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KISSES TILL MIDNIGHT
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Apollonia “Onny” Diamante walked into fifth-­period biology with magic tucked into the back pocket of her jeans.


Carrying around magic was nothing new to Onny.


At Moon Ridge High, she was voted “Most Likely to End Up as Your Friendly Neighborhood Witch.” This was . . . fair. Onny dressed like she was trapped in a Stevie Nicks music video and smelled like the weirdly pleasant love child of a fancy floral boutique and a New Age store that might exclusively sell rare crystals dug up by endangered goats. If she wasn’t carrying a tarot card from her daily reading in her pocket—­alas, not all dresses cooperated with the universe’s divine will—­then it was somewhere in her chic leather backpack tucked along with a satin satchel of rose quartz pebbles, a jade carving of a tiger for luck, and, as always, her silver notebook. That notebook, her lola’s last gift to her before she moved on from this world, never left Onny’s side.


Some people thought Onny’s notebook was stuffed full of spells, but it was really full of star charts, astrological predictions, and the occasional documentation of things that felt like omens. Onny wasn’t so much a witch as she was “witchy adjacent.” She didn’t want to wield magic so much as know that it was there. She wanted to close her eyes and hear the subtle music of stars shifting in the sky . . . not stare at empty corners and hiss about seeing dead people.


Most of all, she wanted proof that when things felt bleak or when her world felt wildly unmoored, she could find reason in the stars, and she could use that light to find her way out of any dark.


Letting the supernatural guide her was, Onny believed, a family inheritance passed down from her tiny, extremely eccentric Filipina grandmother. Her grandmother used to flaunt her pamahiin, or superstitions, as if they were precious diamonds, and she was never seen without her own leather-­bound, sometimes-­magic-potions-and-sometimes-recipes book. Onny’s mom, Corazon, chalked up her grandmother’s “magic” to a wild imagination and convincing charisma . . . , but whenever they used to visit Lola’s house, Onny noticed the deferential—­and sometimes bewildered—­looks the neighbors cast her grandmother. Plus, it was hard to miss the tiny presents appearing in her foyer: flowers from a couple who thanked her for curing their colicky baby, a casserole from a local librarian thanking her for adding her “magic touch” to the school rose garden, and, on one occasion, an angry Post-­it note from a neighbor convinced that Lola had hexed her boyfriend.


Why’d you do that? Onny had asked.


Because he was noisy, smelly, rude, and her dog didn’t like him! Never trust someone your animal doesn’t like! her lola had said, dismissively tossing the note. I did that woman a favor. Hmpf.


All her life, Onny had wanted to be like her lola. In the third grade, Onny even brought her own “grimoire” to class, but that just ended with her in the principal’s office after she threatened to turn Oliver Bergen into a lizard and he’d started crying about it. The fact that the grimoire was really just her mother’s fancy address book might have gotten her off the hook at school, but her grandmother had been furious.


The only true power are words, anak, and how we make people believe them! her lola had scolded. We cannot use them lightly! Don’t waste your magic words on foolish occasions. Save them for something special.


What did you use them for? Onny had asked.


Onny would never forget the sly, delighted expression in her lola’s eyes. They were sitting in her living room. On the nearest table stood one of the many photos of her grandfather. He had passed away long before Onny was born, but she’d grown up on tales of how he’d serenaded her teenage grandmother by moonlight and smuggled love letters to her house disguised in baskets of jackfruit and mango. They were together for fifty years before he died. Her lola picked up his picture, smiling at it wistfully.


I used it for love, anak, said her lola, winking. If I could do it again, I would. Magic is never wasted on true love. When you’re ready, I’ll share the secret with you.


When her grandmother died six months ago, Onny felt like the world had gone quiet without her. Before she’d passed, she’d given Onny her old spells-­and-­recipes book. For the longest time, Onny couldn’t open it. It was too hard to look at her grandmother’s soft, slanting handwriting and not feel a well of grief opening up inside her. But one October morning a few weeks ago, Onny accidentally knocked down the book . . . , and when it fell, she found a letter addressed to her.


There, in her grandmother’s beautiful script, these words:


A love potion for my Onny. May it bring you the magic it brought me.


In that second, the air around Onny felt electric, the stars outside drew a little closer, and she imagined the whole world was holding its breath and craning its neck to look at her and find out what she would do next.


Onny had immediately consulted her tarot. With shaking hands, she flipped her card over and found The Lovers card staring back at her. She ran to her astrological journal and read the words that were supposed to capture the entire month of October: “You’re feeling charged with a new idea. Are you ready to accept the universe with open arms?”


This had to be a sign from the universe. This was what those magic words had been waiting for. And this, thought Onny with a pang of grief, was her grandmother’s last gift to her: love. A love like the kind she and her grandfather had shared. A love that summoned magic into the world.


In a way, it was perfect timing. All Halloweens felt a little magical, but this Halloween was a huge deal in Moon Ridge, and not just because of her parents’ extravagant midnight “gala.” Onny didn’t really know why they were calling it that, but the fact that it combined her two favorite things of “bougie” and “spooky” made it an automatic win. This Halloween celebrated the four-­hundred-­year anniversary of the town’s founding. Local legends said that on every hundred-­year anniversary, magic woke up in Moon Ridge and all things became possible, which made the midnight gala the perfect opportunity to use her lola’s spell.


And of course, like all good magic, it needed to be shared.


The moment Onny started planning, she’d informed The Coven, which consisted of her two best friends, Ash and True. The Coven’s nickname was rooted in dark origins, beginning when Onny’s boyfriend in seventh grade had dared, over text, to dump her. One night soon after, some of the students saw Onny, Ash, and True in the woods, cackling over a fire. The next day, the ex-­boyfriend got mono from the girl he’d kissed at band camp. It was official: The Coven had cursed him.


In reality, the three of them had been toasting marshmallows and trying to rid Onny of her heartache. But no one believed them, and so the nickname stuck.


[image: Image]


Five minutes before biology class started, Onny unlocked her phone and scrolled to “THE COVEN” group chat. For weeks, she’d been working on her lola’s spell, perfecting its ingredients and recipes and even incantations. Today, exactly one day before Halloween, everything was ready.


Onny: DOUBLE, DOUBLE TOIL AND TROUBLE! THE LOVE POTION IS OFFICIALLY BREWWWWWED. Followed all of Lola’s instructions, including stirring in the clippings of a dead man’s toenails :D


True: NOPE.


Ash: Please say that’s a joke.


Onny: Duh. The potion called for teeth not toenails.


Ash: . . .


True: Well, hopefully he brushed before he kicked the bucket.


Onny: Alright fine. It was calamansi juice, jasmine petals plucked at the full moon, ginger, and alchemical whatnot that I refuse to share because the NSA is watching and I can’t risk this becoming government knowledge.


Ash: Idk. Feels kinda wrong to make someone fall in love.


Onny: We are not MAKING someone love us! We are, as the spell says, “awakening” the potential seedlings of love in another person. Like, if it’s there, then it’ll be love. If not, then NO MEANS NO, even in magic.


True: Wtf. I can’t believe I let myself, a future scientist, be talked into this.


Onny: We is making ze magic . . . for science.


Onny: AND ALSO FOR UNDYING LOVE! BECAUSE ANYTHING CAN HAPPEN TOMORROW! EVEN THE APOCALYPSE! BUT! HOPEFULLY! NOT! THAT! [image: Image]


Ash: Sigh x 2


True: Brb, brewing up a v humane tranquilizer.


Onny grinned as she quickly typed out a message:


Also, I stole some fancy paper from the art studio and wrote down the “magic words” on 3 sheets of paper, one for each of us. Will drop off in your lockers. Get ready to ensorcell ~*~tRuE lOvE~*~


True: I’m assuming for you that means “Alexander the Great-­Looking.”


Ash: [image: Image] haha.


A dopey grin slid across Onny’s face at the mention of Alexander the Great-Looking. True’s text was, well, true. Alexander was the apple of her eye . . . and he had just walked into class.


Alexander Abernathy—­whom Onny had first dubbed ­Alexander the Great-­Looking—­had the appearance of a ­missing Hemsworth brother and sounded—­because the universe was a saucy minx and intent on having her fail this class—­like a Scottish laird. Sometimes when he talked, she wanted to just fling herself into his arms and proclaim, Yes, take me away to a heather-­strewn moor!


Alexander was funny, smart, dreamy, and her perfect zodiac companion. Which, to Onny, meant that their love was written in the stars. . . .


At least, it should have been, if not for their disastrous first conversation.
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The first time they “officially” met was at last month’s Homecoming game. Moon Ridge High’s team had just won, and everyone was busy catching rides to the after-­party at Cassidy Rivera’s house. Ash and True had gone to grab True’s beast of a car known as Miss Hocus-­Pocus while Onny waited by the curb.


It was right then that all the stars aligned (as Onny knew they would because . . . horoscope), and when Onny turned to her left, she saw Alexander the Great-­Looking standing next to her. Onny had noticed him plenty of times during biology class. Mostly: the shoulders. Secondly: the face. Thirdly: the accent. Honestly, if he was just shoulders and face and accent, he’d still be in her top-­ten ranking for “Humans I’d Like to Repopulate the Earth with in Case of Apocalypse.”


“Looks like the stars aligned, eh?” Alexander had said.


Onny felt the air rush out of her lungs. Did he somehow know that was her horoscope reading, too?


“For the game,” Alexander clarified.


“Oh,” said Onny. “Yes. Totally. Go . . . Moonbears.”


It was a sad name for a team, and truly the only way they could get around it was by being an unbeatable athletic force. Pretty smart tactic, actually.


“I can’t speak for my own stars, sadly,” said Alexander. “My sister put a peculiar zodiac app on my phone, and I think the last thing it said was ‘beware of sandwiches.’ Deadly stuff, sandwiches.”


Onny grinned. “You’d be taking your life into your own hands with a single bite.”


“Hang on, now I’m wondering what it’s saying about today,” said Alexander, pulling out his phone. He swiped the screen, squinted, then read aloud, “ ‘This is the time of love, Sagittarius! Communication for the week is likely to be honest and dynamic. Open your heart and enjoy where the journey takes you.’ ”


He made a hmpf sound. “S’ppose the bit about sandwiches was a lie then.”


But Onny was barely listening. He was a Sagittarius? That was a perfect pairing to her air sign!


“I’m an Aquarius,” she blurted out.


“Is that so?” said Alexander. He winked, then lifted up his phone. “Well, according to this thing, that means you and I are a perfect match.”


It was, in all honesty, a beautiful moment that Onny wished she could somehow smoosh between glass. The late-­September air smelled like woodsmoke. In the distance, she could see the school’s apple orchard, where the ripe, shiny fruit hung from dark branches like gems fashioned out of individual sunsets. This was the time of year when Moon Ridge really came alive. In every season, Moon Ridge was a jewel box of a town. Some businesses and farms—­like Blush Apple Orchards—­had been in people’s families for generations, and the city was rich with parks and fountains and kissing benches under the old willow trees. In the winter, Moon Ridge wore the snow like rich buttercream frosting on a cake. In the spring, the flowers on Robocker Avenue swayed like they were dancing. And in the summer, the streets turned hazy in the aftermath of fireworks. But fall was special. In autumn, Moon Ridge crackled with magic: banked fires roared, the trees rippled with gold, and the wind whispered the distant promise of frost in the year’s last golden laugh.


At the time, Onny had been leaning against one of the bike racks. Her shoulder-­length black hair was waved in a vintage Holly­wood style, and she had on a faux-­fur shag coat that made her look—­and feel—­like an underworld queen.


She had completely planned to tilt her chin up ever so slightly, maybe even shoot Alexander a saucy wink (she’d been practicing her winks on True and Ash, and over the summer True had finally conceded that she no longer looked like a creature in its death throes, so hooray), but then . . . of course, Byron Frost had to ruin it.


Onny caught the dark stretch of his shadow right before he shattered her perfect moment.


Oh no, she thought. No no no no—­


“Looks like your human sacrifice worked, Onny. Congratulations.”


Alexander had frowned. “Human sacrifice?”


“She wanted to guarantee the team would win, so, you know, the human had to go. She was quite brutal about it, if I’m being honest.”


Onny was seriously considering sacrificing Byron next if he uttered another word.


Alexander’s gorgeous smile started tugging downward. “Uh—­”


I can fix this! thought Onny valiantly. She flashed him her most dazzling grin, then brushed the hair out of her eyes.


“Ha. Byron is being silly, what he means is—­”


But just then, True and Ash rolled up. True, in typical fashion, had smashed the horn twice and hollered out, “C’MON!”


“I’ll tell you about it later! It’s a really funny story actually—­” started Onny, when True honked again.


“CLEARLY I FORGOT THE ROYAL INVITE,” shouted True. “THE MAJESTIC MISS HOCUS-­POCUS AWAITS YOU, APOLLONIA DIAMANTE!”


It was times like these that Onny desperately wished she had telepathic powers. But by then, Alexander’s friends had shown up in their car.


“See you at the after-­party?” Onny asked.


“Uh, no, got other plans, actually,” said Alexander, looking distinctly disturbed. “See you Monday.”


Onny watched Alexander disappear into a sleek car.


Byron waited until that moment to step beside her, a sly smirk on his face as he said, in mock wonder, “Hmm. I wonder if he knew that ‘Human’ was the name of the tulip we dissected in class last week. Aptly named, and then sacrificed, of course, by you.”


Onny could feel the cosmic force of her glare rising up from her toes. Maybe it was a little over the top to imagine a flower being sacrificed to the greater good . . . like the Homecoming game. But Onny had felt kind of bad about tearing apart a flower just to look at its pistils and whatever else, and it sounded so much better in her head to pretend there was a grander purpose to “Human’s” sacrifice. Byron, of course, thought she was being ridiculous and had merely stared at her when she began the “funeral procession” to the trash can.


Onny glared at him. “Thanks for ruining that.”


“Try sacrificing another flower,” said Byron, turning on his heel. “That should fix it.”


While Onny eventually explained it to Alexander, who laughed off the whole thing, all of her attempts to get him into another perfect moment had failed. Alexander would smile at her, but it seemed like every time she tried to go over and talk to him, one of his friends would show up and refuse to get the hint. Once, Alexander tried to get her attention, but Onny was already in the car with Ash and True on the way somewhere urgent. Timing was flat out not on her side. Fail, fail, fail.


But Onny knew things were bound to change.
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She had checked her horoscope for this week, and it had said, Love is finding you soon, if you let yourself receive it. And with the Halloween midnight gala and the town’s four-­hundred-­year anniversary, it was bound to be a time of magic and romance. Everyone was coming to her parents’ place for the official celebrations, and everyone knew Corazon Diamante threw the most epic parties imaginable. Alexander the Great-­Looking was sure to be there, and Onny refused to let anything get in the way of their predestined romance.


Plus, this time she had a love potion to seal the deal. She was sure there had to be something there, enough between them for a love potion to fan quietly into future flames of love. A flutter of nerves opened up in her chest. This was it, she thought, breathlessness stealing through her. All this effort, all the spell work, and everything would line up despite Byron Frost’s disastrous commentary.


Ugh, thought Onny. I hate him.


As if summoned by her thought, a cold shadow fell over her desk. Onny looked up to see her dreaded lab partner, bane of her romantic existence and destroyer of an otherwise cosmically perfect meet-­cute: Byron.


Onny hated admitting it, but the first time she saw him she’d actually gotten butterflies in her stomach. Now when she looked at him, it was a lot more like centipedes.


Byron Frost might have the name and face of a poet, but he had the soul of a mechanical pencil.


He and his mom had moved into Moon Ridge at the beginning of junior year. He’d instantly caused a stir with his young Bruce Wayne vibe, thick sheaf of cocoa-­dark hair, gray eyes, enigmatic-­but-­sexy-­billionaire jawline, and uncannily intense stare.


Sadly, her particular loathing hadn’t affected him at all. Byron was not only at the top of their class, but also the darling of every teacher, and he flat out detested anything that reeked of stars and whimsy, i.e., the entirety of Apollonia Diamante. He’d made that clear the first time they met in homeroom, where Onny—­in an overture of being nice to the new kid—­offered to read his tarot cards.


Beautiful Byron Frost had raised an eyebrow and declared, “I find cosmic bullshit the worst kind of pretension.”


From then on, their relationship went as follows:


Swords drawn.


Flags planted.


War declared.


The fact that they were forced to be lab partners was just a cruel quirk of the universe.


“What’s this?” asked Byron, dropping into the seat beside her. “Onny Diamante has beat me to class? Will wonders never cease?”


“Hail Satan to you, too,” she grumbled at him.


“You usually arrive with the second bell on a cloud of incense smoke.”


Onny eyed him suspiciously. Had he been tracking her movements? She looked at him but didn’t notice anything out of the usual. Byron looked immaculate as always: formal gray sweater, dark jeans, hair swept away from his forehead. If he could come to school in a three-­piece suit, he probably would.


“My meeting with Lucifer ended early,” said Onny.


“Tell him I said great work on the polar ice caps.”


“Why don’t I tell him—­” Onny started to say, when their biology teacher swept into the room.


Mr. Brightside—­yes, that was his real name—­was tall, Black, and looked like a vampire prince reluctantly dragged into the mortal world. And yet even with his penchant for the morbid, his all-­black wardrobe, iron rings, dark humor, and unsmiling expressions, Mr. Brightside was somehow married to the round and almost obnoxiously joyful Mayor Ross Grimjoy.


Onny had never seen his husband without a smile. Together, they lived in a Victorian-­style house off the town square, where Mr. Brightside supposedly kept a poison garden on the left side of the lawn along with a somewhat morbid lawn “diorama,” and Mayor Grimjoy planted sunflowers on the right side. They were . . . quite a pair. But, thought Onny as her heart twinged in envy, they were ludicrously happy together.


“In light of both Halloween and the auspicious occasion of the Moon Ridge’s anniversary, let us celebrate with a little pop quiz, shall we?” asked Mr. Brightside as he swept his eyes across the classroom. “First person to answer all ten questions correctly gets five extra points added to their last test.”


Everyone in class groaned, but Byron sat up straighter. Onny wasn’t sure why he bothered. She’d seen his grade on the last test: 97. And he made sure she saw it, because she’d gotten a 96. Jerk.


“How many bones are in the human body?”


Byron’s hand snapped up. Mr. Brightside nodded to him.


“Two hundred and six in adults, but two hundred and ­seventy for children, since some of their bones fuse together as they grow.”


Mr. Brightside’s mouth made a small quirk, which looked almost like a smile. “Correct.”


“Just want you to know that it’s creepy that you know that,” whispered Onny.


“Right, I forgot: intelligence is a detriment to my personality.”


Onny glared. Byron might be at the top of their whole class, but it’s not like Onny was too far behind.


Mr. Brightside continued. “True or false: spiders are insects.”


Byron’s hand shot up. “False; they’re arachnids. All insects have six legs.”


Onny whispered, “How’d you get away with just two? You’re a miracle.”


Byron pretended he hadn’t heard her, but Onny saw a muscle in his jawline tighten.


Poor jawline, she thought. You are utterly wasted on this human.


Mr. Brightside: “What’s the name of the pigment that gives pumpkins an orange color?”


Alexander the Great-­Looking raised his hand first. Byron glowered. Onny privately cheered.


“Chlorophyll?” he said.


Mr. Brightside made an EHHHH!!! sound.


“Carotene,” said Byron smoothly.


Byron got all the next questions right, too, and then came the last one.


“What does ‘zodiac’ mean?”


Byron blinked, frowning. “I . . . I . . .”


Onny raised her hand, smiling.


“Yes, Ms. Diamante?” asked Mr. Brightside.


“It means ‘circle of little animals,’ ” said Onny.


“Ms. Diamante is correct,” said Mr. Brightside. “Since no one got all ten right, no one gets the extra points. Alas. Maybe this upsets you, but I have found that bitterness only enhances the sweetness of existence. . . .”


Mr. Brightside paused to look dramatically out the window.


“Please continue your experiments from yesterday. Lab reports will be due next Monday, and . . .” Mr. Brightside frowned at a sheet of paper on his desk. “It appears we may have an unexpected visitor toward the end of class, so do not be overly concerned if you are unable to complete today’s assignment in time.”


Onny slowly turned to Byron. “What’s this? Byron Frost got a pop quiz wrong? Will wonders never cease?”


Byron coolly flipped open his lab notebook, avoiding her gaze. “Who bothers with knowing useless information like that anyway?”


“People with interesting lives,” said Onny serenely. “Looks like my ‘intelligence is a detriment to my personality.’ ”


Onny and Byron spent the next twenty minutes locked in a comfortable, spiteful silence. They passed the microscope back and forth, making notations as they saw fit. Luckily, their findings and answers were identical; otherwise they’d be forced to talk.


Onny had already happily started daydreaming about going home and checking on the love potion. . . . She wondered if her mom had any old perfume bottles so she could use them as vials for Ash and True’s share of the potion. She probably could deliver it in a traveling Styrofoam cup, but that was such a depressing aesthetic.


A loud snap interrupted Onny’s daydream.


She looked to her right and saw Byron holding up a snapped pencil.


He looked horrified.


Onny raised an eyebrow. “Did you two know each other very well?”


“I hate to ask this, mostly because I’m terrified about what necromancy lurks in your bag . . . but can I borrow a pencil?” he asked.


“What’s the magic word?” trilled Onny.


“Please,” said Byron flatly.


Onny reached into her bag for her pencil case, then rummaged through it until she found the perfect one for Byron. It was a bright-­red mechanical pencil with a sparkly tomato eraser.


Byron stared at it. “A tomato?”


“You got a problem with tomatoes?”


“No, I was just fully expecting something more irritatingly magical, like a unicorn,” he said, eyeing the pencil Onny was using that was indeed twisted up like a unicorn horn.


“Tomatoes are very magical vegetables.”


“Actually,” said Byron, “tomatoes are fruit.”


“Whatever,” said Onny. “Did you know that the Latin name for tomato is lycopersicum, from lyco and persicum, which means ‘wolf peach.’ People in Ye Olde Medieval Europe Town used to believe that eating it would turn you into a werewolf. They thought it was poisonous, too, but that was probably because it was related to the deadly nightshade plant.”


Byron looked reluctantly impressed. “Your point? Other than tomatoes turned out to be disappointing but nutritious.”


“My point is that maybe there’s a reason for things seeming magical. . . . Maybe they have an element of truth.”


“Further testing is almost always required,” said Byron. “Otherwise you end up with people poaching rhinos and turning their horns into powder all because of claims that it might increase male virility.”


Onny could sense that their conversation was on a slippery slope toward strange territory. It had happened a couple times before. One rainy day last April, Byron had caught Onny covered head to toe in mud after rescuing a frog from a drain. He rolled his eyes and asked whether she was planning to kiss it and turn it into a prince, too. Onny retorted that if that magic worked, she’d kiss him on the spot just to turn him back into a slimy reptile. But the moment she mentioned kissing, his expression had changed. She’d once compared his gray eyes to dull pencil lead, but in the rain, they looked silver. Byron stared at her a second too long before his smirk twisted to a tight, angry line. And then he’d turned around and left her in the rain.


The whole thing was just . . . weird.


She wanted to forget all about it, but sometimes the memory snuck up on her.


She should’ve known better than to egg him on, but it was Friday, and she was punch-drunk on the promise of a love potion and thoughts about the midnight gala, so instead she blurted out, “Oh dear, already researching male virility? I always thought that’d be the case.”


“Always?” repeated Byron. “Spend a lot of time thinking about my virility, Diamante? Because if you’re that curious, we could conduct a thorough investigation.” His smile turned wolfish. “You know, for science.”


They were teasing words, but they sent a not-­completely-­uncomfortable shiver through her belly. There was something in the way he said it. The low register of his voice that danced above a growl and the force of his gray eyes.


Fortunately, she was saved from making any comment when the door to the classroom burst open and clouds of dry ice spilled over the threshold. A huge cheer rolled through the room.


“It’s the spirit!” yelled someone.


“Oh no,” said Mr. Brightside, covering his face with his hands in extreme mortification.


Oh yessss, thought Onny, turning her attention far, far away from whatever that exchange was with Byron.


Every Halloween, Mayor Grimjoy dressed up as the “Lady of Moon Ridge.” Sometimes he would pop into the high school classrooms, and if someone correctly told the “Founders’ Fable,” they’d all be let out early. This year, the mayor had stepped up his costume. And entrance.


When the smoke cleared, he stood before Mr. Brightside’s desk, his arms stretched wide. He wore a brilliant, deep-­purple cloak that had been superglued all over with golden oak leaves, a wedding dress the color of moonlight, and a crown of roses and tiny pumpkins around his head.


“’Tis I, the benevolent spirit, the Lady of Moon Ridge!”


Mr. Brightside’s expression looked caught between actual amusement and genuine horror at his husband. He mouthed something under his breath that looked a lot like I love you, but why?


“I have come bearing good tidings of luck and joy on the eve of tomorrow’s celebrations!” said the mayor. “I fully expect to see everyone in your best Halloween costume, and if you come with a water bottle, I will open it and make sure it’s water! So! Don’t! Be! That! Person!”


“Can you go now?” whispered Mr. Brightside.


“Oh ho! Who’s this, but a fine educator of bright young minds!” Mayor Grimjoy winked. “Very fine indeed.”


Mr. Brightside blushed. “I hate this.”


“Tell me, young man—­”


“We’re the same age.”


“Dost thou know the tale of our great founding?”


“Can we not do this . . . ?”


“Shouldst thou not answer, the spirit shall follow you home!”


“We live together.”


The mayor waved his hand, then turned to the others. “What about you, young pumpkins? Who can tell the tale?”


Almost everyone—­except Byron—­raised their hand.


“Yes, you there! Tell the tale!”


Onny turned around in her seat and saw Alexander the Great-­Looking beaming around at his classmates. His eyes went to Onny’s, and the corner of his lips twitched up in a smile. Onny’s pulse kicked up a notch.


“Once upon a time—­” said Alexander.


“Excellent beginning!” said the mayor, practically bouncing from foot to foot.


“There was a young couple who fell in love, and whose parents forbade them to be together, and so they decided to run away.”


“Ah yes; the course of true love never did run smooth,” said the mayor, swiveling to his husband.


Mr. Brightside huffed, but the smallest smile touched his face.


“But before they could depart, the girl fell sick and passed away exactly at midnight on Halloween.”


Onny’s heart squeezed a bit, the way it always did when she thought of the sad tale.


“But Moon Ridge is a place of magic”—­Alexander paused to make quotation marks with his fingers—­“and the girl turned into the Lady of Moon Ridge. Her beloved waited for Halloween every year. On that day, she’d supposedly come out of the forests and spend the day with him,” said Alexander, before winking. “And night, if the poor man was lucky.”


The class laughed, and the mayor dramatically dabbed at his face with his wedding veil. “’Tis true! And when the boy died, he joined her in the stars and they became known as the Lovers of Moon Ridge, a celestial pair best glimpsed on Halloween. Tomorrow marks the four-­hundred-­year anniversary of our town’s founding! As you know, every hundred years, magic comes alive in our town on Halloween”—­the Mayor paused to waggle his fingers—­“and mischief and madness shall be afoot! Tomorrow, perhaps the Lady of Moon Ridge will walk alongside us! Romance shall perfume the air! Autumn shall unleash her golden splendor and—­”


Mr. Brightside coughed loudly, then looked pointedly at the clock.


Onny, along with the rest of the class, was already angling toward her backpack, ready to race out of the room.


“Oh. Yes,” said the mayor. He took a bow. “CLASS DISMISSED! And Happy Halloween!”


As everyone stampeded out of the classroom, Onny felt strangely aware of the new silence between her and Byron. She glanced at him, and he held out the tomato pencil. His mouth wasn’t completely sneering at the moment, which was a change. . . .


Byron shook his head a moment, then said, “Onny, you know—­”


But at that moment, someone else stopped by her desk. Onny looked up to see Alexander the Great-­Looking grinning down at her.


“So, will I be able to recognize you at the party tomorrow, or is your costume complete and total camouflage?” asked Alexander.


“I don’t know about recognizable, but it’ll definitely be eye-­catching,” said Onny, grinning.


“I’d expect nothing less from a girl who performs human sacrifice,” said Alexander, winking before he smiled at Byron. “See you later, mate.”


Byron looked oddly stiff. A determined look crossed his face as he quickly gathered his things and stood up to leave.


“See you tomorrow,” he said briskly.


“What, that’s it?” asked Onny. “You’re not going to wish me luck on my nightly séance or dancing around a campfire with the rest of The Coven?”


Byron smirked. “I need all the luck I can get, so I’m going to hold on to it for myself.”


And with that, he left.


Onny stared after him. Huh. What did that mean?


By then, she was one of the last stragglers. October sunshine spilled through the windows. On the other side of town, her lola’s love potion was calling to her, and Onny’s blood practically popped and fizzed with dreams.
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As she stepped into the crisp, autumn afternoon, Onny’s breath plumed into the air. She stared around the honey-­cobbled streets of Moon Ridge. Sugar maples and hickory trees lined the streets and swayed in the wind, as if caught up in the unmistakable rhythm of Moon Ridge’s Halloween magic. The world seemed to sparkle with enchantments. Perhaps there really were blue-­lipped ghosts resting in the shadows of forests, girls with autumn leaves for hair slipping behind buildings, or scarecrows waltzing across fields. It was the kind of magic that promised alchemy and wonder, where a kiss by midnight really could melt into true love. . . .


Tomorrow night, that magic would be hers, too.
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True had once described Onny’s house as “the kind of place that makes Gossip Girl look like it was about peasants.” Much as she hated that sentence, it wasn’t . . . wrong. Onny’s mom had hired an architect who specialized in medieval revivals, so their home looked like a fifteenth-­century Normandy castle. Ivy and wisteria wrapped around the gray turrets and hewn stone walls that sat on seven acres of forests and creeks complete with an actual moat and a drawbridge.


When they were kids, Onny, True, and Ash had unleashed a bunch of frogs into the moat because Onny had been convinced one of the frogs would grow up to be a prince. After Corazon Diamante gave up trying to get the frogs off the property, the amphibians’ musical belching became the soundtrack to their summers. Sure, the frogs never turned into princes, but their music made Onny believe in magic anyway. The Coven would camp outside, lulled to sleep by the symphony of cicadas and violin-­legged crickets, the delicate wind chimes tucked into the branches of the willow trees. The only night-­light they needed was the winking shimmer of fireflies. It was a magical childhood, one that Onny knew wouldn’t have been possible without the privileges afforded to her by her parents. Despite their wealth—­and Corazon’s definitively unsubtle taste—­her parents had always emphasized humility, charity, and the reminder that no riches compared to the love of one’s family and friends.


What you have is nothing if you give nothing back, her father liked to say.


Onny thought of the love potion waiting for her in her bedroom and grinned. You’re welcome, friends, she projected into the universe. Onny could have sworn she heard a growl of thunder that sounded like True and a faint sighing breeze that might as well have been Ash. She’d read somewhere that focusing on what you wanted manifested it in the universe, and so she tried it as she walked up the driveway. She tried to hold, in her heart, the little glass chalice she’d used to make her grandmother’s love potion. In her head, she pictured Alexander Abernathy’s gorgeous face and bite-­me shoulders, but because her brain was insistent on annoying her, Byron Frost’s gray eyes kept intruding into her thoughts. He’d looked so weird when he’d left biology class. And then he’d been all brisk and not at all insulting, which almost made her feel like her whole week had been thrown off.


They had a quota of bickering to fill! He’d neglected the quota! He was throwing off her groove! And why? What did that have to do with her parents’ Halloween party? Onny sighed, stepped inside the house, and immediately dropped her book bag onto the floor.


“Hoy!” hissed her mom. “No bags on the floor! That’s bad luck!”


Onny grumbled. For some reason, Corazon Diamante could wave away her grandmother’s powers but believe that literally every action summoned bad luck and could only be remedied with a handful of salt circled around her face and thrown over her shoulder. Onny picked up her bag and was on the verge of an extremely dramatic eye roll when she looked up to see her family kitchen . . . demolished.


“What . . . is happening . . . ?” said Onny.
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