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Chapter One

	The wind whipped Viola’s hair around her face. No matter how many times she moved the strands, they found their way back to the crevice of her mouth. The dark strands shadowed her features, changing her appearance in the dimming light of the day. 

	“One day, I’ll chop this off—” she muttered to herself. 

	A quick flash of light steadied her feet at the edge of the road. The car whooshed by before she continued. She glanced at the time on her phone, eyebrows furrowed as she calculated how impossible it would be to do a ten-minute walk in only three.

	“I am not going to be my mum’s favourite person tonight, or maybe this week.”

	Her pace quickened. The usual carefree gait was replaced with a cross between a power walk and a jog. Inch by inch, she closed in on her destination. She hadn’t wanted to be a part of the coven. She hadn’t wanted to join in with the initiation. Ever since her dad had sacrificed himself, the rest of their group had neglected Viola and her mum. Why would she want to go through with the farce of being initiated and accepted into their circle? It wouldn’t change anyone’s opinion of them. The entire decision felt like a pantomime.

	She stumbled through the protective barrier around the house, the wind leaving her hair alone. She smoothed out what she could, attempting to eliminate as many kinks and knots as possible before brushing her knuckles over the wooden door. She waited. She knocked again, louder than before. She waited.

	“Fine, I’ll do it your way,” she said to no one in particular.

	Viola drew herself back and concentrated on the energy humming inside her. It was typical of the coven to introduce a test to be able to get into the meeting. It wasn’t something she had heard of happening for a while, but she wouldn’t put it past the Elders to do this the year she was due to join their ranks. Focusing on the power inside her, she felt for anything out of the ordinary. It wasn’t often a witch would be able to feel leftover magic, but it hadn’t stopped her before.

	The energy rushed over her. She focused its attention on the door in front of her. It hummed along her outstretched arm. She felt it hovering above her fingertips. Her energy inspected each section of the door, prodding and poking for any flaws or hint of what might have been left behind. Viola almost gave up hope until she felt a shudder. Her eyes narrowed. She concentrated on the edge of the windowpane. Excitement flared through her, threatening to spill her magic from her grasp. She took a deep breath and centred her control.

	Her fingers splayed across the glass, and with every ounce of concentration she could muster, she funnelled her magic into the window. Falling into her power, she searched for the splinter. For the pinprick that would give her more insight. A grin broke across her face as she felt the slightest resistance.

	She pushed her happiness aside as she concentrated. It was difficult to break apart someone else’s magic; so difficult that many never learned. Viola knew she could do it. She had broken a few of her mum’s spells. But this was different. The magic seemed more complex than she had broken before.

	Viola let her power wrap around the residue, searching for the thread that would allow her to pull the entire thing apart. Sweat dripped down her face. She brushed her fingers against her brow to stop the trails falling into her line of vision.

	“Almost there.”

	The leftover pool of magic was submitting to her onslaught. Her own was frantically pulling at the strings, and she could feel the piece unravelling. She could almost see the threads pooling to the floor. Breaths came in short and sharp. Only a few pieces more remained when her energy began to falter, her magic falling from her arms.

	“Not now,” she whispered.

	She flexed her fingers. The energy receded from her call, unwilling and reluctant to be used further. It wasn’t something she had dealt with before. Whoever had placed this on the window had wanted to keep someone out. Viola squared her shoulders as the last tendrils held around the door. Her chin jutted forward. Her sleeves pushed up. Her fingers spread out as she advanced on the door. She pressed her fingers against the seams. It wasn’t the most elegant way to finish the job, but elegance wasn’t always the answer.

	Finesse was no longer the vital part of this unravelling. Viola pushed with all her might on the threads. As much as she didn’t want to go ahead with the initiation, she couldn’t bear the shame of it. An Everett who hadn’t been accepted into the Heather Valley coven was unheard of. She couldn’t have that hanging over her head. What would her dad think if she messed this up? With that thought, she dug deeper to grasp hold of any remaining energy. Her dad’s legacy wouldn’t end with him.

	A spark flashed through her as the last tendrils left the window. The surge pushed her to her knees. Her breath came in raggedly and uneven as she checked for remnants of the magic. Satisfied, she knocked on the door again.

	“One second!” a voice trilled through the other side.

	Viola pushed herself to her feet and wiped what she could of the sweat still lining her brow. The door opened. Ms. Glorian greeted her, a halo of hallway light shimmering around her. Viola shook her head to clear the imagery taking root.

	“Viola, darling! We were wondering where you had gotten to. Come in from the cold.” Ms. Glorian ushered her into the small house.

	“Thanks,” Viola said. “I would have been here sooner if I hadn’t had to decipher whatever was placed on the door.”

	Ms. Glorian’s steps faltered. “Something was on the door?”

	“An added layer of protection, or a test.” She let the words linger. “I had to unthread it before you could hear me.”

	“Of course,” the older woman murmured. “Let’s not keep everyone waiting.”

	She steered Viola into the small sitting room, the only place Ms. Glorian would allow their meetings to go ahead. At least in her house. The chatter in the room faded to nothing as she entered. Her skin prickled. A coldness seeped under her skin as she caught the eyes of Casey from the other side of the room. Disgust flashed across the other woman’s face before she turned to the person next to her. Viola took a deep breath. She was doing this for her dad.

	**************

	Viola wedged herself in a space by her mum’s side. The longer she sat in the presence of the coven, the more she could feel her energy rebuilding its strength, feeding from the energies all around her. Her body sagged as she relaxed back into the feeling of safety and comfort. The man on her other side tried to make as much space for her as he could as she sank into the sofa. Ben had spoken to her a few times since she had started attending the meetings. Only witches initiated into the coven, or those intending to over the age of eighteen, were invited. She had the impression that he might have been friends with her mum and dad. If that were the case, it didn’t seem as though the friendship had survived.

	“I can feel the anticipation for the main event of tonight’s meeting,” Ms. Glorian said to the coven. Her smile was so wide, Viola was sure it was false. “However, before we begin the initiation this evening, I have a warning to issue out. Our sister coven, The High Peak, have growing concerns over the increased efforts of the hunters. With attacks across the country becoming more prolific, they have found anxiety to be running high amongst their members.”

	“That’s impossible. Alex made sure they wouldn’t be able to find us,” one member of the coven spoke up.

	Viola wasn’t sure who they were. The man looked unfamiliar, but she caught his gaze at the mention of her dad. It wasn’t often someone brought him up. Even less so to mention him by name. Whether it was from respect or shame, she couldn’t be sure. No matter the reason, she had refused to mask her emotions when someone did mention him. Alex had given his life to protect the coven. No one knew if it was from the protection or if he had been taken by the witch hunters before he could return home. It was something she’d been proud of; no one else had family who had sacrificed themselves in that way. Unfortunately, it wasn’t how the other children had seen it. No one wanted to be told their dad was too stupid to survive. Too stupid to avoid capture.

	“Alex laid the foundation to keep us safe. Alas, that is all it was.” Ms. Glorian paused as she addressed the crowd. “I know everyone here will be aware, as I, too, have heard the rumours. It is with regret that I have to inform you these are not rumours. The protection Alex gave us has slowly been wearing off. He sacrificed himself to keep us safe, but we were never able to replicate the work he had done.”

	Sounds of shock rippled through the crowd. The agitated energy climbed, almost reaching its crescendo when the Elder spoke again, the voice an attempt at calming the storm she had started.

	“Despite the warning given to us, we are unsure of its implications within the coven. However, we are making every effort we can to keep our coven safe. The severity of this news should not be brushed aside. Each and every one of us is needed to ensure our continued survival. A twenty-year-old protection spell was never designed to keep us safe forever.”

	Viola watched as Ms. Glorian caught everyone’s eye. The weight of her speech settled into each gathered person, their bodies tensing at the horror that could await them. Was it the light, or had Ms. Glorian’s expression softened as she landed her gaze on Viola? Before she could confirm the change, the same stern look was impressed upon her as with each of the others. The apprehension had dropped within the room, but it hadn’t entirely left. The threat was clear to everyone. They needed to keep the coven safe. No matter the cost.

	**************

	“Now, onto the part everyone is excited for.” Ms. Glorian beamed, her mood rapidly switching. “Today, we welcome three new initiates into the coven. We are honoured to announce these three are all of blood, and finally of age to be fully accepted into the coven. On behalf of the Elders, I would like to welcome Casey, Viola, and William to join me. And may their magic grow and prosper for the good of the coven.” She waited for the small smattering of applause to calm down before she continued. “As some of you may be aware, William joined us from High Peak not too long ago, as he moved to Sheffield to continue his studies. I hope you made him feel welcome before and are ready to welcome him fully.”

	With a flourish, Ms. Glorian took a step back and beckoned for Viola and the two additional initiates to take their place at the front of the gathered crowd. A small push forced Viola to take the first few steps forward. She wanted to resist, but she allowed herself to move. Turning her head slightly to the side, Viola scrunched up her face at her mum before continuing the short distance forward. Every initiate had to do this, but it wasn’t something she had been looking forward to. Another chance for people to judge her without speaking to her. Casey flicked her copper hair over her shoulder as Viola joined her and William.

	“We thought you’d backed out when you didn’t turn up on time,” she said through the side of her mouth.

	“It’s amazing what a bit of magic can do to keep someone out.” Viola smiled sweetly at her.

	“Shush.” Ms. Glorian turned to them. “I know in the past we have spread these out over meetings, but due to the current situation, we have forgone our standard practices.” She turned back to the seated witches in front of her. “Everyone, please join in the welcoming. Physical contact is not necessary, but please respect your fellow witches.”

	Energy thrummed throughout the room at Ms. Glorian’s words. The coven spread out in a haphazard semi-circle around the three, the majority holding onto one another. Viola had never been good at reading auras, but she could see them now, flashing around each person as they opened up their coven to her and the two beside her. The power held in the small room robbed Viola of her breath. Her own energy thrummed in conjunction with the room, waiting and anticipating what would be granted to them.

	Ms. Glorian turned back to the three. “Now, if you could open yourselves up. To be accepted, you need to be willing to be a part of the coven. You need to give yourself freely to your brothers and sisters.”

	Viola nodded. She had been waiting for this moment; to prove she was a part of the coven whether they accepted her in person or not. She didn’t know if she would be as successful as her dad, but she knew she would do whatever it took to follow in his footsteps. To do whatever it took to keep this coven safe.

	
Chapter Two

	Viola breathed in the warm summer air. After the stale dirt and grime from the bus journey, she relished in the freshness of the crisp, spring afternoon. Even with the brief revival from the outside air, she had to steady herself as she made her way down the familiar path to her house. Work had been busier than usual, and with it, the use of her magic had increased. The usual hum and warmth of its presence was missing. A small voice at the back of her mind told her to hurry, but it wasn’t the first time she’d over-exerted herself. She would have more than enough time.

	She reached the zebra crossing. Her vision blurred. Thoughts scattered, drifting from her grasp. Her legs gave way before the world went black.

	**************

	“…get… a hospital…” Snatched words descended on her consciousness.

	Panic washed over her at the unrecognisable voice above her. As she slowly roused herself awake, she tried to remember what had happened. The thoughts came back to her in an unconnected mess, a pounding headache messing with her ability to focus on any one thought. Viola’s eyes flickered open, the light from the late afternoon sun and her fringe causing a squint and a block to her vision. She used her hand to knock back the distracting strands and shield her face from the blinding light. She glanced at the man kneeling in front of her, concentrating on his face as her fuzzy vision slowly focused. There was concern written in his hazel eyes. He looked familiar; maybe he was someone who lived nearby. No matter how she looked, she couldn’t place him. 

	Her panic had receded, but she warily pushed herself to her feet. “Wh-who are you?”

	The man rose to her level, keeping his hands out in front of him. He looked pleadingly at her. “Easy there, Miss. I was trying to help.” He gestured towards the car behind him. “My driver noticed you on the ground and wanted to make sure you were okay.”

	Viola’s eyes darted over his shoulder, taking in the car and the man waiting beside it. Neither stood out at her, but she couldn’t help but feel a little on edge. Ms. Glorian’s warning resounded through her head. She tried flexing her energy, but it refused to respond. Damn, she felt more exposed without access to any help. She quickly dusted herself down, straightened up, and looked the man directly in the eye.

	“Thanks for the help,” she said, forcing her voice to remain steady, “but I’m fine. It was only a small fainting spell. Nothing a cup of tea won’t fix.” She grinned at him before turning to leave.

	“Are you sure? We could give you a lift to wherever you were going.”

	“No. I’m fine, but thanks,” she called back over her shoulder.

	“Mr. Richardson, do you wish to continue to your destination now?” the other man, the driver, asked.

	Viola stopped in her tracks before slowly turning to look at her would-be saviour. As she took in the ashy-blond hair and his square jaw, recognition hit her. With more willpower than she thought she possessed, she managed to keep her mouth firmly closed, stopping the gasp that wanted to fight its way free.

	“You’re David Richardson?” The words slipped from her. She wasn’t able to stop all sound from leaving her.

	The man, David, flashed what looked to be a confident smile at her, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “The one and only, babe. Now you know my name, can I have yours?” He winked at her. Her cheeks flushed as his demeanour switched from the caring stranger he had been only a few moments before.

	She laughed, light-headed and in shock. “The name’s Viola.” She found herself sinking into a deep curtsy. She screwed up her face while it was hidden from view. “I promise to keep your whereabouts secret if you can keep my secret?”

	He raised an eyebrow. “Your secret?”

	“The fainting.”

	“Deal,” he said almost too quickly.

	He held out his hand. She eyed it suspiciously, but before he could change his mind, she placed hers gently against his. Her fingers lightly squeezed his. A thrum of energy pulsed between them. She decided to look into that when her mind stopped whirring.

	“I’ll leave you to enjoy the rest of the city, Mr. Richardson. Try not to get hounded too much.”

	Before he could say anything else to her, she took off down the street and rounded into the housing estate. She made sure she was as far from the road as possible before she stopped and rested her hands on her knees. She pushed the dizziness from her mind. Home was not much further off. No need to worry about another fainting spell. The only piece of luck she had was that no one else had found her laid in a crumpled mess by the road. How long had she been out for anyway?

	“Okay, at least it could have been worse,” she mused, happy the only souvenir she would have would be the bump to her head.

	Knowing there wasn’t anything too sinister to worry about, she let a small smile flit across her face. She had met David Richardson. The David Richardson. No one would believe her if she told them. Not that she would. She’d made a deal. One she intended to keep. Still, it wasn’t every day you stumbled across the most attractive businessman on TV. But that didn’t mean she had to ruin whatever peace he had. No, secrets were something she traded in. Viola couldn’t bring herself to speak someone else’s.

	**************

	“I’m sure I didn’t leave this open,” Viola muttered to herself as she entered her room.

	Ebb had made use of the oversight and was lying across the bed. Her eyes lazily blinked at her owner with little sign that she would be moving from the green bedspread.

	“Shoo! Come on, kitty. I need you out of here,” she whispered to the feline.

	Her words fell on deaf ears, or more likely the cat was ignoring her, as Ebb slowly stretched her front paws towards the corner. Viola gave her a moment to move before scooping up the tabby into her arms and depositing her into the hallway. As Viola closed the door, she heard the cat meow. Ebb would dislike the lack of attention, but she needed some time to herself, at least for now.

	Viola flung her jacket onto the back of her computer chair and kicked off her scuffed trainers to rest beneath it. She walked until her calves hit the edge of her bed and fell backwards onto the comforting warmth of her mattress. She stretched out her limbs and took two deep breaths. Her mind focused on the source of her energy. It fluttered against her mental touch, but she could tell there was barely anything left. Her focus dissipated as she sat up. 

	“Mum is going to kill me if she finds out,” Viola groaned.

	She rubbed at her temples. Meditating would only help her so much. Definitely not enough for her mum to not find out about what had happened. But what choice did she have? At least with this, it would cover up the worst of it.

	“No time like the present.” She flicked her hand to close the blinds with the last of her remaining energy.

	She scooted into the middle of the bed and let her arms and legs cover as much of the space as they could before she started to fall into a more comfortable position. Her eyes fell closed as the energy inside her began to hum. It fluttered against her, fanning out across her torso and down her legs. She relaxed into the feeling, giving it more reign. The hum deepened, vibrations joining the flutters over her body. The vibrations continued until the sensation made her stomach churn. Even with her eyes closed, the room moved around her. Her thoughts swam and lost themselves into the feelings. She knew she wouldn’t be able to sit for much longer. It wouldn’t be enough time to fully refresh the energy, but at least it wouldn’t feed from her consciousness.

	Her eyes drifted open and she concentrated on the ceiling as her vision began to clear. Her mind was distracted by the shimmering of the aura still dancing on her arms. The room stopped spinning, and the nausea receded. Hopefully, that would be the last of the fainting spells she would have for a long while. Her legs ached from the crossed position she had pulled herself into. A few short steps to the window and the ache in her legs dulled. She yanked on the chain and the blinds no longer blanketed the room from the mid-afternoon light. The darkness wasn’t necessary for the meditation to work, but it was necessary to hide the kaleidoscope of colours that danced around her during such a session.

	Viola glanced at her arms again. There was always a small sense of disappointment once the colours receded. They might have been a tell-tale sign she wasn’t 100% human, but they were a reminder of how nature could be unpredictable. Auras weren’t always visible to non-witches, but it was better to be safe than burned at the stake. With the increased worry within the coven, she didn’t want to do anything that might cause future issues. The witch trials weren’t as prolific as they had been. It didn’t mean she wanted to test it.

	The only safe way to survive was to stay hidden. When your enemy was also driven underground, it was easier to get caught. The threat was always lurking in the shadows, more sinister than a bogeyman hiding under a bed. With the legacy she had to grow into, she had tried to reduce the risks.

	**************

	Viola didn’t know how long she had been lying on her bed when the scratches started at her door. Ebb continued the activity until she let the cat back into her room.

	“You’re being patient as ever,” Viola said.

	As soon as the door opened, the cat darted into the room and made her way to the sun spot, which had moved to the corner of the bed.

	“I missed you, too,” she said as she clambered back onto her bed and curled around the cat.

	She scratched the back of Ebb’s ears and was gifted with a low, rumbled purr. Viola let her hand drift back to the mattress. She sighed and disrupted the peace as she swept the cat into her arms.

	“C’mon, let’s grab you some food.”

	“You shouldn’t carry her like that. She’ll get lazy,” Emilia called as Viola walked into the kitchen.

	“Mum! When did you get home? I didn’t hear you come in.”

	“I’m not surprised with how long you’ve been building up your energy.” Emilia turned to face her daughter, still peeling the potato in her hand. “Want to tell me why something like that was needed?” She raised her eyebrow.

	“It’s not a big deal, Mum. I might have pushed myself a little harder than I intended to at work, and I didn’t factor in the initiation change as well. It’s not as bad as it looks, though. I fainted for a few minutes, but I got home without issue.” Viola clapped a hand over her mouth. “I hate it when you do that.”

	“Sometimes you need a little push to tell the full truth.” Emilia pinched the bridge of nose. “People told me not to let you become a nurse, Viola. It was all; Emilia this is a bad idea. Emilia, she will get us all found out. Emilia, you can’t control your daughter.” Viola squirmed under her gaze. “I’m starting to think they were right.” Despite her words, Emilia smiled at Viola. “I am very proud of you, despite the complaints I receive. I wish you would take more care of yourself.”

	“I’m sorry. I know I should have rested better before work and maybe listened to myself more. But, I have to help people. It’s not fair to be blessed with something like this.” She gestured wildly around herself, “and not use it to help. To help everyone. Even those outside of the coven. I want to do more than I am, but the small handful that I am helping is more than enough for now.”

	Emilia put down her cooking and pulled Viola into a hug. “I know, I know. It’s why I love you even when you’re giving me grey hairs. Remember, you can’t help if you don’t help yourself. Could you try to be a little more cautious in future?”

	Viola disentangled herself from her mum’s arm. “I can promise to try.”

	Emilia chuckled. “Your father would be proud of you. But maybe a little more than try. We don’t want to see the whole coven wiped out, do we?”

	Viola shook her head.

	“Okay, now the parenting is out of the way, you can help with the rest of this cooking,” Emilia said as she went back to her previous ministrations.

	
Chapter Three

	“Viola, please can you pull the chairs from the cupboard?” Emilia called from the kitchen.

	“Yes, Mum.”

	The small living room was overcrowded with seating places. The house wasn’t big to begin with, though it was perfect for two witches who enjoyed spending time with each other. But the entire coven? It was going to be a cramped few hours. Maybe there was a way to make the room seem bigger, or at least a way to alter the space in the room.

	“Don’t even think about it.” The sentence caused Viola to jump.

	“What do you mean?”

	“I can see the way you’re eyeing up this room. I am not having you mess with the space and not be able to get it back to normal. How would we explain it? Hmm?”

	“It wouldn’t be that noticeable.”

	“How do you know?”

	Viola sighed. “I don’t, but it’s not like it’s a difficult use of energy. I know I could do it.”

	“Viola, we can cope without the extra space. They’ve had to cope before, and they’ll cope again tonight. The chairs can go over there.”

	“Fine, I’ll leave it the way it is. But I’ll find a way to push it out one day without you realising.”

	“There’s nothing I won’t realise in this house.” Emilia’s voice drifted away as she left the room.

	Viola pushed the coffee table out of the way to make room for all the fold-up chairs. They should be able to comfortably fit the expected thirty people. As long as the meeting didn’t overrun, like usual, it shouldn’t be much of a problem. She could always perch on top of the table if they were too sardined into the space. She eyed the table before jumping on top of it. If it was going to collapse, she’d rather it was before anyone else turned up.

	Satisfied with the work she’d done, she checked her mum couldn’t see her and pushed her energy around the room. It wasn’t always easy to manipulate space, but she had been working on noise cancelling in her own bedroom. Not that she thought there would be anyone trying to eavesdrop on the meeting. It never hurt to be cautious. Now, whatever they spoke about wouldn’t be overheard even if someone was trying. The thought of the coven being exposed had pushed Viola to work harder. As she finished her task, the lull of her energy softened.

	She propped herself up on unsteady legs. “Mum?”

	No response. She grinned. One less thing to worry about this evening. Now all that was left to discover was the need for such an urgent meeting.

	**************

	The noise in the room thrummed, expectant murmurs and conjectures whispered among friends. Viola perched herself on the table pushed into the corner. As William made his way into the room, he looked over at her and caught her eye. When she noticed him, he smiled at her. She smiled nervously back. What did he want? He’d never had any contact with her before.

	Her eyes scanned over everyone gathered there. The coven was her family; she would do anything to keep them safe, but she didn’t count them as friends. Maybe at one point, she was closer to the ones her age, but that hadn’t been the case for most of what she remembered. As they aged, the distance between them grew. Viola continued her regular magic use and helped whoever she could. They weren’t willing to help anyone. It confused and upset her. As soon as she realised they wouldn’t help, she found herself drifting away from her friends. Now, they were the distant cousins she didn’t want to see get hurt.

	“I’m sure you are wondering why I have convened us all here tonight,” Ms. Glorian spoke, breaking Viola from her thoughts. “I want to say thank you to Emilia and Viola for being able to host us with such short notice.”

	“It’s an honour to have everyone here,” Emilia responded.

	Viola kept quiet.

	“I’m sure,” Ms. Glorian said. “We have had had some distressing news from the High Peak Coven today. One of theirs has disappeared, a young woman by the name of Sophie. No one knows where she has gone, and she has not responded to any of the usual contact methods. They will be following the necessary procedures and protocols, but they needed to warn us in case it was something more sinister.”

	“More sinister?” William asked.

	Viola’s eyebrows shot up. No one ever interrupted Ms. Glorian at an emergency meeting. Especially not a new initiate. The situation must have been more troubling than the Elder was letting on if she had ignored it.

	“We all know the protection magic is wearing off. They believe theirs has failed, which has allowed a witch hunter to find them. It is a serious worry, and even more reason why we need to pool our strength to keep safe.” She looked around the cramped group. When she moved her gaze to Viola, Viola made sure to hold it. And also her tongue. “I know we have been reserved in our magic workings over the years, and we still need to be cautious. However, it is now imperative we do everything we can to keep our families safe. As of today, we all need to include a small daily practice into our lives.”

	“Alex would never have let this happen. He gave himself up for this coven, and this is the message you give us,” a man from the front said. Viola couldn’t place him.

	“Thomas, that is enough. You know how we tried to save Alex.”

	“He didn’t need saving; he needed your help.”

	Ms. Glorian sighed. “We will not be having this discussion again. And not in public.” She turned her attention back to everyone in the room. “I know this will be a change, but myself and the other Elders are here to help you.”

	“How will we do that?”

	“Won’t we be caught if we’re practising too much?”

	“What if we can’t practice?”

	“Will the witch hunters really find us?”

	The cacophony of questions sounded out and overlapped. The energy frayed over them, pushing their anxiety to higher levels as each new question reached their ears and compounded their fears. Viola wished she had protected her corner of the room from loud noises and the agitated feeling of their collective energy.

	“Enough.” Emilia’s sharp voice reverberated around the assembled witches. “This will not help us keep our families or our friends safe. Ms. Glorian has asked us to practice, so we must practice. If anyone needs help in finding basic techniques to try, I will be more than happy to sit with them. We will keep our coven safe.”

	An almost deathly silence wrapped around the witches. The buzz of the energy quietened to a manageable hum. Pride swelled through Viola’s body. Her mum did not usually speak out during the meetings, but these were not normal circumstances. Emilia had returned to her seat, waiting for the meeting to run its course.

	“Thank you, Emilia.” Ms. Glorian smiled graciously at her. “We will do as Mrs. Everett said. We will keep this coven safe, and with the warning from our brothers and sisters to the West, we will have the time to do this. If any of you would like to discuss this further, we can do this in private when we can hear each other rather than shouting and screaming like a bunch of school children. However, before we go our own ways, I think it is pertinent to note there was a warning left close to the missing girl’s home. From this, we know it was a targeted attack on this young woman, but we have not been given any details as to what was written on the note. I want you all to be extra careful when you begin your daily practice. This is not the time to be trying to be the hero or heroine.” Her eyes again carefully met everyone’s in the room. The weight of her words settled heavily on the assembled crowd.

	“Who would like a drink?” Emilia asked, trying to lighten the now dour mood.

	As people began to move around the downstairs of the house, Viola stayed where she was, thinking over the warning. As she mulled over the varying thoughts, she noticed someone standing in front of her.

	“You really that worried?”

	Viola looked up to see William peering at her.

	“Aren’t you?” she shot back.

	“Yeah.” His eyes went distant. “I don’t like it. But that’s why I’m here. I’ve heard you have never taken the rules seriously and you might be one of the most powerful witches we have.”
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