his belt so his pants sagged off his bony hips. “Oh, that won’t happen this time.”
“This time?” I squawked. “No, never mind. I don’t want to know.” 
The thing about Eoinn was that he was a psychic. Unfortunately, he was either a very good one or a very bad one, depending on how you looked at it. According to Elvira, he didn’t just see one future, he saw all the possible futures all the time, like loose threads trailing from a rug. It tended to make him more than a little confused about reality. 
“How can I help you, Eoinn?” I asked, steering the conversation away from anything remotely resembling psychic visions.
The wind ruffled his red hair and his pale skin practically glowed in the light from the streetlamp nearby. “I’m here to help you.”
I lifted an eyebrow. “Really? How?”
“You need someone. To know someone.” He frowned as if struggling to grab onto a thought that was trying to escape. “The convention?”
“Yes… The convention,” I prodded.
“I can help you. The signing.”
“You can help me organize the signing in my shop?” I guessed.
He smiled in relief. “Yes, that. Here.” He thrust a business card at me. “Tell him Eoinn Cyfrin said he would do it.” Then he wandered off without a backward look.
Alrighty then.
I glanced down at the card and my eyes widened. It didn’t take being magical to recognize that name. It was one of the biggest directors in Hollywood. And he was magical?
I wasted no time. I dialed the number. The other end picked up on the third ring.
“Hello, sir. My name is Juniper Jones. Eoinn Cyfrin gave me your number—"






  
  Chapter 2
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Thursday, the first day of the convention, dawned bright and sunny. Litha—or summer solstice—was right around the corner, although in Oregon proper summer didn’t usually start until well into July. June could certainly not be counted on for sunshine, so I took it as an auspicious sign. 
“I can’t believe I agreed to this,” I whispered to Emerald as we stood in line outside the Witch Council Hall with its Grecian architecture reminiscent of a Masonic lodge. There wasn’t a single building large enough for the entire convention, so events were split between the Hall and the historical and ornate Astral Theater. “You know I didn’t watch this show. I won’t know any of these people.” Or care, to be honest. Emerald had shown me a couple of episodes and they were exactly as she’d described: soap operas with magic. 
“You agreed to this so you can be my wing woman,” she whispered back.
“With Thorne Cavendish, I know. Do you honestly think he’s going to fall...” I trailed off, not wanting to insult my friend. Any man would be lucky to date Emerald, but Thorne probably had a woman at every convention. “I mean... He’s super famous,” I said lamely.
She snorted. “I don’t want to date him, JJ. Well, I mean, I wouldn’t say no.” She giggled. “I just want to get a selfie with him.”
“Then what do you need me for?” 
“I don’t
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