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For those who still believe in small, everyday magics.
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Chapter 1
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“What do you mean, ‘We need to talk’?” I stared down at the woman standing in the middle of my bookshop—Belle’s Books and Candles (and Coffee)—acting like she had every right to be there.

She didn’t.

I’d been in the middle of dusting when she’d barged in demanding to speak to me. As if she hadn’t been ducking my calls for weeks now. As if she hadn’t practically ducked out of my life ten years ago. Yet here she stood, making demands. 

“Just what I said, Juniper, darling.” Her carefully made-up features tightened. She looked to be in her seventies—which she was—perfectly coiffed and decked out in a linen pant suit more appropriate for a Caribbean cruise than Miracle Bay in the spring.  “We need to have a serious discussion.”

I took a deep breath and slowly descended the ladder, sliding the feather duster into my back jeans pocket. Compared to her, I looked like a wreck. My hair—frizzed out from humidity—was up in a ponytail, my face was bare, and I wore my rattiest oversize t-shirt. No doubt she’d be happy to point out my less-than-stellar appearance. The last thing I wanted to do was face the woman head on.

Still, I had no choice. Straightening my spine, I turned to face the woman who’d given birth to me: Judith Bishop-Jones.

When I’d first found out I’d inherited a bookstore in a town called Miracle Bay, my mother had been... less than supportive. When I told her I planned to stay in the small beach town, she’d been even less so, demanding I sell my grandmother’s old Victorian-turned-bookstore and return to Portland and a “proper” job. Something I very much had no interest in doing. Not anymore.

Sure, it had taken me a while, but I’d found my place here. My people. I belonged. For the first time in my life, I fit in somewhere. And at the age of forty-six, well, that meant something. My mother had certainly never made me feel like I belonged. Since my father’s death ten years ago, she’d been far more interested in swanning around the world on cruise ships, picking up and dropping inappropriate men like they were hot potatoes. She’d had no time for or interest in me until I inherited my grandmother’s property.

The grandmother she’d told me had died years ago, before I was born. 

But that, as I’d found out, was a lie. And my mother knew it. She’d known very well Agnes Jones was still alive and she’d hidden it from me. She’d returned Agnes’ letters before I’d seen them, preventing me from getting to know my grandmother or learning about my powers. Although that last part was coincidental. My mother didn’t know magic was real. But I can guarantee if she had, she would have definitely made sure I never knew about it. She’d have done everything in her power to prevent mine from manifesting.

Now here she was, in my beloved shop, making demands. And I wasn’t having it.

“You didn’t tell me how you got in,” I said, trying very hard not to go full-on resting bitch face. I fished the duster from my pocket and tucked it on the shelf under the register. Dusting would have to wait.

“Through the front door, of course.” She tittered like I’d said something ridiculous.

I tried really hard not to roll my eyes. “Into town, Mother. How did you get into Miracle Bay?” The town wasn’t on any maps or GPS systems. It was impossible to find unless you knew it was there and was protected by a magical fog which prevented anyone non-magical from entering without the help of one of the residents. My mother was very definitely non-magical. All my magic had come from my father’s side of the family.

Which meant someone had to have helped her.

“Who helped you get in?” I demanded, propping my hands on my ample hips. I definitely did not take after my mother whose figure was still slim and trim.

She blinked in confusion, her thick, fake eyelashes fluttering. “Whatever do you mean, darling? Helped me get in? It’s not like there’s a gate or anything. That’s absurd.” She tsked. “I drove in like any normal person. Seriously, those switchbacks are horribly dangerous. They could at least pave the road. Whoever heard of a gravel road in this day and age?”

“Lots of places have gravel roads,” I all but growled. There was a reason the road into town was... less than welcoming. We didn’t want non-magical people stumbling in and wreaking havoc. The last thing anyone needed was for them to discover magic was real, freak out, and start another witch hunt. There was a reason we stayed hidden.

“Well, it positively murdered my car. Pretty sure there’s a hole in... something or other. I don’t know. It’s leaking oil all over the place. I had to call a tow truck.” 

“That’s too bad,” I said, not really meaning it. “Seriously, who showed you the way into town?”

“Honestly, darling, I don’t know why you’re harping on about this. Nobody showed me. Like I said, I drove in.”

“Miracle Bay isn’t on the map,” I said stubbornly.

She shrugged. “Who needs a map? I had the address. I just plugged it into my GPS.”

“That’s impossible,” I said flatly. “The GPS conks out miles from here.” Well, maybe not miles, but there was definitely a large dead spot around the place.

“True, but it got me close enough to find the sign. Honestly, I don’t know why you’re making such a fuss. I know they’re not into tourism here—which is very short-sighted if you ask me—but it’s not like we’re on some deserted island. I just followed the sign.”

As a mundane, she shouldn’t have been able to even see the sign. I needed to speak to Elvira—my witch mentor and step-grandmother—as soon as possible. Something was very wrong here.

“Fine, you’re here. Why?” I stomped around her, headed for the café which was situated in the Victorian’s original kitchen. It was now a coffee shop with a massive espresso machine that still freaked me out, but I was getting used to it. And I hadn’t blown anything up in weeks. If I was going to have a discussion with my mother, I’d need something strong. Preferably dosed with a healthy dollop of Bailey’s. 

Mother followed me, her beige heels tapping on the hardwood floors. “Goodness, darling, you act like you don’t want me here.”

She was right. I didn’t. I shrugged. “I’m busy. So just tell me what you want.”

“Like I said, we need to talk.”

“We have nothing to talk about.” Which wasn’t true. I had questions. So many questions, but I was pissed off and feeling uncooperative.

“If I may remind you, you’re the one who called me,” she said tartly.

She was right. I had called her. More than once. 

“And you’ve been dodging my calls for weeks. Now you suddenly show up and demand to talk? I don’t think so.” I stormed around the long counter that separated the kitchen area from the rest of the café and grabbed a cannister of espresso grounds before fiddling with the espresso machine.

“You are as stubborn as your father,” she muttered. It was not a compliment. At least not to her. 

As far as I was concerned, there were worse things. Robert Jones had been a good man, and I didn’t mind being compared to him. “Fine. You’re here. Talk.”

She let out a heavy sigh as if she was very put upon and sank onto one of the barstools the customers occasionally used. “Maybe you could make me one of those, too.”

I bit back the snarky comment that rose on the tip of my tongue. “Fine.”

“You know, for someone who wanted to talk, you’re being awfully ungrateful I came all this way.” She crossed her arms and honest-to-goddess pouted.

“You didn’t need to come all this way,” I pointed out. “You could have picked up the phone when I called. Or returned my emails.”

“What? I’m not supposed to want to see my daughter?” she asked archly, letting out a titter of a laugh that I knew was as fake as it sounded.

I huffed a laugh. “Good one, Mom. When Dad died, you couldn’t get out of town and away from me fast enough. Now you suddenly want to see me? Tell me another one.” So much for biting back the snark. I guess I’d changed more than I thought. I’d have never spoken to her this way before. 

Before I got my powers. Before I knew I was a witch. Before I understood that who I was as a person held value.

“I don’t know what you want from me—”

The espresso machine sent up a jet of steam as I whirled to face her. “How about the truth?”

She shifted uneasily on her stool, a strange look crossing her face. “I don’t know what you mean.” I could tell from her tone that was a bald-faced lie. There was a reason she’d come here in person; she just didn’t want to tell me about it for whatever reason.

I turned back to fix our drinks, trying to wrangle my tempter under control. My fingers tingled as my power surged with my anger. I took a deep breath and subtly shook my hands, trying to calm myself. The last thing I needed was to set the kitchen on fire or blow up the microwave or something.

At just that moment, the back door swung open, and Enki sauntered in.

Now, Enki may look like a black cat to anyone on the street, but he was, in fact, my familiar and not a cat at all. He just appeared that way, or so he said. And yes, he could speak. Not out loud, but directly into my mind. And he sounded exactly like Alan Rickman.

Who the devil is that? He paused, one paw in the air, a haughty look on his face as he stared at my mother. Not that haughty was unusual for him. That was sort of his standard expression.

I didn’t answer. Mostly because I couldn’t. I didn’t want my mom to think I was nuts for talking to a cat since she wouldn’t be able to hear him. While other magicals could hear him just fine, mundane humans could not.

I said, he huffed, who is this woman? And why did she take a bath in Chanel No. 5? It’s making my nose itch.

“It’s my mother,” I hissed.

“What’s that, darling?”

“I was talking to the cat,” I muttered.

“Wonderful.” Her tone was dry. “You really have lost your mind. I knew it. I knew moldering away in this place would rot your brain.”

See. Told you.

I set her drink in front of her—just a basic latte. I was rather proud of myself for managing. My own latte was about half Bailey’s. I’d managed to sneak it in because she hadn’t commented on it. My mother loved a stiff drink, but any time I indulged she made snide comments about how drunkenness in females was unattractive or some such archaic nonsense.

“Fine, you want to talk?” I said. “How about this. Why did you tell me Agnes was dead?”

“Well, she is, dear. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have inherited this delightful place.” She gave me a bland look.

“Don’t play innocent with me,” I snapped. “You told me my grandmother died before I was born. That was a lie. Agnes was very much alive and living here in Miracle Bay.”

“And yet she never once reached out. Maybe it’s her you should take this up with.”

“Very funny.” She had no idea I’d already done just that. My grandmother’s ghost had visited on more than one occasion, but my mother didn’t believe in ghosts any more than she believed in magic or talking cats. Oh, sure, she loved tarot or palm reading and was into all sorts of hippie stuff, but she didn’t actually believe any of it was real. It was just part of her schtick, I guess. “I know Agnes sent me letters. I’ve seen them. You returned every one of them. I’d recognize your handwriting anywhere. Why did you lie to me?”

She sighed, her fingers tightening around her coffee mug. “I did it to protect you.”

I snorted and took a sip of my latte. “Tell me another one.”

“Don’t be snide, Juniper.”

“JJ,” I said. “Nobody calls me Juniper.”

“I agree. It’s a ridiculous name, but your father insisted. I’m your mother, and I can call you what I like.”

I gritted my teeth. I wasn’t going to let her sidetrack me with snipes about my father. “My grandmother’s letters,” I prodded.

My mother pinched her lips together. “It’s true. Agnes started sending you letters when you were a teenager. I returned them. She chose to abandon her family. She had no right.”

I couldn’t tell her there were mitigating circumstances because those circumstances involved magic, and the witch counsel had very strict rules about revealing magic to mundane humans. Not to mention my mother’s lack of belief in anything she couldn’t touch. She would never believe I’d blown up a coffee pot with my magic powers. And she definitely wouldn’t believe I’d turned my ex-boyfriend into a frog. Don’t worry. I turned him back. Eventually. But that’s another story.

“So, what, you just decided not to give me my mail?” I asked. “You know that’s illegal, right? Pretty sure it’s a federal offense or something.”

“No,” she said primly, “tampering with the mail is illegal. I didn’t tamper with it. I just wrote ‘return to sender’ on the envelope and put it back in the mail. No tampering involved.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose, trying to suppress the fury before my fingers started tingling again. “I’m a grown woman, Mother. I had the right to know.”

She shrugged. “It’s all water under the bridge now.”

I ground my teeth. It very much was not water under anything.

“Now tell me,” she said, taking a sip of her latte, “when are you going to sell this place?”
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“What’d you tell her?” my best friend, Emerald Merriweather, asked with wide eyes. As soon as my mother left the bookstore to check into the local hotel—she’d refused to stay in the Victorian, thank goodness—I’d sent Emerald a text. She’d arrived within minutes, and we now were now making Irish coffees in the bookstore’s kitchen.

“That I’m not selling the place, of course.” I held up the Bailey’s bottle. When she nodded, I poured a hefty dollop into her coffee and then into my own. Then I added a second dollop to each to be safe.

“Why do you think your mom’s so into you selling the place?” Emerald asked as I led her up the two flights of stairs from the shop to my attic apartment at the top of the Victorian. 

The tiny one-bedroom apartment had been my grandmother’s before it became mine, and it was still decorated in bohemian style with loads of jewel tones. Fortunately, that was my style as well, so I hadn’t bothered to change much.

“No idea,” I admitted. “But she’s been insistent since day one. Almost overly so.” And to be honest, I’d originally planned to sell the place. And then I’d seen it. Realized it’s potential. And fell in love with both my grandmother’s home and the town of Miracle Bay. Not to mention there was the whole witchy business. Here I didn’t have to hide what I was and could learn my craft from the best.

“What does Elvira say?” Emerald curled up on my couch, tucking her bare feet under her. She wore a dark green broomstick skirt topped with a lighter green velvet wrap top with long sleeves. To be honest, I didn’t think I’d ever seen her in anything but green since the day I met her. Even her dark hair had a green stripe and green tips. 

I sank into the overstuffed armchair across from her. “She suggested a clarity cocktail, so I’m to bring my mother by the Vault tomorrow.”

The Vault was pretty much as it sounded—an old bank vault. Elvira lived in what had once been the town bank until the new building had been built. She’d turned the main floor into a massive workshop for her spellcraft, while the top floor was her home. The vault was now a cute little speakeasy bar where she served magical cocktails and only invited people she liked or those whose secrets she wanted to pry into.

“I wish Eoinn was here. He could probably figure out what she’s up to,” I moaned.

“Unfortunately, Eoinn is visiting his grandmother back East,” Emerald said. “Poor thing needed some recovery time after almost getting convicted of murder. Besides, he might not be useful at all. You know how unpredictable his power is.”

More like unreliable. Eoinn was the resident psychic and had been insisting we were best friends since the moment I arrived in town. Problem was, whatever future he’d seen where we were besties either hadn’t come about yet, or never would. That was the thing about Eoinn’s power. He saw lots of possible futures and often had trouble untangling them. Which meant his visions were often less than useful.

“Does your mom know about Elvira and Agnes?” Emerald looked at me over the rim of her steaming mug. “That the two of them were married?”

I shrugged. “Honestly? No idea. She’s hidden so much from me. Who knows what else she’s lied about.”

Emerald shook her head. “I still can’t believe she told you Agnes was dead for all these years.”

In a way, I could. Despite her flighty tendencies, my mother liked to control everyone around her. And Agnes was not the sort of person easily controlled. Or at all, really. That was the first thing I’d figured out about her when I met her ghost. Not only that, but while my mother may not believe magic was real, she was not a fan of what she called “woo woo,” except, of course, the aforementioned tarot and palm readings and so forth. Basically, she tended to pick and choose which pieces of “woo woo” were acceptable and which were nonsense. Which meant she wouldn’t have let Agnes near me with a barge pole, afraid I’d be contaminated by witchcraft or something. Talk about irony.

“I wonder how your mom got into town,” Emerald mused, taking a sip of coffee. “Bailey’s really does make everything better, doesn’t it?”

“No idea.”

She blinked. “About Bailey’s?”

“No. About how my mother got into town. I asked, but all she’d say was that she drove in.”

“That’s impossible,” Emerald said firmly. “You’ve got to have magic to get into town.”

“Yes, I know. And she doesn’t, so how did she get in?” I frowned. “I honestly can’t tell if she’s purposely being obtuse or if she really doesn’t know.” That was one of the problems with Judith Bishop-Jones. She was impossible to read sometimes, even for me. Maybe especially for me.

“I guess that’s what the cocktail is all about,” Emerald mused.

I shrugged, taking a sip of my spiked coffee. It was blissfully sweet and boozy. “I guess. Should be interesting in any case, but then I’ve got to figure out how to get Mom out of town.”

“What’s the rush?”

“Are you kidding?” I stared at her. “Non-magical people aren’t supposed to know about magic, and this town is full of it.” Not to mention the longer my mother was here, the longer she’d try my patience. “Can you imagine what would happen if she caught sight of the Pixietwists? They have wings, for goodness’ sake. Or if somebody, I don’t know, levitates in front of her or something?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that.” Emerald waved off my concerns. “The thing about magic is that you can do it right in front of the non-magical and they will do anything and everything to come up with reasons that it’s perfectly normal to find a levitating cat or whatever. Their minds simply can’t wrap around magic being the answer, so it was their imaginations or they’re tired or they dreamed it.”

I was pretty sure the Salem Witch Trials negated that.

“Then why have a rule about hiding magic?” I pointed out.

“Well, every once in a while, you do find a mundane person who can accept magic is real. And then, of course, there are the wackadoodles.”

I almost spit my coffee. “Wackadoodles?” 

“People that actually want magic to be real but in a bad way,” she said. “And they want to punish anyone more powerful than they are. That’s how people end up tied to stakes.”

“Oh, right.” I guess she hadn’t forgotten about the Trials. “So, what? You think my mother won’t notice we have vampires living across the street and faeries running the flower shop?”

Emerald snorted. “Hardly. Did you when you first arrived?”

The answer to that would be no. Even though I was a witch and could easily see magic and the magical, I’d thought the Pixietwists—the faerie cousins that owned the florist shop—just really liked to dress up in costumes. And the fact I was blowing up garbage cans and streetlamps? I blamed bad wiring for the streetlights and... Well, I never could come up with a good reason for the garbage cans. 

“So what’s the plan for your mom, then?”

What was my plan? Other than get rid of her as fast as possible? “I guess I’ll have to keep her occupied tomorrow. At least until I can get her to Elvira’s and see if the clarity cocktail works.”

Emerald nodded and heaved herself off the couch, leaving her empty cup on the coffee table. “I’ll come in early tomorrow so I can handle the counter if you need me.”

“Thanks. I appreciate it.” 

Emerald read tarot in one of the extra rooms on the second floor she rented from me. She also made candles which I sold in the shop. She wasn’t an employee, but she did sometimes help out, a fact which I greatly appreciated. Especially when things like this happened. Not that anything like my mundane mother showing up in a magical town had ever happened before. Thank the gods for small miracles.

I walked Emerald to the front door to let her out, then I locked up and made my way back upstairs. Enki had taken up Emerald’s spot on the couch.

You look dreadful.

“Gee, thanks,” I said dryly. “I appreciate it.”

You should get some beauty sleep before it’s too late.

I stared at him for a moment. “What do you mean by that?”

Just because you’re a witch doesn’t mean you have to look like a caricature. Have you looked in the mirror lately?
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