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To all the twitches out there who believed in me when no one else did





June 10, 1692


It was the day Bridget Bishop was sentenced to die and all she could think about was how she would never get the chance to see her daughter marry. She had had three husbands herself. With each marriage she’d learned something different about love and life, and had intended to share these lessons with her only daughter, Christian, so she might save her from some of the mistakes she herself had made.


For instance, make sure your husband-to-be has a strong heart, so people cannot accuse you of bewitching him if he suffers an untimely death, she thought with a sigh.


Then again, maybe the first lesson she should have taught Christian was how to go unnoticed. After all, wasn’t it the fact that Bridget was considered a wanton woman that had landed her in the dank basement of the local jail, where she was now shackled? Her friends had warned her about wearing red. That the color seemed to elicit a reaction in the men of Salem Town and, of course, annoy the women whose men drooled after her. Not that she was the only one who donned the attention-drawing color—albeit none of the others also owned taverns. Several taverns actually, which in the 1600s was somewhat unseemly for a God-fearing woman. Men were usually the ones who controlled the flow of ale, and some thought it distasteful for a woman to be around so many inebriated men.


The thought of work made Bridget begin to fret over what was surely happening without her watchful eye on things. No doubt her barmaids were refilling steins for free and allowing the men to gamble. The places were probably in ruins without her. And likely, not nearly as fun.


But she supposed that soon, all of that would no longer be a concern. In the nearly two months since she’d been arrested on suspicions of witchcraft, time had ceased to exist for her. She never knew what hour it was, her cell had no windows and the criminals were all kept separate. But, given the steady flow of visitors she’d had over the past day, she knew that her time must surely be running out.


At least, that’s what she’d gathered that morning when the reverend had read Bridget her last rites and asked if she had any confessions before meeting her maker. Bridget’s answer had been the same as it had always been: that she’d never done anything in her life to harm another living thing. She’d barely been able to contain her anger as the man of God sighed and shook his head in disbelief before once again leaving her alone in her cell.


She still had no idea how the situation had gotten so out of control.


Before her mind could once again recollect the sequence of events that had brought about the trials, she heard a shuffling of feet and then the sound of a man clearing his throat from just outside the bars of her cell. Although it was rather dark in the room, she knew who her visitor was without seeing him.


“Reverend Samuel Parris,” Bridget said evenly. “What brings thou here? I already had my meeting with the church today. . . .”


“You know that is not why I am here, Bridget,” Reverend Parris said, walking toward her, the lantern in his hands casting an eerie glow across the cold stony space. He moved forward until his face was just inches away from the bars.


“Come to break me out then, have you?” she asked sarcastically, then snorted.


The reverend didn’t answer, but instead looked around the room uncomfortably.


“Oh, come now, Samuel, I know there is aught you can do,” Bridget said, her tone turning sad. She looked down at the chains that bound her hands, tugging at them halfheartedly. “I have been trying to get out of these confounded things since they brought me here, but it looks like it will take some serious magic to free me.”


It was a rueful pun, but Reverend Parris remained stone-faced. Bridget rolled her eyes and sighed. She had long since accepted her fate.


“’Tis but a folly,” she said, trying to catch her friend’s eye. When she finally did, he gave her a small smile in return. “How did we get here, Samuel? How did things become such a mess?” She hesitated before asking her next question. It had been weighing on her mind since the whole thing had begun, and she could no longer hold it in. “Samuel, why did they accuse Sarah and Tituba of being witches? How could they have done that knowing . . . knowing what they know?”


“Children will be children, I suppose,” he said softly, as if it were a suitable excuse for all that had happened.


“But they’re your children, Samuel. At least Betty is. And Abigail, your niece,” she said. “And they are part of us! Why would they publicly accuse those in their own coven of casting spells on them? They had to have known that it would create this kind of hysteria.”


“I suppose they did.”


The reverend slowly bent down until he was eye level with Bridget, placing his right hand on one of the bars for support. At first she thought he might be feeling faint, but another glance revealed something else shining in his eyes. Surely she was seeing things, because she could have sworn there was the tiniest hint of hatred there.


“Oh, Bridget,” he said slowly. “Don’t look so surprised. I would have thought thou would have figured it all out by now, given your extraordinary ability to perceive the future. But perhaps you are not as powerful as you would have us think?”


Bridget felt as if the wind had been knocked out of her. The truth of what Samuel said hit her harder than even the initial accusation of witchcraft. But she was a proud woman and the last thing she’d do is let anyone see her weaknesses. Let alone her enemy.


“Well, you know better than anyone that what we do isn’t exact,” Bridget said with a shrug, even though she felt like lashing out at him. “So, why then, Samuel? Why turn your back on your own kind? Your coven? Was it because the Cleri would not elect you its leader?”


The Cleri was Salem’s secret troupe of witches—well, they had been a secret until recently at least—and the biggest coven in Massachusetts. When Bridget uttered their name, Samuel let out a laugh, low at first and then hearty as it moved through his body. The sound was unlike anything Bridget had ever heard, and for the first time in the thirty years she’d known the reverend, she realized she never really knew him at all. What was worse, since he was a member of the Cleri himself, she’d taught him many of her secrets over the years. Some of which, if in the wrong hands, would prove to be dangerous to everyone around them.


“All you had to do was vote me in,” he spat. “No one would have done a better job of leading and shaping the Cleri than I. We could have been the most powerful coven in New England. Possibly even the world. But every time I raised one of my ideas, you overruled me. You treated me as insignificant. As if you cared nothing for me or my plans.”


Bridget kept her mouth shut, but her mind was racing, trying desperately to think of a way out of her current predicament. Testing the chains’ strength again, she whispered, “Oxum expedis,” and put all her energy into trying to free her hands. But a slight tug later, she realized she wasn’t going anywhere.


“Ah, yes,” Samuel said smugly. “You have no doubt noticed that the chains are difficult—nay, impossible—to break. I suppose I am not as impaired in my spell casting as you may have assumed.”


Bridget couldn’t believe what she was hearing. The man she’d trusted day in and day out was now saying that she was a prisoner because of him. That he was jealous of her power and wanted to run the Cleri. And that was why she would die today.


“I never wanted to dominate the Cleri,” she said honestly. “All I wanted to do was oversee my pubs, spend time with my daughter, and perhaps marry once more. That is all.”


“I know. And that is most infuriating. Your lack of imagination is tragic,” he said. “If you had just seen things my way, used your powers for something more than mere small-scale trickery, I would not have had to do any of this.” He swept his arms around the room grandly as if he were giving a tour of the dungeon, rather than confessing his sins.


“I told you then and I will tell you now, Samuel. It goes against the witch’s oath to use her powers for personal gain or wrongdoing. The line between dark and light is thin and we have all heard what happens to those who confuse the two.”


“Indeed,” Samuel answered, raising an eyebrow at her mischievously. “Those witches become infamous. And so will I once all this is over.”


Bridget was getting ready to argue with him when half a dozen guards entered the small corridor outside her chamber and gestured to Samuel that it was time for him to leave. He nodded in assent and then turned back once more to look at her.


She thought he might be remorseful after so many years of working beside her, but she discerned nothing. Which was what Bridget was beginning to feel.


Nothing.


“I truly wish it did not have to end like this, Bridget,” he said. To the guards it probably sounded like a good-bye, but she knew better. Samuel meant it as a justification of his despicable actions. And whether he was being genuine or just saying it because they had an audience didn’t really matter. The truth was, there was nothing anyone could do for her now. Her time was up.


But things were far from being over. Samuel may have bound her powers, making it impossible for her to get out of her chains, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have abilities that she could still use.


She needed to reach her daughter.


Bridget had begged Christian to stay home that day so she wouldn’t have to witness her own mother’s execution. Which meant Bridget couldn’t warn her face-to-face about Samuel’s plan. Instead, Bridget fell back on one of her oldest skills.


My darling, are you there?


Bridget sent the message from her mind to her daughter’s, much like she used to when Christian was a child. She had used this particular gift when trying to teach Christian how to listen to her conscience growing up. But it had promptly backfired when Christian’s friends told her that they didn’t actually hear the voice of their conscience in their heads. When her daughter figured out that it was her, Christian forbade Bridget to use the powers again unless Christian initiated it.


Given the current circumstances, however, Bridget decided that Christian would forgive her this time.


I am here, Mother. Are you all right? What is happening?


Bridget winced at the pain she could feel in her daughter’s voice. She knew that her death would weigh heavily on her only child, and now she had to admit that the only family Christian would have left might be working against her. This made Bridget feel even worse about leaving. Bridget tried to clear her mind so none of her anxiety would transfer to her daughter.


Everything is fine, child. I have had several visitors today and some lovely conversation. Her white lies hardly mattered now. There is something I need to talk to you about and I do not have much time . . .


Yes, Mama?


There is a traitor among the coven. Reverend Parris is not your friend. He is hungry for power and will do anything to attain it. He is the one who divulged the names of our sister witches. I am not sure whether he will come after you and the rest of the Cleri, but you must get away from him in order to stand any chance of survival.


There was a pause on Christian’s end and Bridget could tell that she was trying to make sense of what her mother had said. Finally, she responded.


I understand. Do I have time to tell the others?


I am not sure who can be trusted. It is probably best if you just leave quietly and without notice.


Okay. I will gather my things right away. Where am I to go? Christian was asking this more to herself than to her mother, but Bridget had an answer.


Do you remember where we spent our summers when you were little? Go there. Nobody knows about the cabin, which means they should not be able to find you. Go there, hide, and be safe, my child.


Bridget could sense the pain her daughter was feeling as if it were her own heart breaking. Perhaps it was just as well that Christian had forbidden her from entering her mind. Sometimes it was simply too overwhelming to feel another’s emotions.


“It is time, Goodwife Bishop,” one of the guards said, appearing in the doorway after escorting Samuel out of the dungeon and unlocking her cell door. She noticed that he said it as if they were heading out for a walk, not off to her execution.


Bridget nodded and walked over to meet the guard at the door. She held out her hands, hoping they’d take off her shackles and give her one last chance to save herself. But her luck had run out. The man took hold of her arms and began to pull her to the front of the building. She didn’t put up a fight. Instead, she spent her last living moments saying her good-byes.


They are calling me now, Christian. It is my wish that you go right away and do everything you can to live a safe and happy life. But promise me this: if they do find you . . . fight them. Fight for me. I love you to eternity, darling. I will always be with you.


I love you, too, Mother. Bridget could sense that her daughter was weeping uncontrollably now, and she had to pull away before Christian could experience what was about to happen to her.


By this time, the guard had already led her outside and through the square to the large wooden structure, standing high above the hundreds of townspeople who’d gathered on Gallows Hill to watch. Bridget kept her head down as she moved through the crowd, being careful not to trip while making her way up the crudely constructed stairs. Bridget knew people hadn’t expected that the law would carry out its chosen form of justice so swiftly, but here she was.


A big black X was painted across the boards and she took her place on top of the dark lines. Lifting her bare feet, she examined with curiosity the black marks that now decorated them. When she finally looked up at the audience that had congregated in front of her, she saw a mix of friends and enemies. On some faces there was sadness, even a few tears rolling down dirty cheeks. There were more, though, who looked smug, even pleased, to see her up there.


This is what fear does to people, she thought. Bridget knew these bystanders weren’t at fault, not directly anyway. The person responsible for these horrific trials was another witch, same as her. Samuel Parris. All because she wasn’t willing to use her magic in the ways he wanted.


The sheriff slipped the noose around Bridget’s neck and tightened it until it began to make breathing difficult. Still, she kept her chin up and refused to cry.


“Do you have any final words, Witch Bishop?” he asked her.


Bridget swallowed hard and hoped that her voice would remain strong. “Just that I am as innocent as the child unborn,” she addressed the crowd loudly. “I have made no contact with the Devil. I have never seen him before in my life. I am innocent.”


Hushed conversations began all around her and she could hear a few people begin to object, but the hood was already being thrown over her head, blocking out any chance to see who was saying what.


“My allegiance is with my maker and even in death I will always do thy will.” The prayer was barely above a whisper, but it filled her with a calmness she hadn’t felt since before she’d been arrested. “Goodness will always prevail and evil will be punished. As God is my witness I will make sure of that.”


And with those final words, the floor dropped out from beneath her and Bridget Bishop fell to the darkness below.





Chapter One


My body jerked violently as I woke up, just as the woman fell to her death. I was breathing heavily and my hair was matted to my head with sweat. My heart beat as if I’d just run a marathon, even though I’d been asleep for hours.


I looked over at the digital clock on my nightstand and cursed when I saw what time it was. I didn’t have to be up for school for another hour at least, but I knew from experience that once I’d had this particular dream, there was no going back to sleep for me.


Great. So I guess I’ll be applying extra foundation to cover the bags under my eyes today. I bet no one else has to worry about their beauty sleep being interrupted by the memories of a woman killed during the Salem witch trials.


I sighed and threw back my covers dramatically before hopping out of bed and making my way over to the bathroom. After pulling open the shower curtain, I turned the knobs in the tub until steam filled the room. A quick glance in the mirror showed me what I’d feared: I looked like I’d gotten only four hours of sleep.


That was actually the truth. I’d stayed up extra late, catching up with people on Facebook and adding friends who’d requested me. By the time I’d forced myself to crawl into bed, I’d accepted over twenty-five new people. My count was now at 11,280.


Did I know everyone on my friends list? No. But there was a very good chance they all knew me. I guess I’m what you’d call “popular” at my school. Not to sound snobby, but people seemed to be drawn to me. It’s always been this way, and after a while, I stopped questioning it. Because who really wants to question popularity? Unless you’re on the sucky side of it, of course.


I pulled at the bags under my eyes until they disappeared into my face. When I let them go, the puffiness returned, making me look much older than my seventeen years.


“Gross,” I said under my breath, and made a face at my reflection. Knowing what I had to do to rectify the situation, I concentrated on the dark circles and said, “Delemin barrit.”


I blinked and they’d disappeared. Smiling, I admired my fresh-looking skin from various angles, and then stepped into the shower and relaxed under the stream. Placing my hands on the wall in front of me, I let my head fall forward so the water was pounding across my neck and shoulders. Whenever I dreamed about Bridget Bishop, I woke up with the worst pain in my upper body. The rational part of me knew it was probably because of the stress, but the magical part of me wondered if my neck hurt because I’d been connected to Bridget when she was hanged in my dream.


An hour later, I was all washed up and heading downstairs to eat and watch CNN. Not many people my age watch the news, but I feel it’s important to be knowledgeable on what’s going on in the world. I hate being unprepared when people bring up current events. Besides, I think it’s important to try to fight the stereotype that pretty girls can’t also be smart.


I’ve been told on several occasions that I’m both.


I pushed the power button on the remote, then took the box of Fruity Pebbles out of the pantry and poured myself a generous bowl. Plopping down in the chair right in front of the TV, I let my legs hang over the armrest and started munching away. Breakfast is the most important meal of the day and I never missed an opportunity to start my day off on the right foot.


I tried to pay attention to what the anchors were saying on the screen, but after a few minutes, my mind wandered back to my dream. It was one I’d had before. Hundreds of times, actually. But it didn’t matter how many times I dreamed it, I was always left feeling uneasy. Beyond the fact that it was totally messed up to watch this woman be hanged over and over again, I knew that what I was seeing had really happened.


And to top it off, she happened to be related to me.


Okay, so the woman was a few dozen “greats” back, but it was true. I’m a direct descendant of Bridget Bishop. You’d think that’d be a fun fact I could throw out at parties, but people got a bit wigged out when you told them that your great-great-grandmother times twenty was sentenced to death by hanging for being a witch during the Salem witch trials.


Go figure.


And if that wasn’t disturbing enough, the fact that I had to watch it happen over and over again . . . well, they don’t call them nightmares for nothing.


This time was different, though. I’d never heard the conversation between Bridget and her daughter before. The exchange had left me feeling even more emotionally drained than usual. Not just because of the words they’d shared but because it seemed as if my mom had inherited more than just her good looks from Great-Great-Grandma Bridget. Since I could remember, my mom could always communicate with me telepathically. The only difference between our situation and that of our ancestors’ was that I’d learned early on how to block my mom out when I didn’t want her in my head.


This new wrinkle gave me something to think about, and I made a mental note to talk to my mom about it later.


When my spoon hit the bottom of my empty bowl, I was brought back to reality. Tossing my dirty dish into the sink, I glanced at the clock on the stove. I had only about a half hour to finish getting ready for school, and even with the little magical touch-up I’d given myself earlier, I still had to figure out what I was going to wear, and do my hair and makeup.


With a glance back at the TV, which was still blaring across the room, I said, “Octo alermo.” As I walked away, the screen shut off behind me.
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I’ve always loved the sound that high heels make as I walk. Click-clack. Click-clack. Heels make a statement. They convey power, sophistication, and sex with every step. Click-power. Click-sophistication. Click-sex. Sure, they’re a bit uncomfortable and not very realistic to walk around a high school campus in all day, but the message they send makes the pain totally worth it.


I held my head high and shoulders back and gazed straight ahead as I click-clacked my way across the parking lot, reveling in the fact that I could see the people I was passing but they couldn’t see me watching them from behind my superdark sunglasses. Another thing I learned early on was that having an air of mystery about yourself can only work to your advantage. And you should never let go of all your secrets.


I spotted my group of friends before any of them saw me, and studied them critically. Bethany, Sofia, and Trish sat huddled on the steps of the school speaking quietly to each other. Probably about the latest gossip or even possibly about me. You never knew with those three. Their collective look was polished from head to toe and so similar that you’d think they’d gotten dressed out of the same closet. Only I knew that the kind of flawless they exuded took over an hour and a half to perfect. And that would be a secret that I’d take to my grave.


Our male counterparts leaned up against the wall behind them, hands in their pockets, looking very runway chic. Dressed in clothes that your typical teen wouldn’t even know what to do with, the guys took fashion to a whole new level. Somehow they’d managed to perfect their I-just-rolled-out-of-bed-and-looked-this-perfect-aren’t-you-jealous looks at the ripe age of seventeen.


This was the cool crowd. And I was its queen.


Sofia saw me first and scurried to stand as I walked up. She passed me a jumbo-size latte, still warm to the touch. “They were out of sugar-free vanilla today, so I had to get caramel,” she said apologetically.


I took a sip and smiled as the liquid warmed me from the inside out. “Good choice,” I said genuinely. Though I appreciated her effort, nothing could taste the same as vanilla. Not even something as yummy as caramel. Whispering a spell under my breath, I swirled the cup and took another sip.


Ahh, vanilla. Just the way I like it.


“Thanks, Sof. You have no idea how much I needed this this morning,” I said, grinning at her. “But you know you don’t have to bring me coffee every morning. I can always grab something from the caf.”


“I know, but the coffee cart doesn’t even make lattes, and I think what they do make might actually be toxic. For real,” she said conspiratorially. Then she smiled and took a sip of her own drink.


“Okay, but only if it’s not too much of a hassle,” I said.


“I’m already getting mine anyway, so it’s no biggie,” she said sweetly. This might have been true, but I was pretty sure that even if Sofia hated coffee, she’d still pick some up for me. She was sweet like that. Whereas Bethany or Trish never did anything unless they got something in return, Sofia really was that nice. This was partly why I’d insisted on pulling her into our little circle. We needed someone pure and good to balance out the rest of us.


“So, what are we talking about this morning?” I asked. As I began to strut across the quad, everyone fell into step behind me.


“Sarah Forrester,” Bethany said animatedly. “You know how she was at Peter Frick’s party this weekend? You won’t believe what she did after you left. I still can’t believe you left early, B-T-dubs. It was the party of the year!”


“I’m sure it was,” I said with a smile. The thing was, every party was the party of the year to Bethany. She was sort of a party whore, if you know what I mean. She thought she’d just die if she missed one. But that’s why she was our little gossip queen. And she prided herself on this fact. Her dream was to one day be a host on one of those Hollywood gossip shows. “You know my rule about parties. You make your appearance and then leave people wanting more. Besides, nothing good happens after midnight. Case in point: Sarah. What happened, anyway?”


Bethany hushed her tone to invoke a little drama in her retelling. The girl loved a captive audience. And as much as I tried to stay away from the scandalous side of Astor High, I had to admit that I was drawn to her little updates. And as president of the senior class, I had to be aware of what was going on at my school—er, AHS. That’s just good leadership.


“So, you know how Sarah and Josh broke up last week?” I nodded. “Well, when Sarah showed up at Peter’s party, she didn’t realize that Josh had already moved on—until she walked in on him and Kara full-on making out in the corner of the living room.”


“Uh-oh,” I said, already feeling bad for Sarah. She and Josh had been together for over a year, and they hadn’t even been broken up five minutes before he jumped on another girl? Nobody deserved that. Especially from someone who’d supposedly loved them.


Ugh. That’s the reason I don’t date high school boys. Well, that and the fact that none of them could handle me.


“Uh-oh’s right. As soon as Sarah saw them, she walked over and poured her beer on them both, causing a major scene. It was like one of those bad shows where the wrestlers all talk smack and stuff, just minus the chair throwing,” she said. “Anyway, so after she stopped yelling at him, she disappeared into the kitchen and proceeded to get totally sloshed.”


“Poor Sarah,” I said, shaking my head sadly. “What does she weigh? Like a buck? A buck five soaking wet? And I don’t think I’ve ever seen her drink, let alone drunk.”


“Well, none of us have seen her quite like she was on Friday,” Trisha chimed in sarcastically.


“Hey, this is my story, thank you very much,” Bethany snapped at Trish. The two of them were constantly bickering and I found myself having to be their mediator on a regular basis. Most of the time, it was because Trisha was pushing Bethany’s buttons by encroaching on her territory. But that was Trish. She liked to stir things up. This was good when she was on your side, not so great when she wasn’t.


Bethany smoothed down her blond hair and regained her composure before she continued, but not before I caught Trish rolling her eyes. “So then a drunkity-drunk-drunk Sarah decided she was going to get back at Josh by doing a little striptease dance on a table in the living room, and then she made out with some guy on the baseball team. Lucky for her, Josh left before she threw up in the potted plant.”


“It was pretty hilarious.” Trish snorted.


A broken heart and humiliation? I couldn’t see anything funny about that.


“Cut her a little slack,” I said, tapping my perfectly manicured fingernail on the top of my coffee cup. “We’ve all done stupid things under the influence of love and alcohol. Or do I need to remind you of that time a few summers ago at the pier, Trish?”


Trish’s smile faded into a frown and she instantly looked at the ground. I knew that would shut her up pretty fast. The last thing she’d want was the rest of our crew finding out about her own most embarrassing moment ever. However, we both knew it was an empty threat. I’d never divulge something so humiliating and hurtful about someone.


What she didn’t know was that this particular incident had saved our friendship.


Because of her attitude, people at school were quick to think Trisha was an ice queen. And admittedly, I’d thought the same thing at first. I wasn’t sure anything could penetrate her bitchy exterior and was wary to have someone like that around me.


But then I found that she could have her heart broken just like the rest of us. And she had. Holding her that day as she bawled her eyes out had reminded me that she actually cared very deeply about people—even if she didn’t always show it. Trish looked at her emotions as a weakness when in reality they were an asset. Our feelings remind us that we’re alive. That we’re human. It’s what connects us all.


The silence began to grow uncomfortable, but before I could say anything else, Sofia came to the rescue. “Um, Hadley? Don’t tell me that’s another new outfit. It’s totally gorge!” Sofia stopped me in the middle of the hallway to admire the clothes I’d meticulously picked out that morning.


She was always so good at deflection. It was another thing I loved about her. She was like me in that way. In fact, she was a lot like me. Maybe that’s why I connected with her so much. She was the only sophomore among us, and if I had to leave the school in someone’s hands after I graduated, I’d want it to be someone like me. Fair, commanding, but friendly. Sofia was all of those, which made her a perfect number two.


“What, this?” I asked nonchalantly as I looked down at my outfit and then placed my hands on my hips as if I were posing on the red carpet. The dress I had on was black with slashes of white, as if someone had cut straight through the material and exposed the lining. The top of the dress fell flat across my chest, showing just enough cleavage to leave something to the imagination. My heels matched my bloodred leather jacket, giving my outfit the perfect mix of naughty and nice. To top it off, my lips were stained a beautiful shade of berry, which complimented my ivory skin and dark chocolate-colored locks.


“I may have gone shopping this weekend,” I said coyly. In reality, I’d simply done a glamour spell that allowed me to make certain outfits take on the look of others. This one was straight off the runway in Milan. Why wear last week’s clothes when you could wear them before they were available to the masses?


“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you wear the same outfit twice,” Bethany said, narrowing her eyes at me suspiciously. “And I pride myself in memorizing things like that. I can remember just about every outfit a person wears on any given day.”


“Oh, yeah? What was I wearing last Tuesday?” Trish challenged.


“Black halter, Seven jeans, ballet flats, and a bomber jacket,” Bethany answered without missing a beat.


Trish’s eyes grew wide. “That’s either incredibly impressive or incredibly creepy.”


“It’s a gift,” Bethany said, looking satisfied.


“Yeah? Then why are you getting a C in American history?” Trish asked.


Bethany shrugged. “It’s not interesting to me. Now, if we learned about the designers that people wore when we invaded other countries or which leaders had extramarital affairs while in government, then I’d own that class. But the stuff they teach us is totally boring. What Hadley wears on a daily basis is way more my speed.”


“Well, I wear the same stuff all the time,” I said, turning on my heel and walking away. The truth was, Bethany was right about my revolving wardrobe, but there was no way I could let her know that. Barring having rich parents, no one my age could afford as many style changes as I’d made in the last year, and telling the truth was out of the question. What was I supposed to say? I have a new outfit every day because I’ve put a charm on my wardrobe. Ask me how?


Yeah, right.


“I seriously can’t remember the last time you sported a rerun,” Bethany insisted as she struggled to keep up with my click-clacking footsteps.


“Of course I wear clothes more than once.” I could feel the power coursing through my words as I said them. It wasn’t like I was brainwashing them or anything. I simply had a way of convincing people of things I wanted them to believe. This was my gift, as Bethany had put it just a minute ago. It’s probably why no one ever wanted to go up against me in debate class. “Hello? I wear this jacket nearly every single day.”


“Well, yeah, I guess so . . . ,” Bethany said reluctantly, but giving up the fight.


“New or old, the girl looks hot,” Trish said. There was the tiniest hint of jealousy in her voice, making me wonder if it was a compliment or just an observation. She took out a compact and checked her own reflection as she walked. The exact opposite of me in the looks department, Trish knew that she always came in second on the “Hottest Girls at Astor High” list. She acted like it didn’t bother her, but every year her hair got a little blonder, her skirts got a little shorter, and her cup size got a little larger.


I personally couldn’t care less what anyone thought of me here at Astor, as long as I was still the most influential girl around. In the end, looks didn’t matter all that much to me. Although of course, they didn’t hurt. All in all, I was fully comfortable with the skin I was in.


“Okay, new subject. Are we on schedule for the class meeting after school?” I asked, maneuvering myself around a group of guys who were either reenacting a scene from an action movie or break-dancing in the hallway. “We’re supposed to come up with a theme for homecoming and decide what charity the proceeds will benefit this year. And, Sofia, can we make sure that everyone’s there on time today? I have an appointment at five that I can’t be late for.”


“A date kind of appointment?” Bethany teased.


I rolled my eyes at her. “You know I don’t date high school boys, B. And besides, when am I supposed to have time for a relationship when I’m busy running this school, cheering on our athletes, and keeping my 4.0 GPA intact so I can graduate at the top of our class and get into the Ivies?”


“Yeah, but part of having it all is having it all. And that includes a man,” Bethany said.


“Or men,” Trish chimed in with a devilish smile. “You know you could have any guy here. Probably a few of the girls, too.”


She may have been right, but romance was the last thing on my mind. I’d watched too many girls get derailed by a cute guy with a cool car. It would take more than that to catch my eye. I needed a challenge, someone who could make it worth my while and wasn’t intimidated by strong women. And as far as I’d seen, the guys at our school just didn’t fit the bill.


“Ah, but I have you guys and that’s all the fun I need,” I said jokingly, bumping my hip into Sofia’s. She returned the bump and giggled at me.


The bell rang and I looked around as people began to scurry to their first classes. Bethany and Trish gave us a wave and headed back in the direction we’d just come from, promising to see us at lunch. I turned and looked at Sofia before continuing toward our respective classrooms.


“I’ll make sure that the word gets out about the meeting today,” Sofia said, hugging her books tightly to her chest. “Is your appointment after school anything I can help you with? Need a shopping partner or a copilot?”


I smiled at my mini-me. “Nah, I’ve just got to go and see some old friends of the family, that’s all,” I said. “But I promise, next time I need a wingwoman, you’ve got shotgun.”


She beamed and hopped a little before disappearing into the computer lab. I wouldn’t have minded having Sofia along for the drive, especially since it was going to take nearly an hour for me to get to the meeting spot. But then she wouldn’t be able to come inside once we got there, and I didn’t think it’d be fair to make her sit outside until the meeting was over just so I could have some company along the way.


Nope. I’d be making this trip alone once again.





Chapter Two


“Whooooa, caught in a bad romance,” I sang at the top of my lungs along with Lady Gaga. I was in my car, jamming to the megamix playlist of the over-the-top pop singer that I’d created just for this trip. It was the perfect music to get a person in the mood for some spell casting.


After all, I’d known Gaga back when she was just plain Stefani Germanotta, a gangly teenager who liked to play the piano and put on productions of musicals at coven gatherings. It wasn’t until she’d fully embraced her magical side that she really hit it big in the entertainment world. I mean, why else would people be okay with a young woman running around in the crazy outfits she wore?


Still, you gotta love a girl who uses her God-given talents.


The song ended as I pulled into the Hobbses’ driveway, parking behind at least three other cars that were already lined up in a row.


Looks like I’m the last one here. Again.


I hated being late to anything, and according to the clock, I still had a minute until the meeting would start. Turning off the ignition, I swung the car door closed behind me and bounded up the front steps. Ringing the doorbell, I smoothed down my dress, ran a hand through my hair, and waited for someone to answer.


“Well, hello, Hadley!” Mrs. Hobbs said when she opened the door. She was pretty, in her early forties, maybe, and was dressed in a pair of jeans and a black sweater. At first glance, she looked like your typical suburban mom. However, I knew better.


“Hi, Mrs. Hobbs!” I said politely, waiting for her to invite me in. When she stepped to the side, I joined her in the foyer.


“Everyone’s already downstairs. Why don’t you grab something to drink on your way? You know where everything is,” she said before disappearing into the living room, where the TV was blaring.


“Thanks!” I shouted, rushing to the stairs and taking each step as fast as I could in my four-inch heels. When I’d made it down to the bottom safe and sound, I pushed open the door to the basement den and burst inside.


“I’m here! I’m here!” I yelled, scurrying to my usual spot on the windowsill.


“You heard the girl, let’s get this party started!” said Fallon, sitting on a beanbag chair in the corner. I narrowed my eyes at him and made a face. He was kind of dorky-looking and his body was a bit too puny for his head. But it was his out-of-control hair that really labeled him a grade-A nerd. If I didn’t know Fallon personally, I’d probably gloss right over him walking down the hallway. But I did, and he was a total thorn in my side.


“Nice to see you, too, Fallon,” I said, glancing around the room at the other dozen or so kids. A quick search showed me that I was, indeed, the last to show. Did I mention that I hate being late? Even if it’s just by a few minutes, my stomach starts to feel queasy. All the research I’ve done on influential people has said that it’s actually good to make people wait for you. It’s supposed to subconsciously make them think that your time is more valuable than theirs. Still, I’d always thought it just made a person seem irresponsible and rude. And I couldn’t help but feel like everyone else in the coven felt the same way. They wouldn’t say it, of course—well, maybe Fallon would—but I think it just gave them more of a reason to shy away from me.


I may have commanded my school, but here I wasn’t exactly the center of attention. Maybe it was because I wasn’t the only extraordinary one in the room. Or because spell casting came easily to me, which meant I didn’t have to work quite as hard as the others and didn’t need to attend as many of our magic meetings to pass our spell tests. This gave the others more time to bond and left me sort of on the outside looking in. But I was too busy with all my commitments at school to hang around witch classes just to watch others try to catch up to where I was. And as of yet, I hadn’t been able to find a spell that allowed me to be in two places at once. Until then, I’d just have to be okay with having the best of one world.


This didn’t mean I didn’t try to get along with the others, though. I looked over at Jackson with an apologetic smile. He was parked at the front of the room where he always stood, arms crossed over his chest. I could tell he wasn’t exactly annoyed that I was the last one to show. In fact, he seemed more amused to hear my excuses than anything. This was probably because I was a lot like him when he was my age. The first couple of years that I’d gone to Cleri magic lessons, Jackson had been there, too, only he’d been in high school at the time. I remember thinking that he had everything together: He’d been incredibly driven and excelled at everything he’d done. He’d gone on to become president of his fraternity in college and then went to work for an advertising firm after graduation.


That’s why it wasn’t surprising when he’d been appointed the new leader of our witching lessons when our old one retired. He could show us how to lead a balanced life as a witch in this world.


In other words, he’d managed to do what I couldn’t: dominate in both his personal life and the responsibilities of his coven. Even so, I think he understood my desire to have a life outside the magical realm. This is where the others and I differed. They’d all chosen to focus more on their magical sides. Me, I thought there was more to life than just practicing spells in someone’s basement. Jackson understood both and worked hard to try to get us to meet in the middle.


“I had a student government meeting after school,” I explained. “We were picking a theme for homecoming and it ran a little longer than expected.”


“What did you decide on?” Sascha asked. She might have been the only ally I had in the group and I knew she was genuinely curious to hear the answer. I had a feeling Sascha lived vicariously through me. Like, she knew she’d never be able to have a big social life, so she settled for hearing about mine. I’d tried on several occasions to give her tips on how she could rule her own school, but she insisted it wouldn’t work. And like they say, if you think you can’t, you’re right. A person had to be confident to live the kind of life I lived.


“Our theme is: Something Wicked This Way Comes,” I announced proudly.


“Wow, and it took you two whole hours to figure that one out?” Fallon asked, snorting as he cracked up at his own joke. I bit back a nasty response. No one could get on my last nerve quite like Fallon. I knew I shouldn’t be bothered by a kid who was several years younger than me, but he irked me every chance he got.


We fought like brother and sister, which in a messed-up way, we kind of were. Not through blood of course, but through the bonds of the coven. It was a connection that went back hundreds of years, to the original Cleri members. To Bridget and the witch trials. This wasn’t what made us bristle with antagonism toward each other though. No, Fallon was the only one who challenged me every chance he got. And I was of the mind-set that you should respect those more powerful than you.


“I think it sounds cool,” Sascha said, still stuck on the theme of the dance.


“Hell, if we had themes like that, I might actually attend school functions,” Jasmine said, picking at her black nail polish. Jasmine was the kind of girl people automatically assumed practiced witchcraft, based on her appearance alone. To say she was a fan of the color black was an understatement. Her makeup was a little on the theatrical side and she had a tendency to frown more than she smiled, but that was who she was. With Jasmine, what you saw was what you got. In a way, she was the only one of us who was being 100 percent herself, 100 percent of the time.


She didn’t even hide her magical abilities. Of course, people just thought she was weird. Goes to show you how clueless the nonmagical community can be. She also didn’t sugarcoat the fact that she thought things like dances were beneath her. According to Jasmine, being witches made us superior to civilians, and typical teenage things like attending parties had no place in our world. She’d rather spend her time perfecting her spells. Needless to say, this might have been the reason we weren’t exactly best friends. Still, it wasn’t like we were enemies, either.


“As much as I’d love to talk dance themes—and my school had a few doozies—we need to get started on today’s lesson,” Jackson said, walking to the middle of the room. He motioned for us to stand up.


I nearly groaned but knew it wouldn’t go over so well with this crowd. It wasn’t that I didn’t like talking magic. Like I said, it sort of came naturally to me and I used spells for just about everything in my daily life. But our bimonthly lessons tended to be about things that didn’t affect me personally. Most of the spells I used on a daily basis I’d either taught myself or created out of necessity. The stuff Jackson taught us had been passed down from generation to generation, and to be honest, seemed a bit old. Sometimes we talked so much about the past that I couldn’t see how it had anything to do with the present.


Jackson said it was like high school in that way: it may seem like we won’t use anything we learn, but eventually it will come in handy. I wasn’t so sure, but until I turned eighteen, I had no choice. At least according to my parents. They said that if witch lessons were good enough for our ancestors, they were good enough for me.


So I kept my thoughts to myself as we gathered around him.


“Does anyone know what our greatest asset is when it comes to our magic?” Jackson asked.


“Knowledge?” Peter, the youngest in the group, said.


“Intelligence?” Sascha guessed.


“Our ability to trick our opponents!” Fallon shouted, as if we weren’t all standing within a few feet of him. I covered my right ear, which was now ringing, and prepared to answer.


“Power.” There was no doubt in my mind that this was my greatest asset when it came to performing spells.


“All of those are good answers, and in a way, you’re all correct,” Jackson answered, shoving his hands into the pockets of his fitted jeans. The charcoal color of his sweater made his blue eyes stand out even more than usual. I could see why he’d been such a catch as a teenager. If he weren’t so old now—almost twenty-five—we might’ve made a great power couple. Alas, I’d never understood the whole teacher/student attraction. Not for me, thanks.


Jackson continued his lecture. “Good guesses, but there’s one very small, very simple thing you’re each overlooking.”


We looked around at each other quizzically. I still thought my answer was right, but I was willing to see where he was going with this. After all, he was our teacher, and this was his lesson.


“Fallon, come on over here a minute,” Jackson said, motioning for my nemesis to stand beside him. We all took a step back to watch. “Okay. Now try to hit me with a spell. Doesn’t matter which one. Surprise me and put everything you’ve got into it.”


A devilish smile grew on Fallon’s face as he was given permission to do his worst. I couldn’t remember the last time we were given free rein to go crazy with our magic during a lesson. I could tell Fallon was going to enjoy this, and I had to be honest: part of me wished I could switch places with him.


Jackson steadied his stance and rolled his neck in a circle as if he were warming up for a five-mile run. See, it’s important for a witch to be as calm and loose as possible in order to sustain an attack from another witch. If you’re too tense, it’s easier for the magic to work its way into you.


Besides, when your mind and heart are clear, you can respond a lot more quickly to things.


Right before Fallon spoke the words to his spell, I caught Jackson mumbling something under his breath. Everyone else was focused on Fallon, waiting to see what spell he’d choose. Instead, his eyes grew wide as no sound came from his lips. Fallon opened and closed his mouth like a fish out of water, but still, nothing happened. When he began to claw at his throat, Jackson said, “Muflix sertikin,” and carefully put his hands on Fallon’s shoulders.


“What the hell was that?” Fallon yelled, gasping, when he was finally able to speak again, sending a nasty look Jackson’s way. He was shaken—and it was more than just embarrassment over failing to one-up our teacher.


“Calm down and let me explain,” Jackson said evenly. “Did everyone just see what happened here?”


“Fallon couldn’t get his magic to work,” I said, snickering a little at the implication.


“True. But any idea why?” This time nobody answered. Finally, Jackson told us. “I took away his ability to speak.”


A few people still looked confused, but I had a feeling I knew what Jackson was getting at. “No voice, no spell,” I said, already admiring the cunning behind his simple counterattack.


“Exactly, Hadley. Very few witches have the power of thought alone to pull off a spell. Take away a person’s voice, and you take away their ability to use that power,” said Jackson.


“Excellent,” Jasmine said, smiling.


“It’s cheating, if you ask me,” Fallon mumbled, not enjoying the fact that he’d been the butt of a joke, even if it was to prove Jackson’s point.


“Oh, come on, Fallon. You had no chance from the very beginning,” Jackson said, trying to smooth things over with him. “There’s nothing a person can do when their voice is taken away. What we’re going to learn today is how to perform the mumming spell on our enemies, and of course, how to deflect them so we’re not caught in such a vulnerable position. Now, split up into groups of two and start practicing.”
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