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Adam’s car windows were foggy with the heat of their breath. It was a balmy night at dusk and the air was scented with early signs of spring – a perfect night to roll down the windows and enjoy the breeze while they kissed. But Cassie insisted the windows stay closed, for privacy. Besides, she liked the feeling of being cocooned in such close quarters with Adam, insulated from the outside world by the steamy glass. They were going to be late for their meeting, but inside this cloud, she didn’t care.

‘We should go in,’ she said half-heartedly.

‘Just five more minutes. It’s not like they can start without you.’

Right, Cassie thought, because I’m a leader. All the more reason not to be late because I’m making out with my boyfriend.

Boyfriend. The notion still made her giddy, even after all these weeks. She watched the way the setting sun brought out the multicoloured highlights in Adam’s tangled hair – shades of burgundy and orange – and the crystalline sparkle in his blue eyes.

He leaned in and softly kissed that spot on the side of Cassie’s neck just below her ear. ‘Fine,’ she said. ‘Three more minutes.’

Their first kiss as a couple had changed everything for Cassie. It meant something. Adam’s lips on hers felt deliberate and momentous, like an agreement, and Cassie’s whole body became aware of that fact. This was love, she’d realised.

Cassie assumed the sensation would lessen as the days passed, that their kissing would become routine and habitual, but it hadn’t. If anything, its intensity increased over time. Parked now just outside the old lighthouse on Shore Road, Cassie knew they had to stop kissing, but she couldn’t. And neither could Adam. The quickening of his breath and the pressing urgency of his grip on her hips made that obvious.

But it wouldn’t look good to walk in late to her first meeting as a Circle leader. ‘We really have to go in,’ she said, pulling away and placing her hand up against Adam’s chest to hold him still.

He took a deep breath and exhaled through his mouth, trying to cool himself down. ‘I know.’

Reluctantly, he let Cassie disentangle from his embrace and make herself more presentable. After a few more deep breaths and a swift patting down of his wild hair, he followed her inside.

 

Walking across the long-grassed meadow that led to the old lighthouse, Cassie couldn’t help but be struck by its worn, rustic beauty. Melanie had told them it dated back to the late 1700s, and its age was evident in its dilapidated appearance. The tower itself was constructed of greyed stone and brick reaching almost ninety feet high, but at its base was a small, crumbling wooden house – the light-keeper’s cottage. It had been built for the light-keeper’s wife and children, so they could be close to him while he saw to his duties upstairs. According to Melanie, the cottage was passed down through several generations until the lighthouse was finally decommissioned in the early 1900s. Since then, there had been talk of converting it into a museum, but it had remained abandoned for decades.

Adam smiled at her, and her breath caught in her throat. She unlatched the cottage door and stepped inside, Adam just behind her. With an almost audible whoosh, the Circle’s focus shifted to her grand, belated entrance.

It was immediately obvious that they’d kept the group waiting for too long, and that the group knew exactly what she and Adam had been doing. Cassie examined all their faces, absorbing their different reactions and silent accusations.

Melanie’s usually cool eyes contained a heated impatience, and Laurel shyly giggled. Deborah, sitting on the edge of the wooden bench in the corner, appeared ready to make a snide comment, but before she had the chance, Chris and Doug Henderson, who’d been playing catch with a tennis ball by the window, said in unison, ‘Well, it’s about frigging time.’

Nick, sitting on the floor with his back against the wall, looked at Cassie with a subtle pain in his eyes that forced her to turn away.

‘Adam,’ Faye said in her lazy, husky voice, ‘your lip gloss is smudged.’

The room broke out with uncontrollable laughter, and Adam’s face reddened. Diana stared straight down at the floor, humiliated for them, or perhaps for herself. She’d been gracious about Adam being with Cassie now, but there was only so much a girl could take.

‘We call this meeting to order,’ Diana said, regaining her poise. ‘Everyone, please be seated.’

Diana spoke as if the laughter had died down, but it was still loud and raucous. ‘The first order of business,’ she continued, ‘is what we’re going to do with the Master Tools.’

That quieted the group. The Master Tools – the diadem, the silver bracelet, and the leather garter – had belonged to Black John’s original coven. They’d been hidden for hundreds of years until Cassie figured out they were concealed within the fireplace in her grandmother’s kitchen. The Circle had used the Tools to defeat Black John, but they’d put off making any decisions regarding them since. Tonight, the time had come to determine their fate.

‘That’s right,’ Cassie said, joining Diana in the centre of the room. ‘We have real power now. And we need to …’

What? What did they need to do? Cassie turned to Diana. Her green eyes and shining hair were radiant, even in the ghostly lantern light of the old cottage. If anyone knew what the Circle should do next, it was Diana.

‘I think we should destroy the power of the Master Tools somehow,’ Diana said in her clear, musical voice. ‘So no one can use them.’

For a moment, nobody spoke. They were all too shocked by this suggestion. Then Faye broke the silence. ‘You’ve got to be kidding me,’ she said. ‘You and Adam have spent half your lives trying to find the Master Tools.’

‘I know,’ Diana said. ‘But after all we’ve been through, and now that we’ve defeated Black John, I feel like that much power can’t be good for us, or for anyone.’

Cassie was as surprised as Faye. These words didn’t sound like Diana at all, or at least not like the Diana that Cassie had known.

Adam appeared taken aback as well, but he kept quiet. Leaders spoke first. Those were the rules.

Cassie felt the attention of the group settle upon her. They were a triumvirate now, which meant her power was equal to both Diana’s and Faye’s. She wanted to use her authority well, to state her opinion openly and intelligently, but she didn’t want to go against Diana.

‘What made you change your mind?’ she said.

Diana crossed her thin arms over her chest. ‘People change their minds all the time, Cassie.’

‘Well,’ Faye said, focusing on Diana with her honey-coloured eyes, ‘I disagree entirely. It would be a waste to not use the Tools. At the very least, we should experiment with them.’ Her mouth formed a cruel smile. ‘Don’t you agree, Cassie?’

‘Um,’ she said. It was weird. Cassie kind of agreed with Faye on this one, which may have been the first time she ever agreed with Faye on anything. She didn’t want to side with Faye over Diana, but how could they just destroy the Tools? What if Black John came back? These were their only means of self-defence. She wished Diana had discussed this with her before now.

‘We can talk to Constance for help getting rid of them,’ Diana offered. ‘If that’s what we decide to do.’

Melanie’s great-aunt Constance had been helping the Circle with their magic. Since she’d tapped into her powers to nurse Cassie’s mother back to health last winter, she’d become more willing to share her knowledge of the old ways.

‘Constance probably knows a spell we can use,’ Diana said. ‘And with Black John gone for good, I bet she’ll agree it’s time to put the Tools to rest.’

Cassie could see Diana felt strongly about this. As did Faye – that familiar fiery anger had snuck its way into her sharp features.

‘We should take a vote,’ a strong voice called out. It belonged to Nick, who rarely spoke at Circle meetings. Hearing him express an opinion on this caught Cassie off guard.

‘Nick’s right,’ Melanie said. ‘We should all have equal say in a decision so important.’

Diana nodded. ‘I’m fine with that.’

Faye dramatically swept her red nails at the group. ‘Vote then,’ she said, with the confidence of someone who’d already won.

Melanie stood and stepped to the centre of the room. She always called out Circle votes, Cassie noticed. ‘All those in favour of destroying the Master Tools,’ she said, ‘raise your hands.’

Diana’s hand went up first, followed by Melanie’s own, then Laurel’s. After a second-long pause, Nick raised his, and then finally Adam.

Cassie couldn’t believe it. Adam had voted with Diana, even though she knew he’d rather experiment with the Tools.

‘All those in favour of keeping the Tools,’ Melanie said, ‘raise your—’

‘Wait,’ Cassie called out. She’d gotten distracted and lost the chance to choose Diana’s side.

Faye laughed. ‘You snooze, you lose, Cassie. And a vote against Diana is a vote for me.’

‘Wrong,’ Cassie said, surprising herself as she said it. ‘It’s a vote for me.’

She paused to look at Adam and saw he was smiling proudly.

‘I propose a third option,’ she said. ‘We keep the Tools, in case we need them. We don’t destroy their power, but we also don’t experiment with them.’

‘In that case,’ Faye said, ‘I’d be happy to keep the Tools safe until we need them.’

‘Not a chance,’ Adam said.

Cassie raised her hand. ‘I wasn’t finished.’ She eyed Faye and then Diana. ‘I propose that each leader hide one of the three relics, so they can only be used if the whole group knows about it.’

Everyone got quiet then, as they mulled over this new possibility in their minds.

It was a good idea, and Cassie knew it. What she didn’t know was how she’d come up with it right there on the spot like that. When she took control of the floor, she hadn’t had the slightest idea what she was going to say.

Diana spoke first. ‘That does seem like a fair compromise,’ she said. ‘Melanie, I call for a revote.’

‘I second the call for a revote,’ Nick said gallantly.

Melanie raised her eyebrows. ‘Okay then. All those in favour of … Cassie’s idea, raise your hands.’

All hands went up, except for Deborah’s, Suzan’s and Faye’s.

‘It’s decided then,’ Melanie said.

Faye stood perfectly still. She didn’t move a muscle, but a dark shadow fell over her face.

Suzan bounced out of her chair. ‘Oh, well,’ she said. ‘I guess that’s that. I’m starving. Can we go eat now?’

‘Yeah, let’s go get tacos,’ Sean said.

One by one, everyone stood up and began gathering their things, talking about meeting at Melanie’s great-aunt Constance’s later to practise their invocations. Diana snuffed out the candles and turned down the lanterns. All the while, Faye remained motionless.

‘You,’ she said.

Instinctively, Cassie took a step back even though Faye was across the room.

‘Don’t be too proud of yourself.’ She sauntered over to Cassie and leaned in close. Cassie could smell her heady perfume and it made her dizzy. ‘You may have won the battle,’ Faye said. ‘But … well, you know.’

Cassie drew away from Faye’s reach. Her fear still got the best of her every time Faye threatened her. Whether or not Faye was actually stronger was beside the point. She had the singleness of mind of a sociopath and a complete lack of conscience. Faye couldn’t be reasoned with, and that was what made her dangerous.

‘We’re on the same side,’ Cassie said weakly. ‘We want the same thing.’

Faye narrowed her honey-coloured eyes. ‘Not really,’ she said. ‘Not yet, anyway.’

It sounded like a threat, and Cassie knew Faye never made an empty threat.
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Cassie and Adam barely said a word the whole drive back to Cassie’s house. She was still shaken up by Faye’s words, and Adam, sensing that, just quietly held her hand while he drove.

She clicked on the radio for a pleasant distraction and fiddled with its dial till she found a song she liked. She couldn’t remember the song’s title, but it triggered a feeling of nostalgia in her heart, a memory of a time when her life was much simpler than it was now. She had been in New Salem less than a year, but it felt like forever and a day.

Instead of watching the spring night drift by her window, Cassie closed her eyes. She let the music wash over her and tried to remember what it felt like to be not a witch but just a girl.

Then she opened her eyes for a little peek at Adam. He was beautiful. In the pale moonlight, his hair appeared auburn and his eyes darkened to a deep navy that matched the night sky. How was it possible that this boy was in love with her, and only her? The Cassie from last year would never have believed it.

She glanced at her own reflection in the car’s side-view mirror. She didn’t even look like the self she knew in California. Back then, she’d always felt so average. Average height, average build, ordinary brown hair. But now Cassie noticed her own multicoloured highlights, and how big and round her greyish-blue eyes were. And most importantly, she recognised how she’d matured into her power. She was confident now in a way she never could have imagined.

When they pulled up to Number Twelve, the last house on the bluff, Cassie remembered the first time she’d seen it, how frightening and old it appeared to her with its sloping roof and weathered grey clapboard siding. Was it a good thing that she’d grown so used to it, and to all the old houses on Crowhaven Road? Everything that had struck her as odd and a little creepy before had become normal to her – it had become her life.

Adam cut the engine and turned to Cassie with eager eyes.

‘Just ignore her,’ he said.

‘Who?’

‘Faye. What she said about you winning the battle but her winning the war – you can’t let that get to you. She’s always saying that about everything. If there were a Faye doll, when you pulled its string that’s what it would say …’ He made his voice husky like Faye’s. ‘Win the battle, lose the war.’

Cassie had to laugh at this.

Adam took her hands into his, obviously pleased he’d got her to smile. ‘You came up with a great solution for the Master Tools,’ he said. ‘How did you think of it?’

‘I don’t know. It was weird,’ Cassie said. ‘It just came to me out of nowhere.’

‘Not out of nowhere,’ Adam said. ‘From here.’ He pointed to her heart. ‘And here,’ he said, pointing to her head. ‘That’s why we voted you leader. When are you going to get used to it, Cassie? You’re special.’

At that moment, Cassie was so grateful to have Adam at her side. Sure, he’d voted with Diana earlier, but when Cassie spoke up, he supported her, and that’s what mattered. She leaned in for a kiss from his full red lips.

Kissing him never got old. But he interpreted this one sweet kiss goodbye as an invitation for another make-out session. He hurriedly undid his seat belt and tossed it aside.

‘No,’ Cassie said. ‘Not again.’

Adam raised his eyebrows like a sad puppy.

‘The light’s on in the dining room.’ Cassie tousled his hair and then pushed him away. ‘Which means my mom is probably watching us right now.’

Adam grabbed for her playfully with a look of mischief in his eyes. ‘One day, my love, you will care less about what people think.’

She gave him one last kiss on his smooth cheek and ran for the house before she changed her mind.

 

Once inside, Cassie found her mother seated at the large mahogany dining room table. There was a soothing warmth to the dimly lit room. For once, Cassie appreciated her grandfather’s ancient electrical work, shoddy as it was. The golden maize-coloured walls would have appeared yellow under the unforgiving brightness of modern lighting.

Her mother’s dark head of hair shot up and she smiled wide with surprise. Apparently she hadn’t been watching them in the car at all, thank goodness.

‘Cassie, I didn’t expect you home so early,’ her mom said. ‘Care to help?’

Cassie surveyed the scattered piles of coloured tissue paper strewn across the vast table. ‘What is all this?’

Her mother raised up both hands like she was in over her head. ‘Daffodils and cranes. Decorations for the spring festival. I volunteered, but I have no idea why. Now I’m drowning in tissue paper.’

After seeing her mother sick in bed for so long, night after night, watching Melanie’s great-aunt Constance feed her healing herbs and rub her down with medicinal poultices, it was a pleasure to find her mother so worked up over such an inconsequential task. And it was good to see her getting involved in a community event, too. Cassie wanted her mom to feel at home here in New Salem and to have friends, especially now that Grandma wasn’t around.

‘Where do I begin?’ Cassie asked as she joined her mother at the regal table. She gathered stacks of yellow and green tissue paper, figuring the daffodils were easier to make than the cranes. As she began folding and fluffing the fine paper into petals, she thought to herself: There’s probably a magic way to get this done much faster. But she was so happy and relieved to have her mom back to her old self that she didn’t mind if it took all night.

‘So,’ her mother said, focusing her eyes fully on Cassie at last. ‘How’s Adam?’

Cassie felt her cheeks get warm. ‘He’s good.’

‘And your friends?’

‘They’re good, too.’

Her mom dropped the silver crane she’d been struggling with and studied Cassie’s face.

‘You know, I’m really proud of you,’ she said. ‘You recovered so quickly from …’ She paused.

‘From all the drama?’

‘The drama, yes, I guess you could call it that.’ Her mother tried to smile.

Cassie hesitated for only a moment, but it was enough to catch her mother’s attention. ‘Something’s wrong,’ she said. ‘What is it?’

Anxiety flooded Cassie’s stomach. She was enjoying this bonding time and didn’t want to ruin it. But her mother seemed genuinely open to talking tonight. For the first time in Cassie’s life, it seemed like all the secrets between them were finally out in the open and their relationship had a clean slate. A new beginning, Cassie thought. That’s what they were celebrating, right? That’s what all these dumb paper cranes and daffodils were for, after all.

Cassie took a deep breath and looked carefully into her mother’s eyes. ‘I’ve been wondering about my dad,’ she said.

Her mother immediately stiffened. Cassie noticed her jaw tighten and then she took a long sip of her tea. The cup shook almost imperceptibly in her hand. Cassie was instantly sorry she’d said it. But when her mother set her cup of tea back down, she seemed to have recovered from the shock of the question. Or at least, she was trying to appear as though she’d recovered from it.

When she finally spoke, the words came out stilted, but patient and kind. ‘I’m happy to tell you anything you want to know,’ she said. ‘All you have to do is ask.’

Relief settled into Cassie’s shoulders. It occurred to her how long she’d been keeping her worries and questions tightly wound up within her body. She pushed herself to continue talking.

‘I know he – I mean, Black John – was evil,’ Cassie said. ‘But he’s a part of me. And it’s a part I feel I need to understand. Is there anything you can tell me about him?’

There. She said it. It was out in the open.

Her mother focused hard on the paper crane in her hands. ‘You’re absolutely right,’ she said, but she didn’t answer the question, and she didn’t look at Cassie when she said it.

Cassie watched her mother in careful silence. She honed in much too closely on the silver crane she was holding, folding and refolding it several times.

‘The problem is that they make this paper much too thin and flimsy,’ she said. ‘It falls apart the second you touch it.’

Right before Cassie’s eyes, her mother had completely checked out of their conversation. But Cassie was determined to not give up that easily and, after a few minutes of heavy staring on Cassie’s part, her mother stopped ignoring her and briefly looked up.

‘Is there something you want to ask me right now?’ she asked with a feigned nonchalance.

The look in her mother’s eyes revealed a fear Cassie hadn’t seen in her since she’d fallen ill. Her face turned pale and ghostlike, like she’d aged twenty years in those five seconds of silence. And, Cassie noticed, the silver tissue paper she held in her hand wrinkled and cracked beneath the crushing tension of her fingers, like she was squeezing it for dear life.

It was all too much for Cassie to handle. Her mother had just started feeling better. She’d just started to participate in life again. Cassie couldn’t afford to wreck all that with her selfish questions. Her mother was fragile, far more fragile than Cassie ever would be.

‘Never mind,’ Cassie said. ‘We can talk about all that another time. We have a lot to get done here.’

It had always been this way. Cassie was always the one who had to be the adult in their relationship, the one to keep her questions to herself because her mother couldn’t bear the answers – or the truth. She was a fool to think it could be any different.
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‘Spring is in the air,’ Melanie said to Cassie and Laurel, closing her grey eyes momentarily and taking a deep breath in. ‘You can almost smell it, can’t you?’

Cassie slammed her locker shut and inhaled, but all she could smell was the same school hallway scent of sweat, paper and ammonia.

‘It was a rough winter,’ Laurel said. ‘I think that has something to do with it.’ She had adorned herself appropriately this morning in a floral-print dress. ‘The spring equinox festival is going to be huge this year.’

There was a bustling excitement to their surroundings – voices seemed louder, footsteps quicker, everyone appeared more lively and animated – everyone had spring fever. Then Cassie remembered that the new principal was being announced at this morning’s assembly. Maybe that was the source of all the new energy in the air? She was eager to meet the man who would be in charge of their school, especially after their last principal turned out to be Black John in disguise. But Melanie and Laurel were probably right – it was this weekend’s spring festival that had everyone keyed up. Their schoolmates were all planning their outfits and debating over who’d be a worthy date. Nobody cared who the new principal was.

‘It’s a good sign,’ Melanie said. ‘A celebration of new beginnings is just what this town needs.’

Cassie wanted to be as excited as everyone about the coming spring, but her heart felt heavy in her chest. Her disastrous attempt to talk to her mother the previous night was still weighing on her.

Just then Chris and Doug Henderson swept by on rollerblades, laughing as they tore through the crowded hallway. Their forward momentum blew their dishevelled blond hair back from their identical blue-green eyes. They slowed down only to hand out star-shaped flowers to whichever pretty girls they passed. Suzan, carrying a wicker basket full of the flowers, jogged behind them to keep them supplied.

‘What the heck was that?’ Cassie asked.

‘Chionodoxa luciliae,’ Laurel said.

Melanie gave Laurel a shove. ‘In English.’

‘Sorry.’ Laurel smiled. ‘Those blue flowers. They’re called glory-of-the-snow. They’re one of the first signs of spring.’

It occurred to Cassie then that even the Henderson twins, who’d lost their sister, Kori, just last autumn, were embracing the new season. She could try a little harder to have a more positive outlook. ‘I think I’ve seen those flowers,’ she said. ‘They’re in the rock garden behind the gymnasium.’

‘Not any more they’re not,’ Sean said, laughing loudly. He walked towards them with a bouquet of the blue flowers in his skinny outstretched hand and hesitantly offered them to Cassie.

‘Thanks, Sean,’ Cassie said, but before she could accept the bouquet, Faye stepped in and swiped it from Sean’s hand. She sniffed at the buds and then shoved them back onto Sean’s chest. ‘Run along to the assembly and find some other pathetic girl to give those to,’ she said. Then she turned to Cassie. ‘I need a word with you.’

Faye was wearing all black, as she often did, but her outfit today was tighter and more revealing than usual. Cassie gave a nod to Melanie and Laurel. ‘It’s okay,’ she said. ‘Go ahead to the auditorium. I’ll see you there.’

She’d promised herself she would show no fear to Faye, no matter what. She couldn’t allow herself to be afraid to be alone with her, especially at school, where it was safe to assume she’d be protected from any abuse Faye could inflict upon her.

Faye, of course, wasted no time making her point. ‘I know you’re new to this whole leader thing,’ she told Cassie. ‘But even you should recognise you won’t be able to play fair for long.’

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’

Faye scoffed, like it was beneath her to have to explain herself. ‘Don’t play innocent with me, Cassie. It doesn’t work.’

Cassie glanced up and down the empty hallway and put her hands on her hips. ‘If you actually have something to say to me, Faye, then say it. But if you’re just trying to intimidate me, you’re not succeeding.’

‘Liar.’ Faye reached out to lightly brush aside the few strands of hair that had fallen in front of Cassie’s eyes, and Cassie jumped back.

Faye smiled. ‘Here’s what I have to say. Power always creates enemies. It divides people into two types, good and bad. If you really want to be a leader of this Circle, then you need to pick a side.’

Cassie remembered Diana once saying that power was only power – it wasn’t good or bad. Only the way we use it is good or bad, she’d said. But even Diana had changed her opinion about this.

‘I’ve already chosen a side,’ Cassie said.

The star ruby around Faye’s neck glistened. It was the same colour as her lipstick. ‘No, you haven’t,’ she said. ‘There’s something in you that proves you’re daddy’s little girl. You can feel it inside you. A darkness. I know you can.’

Cassie hugged her books tighter to her chest. ‘You don’t know anything.’

‘Isn’t it exhausting trying so hard to emulate Diana when really you’re just like me?’

‘No. Because I’m nothing like you.’

Faye let out a deep, throaty laugh and took a step back. She’d accomplished what she’d intended. Cassie was significantly rattled.

‘Better hurry up,’ she said. ‘You don’t want to be late to the assembly.’ She pulled a tube of lipstick from her bag and applied another slash of dark pigment to her lips. ‘Want some?’ She held the blood-red tube out to Cassie. ‘I think it’s your colour.’

In a flash of anger Cassie thought to swat the lipstick right out of Faye’s hand. But that would be giving her exactly what she wanted. She was trying to push Cassie into giving in to her lowest impulses, to be as brash and reckless as she was.

But Cassie wouldn’t do it. She wouldn’t give Faye that satisfaction. Instead, she turned her back on her and, when she did, she caught sight of someone she hadn’t seen before. A boy. Faye noticed him, too.

Together, they watched him walk up the hallway. He was tall and muscular with light-brown hair, and he must have just finished working out, because he was wearing warm-ups and sneakers. He carried a gym bag in one hand and a lacrosse stick in the other.

‘That boy is gorgeous.’ Faye capped her lipstick and stuffed it into her purse. ‘You know how I love those sweaty jocks.’

Cassie rolled her eyes.

Faye immediately approached the boy to stake her claim. ‘Are you lost?’ she called out to him. ‘I can help you find your way.’

His head shot up when he realised he was being spoken to. Cassie saw that his eyes were green like emeralds, as beautiful as Diana’s.

‘No, thank you,’ he said, in a voice both rugged and cocky. ‘I know where I’m heading.’

‘To that boring assembly?’ Faye wasn’t about to give up that easy. ‘In that case, I can help you lose your way.’

That got a smile out of him, but he directed it at Cassie. ‘Hi,’ he said. ‘I’m Max.’

‘This is Faye,’ Cassie said, returning Max’s grin. ‘She’s glad to meet you.’

Max dropped his gym bag onto the floor and shook Faye’s hand in a way that made it obvious he was used to girls fawning over him.

‘Cassie,’ Faye said, still holding Max’s thick hand in hers. ‘Won’t Adam be waiting for you at the assembly? You should probably get going.’
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Initited into the Secret Cirele, she is pulled along
by the deadly and intoxicating thrill of this poveerful
and gifted coven. But then she alls in love

and has 2 daunting choice to make. She must resist
tempration or risk dark forces to get what she wans.

Even if that means that one wrong move
‘could ultimately destroy her
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