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      August is the one month of the year that doesn't have a major holiday. At least, not in the United States. My birthday wasn't until a week before Halloween, and my uncles weren't due back for another week and a half.

      So when I woke up at dawn on a Wednesday in the middle of August, it took me a minute to figure out why I woke up feeling so excited. Like, "it's Christmas morning" excited.

      I sat up, put on my glasses, and looked at the time and date on my phone. It was a quarter after six on August 16. But what did that mean?

      I was currently in a unique-to-me situation of living somewhere where I actually had close friends. People whose birthdays I would want to celebrate with them. But when I opened up my calendar, I saw that my closest friend Audrey's birthday had happened in May, just before we'd met. Her boyfriend Liam's birthday wasn't until the end of September.

      And Steph, in keeping with his usual general air of mystery, had never told me either his age or his birthdate. So it couldn't be him.

      I was still frowning at the phone in my hand when the black rat terrier-chihuahua sleeping close to my knees looked up at me through a single open yet still sleepy eye.

      Well, the truth was, Houdini only looked like a little black dog. So when he used his telepathic power to ask directly into my mind, "What are you looking at, Tabitha?" it was actually a totally unremarkable thing to me.

      "I feel like something is special about today, but I don't know what," I said, putting the phone back on my nightstand with a sigh.

      Houdini lifted his nose and smelled the air. I involuntarily did the same. The wildfire smoke that had plagued the city all summer was still there, but more of a background flavor now. Mostly what I smelled was the first hints of bread baking in Adrian LeBeau's French Bakery down on the first floor of the Square, the hidden magical neighborhood where I lived in Minneapolis. "The weather is fine. There's that," Houdini said at last.

      And it was indeed shaping up to be a perfectly lovely day, sunny and warm without tipping over into either too much heat or too much humidity. Summer in Minneapolis favored tipping into both, in my experience, and this rare bit of pleasant weather was indeed something to be savored.

      And yet, that wasn't it.

      "It's not your birthday, is it?" I asked him.

      "Not quite yet," he said, standing up to shake his entire body vigorously. His radar-dish-like ears slapped loudly, and his paws were involuntarily moved away from each other by the ferocity of his shaking. Then he sat back on his haunches with a massive yawn. "Something special about the day. Are you suddenly gaining foretelling powers? Is something about to happen?"

      "No, nothing like that," I said, tugging at my lip as I wracked my brain.

      Then it dawned on me, the sudden flash of inspiration like sunlight pouring into a long-sealed tomb. I blinked a few times, even though this was only a metaphorical burst of light.

      I had been so close to figuring it out just before I had thought it might be someone's birthday. Because I truly was in a unique-to-me situation.

      "Oh," I said. It sounded so small a word after the impact of the thought that was still echoing through my mind.

      "What is it?" Houdini asked, moving closer to put both his front paws on my knee and peer up into my face.

      "It's just, this is the longest I've ever been in one place," I told him. "The longest run of nights I've slept in the same bed. The longest time I've known every morning when I wake up that I will see familiar faces all day, and some of them will even be happy to see me."

      Houdini mulled this over. Then he said, "It's been two and a half months since we met."

      "I know," I said, giving both of his shoulders a vigorous rub. He doesn't like to be petted on the head because he's sensitive about those ears, but he loves a good shoulder rub. He was practically humming with pleasure in the back of my mind.

      But he wasn't distracted. "That's not very long in human terms. I mean, my first human Agatha Mirken had lived here in the Square since 1858."

      "Believe me, most people are not like Agatha was," I said. Which was an understatement. Even aside from being a very powerful and very long-lived wizard, she had been entirely unique among the other members of the magical community I knew. All of that power and accumulated wisdom, and rather than living in a stone tower devoting her life to the endless pursuit of ever more knowledge—like Steph's master, whom we called only the Wizard—Agatha had run a teashop.

      And then she had sacrificed everything to protect Houdini, who wasn't merely a dog who could speak into my mind. Like I said, he only looked like a dog. He was, in fact, a baby dragon. That made him a real rarity in our world. One which unscrupulous wizards might try to capture and bend to their will, to take his power for their own.

      Since Agatha had gone, protecting him had become my responsibility.

      Which was more than a little ironic, since I had even less power than a baby dragon. In truth, far, far less.

      But no, I reminded myself as I touched the silver bracelet that hung coolly around my wrist. For years, I had thought I was a witch with no magic. But since coming to live in the Square, I had learned a few things about myself.

      I had power enough. Probably too much, if I were being honest.

      What I lacked was control. The amulet the Wizard and his apprentice Steph had given me helped, but it wasn't the answer I was looking for.

      "Two and a half months is a really short time," Houdini persisted even as I climbed out of the bed and headed to the bathroom.

      "It is," I agreed as breezily as I could.

      "A really short time," he said.

      "I already told you all about how many times I changed schools," I said as I turned on the shower. "I mean, I guess I never added them all up, but you must have gotten the picture."

      "I never really thought about what it meant in terms of time," he said. "I'm your oldest friend, aren't I? Since Agatha died?"

      I would've said it was Agatha's grandniece Audrey who was my oldest friend, because while technically I had known Houdini longer, he hadn't revealed that he could speak to me until after Audrey and I had met. I had truly thought he was the dog he appeared to be, if a particularly high-strung one. But I could sense saying so would hurt his feelings.

      So I just agreed, "That's right. You are," as I reached for the moisturizing shampoo that I had bought from the Inanna Salon & Spa the month before. It was made from the finest ingredients from what we witches call the prosaic world—meaning the nonmagical world we exist in the corners of—but the stylist Cressida Cade had juiced those ingredients with a little magic of her own. In my whole life, this was the only thing that kept the literal chaos of my magical powers out of my hair. After rinsing out the conditioner she had also made for me, it was just barely manageable.

      Of course, it also helped that the silver amulet Steph and the Wizard had given me had stopped me from randomly sparking power in moments of stress. I hadn't set anything on fire since the beginning of July.

      It was no wonder I felt excited about breaking my previous staying-in-one-place record by a single day. I had set my previous record while attending a notoriously dour magical academy that hid deep within the mountains of Antarctica. I was sure (after much careful research on the subject) that H. P. Lovecraft had never actually been there. But after my almost two and a half months there as a student, I would be the first to say he captured the madness of that desolate place really, really well.

      But as I toweled my hair dry, I realized it wasn't just the being in one place thing or the sleeping in the same bed thing. It wasn't even just the finally having friends thing, although that was nice.

      It was the feeling of being part of a community. As I combed through the hair that wasn't fighting my every stroke, I deeply appreciated what working with a stylist who was familiar with my hair's unique problems could do for me.

      And when I went out during my lunch break to pick up some groceries for the week, I knew the Abergavennies would have my favorite brand of Greek yogurt in stock, even though I was the only person in the Square who liked that particular brand (most people think it's too tart, but I like tart).

      And if I decided not to cook dinner after closing my uncles' bookshop for the night, I could cross the Square to our local pub where, if the entire crowd didn't shout out my name in greeting, I still got a ton of nods and mug-raises of hello as I came in the door.

      "Was it always because of your chaos magic?" Houdini asked with concern as I finished dressing for the day.

      "I'm afraid it was," I said. Then I shook the silver bracelet on my wrist at him. "It's nice not to worry about that anymore, I can tell you."

      "But you do worry," he said. "I can tell you do."

      "Well, I worry that I still don't know what my power is and where it came from, or how to use it effectively," I said. Which was the short version of my worry list. But I refused not to feel upbeat on this day that felt like a holiday, if only to me. "But I don't have to worry that I'm a danger to everyone around me because of something I have no hope of being able to control. That's a good thing."

      Houdini said nothing as I sat on the edge of the bed to pull on my Converse sneakers.

      "Is something bothering you?" I asked when I had both my shoes on and my phone in my pocket. But he was still just watching me with something ineffable in his intelligent brown eyes.

      "You must've lived in one place longer than this when you were younger than school age?" he said.

      "Maybe," I said. "But you know I don't really remember anything from that time."

      That lack of memories of my pre-kindergarten days had gone from something I didn't realize was even a thing to something I vaguely wondered about when I finally realized that most people's memories actually start before the age of five. Finally, meeting my uncle Carlo when I first came to the Square to take the summer job in his bookshop had actually sparked a few dream-like recollections. I knew I had known him at some point in that dark stretch of no memories.

      But it wasn't until after everything that had happened on the Fourth of July, when my mother had made her last attempt to sneak into my room in the dead of night to see me in one of those regular encounters I always remembered later as dreams, that I had gotten truly suspicious.

      She had done things to make me forget. And the silver bracelet I wore day and night since Steph had given it to me had fended that magic off. She could no longer see me and then make me not remember the details of her visit. For the first week or so after, I had thought only of how that had meant she would likely not come to see me again. Because that thought had been traumatic enough.

      It was only long after that night that I started to think that the forgetting she had tried to cast on me was likely related to my lack of early childhood memories.

      And I didn't like those thoughts at all. The implications, the hows and whys of it all, they would drive me mad.

      And I had no way of knowing what was true.

      I still had a few more weeks before my uncles would be home again. They were currently in a rural area in the north of Greece, and prosaic communication was spotty at best. And with so many time zones between Minneapolis and where they were, one of us was always half-asleep when we did speak. No, all my questions about my past and my mother had to wait until he was back again. And even then, I wasn't sure how many of them he would be able to answer.

      Because I was pretty sure my mother had put a spell on him too, one that kept him from talking to me about the very things I most needed to know.

      And if there was one thing scarier than the thought that my own mother had erased my memories of my early childhood, it was that she had magically gagged my uncle, an adult witch of no small power himself.

      I pushed all of those thoughts aside and focused instead on that holiday feeling I had woken up with. It was a small victory, to be sure, but a victory all the same.

      And I really wanted to celebrate it with all my friends.

      "Come on," I said to Houdini. "Let's go down to the teashop for breakfast. The others will be waiting."

      I headed down the first of the many flights of stairs that would take me from the attic room on top of the apartment that sat on top of the seven levels of my uncles' bookshop all the way down to the ground level of the Square, where the Loose Leaves Teashop sat tucked in one corner between the magical and prosaic worlds.

      "Do you think Audrey will have more of those biscuit things she baked for me yesterday?" Houdini asked as he zipped along just at my heels. He was a little fellow, but he had the leggy proportions of a horse. The kind that compete in dressage, given his refined pony-like gait.

      "I expect she will," I said. "She may be deathly allergic to you, but that doesn't mean she doesn't love you to pieces, you know."

      He didn't say anything in my mind, and there was no way to tell by looking at his sweet doggy face, but even so I could sense he was beaming in happy pride as we went out onto my uncles' veranda and started down the cast-iron staircase that would eventually bring us to the teashop.
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      The Loose Leaves Teashop didn't open for business until eight, but Audrey and I had a standing date for breakfast together at seven. Really, this was a carryover from a similar arrangement I had had with her grandaunt Agatha when she had been running the teashop.

      The difference was, it wasn't just the two of us. Not anymore. Agatha and I had occasionally had the upstairs neighbor Barnardo Daley come in to pick up an herbal mixture she made for him for reasons neither had ever shared with me, but that was it. Now he was a constant presence at our morning teatime.

      As was Audrey's new boyfriend, Liam Kelly.

      But the other difference from my time with Agatha was that I really had to make myself scarce at eight. Because, while Agatha had been opening up a shop that few customers ever entered, and was eager for company for as long as I could provide it, that was no longer the case under Audrey's management.

      To be fair, Agatha had truly broken her magic when she'd rescued Houdini and hid him in the guise of a dog. Not only were even the most basic of spells beyond her, she had lost the simple ability to brew prosaic tea. That had been really bad for business. So much so that when she died, nearly everyone assumed that Audrey would shut the whole place down, sell the location, and go back to her home in Mankato.

      But nothing was calling Audrey back to Mankato. And while her degree in ritual magic had few uses outside of the most selective of covens, which really wasn't Audrey's kind of thing, running a teashop didn't call for much magic at all.

      Which is not to say she didn't use any. She had a brisk side business preparing magical teas and tinctures for the residents of the Square. Because while Agatha's many recipes and spells were almost indecipherable to modern eyes, reading and research were two things I was actually good at. I could decipher Agatha's scratchy script and convert the archaic, mostly forgotten language into something Audrey could actually use.

      And, boy, could she use it. Her confidence in her own ritual casting ability had grown immeasurably since the day we first met.

      The two of us together were an impressive magical team.

      But quite apart from that, she had a real talent for running a prosaic business. In just two and a half months, she had turned a shop that most passersby on the Minneapolis street side thought was closed into quite the local attraction. She mixed her own blends of tea and gave them all whimsical names, and the bakery case was always full of treats she baked herself. And now she was adding in special treats just for dogs as well as water bowls she always kept full with cool, clear water, luring in even more of those passersby.

      I knew a lot of magic was involved with all of that, although I never came down early enough in the morning to see it happen. Audrey ran the whole teashop herself, including baking all the treats in her display case. In my mind, I pictured Audrey like the Sorcerer's Apprentice directing all the kitchen implements to work together to the waving beat of her wand, but without the disastrous turn of events from the movie because she never lost control.

      But again, not that I ever saw it. Dawn was quite early enough for me to be waking up, thank you very much. I didn't know how Audrey could do it, getting up at four in the morning every day. But I knew she did it well.

      And with a smile, always. As Houdini and I came in the door that morning, she was already directing that smile my way from where she stood behind the counter, sliding a tray of scones onto the top shelf of her display case.

      "What's the special today?" I asked, looking through the sparkling glass at all the freshly baked goodness below it.

      "For sweet, it's sticky orange scones, and for savory, it's white cheddar and chive scones," she said. Then she tucked the swinging sides of her long, straight blonde hair behind her ears, a gesture so familiar it made something in my chest swell a little in fondness.

      I was having all the feels today, that was for sure. But it wasn't a bad thing, appreciating all over again how nice it was to have someone smile when I came in the room, genuinely happy to see me.

      "Any biscuits for me?" Houdini asked almost shyly as he looked up at her from the floor by my ankle.

      "A new recipe," Audrey told him. "Pumpkin and peanut butter. I think you're going to like it."

      "I know it's for dogs, but it sounds good to me too," Liam said as he emerged from the back room with a heavily laden tea tray. I opened the door in the counter for him and he gave me a nod of thanks before carrying the tray through to our customary table by the window on the Square side of the shop. As he started distributing the cups and saucers, Audrey handed me a serving platter of scones, the sticky orange on one side and the white cheddar and chives on the other.

      "You spoil us," I said to her, and she blushed furiously.

      "Actually, Liam made the tea today," she rushed to say.

      "Really?" I said, turning to see his peaches-and-cream complexion blushing nearly as deeply as hers. His hair might be curlier and a darker blonde, and his eyes were a lighter shade of blue, but basically the two of them were like a matched set. And since they made their dating official, their bouts of blushing had been off the charts.

      "It's just a blend of orange pekoe with ginger, nutmeg and a little brown sugar syrup," he said. "I thought it would go nicely with the sticky orange scones." He set the massive teapot on the center of the table with a flourish. It was just a silver teapot, minimalist in design, if large in size.

      I had liked the tea service that Audrey and I had always used when it was just the two of us, a blue and white China pattern that had depicted scenes out of something like The War of the Worlds. They had certainly been Agatha's favorite. But there had only been two cups in that set, and the teapot hadn't held any more than two cups' worth of tea.

      There were more of us meeting for breakfast these days. Liam was there every morning now, without fail.

      And so was Barnardo Daley, I thought even as he came in through the door that opened out onto the Square, his black-haired Siamese Miss Snooty Cat in his arms. Houdini looked up at the cat with a pronounced bristling of the hair along his spine, but his mouth was too full of Audrey's pumpkin and peanut butter treats to muster up a growl at her.

      A fact which all of us silently shared thanks for as we sat down at the table.

      "Good morning, all," Barnardo said to us as he slid into his usual spot and spread a cloth napkin over his lap. His tan pants and white button-up shirt were already covered in a multitude of black cat hairs, but I suppose he didn't want to add dribbles of tea or scone crumbs to what could otherwise be taken care of with a good lint brush.

      Barnardo lived in the apartment directly over the teashop. He was older than the rest of us at the table by about a decade, and he tended to dress like a prosaic who worked in a high-end accounting office, albeit an accountant who was always covered in cat hair. What his actual job was, I still didn't know. He had a way of dodging that question whenever I tried to bring it up.

      I wasn't even sure what magic he could do, besides a few small spells that all seemed related to entertaining. When he was in charge of a party, no food in a buffet would ever taste like it sat under the warming lights too long, and the ice in his cooling buckets never melted.

      Reserved as he was about his private life, he was a pleasant companion. It was just a shame that the only other person in his life was, in fact, his cat.

      And Miss Snooty Cat earned every bit of that name. Houdini might be quick to object to others for very little reason—the barking thing we had just narrowly avoided a moment ago was all too common with him—but in the case of Barnardo's cat, I was a hundred percent behind Houdini. If it was socially acceptable for me to bark at her every time I met her, I would be tempted to do it, too.

      Audrey finally emerged from behind the counter with a bowl of fruit salad, and Liam and I sat down the same moment she did. Scones were passed around and Liam poured out the tea. I managed to hold up my end of the various murmured "thanks" and "here you go"s, but my eyes kept going back to the cup and saucer next to mine. The ones waiting in front of the still-empty chair.

      Audrey and Liam always set a place out for Steph, even though most days he never showed. It looked like this was going to be one of the most days.

      It was so very usual a bit of business, I really had no place feeling disappointed. And yet I did. I still felt like it was a personal holiday for me, as much as I didn't want to bring up the how and why with the others. I just wished he was there.

      Well, I wished that a lot.

      "These scones are perfection, Audrey," Barnardo said. Audrey blushed her way through more thanks, because we all knew he meant what he said. Barnardo took culinary delights too seriously to ever force out a compliment he didn't mean.

      "They are quite good, aren't they?" I said. "And they pair so well with the tea."

      "I know orange pekoe isn't really orange flavored," Liam felt compelled to clarify. "Actually, I have no idea why they call it that. Isn't it a black tea?"

      "It is," Audrey told him. "Orange pekoe is the name for the grade of tea leaf. Which isn't orange flavored or orange colored. It might be related to the House of Orange, but as with so many historical things, the real story is probably lost to time."

      "A mystery a little out of our purview," Barnardo said with a wistful sigh.

      "You won't catch me lamenting a lack of murders lately," I said.

      "No, of course not," he said, too quickly.

      But I wasn't being entirely truthful, either. Not that I wished for people to die. Quite the opposite.

      But having a mystery to investigate really broke up the long days minding the bookshop.

      As I had cause to remember again after Houdini and I had made ourselves scarce so Audrey could open the teashop and start her day. Liam had not one but two interviews for possible jobs that day, and even Barnardo had seemed anxious to get back to whatever it was that filled his days.

      I turned the sign on the bookshop door from closed to open. I checked the most recent page of the magic tome that linked our magical bookshop with similar shops all around the world, a network that assisted us all in matching buyers and sellers of rare tomes, and found no new requests since the last one nine days before. Then I logged into our web store and checked for online orders.

      There weren't any.

      After that, there was little to do but wait for customers to turn up.

      And on a Wednesday, there were usually few enough of those.

      I was a jumble of emotions. I was still feeling strangely up with that personal holiday vibe. But I was also sort of wistfully sad that Steph had missed breakfast.

      I looked at the stack of books I had pulled from the shelves the day before, intending to browse through them today, but a quick scan of the titles on the spines wasn't filling me with confidence that they would have any more secrets about chaos magic lurking in their pages than any of the similar stacks I had gone through over the past month. That was triggering something between disappointment and anxiety, a weird muddy feeling like they were paint colors I should never have tried mixing together.

      Shoehorning a general sense of boredom into that emotional morass was going to be a weird fit. And yet there it was, jamming its way into my mind.

      Then I noticed that, as weirdly emotional as I was, something was also going on with Houdini. Only his feelings seemed to be all down. Even his tail and his ears were drooping.

      "Houdini? What's wrong?" I asked.

      "Nothing," he said glumly.

      "I don't believe that. Did you eat too many of Audrey's dog treats?"

      Not that I would blame him. They had smelled really good. And my own tummy was a bit uncomfortably full. I regretted that third sticky orange scone.

      That's a lie. I regretted nothing. It had been both sticky and orange as well as baked perfection.

      But I fought back the wave of food nostalgia for breakfast and stayed focused on Houdini.

      "It really is nothing," he said. "I think I'll just pop up to the nook and take a little nap."

      "Are you sure?" I asked. "I mean, you do have a bed down here, too."

      "Yes, thank you, I do appreciate that," he said with stiff formality. "But today I think I will nap in the nook. If that's all right with you?"

      "Of course," I said, but something stabbed at my heart as I watched him make his way slowly up the stairs, his normally corkscrewed tail hanging limply behind him.

      Houdini never did anything slowly. And his philosophy was "Why just run all over the place if you can parkour?" It was like I was watching a whole different dog. Or, rather, a whole different baby dragon in the guise of a dog.

      But as I settled onto the tall stool behind the former apothecary counter that was the bookshop's front desk, I decided he wasn't going upstairs to avoid me.

      Not that I had ever seen it happen, but I had had cause in the past to suspect that the nook on the fourth floor—my special place to read, study, and research, the one that always magically provided whatever I needed just before I realized I needed it—also performed a similar function for Houdini.

      I knew he could read. The text wasn't the problem for him; it was turning the pages. But for an enchanted space that could conjure a bowl of chalk out of nothingness the minute I wanted to write something on the slate wall that ran along one side of the nook, magically turning pages for a dog to keep reading had to be like nothing.

      That only left the question as to what Houdini was researching that he didn't want to share with me. I knew he was longing to find his birth family again, and I had tried helping him find out anything at all. But while the bookshop contained multitudes of books about dragons, they were all general texts about their biology or history or appearances in prosaic mythologies. There was nothing that would tell us anything about living dragons who might be Houdini's kin.

      But perhaps he thought I had given up the search too soon.

      I looked again at the stack of books, almost doomed to tell me nothing new about chaos magic. A search just as hopeless as his. And just as depressing. If he needed time alone to pursue something he would have to rationally agree was unlikely to bear fruit, who was I to judge?

      But even as I pulled the top book off the stack and started turning the pages, I couldn't shake the feeling that his depression had some other trigger. It hadn't been there when we woke up that morning. Was it just coming back inside the bookshop that had him down?

      Lunchtime rolled around, and Houdini was still up in the nook. I turned the sign to closed just long enough to make my grocery run, then put everything away in the kitchen of my uncles' apartment. A kitchen that still reminded me strongly of a ship's galley. Small space, used to maximum efficiency. I was trying to keep it as neat and organized as my uncle Carlo always kept it, but I was only partly succeeding. I made a quick sandwich, promised myself I would clean up the crumbs before going to bed, and headed back down to open the bookshop again.

      As slowly as the morning had passed, the afternoon passed even more slowly. I could hear a clock ticking, which was maddening, since I had no idea where inside that bookshop we even had a clock. Was I just imagining it? I was tempted to leave the desk to find it, but knowing how the bookshop could grow entire new alcoves just to amuse itself, I didn't risk it. It felt like bait for a trap, to lure me away from my only responsibility.

      As if the bookshop were as bored as I was, and looking for a little amusement at my expense.

      Not that it would have mattered if I had left the front desk. When six o'clock finally rolled around and I went to lock the door and turn the sign one last time, it was at the end of a long, slow day without a single customer to break up the monotony.

      My uncles dealt in magical books more than prosaic ones. And magical book sales tended to be few and far between, but incredibly lucrative when they happened. The prosaic side of the business was really just because my uncle Carlo was fond of prosaic culture.

      The fact that his husband Frank was a prosaic himself was probably related to that.

      I felt another stab of lonesomeness at the few memories I had formed of the two of them before they had gone on their long-delayed honeymoon and book- and artifact-buying trip. But they would be back soon enough. And then even customer-free days would still involve at least their company.

      I had just adjusted the sign so that it hung a little straighter in the window when I felt something behind me. Something so subtle I wasn't even sure which of my senses had detected it. I hadn't heard or seen anything, and the only smell in the air was the usual bouquet of bookshop aromas I loved so much.

      And yet, I knew something had just displaced the air behind me.

      Which meant only one thing.

      I spun around, a grin already on my face, all lonely and sad thoughts gone from my mind as if they had never been.

      There, standing between me and the desk, was Stephanos Underwood. He was, as always, dressed all in black like a modern day Hamlet, save for the long, multicolored robe with its eye-catching iridescent sheen. That robe was moving around him as if it felt a wind that I did not. Even the tangle of dark curls of hair on top of his head was in motion.

      But this always happened when he teleported into the bookshop. I had no idea what the experience of teleporting without walking through a portal felt like, never having done it myself. But it seemed to involve more wind machines than a Bollywood movie.

      "Steph," I said, and tried really hard to dial my smiling face down a few degrees. But I was pretty sure I failed.

      "Oh good, you're closed," he said. He sounded kind of breathless, like he'd run here, stairs and all.

      "It's six o'clock," I said. "I was just about to grab some dinner."

      "Dinner," he repeated, as if the word had a sudden new meaning for him. "I haven't eaten all day."

      "I have the makings of tuna casserole upstairs. I could have it ready in an hour. Unless you want to hit the pub?" I said, alternating pointing my thumbs up towards the attic apartment or directly in front of me towards the back of the bookshop, beyond which lay the pub.

      As if he didn't know where these places were.

      "That sounds great, but there's something I need to do first. And I think you need to come with me," he said with a gleam to his eye that I would swear was mischievous, if I thought for a minute he ever gave in to such impulses.

      "Where?" I asked.

      "A village high in the Pyrenees Mountains," he said casually.

      "The Pyrenees Mountains?" I asked. I honestly wasn't sure if he was joking. I mean, he had to be joking. The gleam in his eye was definitely up to something.

      But as long as I'd known him, Steph had never been joking about anything.

      "I need to pick up a book. A magic book," he added, raising his eyebrows for emphasis.

      "I mean," I said, lifting my hands to encompass the bookshop full of magic books that we were, in fact, standing in at that very moment.

      But he just stepped closer to me, close enough to whisper directly into my ear. Which made it hard to focus on his words, as I was again distracted by the fact that I always tasted butterscotch when he was near.

      Not smelled, tasted.

      How did he do that?

      But then the words he was breathing warmly into my ear became impossible not to hear.

      "A very particular magic book," he said. "I'm talking about a rare—dare I say banned?—tome of chaos magic."

      Then he pulled back to grin at me, and the mischief that had lurked in his eyes was all over his face now.

      And just like that, my day became the very opposite of boring.

    

  


OEBPS/images/ratatoskr-press-silhouette-smaller.jpg
3

Z

I





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/a-collection-of-witchy-prequels-kindle.jpg
A Co“ectiun of Witg}\}j Prequels

CATE MARTIN





OEBPS/images/the-bookseller-blunder--kindle.jpg
(3
)
(]

' GATE MARTIN -







