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1. Something’s a witchin’ 
   
 How on earth did I end up here? I was supposed to be at a party kissing the boy of my dreams, instead I’m dancing naked on the town common, on Halloween, with a Coven of strange women who might be witches, a bunch of zombies that I have to return to their graves, a talking crow, and my house ghost thrown in for good measure. Just yesterday I was an ordinary teenager… 
   

One day earlier…


 

 I left school on Friday, thrilled to be free, and looking forward to the weekend. It was going to be a good one, what with it being Halloween, and my sixteenth birthday, and me going to a party on Saturday night too.  
 But first I had an evening with my aunt as she had invited me round for a ‘pre-birthday tea’.  
 I separated from my best friends, Verity and Kate, at the corner of Milton Place and went down the high street to where my Aunt Iris has a shop. It’s fun visiting Iris, especially as she never does anything the normal way. Everyone in town knows Iris is a witch. Not the kind that rides around on a broomstick in a black hat, but the kind that burns incense and wears a lot of pagan jewellery. She doesn’t make any secret of being a witch. In fact, she says it’s good for business. She runs one of those shops that sells a lot of witchy paraphernalia. Spell books, coloured candles, silver pentagrams and crystal balls, all that sort of stuff. 
 Iris is my mother’s sister, the only family I have left on that side, so we’re pretty close. I’d secretly always hoped that she and my dad would fall in love, but they don’t really get on. Mainly because of the witch thing, I think. 
 The bell tinkled over the door as I entered her shop and her cat, Lyra, jumped down off the windowsill to greet me. Lyra is generally quite unfriendly to most people, but she loves me, and she twined around my legs purring hello. 
 I bent to stroke her, enjoying the dim light of the shop and its wonderful smells. 
 Iris came round from behind the counter and gave me a warm hug. 
 “Thank the Goddess you’re here at last,” she said. 
 “I only finished school twenty minutes ago.” 
 “I know, I’m just eager to see you.” She walked over to the door and flipped the sign from Open to Closed, then locked the door. 
 “Aren’t you supposed to be open until five?” I asked, confused. 
 She nodded. “Yes, but it’s a quiet time, and you and I really need to talk undisturbed.” 
 “That sounds ominous,” I said in alarm. 
 She gave a strained laugh. “It’s not ‘ominous’, no, but it is important.” 
 We went upstairs to the flat she lived in over the shop. 
 Considering how important whatever she wanted to talk about apparently was, she took a very long time to get to the point. First we sat out on her roof terrace and drank dandelion tea, while she asked me a bunch of questions about school. Then, when it got too cold, we went inside and carved pumpkins together while she told me spooky Halloween stories. It wasn’t until she’d made dinner and we sat down at her old oak table that she cleared her throat and said she had something to tell me. 
 I twirled spaghetti around my fork and tried to look interested, even though I was actually focusing on not getting tomato sauce on my clothes. 
 “You’re sixteen tonight,” she said, a bit overdramatically. 
 “No,” I corrected her, “my birthday is tomorrow. You know that.” 
 She shook her head, “You officially turn sixteen tonight at midnight. There are things you should know before it happens.” 
 “If this is about boys, then Dad already gave me the talk; it was embarrassing enough the first time, please don’t make me sit through it again!” I begged her. 
 She laughed, “It’s not about boys.” 
 “Well, that’s a relief anyway. What else should I know?” 
 “You should know about your powers. I think they’re going to be quite strong, and so you mustn’t do anything stupid.” 
 I looked at her in disbelief. “Powers?” 
 She nodded, “Yes, your magic powers. You’re a witch.” 
 A witch… Okay. Well, yes. I was going to a Halloween party tomorrow night and I was dressing up as a witch. Verity and Kate and I had spent a lot of time discussing what costumes to wear to Tamsin Warner’s party, and I was super excited about it. Tamsin seemed to have invited everyone in our year, as well as a few kids from the other school in town, one of whom was Sean Carey. 
 Sean Carey is the boy I like. I felt myself smiling as I thought of him. 
 I had been in local Mall a few weeks ago with my friends, when a bunch of boys started showing off in front of us on their skateboards. One, in particular, had caught my attention. He had honey coloured hair with a floppy fringe that he kept flicking off his face and a dazzling smile. He knew he was cute. What had amazed me most about him was that he seemed to like me back. 
 The only interesting thing about me is maybe my hair. It’s long and wavey. But I think my lips are too wide and my nose is too big. My dad keeps telling me I’m going to be “a great beauty some day”, just like my mother was, but I think that day is quite a long way off right now. Plus, my dad is biased. 
 Anyway, this boy kept looking over, and my friends all noticed and started nudging me. I was embarrassed, but secretly delighted.  
 Despite being nearly sixteen I haven’t had much attention from boys, and this one was perfect for my first serious crush. He didn’t go to our school, which was a major plus point. I’ve known all the boys in my school since we were five and clearly remember the phase where they all thought it was hilariously funny to wipe snot on my back; not to mention that time I spent the night at Kate’s house and my spare knickers fell out of my bag onto the classroom floor and all the boys threw them back and forth whilst I howled in the bathroom and refused to come out for three hours. 
 This boy had not been part of any of that; he was a mystery, without any childish past, and did I mention he was cute? 
 After about twenty minutes of showing off in front of us, his friends got chatting to my friends, and so naturally we talked a bit.  
 His name was Sean Carey, he went to Fairgreen School on the other side of town, he was sixteen, and he liked pizza and he loved the Alien movies. That was about all I learned. Then his mates wanted to push off and he didn’t ask for my number or anything, he just said, “See you around, Emily.”  
 But I never did see him around. 
 I kept hoping to run into him again, despite being really nervous about doing so. I made my friends go back to the shopping centre every Saturday after, but we never found them. 
 Then last Monday Tamsin invited us to her party, and she mentioned that some of her friends were coming from Fairgreen School. I didn’t want to ask her about Sean, but I didn’t have to; it turned out he had already asked Tamsin about me. 
 She was almost green with envy as she told me that Sean had specifically asked her if I was going to be there. I blushed a lot, but it was a happy blush. He had remembered my name, and he told Tamsin to tell me that he was looking forward to seeing me at the party. 
 I was terrified that he might not really actually like me, and just as terrified that he might. I had no idea how to talk to a boy I liked. Was I supposed to flirt with him and pretend to be confident? It was far more likely I would sit in a corner and hope he’d come and talk to me. I just prayed I wouldn’t completely humiliate myself by being totally unable to say anything remotely intelligent. 
 But it didn’t matter, the important thing was that at long last there was a boy who liked me, and I was going to see him at the party. 
 I did a private happy dance when I got home that night, and then rushed to ask my dad if we could forget about my big birthday dinner. 
 Halloween is also my birthday, and this year is a big deal, what with being my Sweet Sixteen. Dad was going to lay on a “family dinner”, which was nice of him but I don’t actually like my so-called family. 
 By that I mean my dad’s girlfriend and her son.  
 My mum died when I was five. I don’t remember her that much, but it meant my dad and I were pretty close as I was growing up. So you can imagine how much I resented it when he starting to date again two years ago. Not only did his new girlfriend move into our house, but she brought her son with her: an immature pain in the neck called Martin, who is only six months younger than me and is now in my class at school. 
 Dad’s forever telling me I have to make sure Martin’s included in stuff I do, but I hate having him follow me around, and I was relieved when he found his own group of idiots to hang with. Unfortunately it seemed they were also invited to the party. 
 Dad was disappointed about the family dinner but understood that I would rather go to a party. 
 “Maybe we can all get together beforehand and then you kids could go out after?” he suggested. 
 Personally I had intended to spend most of the early evening getting ready for the party, so I came up with an alternative.  
 “How about we have the family dinner on Sunday night instead? That way I can celebrate my sixteenth two nights running.” I gave him an enthusiastic smile and he agreed, actually believing I wanted the family dinner. So we were all happy. 
 School was finally over for the week, we had a party to look forward to tomorrow night, Sean Carey was going to be there, and I was hoping for some decent money from my relatives for my sixteenth. Everything seemed good with the world. 
 But now my aunt was being weird, and she looked completely serious. 
 “I’m sorry, could you repeat that?” I gave a suspicious glance at Iris. 
 “It’s time you knew. When you turn sixteen tonight you become a witch. A real one.” 



 
2. Every witch way 
   
 I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, right, and monkeys might fly out of my butt.” 
 “Don’t be sarcastic, Emily, it encourages negative energy.” 
 “Okay, Iris, but seriously, I know you are into all…this,” I waved my hand towards her fireplace, which doubled up as an altar, “but it’s not my bag. I mean, I like wearing black, it’s better than this cat sick yellow they make us wear in school – sorry, Lyra, no offence,” I apologised briefly to the cat, who licked her nose in response. 
 “But the black outfits aside, I don’t really dig the image, and I don’t want to be considered a freak at school, which I would be if I went around saying I was a witch!” 
 “Do you consider me a freak?” Iris asked, as if it had genuinely never occurred to her. 
 I could hardly say yes, even though I wanted to. “Oh, ah, um,” was the best I could come up with. 
 Mercifully, she just laughed. “Thanks, Emily. Listen carefully: you are going to become a witch at midnight whether you want it or not. You don’t have to tell anyone, in fact you can’t, and you really don’t have to wear black. But you do need to know what you’re doing. Please, just humour me in this?” 
 “Humph, sure, fine, I’m a witch,” I said with an eye roll. “So, do I have some magical destiny to fulfil?” 
 She furrowed her brow, “No, why would you?” 
 “Well, I don’t know,” I spread my hands, “Isn’t that normally how it works?” 
 “Not so far as I know. You just get your powers. It’s up to you what you do with them. But you have to be careful; there are rules, of course, against openly using them.” 
 “Right, yes, rules. Will the vampires rip my head off? Or the Ministry snap my wand or something?” I said, letting the sarcasm creep back in. 
 Iris sighed slightly but all she said was, “Your wand. Mustn’t forget that.” She went over to the Welsh dresser against the wall, and reaching right up to the highest shelf, she reverentially took down a small grey book and a stick. 
 Placing them on the table in front of me she wiped a tear from her eye. 
 “This is your sixteenth-birthday present from your mother. Her wand and her Grimoire.” 
 “These were my mother’s? She thought she was a witch as well?” I said it sort of jokingly, to cover my emotions. My mother left these for me? I choked back a tear of my own; I would think about that later. I ran my finger down the dusty cover of the grey book. 
 Iris put her hands on her hips. “She didn’t just think it, Emily, she was an amazing kitchen witch.” 
 “Kitchen witch?” I was lost now. 
 “Yes, she was particularly skilled at brewing. And your Grannie Mara is a fantastic hedge witch, so you have it from both sides.” 
 This time I choked on a laugh of disbelief. “Oh, come on! You can’t tell me that my father’s mother is a witch too? My dad would bust a gut.” 
 “Your father chooses to ignore the obvious all too often,” she said sadly. “Are you not aware of your grandmother’s unusual herb garden?” 
 I looked at her in amazement. It was true my grandmother did grow all sorts of strange plants, and on the rare occasions we visited her she would show her garden to me and try to teach me the names of things. 
 I struggled to get my head around such a bizarre conversation. Again I retreated into taking the mickey to move past something I wasn’t ready to comprehend. I picked up the wand. 
 “It’s a stick,” I said flippantly. 
 “Yes,” Iris said calmly, “in essence it is a stick. The wand has no actual power of its own, but it will give your magic some direction. The crystal in the end will enhance your magic too, making it stronger.” 
 I looked at the end, and buried in the wood was indeed a small crystal. I waved the wand around. 
 “Expelli…something!” I intoned, then looked around expectantly. 
 Iris huffed; I think I was starting to annoy her. “This isn’t Harry Potter, Emily. And secondly, you don’t actually have any magic, yet.” 
 I put the stick down and picked up the book. “What’s a Grimoire when it’s at home?” 
 “It’s basically an instruction manual. How to cast a circle, how to create magical objects like talismans and amulets, how to perform magical spells, charms and divination, and also how to summon or invoke supernatural entities.” 
 I flipped through the pages, a little overcome as I saw it was filled with my mother’s neat handwriting. 
 I really wished she were here. 
 “Okay, Aunt Iris. Thank you for these presents. Is there anything else I should know?” I wanted to go home now and look at my mother’s book. 
 Iris stroked Lyra as the cat jumped onto her lap. “Oh, Em. There’s so much you need to learn, but perhaps you’ve had enough for one night?” 
 I nodded. 
 She stood up. “The fact you inherited the craft from both sides is going to make you very powerful, do you understand? But until tomorrow we don’t know exactly what your powers will be, so just be careful not to do anything stupid – and promise you’ll call me if you have any questions?” 
 She then took off one of her necklaces and put it around my neck. “From Lyra and me, for protection. Happy Birthday, sweetie.” She planted a kiss on my forehead and I gave her a hug, before collecting up my new belongings, stuffing them in my school bag and heading home. 
 That night I sat up late reading my mother’s Grimoire. It was an amazing book and my mother had clearly taken all this witch stuff very seriously. How could I never have known? Why hadn’t my father told me? I knew he liked to bury his head in the sand, but was I really a witch? 
 Inside the front cover of the book was a poem of sorts, entitled “The Witches Rede”. It said: 
   

Bide the witch’s law ye must


In perfect love and perfect trust


Eight words the Witches Rede fulfil:


An ye harm none, do what ye will.


What ye send forth comes back to thee


So ever mind the law of three


Follow this with mind and heart


Merry ye meet, and merry ye part


 

 I couldn’t help but think it sounded more like something from “Pirates of the Caribbean” than a Witches Rede. But I took its meaning on board. Kind of a “do as you would be done by, or else” message. 
 I heard the church clock strike midnight and tensed, wondering if anything magical was going to happen. Would I be surrounded in a blaze of white light or float to the ceiling as I got my powers? I sat cross-legged on my bed and looked round; nothing was different. 
 I let out the breath I had been holding and rolled my eyes. Of course nothing was different; how silly to have let myself be sucked in to thinking it might be. 
 That’s when I saw the ghost materialise in my chair. 
   



 
3. Ghost busted 
   
 I screamed, loudly. 
 Sitting on top of the clean laundry on my bedroom chair was an honest-to-goodness ghost. A boy of about my own age, but in a transparent grey. I kept screaming. 
 My door banged open and Martin stood there in a t-shirt and boxer shorts. “What the bloody hell are you screaming about?” he demanded, rubbing his eyes sleepily. “I thought you were being murdered!” 
 “Ghost!” I whispered pointing at the chair. 
 The boy in the chair sat up, startled. “You can see me?” 
 “Yes, I can see you!” I didn’t take my eyes off the ghost as I scrambled off the bed towards the reassuringly solid frame of Martin. “Go away!” 
 Martin looked at me like I was mad. “I guess you were having a nightmare? Don’t worry, I’m going!” 
 “Not you.” I clung to Martin. 
 He looked extremely surprised. Normally I avoid being anywhere near him. 
 “Can’t you see him?” I asked Martin, digging my nails into his arm. 
 “It was a bad dream,” Martin said in a soothing voice, as though dealing with a child. “Go back to bed.” He shook off my hand and slid out of the door before I could display any more unusual behaviour, shutting it behind him. 
 I made a move to open it and run after him, but the ghost held up his hands as if surrendering. “Please wait! I promise I won’t hurt you.” 
 I looked at him nervously. 
 “Please,” he said again, “I’ve been here for years and no one has ever been able to see me.” 
 “Here?” I was horrified. “In my bedroom?” 
 “Well, I can go anywhere in the house, but I like it in here best.” 
 “You’ve been watching me all the time?” I was getting mad now. “Like some kind of Peeping Tom?” 
 He had the audacity to smile. “Nothing else to do. I like watching you.” 
 I put my hands on my hips. “As in, when I’m getting changed?” I shuddered to think of all the things he might have seen.  
 Somewhere in my anger at being spied on I had lost my fear of him. 
 “Yes,” he confirmed cheerfully. Then, seeing my outraged expression, he added, “I don’t follow you into the bathroom though. I think you should have some privacy, and some things are best left unseen, don’t you agree?” 
 “Oh, well, that’s alright then!” I said furiously. “I suppose I should be grateful you have some limits, you bloody pervert!” 
 “Now, now, Emily. I’m only human. Well, sort of, anyway. You didn’t know I was here; there was no harm in it. Spying on your parents is pretty dull, though sometimes I hang out with Martin and watch him play computer games, but it’s boring when you don’t get a turn.” 
 I sat back down on my bed. “How long have you been here? What happened to you? What’s your name?” 
 “I’m Peter. Peter Trent.” He held out one hand as though to shake mine but I leaned back away from him.  
 “Ah, yes, right, can’t shake anyway,” he said, not in the least offended. “How long have I been here?” He sat back down on my pile of clothes and tapped his lip thoughtfully. “Quite a while I think. For a long time before you came, anyway.” 
 “What happened to you? You don’t look very old to be, um, dead.” 
 He couldn’t have been much more than sixteen himself, and actually he would be kind of good looking if he wasn’t all grey and ghosty. 
 He smiled. “It’s a great story. My whole family were butchered to death right here in this room. It was a bloodbath. We never found out how the killer got in, and they never caught him, he could still be around now. My four brothers are still here too, roaming around the house, spying on any naked girls they can find.” 
 I put my hands over my mouth in horror, looking round the room for some signs of blood on the carpet or walls. “I feel sick.” I genuinely thought I might throw up. 
 “I was just joking!” he said hastily, seeing my white face. 
 “What? You sleaze rat! You scared the spit out of me. What really happened?” 
 “Well, it was early in the eighteen hundreds, and I was working as a chimney sweep. I was getting a bit big for the job and I got stuck in that chimney there.” He nodded at the chimneybreast that ran from the living room up through the house. “My boss got me from a workhouse and was a cruel man. No one cared that I didn’t come back out, in fact my bones are still just behind that wall.” 
 I looked at the chimneybreast with concern but I didn’t react quite as badly this time. “Are you serious? It sounds like something from a bad movie.” 
 “Hmm, you got me, I think it is from a bad movie actually.” 
 “Peter!” If he’d been solid I would have whacked him. k*1*2 
 “Okay, okay, well, there was this great white shark…” 
 I folded my arms and glared at him. 
 He smiled ruefully. “Sorry, so much time on my own, I think I’ve gone a bit peculiar. The truth is that I don’t remember. I don’t remember anything much about my life at all. I know I’ve been here since before television. It totally brightened up my dull existence when I saw my first TV show. I love TV!” 
 He looked longingly at the small television set in my room. “You couldn’t put your ‘Friends’ DVD on for me, could you? The one where Phoebe teaches Joey to speak French? I love that episode, it’s hysterical.” 
 I groaned, but got up, flicked through the box set and inserted the requested DVD. I put the sound on low and climbed into bed. I was just plumping up the pillows behind my head to watch it better when Peter sidled onto the bed next to me. 
 I gave him a look, but moved over slightly so he could lie next to me comfortably, though why I cared about the comfort of a ghost was beyond me; surely he could just sort of float? 
 One of my arms drifted downwards and went through his stomach. It felt cold, but nothing more. I pulled my arm back. 
 “Emily?” 
 “Yes, Peter?” 
 “How come you can see me now? You never could before.” 
 My eyes snapped open wide. “Because it’s gone midnight,” I said, slowly letting it sink in. “And I’m now a witch.” 
 “Oh, right.” He seemed to accept that without question. Then he looked excited. “You could help me cross over! I seem to remember that only a priest or a witch can help a stuck spirit to the other side, is that right?” 
 “I don’t know, sorry. I’m kind of new to all this. I’ll ask my aunt tomorrow.” I yawned and tried to focus on the show as my eyelids drifted closed. 
   



 
4. A Familiar feeling 
   

Tap. Tap. Tap.

   
 My eyes snapped open. It was daylight and I was in bed alone. I wondered if it had all been a dream after all, and then the tapping noise started again. 
 I glanced at the clock, feeling disorientated; it was already half past ten in the morning. I guess my father let me sleep in because it was Saturday. 
 I looked around for the source of the noise. A black crow was standing on the sill right outside my window. 
 “Come on, witch, open up!” Surely the bird didn’t just say that? 
 I approached the window tentatively. “Hello?” I said, feeling stupid. 
 The bird tipped his head to one side. “Hello,” he answered quite distinctly, “any chance of opening the window – it’s bleeding freezing acorns out here.” 
 I must be going mad, I thought. I considered shouting for my father. Aren’t crows supposed to be evil? But this one could talk. Maybe it was some kind of rare parrot? 
 “Look, lady,” the crow said, “I ain’t got all day while you dither, I’m here on a matter of business.” 
 I opened the window an inch. “What kind of business?” I said suspiciously. 
 “I’m ’ere as your new Familiar.” He ducked his head to me, in what I guessed was a respectful gesture. 
 “My Familiar?” The word itself sounded, well, familiar. “Is this a witch thing?” 
 “Yes, ma’am. You’ve just come into your powers; I figure you don’t have a Familiar yet?” 
 “Well, no.” I cracked the window open a little more, still suspicious. “Who sent you?” 
 “No one sent me. I heard the gossip, of course. There’s lots of gossip when a new witch gets her powers, and you’re radiating power; all the animals can sense it.” His beady eyes were fixed on mine. 
 “So let me get this straight,” I tried to get my sleep-addled brain working; “you heard I needed a Familiar, and so you flew over here to offer your services?” 
 He bobbed his head. “The early bird catches the worm, if you’ll excuse the pun.” 
 “I see,” I said thoughtfully, but I wasn’t sure about it at all. 
 “You’ll get a lot of cats applying for the position,” he went on, “but I can be much more useful, take messages for you, spy without being noticed. I know owls are popular right now, but honestly owls are useless, they sleep all day and keep you up all night asking for dead mice. I fend for myself and I’m house-trained too, I don’t poop indoors.” 
 “Um, good,” I said, wondering if perhaps I was still dreaming. “So what’s in it for you? Why would you want to be a Familiar? Wouldn’t you rather just do what you like?” 
 “It’s worth it, especially for a bird.” He answered. “Gets me higher up the ‘pecking order’ if you’ll excuse another pun. I’d be under a witch’s protection. No one messes with a Familiar; I could even taunt the foxes.” 
 If a bird could smile then I’d swear he was smiling at that idea. 
 I shook my head, trying to clear my brain. “How come I can hear you talking?” I narrowed my eyes on him. 
 “Because you’re a witch now.” He gave me a look that said “Duh!” 
 I mulled that over for a minute. “Why do I need a Familiar?” 
 “All witches have a Familiar!” He seemed shocked by the question, so I didn’t pursue it. I figured I had a lot more reading to do if I wasn’t going to look as thick as two short planks in this new world. 
 “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 “Bob.” 
 “Bob?” 
 “What’s wrong with Bob?” He looked offended. 
 I felt bad for insulting him. “I guess I was expecting something more otherworldly,” I said lamely. 
 “What, like Rumplestiltskin?” If a bird’s eyes could roll, this one’s did. He grumbled quietly for a bit, then clarified, “It’s short for Blackbobhead. But I prefer Bob.” 
 “Yes, I can see why. Bob, thanks for stopping by and all that…” 
 “Listen, lady…” 
 That was the second time he’d referred to me as lady. “Don’t call me that, it makes me sound old – I’m only fifteen. No, hang on, it’s my birthday today, I’m sixteen!” I felt all giddy and happy to finally be sixteen.  
 “If you take me on then I would call you Mistress,” Bob said. 
 “Really?” I sort of liked the sound of that. 
 He cocked his head, “Wanna give it a trial run? Just call when you need me. I’ve memorised the timbre of your voice now and we birds have an amazing sense of hearing.” 
 “Okay, Bob, you’re on. Come in. Come and meet Casper, I mean Peter, he’s my ghost.” I had totally lost my grip on reality now. 
 “Peter?” I called, unable to see him anywhere. 
 His head appeared through the wall. “Oh, good, you’re up. I got bored when the DVD finished, and I can’t put on a new one. Could you put the next series in for me?” His body followed his head into the room. 
 “This isn’t the time for watching TV,” I said. “It’s my birthday and it looks like I’m definitely a witch.” 
 “A very powerful witch,” Bob said almost proudly, “and born on Halloween too? A very powerful witch indeed.” 
 “Yeah, but all that Halloween stuff is just nonsense, isn’t it?” I said, suddenly not sure if it was or not. 
 Both Bob and Peter gasped at my ignorance.  
 “It’s All Hallows Eve!” Bob chided me. “The veil between this world and the next becomes very thin – a lot of spirits creep through, especially those that are invited, and they bring a lot of magic with them. The air literally hums with it. Everything you do on Halloween is more powerful, and being born on the 31st of October makes you doubly powerful. The planets line up in the same place they were at when you were born; don’t you think that would have some effect? Not to mention that this particular Halloween is also a full moon. It’s like a cosmic overload out there today.” 
 “So, I’m like the witch version of ‘The Omen’?” I felt really out of my depth. 
 “I don’t know ‘The Omen’, Mistress, but I do know you need to be careful, today of all days, not to do anything stupid.” 
 I sighed, “Why do people keep telling me that?” I had a feeling that maybe I should just spend the day in bed with the duvet over my head. 
   



 
5. Life’s a witch 
   
 “I’m up now,” I said more to myself than to my two strange companions. “Why don’t you two take yourselves off so I can get dressed?” 
 Bob nodded obediently and flew out of the open window. I closed it behind him to keep out the October chill. 
 Peter settled himself back in my chair. “Don’t mind me,” he said, “I’ve seen you getting dressed hundreds of times.” 
 “Yeah, well, I didn’t know you were there then! The free porn is over.” I went over to my chest of draws and started pulling out clothes. 
 “Wear the black lace undies, they’re my favourite,” he teased. 
 I collected a bundle of clothes, and added some huge grannie knickers to make a point, and said, “I’m going to change in the bathroom. If you even think of following me in there I will personally locate your bones and stomp on them, got it?” 
 He leaned back in the chair and laughed, but I figured he was smart enough not to push me. 
 Half an hour later I’d showered, dressed, and was fixing my makeup back in my bedroom. 
 Peter and I checked the internet but we couldn’t find any information about him at all. 
 “So I suppose we should go and see my aunt?” I suggested. “She might be able to give me some advice about helping you.” 
 “I can’t leave the house, remember?” Peter looked sulky. 
 “Oh, right, of course. I’ll go see her and get back to you. I have a party to go to tonight so I need time to get ready for that. I’m going to have breakfast and then I’ll go straight there. I should be back around four, is that okay? 
 Peter shrugged. “I’ve waited this long, I can wait a few hours.” 
 Breakfast was great. Claire, my dad’s girlfriend, had laid the table for a birthday brunch, with me at the head and several presents in front of my plate. She can be quite nice sometimes, I guess. 
 “Hello, Pumpkin.” My dad put down his paper and gave me a kiss. “Happy birthday.” I think he calls me Pumpkin because I was born on Halloween. 
 They had all been waiting for me, and Claire went and made scrambled eggs with smoked salmon, which is my absolute favourite. 
 I opened my present from Martin first; he’d got me all the Batman films in a box set, which was pretty cool, even though I suspected he just wanted to see them all again himself. I thought that Peter would probably enjoy them too. 
 Next I unwrapped one of the parcels from my dad and Claire. It was soft and black. I held it up. It was a floor-length black cloak, with fur trim and a velvet-lined hood. It was gorgeous, and just perfect for the party tonight. 
 “Thank you, I love it!” I gave my dad a hug, and even gave Claire a kiss on the cheek as she appeared with our food. She looked surprised and quite pleased. 
 I opened the others after we’d eaten and got a pretty good haul. Grannie Mara had sent me a book on the magical properties of plants, as well as fifty pounds. I wondered if she knew I would be getting my powers today. 
 Taking it all upstairs, I dumped it on my bed and then picked up my mother’s wand and Grimoire before heading out to see Iris. 
 I entered the shop behind a guy and two girls. Lyra was sitting on the counter giving all the customers a once-over. She was looking at the three people in front of me. 
 “Dead-beat. Time-waster and possible thief. Really ugly skirt,” I heard her say, commenting on each of them. 
 “Lyra!” I chided, really excited that I could hear her talking. 
 “Miss Emily.” Lyra jumped down off the counter, looking flatteringly pleased to see me. She rubbed her face against my ankle. “I’ll go and tell my Mistress you’re here.” 
 “Thank you.” I said it quite quietly because the girl that Aunt Iris employs to help her on a Saturday was looking at us. 
 Iris came out of the stock room at the back, cleaning charcoal off her hands. 
 “Emily, how lovely. You haven’t done anything, uh, unusual yet, have you?” Iris glanced at Jill, who was serving “ugly skirt”. 
 “Not really. But I would like to talk to you. Are you very busy?” 
 “Fairly. Halloween is always my best day, plus I have an awful lot to do before my Coven meeting tonight. But I think your needs probably merit some special attention, so Jill will just have to cope.” She raised her voice to Jill: “I’ll be upstairs, just push the bell if you need me.” 
 “Lyra said that one of those girls was a potential thief,” I whispered as we went over to the stairs. 
 “Not a problem,” Iris smiled. “There’s a protection spell on the shop. If she tries to steal anything in her pocket or bag it jumps right out again before she gets to the door. Very embarrassing for the thief; they never try it twice.” 
 Up in her flat, I noticed white powder along all the windowsills, and even a line across the doorway. “What’s that? Something magical?” I asked. 
 “Just regular salt,” she said. “It keeps out the evil spirits, they can’t cross a line of salt. And there will be a fair few of them out tonight. You should do the same at your house.” 
 “Yeah, I can just imagine Claire’s face if I put salt in all the windows!” I grimaced. “Speaking of spirits…” I filled her in on my encounter with Peter. 
 “Oh, that poor boy!” she said. “Do you have any idea what his unfinished business might be?” 
 I shook my head. “He doesn’t seem to remember much about his own life. Not even how he was killed. I can’t quite work out what his clothes are, some kind of suit I think, so it’s hard to date when he died; but I think it might be quite a long time ago. He speaks as if he is modern-day, but he does like to watch TV, so he might have caught up.” I shrugged. “If he died a long time ago then presumably anyone connected with his unfinished business would also be dead?” 
 “That is a problem.” Iris tapped her foot whilst she considered it. “Ghosts don’t stick around without a reason. You could always check the cemetery, sometimes they have records about cause of death. Actually, that’s a bad idea on Halloween. Maybe on Monday you could go down to the local library and see if they have any records or old newspapers, but it will be time consuming.” 
 “Peter has time, I guess.” I frowned, feeling bad for him. “But he was sure a witch would be able to help him, I feel like I should be doing something a bit more, you know, witchy. Not boring research.” 
 “It’s quite a specialist subject. If only your mother were here; she was good with helping ghosts pass on.” 
 “Really?” Another new bit of information about my mother, and perhaps another gift I might have inherited from her? 
 “Hmmm, but it takes a while to master—we really need someone who already knows what they are doing. I know!” She turned to me, excited, as a thought struck her. “You must come to my Coven meeting tonight. It would be a great chance for you to meet other witches, and I know they would all be thrilled to meet you too. There’s a witch there, Teresa, who has some experience with spirits. Bring Peter with you.” 
 “But he can’t leave the house,” I said, not at all enthusiastic about going to her Coven meeting. 
 “Can’t you bind him to you instead of to the house? I’m sure the instructions will be in your mother’s Grimoire. As I said, she did some work with spirits.” 
 I shrugged, “Maybe. But I have a party to go to tonight. Would it take long?” 
 She pulled an irritated face at my selfishness. “I don’t know, I’ll ask Teresa for you. We meet at eight at The Seven Sisters; you should have plenty of time to get to your party as well.” 
 The Seven Sisters were a famous group of beech trees on the town common near my house. It was right on the edge of town, so fairly private, but also fairly easy to get to. Planted hundreds of years ago, the seven trees were now incredibly tall, and stood in a large circle surrounded by open space. I could see how they would make a good place for a Coven to meet. 
 “So, there are like loads of real witches just wondering about? Even in a town as small as Dremouth?” I asked. 
 Iris shook her head. “Of course not. There are only eight others in my Coven, and they travel here from all over the South West of England once a month for the full moon or on special days of the year, such as the solstice. It’s just a convenient central location.” 
 I absorbed that, wondering if I should feel special or honoured, but I’m a sixteen-year-old girl. Wasn’t I already dealing with plenty? School, friends, exams, boys… 
 Over the next couple of hours, despite several interruptions from the shop downstairs, Iris managed to teach me quite a lot. I learned all about casting a circle and about the four elements.  
 It turns out my aunt is an Elemental Witch; her element is fire.  
 I was excited about the idea of being able to control one of the elements, but after a lot of failure at trying to get a response from fire, earth, water and even the air, we had to conclude that I probably wasn’t one of the elemental witches. 
 I couldn’t imagine being a Kitchen Witch like my mother; my dad and I lived mainly on baked potatoes before Claire and Martin moved in and Claire took over our meals. I could chop up a salad, no problems, but cooking was not my strong point. Only last month I had tried to microwave some eggs, but they had all exploded quite spectacularly; apparently you can’t microwave eggs still in the shell. 
 I also seriously doubted I was a Hedge Witch, like my Grannie. Years ago I had tried to grow cress and mustard for a school project. I was the only person in the class whose seeds did absolutely nothing at all. 
 Iris patted me and said we would find my “metier”, whatever that was. “You’re probably an Eclectic Witch, Emily,” she said, which confused me even more.  
 “It means you have a bit of this and a bit of that, but hopefully a bit of everything you need. It would make sense.” 
 We went through some of the spells in my mother’s Grimoire. All the spells had to be said in rhyme, and some of them had to be said three times over, which seemed rather a faff. 
 We took a break for afternoon tea, and I slumped down on the sofa. I was starting to get frustrated. Apart from being able to hear animals talk and seeing a ghost, I had not actually managed to perform any magic at all so far. 
 I had waved my wand and said spells but nothing had happened. I had put ingredients in a cauldron and stirred it anticlockwise while chanting, but it could have been done by anyone; nothing magical occurred at all. 
 I could see Iris was also beginning to wonder if I really had any magic. I felt a total idiot waving a wand, and like a total cliché stirring a cauldron. It was hardly inspiring. 
 “I think I’ll go home,” I told Iris. “I’m clearly not a risk as a witch. Less of the ‘powerful’ and more of the ‘pathetic’, I think.” 
 Iris gave me a hug. “It will come, Emily. I don’t think we’ve found where your talents lie, but I’m convinced you will have some. You must do.” She said the last bit forcefully and I wondered if she were trying to convince herself as much as me. 
 “Try to feel it a bit more,” was her last piece of advice as we went downstairs. “It’s not a mental thing, magic must come from the heart.” 
 As a birthday present, Iris said I could have any supplies I felt I needed from her shop, so I went round with a basket picking out the things that took my fancy. I stocked up on tall, thin candles of all colours as well as some thick, white pillar candles. I got some incense called Halloween, which had a lovely cinnamon smell, and a wicked-looking “ceremonial” knife called an Athame. I also selected a red velvet cushion, as a little present for Bob to sit on. 
 “Please think about coming to the Coven meeting,” Iris said as she showed me out. 
 “Mmm, maybe,” I said, deliberately not committing myself. There was no way I was missing the party for that. 
 As I walked home I went past the gates of the cemetery nearest to my house and stopped. Checking my watch I saw it was only just gone three, so I had some time. 
 I felt slightly unnerved as I entered. Hadn’t Iris said something about Halloween not being a good day to come here? But she hadn’t said why. 
 There was a robin sitting in the tree above me, and it cocked its head with an intelligent look in its eye. 
 “Hello,” I said, sort of experimentally. 
 I swear it narrowed its eyes at me suspiciously. 
 I glanced around then said in a low voice, “You can talk to me, I’m a witch.” 
 He puffed up a bit, and said in an indignant high pitched voice, “Red breasts don’t mix with witches, we are not pets!” 
 “No, of course not, I didn’t mean…” I trailed off as he gave me a scathing look then flew off. 
 “I already have a Familiar,” I called after him, but he was gone. 
 I ventured further in, then tried again when I saw a squirrel dart across my path. 
 “Hi, can you understand me? I’m a witch.” 
 “Nuts to you,” he answered rudely then disappeared into some undergrowth. 
 “Great,” I muttered. “So much for all the animals wanting to be my Familiar.” Perhaps I had been lucky to get Bob. 
 I walked to the gate-house which was the only real building I could see and knocked at the door. There was no answer and then I saw a sign in the window. It simply read, Closed Early Today. 
 “Helpful,” I commented, giving the door a small kick of frustration. What was I supposed to do now? Wonder around looking for a grave marked Peter Trent and hoped it would say what his unfinished business might be? Bloody unlikely. 
 I was just about to turn to go when I spotted a grounds-keeper, or whatever they call them in cemeteries. He was an old man, bent over some kind of rake or hoe tidying a grave. Oh yes, and he was transparent. 
   



 
6. Grave mistake 
   
 I took a deep breath and moved toward the grounds-keeper ghost. 
 “Um, hi.” I said. 
 He ignored me and didn’t falter in his work. 
 “Excuse me. Mr. Ghost, Sir?” I tried a little louder. 
 His head shot up but he turned slowly. Watery eyes stared at me and then blinked a few times. 
 “You see me?” He said, in a creaking voice that obviously didn’t get much use. 
 I felt a little sad at his surprise. I suppose he was used to being ignored, just like Peter. 
 I nodded, “I’m a witch, a very new one though,” I added. 
 I assumed it was fine to tell animals and ghosts about my powers, it wasn’t as though they could tell anyone who didn’t also have power. Iris had been very strict about drumming into me that we could only share our secret with other paranormals, but I was pretty sure the ghost counted. 
 “Not wise to be here, not today,” the old ghost leaned on his rake and looked around. 
 I followed his gaze. The cemetery was peaceful. In fact, it was a very calm and tranquil place, I sort of liked it. 
 “Sorry, I won’t stay long. I’m looking for a grave, I don’t suppose you could help me?” I said in a rush. 
 “I know every leaf and stone, what are you searching for, missy?” 
 “Peter Trent. He’s a ghost too and I need to help him cross over.” 
 His eyes brightened. “Well, now that’s an interesting one. Peter Trent, are you sure?” 
 “Yes, why is it interesting?” 
 “Because we have a Peter Trent, but he’s not buried here.” 
 “What do you mean?” 
 “Come, I’ll show you.” He shouldered his rake and began to walk. 
 I had to take a slightly less direct route than he did, as he simply went through every obstacle in his path, but I kept up by jogging a little as I circled a large ornate tomb. Eventually he stopped and pointed to a grave. 
 It was a nice one. A tall stone, topped with an angel. It read: 

Simon and Sarah Trent


Beloved parents of Peter Trent


May they be reunited in Heaven.


1940

   
 “What does it mean?” I said, furrowing my brow. “That they died and he didn’t? But he’s definitely dead.” 
 “Ar, well, he would be by now.” The grounds-keeper nodded wisely. 
 “But he’s just a boy. And he was in Dremouth when he died, why isn’t he here?” 
 The man shrugged his ghosty shoulders. “I can’t tell you that. But I can tell you this: The plot is for three, but only two lie beneath.” 
 The hairs suddenly stood up on the back of my neck, but I ignored it. “I don’t understand what you mean.” 
 I turned to the man but he wasn’t looking at me, his head was turning from side to side as if he was keeping watch. 
 “You need to go,” he said. “They know you’re here.” 
 “What? Who? Look, I really appreciate your help, are you stuck too? Maybe I could…” I broke off as his cold ghost hand shoved almost aggressively at my shoulder and then went right through me. 
 “I choose to be here, but you, you gotta leave. Now!” 
 I began to back away, uncertain by his mood change.  
 “Sorry, I…” I stopped again as the chill on my neck suddenly got a hundred times worse. 
 He looked around wildly, “The veil is thin today, they could overwhelm you.” 
 And then I could see them. Spirits, rising out of the ground, and many of them didn’t look like ghost people at all, they looked like nightmarish spectres, all wild eyes and reaching hands. 
 “Run!” The grounds-keeper shouted. 
 I didn’t question him, I turned tail and ran. 
   



 
7. Ghost, interrupted 
   
 It wasn’t far to the gates, but I was sucking in air and my throat was dry as I pelted through them. I didn’t even have enough voice to scream. I just kept running. But the moment I was outside the cemetery the coldness vanished. I risked a glance over my shoulder, expecting to see cold, dead fingers right behind me, but they were gone. I slowed and looked back. They were at the gate. Scary mouths open as though calling to me. But they didn’t pass through. The gate was wide open but somehow they were trapped inside. 
 I gave myself a moment to pause and catch my breath, but then I began to run again and didn’t stop until I got home. 
 I sagged against the inside of my door, panting with relief. 
 Whatever happened, I was never, ever, going to a cemetery again! 
 I walked to the TV room, hoping for some company, but the house was empty. After a while the fear faded. Whatever those things were, they couldn’t get out. I was safe. Plus it was probably just a Halloween thing, like the ghost had said, the veil was thin right now, and Iris had warned me not to go today, but stupid me, I hadn’t listened. 
 “Peter?” I called, but I got no answer. I made some toast and then went up to my room to get ready for the party later. 
 “Peter, are you in here?” Still no response, so I started to undress. 
 “Boo!” He popped out of my wardrobe. 
 “Aghh! You creep!” I was already down to my bra and knickers. “OUT!” I pointed at the door. He smirked at me and went through the wall instead. 
 I grumbled to myself as I pulled on my fancy-dress witch tights, but in truth I wasn’t massively bothered; I was getting used to the idea that he’d seen it all already. 
 Ten minutes later I twirled in front of the mirror. I was wearing a sexy little black dress, the black and white striped tights, and some black pointed heels. I had a witch’s hat ready and a broomstick for good measure. 
 The irony of my outfit struck me as hilarious. I’d bought it days ago, before I knew any of the inherited witch stuff. At the time I’d almost gone with the cat costume that had looked super sexy. Unfortunately I had decided that it was too sexy, it just wasn’t me – I’m much more a kooky witch than a sex kitten. We are what we are, I giggled to myself. 
 “You can come back now.” I raised my voice. 
 Peter floated back through the wall. He wolf-whistled at me, which I appreciated, so I struck a pose for him. “Very nice,” he said approvingly. “So did your aunt have any advice on helping me cross over?” he asked, and I felt really selfish for making him wait. 
 “Sorry, Peter. She said it was pretty complicated. But I did find out something.” I told him about his parents’ grave and what happened. 
 “Is that normal?” I said. “Scary ghosts haunting graveyards? I’ve been fine in the past, but of course I wasn’t a witch then. Do you think they wanted something from me now I have magic powers?” 
 He gave an apologetic shrug. “How would I know? But you saw my parents’ grave?” 
 I gave a small huff, and tried to remember it wasn’t all about me. Peter had bigger problems than I did. 
 “Yeah, I did, and I think you’re supposed to be in it too, but you’re not. Do you think that could be your unfinished business?” 
 He gave another small shrug, turning slightly away from me. “Maybe, I wish I could remember. I hate this.” 
 I felt even worse and determined to try to help him. But did it have to be immediately? 
 “Iris did say there might be something in my mother’s Grimoire, but I haven’t looked at it yet. Also, there’s a witch in her Coven that might be able to help as well.” 
 He nodded enthusiastically. “That’s great. When can you see her?” 
 I groaned inwardly. I really didn’t want to do this tonight of all nights, I wanted to go to the party and see Sean. 
 “She’ll be at The Seven Sisters for a Coven meeting tonight…” I said slowly, trying to think of a way out of it. “But let’s look at the Grimoire first, maybe there is something I can do.” 
 We both sat on my bed as I flicked through the pages. 
 “Here it is.” I found two spells, one for banishing a malevolent ghost and one to help a willing ghost cross over. 
 “Oh damn. Ideally we need your bones.” I was grossed out at the idea of touching bones, even if Peter knew where to find them. I was certainly not going to dig up any dead bodies.  
 “Oh, or a ghost willing to stand inside a cast circle; we have that! The tough bit, apparently, is that we have to connect, and it takes magic to do that.” I paused, not keen on telling him that so far I was pretty much a bust as a witch. 
 I heaved a sigh. I would have to give it a go; it was that or tell him I would rather go to a party than help him cross over. 
 I looked at the clock; it was only six-thirty but it was already pitch dark outside. The autumn nights were really drawing in. 
 “We have some time. Let’s give it a try,” I said. “I’m only going to do a really simple circle, because I’ve never done anything like this on my own before, okay?” I got up and collected the white candles I had just been given by Iris. 
 I set four candles down in a large circle and turned off all the lights. My curtains were open and the room was now lit just by the full moon outside. I seated myself in the middle of the candles with a box of matches, some incense and an incense holder. 
 “You’d better come sit in here as well,” I said to Peter. “Apparently, once the circle is cast you shouldn’t be able to cross in or out. We mustn’t swear in the circle, and if I leave it, it will break, so have we got everything?” 
 Peter nodded; he looked worried but he came and sat down beside me. 
 I opened the Grimoire in my lap and began to put into practice what I had learned from my aunt that day. 
 I tried to remember where the sun rose each day so I would know which way was East. 
 I began to recite: “Watchtower of the East, Guard and Bless this Circle.” I lit the first candle. “Watchtower of the South, Guard and Bless this Circle.” I lit the next candle and then repeated the words for West and North. When all four candles were flaming away, I lit the incense. I let the smoke follow me as I slowly turned round in a full circle and said, “As above and so below.” Then I waved the incense a bit to make sure the circle was fully cleansed, before putting it in the incense holder. 
 I stifled the urge to giggle; I must have looked ridiculous, especially as I was wearing my full-on witch costume. I bit my lip and managed to get a more serious look on my face. 
 I seated myself opposite Peter in the middle and held out my hands one palm-up and one turned down. 
 “Do you think you could rest your palms over and under mine?” I asked him. He lightly put out his ghostly hands like a mirror image of me, his downward palm over my upward one and vice versa. I resisted a shiver as I felt him there, but it wasn’t scary, just a cool presence.  
 “Okay, this is the tough bit; we have to concentrate on each other, like a Vulcan mind-meld.” I closed my eyes and tried to sense him without them. I was concentrating so hard I didn’t hear anyone come into the house. 
 “Emily? What time are you planning to leave tonight?” It was Martin’s voice right outside my door. The doorknob turned and the door began to open. 
 “Don’t come in!” I shrieked. I threw my hands out towards the door and there was a blast of yellow energy. The door, which was now half open, slammed shut again, knocking Martin back through it and into the wall of the hallway. The candles flared up for a moment and then went out. 
 “Oh no!” I scrambled to my feet and opened my bedroom door. Martin was sprawled out in the hallway completely unconscious, and there was a small crack in the wall where he must have hit his head. 
 “What just happened?” I asked Peter desperately. 
 He grimaced. “Some pretty strong magic? Is it supposed to come out of your hands like that?” 
 I looked down at my hands, expecting some evidence of magic, but they looked normal. “I don’t know, but I don’t think so.” 
 I slapped Martin’s cheek lightly, trying to get him to wake up, but he didn’t react. I felt a bump on the back of his head and there was a matching red mark on his forehead where the door must have really whacked him. 
 “Help me drag him into my room, quickly, before the parents get back,” I said over my shoulder. 
 Peter gave me a patient look and I remembered he couldn’t touch anything. So I dragged Martin by his ankles through my door by myself; he weighed a ton. 
 “I need help! I’ll be in so much trouble for this. They might not even let me go to the party.” 
 I switched on the lights and scrabbled in my bag for my phone. I tried to ring Iris, but got no answer. I was starting to panic when inspiration hit me. I went over to the window, opened it and yelled, “Bob!” 
 He was there in seconds, a black shape appearing against the moon. I stood back and he flew in. 
 “Yes, Mistress?” He looked sleepy, and I wondered if birds went to bed as soon as it got dark. 
 “I need you to find my aunt and tell her I’ve knocked Martin out. By accident,” I added as Bob tipped his head at me questioningly. “I was casting a circle and he came into the room; I sort of blasted him.” 
 “Blasted him, Mistress?” 
 “Yes,” I held my hands up to Bob, “Like this, and some kind of glowing light came out of my palms and hit the door and it knocked him out.” 
 “You didn’t say any kind of spell?” Bob looked intrigued. 
 “No, is that normal?” I already knew by the look on his face that it wasn’t. 
 “Were you pointing your wand at him?” Bob seemed to be trying to comprehend what happened as much as I was. 
 “No. I already told you, it came out of my palms. Look, never mind that. Can you find Iris or not?” 
 “Yes, of course, Mistress, I’ll be as quick as I can.” He gave me one more speculative look and then flew out the window. 
 I went into the bathroom and ran a flannel under the tap, and then returned to my room and applied it to Martin’s forehead. 
 “Do you think I should ring an ambulance?” I asked Peter. 
 “How will you explain it?” he asked sensibly. “He’s only knocked out. I’m sure I saw a spell in your book, when we were looking through it earlier, to ‘Revive’ a person.” 
 “Oh, great idea. Though I doubt I could make it work, let’s have a look.” 
 I retrieved my Grimoire from the circle. 
 “Yes! Here it is. Oh pants, it’s pretty complicated. I need a load of stuff.” I went round the room collecting what I had. 
 I had to run downstairs to get an apple, a glass of water and a bowl of some earth from the garden, but then I was ready. 
 I sat back down inside the candles and grimaced at Peter. “Wish me luck.” 
 I cut the apple in half with my Athame on a mirror to double the strength of the spell, and reading from the Grimoire I said, “I offer this apple to the Goddess and ask for the power of the full moon to fill me.” 
 I removed one seed from the apple and, cradling it in my palm, I said, “Seed of life, I give you air,” then I blew on it. “Seed of life, I give you earth.” I planted it in the bowl of earth. “Seed of life, I give you water.” I watered the earth. “Seed of life, I give you fire from the father sun and light this candle to guide you.” I lit a red candle and stood it in the earth. Then I picked up my wand, pointed it at Martin and intoned:  
   

“By earth, air, fire and water, let the power of the elements reside.


In perfect love and perfect trust, this man I want you to revive.


This is my will, hear my plea, as it harm none, so mote it be.”

   
 Once again nothing happened at all. I gave a wail and dropped my wand. Storming over to Martin, I shook him hard. “Revive, Revive, Revive!” I sobbed in frustration. 
 This time the light burst out of me like a ring around a planet, and then it slowly grew and grew, until – whoosh – it exploded outwards. Out of the window I could see the light fill the garden and beyond, and then everything went dark again. 
 My bedroom light flickered and then came on again. 
 Martin sat up; the mark was gone from his forehead and he looked fine. I slumped in relief. 
 “Who the hell is that?” Martin asked, looking over my shoulder. 
 I turned my head and gasped. Peter wasn’t a ghost anymore. I’d “revived” him too. He was now a handsome boy, standing in my room, and that suit I had been unable to place? It was a pair of striped pyjamas. 
   



 
8. Be careful what you witch for 
   
 I don’t know which of us looked more shocked. All three of us were pretty stunned. Peter was pinching himself as if to check he wasn’t dreaming, and I was gawping at him with my mouth open. Only Martin looked confused rather than surprised. 
 “Um, this is Peter,” I told Martin, whilst trying to come up with a good excuse as to why there was a boy in my bedroom wearing only his pyjamas. Actually – forget a good excuse, any excuse at all would have done. I came up with … nothing. 
 Peter recovered quicker than I did. “Hi … Martin, isn’t it?” He gave Martin a smile. “I know this looks really odd, but I had a massive row with my father last night; he got kind of aggressive and then he kicked me out of the house. Emily was nice enough to offer me her floor for the night. We’re old friends and I just didn’t know where else to go. I’ve been lying low because I don’t want my dad to know where I am until he calms down, you know?” 
 Martin nodded sympathetically. “Oh, right. Bummer.” 
 I was taken aback by how easily he accepted the decidedly ropey story. But it did explain everything, even Peter’s clothes. I supposed that Peter must have had a lot of time on his hands to think up his tall tales. 
 Peter kept his focus on Martin. “Um, now that you know I’m here, I don’t suppose I could borrow some clothes off you, could I? We’re about the same size.” 
 I never thought Martin would do something as selfless as lend his clothes – I mean, he went mental once when I borrowed his coat just to bolt to the car and back in the rain to fetch my school bag. But he just nodded again and got up, slightly unsteadily, and left the room. 
 “I think he’s got concussion,” I muttered, looking at the door Martin had just exited through. “He must have, to accept that story.” 
 Peter shook his head. “I knew he’d understand; after all, his own dad is the same.” 
 “Huh?” I was confused. I knew Claire and Martin didn’t see his dad, but I’d never heard he was abusive or anything. 
 Peter gave me a look. “I hear things hanging around this house. Martin’s had it pretty rough from his dad; maybe you should cut him some slack?” 
 I blinked a few times, realising that I had never asked or cared before. Obviously I should have. 
 “Whatever,” I mumbled; “can we deal with the fact you appear to have come back from the dead?” 
 Peter’s face lit up. “Yeah! You are one righteous witch, Emily Rand! Bringing back the dead. That’s got to be major league magic.” 
 “I don’t know,” I said, “I didn’t mean to do it!” 
 We both jumped as Bob tapped his beak on the window. “Oh, thank heavens,” I said, letting him in. “What did Iris say?” 
 Bob gawked at Peter. “Holy hemlock,” he chirped. He looked at me. “She’s coming now, in her car. But you’ve got big problems, Mistress. I don’t know what you’ve done, but there are a load of, uh, dead bodies, heading this way.” He jerked his head at the window, and Peter and I rushed over to look out of it. 
 From the window I could see right down the hill to the common. It was really dark outside, but there was definitely something moving slowly over the common in this direction. 
 I felt sick. “What are they?” I whispered. 
 Bob looked worried. “For want of a better word, I would say ‘Zombies’. They all bust out of their graves a few minutes ago. I assume you didn’t call them on purpose?” 
 “No.” I clutched my head, trying not to wet myself from fear. I mean, I’ve played “Resident Evil” on my PlayStation, and zombies are no laughing matter. The scary ghosts from the cemetery also sprang to mind. 
 “Are you sure they’re coming here?” Peter asked. 
 Bob nodded. “The spell came from here. I felt it. In fact, I saw it. Big yellow light? Pretty hard to miss. It went over the cemetery and then all these bodies started coming up. Only male humans, though, which is weird.” 
 “The spell to revive.” Peter looked at me. “You said ‘this man’ in the spell. It worked on me as well as Martin; do you think it worked on all of them? There must be hundreds of dead men buried in this town.” 
 “Just this town?” Bob said, really not helping my nausea. “How do we know how far the spell went?” 
 “What do we do?” I whispered. I slumped down to the floor, still unable to face looking at the zombies again. 
 “Another spell?” suggested Peter. 
 I wailed, “But I don’t know what I’m doing! This is a nightmare!” 
 With his usual sense of crap timing, Martin came back with some clothes for Peter. Bob dived under my bed to hide, and Peter and I looked at each other, both thinking the same thing: we had to get Martin out of the way. 
 Martin held out some clothes for Peter and said, “These should fit. Are you coming to the party tonight? Because if you are then I might have a spare costume if you wanted.” 
 Despite the zombies on their way here, I took a second to wonder if Martin had always been so friendly but I’d just never given him a chance. 
 Peter nodded and said, “That would be fantastic, can I come and look?” He practically pushed Martin out of the door. On his way out he said under his breath, “Don’t worry, I know you can fix this.” 
 I shook my head. If we were relying on me then we were probably as good as dead ourselves. I’d been a witch less than a day and I was already creating mayhem, just like Iris warned me not to. 
 Of course! Iris was coming, she’d know what to do. I ran back to the window. The zombies were at the bottom of the hill; they moved very slowly, so I figured I had a few minutes. Where was Iris? The whole road seemed deserted despite the fact it was now only about half past seven. 
 Then I saw her headlights. The zombies reached the road about the same time she did. Her car stopped for a second and then sped up exponentially and screeched up the hill. 
 “Keep an eye on them,” I called to Bob as I ran downstairs to let her in. 
 “There’s something very odd going on.” She sounded breathless. “Maybe it’s just kids, but I swear I just saw lots of grown men dressed as…” 
 “Dead people?” I asked, giving her a shaky smile. 
 “Oh my stars!” She slapped her forehead. “I knew it felt wrong. What have you done?” 
 I dragged her up to my room, shut the door and quickly explained. 
 “Wait a minute.” She held up a hand. “Let’s get this clear. You say energy came out of your hands?” 
 “Yes, and then out of my whole body when I did the Revive spell.” I spoke fast, anxious about how much time we had before flesh-eating zombies tried to kill us. “Iris, can you do a spell, quickly?” 
 “No,” she said calmly. “I don’t have the power.” Then she looked almost excited as she said, “But you do. I just knew you’d be special. Emily, you’re a Natural Witch!” 
 I looked confused, obviously. 
 “Okay, never mind right now.” She stroked the crystal around her neck thoughtfully. “But it’s a rare type of witch. You’ll need some specialist training.” 
 “Iris!” I almost shrieked at her. “I don’t care. We’re about to be attacked by the walking dead! What should we do?” 
 “Oh,” she looked surprised. “They won’t attack. You called them. They’ll await your command.” 
 “Are you serious?” I was giddy with relief. 
 She nodded and opened the window. “Tell them to stay in the garden, out of sight; we don’t want them traipsing mud in the house.” 
 I leaned out fearfully. An awful stench hit my nose. The first of the zombies was just entering the garden, hundreds more behind him. 
 “Uh, listen up, zombies.” I called out nervously. “Could you all wait in the garden, or the neighbours’ gardens? But stay out of sight, get off the road please.” 
 I was thrilled and amazed as they blundered about trying to do exactly as I had instructed. 
 “What I don’t understand,” Iris frowned, “is how you managed to revive them too. Didn’t you cast a circle before you did the spell? It should have been contained within it.” 
 “Yes, I did, but…” my voice trailed off as I looked at the candles on the floor and remembered leaping across the room just after I knocked Martin out. “I broke the circle,” I finished lamely. “And I didn’t recast it before I did the Revive spell.” I hung my head. 
 “Why didn’t Bob remind you?” Iris shot Bob an irritated glance. 
 “She didn’t call me.” Bob hunched his little shoulders and gave us both a cross look. 
 “Emily,” Iris scolded me, “You must never do magic without your Familiar. He will act as your second pair of eyes, he will keep you grounded, and once you have bonded, his presence should add greatly to your magic.” 
 “Well, I didn’t know that. Sorry, Bob.” I reached out and stroked his head with one finger. 
 “So without the circle, how far has the magic gone? Have I revived all the dead men everywhere? Or just all the dead in England, or what?” The thought sent shivers down my spine. 
 “Oh no, it’s highly unlikely you’ve even covered the whole town. Definitely not beyond.” She seemed confident and I sighed with relief. 
 “Well, that’s something anyway.” I looked out the window again. Zombies were still arriving, but there were apparently no more on their way. 
 Peter came back into the room; he was wearing a onesie with a skeleton motif on it.  
 “It seemed appropriate,” he laughed, as I raised an eyebrow. 
 Iris coughed, trying to catch my attention subtly. 
 “It’s okay,” I told her, “Peter knows everything, he’s my ghost.” 
 “She revived me too.” Peter explained as Iris registered disbelief. 
 “Oh dear,” Iris sighed. “We have an awful lot to do tonight. Your spell only worked on Peter and the, uh, zombies, because it’s Halloween. The veil between the living and the dead is very thin tonight, but come midnight the veil will drop down again and they will all return to the way they were.” 
 I thought about that for a second. “But isn’t that good? The zombies will go back to being just dead bodies?” 
 “Yes, but in your garden! We have to get them back in their graves. And what about Peter? Tonight is the best night of the year to get him to cross over; he could be stuck here for another year whilst you learn what to do.” 
 “Aw, really?” Peter said. “Do I have to go tonight? I was hoping to take the old body out for a spin. Get out of this darn house, maybe smooch a few ladies.” He waggled his eyebrows at me. 
 “But then you would become a ghost again at midnight.” Iris reiterated. “Do you want to stay here another year, until the veil is this thin again, to pass over?” 
 Peter shook his head. “I don’t think so. No offence, Emily, but if I have to listen to your music for another year I’ll go crazy.” 
 “There’s nothing wrong with my music,” I huffed. Though I suppose I do have an unfortunate habit of singing along to musicals, which no one was ever supposed to hear! 
 Iris clapped her hands to get our attention. “We can try a reversal spell. I can write a spell, but Emily will need to provide the power.” 
 “How do I do that?” I asked. 
 “What did you do before?” she said. 
 “I don’t know! It just sort of happened.” 
 Iris sighed, “Oh dear. This is the problem with Natural Witches. Your powers are attached to your emotions. You can’t just invoke them with words, you have to do it with feelings.” 
 “Well, that’s easy then,” I waved my hands at the window. “I definitely feel that I want the zombies to go away.” I aimed my palms at the window. Nothing happened. I shook my hands like you might shake a faulty toy; still nothing. I blew a long breath of irritation out of my cheeks. 
 “It’s not working.” I stamped my foot in frustration and my bedroom light flickered again. 
 “You aren’t focussed enough,” Iris said, looking up at the light with concern. “I’ll write the spell, it might help.” 
 She pulled a pad off my shelf and a pen from beside it and began to write. “There,” she said, handing it to me. 
 I read aloud from the paper: 
   

“Undo what I have done,


Return the dead from where they come


In their graves undisturbed peacefully


This is my will, so mote it be.”

   
 “Try saying it three times,” Iris suggested when still nothing happened; there was no bright light, and the zombies continued to moan quietly outside. 
 I did; we still had nothing. 
 “Right, that settles it,” Iris said, “I’m taking you to my Coven meeting, right now. When a Coven adds their magic together it can get pretty powerful. You can use our magic to enhance your own.” 
 “Yeah, okay.” I should have known I would end up going. Too bad about the party, I thought, feeling defeated. 
 “You had better bind Peter to you so we can bring him with us.” Iris nodded to Peter, who was flicking through one of my magazines. 
 “How do I do that?” I asked. 
 “I’m afraid the quickest and simplest method would be a blood binding. As Peter is currently corporeal it should be easy.” Iris handed me a needle. “Both of you prick your fingers please.” 
 We did. “So do we press them together?” I held my bleeding finger out towards Peter’s. 
 “No, I’m afraid you have to ingest it. Suck the blood from his finger and vice versa.” 
 “That’s just revolting!” My stomach turned. 
 Peter was less bothered. He grabbed my finger and put it in his mouth, holding his own out to me. I gingerly sucked it. 
 Weirdly, the process felt quite erotic. My eyes caught and stuck with Peter’s as we sucked at each other’s fingers. I’d never noticed his eyes much before. They were a gorgeous sea blue. I felt myself suddenly incredibly drawn to him. Then suddenly everything disappeared into darkness. 
 I felt fear, my heart was thumping in my chest as I seemed to be running. I began to see strange images, lights in a starlit sky, I heard the roaring sound of planes passing close overhead, a man was shouting. Dark steps, a tree, a whistling noise getting louder and louder that terrified me. 
 Then there was a bang of light and we both staggered back, losing any physical contact. 
 Iris nodded in satisfaction. “Well done, Emily. A perfect binding.” 
   



 
9. Lost and Bound 
   
 “What was that?” I asked Peter, referring to my vision. 
 He looked confused, “What was what? Your memories?” 
 “No. The planes and stuff.” 
 “Planes?” He shook his head, “I saw some flashbacks of this house, and your mother, and some boy on a skateboard.” 
 I blushed, “Oh, don’t worry about it. So back to now. We’ll have to sneak out of the house,” I said. “Otherwise, Martin will think I’m going to the party without him.” 
 The other two nodded, Iris went first, saying she’d clear the backseat for Peter. He and I gathered up what we needed and snuck downstairs.  
 At the front door Peter paused. “This is kind of a big deal for me,” he explained as I accidentally walked into his back. “The world has changed a lot.” 
 I took his hand. “Not in this town it hasn’t.” I tried to reassure him. “We have a cinema complex and a bowling alley, but otherwise I don’t think there has been any progress here since they installed street lamps.” 
 He smiled at my lame attempt, and curled his fingers into mine. 
 My stomach flip-flopped a bit. I wondered if it was weird to feel that way? I suddenly didn’t want him to leave. 
 All romantic thoughts flew from my head as I stepped outside and saw a zombie clawing its way out of the ground right in the middle of our front garden. 
 I screamed and began to back away, but Peter dragged me unwillingly forward for a closer look. 
 “Emily, that’s… that’s me!” 
 “It can’t be.” I peered over his shoulder at the zombie. “What are you doing buried in my garden?” 
 Peter rubbed his temples and squeezed his eyes shut. “Why can’t I remember?” 
 Then the answer hit me like a train. “The war! This house was bombed in the war, the entire street was flattened to the ground. Do you think you might have been in a bomb shelter in the garden or something?” 
 Peter sat suddenly on the grass. “Yes,” he whispered. “It was well hidden, underground. I remember… I remember running for the shelter. My parents, oh god Emily, they didn’t get out of the house in time. I guess I didn’t make it either?” 
 I sank beside him and put my arms around him. “I’m so sorry, Peter.” 
 “When was that?” he asked. 
 “In about 1940, just like on the grave stone. Our house as it is now wasn’t built until 1955.” 
 “I’ve never seen my parents here.” He snuffled into his sleeve. 
 “They would have been found when the rubble was cleared, I guess no one knew to look for you too?” 
 Peter’s corpse was out of the ground now, and lumbering towards us. 
 I scrambled backwards away from it. “Stop!” 
 It stopped but then the smell rolled over me. 
 It was full-on revolting. I pulled my cloak round to cover my mouth. All the zombies were moving towards us, filling the garden and slowly boxing us in. It felt like they were drawn to me, reaching for me. 
 “I’m sorry, Peter, but we’ve got to move.” He nodded, and got to his feet. 
 “Hey, zombies, please make your way to The Seven Sisters,” I shouted through the material. Then, as I tugged on Peter’s hand, we dashed for Iris’s car. 
 The dead smell was slightly sweetened by all the dried lavender, sage and rosemary she had in the car. She started the engine and drove quickly down the hill as the mass of zombies started to slowly follow. 
 It was just gone eight as walked onto the town common and approached the clearing. 
 I was feeling pretty rattled, with the scary ghosts and the zombies and everything else that had happened to me today, and I had a weird feeling – like I was being watched by a pair of unseen eyes. I could feel their energy boring into me, yet I couldn’t sense where from. I looked all around, wondering if I was being paranoid. Maybe it was a new witch sense? Maybe it was nothing more than being aware of things more and was just some rabbit that was curious. 
 “Wait here” – Iris stopped Peter and me as we drew near – “I’ll have to explain things first.” 
 I nodded and slipped my hand back into Peter’s, where it had become comfortable staying. 
 “We could try and find your parents’ grave again and get your body put in with them?” 
 He gave me a smile. “I’d like that. Thank you.” 
 “So your unfinished business was probably the fact that no one knew you were under the garden?” 
 “Yes, I think so.” 
 “Well at least you weren’t murdered in my bedroom.” I half joked. “Do you really want to go tonight if we can manage it?” 
 He nodded sadly. “Yes, sorry, but apart from you I have nothing to stay for. You’ve got a life to live, I’ve got an afterlife.” His fingers stroked the back of my hand. 
 Bob dropped out of the sky and onto my shoulder. “They’re ready for you now, Mistress.” 
 We went forward. The circle of women parted and greeted us. I counted eight women, all dressed in cloaks not dissimilar to my own, underneath which they were wearing… nothing at all. 
 Their ages ranged from around mid twenties to mid sixties. I really wished they would stop flashing the flesh. I was so not cool with it. 
 They had big welcoming smiles on their faces for me, but were looking at Peter with rather unfriendly eyes. I guess we were encroaching on a female only bonding session. We held hands a little tighter. 
 Iris came forward. “This is Emily, and this is her ghost.” 
 There was some muttering and then as if by silent agreement they all came and hugged us both. I tried not to shrink away from the wobbly bits coming too close. 
 The eldest woman, called Sylvia I think, took my hand; Peter had dropped it to avoid one of the more cuddly witches. “Emily, if everything Iris says is true then you are a Natural Witch. We would be very glad to have you join us.” 
 “Er, thanks.” I muttered. 
 “Come, child, we will form a circle and draw down the moon.” The other witches returned to the circle shape within the ring of trees as she spoke. 
 “Draw down the moon?” I thought briefly of the movie where someone lassos the moon. “I don’t know how to do that.” 
 “You don’t need to do it, just stand in the centre with your ghost and we will do the rest. Just raise your arms up and try to feel her energy pouring down, around and into you.” She walked me to the centre of the circle; Peter followed. 
 “We’ll cast the circle and you will take the place of the priestess. Our power should generate in the circle and you will harness it.” 
 “I will?” I looked around, feeling once again totally out of my depth. “Then what?” 
 “You’ll know, dear,” she said smiling; “after all, you’re a Natural Witch. Now if you want to leave your clothes over there?” She pointed to a pile of clothes by a tree. 
 “Huh?” I stumbled backwards. “I’m not taking off my clothes!” 
 A small frown creased her forehead. “You need to feel the moonlight on your skin. It has to connect with your magic.” 
 “No way!” 
 At that moment a strong stench became apparent. The zombies had arrived. The other witches began to back away looking fearful. 
 “Zombies halt!” I said, feeling super important and powerful. The zombies stopped and just stood there looking creepy. 
 Sylvia touched me on the arm. 
 “They don’t need to be here. You can send them back to their graves, so they are in the right place when your reanimation magic leaves them.” 
 “Okay,” I was about to shout the command when a thought struck me. I raised my voice and said, “Peter’s body, please step forward.”  
 There was some shuffling, and then a familiar zombie detached itself from the crowd. 
 “Is there anyone here who is father to this um… boy?” I called. 
 More shuffling. Peter put his hand over his mouth and his eyes filled with tears as a zombie lurched towards us then stopped and put an arm around the shoulder bones protruding from the ragged pyjamas hanging from Peter’s corpse. 
 I gave him a moment to stare at the man, but it was kind of an unnerving sight. 
 Peter didn’t move, he just gripped my hand tightly. 
 “Okay, zombies, I want you all to return to your graves, and quickly. Peter’s dad, I want you to take Peter’s body with you to your grave, do you understand?” 
 The mouth of the zombie flapped soundlessly, before he gave up and nodded. 
 “Good, you may all go, and, uh, thank you for coming.” I felt it was a bit lame, but they ambled away happily enough. 
 Peter and I stood and watched as his body left with the others, clearly all making their way to the same cemetery I had visited earlier that day. 
 Peter rested his chin on the top of my head, and held me close as he breathed deeply, clearly letting go of something inside himself. 
 “It’s over,” he said softly. 
 “But you’re still here.” 
 “Maybe I have more business to attend to?” Peter pinched my bottom suggestively and I elbowed him hard in the ribs. He gave a grin, but still looked kind of sad. 
 The elder witch watched the last of the zombies disappear and then nodded as though satisfied. “Very impressive, Emily, and it may come in useful one day to have your very own undead army, you never know.”  
 “You don’t think they minded being called from their graves for nothing?” I asked her. 
 She shooed me over to one of the trees. “They aren’t really people, Emily, not anymore. Their memories still inhabit their bones to a degree, souls always leave an imprint behind them, but they have moved on. Just as your friend Peter is demonstrating right now. His body is separate from him, it is now only his soul that requires release. Now, go and get prepared, it’s time to make the magic happen.” 
   



 
10. Unhappy Medium 
   
 Behind the tree I found Iris shedding her clothes. “Quickly, Emily, get undressed; you can keep your cloak on for warmth.” She disappeared back into the throng. 
 I looked at Peter; he had never left my side and was now trying very hard not to laugh at the look on my face. 
 “Oh, don’t be such a prude, Emily, just get on with it. You have to do it or the zombies and I might be following you around for ever.” 
 I huffed a little but began to undress. I supposed I had nothing he probably hadn’t seen a million times before, but it was different now I knew him. I didn’t want to get naked in front of all those women, but then I supposed they were all naked too. And what if there were any zombies still lurking about, they were all men! A disgusting thought followed that one, that most of the zombies probably didn’t have eyes anymore anyway. 
 I tried to shake the nagging feeling that there was something else out there watching me.  
 “Turn your back at least!” I snapped at Peter. He gave into his laughter but turned around. 
 Once I was naked, I pulled my cloak tightly around myself. It was freezing. 
 Peter and I walked to the centre of the circle and the other witches began to chant. I didn’t really listen to the words. I felt the energy and power instantaneously. It was as if it were bouncing around between the seven trees. The witches began to dance. I felt the chant as if it were music and I too began to sway without conscious thought. The energy began swirling like a vortex with me in the eye of the storm. The witches were generating a power that literally crackled in the air, I threw my arms up to the full moon and let it wash over me.  
 I heard Bob’s voice somewhere above me. “Now, Mistress.” 
 “Undo, undo, undo,” I cried out, acting on pure instinct. 
 The moonlight shot into me and radiated back out of me. I was blinded by the glare and then it was dark again. 
 In the silence I dropped my arms. As my eyes readjusted to the darkness I could see the witches all stood looking at me with awe. My gaze swivelled to the Common around us. Not a zombie in sight. But there in front of me was still Peter, once more all ghosty. 
 Ghosty and naked! 
 At his feet lay the onesie he had been wearing. It had dropped right off his ghost body. I remembered that his pyjamas were still at the house. 
 I tipped my head back and gave in to a hysterical mix of crying and laughter. 
 When I had calmed down a little I wiped my eyes and focused on Peter. He was glaring at me, with his hands over his groin. 
 “You know what they say,” I giggled, “revenge is a dish best served cold, and naked.” 
 “Emily!” His eyes darted to the other witches, who were also starting to giggle. 
 I shrugged. “I don’t know what to do now,” I told him. 
 “I do. My magic is with Necromancy.” The youngest of the witches came forward. 
 “Are you Teresa?” I asked. 
 She nodded. “Here, take my hand and hold the other out to Peter. He’s bound to you, right?” 
 “Yes.” Peter rested his hand over mine as we had tried once before. I felt the bond straightaway; we were still connected. 
 “Good.” Teresa smiled with approval, “That’s the hardest bit. Now just imagine him surrounded by white light and repeat after me. 
   

“Halloween moon, blessed night,


surround this man with cleansing light,


what has kept him is now set free,


release his bonds, so mote it be.”

   
 I repeated her spell three times. Peter and I stared into each other’s eyes as I said the words, trying to convey everything we wanted to say, but really there wasn’t much, only that in the last few hours he had become special and I would miss him. As I said the verse a final time, Peter leaned forward and gently pressed his lips to my forehead. An icy tingle hit my skin, but I knew he was conveying friendship with that kiss. So I closed my eyes I leaned into it. Somewhere far away I heard a howl in the night, that might have come from my own heart, then Peter’s voice filled my head. 

“Goodbye, Emily Rand, and thank you.”

 A bright glow swelled against my lowered eyelids, and then it went dark again and he was gone. 
 “Goodbye,” I whispered, “rest in peace.” 
 I opened my eyes and just like that, I felt the bond fade, and suddenly I was freezing cold on a dark autumn night, feeling lonely, overwhelmed and pretty drained. 
 As if sensing my need, Bob flew down and landed on my shoulder. I stroked his little head. “Let’s get out of here,” I said quietly. 
 I quickly got dressed and then thanked the witches one by one. Iris came up to me last of all. “I suppose you’d like me to take you to your party now?” she said, giving me a quick hug. I could see she was really proud of my performance. 
 “Yes, please.” I had no idea how I was supposed to act in this situation, but I couldn’t wait to get back to my normal life, where I knew exactly what I wanted. “But would you mind if we went and picked up Martin first? I wouldn’t want him to think I went to the party without him.” 
 She looked at me in surprise, but I didn’t explain. I was going to be much nicer to Martin from now on. 
 Fifteen minutes later Iris dropped Martin and me off at Tamsin’s house. I could hear the song “I Put a Spell on You” blaring out from inside, and there were cut-out ghosts and witches in the windows. 
 Martin made a decent vampire in his costume. I wondered about setting him up with Kate, she was into that sort of thing. 
 As the door opened I thought I would feel sick with nerves wondering if Sean was going to be there and if he would talk to me, but after everything I had been through in the last day, I felt surprisingly confident. 
 I quickly found Verity and Kate. Verity was flirting with a boy I recognised as one of Sean’s friends. Kate was standing to one side looking a bit left out.  
 “Happy Birthday,” they both shrieked as I hugged them. 
 “Where have you been all day?” Kate asked, “I’ve been ringing your phone but it was always switched off.” 
 “Sorry,” I apologised, “just some family stuff I had to sort out.” 
 “Is everything alright now?” 
 “Yes,” I smiled. “Hey, Kate, do you think you could chat to Martin for a bit? I don’t see any of his friends here yet.” 
 “Sure,” she smiled coyly at Martin. He looked delighted and a bit star struck at the sight of her in her “Slayer” outfit. How had I never noticed before that they might like each other? 
 I soon spotted Sean chilling in the kitchen. He was dressed as a zombie. I laughed when I saw his costume. He looked absolutely nothing like the zombies I had accidentally raised. Much better-looking, for a start. I walked over. 
 He leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. He smelled a million times better than my zombies as well. 
 “I was starting to worry you weren’t coming,” he said, flashing nice white teeth at me. 
 “I wouldn’t have missed this party for anything,” I said, knowing full well now that it was the truth. 
 He tilted his head, eyeing me appraisingly. “You seem different somehow.” 
 I laughed again. “Do I?”  
 But he was right, I did feel different. I was different. For a start, the old me would never have approached him; I would have waited for him to come to me, and then I would have been really edgy and under-confident. Not anymore. 
 He offered me a glass of “eyeball” fruit punch. I sipped it, smiling at him and listening to him talk. I didn’t add much, just watched the way he ran his fingers through his hair, the way he was focused only on me. 
 Then I watched him and his friends do the full dance to Michael Jackson’s “Thriller”, and clapped appreciatively.  
 Eventually we moved out to a bench in the garden, only able to see each other by the light of the moon and the flickering of several candles that stood inside carved pumpkins. 
 It wasn’t the most romantic song in the world, but he leaned in to kiss me as the “Ghostbusters” theme tune started in the house, filtering out of the living room window. 
 It was funny how the lyrics made me feel powerful. I was a ghost buster, in a friendly nice way. I was a “righteous witch”, as Peter had said. 
 Instead of ducking my head, or turning away in fear at the last second, as I might have done before, I was ready for this moment. 
 Under a Halloween full moon, Sean Carey kissed me, and I kissed him back. 
 I was just thinking that this was one Halloween that I’d never forget, when I got that feeling again. I was being watched. My eyes snapped open and I turned my head just in time to catch a large pair of yellow green eyes on what looked like a freaking wolf backing silently into some shrubbery.  
 Oh boy, was my life just getting interesting or what! 
   



 
11. Powers take practice 
   

Three weeks later…

   
 “Emily? Can you bring out some more green tallow candles and some dousing sticks, and get those Athames out of the bucket of water by the back door?” my aunt Iris called to me as I pottered about her stock room. 
 “No problem.” I shouted back, doing as she asked. “Why were these knives in water outside?” I asked her as I carried them into her shop. 
 “I was imbuing them with the power of a waxing moon overnight,” she answered, like that would make any sense to me. 
 The whole conversation would have sounded seriously bizarre to me only a month ago, but after hanging out a lot in Iris’s shop of paraphernalia for witches, I was learning to accept it. 
 Of course, I was still useless at the actual witchcraft. So far I’ve managed all of five spells.  
 1. My Revive spell, which unfortunately also raised an army of zombies and corporealized a ghost at the same time. 
 2. Bonding with Peter, to help him leave my house which he’d been haunting for decades. 
 3. I’m also proud to say that I very successfully managed to Undo my Revive Spell, which I count as another spell. 
 4. Helping Peter to cross over. Okay, I didn’t manage that one alone, but it was still a success. 
 But all that happened on Halloween, and what have I done since then? One spell, that’s it! Not for the want of trying. Iris has been trying very hard to help me “harness” my powers, but I can tell she’s getting a bit depressed with how slow I am. 
 5. My one and only spell since then was to bond with Bob, my new Familiar. 
 Apparently having your Familiar present when doing magic can really enhance a witch’s powers, but first you have to “bond” and the bonding process is kind of icky. We had to swap blood. Not just swap it but actually drink it fresh from each other. There are other ways to bond but blood bonding is the most powerful kind of bond, and I need all the help I can get. 
 Bob was very sweet about it; I used my ceremonial knife, an Athame, and he let me cut him at the end of his wing bone (it’s tough to find a feather-free spot on a crow) and he was fine about drinking from me. That was an experience I don’t ever want to repeat. I had to gouge a hole in my palm that was ridiculously big and deep to allow his beak to suck from it. I had to wear a bandage round my hand for a week afterwards (and I didn’t tell Bob, but I totally doused it in TCP as well, to avoid infection. I shudder to think where that beak might have been). Anyway, he sucked my blood and I almost puked having to suck blood out of his bleeding wing. Then as we did it we were supposed to have a “meeting of minds”. This is the really difficult bit. You stare into each other’s eyes until you connect. 
 I stared at Bob and tried to feel as one with him, just as I had done previously with Peter. It took only seconds, but as I sucked his blood it felt like it took ages.  
 It was actually an amazing moment; I got some weird sense of the pleasure of flying. I literally felt the wind beneath my wings, and the call of the open sky, then that all got muddled up with the scent of warm fresh earth, of wet rain, and then of sucking up worms and pecking in the dirt; then bang! A bright light went off between us and we were bonded. 
 Bob was pretty rude about the mind meld. He said I thought about clothes, make-up and boys too much and that I was a “shallow human”. But hey! I’m a sixteen-year-old girl, that’s what I’m supposed to think about. Stupid bird. 
 On the other hand, I’m grateful to have him, being a Familiar seems like a bit of a bum deal to me, always at my beck and call. Not that I’ve had much use for him so far. But he’s taken to hanging out in my room. It’s mid-November and pretty cold outside, so I can appreciate that it’s nice to have a warm place to go if you’re a bird. Also I tend to spoil him a lot; he sits on the red velvet cushion I got him and I give him little treats. Not worms or anything gross, but he seems to have a weakness for Cheddar cheese. 
 I was incredibly pleased at pulling off the bonding. And relieved I wouldn’t have to do it again any time soon. The taste of his blood was utterly disgusting. I would make a rotten vampire. 
 But that is the sum total of spells I’ve done. It’s pathetic. I’m supposed to be a powerful witch, but can I do any basic magic? No. 
 Iris is a Fire Witch; that’s one of the Elemental witches. She tried to teach me her own power, starting with the simple: how to call a flame. But after three hours of blowing on candles and matches, which made me incredibly light-headed, we had to conclude I didn’t have it in me. 
 Since then I have tried to do all kinds of stuff. Mainly spells from the Grimoire I inherited from my mother. They were mostly potions, or supposed to be, but they came out looking more like pond water. 
 The problem stems from me being a Natural Witch, which means my magic is connected to my emotions, so I have to really care about the spell to be able do it. 
 I wished I had someone my own age to be able to share it all with, but I’m not allowed to tell my friends I’m a witch. Not unless they too are witches, or some other magical being. At first I thought this was dumb, but I’m beginning to see the sense of it now. 
 People would want us to do spells for them if they actually believed it was real. If they didn’t believe it, then we would be mocked as nutters, or worse, they might believe it and want to burn us! There were a lot of good reasons to be careful, no matter how far society has come since the infamous witch trials. 
 I can just imagine my best friends’ reactions. Kate would think it was cool and ask me to do some magic, which I would totally fail to do, then she would think I was making it all up. Verity would say it was satanic. That’s what she already thinks of my aunt’s shop, The Crystal Fire. It sells all kinds of witch stuff. People think she is just a Wicca worshiper; they don’t know she can do real magic. 
 Since her usual Saturday girl left a couple of weeks ago, she gave me the job, and now I work from eight until six every Saturday for minimum wage. But I think of the job less as work and more as training. I’m familiarising myself with her stock and trying to learn what everything does. A lot of it is just “trash for the tourists” as Iris says, but some of it is actually quite powerful, if used properly. 
 So here I was, working the shop floor, trying to think of some new way to tap into my powers, when a boy walked in and I got a witchy tingle… 
   



 
12. Sensing and sensibility 
   
 I do now have a boyfriend. Well, sort of. Okay, not really. 
 I have a boy I like, and I think he likes me. We’ve kissed and been on a group date. Does that count as a boyfriend? I wish I knew. I haven’t updated my Facebook status, just in case. 
 The “not quite my boyfriend” boy in question is Sean.  
 After our kiss on Halloween, Sean asked for my number at the end of the night. This was a first for me, and I spent some time screaming quietly down the phone to my girlfriends the next morning. 
 I had to wait a few days for his call; actually he didn’t call at all, he texted me. His friend had asked my friend to go bowling and did we want to double? 
 It wasn’t the most romantic way of being asked out but it was the best offer I’d ever had. The only problem was that Verity, Kate and I had always done everything together, and now only Verity and I were invited. 
 I made Verity ring Matt, Sean’s friend, and check it was okay if Kate came with us and brought a date, like a triple date, or a group date. Verity is much more assertive than me, and she didn’t remotely care about doing something that might put Matt off her. I would have been really nervous about trying to change the arrangements, but she just rang him up and told him how it was going to be! I am so in awe of that. 
 Finding Kate a date was easy. I just asked Martin, who I think likes her. 
 I feel bad now that I’ve been so mean to Martin in the past, and probably alienated him when he didn’t know anyone, so I’m trying to be really nice now to make up for it. 
 After all, a witch has to consider her actions carefully. I’m following the Witches’ Rede: What ye send forth comes back to thee, so ever mind the law of three. I think it means that whatever magic I do will come back on me three times over, so I will be steering well clear of doing anything bad. 
 Though so far my spells haven’t always gone according to plan, at least they were done with good intentions. 
 Anyway, I asked Martin to come along as well and he jumped at it. The trouble was, his mother is quite protective, and insisted on dropping us off and picking us up. 
 Most of the date was pretty good, in my opinion. Sean and I teased each other over our bowling skills, and we held hands under the table when it wasn’t our turn. But at the end of the night our hoped-for goodnight kiss was totally thwarted. 
 We all went outside to wait for our parents, and in the darkness of the parking lot, I noticed Matt start kissing Verity. I was sure that Sean was leaning in for a kiss when my dad pulled up ten minutes early and started flashing his headlights at us. 
 There was no way I was going to kiss a boy with my dad watching! 
 In the end I just mumbled goodnight and shook his hand. It was so embarrassing. He said he’d call me, but I thought I might have blown it. Then he actually did call me a few days later, and we talked on the phone for a while. So I’m pretty sure he still likes me. But he didn’t suggest another date. Mostly we just talked about movies and food, and then suddenly he had to go, as his mum was calling. 
 Verity keeps telling me to chill out about it, and that boys are useless. But if he liked me as much as I like him, then wouldn’t he want to see me as much as possible? 
 All of that leads me to the present moment. I was sensing this other boy, really sensing him.  
 It wasn’t particularly his looks. He was definitely handsome, in a dark moody sort of way, but he wasn’t as classically good-looking as Sean. Yet there was something more about him somehow. Like an old soul trapped in a young body. He couldn’t have been more than seventeen, but he had “presence”. 
 He was looking at the books in a dark corner of the shop, but even with his back to me I felt like he was looking at me. 
 The tingles up and down my spine were unusual. I was convinced it must be a witch alarm of some sort; I had never experienced it before. 
 I watched the boy move about the shop. Other customers moved out of his way, almost unaware that they were doing so. He didn’t look directly at me, yet I continued to feel as if he was observing me somehow. 
 He took a book off the shelf and leafed through it, then for no reason he suddenly put it back and walked out the door. 
 “Well, that was weird.” I murmured to myself. I went over to the bookshelf and picked out the book he had been looking out. It seemed fairly innocent; it was called Magical Trees in the Forests of Britain. 
 It was bizarre, but as I pressed my palm against the cover, I could swear I picked up a residue of his touch. 
 The trouble was that the feeling could easily have come off the book itself. There were so many titles in the shop that contained a bit more than the average book, and that sometimes left a whisper of power. 
 This particular book didn’t look very powerful though. It was mainly for  “Druids” who use trees as conduits, and harvest certain berries like mistletoe, for their brand of magic. 
 I put it back and told myself I was just being silly. 
 I was exhausted by the time six o’clock came around. I needed a long bath and to put some peppermint foot-rub on my tired feet. Iris paid me, which always cheers me up, and I helped with some last-minute straightening up before saying my goodbyes and leaving. 
 It was already dark and I felt strangely on edge as I began the short walk home. 
 Crossing the main road, I walked past the park, and there, sitting on a bench, was the boy from the shop. 
 I was sure he was waiting for me. I could tell he was looking at me. 
 I was instantly unnerved. Once again I could feel him more than I could see him. For a moment I considered breaking into a run. I was alone by a dark park and I was being watched. 
 Then I remembered: I didn’t have to be alone! 
 I was still far enough away from the boy that with luck he would not hear me. In a low voice I called “Bob?” 
 Bob was supposed to come whenever I called. He had amazing hearing and was always listening for me, but now that we were bonded he should have been detecting my stress anyway. If he didn’t come I could always yell for him; that would do it. 
 It might seem a bit lame having only a crow for backup, but if you’ve ever watched Hitchcock’s “The Birds”, you would know crows can be pretty scary when they want to, plus he could always fly to my Aunt Iris for a bit more “firepower” if necessary. As another witch she could also hear animals talking, though to any other person it just sounded like bird noises. 
 The boy looked upwards towards the sky at the sound of my voice. Could he hear me? Did he know I was calling a bird? 
 Bob came from the direction of my house like a black arrow, and I relaxed as soon as I saw him. 
 “Mistress?” he said, dropping onto my shoulder. 
 “Sorry, Bob,” I lightly stroked his wing, “I just needed the company.” k^1^2 
 He put his head to one side, “I’m here whenever you need me, Mistress. Is something botherin’ you?” 
 “Someone. I’m probably being stupid, but see that boy over there? He’s giving me the creeps.” 
 Bob looked at the boy. “He is different.” I felt Bob’s talons tighten slightly on my shoulder. 
 “Different how?” I said, slowing my steps, not wanting to get too close yet. 
 “Dunno.” Bob stared at him thoughtfully. 
 The boy stood up. “Emily.” His voice soft and non-threatening. “I didn’t mean to creep you out, I just need your help.” 
 I stopped walking. How embarrassing! He had heard me even from that distance. 
 Wait – he’d said my name? 
 He began to move towards me, and I held my hands out protectively. I didn’t think I would be able to do any magic without a spell, but I hoped that somehow my powers would protect me if I were scared enough. 
 “Who are you? How do you know my name?” 
 “I’ve been watching you for a while.” He stopped walking to give me time. 
 “Oh, right, and that’s not creepy?” My voice rose an octave. “You’ve been watching me? Why?” 
 “Because you’re a powerful witch. You are, aren’t you?” He seemed unsure. 
 “Who said so?” I asked, taking another step back. 
 “I heard the animals on Halloween, they were all talking about you. It was you, wasn’t it? I saw you.” 
 “What are you?” I asked suspiciously, “Are you a witch?” 
 He shook his head. “Look, do you think we could talk properly somewhere else? I don’t really want to shout about it in the street.” 
 “I’m not going anywhere with you!” I said in disbelief. “You’ve just admitted you’ve been stalking me.” 
 Now I came to think about it, there had been that unnerving feeling of being followed ever since Halloween. I’d dismissed it, thinking that it came from the animals, who could all sense that I was a witch. But now I knew it was real, and it had come from him. 
 I heard him sigh. “Look, I’m not suggesting dragging you off into the woods. Can I take you for a cup of coffee or something?” He nodded his head back up the street I had just come down; there was a coffee house at the far end. 
 I looked back up the street. It was much lighter at the other end; some shops were still open and I could see the odd person milling about. 
 “I’ve got a boyfriend.” I don’t know why I said that, but I blurted it out without thinking. 
 I could feel him smiling at me even though his mouth didn’t change. “It’s just a coffee, but extras are optional.” 
   



 
13. A touch of magic 
   
 Was I being teased by a handsome stranger? Or was I being teased by a psycho nutcase? 
 “Bob?” I looked at the bird for his opinion. 
 Bob shrugged his wings. “He smells wrong, but not exactly evil. I’ll stay with you.” 
 “You can’t come into a coffee shop, they’d freak out,” I told him. 
 “What did the bird say?” the boy asked. 
 I looked at him with suspicion again. “I thought you said you could hear animals?” 
 He scuffed his foot impatiently. “Not all the time. It’s complicated. Can’t we just go somewhere and talk properly? Do you want to sit in the park maybe?” 
 “No way! The coffee shop is fine,” I told him; then turning my head to Bob I said, “Will you stay nearby though?” 
 “Yes, Mistress; be cautious,” he warned, then he flew up on to the nearest rooftop. 
 “Come on then, stalker. Do you have a name?” 
 He came nearer and reached out to shake my hand. “It’s Fletcher; my friends call me Fletch.” 
 “Hello, Fletcher.” I stressed his longer name to show we weren’t friends yet, and shook his hand. 
 Our hands connected and I got an electric shock. I pulled my hand back with a yelp. “What the frack was that?” 
 He gave a low chuckle. “It’s an early warning system. It only happens the first time we touch. It’s how one paranormal knows another straight off.” 
 “Huh?” I’d never heard this. “I’ve touched other witches and that never happened,” I accused him. 
 “It won’t with your own kind.” He said it like I was being dumb and that it should have been obvious. 
 “Ah-ha, what about with a ghost though? I touched a ghost and I didn’t feel it!” I thought maybe I had caught him out. 
 “Ghosts can’t be touched. Not really.” He sounded tired of the topic and so I didn’t pursue it. But I was getting a bit fed up with feeling like everyone else knew all the rules except me. I really had to learn more, and soon. 
 We walked to the coffee shop in silence. I thought about all the things Fletcher had said so far. I had a lot of questions, but I figured they could wait until we were comfortable. At least I had plenty of time. I’d told my father I might stay at Iris’s for dinner, so no one would miss me for a while. 
 We got into the coffee shop and he asked what I wanted. Since he was buying, I asked for a hot chocolate with marshmallows, and then took a seat by the window where Bob would be able to see me. Fletcher went up to the counter, and in the light I was finally able to get a good look at him. He was taller than me, and had wide shoulders and a narrow waist. He looked like he worked out, and he moved gracefully. His hair was a thick, rich dark-brown; it was a bit longer than the usual fashion and kind of messy in style. I wondered if he used a product to achieve that “bed head” look. He was dressed all in black and his combat style trousers were tight around his bum, hugging his legs, before falling over heavyweight army-style boots. 
 He turned to look at me and caught me looking at his behind. I quickly turned my head before I could meet his amused gaze, but that didn’t stop me from sensing his silent laugh. 
 Why was I ogling him? I already had a sort-of boyfriend! I didn’t need another one, especially one I didn’t as yet trust at all. 
 He put the hot chocolate down in front of me and took a seat opposite me. 
 I looked up, still slightly embarrassed, and was stopped dead by his eyes. I hadn’t seen them clearly in the dark outside, but they were green. Not just a bit green, but brilliant green. 
 “So what are you?” I asked again. 
 He looked around to check no one could overhear us. “Werewolf,” he finally answered. 
 “No way! Werewolves are real?” Why doesn’t Iris tell me these things? That’s a big one as far as I’m concerned. “How about vampires, goblins, pixies and elves?” That only touched the surface of all the mythical creatures I could think of. 
 He frowned at me. “You are a witch, aren’t you? The one they were talking about? Or are you something else?” 
 “Yes, it’s me – at least, I don’t know if I’m the one you heard about. But I am a witch. I’m just a bit new to all this stuff…” I trailed off lamely. 
 “I was in wolf form on Halloween, it was a full moon.” He stirred his coffee. “I can hear the other animals when I’m that way, but not as a human. They were all talking about a new witch who was especially powerful and could do some things other witches can’t.” 
 I was flattered, but still unsure that they were talking about me. “I don’t know if I’m all that powerful,” I confessed. “I’ve not really been able to tap into my powers very easily.” 
 Fletcher was silent for a moment, considering. “Didn’t you raise the dead?” he asked at last. 
 “Well, yes, but it was an accident.” I was a bit embarrassed by that. 
 “I was there. I came to Dremouth because I’d heard rumours that a Coven of witches met here. I saw the witches gathering and the dead bodies following your command. But I was in wolf form; my vision is different, and though I tried to memorise your smell, everything was overcome by the graveyard stink.” 
 I wrinkled my nose. I could remember only too well how rank my zombies had been. Another thought occurred to me. 
 “Oh my god, you didn’t see me naked, did you?” How mortifying! 
 He gave me a “wouldn’t you like to know” eyebrow twitch, which clearly indicated that he had. 
 “You said your vision was different?” I fished, hoping to glean some indication that this very handsome boy had not seen everything. 
 “Yes, that’s true. It’s taking me a while to adjust, longer than it should. Sometimes I only see colours and shapes rather than specifics. But I can confirm I wasn’t just looking at your face.” He laughed silently again as he drank from his cup. 
 I decided he hadn’t really seen anything; after all, he hadn’t been sure it was me at all. But he was flirting with me. Some flirting was definitely acceptable, however. I blushed a bit, but I liked the way he talked to me. 
 Then I wondered if he had an ulterior motive. 
 “So why have you been watching me?” I asked, dropping my smile. 
 He stirred his almost empty cup again. Like he was trying to work out what to say. He kept his voice low as he said, “I was attacked by a werewolf six months ago. Apparently most don’t survive the turn, but I did. It was extremely frightening and every single full moon is still terrifying for me. I’m afraid the wolf inside me is taking over. I’m worried about the safety of my family, and I don’t want to be this way.” 
 “I’m so sorry. I didn’t ask to be a witch either, but I’m getting used to it.” 
 “It isn’t the same. I lose myself when I turn. Not completely, but the wolf is stronger than me. Sometimes I feel him during the rest of the month, it’s… unsettling.” He still focused on his cup. “I found others of my kind. They aren’t like me, they embrace the wolf. They said I should do the same, that I would be more comfortable in time. But it’s been months and I’m still terrified every full moon. I tried to stay away from my family. I tried to get far away at the full moon, but there isn’t anywhere to go in this stupidly small country where you can keep totally away from people. Even locking myself up didn’t work. The wolf is incredibly strong. I’ve had to leave home. I just can’t risk being near them. I’ve got a younger sister and I don’t know how to keep her safe anymore, safe from me!” 
 “So werewolves really do kill people? I’ve never heard of anything in the news.” I didn’t realise there were werewolves running around England; it was a scary thought. 
 “Actually they don’t, on the whole. Apparently if you embrace the wolf, you become one with it and you can control its instincts. The one that attacked me had gone mad. He had fought the wolf and lost himself. I think that’s happening to me.” 
 My eyes widened with horror. I was having hot chocolate with a potential killer, after all.  
 “So why come to me? What is it you expect me to do?” 
 “I’ve been reading all these books about werewolves, most are total nonsense, but I found an old one that I think might be real, and there was a documented account about how a witch separated the man from the wolf. I want you to do it for me before the next full moon.” 
 “You want me to cast a spell to separate you from the wolf inside you?” I clarified. 
 He nodded. “The woman in the book was a natural witch, which is what you are, right? I’ve been moving around these last three months tracking Covens and your gift is pretty rare. I only have a week left until the wolf takes over again.” 
 Oh brother! My spells so far weren’t exactly known for going according to plan. 
   



 
14. Wolf’s bane 
   
 “I’m sorry, but I think you’ve got the wrong witch.” I shook my head. 
 “Please, Emily. I’ve been searching for someone with your power for months, I can’t take it anymore, I really think this might be the month I don’t come out the other side.” 
 He reached out and took my hand. I felt electric tingles all up my arm. Was I still supposed to be getting a reading off him? I had a feeling this wasn’t an expected reaction, because he looked startled too and dropped my hand. 
 “I don’t know what I’m doing, Fletcher. I don’t know the spell to do it – and I can’t just wave a wand and stuff happens. I’m useless!” 
 He slumped back looking miserable. 
 I suddenly really wanted to help him. Not just because I was enchanted by his green eyes, though that might have been a part of it. How could I resist the plea for help? I wanted to use my powers for good. But I just didn’t have a clue what to do. I also didn’t like the idea that he might turn totally wolf and go around killing people. 
 “I could ask my aunt about it, I suppose,” I said slowly. 
 His response was instant, “No!” He sat upright. “You know how adults can be, she’ll try to stop us in case it’s dangerous or something.” 
 “Will it be dangerous?” I hadn’t even considered that. 
 He shook his head, “I don’t see how it can be, and if it was, surely it is only me that would be affected anyway? But I don’t have anything to lose; I have to try.” 
 He looked directly into my eyes and I could see his pain and desperation. I tore my own away. 
 “Fine,” I sighed, “let me have a look through my Grimoire and see if there is anything I can use, okay?” 
 “Thank you, I knew you were the right one.” He took my hand again and this time I rather enjoyed the sizzle where he made contact. 
 It was just as well I already had a sort-of boyfriend; it would have been so easy yet total madness to fall for this werewolf boy. 
 “Shall I give you a call if I find anything?” I asked. 
 He shook his head, “I had to ditch my phone; my parents would have tried to trace it.” 
 “You mean you’re like a runaway?” I was startled. 
 “Well, not really. I’m seventeen, I can leave home if I want to. But I guess I’ve been acting weird lately, and I know they’ve been worried. I just thought it best to get well away from them until I sort this out.” 
 “So where are you staying?” I couldn’t imagine how I would do what he was doing, especially as it sounded like he loved his family. 
 “In the Youth Hostel on Fairfax Street. They take cash and it’s cheap. I have a tiny room with its own bathroom, and no one cares when I come or go.” 
 “Okay, do you want to meet sometime tomorrow?” 
 “Can’t we do it tonight? It’s still quite early. I don’t mind waiting while you look for a spell. Also, if it doesn’t work then we would still have some time to try other things.” 
 I thought for a moment. It was Saturday evening and the rest of the week I would be limited in my evening activities. My dad didn’t approve of me going out on a school night. 
 I wasn’t allowed boys in my room at home, and I certainly wasn’t going to go to Fletcher’s room, so the spell would probably have to be done outside when it was too dark for anyone to see us. 
 “Yeah, tonight works for me. Shall we go now?” If I was lucky I might get in and out of the house unnoticed and escape any questions. 
 Fletcher nodded, and we went back out into the night. Bob was on my shoulder in an instant. I quickly filled him in. 
 “Mistress, no! This is not sensible. It’s my job to advise you and I don’t like this. I suggest I go and speak with your aunt.” 
 “Bob,” I spoke sternly, “isn’t it also your job to do as I say?” 
 There was a pause whilst Bob considered this, then he reluctantly bobbed his head. 
 “Then I forbid you to tell my aunt. I can handle this.” I wished I felt half as sure as I sounded. 
 Fletcher walked me home. We didn’t talk much but I enjoyed the journey. I felt safe knowing that Bob was flying somewhere overhead, and actually, even though I’d only known him half an hour, I felt safe with Fletcher too. What didn’t feel safe was my attraction to him. But it did feel exciting. We walked side by side, and I felt an odd urge to hold his hand. I wanted to get that warm tingle up my arm by touching him. But I managed to restrain the impulse. Instead we talked about how I got my powers; it was so nice to have someone to confide in. Keeping it all from my friends had made me feel a little alienated. 
 He laughed when he heard everything that had happened to me on Halloween. I liked his laugh. 
 Fletcher waited in the darkness of the garden whilst I slipped inside the house. I looked back at him; he was leaning against a tree, and in his dark clothes he blended right into it. But I could feel him there. 
 The house seemed empty. I cautiously flicked on the kitchen light and found a message from my father on the chalkboard we use for shopping lists. 

We’ve all gone to the cinema, back about 9.30, Dad

 I went back to the front door and leaned out. “Everyone’s out, so you can come in.” 
 He followed me into the house and we went straight up to my room. I felt a bit edgy about having him in there. Thankfully it wasn’t too messy today, but I grabbed a bundle of clothes off my bedroom chair and tipped them into the wardrobe just in case there were some bras or something among them. 
 Fletcher stopped in the doorway. “Nice,” he said smiling at me, “reminds me of my sister’s room.” 
 I looked round the room. Unfortunately I had never gotten around to updating it from my younger years and it was predominately pink and white. I suddenly wished it was all grown up and sophisticated; I didn’t want Fletcher to associate me with his younger sister. 
 A tapping on the window reminded me that I had forgotten Bob. “Sorry, Bob.” I opened the window and he flew in looking a bit irritated. But he settled on his cushion without further comment. I think he might have been sulking. 
 I went over to my bed and pulled out the trunk I kept beneath it. 
 Inside were all my witch supplies: my Grimoire, wand, Athame, candles and incense. 
 I pulled out the Grimoire and sat on my bed to look through it. 
 “There are several potions in here I could maybe concoct. This one is for ridding yourself of illness, and this one is for finding inner strength; do you think either of those would help?” 
 Fletcher frowned, “They don’t sound quite right.” 
 Bob made a clicking with his tongue to show he thought I was being stupid. 
 “No, plus I’ve never managed to brew anything but sludge so far. I wouldn’t actually want to drink them! Oh, here’s one. To rid someone of a spirit possession. Do you think that might do?” 
 “Brilliant! I read that I was carrying the Spirit of the Wolf, so if we could exorcise it then that should work, shouldn’t it?” 
 “Bob?” I turned to the bird for his thoughts. 
 He hunched his little shoulders at me to express his dissatisfaction but only said, “Wha’ever you think best, Mistress.” 
 “Don’t be like that.” I went over and stroked his head. “I need you, Bob, I wouldn’t do this without you.” 
 “Humph.” He wavered for a moment and then clearly forgave me. “Exorcising spirits is dangerous,” he said at last. 
 “Yes, but there isn’t actually an evil spirit in Fletcher, is there? It isn’t like the wolf came from somewhere and now has to be captured and contained. It must be some magic in the bite that transferred to him, and if we can get the Spirit of the Wolf out then he should just go back to normal, right?” I wasn’t at all sure of my logic, but it was the best I could come up with. 
 “Sounds about right to me.” Fletcher was keen to try it, but I suppose he was keen to try anything at this point. 
 “Okay, then,” I reopened my Grimoire. “We need to cast a circle and all that jazz. Uh oh, it requires a lot of power to do it. I will definitely need you there, Bob, to increase my powers.” 
 “You could also do it unclothed outside and use the power of the moon as well.” Bob suggested. 
 “What? Are you crazy? I am not getting undressed again to do this.”  
 My gaze flicked to Fletcher, but he looked out of the window with a wicked smile. 
 “It is a beautiful moon tonight.” He laughed at me. 
 “No chance!” I reiterated. 
 Bob shrugged his shoulders, “I don’t understand this human issue with clothes. We birds don’t feel the need to hide beneath them.” 
 “You are permanently dressed in feathers.” I reminded him. 
 Fletcher looked innocent, “I have to get undressed all the time when I change into the wolf; I wake up naked outside every month. You do get used to it.” 
 I held up my hand. “You can stop right there. I’m not stripping in front of you, end of story.” 
 “Pity.” Fletcher gave me a wink. 
 Bob hopped onto my bed to look at the spell. “It would still be more effective in the moonlight outside, Mistress.” 
 I looked at the clock; it was only a quarter past seven. We had over two hours until my family got back, but maybe it would be better to do it somewhere else. 
 “How about The Seven Sisters?” Bob suggested, “It’s a natural power-centre; it would increase the power of whatever magic you were doing, and you wouldn’t need to cast a circle with candles, you could use the natural circle instead.” 
 The Seven Sisters was the circle of seven trees where I had successfully reversed my Revive spell. It was only a short walk from my house but far enough away from everything so as to offer privacy, and the trees looked quite impressive, standing as they did on an otherwise completely open space. This idea appealed to me; surely with all that natural energy I should be able to get the spell to work? I hadn’t said so to Bob or Fletcher, but in truth I was worried that nothing would actually happen at all and I would end up looking like a big old useless fake. 
   



 
15. Third time’s a charm 
   
 “Let’s do it at The Seven Sisters then,” I agreed. “We need some supplies. A black candle, the incense and a bottle of water. Earth will already be there.” I began to put the things into a backpack as I named them. “My Athame, a mirror, anything else?” I looked at Bob.  
 “Matches,” he suggested. 
 I nodded, “Right. That’s it, I think. We can go.” I took my long black cloak off the back of my bedroom door and put it on. It was a bit whimsical to wear it, but I somehow felt more powerful with it on, more like a real witch and less like a schoolgirl. 
 The cloak had been a gift from my father, and was velvet with a hood. It would help keep me warm, if nothing else, against the cold of the exposed town Common. 
 Fletcher took the backpack off me, and I smiled at the gentlemanly gesture. His green eyes made my heart flutter again. 
 I really hoped I could help him. My powers were apparently tied to my emotions, so if I wanted it then it was more likely to work. I had to remember that. 
 We walked mainly in silence. I was going over the spell in my head and trying to tap into my witch energy. I figured that Fletcher was concerned about how successful it would be. 
 We went down the hill to the bottom of my street and then cut between two houses onto the town Common. It was really nothing more than a big open space, bordered on the far side by woods that stretched away into the distance. But as we left the lights of the houses behind us, I felt we could be the only people on earth.  
 I could hear only the wind, and our breathing, and the stars and the moon seemed brighter above us. Once again I had to resist a strong urge to take Fletcher’s hand. 
 We reached The Seven Sisters, and entered the natural clearing. I looked around, remembering the last time I was here. 
 Fletcher was looking up at the moon. 
 “Do you feel anything in particular?” I asked, gesturing at it. 
 “Yes,” his voice was almost a whisper, “I feel her calling the wolf.” 
 This time I didn’t resist; I took his hand and squeezed it. 
 I had only meant to reassure him, but the electricity was like a warm shiver going through my body. 
 Fletcher obviously felt it too. He pulled me close and took my other hand. His eyes fixed on mine and I was mesmerised by them. I couldn’t think clearly, all I saw was depths of green. 
 Then he kissed me… 
 It was so hot that I swear sparks flew. The world spun on its axis and my knees buckled from trying to stay upright as the ground dipped away from me. 
 “Mistress!” Bob’s squawk pulled me back to earth. “Fire!!” 
 I pushed away from Fletcher, and looked round, only to see that my backpack was on fire! The sparks I had imagined, between Fletcher and myself, had been real. 
 I rushed over and whacked the backpack on the ground a few times until the small flame went out. 
 “That was… unexpected.” Fletcher said. 
 I rounded on him angrily. “You kissed me,” I said accusingly. “I already told you, I’m seeing someone.” 
 “Sorry.” He shrugged noncommittally and I wanted to hit him. “Uh, do you usually set things on fire when someone kisses you?” he asked. 
 “No, this is the first time,” I admitted. 
 He grinned with satisfaction. 
 I swatted at his arm, “Look what you did to my backpack.” There was a large charred hole in the material. 
 “What you did, you mean.” He was still looking extremely pleased with himself. 
 “It’s not funny, Fletcher.” 
 “No, imagine what damage you would do if we did more than kiss,” he teased. 
 “Yeah, well, that’s not going to happen,” I said, trying to dampen his glee. “And if it did, then I’d aim for your privates next time.” I gave him an evil smile but he still didn’t stop grinning. 
 I had to get my head together if I was going to pull off any magic, but actually I wanted to throw myself back at him and experience the roller-coaster kiss again. 

Sean. I like Sean. Not weird werewolf boy who doesn’t even live near here. I said silently to myself, trying to conjure up Sean’s dazzling smile in my mind.  
 I came up with nothing. 
 I sighed, “Just help me get set up, we haven’t got all night.” 
 “Oh, I have,” he said innocently. But he took the supplies I held out to him. 
 “Stand in the middle while I cast a circle,” I instructed. 
 “Bob? Which way is East?” Bob flew down to my shoulder, and used his wing to point. 
 I lit the incense and walked a full circle, holding it to cleanse the space, then pushed it into the earth when I reached the easternmost point of the circle. 
 “I call upon the Guardian of the Watchtower of the East, I offer you Air to guard and bless this circle,” I intoned. I turned to my right and walked a few paces, then set down the candle and lit it.  
 “I call upon the Guardian of the Watchtower of the South and offer you Fire to guard and bless this circle.” I repeated the same at the west point, tipping the bottle of water onto the roots of the nearest tree, and spoke again at the northernmost point, where I dug in the ground with my fingers to offer Earth. 
 With the circle now cast, I turned to Fletcher. “I’m going to read the spell now; whatever you do, don’t break the circle until it’s finished or we could have some disastrous results!” I shuddered, speaking from experience. 
 I picked up my wand and my Grimoire and stood facing him.  
 I read the spell carefully in silence and tweaked the wording in my mind, then read it out loud: 
   

“Guardians of the North, West, South and East,


Separate this man from beast,


Banish the wolf that resides within he,


This is my will, so mote it be!”

   
 A slight wind picked up and all the leaves on the ground inside the circle picked up and blew about a little. 
 “It’s working!” I said in an awed voice.  
 “Help me, Bob.” I gave the top of his head a quick stroke, grateful for his presence. He closed his eyes and leaned into me. I felt our connection strengthen and his energy adding to my power. 
 I read the spell a second time. The leaves started to blow around us in a circle. I began to get excited; I could feel the energy inside the circle and I was the centre of it. The trees were actually bouncing it round and around me. I lifted my face towards the moon to absorb her light and her power. 
 Wow, this is what it meant to be a witch! 
 I said the spell a third time.  
 As I got to the last line I raised my arms up to the moon, and bringing them down with a sweep as I shouted “So mote it be!” pointed my wand at Fletcher. 
 There was an enormous bang and I was blinded by a bright light, that ricocheted round the circle, then knocked me clean off my feet. 
 I sat up dizzily, shaking my head. My eyes adjusted to the darkness again and I saw Bob fluttering above me looking worried. 
 I quickly spotted Fletcher; he was lying on the ground in front of me, not moving. Beside him sat a wolf with dark brown fur and green eyes. 
 “Oh crap,” said the wolf in Fletcher’s voice. 
   



 
16. Shape Shifted 
   
 “Oh no.” I crawled over to Fletcher’s body. He had his eyes closed but he was breathing. I shook him. “Fletcher? Wake up, please.”  
 Nothing happened. I picked up his hand. Nothing, no tingle. I turned, stricken, to look at the wolf. 
 “Yeah, I’m over here.” He lifted one paw and waved it at me. “I’d say something went wrong, wouldn’t you, Emily?” 
 “Blast, blast, blast!” I said tearfully. 
 “Yup, one almighty blast,” agreed Fletcher, “and now I’m a wolf. So who’s in there?” He nodded at his own body. 
 “Not you,” I said miserably, “I’m not getting any tingle.” I let his hand flop to the ground, and tentatively stretched my fingers out towards the wolf. 
 He trotted over to me and put his paw in my outstretched hand. 
 The tingle was instant. 
 “I think your total consciousness is in the wolf, sorry,” I said lamely. 
 Fletcher shrugged. “My fault, I made you do it; you weren’t to know it wouldn’t work.” His voice was still snappy, but it seemed he was more angry with himself than me. 
 I appreciated him not blaming me. “Thanks, but what on earth are we going to do now?” 
 Fletcher sniffed at his own body. “We can’t really leave me here. I might get hypothermia,” he said practically. 
 I resisted the urge to put my head in my hands and burst into tears. 
 “That’s not what I meant. Shall I try to reverse it?” 
 I felt magically spent. The last time I had done a reversal spell I had drawn power from an entire Coven; but I couldn’t just leave him like that. 
 “Your body is getting cold already.” I picked up his hand again and began to rub it. “I’ve got to get help. I’m sorry, Fletcher, but I have to call for an ambulance. I don’t even know if your body will survive without you in it.”  
 Fletcher nosed his own hand. “Yeah, I agree.” He didn’t sound happy, but why would he? 
 I felt really scared suddenly. What had I done? What if I’d killed him? What if I could never get his mind back into his body? And then the police might start asking me questions, and the whole witch thing would come out. I started to hyperventilate. 
 I took a few deep breaths, then I pulled out my phone and dialled 999. 
 “Hi, I’m at The Seven Sisters on the Common, and the boy I’m with has just gone unconscious. No, he’s breathing, I think he just passed out or something.” There was a short pause, then another voice and more questions. “Yes, my name is Emily Rand. No, he hasn’t taken any drugs.” I raised my eyebrows at Fletcher for confirmation of this and he shook his head firmly. “Okay, thank you.” I hung up and turned to Fletcher, “They’re on their way.” 
 Fletcher and I sat for a moment waiting and I began to shake slightly, both from cold and from fear. 
 Bob sensed my emotions and fluttered down, landing on the stomach of Fletcher’s body.  
 “Mistress. You must call your aunt. She will know what to do.” 
 I nodded. “She’s going to be so cross with me, first Peter and now Fletcher.” I moaned. 
  “I’ll find her and explain it all, shall I?” Bob offered. 
 “Thank you, Bob, you’re a sweetheart.” I patted him. 
 As I watched him fly away, I quickly grabbed my backpack and started to load the magical supplies into it. I absolutely couldn’t get caught practicing witchcraft; Iris had drummed that into me repeatedly. I whispered my thanks to the various guardians as I doused the incense, before kicking leaves over it.  
 I looked at my watch. It was just gone eight. I still had some time. 
 “Fletch,” I somehow felt more comfortable using his abbreviated name now he was a wolf, “I think you’d better hide; they will freak out if they see you.” 
 “They’re going to freak out anyway when they see my dead body.” 
 “You’re not dead.” I huffed. “But yeah, we are going to have to think of something, and quickly.” 
 “Humph, okay. Shall I wait for you in the woods?” he glanced at the dense wood of beech and oak bordering the far side of the Common. 
 “Do you think you could sneak back to my garden?” I didn’t want to explain that I had no desire to spend the night wandering round the creepy woods on my own, and also that my dad would be expecting me back. I wasn’t allowed out past ten on a Saturday night, except on special occasions. Which was pretty embarrassing, seeing as I was sixteen, but he was kind of strict like that. 
 “Okay. Will you stay with my body? Go with them to the hospital and let me know what they say?” 
 I could hear the nerves in his voice, even though it was low and whispered. 
 “Of course,” I said softly. 
 “Thank you, Emily. I’m sorry I pushed you into all this.” 
 “I’m really sorry it didn’t work and it all went wrong.” I ran my hand over his head and stroked him behind one ear. His fur was so soft. I could feel the electric tingles stirring through it, raising it up where I touched him. I wondered if it would always be like that between us or if we would get used to it. 
 The noise of a siren made me snatch my hand back. Stroking him had been a bit too intimate for our current relationship, but it had seemed so natural. 
 “That was fast,” he said. 
 “Yes, I guess they thought you might be dying. I couldn’t tell them the truth, could I?” 
 “No. You’ll make sure they look after me?” He double-checked. 
 I nodded. “Of course,” I said again. 
 “Thanks, Emily. I’ll wait at your house.” He gave my hand a lick and then bounded away into the darkness. 
 The ambulance came screeching across the grass and two paramedics jumped out and ran into the clearing. 
 “Miss Rand? Can you tell us exactly what happened?” 
 “Uh,” I faltered, not totally sure what to say. I realised I would have to lie. 
 “We were hanging out and then suddenly he just collapsed. There was no warning really; he seems fine, just unconscious.” 
 “So he didn’t bang his head?” 
 “No.” 
 The paramedic looked around the clearing. “It’s a bit of an odd place just to ‘hang out’,” he said curiously. He saw my backpack with the burned hole clearly showing on the top. “Are you sure you weren’t doing any drugs? You need to be completely honest with us.” 
 “I promise, we took no drugs, that’s from the candle.” I indicated the candle, which was still burning next to Fletcher’s body and lighting the scene. 
 “Okay, I guess you thought it would be more romantic huh?” 
 “No, I…” I had been about to deny there was anything romantic between us; what if the story reached Sean? But then I realised it was really the only feasible explanation of what Fletcher and I were doing on our own in the middle of the Common at night. So I gave a sheepish smile and said, “Yeah, something like that.” 
 “You kids! Well, I can’t find any obvious signs of trauma, we’d better get him to the hospital asap. What’s his name?” 
 “Fletcher,” I said. 
 “First name or last?” The paramedic asked, writing it down. 
 I gawped at them. I’d never even thought of that. I looked into the darkness hopefully, but Fletcher didn’t put in an appearance. 
 “I’m sorry, I don’t know,” I said hopelessly. How embarrassing that they now thought I had been out here on the Common with a boy and I didn’t even know his real name. 
 “We’re going to need that information, Miss Rand. We will need to contact his family.” 
 Oh no! Fletcher was basically a runaway; he wouldn’t want his family to find him. Especially not like this. But it wasn’t my call to make, and surely his family should know that he was possibly hurt? I felt they should know where he was anyway. 
 “I might be able to get his full name, I think I have the number of someone at home who knows.” I would make Fletcher tell me when I got back home. I wondered now if he had deliberately not told me his full name. Was Fletcher even his name? 
 “Okay, let’s get him loaded into the ambulance. Would you accompany us please, Miss Rand? Then you can contact us again later with his full details. The important thing right now is to find out what’s wrong with him, but I’m pleased to say he doesn’t appear to be in any immediate danger; his breathing is regular and his pulse is strong.” 
 I nodded in relief and climbed into the ambulance. I got into the back on the seat next to where Fletcher was laid out. As we bumped over the grass I reached out and took his hand. I was very glad he would be safe in hospital. But I was worried that if I couldn’t provide his name then the hospital might involve the police to discover who he was. Of course, they would just contact the hostel he was staying at. But somehow I doubted that Fletcher had told them his real name either. 
 No one was looking at us, and I inched my hand towards his face. I stroked his cheek. Feeling bolder I trailed my fingers across his forehead and then into his hair. It was the same soft colour and texture it had been on his wolf.  
 I would never have dreamed of touching him like that if he had been conscious, but as he wasn’t there, I felt safe in doing so. It seemed wrong that there was no spark. I was incredibly tempted to lean down and try kissing him. If there were any Fletcher left inside his body at all, then surely that would spark a reaction? Or maybe I just really wanted to kiss him again! I turned away and looked out the back window of the ambulance instead; but I continued to clutch his hand all the way across town to the hospital. 
   



 
17. A witch in time 
   
 It was only when we got there that I realised I wouldn’t be able to get home again. I looked at my watch in panic. It was only just gone eight-thirty; I still had an hour before my dad got home and I didn’t actually have to be in until ten at the latest, but it was still a major problem. Maybe I could call my dad and come up with some semblance of the truth, but what? 
 I stayed close as Fletcher was wheeled into a small room, until several nurses and a doctor came and pushed me out. 
 Time seemed to go slowly as I waited nervously to see what they would make of his condition. 
 What seemed like hours later, but was only about fifteen minutes according to my watch, I was called into an office and made to tell my story again. 
 I told them how he had come into the shop and we had then met for coffee. I was starting to get scared that I would be somehow implicated in hurting him, but the nurse was very nice, and even offered me a cup of tea, which I turned down. 
 “Would you like to call someone?” she said eventually. 
 “Yes, please,” I nodded. She left the room and I got out my phone. I had several missed calls from Iris and quickly rang her. 
 She sounded hugely relieved to hear from me. “Emily! Where are you?” 
 “I’m at the hospital,” I said, “Did Bob tell you everything that happened?” 
 “Yes, what were you thinking? You can’t separate the wolf. It can’t be done! Why the Goddess didn’t you ask me first?” 
 “I’m sorry.” I felt like an idiot. “I just wanted to help him. Can we put it right?” 
 “I don’t know.” She sounded really worried. “It’s not my specialist area. I’ve already called an expert. There’s a wizard who lives in The Black Mountains of Wales who studies werewolves. He’s going to drive here first thing in the morning. Where is your wolf now?” 
 “He’s waiting for me at home in the garden, I hope.” I suddenly got scared that he might not be there. “I’m really sorry, Iris, but can you pick me up? I’ve got to be home by ten or my dad will have a fit.” 
 She sighed. “Of course, I’m on my way. It’s better we don’t talk over the phone anyway. What have you told the hospital?” 
 I gave her a quick summary of what I’d said and she told me not to worry. Hah, some chance! 
 Why had I thought I could handle this on my own? I had never imagined there would be so many repercussions. What on earth would I tell my dad? 
 After another ten minutes that seemed like forever, the nurse came back and told me that the doctor wanted to see me. 
 She led me to a room where Fletcher was now lying in a bed, hooked up to several monitors. 
 The doctor sat me down and said that basically they had no idea what was wrong with him and made me go through the story yet again. 
 “We’re going to run a series of tests through the night,” she said seriously; “we think it might be some kind of tumour pressing on his brain, so we have to do a scan. We really need to contact his family.” 
 I nodded, “I don’t know where they are, but there might be someone I can call who knows; I have the information at home.” I felt stupid saying it, but couldn’t think of what else to say until I had talked with Fletcher. 
 “Okay, will you call us as soon as you can? Have we taken all your contact details?” 
 “Yes,” I confirmed, wondering how on earth I was going to keep this a secret from my dad. 
 At that moment there was a knock and Iris came in. I was so glad to see her that I ran into her arms. She wrapped them around me.  
 “Shhh, it’s okay. It will all be okay.” She hugged me, and all the stress caught up with me and I burst into tears. 
 The doctor looked uncomfortable. “You can take Miss Rand home now if you want. I don’t think we need her here anymore, but please make sure she is available in case we have any further questions.” 
 Iris nodded and helped me back into my cloak, which seemed a very out-of-place garment to put on in the sterile environment of the hospital. 
 We went out to the car park where her car was, and I climbed sniffing inside. 
 “You don’t need me to tell you again how foolish you’ve been,” Iris said as she started the engine, “But I’m sure we can make it right. Let’s not tell your father unless we have to, hmmm?” 
 I agreed, with gratitude. I had no idea how I was supposed to explain it to my dad. He didn’t know anything about the witch stuff, and I would definitely rather keep it that way. 
 It was almost ten when my phone went off again; this time I could see from caller ID that it was my dad. 
 I answered. “Hi, Dad,” trying to sound as normal and cheerful as I could. 
 “Where are you?” he asked. 
 “I’m with Iris, she’s just about to drop me home now.” I deliberately didn’t say more. I knew he would assume I had been with Iris all evening, and it would be easiest if he continued to believe that. 
 I looked at Iris for confirmation and she gave me a comforting nod to show she agreed to be my alibi for now. 
 Dad was actually waiting by the door when we pulled up. He’s so overprotective. I still had ten minutes to go until I officially had to be home. 
 Iris got out of the car. “Hello, James,” she greeted my dad with a strained smile. I always wondered what the deal was between them. 
 My dad had been married to Iris’s only sister, and since my mum had died they had barely spoken, even though really they surely should have been comforting each other all these years. 
 I know Iris looked a lot like my mum, and so maybe that was the cause of all the tension between them; maybe she reminded my dad too much of my mum? I wished yet again that he and Iris would get together. I was getting used to my dad’s new girlfriend, Claire, and I was starting to get used to sharing our house with her and her son, Martin, but I would much rather have Iris for a stepmother. 
 On the other hand, she was great as the cool aunt; it would be a nightmare if she started to get all  “parenty” on me. 
 Also, much as I hated to admit it, I was starting to like having Martin around. He was the same age as me, and took some of the pressure off me from our parents, as he was always getting into trouble with them. I could certainly use one of his distractions right now. 
 As if on cue Claire appeared behind my dad, looking at her watch. 
 “Martin’s still not back. It’s nearly ten.” 
 As I said, Claire was even more protective of her son than Dad was about me. 
 She hovered in the door. “Oh, hello, Iris,” she said in a rather cold voice. I was sure she was jealous of my aunt for some reason. 
 Iris gave her a tight smile. “Would you mind if I came in with Emily for a few minutes? There are still one or two things we want to talk about.” 
 “Oh, right.” Dad looked suspicious, but stepped out of the doorway. 
 I glanced round the garden, looking for Fletcher. I was sure I could see a pair of green eyes in the bushes going round to the back of the house, but with both my dad and Claire at the door I couldn’t speak with him yet. 
 We went inside, and Iris and I made a quick escape up to my room. 
 Once there, she opened the window and Bob flew straight in. 
 I gave him a huge lump of cheese and he settled contentedly onto his cushion, looking tired. 
 “Thanks, Bob,” I gave him a quick pat. “You did great.”  
 I was so relieved to be home, and on time too! Maybe my dad would never need to know that I had effectively put a boy in the hospital and all the hospital staff thought we had been making out on the town Common. 
 “So who is this wizard?” I asked Iris, after checking no one could hear us. 
 “He’s called many names,” she said pacing about my room. “The Wise Wizard, The Welsh Wizard, The Old Man of the Mountains, and sometimes The Wolf Wizard. There are a lot of werewolves that live around The Black Mountains. It’s a remote area, so they can hunt on a full moon without drawing attention. Wolves are pack animals, even though the rest of the month they are normal humans, so they tend to live near each other. It’s one of the larger communities in Britain. The wizard isn’t a wolf himself, though I think he wants to be. But it’s a dangerous turn – most don’t survive it – and their numbers are dwindling close to extinction. There aren’t many female wolves, I think they probably have even less chance of surviving the turn, plus I suspect they can’t have children, as I don’t see how a pregnancy could survive the full moon when the transformation happens. So you never get werewolf children as far as I know and females are rare. Most wolves are male but they can have normal children with a fully human woman.” 
 “What about with a witch?” I asked. 
 “Emily! What exactly is your relationship with this boy?” She looked horrified. 
 “Oh nothing like that,” I quickly reassured her. “I just wondered.” 
 “A relationship between wolves and witches is forbidden, it’s to do with the Familiar bond. The wizard will probably be able to tell you all about it. He’s going to call me when he gets near, and then I think it would be best if you and your wolf saw him as soon as possible.” 
 I nodded. “Okay, do you think he will be able to help? Might the Coven be able to help me do a reversal or something?” 
 “I don’t know.” Iris slowly shook her head. “It’s big magic, Emily. It might not be reversible. You’ve ripped his soul out of his body.” 
 I felt stricken. I had tried to help him get rid of the wolf; had I now condemned him to always being a wolf? 
 “Don’t look so worried.” Iris patted me. “I’m sure the wizard will know what to do. Now why don’t you walk me out to my car and we’ll see if I can meet your wolf on the way without your father hovering over us.” 
 I nodded and then we slipped out my bedroom door. In the living room downstairs I could hear Claire giving Martin a telling off for coming in at five minutes past ten, but the hall was empty. 
 We went out the front door and into the darkness of the garden. 
 “Fletch?” I called quietly. 
 He appeared straight away. “Ugh, you smell of hospitals,” he said. 
 “Charming.” I smiled. “This is my aunt, she’s a witch and she might know someone who can help us. There’s this wise wizard who is a werewolf specialist or something. Anyway, she called him and he’s coming tomorrow.” 
 Fletcher sat down in front of Iris and politely put out his paw. 
 I saw the jolt go through both of them as their hands touched and felt strangely disappointed; for some reason I only wanted it to be me that it happened with. 
 Iris flexed her hand. “Well, you’re definitely no ordinary wolf. I’d forgotten that always happens the first time.” 
 I broke into a grin. Of course, it always happened the first time, but it was only with me that it kept happening. 
 Iris and Fletcher talked for another minute and then she left. 
 “What do you want to do now?” I asked Fletcher. “You can’t really stay in my garden all night, can you?” 
 He looked up at me, “Actually it’s fine, I feel the cold much less as a wolf. But I wouldn’t turn down the chance to spend the night with you if you’re offering…” His voice was teasing and I knew he didn’t really mean it the way it sounded. 
 “Oh, stop flirting with me!” I rolled my eyes. “It’s, like, totally bizarre when you’re a wolf. Let me check the coast is clear.” 
 I stuck my head back into the hall. I could hear sounds from the TV in the living room but the door was shut. 
 I beckoned to Fletcher, and together we snuck up the stairs to my room. 
 “But if anyone comes in you’re going to have to hide under the bed, okay?” I had barely finished instructing Fletcher, when my door burst open and Martin came in. 
 “Dammit, Martin! Don’t you knock? I could have been undressing.” 
 “But I just heard you come up, so you were obviously dressed, and I was wondering…” His voice trailed off as he caught sight of Fletch trying to make himself look as inconspicuous as possible. 
 “Blimey, Em. What is that? That is one big dog.” 
 “Shhhh!” I begged, “I’m just taking care of him for the night for a friend, can you please keep it a secret? I don’t think Dad and Claire would say yes if I asked, and there was nowhere else for him to go.” I gave Martin a beseeching look. 
 Fletcher growled slightly, “Is this the boyfriend?” he asked. I knew that Martin wouldn’t be able to hear him speaking so I wasn’t worried about that, but I was pretty sure that Martin wouldn’t help me. 
 I shook my head firmly at Fletcher; with my eyes I tried to tell him to be nice. He got the hint and trotted over to Martin and put out his paw. Martin shook it, clearly impressed. 
 “Wow, a seriously big dog. I used to have a Dalmatian once, but my dad made me get rid of it – it was always barking at him. Yeah, alright, I won’t say anything on one condition.” 
 “What condition?” I asked suspiciously. 
 Martin blushed, “Could you try and find out if your friend Kate might like me? I thought we got on really well when we all went bowling, but then your dad showed up before I had a chance to really talk to her one on one, you know?” 
 “Okay,” I sighed, “I’ll ask her. Now could you go away so I can get ready for bed?” 
 “Oh, sure.” He gave Fletcher a pat on the head and finally left. 
 Fletcher sat down on his haunches. “So, what do you wear to bed?” he asked, his voice mischievous. 
 “Pyjamas.” I told him firmly. Jeez, what was it with boys being in my room wanting to watch me undress? If it wasn’t ghosts it was werewolves. “Very ugly pyjamas,” I emphasised. I went over to my chest of drawers and pulled out a thick pair of flannel pyjamas that my grandmother had given me a couple of years ago. They were dark green with reindeer frolicking all over them. I went into the bathroom and quickly put them on. I brushed my hair and my teeth while I was in there. 
 “Sexy,” joked Fletcher, looking at my PJs as I came back in. “In fact, in wolf form I think I want to chase those reindeer round the room.” He took a playful snap at my bottom and I squealed and jumped on the bed. 
 “Stop that, or I’ll put you out! Bad dog.” 
 A thought occurred to me. “Um, do you want to use the bathroom or anything?” 
 He shook his head. “Nah, don’t worry, I’ve barely eaten anything in days, and I already watered your garden.” 
 “Ew! That is far more information than I needed.” I tried not to think about it. 
 Fletcher chuckled and jumped up on to my bed. 
 “No way!” I pushed him off. “Dogs sleep on the floor.” 
 He smiled a wolfish smile. “So you would have let me in if I’d been in my human form?” 
 “Oh blast, your human body! We forgot about your body. I must ring the hospital. I said I’d let them know your full name so they can contact your family.” 
 “No,” Fletcher growled. “I don’t want my family here.” 
 “Fletcher, they have to know. What if we never turn you back; they will never know what happened to you.” My eyes filled with tears at the thought. “Please, Fletch, just tell me your real name. Is it even Fletcher?” 
 “Of course it is.” He looked hurt that I would think otherwise. 
 “Will you let me sleep on your bed if I tell you my name?” he teased. 
 “This isn’t a joking matter.” I shook my head. “The hospital might ask the police to try to find out who you are if I don’t contact them. That could open up all kinds of questions.” 
 “Oh, very well,” he grumbled. “It’s Aaron, Aaron Fletcher.” 
 “Thank you.” I got out my phone and quietly rang the hospital. “My name’s Emily Rand, I said I would ring with details about the boy who came in unconscious earlier?” I waited as I was passed to another department. I was surprised when I was actually put through to the doctor I’d met earlier. I repeated the information to her. 
 “Do you know how to contact his family?” she asked. 
 With his excellent wolf hearing Fletcher could hear everything being said. I raised my eyebrows at him in question. He paused for ages and then nodded his head. “Yes, I’ll call them,” I told her. 
 “That would be great, thank you. One less thing for us to do. Can you get them to ring me direct if they can’t come personally?” She gave me her details and I noted them down. 
 “How is he?” I asked. 
 “He seems fine, it’s all very confusing. But we can rule out a brain tumour, the scans came back clear.” 
 “That’s good.” I thanked her and rang off. “I’d better ring your parents. Shall I call them tonight?” I asked Fletcher. “It’s kind of late.”  
 “No,” he said, “The longer it takes to contact them the less time they have to worry.” 
 “Oh, sweetie, I’m sure they are already out of their minds with worry.” I bit my lip trying to think how to persuade him from putting me off again in the morning. 
 He turned away from me, lay down on my rug and deliberately put his nose down on his paws and shut his eyes. 
 “Comfy?” I asked, annoyed that he had shut me out. 
 “Not really,” he answered without opening his eyes, “But I’ve slept in worse.” 
 “Oh, come on then!” I gave in and patted the end of my bed. 
 He jumped up with a grin. “I knew you couldn’t resist having me in your bed.” He didn’t jump up by my feet as I expected but instead lay down right next to me. 
 I gave him a shove but he was too heavy to budge. In the end I gave in and lay down. 
 “No groping me whilst I sleep,” he teased. 
 “Yeah, right, like I want to feel up a big smelly dog,” I grumbled. But I threaded my fingers into his fur and cuddled up a little. The zing where we touched was warm and still exciting. I fell asleep. 
   



 
18. The power of parental pressure 
   
 As it was November, it was dark outside until after eight so I didn’t wake up early as I’d planned at all. I woke slowly, only to find I was still cuddled into a big brown wolf. A wolf who was wide awake and watching me come to. 
 “Oh dear,” I grumbled, “I had rather hoped last night was all a bad dream.” 
 “You’re not the only one.” Fletcher stretched out and yawned widely, flashing long, dangerous-looking teeth. 
 Last night I had thought of him like a big dog, but in daylight he was clearly a massive wolf. How on earth was I going to get him out of the house? 
 Sunday morning is generally sacred in our house. Not for religious reasons, but for sleep-related reasons. I am pretty grumpy if disturbed before about ten a.m. on a Sunday, but that’s nothing compared to Martin. If anyone enters his cesspit before midday then he hurls all kinds of abuse. So my dad and Claire have gotten into the habit of staying in bed late on a Sunday too; though they don’t sleep, they drink tea and read the papers. 
 But their bedroom is at the far end of the house from Martin and me, so it was possible Fletch and I would be able to sneak out; but other people would see him if we went outside and probably run away screaming! 
 Bob was perched on his cushion, but now flew over to the bed and pushed his way between us, looking disapproving. 
 “Why don’t you go and find some food?” I suggested, “and then could you maybe pop in on Iris and see if she has any updates on the wizard?” 
 Bob agreed, though he seemed unwilling to leave.  
 I pulled a dressing gown on against the cold and slipped out of bed. I opened the window for Bob, then hastened to the bathroom. Despite the fact that Fletch was in wolf form, he was still a boy in my bedroom, and I probably had bed-head and morning breath! I really wanted to brush my teeth and look in a mirror before we talked further. 
 Uh-oh – my worst fears were confirmed. I hadn’t taken off any of yesterday’s make-up and it was now all under my eyes like a panda. 
 I jumped in the shower and though I had intended to be super quick, I ended up washing my hair and faffing about for ages. 
 By the time I got back, Fletch was practically pacing a bare patch in my carpet. 
 “I’m so sorry, you probably need to use the bathroom.” I winced, wondering how on earth that would be managed. 
 “Don’t worry, I’m fine.” He growled. “I want to know my body is okay. I really want it back at some point. Will you call the hospital?” 
 I sat on my bed and began to towel dry my hair nervously. “I will, but… they’re going to ask me if I’ve contacted your family. And if I say I can’t, then they might involve the police to find them, which would lead them here, and I’d have to tell my dad everything and…” My voice trailed off as I struggled with my desire to help him and my desire to stay out of trouble. 
 Fletch sat down on his hindquarters and scratched behind one ear with his paw. I could see he was thinking. 
 “Okay,” he said at last, “you can call my family.” 
 I bent and put my arms around him. “Thank you.” 
 I pulled out my phone and typed in the number he gave me for his family home. It was a London number. 
 “You lived in London?” I asked in surprise. No wonder he had to leave; it was hard to imagine how a werewolf could manage to be inconspicuous in a massive urban city. 
 He nodded and I held my hand up as it started to ring at the other end. 
 “Hello?” It was a woman’s voice. Somehow I had hoped to get his father, who was bound to ask fewer questions. 
 “Umm, hi. You don’t know me, but I’m calling about your son.” 
 “Aaron? You’ve seen Aaron?” Her voice sharpened to a desperate level and I looked at Fletch, hoping he could hear her. 
 The pain of guilt was obvious in his eyes. 
 “Is he alright?” She sounded close to tears. 
 “Yes, he’s fine.” I looked at Fletch who shook his head at me in horror at my mistake. “I’m sorry,” I gabbled, “I mean, he was fine yesterday, but he’s actually in the hospital now.” 
 “Oh my god!” Her voice broke and a man took over the phone. 
 “Hello, this is Aaron’s father. Whom am I speaking to?” 
 “My name is Emily. I was with Fletcher, I mean Aaron, yesterday and then he sort of passed out. He’s unconscious at Bonnington Memorial Hospital in Dremouth.” 
 There was a pause. Then his father cleared his throat, obviously totally worried as well, but trying to remain calm. “He’s in Devon?” 
 “Yes,” I confirmed. 
 “What’s wrong with him?” 
 “Uh,” I cast a glance at Fletch, “the hospital aren’t sure exactly what’s wrong,” I finally said, knowing that that at least was the truth. “But he was in a stable condition last night and I thought I had better ring you first today.” 
 “Thank you – Emily, was it? What is your relationship with my son?” 
 Hmm, so much for hoping his father wouldn’t ask lots of awkward questions. 
 “We’re friends,” I said glaring at Fletcher. 
 “And he gave you our number just in case?” His father’s voice was suspicious. 
 “Yes,” I sighed, thinking that I was getting into a big deep hole. His dad was clearly too intelligent to be fobbed off. 
 “Just get off the phone now,” Fletcher interrupted, though only I could hear him. 
 “I’m sorry, I’ve got to go,” I said. “I just thought you would want to know.” 
 “Of course we do! Thank you. We will contact the hospital now and be there in a few hours. I still don’t understand what he is doing down in Devon… But, I don’t suppose it matters – can we speak with you again later, Emily?” 
 I looked at Fletcher again for some kind of help but he just shrugged his big wolf shoulders. 
 “Yes. The hospital has my details. Goodbye,” I said far too fast, and hung up before he could answer. 
 I looked at him accusingly. He stared back at me. 
 “You were the one who wanted to call them,” he said too casually, and I realised how hard it must have been on him to stay away from a family who clearly loved him to bits. 
 “Okay, well, it’s done now.” I patted his head. “I’ll ring the hospital.” 
 It took me forever to get through to someone who could answer my query. My mobile phone bill was going to sting, but I didn’t want to use the house phone as the numbers would show up on our bill and my dad would want to know why. 
 The news was much the same. His body was perfectly fit, but they had ascertained there was no brainwave activity. This was obviously a massive concern, because though his brain was otherwise functioning normally they could tell he wasn’t dreaming or anything. In layman’s terms, they thought he might be brain dead! 
 His parents were going to have a coronary when they heard that. What if they decided to turn off the machines that would be feeding his body? We had to fix this and soon! 
 They were really cagey about giving me any further information. So I rang off non-the-wiser, really. 
 Fletch got all moody after hearing what the hospital had to say, so I left him sulking under my bed whilst I went downstairs to get us both some breakfast. 
 I’m not exactly cook of the year; in fact I’ve been known to dissolve pasta on one occasion and make eggs explode (and that’s without any magic, just my own special talent in the kitchen.) But I decided that Fletch would need sustenance beyond the normal amount, and set about trying to cook bacon, sausages, eggs and toast and make a gallon of tea, which I put into a bowl so he could drink it. The result wasn’t exactly pretty, but I was sure it was edible. 
 Wrestling it all upstairs was another challenge. But finally I brought it in, and Fletch seemed incredibly grateful. I had to wonder what he had been living on, as he  “wolfed” it all down with apparent pleasure. 
 We both felt more cheerful after some food, though I only had a bit of toast and marmite, the only thing I could make without mishap. 
 After that I went back to the bathroom to dress, a situation that reminded me once again of the time I had a ghost haunting my bedroom, and I smiled, remembering that we had resolved everything for him in the end, which made me feel more hopeful about helping Fletch. 
 Shortly after that, Bob tapped on the window. “Your aunt says that the wizard is on his way, and she will collect you both in her car in ten minutes; she doesn’t think the wolf should be seen outside.” 
 Fletch and I both nodded, hoping that the wizard would have some good news. 
   



 
19. A wizz with wolves 
   
 Smuggling Fletch back out of the house went off without a hitch. There was no sign of any of my family, and I felt only a slight twinge of concern at the state I had left the kitchen in. I wrote a note on the blackboard to the effect that I was at Iris’s house for the day – otherwise my dad would start ringing me constantly to ask where I was – and then we dived from shrub to hedge until we got to Iris’s car. 
 She had brought her Familiar with her, just in case she needed to do any magic. Lyra is a very traditional black cat, who thinks most humans are daft as brushes. She and Bob had reached an uneasy truce early on, mainly because Lyra is too fond of me to take a swipe at my Familiar, but her response to Fletch was noisy and disgusted. 
 Lyra’s fur stood on end as she screeched and hissed at Fletch, and then she rocketed around the car trying to get as far away from him as possible, before ending up on the top of Iris’s head. Iris, who was trying to drive the car at the time, found her face covered in tail, and we swerved all over the road for a few seconds before slamming to a stop. 
 Fletch was no help at all and growled at her. I gave him a tap on the nose. 
 “Oi, are you really a man or a dog?” I told him off, “Because humans don’t growl at cats!” 
 “Sorry.” He gave Lyra a dirty look. “It was an instinctive reaction.” 
 Lyra glared back at him. “The wolf smells. I don’t like him. He is not a good friend for you, Emily.” 
 Iris lifted Lyra off her head and soothed her fur in her lap for a moment. “Please, Lyra, I need to drive. Could you just play nicely for ten minutes? I promise you can call him all the names you want later.” 
 Lyra huffed and settled down in the front seat next to Iris, as far away from Fletch as possible. In true cat fashion she then shut her eyes and pretended we didn’t exist. 
 Iris started the car again and drove down the hill to the town Common. 
 “Where are we going?” I asked, surprised, as I thought we were heading for her place. 
 “The Welsh Wizard said to meet him in the woods that border the Common,” she answered. “He says that he can speak with Fletch better there, without the distraction of other people nearby.” 
 “Huh?” I registered my confusion. 
 Iris sighed. “I know, I didn’t really understand either, but it’s something to do with the fact that he’s not a witch. He can’t actually hear animals like we can.” 
 “Oh.” I thought for a minute, trying to work this out. “So, how will he talk to Fletch?” 
 Iris shook her head. “I’m not sure. We’ll find out, I guess.” 
 She drove us around the Common and out of town, before parking up on the far side of the woods that marked the end of our town, the woods which edged the Common. 
 “Okay, everybody out.” She held the door open for Lyra, and I did the same for Fletch in the back. 
 We began to trek through the woods, making our way back towards the Common, and I thought I could see The Seven Sisters through the trees nearby. 
 Fletch sniffed the air, and using his nose he directed us through the denser part of the woods. Lyra trotted behind, picking up her paws delicately and looking most put out to be walking on the damp ground. 
 It wasn’t long before we got to a clearing and there, sat on a rock, was the wizard. 
 He was a total cliché. Long flowing beard and grizzly white hair. He wore a dark grey robe that covered his clothes and carried a gnarly walking stick, which I later found out was called a Staff. He was probably only in his fifties, much the same age as my dad, but his skin was weathered as if he had spent a lot of time out of doors. 
 He looked thrilled to see us. He jumped up and rushed forward. He shook Iris’s hand and then mine and then squatted down in front of Fletch. 
 Fletch gave me a look and muttered, “Are you sure this guy is for real?” 
 “Hello.” The wizard looked into Fletch’s eyes. “Your kind calls me the Wolf Whisperer. I’m psychic so just say what you want clearly and I will understand you.” 
 Fletch eyed him suspiciously and then clearly said, “What is your real name?” 
 The wizard grinned. “Actually, it’s Brian. Though hardly anyone has called me that in a long time. I have lots of names, but I feel a bit of a fraud when people call me The Wise Wizard because I don’t think I’m particularly wise, but I don’t mind The Welsh Wizard, or The Wolf Whisperer, or even The Old Wizard. Unfortunately most of the humans I meet call me The Weirdo. Perhaps you should just address me as Brian after all?” 
 Fletch sat back and nodded; he actually looked amused by the wizard, but he was clearly comfortable with him so I accepted it too. 
 “Do you know many werewolves?” Fletch asked. 
 “Yes and no,” said Brian the wizard, “werewolves tend to avoid humans when in wolf form and they almost never talk to me when in human form. They try to appear normal the rest of the month. But over the last few years I’ve met a lot of the same werewolves over and over in wolf form, so I feel like I’m getting to know them. There are quite a lot where I live, but they only visit me when they’re wolves and only then if they want something in particular.” 
 “Okay.” Fletch nodded. “So have you met any like me that are wolves when it’s not a full moon?” 
 The wizard looked excited, “No, never. An Alpha wolf can change when they like, but not any of the others. But when Iris contacted me I remembered reading about something similar. I found the book where I read it – it was in the year 1802. A young witch tried to save her lover from his ‘curse’ by attempting to cast out the wolf, and it went wrong and he became a wolf permanently.” 
 Fletch and I looked at each other. That sounded horribly familiar, apart from the fact that we were not lovers, of course! 
 “What happened to them?” I asked nervously. 
 “Oh, they both died.” Brian nodded sagely. “Sad story, really.” He looked from Fletcher to me and back again, then realised what he had said as both of our expressions gave away our feelings of dismay. 
 “Oh dear.” Brian shook his head. “That wasn’t what you wanted to hear, was it? But I don’t think this will be the same. I gather the two of you have only just met?” 
 I nodded, still feeling a bit stunned. “Uh, why did the witch die?” 
 Brian sat back down on his rock, and Iris and I perched on other boulders in the clearing to be at the same level. 
 “According to the lore I can garner from my books, werewolves and witches can never be involved. There is an unnatural draw between them because of the bond between a witch and an animal Familiar. If they are in a romantic relationship then the animal part of the werewolf can bond with the witch in the same manner as her bond with an animal Familiar. Unfortunately it doesn’t require a blood exchange, as the same effect is triggered by an intimate act and thus the bond is made. Wolves mate for life, and so if the wolf animal becomes bonded with the witch, then the bond is a mating for him. The wolf will have no other but her until her death.” 
 I looked at Fletch in horror. He had kissed me; did that count as an intimate act? I was too embarrassed to ask. 
 Fortunately, or unfortunately, the wizard was a psychic and he read my mind. 
 “You kissed?” he asked with interest. “What happened?” 
 “You did what?” Iris was on her feet in seconds, shouting at me. Lyra hissed her disapproval and Bob, who had been absentmindedly pecking at some moss, jerked his head up. 
 I flapped my hands at them all. “It was nothing! Just a quick kiss. We didn’t bond.” 
 Fletch annoyed me by laughing. “No, we didn’t bond, I’m sure of it. Though we did set the world on fire.” 
 “Oh, for goodness’ sake,” I huffed, “Can I have no privacy? Okay, I might have produced a few sparks, but that was because you caught me unaware, and there is that weird electric thing whenever we touch.” 
 Iris looked like she wanted to kill Fletch. “Weird electric thing?” she repeated in a dangerously low voice. 
 I sighed, “Like when you first touched Fletch, only it didn’t stop after the first touch. But it seems to be lessening over time.” I tried to make it sound like it wasn’t a big deal. 
 “To you maybe.” Fletch raised his eyebrows. “It still feels pretty sparky to me.” 
 I glared at him, feeling like he wasn’t helping the situation. 
 “Oh. Oh dear.” Brian sounded sorry for us, but his expression was still fairly enthusiastic, and I got the impression he was actually quite excited by this information. 
 I gave him a cross look. “What happened to the witch and the wolf in your book?” I asked sternly. 
 He shifted on his rock. “The wolf took over the human inside him, and wanted the witch for his mate. He bit her and she didn’t survive the turn. He died soon after from a broken heart. I don’t know how much of it is true, but it would concur with what I have learned. The majority don’t survive the turn, and many wolves never recover from the loss of their mate.” He frowned thoughtfully. “Most of the werewolves I have met have told me they are married in their human lives, but they don’t bite their partners; the human part of them holds them back. The trouble only comes if they fight the wolf and the wolf takes over their total consciousness. Or, I suppose, if their mate is a witch and they have made a paranormal bonding, which takes their relationship beyond that which is normal between a man and woman.” 
 Fletch didn’t speak but the wizard looked at him curiously. “You think you have no control over the wolf?” he asked him. 
 Fletch glanced at me, then focussed on the wizard. “I have struggled with the wolf during the full moon.” He eventually answered in a concerned voice. “I feel he is trying to take over and I can’t control him.” 
 Brian was silent for a moment whilst he thought about this. “You have not made peace with your wolf. You must embrace him and the two of you must become one. Otherwise, you are right, he will take you over.” 
 Fletch began to pace. “So why do I feel like me right now?” 
 “I can only speculate.” Brian tugged at his beard. “But I would say that it is because it is not full moon and so the wolf is, for want of a better word, dormant. He is sleeping inside you, but as we get closer to the full moon he will start to wake up and get stronger. If he takes you over then the chances are that we will never be able to return you to your human state.” 
 Fletch stilled. “If we don’t change me back before the full moon then I will be like this permanently, is that what you are saying?” 
 Brian shrugged. “As I said, it’s only speculation, but based on what I have learned, my answer is yes. We need to turn you back on the full moon next Saturday or you will lose your humanity to the wolf. He will get stronger inside you every day. But you need to accept him, not fight him, or you will battle for your body and he will probably win. That is something I have seen happen, and it doesn’t make for a happy ending.” 
 Iris clapped her hands to get our attention back to her. “Well, that’s simple then. We must return Fletcher to his human state, and then he can leave and make peace with his wolf somewhere else.” Her fierce expression clearly said that he should do it somewhere far away. 
 “Ah, but we can’t do it until Saturday,” Brian said with a sorry smile. 
 “What! Why not?” Iris looked shocked. 
 “Because we must wait for the wolf to be fully present. Fletcher must join with his wolf. Only then can his soul go back to his body, otherwise both the human body and the wolf body will probably die. His soul will be ripped if you attempt to divide it further. It is unnatural for them to be separated like this. The wolf is a part of him now, it is in his blood, it shares his soul, they must unite; you cannot part them. It is too risky any other way. All Emily’s magic has done is to move his combined soul into his wolf body instead of his human body. You were very lucky that that is all that happened. Trying to reverse it could cause them to separate and the chances are, as I said, that he would die.” 
 Fletcher looked like he was going to be sick, and I hoped it wasn’t my breakfast taking effect. 
 “I don’t think I can control the wolf,” he whispered.  
 The wizard looked uncomfortable. “You don’t control him, you reach an understanding between you. I’m sorry, but not being a werewolf myself I can’t help much with that. But you have to do it; if you don’t then you will never return to your human state and you will be a danger to everyone. You could bite people you care about if you have no control, and then they will become werewolves too, or more likely they will die.” 
 “That’s what I’ve been afraid of.” Fletcher’s voice remained low. 
 “Your fear could be what has prevented it.” The wizard advised, “you simply have to use this week to embrace it and get comfortable with it.” 
 “Okay,” Fletcher looked determined. “Then that’s what I’ll do. Then what?” 
 “Then next Saturday, I suggest that young Emily here do some kind of spell to bring back your human body to join with your wolf form.” 
 I nodded, “Whatever I can do, I will. Should we use the power of the Coven?” 
 Iris seemed about to agree but the wizard shook his head. “I don’t want to worry any of you, but by the full moon Fletcher may be a danger to any human. The less people we have around the better, just in case.” 
 Fletch and I exchanged nervous looks again. I felt like we were starting to talk without words, when I remembered that the wizard was a psychic and could hear our thoughts more clearly than we could! I glanced at him and he answered me inside my mind. “I’m afraid so, sorry.” 
 I gasped. “You just spoke in my head.” 
 “It’s how I communicate with the wolves. And other animals too. Right now I can hear that Lyra is getting hungry and wondering if Iris will be cooking fish for lunch.” 
 Lyra looked up from where she had been quietly licking her paws and gave the wizard a disdainful look. “I don’t like him. When can we go?” was all she said. 
 I looked at my watch. “I ought to get back. What do you want to do, Fletch?” 
 I could see in his eyes that he didn’t want me to go, but he just nodded and said, “I think I should stay and talk to Brian. I want to hear more about the other wolves he’s met.” 
 “Okay.” I didn’t really want to leave him either, so I said, “Where will you stay tonight? Do you want to come back to mine again later?” 
 He smiled his wolf smile at me. “You bet.” 
 I rolled my eyes at him, but I was glad. 
 Iris turned to the wizard. “Would you like to stay with me? I have a spare room.” 
 He shook his head, “I have a camper van, it’s parked nearby. I would prefer to be closer to nature, but I thank you for your offer.” 
 Iris and I stood, and our Familiars made noises of relief that we were finally leaving. Bob flew in circles around my head, clearly eager to get me away from Fletcher. 
 I addressed the wizard. “Thank you for coming. I guess we’ll speak again soon?” 
 He clasped my hand. “I wouldn’t have missed this opportunity for anything. You and I will have some preparation to do, but we can communicate through Bob or Fletcher. I dislike phones.” 
 I turned to Fletcher. “I’ll see you later then.” I ruffled my fingers through his fur and felt the familiar tingle.  
 He grinned. “Don’t forget to wear the reindeer pyjamas.” 
   



 
20. Homework’s a witch 
   
 I spent the rest of Sunday doing homework. It was really hard to keep my mind focused, though. I was supposed to be going through a poem for English class, called “The Listeners”, but it just reminded me of Fletch. There were lines about the forest’s ferny floor, and ’neath the starred and leafy sky, that had me looking out the window into the gathering dusk and wondering if Fletch was still in the woods or if he was coming back to me soon. 
 I knew he would have to wait until it was dark, but it was winter and would be dark by half past four. It was nearly four now. I tried to think of a way to get him some dinner. Claire had made a roast for Sunday lunch, so we wouldn’t be having a big meal tonight, but perhaps I could hide mine in a napkin and then sneak it upstairs? 
 I sighed and tried to concentrate on my homework again. I was supposed to be spotting political undertones in the poem, but it seemed to be about a knight and his horse and an empty house, and not politics at all. 
 I spent half an hour half-heartedly looking for the answers on the Internet. Then I looked up werewolves and found myself inundated with clearly inaccurate information. 
 In the end I gave up and rang Kate for something to do. 
 “Is there anybody there? Said the Traveller,” was how Kate answered the phone. 
 “Hey, girlfriend. You too, huh?” I sympathised. 
 “Yeah, this poem is doing my nut in. Is it supposed to be about ghosts or something?” She sounded stressed. 
 “I don’t have a clue. I found an article on Wiki, but you know Mrs Drew will have checked it so we don’t plagiarise.” 
 “Well, I’m going to make it up. I think I’ll write a load of waffle about the Victorian obsession with the paranormal; everyone likes a good séance story, right?” Kate was vague but I got the impression she’d already written most of it. She loved anything paranormal herself. I just wished I could have told her about my own brush with a ghost. 
 “I was thinking of doing an essay on Victorian sexual repression, and how the house is a metaphor or something, for the traveller not getting any action.” I was hesitant in case Kate thought it was a dumb idea. 
 “Oh, good one! Mrs Drew will lap that up.” Kate sounded almost jealous of the idea, which made me feel relieved. At least I knew where to start now, and the essay wasn’t due until Thursday. Though I wished I’d started it ages ago, I don’t know why I always left these things to the last minute. 
 “So, have you heard from Sean this weekend?” Kate fished. 
 My shoulders slumped. I hadn’t really thought about Sean until this moment, but now I realised that almost the whole weekend had gone by and he still hadn’t called me. “No,” I answered dejectedly. 
 “You will.” She sounded too giggly, like she knew something. 
 “How do you know?” I pushed. 
 “Matt told Verity, and she told me, that Sean is going to invite you to the cinema on Friday.” 
 “Really? You’re sure?” 
 “Yup. Just the two of you apparently. He’s planning to smooch your face off.” She giggled again. 
 My heart skipped. “I can live with that.” I grinned at the idea. Then reality struck. “How will I get my dad to let me go on my own? You know what he’s like.” 
 She thought for a minute. “Don’t tell him? Just say you’re coming over to mine?” 
 “Mmm, maybe.” I wasn’t comfortable with that. I’m not a good liar, and I didn’t really like doing it. 
 “Um, Kate?” I asked tentatively. 
 “Yes?” She was instantly suspicious at my tone. 
 “I don’t suppose you might have any, uh, feelings for Martin, do you?” I should have just been able to ask this without awkwardness, but I’d made a big deal, until recently, about hating Martin, and my friends had been firmly on my side that he was a moron, and now I felt bad for trying to change Kate’s attitude for my own gain. 
 “What kind of feelings?” She was hesitant. 
 “Look, he really likes you, and well, if you could like him back, then it would be cool.” It sounded lame even to my own ears. 
 “He’s not horrible,” she said grudgingly. 
 I grinned. “You do like him!” 
 “I guess we had fun when we all went bowling,” she admitted cautiously. 
 “Enough fun that you would go out with him again?” Silence greeted my words. “For me?” I begged. “My dad would let me go out with Sean if you and Martin were coming too. Oh, and I guess we’ll have to ask Verity and Matt as well. So much for me and Sean being on our own.” I sighed. 
 “Actually, Verity said she and Matt were going to a restaurant on Friday for his sister’s birthday, so it can just be the four of us. And I don’t mind if we sit well away from you guys,” she revealed. 
 “You’ll do it? Oh, Kate, I love you! Thank you. And Martin will be well happy too. Are you sure you don’t mind spending the evening with him? It would be so fantastic if Sean and I could get some time on our own.” I wanted to hug her. 
 “Yeah, no worries. I can tolerate the cinema with Martin, as long as it’s not a crappy film.” She sounded like she was smiling, and I was convinced that she fancied Martin a tiny bit, even though she was unlikely to say so just yet. 
 “Now I just have to wait for Sean to call me. Are you sure he definitely will?” I double-checked. 
 “Relax, he’s just being useless. He’ll call you. He has to now, he’s already bragged to all his friends.” 
 I wanted to hug her even more. She made it sound like he was lucky to get a date with me, when really it was the other way round. 
 “Okay, I should go and get started on the essay.” I actually wanted to get off the phone so that Sean could call me, but I supposed I could at least do the essay whilst I waited. 
 We said goodbye, and it wasn’t until I hung up that I remembered I had much more important things to think about. Somehow my conversation with Kate had made me feel normal again. But I wasn’t normal, I had a werewolf’s soul to save… 
 Shortly after it got dark, Bob tapped on the window and I let him in, but he didn’t have any news. He snoozed on his cushion, with his head under his wing, while I struggled with my homework and wondered where Fletch was. 
 I ate dinner downstairs with Dad, Claire, and Martin, then retreated back to my room saying I had loads of homework. I didn’t want to say anything to Martin about Kate yet in case Sean didn’t actually phone me. He could have been talking about someone else to his friends and not me at all. 
 I killed some time painting my toenails, and then I put on some make-up. After a few minutes more, I took it all off again because I didn’t want to look like I was trying too hard, and Fletch was bound to notice. 
 All in all, it was a boring and depressing afternoon. 
 It wasn’t until nearly nine o’clock that Bob lifted his head. “Mistress? He’s outside.” 
 I rushed to the window and opened it wide enough to stick my head out. I could just make out a shape moving in the garden. 
 “Go to the back door, I’ll be right down,” I whispered. 
 “Would you mind if I went back to my nest?” Bob asked. “I won’t sleep a wink with the two of you talking.” 
 I nodded and opened the window wider for him to fly out. 
 “Call me anytime if you need me,” he said, disappearing into the night. 
 I opened my bedroom door quietly and crept down the hall. I paused outside Martin’s room and listened for a moment. He was yakking away about a battering ram and I concluded he must be playing an online game. He regularly shared “quests” with people in other parts of the world and would talk with them until all hours via a headset. At least he was unlikely to come out of his room for the foreseeable future. 
 At the bottom of the stairs I paused again. The sitting room door was not quite shut, and I could hear the TV. I took my chances and slipped into the kitchen. I decided not to turn the light on, and instead fumbled over to the back door and unlocked it in the dark. 
 “I hope that’s you,” I grumbled quietly as I felt something furry go past my legs. I put my hand down into his fur and felt the familiar warmth zip up my arm. I never doubted it was him, but I liked to check that we still created electricity when we touched. 
 Fletch licked my hand but didn’t speak. 
 In the darkness of the kitchen I felt able to go down on my knees and put my arms around his soft neck. “Are you okay?” I whispered. 
 “Yeah, a bit tired,” he answered, his voice a bit rougher than usual. I let his soft ear tickle my face, then pulled away. 
 “Do you want anything to eat?” I asked, standing up again. 
 “Nah, Brian cooked for us both.” 
 “Okay, that’s good.” I smiled at the thought that at least he wouldn’t have to eat anything made by me. 
 We went quietly up the stairs to my room and made it without being seen. 
 “I missed you.” Fletch’s green eyes looked into mine and his usual bantering tone was absent. 
 It demonstrated Murphy’s Law that Sean chose that moment to ring me. 
   



 
21. Look who’s howling 
   
 I shot Fletch a worried glance as I reached for the phone. I couldn’t not answer it, but I really didn’t want to do it in front of him. I considered taking the phone into the bathroom, but surely that was just silly; after all, I’d already mentioned I was seeing someone. 
 Fletch looked annoyed. “It’s the boyfriend, isn’t it?” 
 I nodded. 
 “Are you going to answer it?” he asked snappily. 
 In response I turned away slightly and answered the phone. 
 “Hi, Sean.” 
 “Hey, gorgeous girl. How’s it going?” Sean sounded cool and confident. 
 I smiled at the sound of his voice and Fletch growled quietly. I shot him a “shut it” look. 
 “Good, thanks; you?” I answered Sean. 
 “Yeah, pretty sweet. Life ticking on by, y’know? I’ve been thinking about you.” 
 “Um, that’s nice,” I said lamely. “All good thoughts, I hope?” 
 “Definitely.” He paused, letting that sink in. “I was thinking we need some alone time, make up for last time?” He paused again, and I realised he was subtly letting me know he meant the lack of a goodnight kiss. For some reason I was a bit irritated. 
 “Anyway,” he continued, “how about going to the cinema on Friday night? I got us tickets for the new Bruce Willis movie.” 
 My grip tightened on the phone. Was he so sure I would say yes that he already bought the tickets? And why hadn’t he asked me if it was a film I even wanted to see? I was suddenly tempted to say I’d already seen it even though I hadn’t, or maybe suggest some soppy romance instead of an action move, just to make the point. 
 I took a deep breath. Who was I kidding? Until yesterday I’d have jumped at the offer. Also, I was a fan of action movies and perhaps I’d mentioned that to him? Why was I annoyed now? My eyes flicked back to Fletch. It was his fault. I couldn’t let him affect my feelings. I’d only known him a day, he was a werewolf, we couldn’t get involved without dying, he might be stuck as a wolf forever, he might even turn into a killer, and he would be gone as soon as we’d resolved the issue anyway! 
 “That sounds fantastic,” I told Sean firmly. “But I’m afraid we have to invite Kate and Martin as well. But they won’t sit with us or anything,” I hastened to add. 
 Sean was silent for a second, then he said, “That’s cool, no worries.” 
 “Thanks.” I smiled. “It’s just my dad might say no otherwise.” 
 Sean chuckled. “I hear you. Just tell him that the movie ends at least half an hour after it really does.” His voice took on a suggestive tone. 
 “You got it,” I promised. “Shall we meet you there?” There was only one cinema in Dremouth, so it wouldn’t be hard to find him. 
 “Cool,” he said again. “Seven-thirty?” 
 “I look forward to it.” I said it deliberately, whilst looking Fletch right in the eye. “I have to go, but I’ll see you then.” 
 “Great, stay gorgeous.” Then he hung up. 
 In my ordinary world I would have been lit up like a Christmas tree by that conversation, but instead I just felt defensive as I put the phone down. 
 “Don’t look at me like that,” I told Fletch. “I had a life before you arrived – I still want to have a life!” 
 “Right, and helping me is getting in the way of that?” he snapped back. “Sorry to put you out, I just thought you might want to work on getting the spell right, this time,” he said bitterly. 
 My eyes filled with tears. “I thought you didn’t blame me,” I said quietly. 
 “Oh, Emily,” Fletch came and put his head on my knees, “I don’t, I’m sorry. I was just a bit jealous. That boy can have a normal life, going on a date with you, and I can’t.” 
 “Are you sure? What about if we put all this right?” I hadn’t meant to say that; I had no intention of dumping Sean for Fletch. Or did I? 
 “Yes, I’m sure. Brian and I looked up the story he told us about. The one with the werewolf and the witch. He brought all his relevant books with him. The book clearly shows two reasons why we could never become involved. Firstly the one he said: if we got close then we could bond. Your inner witch would bond with my wolf, seeing it as a Familiar. If it happened then my wolf would be bonded to you for life. I would never be able to be with anyone else, yet you would, and if you did then it could send my wolf mad.” 
 I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I didn’t really want to see Fletch with someone else, but then he should at least have the choice. And what he was saying was that unless I wanted him to turn into a wild wolf then I couldn’t meet anyone else either once he was bonded to me as my Familiar. 
 “There’s a second reason,” he continued, looking at the floor and not at me. “If you bonded with a werewolf Familiar, your magic would become too powerful for you to control when we were together. You know how Bob’s presence adds to your power? Imagine that, but tenfold. It wouldn’t just be a backpack we’d set on fire.” 
 We were both silent for a moment. I reached out and rested my hand on his head, lightly stroking the silky fur behind his ear. 
 “Well, that’s that then. We have to be careful not to accidentally bond,” I said sadly. I pulled my hand back just in case that triggered it off. 
 “Oh, we couldn’t do it by accident.” Fletch’s voice took on a teasing tone again. “We would have to get much more intimate for it to happen.” He gave me a blatantly suggestive look. 
 “Ugh, could you not do that while in wolf form?” I pushed him away. “It’s not just inappropriate but really icky!” I didn’t let on that the look would be much harder to resist if he was back to being the boy I’d first met. 
 Fletch wagged his tail at me. “I’m just saying… those sparks when we kissed, they were merely a warning of what we could do together.” 
 “I’m glad you’re back to your usual demeanour, but I really would rather hold off the flirting until you’re at least human, okay?” I climbed into bed and patted my feet in an attempt to show him where I wanted him to sleep. 
 Fletch laughed at me. “I’d think you didn’t like me anymore, if it wasn’t for the fact you put on my favourite pyjamas!” 
 But he lay down at my feet as suggested, and though he felt like a dead weight we both went to sleep soon after. 
 It must have been long after midnight when he woke me up again. 
 “Emily?” He was just inches from my face. 
 “What is it?” I sat up, alarmed. 
 “It’s the moon. She’s calling the wolf.” He sounded tense. 
 “What do you mean?” I was confused. 
 “You remember when Brian said the wolf was dormant inside me?” 
 I nodded in the darkness. 
 “I think he’s waking up.” Fletch jumped off the bed, and paced about. “I feel more like a wolf. I need to be outside. I feel caged in here. Like an animal!” 
 “Shhh,” I said soothingly, “you’re okay, and you’re not an animal.” 
 “But I am! I’m a werewolf, Emily. I want to howl, I want to run and hunt,” his voice dropped to a whisper, “I want to bite.” 
 I backed away from him a bit. 
 “Would it help to go outside for a while?” I asked. 
 “Not just for a while. I need to go out and stay out. I don’t want to be in a house.” He paused before asking, “Does that mean I’m losing my humanity?” 
 “Of course not,” I said confidently, but I wasn’t sure at all. “Look, go outside and run about if you really need to. Call Bob if you want to come back here tonight.” 
 “I won’t be back,” he said. “I’ll head for the woods and then I’ll go to Brian’s camper, I can hide there for the day.” 
 “Okay.” I opened my door and we crept along the hall and down the stairs. “I have to go to school tomorrow, but I’ll be home by four if you need me.” 
 I didn’t switch on any lights but as I opened the back door, strong moonlight lit the kitchen. The moon looked pretty full to me even though there were five nights to go until the official full moon. 
 Fletch pointed his nose at the moon and a shiver went through him. I hoped it was the cold and not the anticipation of the wolf inside him, but I had a feeling it was the latter. 
 “Emily, thank you for understanding and for everything.” Fletch gave me a longing look. 
 “Don’t say it like I’m not going to see you again!” I chided. “We’ll put this right.” 
 “Yeah, we will.” He grinned at me wolfishly. “And then I’m going to kiss you again.” 
 Then he bounded away into the darkness. 
   



 
22. Witch way up 
   
 I lay awake for a long time after Fletch left, looking at the moon through my bedroom window. Was it really only yesterday that we’d met for the first time? I couldn’t understand why I felt so strongly about him. Sure, he was good-looking when in human form, and he had a strong presence, but that wasn’t enough. There was something in our interactions that felt right, like we were supposed to be together. Which was just plain stupid, seeing as we clearly couldn’t be together. 
 Sean Carey was perfect boyfriend material; he was cute, fun, popular and straightforward. 
 Fletch was dark, brooding, a loner, and most definitely complicated. 
 It would be dangerously easy to fall for him, and definitely dangerous to do so. 
 I had to help him get back to himself and then I had to say goodbye. 
 The next morning I looked a wreck; I don’t think I’d really slept at all. 
 I was running so late for school that I actually ended up walking in with Martin. This never usually happens, as I generally leave a good half hour before him. I like to get there early and go to the cafeteria and stock up on gummy bears. If I start to slump during lessons then I like a good sugar fix to pep me back up. We’re not supposed to eat in class, but a gummy bear is small enough that if the teacher thinks they’ve caught you then you can easily swallow it whole before they can actually check if you’re eating. 
 Martin, however, is always running late. Usually he rushes into Registration still half asleep. 
 Today he caught up with me at the top of the hill and we walked together the rest of the way. 
 I told him about his Friday night date with Kate and he actually looked like he was going to hug me. Thankfully he didn’t though, just mumbled “Cool.” When we got to class reception he gave Kate a small wave. She looked a bit startled but gave him a quick smile. He went to sit with his friends at the back and I slid into the seat next to Kate. 
 “Sean rang me. You still on for Friday?” I said, suddenly worried. 
 “See, I told you he would,” Kate said smugly. “Friday night it is then. So, um, what did Martin say?” 
 I laughed. I’ve known Kate since I was five and she can’t hide anything from me. “You do like him. I knew it! Why didn’t you just say so?” 
 She blushed, “Well, I thought he was supposed to be the enemy? You know, his mum taking your dad away from you and all that, and both of them invading your house; don’t you hate him?” 
 I did a so-so movement with my hand. “I did, but I’m getting used to him now. He’s not so bad really.” I didn’t want to mention that I’d found out his dad used to be abusive to him, or anything like that. It wasn’t really my place to share such private info. 
 “Okay, well, yeah, I do like him. Don’t tell Verity though, she’ll only tease me.” Kate looked round to where Verity was sitting with one of our other friends, Tamsin, by the window. 
 I nodded. “You’ll have to tell her, though, if it goes well on Friday!” I gave Kate a nudge in the ribs and she stuck her tongue out at me in response. 
 “That’s a big if!” she asserted, then the bell rang, and we fist bumped, then did a girly finger flutter together, before going in opposite directions to different classes. 
 My first class was Geography, and I totally failed to take any interest at all in how to calculate the velocity of a river. Instead my mind flicked back and forth between Sean and Fletch. 
 It wasn’t a question of Sean or Fletch; I already knew the answer to that one. A little part of me wanted it to be Fletch, but it had to be Sean. Maybe that was a bit unfair on Sean. I mean, would I want to date a boy who secretly wished I were someone else? Definitely not. But if I couldn’t have Fletch, then it was good that I could still have Sean. I liked him, I liked him enough that he would distract me from all the witch and werewolf stuff, and I could focus on him when I was feeling down; the thought of him picked me up. 
 I thought about Sean for a bit. His charismatic and confident voice. It had annoyed me slightly when Fletch had been there, yet it didn’t annoy me now. Instead I remembered how good his voice always made me feel. How upbeat Sean always was. He never seemed to have any problems, and if he did, then he didn’t moan at me about them. He made me feel good about me too. He called me cute names and acted like I was more attractive than I was. I was really looking forward to our date on Friday. 
 My mind went back to Fletch. I didn’t want to think about how he made me feel. Instead I stared out the window in the general direction of the Common and wondered what he was doing. 
 “Emily? Earth to Emily? Perhaps you would like to come up to the front and demonstrate?” Mr Jeffries, my Geography teacher, was looking at me with a mean smile on his face. He knew I hadn’t been listening. 
 I sighed, wondering whether to confess or bluff my way through. I would get a detention for sure if I said I hadn’t been listening; Mr Jeffries hated me – in fact he hated everyone. I felt a prod in the back. 
 “Pooh sticks,” Martin’s voice whispered from the seat behind me. 
 I registered nothing; what the blazes was he talking about? But I got up and began to make my way slowly to the front. 
 Pooh sticks? What are Pooh sticks? It’s that game that Winnie the Pooh and his friends play in the river. Mr Jeffries was talking about rivers when I tuned out. 
 I got to the front and found a long thin tank of water. Mr Jeffries narrowed his eyes at me and pressed a button and a current started in the tank. I gave him my sweetest smile, picked up the two lollipop sticks from his desk and dropped them into the water at one end. 
 “Thank you, Emily, you may sit down now.” Mr Jeffries still looked annoyed, but he went straight back to explaining the equation on the board behind him. 
 Phew, I must have got it right. I gave Martin a double thumbs-up as I walked back to my desk, and he looked really pleased. 
 I really should do more to publicly acknowledge him, now that my hate campaign against him was over. Everyone at the school had been friends with me for years, and Martin was new. I must have made his first few months here so miserable! I can’t believe I was like that. Why didn’t I see how awful that was? And yet he’d never held it against me at all. 
 I sat down wondering if I was really the lovely person I thought I was. 
 I needed to work on helping Fletch become human again, that should be my priority; how could I go on my date guilt free if I still had no idea how to help him? Oh no, that wasn’t a good reason. My karma was definitely a bit murky! 
 My second lesson was on Social Awareness. I felt okay about slacking off that one, and spent the lesson secretly trying to write a spell without Verity, who was sitting next to me, seeing what I was doing. 
 At break time I stocked up my gummy bear fix in the canteen, then went to find Kate and Verity. We joked around for a few minutes as I filled them in on my phone call from Sean, then I saw Martin and one of his loser mates going past. 
 The thought made me stop. Was his mate really a loser? Or did someone like me label him that way and it stuck? I started to analyse it too much. I never thought much about social status, but is that because I never needed to? The trouble is that when you’ve been with the same kids all your life, you just know where you fit and don’t question it. Every now and then someone breaks out of a group and joins a different one, but it takes work to do it. Small towns suck like that. 
 “Hi, guys!” I called out without thinking to stop myself. Martin’s head jerked round in surprise. I waved, “Hey, Martin, show us that magic trick again you did last week?” 
 He looked really suspicious and rightly so. When he showed the family his magic trick, I had been pretty dismissive. 
 They walked over. “I don’t have the stuff on me right now,” he said, still not looking a hundred percent sure of my motives. 
 “Oh, okay, no worries. It was a brilliant trick,” I told the girls. 
 Verity smiled at Martin and Chris, his friend. Verity never has a hidden agenda, she always just acts however she actually wants to. Kate turned a bit pink and looked at the floor. 
 Martin looked from me to her as if trying to decide whether to stay or leave. 
 “Do you want to join us?” I said, trying to let him know I wasn’t going to ignore him in school anymore.  
 “No, we’re on our way to the tuck shop, but I’ll catch you in English later?” Martin said it to me, but he was looking at Kate. 
 She looked up and caught his eye. Then they both quickly looked away. It was quite sweet, and I couldn’t wait to see what would happen on Friday.  
 “Sure, see you later.” I felt like a better person already. Which was just as well, because I was doing an awful job with the spell writing. 
 Iris once taught me that a spell you devise yourself is more powerful than one from a book or from someone else. But there were all sorts of rules about saying the right thing and how to say it, and so far I really don’t think I’ve mastered it. 
 English class was good. Verity, Kate and I got a table near the back, and Martin and his friends, Chris and Giles, came and sat with us. We couldn’t all talk much, but it was comfortable. 
 We had a boring lecture on iambic pentameters, and then we were told to write some poetry. It was actually pretty useful; I got into my stride and after dashing off something crap for the teacher, I used the rest of the time to write my spell. 
 It felt right, it felt powerful. I couldn’t wait to see Fletch and get his opinion, but I was pretty confident that I had nailed it. 
 I was gutted that night when he didn’t show up. 
   



 
23. Brewing up trouble 
   
 Where was he? I paced around my room after dinner, glaring alternately out of the window and then at the clock. 
 It was late November, and it was getting dark earlier and earlier every night. That was good for Fletch, right? Surely it meant that he could come and find me barely an hour after I finished school? So where was he? 
 It was too dark and cold for me to go looking for him. There was no way I was going to walk across the Common and into the woods in this weather. But I wanted to see him. 
 At six I turned on my computer and tried to lose myself in social networking. But I had no heart for it. I wanted Fletch. 
 By seven I had stopped remotely trying to play it cool. I called for Bob. 
 He flew in looking perky and cheerful, whilst I felt low and grumpy. Maybe it was the lack of sleep the night before. 
 “Bob, do you think you could fly over to the wizard and ask if he’s seen Fletch?” I felt bad sending him back out, as it was starting to look frosty, but I justified it by telling myself that it was his job to do my errands. He was the one who’d wanted to be my Familiar. 
 Bob looked disapproving but didn’t argue. For twenty minutes I tried to finish my homework, but kept looking at the clock instead. Why do clocks move so slowly when you’re waiting for something? I was so bored and frustrated that I even considered looking up Einstein’s theory on the relativity of time. I’m sure he said something about that very thing. 
 By the time Bob eventually returned my temper was totally frayed. “Well?” I snapped. Bob gave me a look to show he wouldn’t be rushed. I had to hold myself in check; it wasn’t his fault that Fletch hadn’t contacted me. I took a deep breath and tried again. 
 “Sorry, Bob, I’m just kind of anxious. Is there any news?” 
 “There’s nothin’ to worry about, Mistress.” Bob was still looking at me like I was out of order, but at least he was talking to me now. “The wizard said Fletch spent the day with him, and now he’s out huntin’ rabbits in the woods. The wizard thought the task would be good to help him connect with his wolf.” 
 I flopped down on my bed. “Oh, okay. Yeah, I can see the logic. So he’s trying to connect with his wolf?” I was talking more to myself than to Bob. “I guess that’s a good plan. I hope he won’t hurt the rabbits.” 
 Bob shrugged his wings and sighed, “Do you want me to find him, Mistress?” He didn’t sound keen, but I appreciated the offer. 
 “No, don’t worry. Thanks for going, Bob. It sounds like the wizard has it all under control.” 
 “There’s one more thing.” Bob sounded hesitant. 
 I sat up. “What?” 
 “Apparently Fletch has been fretting about his body at the hospital and his family arriving. The wizard thinks he won’t accept his wolf if he’s clinging to his human concerns. He wondered if you had any information that could help Fletch not to worry?” 
 I shot to my feet. How could I have forgotten that? Seriously, I was useless! I had become so involved in my own life at school and stuff that I’d totally not even thought about Fletch’s family arriving in Dremouth, or what was happening at the hospital. I felt wretched; how selfish was I! 
 I looked at the clock again. It was nearly eight; there was no way my dad would let me leave the house at this time. I thought about ringing the hospital, but didn’t know what to say.  
 “Bob?” I said in a small voice. He cocked his head at me. 
 “Do you think I’m selfish?” I asked. 
 He nodded and my heart sank.  
 “All humans are selfish,” he answered. 
 That sort of made me feel better. I gave him a small nudge, “All birds are selfish too,” I retorted, but jokingly. 
 Bob looked at his cushion, as if wondering whether he might be allowed to settle down on it or if I would be sending him back out into the cold. 
 “I’ll go to the hospital after school tomorrow,” I said firmly. “Maybe you could tell the wizard that in the morning?” 
 Bob looked relieved and gave me a little comforting head-butt. “Yes, Mistress.” Then he shook out his feathers and went to his cushion. 
 I fished him some treats out of the drawer and put them next to him. I supposed I should be glad I didn’t have to find food for Fletch as well, but holy hemlock, I was missing him. 
 I was quiet at school the next day. I just wanted to get through it. I was dreading visiting the empty human version of Fletch and terrified I might run into his family, but I had to do it. I’d asked my dad at breakfast, explaining that I had a sick friend at the hospital and would he mind if I went there after school. I was half hoping he’d forbid me to go, but instead he offered to pick me up from there on his way back from work. So it didn’t look like I had a choice now. 
 Normally I would have taken a bus across town to the hospital, but I needed time alone to think and so I walked all the way. 
 I stopped at reception to check if Fletch was still in the same place, and was told that his family had moved him to a private room. I nearly bolted back out the doors. How would I manage to see him without seeing them? I supposed I should see them. Fletch would want to know if I had; it might put his mind at rest if I could tell him they were all fine. 
 I got lost twice trying to find my way, but eventually I was standing outside his door. There was no window in it, so I couldn’t see if he was alone. After a few minutes of dithering about what to do and trying to hear through the wood, I eventually plucked up my courage and opened the door before I totally lost the nerve. 
 Fletch was lying still, his eyes closed, exactly the same as before. His ruffled brown hair, his handsome face – I felt myself sigh at the sight of him. I was so happy to see him, it took me a few seconds to register the woman in the room. She was sat at the bedside holding Fletch’s hand. 
 For a moment I felt my stomach clench; her blond hair was pulled back in a clip and she looked so elegant. But then she turned round. She was older than I’d thought; her eyes were ringed with lack of sleep, but they were also bright green. I knew instantly that she must be Fletch’s mother. 
 “Oh, er, I’m so sorry. I’ll come back another time.” I began to back out of the room, but she jumped up. 
 “Emily? Are you Emily?” She sounded kind of desperate, so I stopped and nodded cautiously. 
 “Oh, I’m so pleased to see you. We were going to call at your house tonight. We really need to talk to you.” 
 I almost swayed with horror. They were going to come to my house? My dad would have had a fit if he’d found everything out like that. Thank goodness I’d come to the hospital tonight – what a near-miss! 
 She pulled me into the room and shut the door. “Will you wait here whilst I fetch my husband?” 
 I must have looked like I might bolt, because she got a bit tearful. “Please,” she begged, “could you just stay with him until I get back?” 
 I felt a lump in my throat. I didn’t want her to feel any more pain than she was obviously already feeling, but I didn’t want to face an inquisition from both his parents. 
 But more than anything I wanted to stay with Fletch, so I said, “Okay, I’ll wait with him.” 
 She gave me a last unsure look, and I sat down in her empty chair to show I really did intend to stay; and so she quickly left before I could change my mind. 
 I stared at Fletch, memorising his features. I touched his soft hair and held his hand. 
 “I know you’re not in there,” I said softly, “but I want you to know that I’ve written your spell. I was going to read it to you, but your parents might be back any minute. Anyway, I’ll be doing it for real on Saturday night, so fingers crossed that we can put you right.” A tear rolled down my cheek and plopped onto his hand. I jerked back; I could have sworn his fingers tightened slightly around mine. But that just wasn’t possible, was it? 
 The real Fletch was somewhere in the woods; his body was just an empty shell right now. I decided I must have imagined it. 
 His mother was back at super speed, I was sure she thought I would run away. Puffing behind her, holding two paper cups of coffee, was a man. Again I knew straight away he was related to Fletch. His hair was that same gorgeous rich brown, though much shorter. 
 His eyes went down to my hand still clutching Fletch’s, and I dropped it like a hot potato. 
 He put the coffee cups down on the bedside, then pulled up two more chairs from against the wall, and motioned me to sit back down. 
 “Thank you very much for coming, Emily. I’m David Fletcher, and this is my wife, Marion.” 
 I gave them a small smile. “Emily Rand,” I said, acknowledging their introduction. 
 I looked at their earnest faces and realised I was in big trouble. They were going to ask me questions, and I just didn’t feel able to lie. But I couldn’t tell them the truth either. I forced myself to stay calm. I hadn’t done anything wrong, not really; I would just have to be careful. 
 “Can you tell us what happened on Saturday? The hospital have been pretty vague, and we feel sure something must have caused this.” His father’s eyes bored into mine. I looked at the floor. 
 “Fletch, uh, I mean Aaron, came into the shop where I work on Saturdays, and then afterwards he asked me out to a coffee shop.” I tried to be as truthful as I could but it was really hard. “Then we went for a walk. I was showing him some of the sights…” I trailed off thinking how awful that sounded, as if I was one of the sights. “He, um, wanted to visit The Seven Sisters, they’re these really famous trees on the town Common. We hung out there to talk for a bit and then he just sort of dropped to the ground. Then I called the ambulance. That’s it, really.” I looked back up as I finished. 
 I could see in his father’s eyes that he didn’t believe “that was it” for a second. 
 “I’m confused about something,” he said carefully, “Are you saying that you and Aaron only met on Saturday for the first time, and yet during those, what, three hours you spent together, he gave you our phone number?” 
 I swallowed. I would bet good money his father was a lawyer or something like that. 
 His mother put her hand on her husband’s arm as if telling him to back off. “Emily, sweetie, we’re just trying to find out what he was thinking.” She looked at my hand, which had let go of Fletch’s but was still resting right beside his, on top of the sheets. My hand seemed to have been inching back towards his of its own accord. “The two of you seem to have become very close, very quickly?” 
 I pulled my hand off the bed and sat on it. “I suppose we did, we sort of felt an instant bond,” I almost bit my tongue at my unfortunate use of the word bond. “I guess I feel as if I’ve known him a lot longer.” I groaned inwardly. I just couldn’t do this, I was totally lame! 
 “So you and Aaron hadn’t had contact before? You hadn’t made friends online or something?” his mother pressed gently. 
 I frowned in confusion. “No.” Though quite honestly I wished I’d said yes; it would have explained things a lot better. 
 His father got to his feet, “Look, Emily. We have no desire to make you uncomfortable but this is serious. Please be honest with us. Are you and Aaron in a cult?” 
 I almost fell off my chair backwards in surprise; what would make them think that? 
 “A cult?” I said in disbelief. 
 “Yes,” David Fletcher sat back down and rubbed his eyes as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was saying either. “It would explain so much, you see. Aaron was behaving unusually for quite some time before he took off. He was always on the computer and he always deleted his search history. He became distant and wouldn’t talk to any of us, and he kept disappearing. At first we thought it was random, but we eventually saw the pattern. He would always vanish for a couple of days around the full moon. We figured he must have gotten sucked into some kind of moon worshipping cult. I’m sorry if that term is offensive, Emily, we just don’t know what else to think. Is it some kind of pagan religion, is he into devil worship?” 
 I reared back as though I had been slapped. I mean, I didn’t consider myself in any kind of religion, but witches were certainly more pagan than Christian in their beliefs, but to suggest we were the same as devil worshippers was beyond acceptable. I’m learning to thank the Goddess for stuff, but only because that seems to be part and parcel of spell casting, and I really think that in general I am a good person and not evil. 
 Fletch’s mum must have seen my expression, because she said more gently, “We really don’t mean to offend you, Emily, but we can’t let Aaron go until we understand what might have happened to him, what he might have been involved in. Was this some kind of ceremony gone wrong?” 
 His dad looked like he might be having a heart attack; his face was all red and puffy. He put his hand on Fletch’s lifeless shoulder and struggled with his words. “The doctors can’t work out what’s wrong with him. I know it sounds completely ridiculous, but we are trying to be open-minded to anything you can tell us. Is this some kind of dark art? What happened to my boy? I need to know why he’s dead!” 
 I was still sat in stunned silence, trying to process what they were saying. They were basically asking if he had been the victim of some magic, which he was! On the one hand it was amazing they were even open to the idea, but on the other, this was the kind of thing that would get me burnt at the stake. 
 I said the only thing I could think of at the time: “He’s not dead.” 
 His father seemed out of energy and had dropped his head into his hands. His mother, silently crying, reached out to me, but I pulled away. 
 “He’s brain-dead, Emily, he’s gone. I know he seems alive right now, but the doctors can’t get any brainwave activity at all. We have to accept it.” 
 “No!” I didn’t mean to raise my voice that much, but I couldn’t let them do something awful to his body, not when Fletch was going to be needing it back. I grabbed his hand again, and pulled it up to my heart. “Please, Fletch, please do something!” I wanted to shake him, but instead I burst into tears. 
 The monitor above his bed quite audibly began to ping. 
 We all turned to stare at it in stunned silence. It pinged five times and then stopped again. 
 I dropped his hand and made a break for the door, but his mother got there first, blocking it. “David, fetch the nurse – now, please.” 
 His father jumped up and left the room. Marion Fletcher stood still blocking the door from me. 
 “What are you to him?” she whispered. “I’ve begged him over and over to give me a sign and got nothing!” 
 “I’m sorry.” I was still crying. I wanted my dad to come and take me away, but he didn’t know who I was visiting. No one was going to rescue me; I had to deal with this. The real problem was that I didn’t actually know if Fletch had responded to me, or if my magic had set off the machines by accident. I had a bad feeling I had done it myself by willing a reaction of some sort, and it was nothing to do with Fletch’s feelings at all. “I don’t know what to tell you. But he’s not brain-dead, he’ll be back.” 
 She took me firmly by the arm and sat me back down on my chair. “Tell me what you mean.” Her fingers dug into my arm until it hurt. 
 I felt awful; she desperately wanted to hear something that could save her son, but I couldn’t tell her the truth. Or could I? 
 I wasn’t sure if the werewolf community had rules, but witches did. I couldn’t tell my friends what I was, but I was allowed to tell my immediate family. That meant parents and siblings. I think the rule was mainly because witchcraft was hereditary, but werewolves weren’t hereditary, so I guessed the rules were different. I just didn’t know! 
 I shook my head, “I can’t. But please trust me, you must not let him die yet.” 
 She looked deep into my eyes. “We have to, Emily; the doctors say he’s gone, but his body could live for years if we keep the drip in. We have to take it out and watch our son die of thirst and hunger. Do you understand? I’m sorry to be so harsh, but if there is anything at all you can tell me to change that then, please, say it now.” 
 I closed my eyes and asked the Goddess for inner strength not to say anything stupid. My fingertips were buzzing and I knew my magic was bubbling under the surface of my skin, but I couldn’t risk letting anything fly. Who knew what would happen if I did! 
 Opening my eyes, I looked into her green ones, Fletch’s eyes. 
 “It’s temporary,” I said with as much force as I could muster. “Please just wait until the weekend before you take the drip out.” 
 “What do you know?” She lost her cool and started shaking me. 
 And then I zapped her. 
 I didn’t mean to. Electricity seemed to come out of my hands and I gave her a proper jolt, like lightening. She let go and backed away. She was staring at me with her mouth open. 
 The nurse and Fletch’s dad came rushing back through the door, leaving it open behind them. 
 I didn’t know what else to do, so I ran. 
   



 
24. Sisterhood 
   
 I went down the corridor, round the corner, down some stairs, along another corridor and then paused. No one was following me. 
 This was bad. This was really really bad. The hospital had given Fletch’s parents my phone number and my address. They knew where I lived, they could come and talk to my dad, and I’d just used magic against Fletch’s mother! 
 Blast, blast, and triple blast! Why hadn’t I just told them the truth about what he was? It would have distracted them from me; they might even have believed me – they seemed ready to believe anything. But then again, they thought it was just some cult thing, they didn’t think it was real paranormal stuff or anything like that. 
 I couldn’t go back. It had all been way more intense than I could handle alone. I wondered whether to call Iris, but then I remembered that my dad was picking me up around now; it would have to wait until I got home. I wondered if there was some magic I could do to make them forget, and make them wait to turn off Fletch’s drip. 
 I went into the car park, but there was no sign of my dad. It was freezing outside, so eventually I went back into the building to the café on the ground floor. 
 The first thing I saw were a pair of bright green eyes –this time on a pretty girl, aged about twelve. She looked strikingly similar to Fletch: same eyes, same colour hair. She was sat staring at the table, an untouched donut on a plate in front of her. 
 Their whole family was being torn apart by this. I felt wretchedly responsible, even though I knew I’d only been trying to help, and he’d already been a werewolf long before he met me. 
 I couldn’t do nothing. I went over and sat down opposite her. 
 “Hi.” I willed her to look up. She did, cautiously, and slightly suspicious. 
 “I’m a friend of Aaron’s,” I said softly. 
 “Oh,” she visibly relaxed, “Are you Emily?” 
 “Yes.” I nodded. “What’s your name?” 
 “Penny.” She looked me up and down. “Has something supernatural happened to him?” She looked directly at me, and she didn’t seem to be joking. 
 So I went for honesty. “Yes.” 
 She cocked her head, reminding me a bit of Bob. “Is Aaron a werewolf?” 
 I blinked in surprise; it was the last thing I expected her to say. I must have sat there gulping like a fish for a full minute, struggling with the concept of being truthful or not. 
 “Yes,” I said at last. 
 “I thought so.” She picked up her donut and took a bite, seemingly much more cheerful. 
 “What made you ask that?” I said warily. 
 “It made sense. He was attacked by something, and in hospital for a week. Then he kept disappearing at full moon. I pointed that out to my parents, but they wouldn’t listen about the werewolf bit and started on about religious cults.” She paused and licked jam off her fingers. “Is he going to die?” She said it matter-of-factly, but I could tell she was terrified. 
 I shook my head firmly. “Not if I can help it.” 
 “Did you do something to him?” Her green eyes locked on me and I shifted uncomfortably. 
 “I tried to help him not be a werewolf anymore, but something went wrong.” 
 “But you can put it right?” She continued to stare at me as if willing me to do it just then. 
 “I’ll try,” I promised. “But I can’t do it until the full moon on Saturday, so you have to make sure your parents keep his body alive and healthy until then.” I tried to give her my own assertive look. “Can you do that, Penny? Can you stop them from switching off his drip thing?” 
 She chewed and swallowed with difficulty. “Yes,” she said as if there was nothing she wouldn’t do to make it happen. I believed she would, and sighed with relief. 
 “Thank you.” I stood up, convinced that my dad would be outside by now. “I have to go. Look after him?” 
 “Yes,” she said again, “and thank you, Emily, for whatever it is you are doing for him.” 
 I couldn’t believe she was only twelve; she seemed so mature. Maybe I’d forgotten how grown-up girls were at twelve. She certainly seemed very switched-on and smart. 
 I was hugely relieved to find my dad in the car park. I slid into the car, and turned the heater up a bit. 
 “Rough visit?” he asked with concern, looking at my face. 
 “Yeah.” I didn’t elaborate, and clicked on my seat belt. 
 “It’s not one of your school friends, is it? Verity or Kate?”  
 “No. No one from school. A new friend.” I kept my head down, but I knew there would be more questions. I loved my dad, but I really wished he were a bit less caring sometimes. 
 “What’s wrong with her? Or is it a him?” Dad probed. 
 I sighed, “It’s a him, he’s in a sort of coma.” I knew I was being too brief, and my dad would keep picking. I took a deep breath to try to keep calm. I didn’t want to talk to my dad after everything I had been through tonight, but I knew it was unavoidable. Fletch’s parents were probably going to “out” me anyway. It seemed like this was the first time we had been alone in weeks, so I took advantage and asked him what I really wanted to. 
 “Dad… Did you know Mum was a witch?” 
 He glanced at me, and his face seemed angry. His fingers tightened on the steering wheel and he swung the car too fast out of the car park. There was a moment when I thought we would skid on the icy road, and then he seemed to get a grip. 
 He stared straight through the windscreen at the road and said, “I can see I’m going to have a talk with Iris.” 
 “This isn’t about Iris!” I clenched my own fists tightly. “I want to know why you didn’t tell me.” 
 He drove for a few moments in silence and then pulled over when we got to a quiet road. He switched off the engine and turned to look at me. 
 “Your mother was an amazing woman. Being a witch was just a small part of who she was. It’s not something I want you to get involved in.” 
 I looked down at my hands, willing them to relax. “I am involved. I don’t have a choice.” 
 “You do have a choice!” He sounded really mad now. “Stay away from that stuff, Emily, I’m not going through it again!” 
 I looked up at him, wondering what he meant. “What stuff?” I asked fearfully. 
 “Never mind. Just promise me you won’t try to do any magic.” 
 “I can’t make that promise, I’m sorry.” I wanted to, I hated his being mad at me, but that would mean turning my back on Fletch, and on who I was. 
 He didn’t shout, though, like I thought he would. Instead he unclipped his seatbelt and leaned over and put his arms around me. It was weird; I tried to remember the last time Dad hugged me like that. After a moment I hugged him back, hard. 
 “Oh, Emily,” he said into my shoulder, “I’m so sorry.” 
 “What for?” I mumbled. k~1~2 
 “Everything.” Then he pulled away, put his seat belt back on and drove us home. 
 I kept looking at him, waiting for him to say something more, but he didn’t. I was totally confused. He waited until we got right outside the house and then he said, “Let’s go and visit my mother, hmm? Maybe at the weekend?” 
 Normally I would have jumped at this. Iris had told me that my dad’s mother was also a witch, and I was dying to know what she might have to tell me, but the timing couldn’t have been worse. 
 I bit my nails for a second. “Do you think we could go the weekend after? I sort of have a date on Friday, and a thing on Saturday too.” 
 Dad pursed his lips, “A date with a boy?”  
 I laughed, he was always so unexpected; just when I thought he was being understanding, he reverted back to being Dad. 
 “Yes, a date with a boy, but don’t worry, it’s a double date with Martin and Kate; nothing to worry about, we’re just going to the cinema.” I was still laughing, though I had to control it as I felt like I was close to getting hysterical. 
 “Well, okay then. But you know the rules!” He was acting totally as though our conversation about witches had never happened. 
 “Yeah, yeah, back by ten.” I rolled my eyes and got out of the car. 
 “That’s right.” He got out too and we began to walk to the house. 
 “Emily?” His voice took on that worried tone again. 
 “Yes?” I stopped to look at him. 
 He dithered for a moment, “Nothing. Let’s get inside.” Then he opened the front door and ushered me in. 
   



 
25. Witchful thinking 
   
 After dinner, I went up to my room and called for Bob out the window. 
 “I’m sorry to send you back out,” I told him, when he came, “but could you tell Fletch I have some news, if he could come by later?” 
 Bob fluffed his wings and clicked his beak, in a way that I assumed indicated irritation. But he said, “Yes, Mistress.” And he flew off again. 
 I got ready for bed and then typed up a report on Elizabeth I for History, which thankfully I had already written in longhand weeks ago, but was due tomorrow. 
 Bob seemed to take ages to return, but eventually I heard him tapping on the window. 
 “Is he coming?” I asked before he could even speak. 
 Bob ruffled his feathers at me again. “No. He was out hunting. But the wizard asked if you could come by tomorrow, after school.” 
 “That’s it? No news?” I was a bit peeved. I didn’t really want to have to walk over there after school, but I needed to see Fletch as soon as possible. I had to let him know about my conversations with his family and also about his body being brain-dead and yet responding to me. 
 I knew I ought to ring Iris and tell her about my conversation with my dad, but I just didn’t have the energy, and I had a feeling she was going to be cross with me, so I wimped out and didn’t. 
 Instead I went to bed early. I needed to catch up on my sleep anyway. 
 School seemed to drag by the next day. 
 There was a row between Tamsin and Verity. Tamsin had made some comment about Verity’s boyfriend, Matt, flirting with her, and Verity had threatened to smash her face. It was all apparently big gossip, but I just couldn’t find the emotional strength to care. Instead I pretended to listen while Verity ranted to Kate and me, but really my mind was on Fletch. Now that I had met his family, I knew that I absolutely had to make the spell work; nothing else mattered. 
 As soon as the last bell went I was out of there. I practically ran up the hill, past my house, and back down the other side towards the Common. I had no idea where the wizard’s trailer was parked, but I could guess. 
 I skirted the edge of the woods, feeling uneasy about going into them on my own, until I joined back up with the road that came from town in the other direction. I followed it until I came to a dirt track. By now I was getting tired, and my school shoes were not really designed for mud; but there were tyre marks on the track, so I hoped for the best and set off along it. 
 Dusk was falling and the trees were creeping me out. The birds were doing some last-minute shouting to each other, but nothing worth listening to. 
 When I first got my powers I was super-excited about hearing animals talk. It turned out to be a bit of a let-down. If you make the effort to listen in to their conversation (and it was an effort; really took it out of me tuning in to it) then it was seriously boring stuff. Just about food and the weather. Also, animals simply will not talk to humans. Except for Lyra and Bob, and I suppose Fletch, no animal has ever had a conversation with me. I’ve tried to talk to various animals but they just look at me as if I can’t hear them and vice versa. Once I even walked all the way out of town, until I reached a gate with a cow on the other side. I tried to start a conversation with her and she actually turned her back on me and then farted in my direction. I gave up after that. 
 These thoughts sustained me as I got further into the woods and the light got worse and worse. I had considered calling for Bob, but I really didn’t want him around for my emotional conversation with Fletch about his family. I was just starting to think I would have to yell for him, when I saw a light ahead. It was the wizard’s trailer. He was sat on the step and had a huge portable fire pit set up in front of him. I couldn’t wait to get close and warm up. 
 When he heard me he raised his head with a welcoming smile. 
 “Emily. How lovely. I was hoping you would get here before dark.” 
 “Yeah, only just though!” I said, wondering how I was going to get back home. By five it would be practically impossible to see and I didn’t have a torch. 
 “Where’s Fletch?” I looked around. 
 “He’s catching us some dinner,” the wizard said, adding more wood to his fire. “He’ll be back any minute.” 
 “Catching, as in killing?” I asked, definitely bothered by the idea. 
 The wizard looked at me kindly, “He has to do it, Emily dear. He must embrace the wolf. It is in its nature to hunt.” 
 “Oh, right. How’s he doing with that?” 
 I’d hoped it was good news, but the wizard looked slightly pained. He glanced all around before saying in a low voice, “He’s struggling with it. He can’t let go and be one with it. They still battle.” 
 “Oh dear.” It felt like a huge understatement, but I didn’t know what else to say. “I’ve written a spell,” I said, trying to bring some hope to the situation. 
 “Marvellous!” The wizard brightened, “Would you mind if I looked at it?” 
 “No, of course not, I hoped you would.” I rooted around in my school bag until I found it. I handed him the paper and watched nervously as he read it. 
 “Oh, well done, Emily! This should do the trick. And all the more powerful because you wrote it yourself, so you will be properly connected to it.” He smiled at me. “Now we just need Fletch to be able to do his bit.” His smile faded. 
 “Would you like something to drink?” he said after a few moments of silence. “Some herbal tea or wine – no, not wine, you’re probably a bit young, aren’t you?” 
 I shrugged. “Whatever.” 
 He nodded, and then went into the trailer and reappeared with a bottle, which he brandished triumphantly. “A sparkling nettle-ade! Like lemonade, but with nettles.” 
 I pulled a face; it sounded disgusting, and possibly poisonous, but he poured me a glass anyway. 
 I took a tentative sip. It was… delicious. 
 Just then Fletch came into the light, holding a pheasant in his jaws. 
 “Emily!” He dropped it at the wizard’s feet like an offering and then bounded over to me. 
 “Hello, Fletch.” I stooped and sank my fingers into his fur. The shock of our contact made me jump. But I just buried them deeper, enjoying the buzz. 
 “Will you two control your thoughts?” the wizard said jokingly. “You’ll make me blush.” 
 I quickly let go and sat down again. Fletch nuzzled my knee, like he didn’t care what the wizard could hear going on in his mind. 
 The wizard smiled knowingly. “Emily has written you a spell,” he told Fletch. “I think it will probably work.” 
 I nodded. “But you have to connect with your wolf!” I scolded Fletch. 
 “He’s doing fantastically,” The wizard butted in. “I’m sure he’ll be ready.” 
 I looked at the wizard in surprise; that wasn’t what he’d said to me. 
 Suddenly his voice was inside my head: “I know it’s not what I said to you, but Fletch must believe he can do it, otherwise there’s no chance.” 
 “Right,” I muttered. 
 I showed Fletch the spell. He held it down with one paw and read it in silence. “You truly think this will work?” he asked, looking from the wizard to me and back again. 
 “Yes,” we said in unison. 
 “Great.” Fletch looked relieved. 
 “Uh, Fletch, I’ve been to see your body, and I met your family.” I bit my lip, feeling worried that the information might not help him. 
 The wizard stood up. “You two have a good chat,” he reassured me with a smile. “I’ll go and prepare our dinner.” Then he picked up the pheasant and took it inside. 
 I drowned myself in Fletch’s eyes for a few seconds, until he brought me back with a nudge. 
  “Well?” I could hear the fear in his voice. 
 “It’s not very good news I’m afraid. Your body is fine, but your parents think you’re brain-dead and the hospital is urging them to let your body die.” 
 “What? They can’t do that!” His big jaws snapped shut rather menacingly. 
 “Your father asked me a load of questions about our relationship; they think we’re both in a cult.” I tried to recap the conversation as best as I could. When I got to the bit about his mother trying to stop me leaving and me zapping her, I found I couldn’t say it. I didn’t want Fletch to hate me for hurting his mother. So I stopped talking. 
 He was silent for a moment. 
 “When you were with my body, did you feel very sad, were you crying?” He asked tentatively. 
 I frowned, thinking he had a big ego if he wanted to hear that. He shook his head, reading my expression. “Not like that. It’s just that I thought I felt you. I was wandering around out here and I thought I felt your unhappiness, and at the same time as if you were holding my hand, only you weren’t here; and then I was convinced you were crying and I tried to reach you with my mind but nothing happened.” 
 “Oh, I see. Yes. There was a moment when they said they were going to turn off your life-support thing, and I picked up your hand and cried, and the machine starting binging. But I thought I might have done it by mistake by magic. But you felt me? Fletch! Do you realise what this means? It means you are still connected in some way to your body; surely that’s great news!” 
 “Brian?” Fletch called out and the wizard appeared in the doorway. Fletch did some mind talking with the wizard that I couldn’t hear, but I guessed it was a summary of what I’d said. 
 The wizard nodded, looking happy, “Yes, there definitely must be some part of you left inside your body, that’s really excellent news.” 
 “Why is it?” I asked. 
 “Because the two parts of his soul will want to reconnect, they will be drawn together, it will help enormously.” 
 “Oh, good,” I said, starting to feel more hopeful. 
 “Um, Brian?” I felt silly calling him that, even though it was his name. “What’s the deal with werewolves telling people what they are?” I hadn’t gotten to the bit where I’d met Penny yet, but I wanted to be sure before I got Fletch even more worried. 
 “Werewolves have similar rules to witches, except no one enforces them; it’s just a survival instinct, I think. They generally tell their immediate family but no one else.” 
 I nodded my thanks, and the wizard read my mind and ducked back out of sight so I could tell Fletch all about it in private. 
 “You met my sister, and she guessed I’m a werewolf?” Fletch couldn’t seem to believe it after I’d told him. 
 “She’s one smart cookie,” I said. 
 Fletch smiled. “Yeah, she is. So she didn’t seem horrified or anything?” 
 I shook my head. “No, she seemed fine with it. They just want you back, Fletch. They love you and they’re scared. Your sister will make sure your parents don’t let anything happen to your body, but for their sake you really have to help me to put this right; you have to embrace the wolf.” 
 “I’m trying,” he growled, “but we just aren’t connecting. Sometimes I feel like me, and sometimes I feel like I’m being pushed out by instincts that aren’t mine. I keep getting wolf urges, and then the human part of me resists and I try to stay me and in control. It’s scary letting go.” 
 “I know it is.” I stroked him again. “But you have to. Just let him in, for them?” 
 “And if I can’t control him and he takes over permanently?” Fletch leaned into my touch. 
 “Well, that’s going to happen anyway if you don’t make peace with him before Saturday, so what have you got to lose?” I said practically. 
 Fletch was silent, thinking it over. 
 “I know I don’t want to lose you,” he said at last, “But I can’t have you either way, can I?” 
 “We’ll stay friends,” I said lamely. It wasn’t what we really wanted, but it was better than nothing. 
 Fletch sort of laughed and joked, “Friends with no benefits.” 
 I pulled my hands away again. When had it become so intense between us? We barely knew each other, and he’d been a wolf most of the time we had. Only I still felt like I was talking to Fletch the boy most of the time. He was too human, which might possibly be his downfall. 
 “Just focus on being a wolf for now, we’ll work the rest out later,” I told him firmly. 
 We talked a little longer and then the wizard stuck his head out again. “Fletch, I’m going to start cooking shortly. Why don’t you see Emily home now?” 
 He came out and shook my hand. “I’ll see you on Saturday. I think we should use The Seven Sisters to do the spell; why don’t you come a bit early and you and I can go over what preparations are needed, say eleven o’clock? Full moon is not until just before midnight. I think we need to do it at exactly then for it to be most powerful.” 
 I swallowed any doubts I had and agreed. 
 Fletch and I walked back towards the Common in silence. I kept one hand buried in his warm neck, clutching onto his fur as he guided me through the dark woods. He came up to just above my waist and it was comfortable walking like that. In some ways I was disappointed when we got to the Common and the intimacy factor faded away. I let go, as I could now make out the way from the lights of the town. 
 He saw me all the way back to my house, but conversation between us was limited; I guess we both had too much on our minds. 
 My hand constantly hovered as if to take his, but I couldn’t, and in the end I shoved it in my pocket to avoid stroking him instead. 
 I stood outside and felt unwilling to go in without him. 
 Fletch seemed to know what I was thinking. “I’ll try to come and see you before Saturday. But it’s not easy embracing my wolf when being around you makes me want to be human, so I think it’s best that we see as little of each other as possible.” 
 I nodded, feeling sad and a bit frustrated. Why couldn’t we just do what we wanted? Why was fate trying so hard to keep us apart? 
   



 
26. Moon madness 
   
 I spent a lot of Thursday trying not to chew my nails. I was seriously tense, and I couldn’t concentrate at school at all. I actually considered just going home, but it would have raised too many questions. I had to act as normal as possible. I was worried about Fletch’s family. Would they try and find me? Were they okay? Would they turn his body off? I was also anxious about doing the spell wrong, as well as fretting about doing it right but with Fletch being unable to make peace with his wolf so it still wouldn’t work. 
 All in all I was pretty glad of the distraction when Kate started to talk about our double date the following night. 
 “So, have you thought about what you’re going to wear?” she asked, by way of a note during French class. 
 I blinked at the words in surprise. How could I not have even thought about this? On my last date with Sean, I had blown a hole in my meagre bank account to buy a new outfit for the bowling night. I was a firm believer that wearing something brand new made you feel more confident, and I needed all the confidence I could get if I had any hope of being sparkly and interesting. 
 But the date was tomorrow and I hadn’t even looked through my wardrobe, let alone made time to buy something especially for the occasion. 
 “I haven’t decided,” I wrote back; “what are you wearing?” 
 “Jeans, boots, a black cashmere jumper, and hair in a ponytail,” Kate sent straight back. I smiled; she was obviously trying to create the look that she wasn’t dressing up too much so he didn’t think she was particularly interested in him, yet she knew full well that her cashmere jumper was one of her most flattering items – she only pulled it out of the cupboard when she wanted to impress with her curviest asset. Poor Martin, he didn’t stand a chance. 
 I chewed my nails again, thinking through my own clothes. I wrote back, “Green lace top, red kilt, black tights and ankle boots?” 
 “Green lace top, skinny black jeans and your killer knee-high boots.” 
 I sighed; those boots were killer alright, but not in the sexy way she meant it. The heel was at least three inches, and I couldn’t walk for more than about two minutes in them. But I supposed I should get some use out of them; they’d cost me a fortune last winter and I’d hardly worn them. At least they would make me look taller and slimmer. I usually avoided my skinny jeans too because I thought my hips were too big, but perhaps with the killer boots they would balance out. Yes, I decided it was a good call, plus the practically unworn boots might give me the feeling of having something kind of new on. 
 “Okay, my hair up or down?” I scribbled back. 
 “Definitely down.” Kate had added a smiley face to her comment. So I simply sent back a few kisses.  
 How would any of us be sane without good girlfriends? I wondered, as I walked home. 
 By dinnertime, I was once more going back and forth on my Sean v. Fletcher internal monologue. It was hard to keep two separate lives going. I wanted to be teenage girl Emily Rand, nervous about kissing the cute boy, but I also wanted to be Natural Witch Emily Rand, who runs with werewolves and does amazing spells. 
 I felt totally pulled in two directions. I knew I should embrace my powers, just like Fletch had to embrace his wolf, but I also spent a lot of my evening wondering if a lipstick called Red or Bed was just a bit too trashy for my date. I put it on and took it off several times. In reality I knew I wouldn’t wear it. But I liked the idea of it. It made me feel sultry and grown-up. It’s as if my lips knew when I had lipstick on and were just that bit more pouty. Usually I think they are kind of thin, and I have a secret trick of biting my bottom lip to try to make it appear slightly swollen when I’m around Sean. 
 In the end I threw it back into my make-up drawer, and wondered when I might find the time before the following night to get a new deeper gloss instead. Gloss is my old standby for making my lips seem fuller. Most of my glosses seemed to be in a rose-brown shade, but I was feeling more of a red vibe. Why hadn’t I considered this earlier in the week? Maybe if I hightailed it into town on my lunch hour? 
 I shook my head. Maybe I was just looking for stupid things to care about instead of dealing with the weighty reality of Fletch’s life being in my hands! 
 I dedicated a fair amount of time to worrying about whether Fletch’s parents were going to show up at my door with pitchforks, but I guess Penny had managed to stave them off, because they didn’t come. 
 As soon as dinner was over I called for Bob. 
 “Hi, sweetie. Would you mind very much going over to the wizard and checking on Fletch?” 
 Bob looked comically annoyed but agreed. He was back in half an hour. 
 I opened the window with a smile, but I felt waves of concern coming off him and quickly changed my expression. “What? What’s happened?” 
 “Fletch is AWOL. After dinner with the wizard last night he went back into the woods. He said his wolf wanted to run. He didn’t come back and he’s still not back.” 
 I sat on my bed feeling almost dizzy with anxiety. How could I have spent my evening trying on lipstick when Fletch needed me? 
 Bob cocked his head at me. “The wizard doesn’t know if it’s good or bad, Mistress. You must not lose hope. It could be a good thing, that he is accepting his wolf and being one with it?” His head tilted to the other side. “Or it could be that the wolf is taking him over and he’s a goner.” 
 “Don’t say that! He cares too much about his family to just disappear into the woods forever.” 
 “Does he?” Bob didn’t meet my eye. “Didn’t he just disappear into the woods before and leave them wondering where he was for months on end?” 
 “Oh, shut up.” I felt all tearful again, but determined not to cry. “I’m sure it’s a good thing. Can’t you see if any of the other animals have seen him?” 
 Bob looked resigned. “Yes, Mistress, I’ll ask around.” He hopped back onto the windowsill, prepared to go back out in to the dark. 
 “It’s okay, Bob, don’t go tonight. But could you check tomorrow?” As worried as I was, I didn’t want my Familiar to spend his night trying to find Fletch sightings; what would they confirm anyway? Only that he was still in the area, and somehow I already knew that he was. 
 Bob looked relieved and flew across the room to his cushion. “There’s one more thing. The wizard says you must contact your aunt and tell her not to come on Saturday.” 
 “What? Why?” I needed Iris there; I needed her to tell me the spell would work, and as back-up. Plus I didn’t think she would agree to stay away; the whole thing could put me in danger and I didn’t see Iris just leaving me to it. 
 “The wizard says that he hopes Fletch will have reached an understanding with his wolf by then – and you are not to repeat this to Fletch – but actually he has made no progress in doing so, and the wolf just seems to be getting stronger as we get closer to full moon, and could take control of Fletch. He says that every human, apart from you, should stay away, and there can be no exceptions.” Bob paused and lowered his voice, “Basically he’s saying that Fletch may well be much too dangerous for your aunt to be present. He is even unsure if the wolf will bother to show up.” 
 “He’s not the wolf,” I said. “He’s Fletch. He’ll be there.” 
 I pulled out my phone and noticed guiltily that it had been on silent all evening. Iris had tried to contact me several times. 
 I rang her straight away and relayed everything that had happened so far and what Bob had just told me. 
 “There’s not a blue moon explosion that would keep me away, Emily,” Iris said, when I’d finished. “I’ll take the risk. I think it’s about time I paid another visit to the wizard. I’ll drive over there tomorrow after I close the shop; shall I pick you up on the way?” 
 I exhaled slowly. “I can’t, I have a date.” I waited with gritted teeth for the expected raving, and she didn’t disappoint. I had to listen for several minutes as she ranted about my priorities, but I wasn’t going to change my plans. I’d already written my spell, and I knew what equipment I needed, which wasn’t much. But I still had to go on being a normal sixteen-year-old the rest of the time, otherwise I would become as crazy as she sounded at that moment. 
 In the end I fobbed her off. “Talk to the wizard, Iris, and we’ll catch up in work on Saturday morning.” She was still grumbling as I gently rang off. 
 I got ready for bed still feeling guilty about Iris and about Fletch too. I put back on his favourite pyjamas, even though I knew he wasn’t coming. 
 I did check out of the window several times though, just in case, but there was no sign of him. The moon, on the other hand, was getting all too bright and rounded. 
 As I lay in bed I was convinced I heard a howl in the night. 
   



 
27. Gone with the witch 
   
 Friday is my best school day. Well, it’s everyone’s best school day. Lessons always feel a bit easier on a Friday, and the teachers seem just as happy as the pupils to have the week almost over. 
 Kate and I breezed through the afternoon, getting excited about our date night. That is to say, I was excited, and Kate was pretending not to care that much, but clearly she was a little bit excited too. 
 Martin had been really funny that morning. He’d actually been up and out of bed eating breakfast when I came downstairs, but when we left for school twenty minutes later, I noticed that he’d changed his shirt from the one he had been originally wearing. Did that mean that boys got nervous about their outfits too? I thought they just threw something on, but if that was true then why had Martin changed a perfectly good shirt for another one just before we left? 
 Verity and Tamsin seemed to have made friends again, I wasn’t sure how. But with Verity now back at her usual seat by the window with Tamsin, at least it meant that Kate and I could talk freely about our date. She was still keeping her part in it a secret from Verity, which I didn’t understand, but had to respect her wishes on it. Maybe we hadn’t come as far as I’d thought in letting Martin out of the loser squad and into the “normal boy” stream. I would have to work harder at it, and I would have to get Kate to start seeing him as reasonably cool if I was going to get him upgraded to possible boyfriend material status. 
 After an early dinner, Martin and I were both dressed and ready by seven. I gave Martin a once-over, and undid the top button on his shirt. He looked a bit horrified but left it that way. His mum, Claire, drove us to the cinema, picking up Kate on the way. Martin and I sat in awkward silence as Claire quizzed Kate about her family, and we all heaved a sigh of relief when she finally drove away. 
 We entered the cinema, and I waved as I spotted Sean by the popcorn. He came over and pecked me on the cheek. Then, stepping back, he took in my outfit. 
 “Wowzer, you look delicious.” He gave me a warm smile and all my mushy feelings about him came back in spades. He always really made me feel special. Not special because I was a witch or anything, but just like I might actually be attractive and nice, and he was genuinely pleased to see me. 
 I gave him a big smile back, so glad I’d made it to the date despite everything else going on. I pushed all thoughts of Fletch to the back of my mind. I deserved a normal date night. 
 Sean shook hands with Martin and even gave Kate one of his sexy appreciative smiles too. 
 Kate clearly thought Sean was great. She gave me a wink and a smile, and then pulled Martin away saying, “Let’s get some popcorn and drinks, shall we?” She gave us a final wave and a strong hint: “We might see you guys in there, but don’t worry if we find seats somewhere near the front instead; I have terrible eyesight.” 
 I laughed, because Kate could spot a flea on a dog at a hundred yards, but didn’t challenge it. 
 Sean found us some seats near the back, and though I raised my eyebrows knowingly at him, I slid down the aisle he picked without comment. 
 The film was actually pretty good, and I forgot that I was supposed to be on a boy-girl thing. It wasn’t exactly the sort of film for creating a romantic atmosphere, lots of guns and loud car chases, so we were almost at the end of the film when I noticed that Sean had his arm around the back of my chair and was twirling my hair around one finger. 
 I got suddenly nervous and put my drink in the armrest before I spilled it. 
 The truth was that I was completely inexperienced on the date etiquette, as well as totally inexperienced in most other ways too. 
 I had only been kissed twice in my life. Real kisses, that is. Once by Sean at a party, and most recently by Fletch just before I accidentally turned him into a wolf. 
 My mouth got all dry and I wished I could reapply my lips gloss without being noticed, but I didn’t think that was going to happen. 
 I took another long slurp of my drink, then returned it to the holder again. 
 I pretended to still be focused on the film, but my nerve endings were going a bit haywire from his playing with my hair. Have you ever noticed how even the lightest touch on your hair makes you aware of it? It was exciting, but it also made me edgy. The film was still going strong but I had lost the thread of it. 
 Sean’s hand moved through my hair to caress the back of my neck. I stiffened, poker-straight in my seat, refusing to look away from the screen. 
 “Emily?” he whispered in my ear. 
 “Hmm?” I tried to give him a side glance, and must have looked like an idiot. 
 “Do you think you might kiss me at any point tonight?” His voice was teasing, and I relaxed slightly, glad that he was asking rather than assuming. 
 “I might.” I tried for a flirtatious tone. 
 “Any time soon?” he pressed. 
 I swallowed. Why didn’t I feel ready for this? What on earth was wrong with me? I thought about putting him off and saying I was watching the film, but I’d stopped caring about the plot completely. 
 I was being an idiot. Okay, his touch didn’t pleasantly burn me, but it was still quite nice. If there were no Fletch I would have been kissing Sean already, I was sure. So what was really stopping me? 
 I turned my head slowly and leaned towards him with my eyes closed. 
 His lips touched mine and he kissed me very gently, no pressure at all. 
 I wondered if he was genuinely really that sweet, or if it was an act to get further with me. 
 Whichever it was, it worked. I dropped my guard and opened my mouth for another more intimate kiss. 
 This time he kissed me properly. The kind of kiss you expect on a date in the back row of the cinema, in the dark, where no one can see you. 
 No sparks happened. I told myself it was a good thing. 
 He pulled me even closer, and his hands roamed over my back. Uh oh – then he was following the outline of my bra strap with his fingers; it could only end in his getting a handful. 
 I stomped on my doubts. Surely at sixteen I should be excited at going a bit further than just kissing? Most of my friends had gone way further, some of them very publicly so. But then they saw their boyfriends every day; they went to the same school. Sean and I had only met four times in total. I wished I had more experience; perhaps this was my chance to get it. 
 I put my hands on Sean’s shoulders, continuing the kiss, and waited to see if he was going to try it. 
 He didn’t. His hands stayed on my back. 
 I couldn’t help but think that maybe I liked him even more for doing that. Maybe he knew I wasn’t ready to be rushed, but he broke the kiss and stroked my face instead. 
 Yup, there was no question. Sean was the perfect boyfriend. 
 He was smiling at me with a look that clearly said, “It’s okay, maybe we’ll do more next time; I really like you.” 
 If he was a player then he was a true artist. I was totally won over by his restraint. So I decided to trust that he wouldn’t take advantage, and slid out of my seat and into his lap. 
 He put his arms around me and we played tongue wars until the credits rolled on the film. By the time the lights came on I was feeling like quite an experienced kisser. 
 Other people in our row began to try to get round us to exit, so we reluctantly separated and picked up our coats. 
 I promptly knocked all my remaining popcorn over the seat and some of it went in the hair of the girl in front of me. For a second I looked on in horror as she turned, but she collected her coat without noticing her hair was full of popcorn, and she left with it sticking out all over her head. 
 We were still giggling together as we found Martin and Kate down near the front. They were smiling too, and I got the feeling it had been a huge success all round. 
 We made our way outside to the car park, and moved away from the bright lights to a more quiet area at one side. 
 Martin took Kate’s hand and began to speak quietly, so Sean and I moved away slightly to give them more privacy. 
 He slid his hands under my coat and back around my waist, pulling me close against his body. He was warm and I snuggled even closer. 
 “I had a good time,” he murmured. 
 “Me too.” I lifted my lips up for another kiss, and then the growling started.  
 Not ten feet away, an enormous wolf with green eyes stood staring at us, and he looked really pissed off. 
   



 
28. Unmagical mess 
   
 “Oh my god!” Sean pulled me backwards away from Fletch. “Is that a wolf?” 
 “I don’t think so,” I said, glaring at Fletch. “Just a very grumpy, big dog. He should know better than to be here,” I said pointedly. 
 Sean raised his voice, “Martin? Do you have a moment? I might need some help over here.” Sean began to inch towards Fletch with his hand out. “Good dog, there you go, nice dog, it’s okay,” he said soothingly. 
 Fletch growled ominously. 
 It suddenly occurred to me that Fletch wasn’t saying anything. Why wasn’t he? It wasn’t as though anyone but me would have heard him. 
 I grabbed Sean’s coat and pulled him back a bit. “Be careful, he might bite.” 
 I was totally serious. What if the wolf had taken over Fletch? What if he was acting on pure instinct now and he bit Sean in anger? Sean would become a werewolf too. 
 “I know this dog,” I said assertively. “Stay behind me, he won’t hurt me. Will you, Fletch?” I addressed him sharply. 
 Fletch’s voice was so deep I barely recognised it. “His smell is all over you,” he said, practically quivering with anger. 
 “That’s none of your business!” I felt my own voice rise in anger too. Sean looked startled, as I suppose one would if your girlfriend started having a seemingly one-way conversation with a massive dog.  
 But I was too mad at him for turning up on my date to think straight. “Go back to Brian, Fletcher, we’ll talk later!” 
 Fletch looked from me to Sean again, and his growling just got louder. 
 Martin came up and put his hand on my arm. “Careful, Em, he looks pretty angry.” He got down on one knee and stretched his hand towards Fletch. “Hi, remember me?” 
 I had to give Martin a lot of credit for bravery. Fletch looked ready to kill. 
 Martin inched forward. Fletch narrowed his eyes, as if assessing whether to maul him or not. 
 After several tense seconds, Fletch stopped growling and allowed Martin to get closer. He sniffed Martin’s hand, and I held my breath, hoping against hope that he wouldn’t bite him. He seemed somehow satisfied that Martin was his friend, and he put his paw into Martin’s outstretched hand. 
 “Good boy,” Martin said warmly, and patted Fletch on the head. 
 Fletch seemed calmer. He gave me a last angry look and then he turned and disappeared into the darkness. 
 “Oh wow.” Kate grabbed Martin’s hand, “You were amazing!” She gazed at him like he’d just saved the earth from a giant asteroid. 
 I smiled, thinking he’d probably just sealed the deal, from zero to hero. 
 Sean looked slightly put out; but then, he didn’t realise how close he’d just come to being wolf chow. 
 The night was over as far as I was concerned. The mood had totally been broken. I’d had a great time with Sean, but seeing Fletch had brought back all my concerns. I had been selfish. I’d been out having a night of frivolity when Fletch’s very life was at stake and when his family was close to being destroyed. 
 I’d just so wanted a good old-fashioned date, but now I’d had it, I just felt really guilty. 
 I wanted to go home and gather my supplies and practice the spell, ready for the following night. 
 Ignoring the fact that I was probably wrecking everyone else’s evening, I started a conversation with Kate, so that she and Martin couldn’t move away from Sean and me. 
 I was practically tapping my foot with impatience for my dad to pick us up, when finally his car appeared. 
 I felt a bit bad for Sean. One minute I was all snugly, then I wasn’t, but he hadn’t done anything wrong. I gave his hand a squeeze and told him to call me, before climbing into the car, but he must have been wondering why I’d suddenly had a mood change. Oh well, what’s the old saying? Always leave them wanting more? I hoped that would work… 
 Once home, I went straight up to my room and called for Bob. I knew he wasn’t keen on flying around in the dark, so before I left I’d asked him to get a progress report from the wizard ready for when I got back so that he wouldn’t have to go out again. I really hoped he would have some news. 
 He flew in my window and went straight for his cushion. 
 “I’m sorry it’s late,” I said contritely. “Are you tired?” 
 “Well, I ain’t nocturnal, if that’s what you’re asking, Mistress.” He took his time settling himself and then his tone softened, “But I don’t mind coming here any time you need me; it has perks, after all.” He gave a cheeky nod to the drawer where I kept some treats for him. 
 I hurried to get out some cheese and raisins for him, before asking, “Any updates from the wizard?” 
 Bob shook his head. “Not really, Mistress. He says he’s had no contact from the wolf, but the other animals have indicated that he’s still in the area.” 
 I nodded silently. I knew full well that Fletch was still in the area. The question was whether he would turn up for the full moon spell. 
 I decided I had to assume he would. 
 “If you’re not too tired, would you mind going over this spell with me?” I pulled it from my school bag and held it out to Bob. 
 He rolled his eyes. “I can’t read, I’m a bird.” 
 “Oh, right, sorry. If I read it out a few times, do you think you could try to memorise it? That way, if I get lost or stuck, you could remind me?” 
 Bob nodded his agreement and I read it to him, over and over, until we were both word perfect. 
 I was yawning and exhausted by the time we had packed all my supplies. The plan was that I would spend Saturday night at Iris’s house, and so avoid my dad’s ten o’clock curfew. Which basically meant I could be out as late as I liked. 
 But first I still had a full day of work to get through at the shop, and I knew I’d need my energy. 
 It was almost midnight when I crawled into bed, but not before I’d spent several minutes with my head out of the window, listening for any sign of Fletch. 
 I heard nothing. 
   



 
29. Prep the halls 
   
 It was weird being in the shop and realising it was only the Saturday before that Fletch had walked in to my life. 
 As soon as I got in I went and found the book he had picked up a week earlier. 

Magical Trees in the Forests of Britain. The selection made a bit more sense now; he’d probably been interested in the forests as somewhere to hide out. 
 As soon as I picked it up, I knew no one else had touched it since. Whether my senses were getting stronger, or whether I just knew Fletch’s vibrations better now, I wasn’t sure. But this time, as I laid my palm against the cover, I felt his emanations clearly coming off it. 
 A flutter of resolution, mixed with a dash of hope and desperation, and something else… he had left just a trace of his attraction to me. He had been watching me as he’d held the book, and I could actually feel it! 
 I didn’t want to put the book down. I was genuinely getting real emotions off it, which was a whole new power for me. In the end, I took it to the till, rang it through with my staff discount and put it in my bag. I really wanted to explore the sensations further in the future. 
 Work seemed nightmare-long. I just couldn’t concentrate. The entire week seemed to have dragged by, and now that full moon was imminent, time was moving slower than ever. 
 The shop was busy and I didn’t have much time to dwell on it, yet it still seemed like the clock barely moved. 
 Iris spent most of the day preparing Christmas decorations to go in the shop. It wasn’t the usual stuff you’d expect, though; apparently it was for Yuletide and not for Christmas. There were no angels or Father Christmas or snowman-type decorations. But she was making lots of wooden stars tied with reeds, and stacking large mossy logs and hanging branches of spruce and fir. Some of the things seemed more regular, like mistletoe and ivy, and I loved all the smells of orange, cinnamon and clove that were coming off the new Yuletide stocks of incense. It seemed hard to believe that it would be December in less than a week. 
 I suppose I’d been so wrapped up in my own worries that I’d missed all the Christmas hype creeping onto the high street. 
 But time moves inexorably forward, and six o’clock eventually came around. 
 Iris locked the door behind the last customer, and I sank down to rest my feet on the pile of logs she had just stacked by the counter. 
 Iris gave me a tired smile. “Saturdays are rough. Let’s leave the tidying for tonight; I can do it tomorrow when it’s quiet.” 
 I nodded in glad agreement. Sometimes it takes ages to put the store straight. 
 She came and sat on the floor in front of me. Lyra jumped into her lap and began to purr as Iris slowly stroked her. Iris looked unsure of what to say, which was totally unlike her. 
 “How are you feeling about tonight?” she said at last. 
 I shrugged. “Scared, nervous, nauseous. Practically every spell I’ve ever done has gone wrong.” 
 “What have you tried this week? Nothing too big, I hope?” She tilted her head questioningly. 
 I frowned my confusion. “I haven’t tried anything this week. Not since the spell I did on Fletcher. I wouldn’t have thought you would want me to mess up anything else.” 
 Iris looked taken aback. “But, Emily, you have to practice! Magic is like a muscle, the more you use it the better it gets.” 
 “But I’m always so tired after doing a spell, I thought maybe I should conserve my energy. And Bob is always telling me to be careful about doing things.” 
 Iris gave Lyra a look, then said, “It’s a Familiar’s job to advise caution; they are there to watch out for you. I know doing magic is draining, but it’s no wonder you get tired if you don’t practice. It’s like sprinting a mile with no warm-up. Or running a marathon without training for it. You have to do small things and build up.” 
 “Oh.” I felt dumb for not asking about this before. 
 Iris read my thoughts easily and shook her head. “No. It’s not your fault. I really should have given you more training and advice; it’s just so hard running the shop on my own most of the time. Let me get Yuletide out of the way and then you and I will do some serious studying of the craft, okay?” 
 I gave her a small smile, “That would be great, thanks.” I chewed the inside of my cheek. “Do you think the spell will work tonight?” 
 She nodded confidently. “I’m sure it will. It always has in the past when you’ve really wanted it and you’ve used nature to enhance it. Tonight you have the power of the full moon and you’re using The Seven Sisters, which is a natural power centre. Don’t worry overmuch about it.” 
 I hung my head. “I wish you were going to be there.” 
 “Of course I’ll be there! Why the Goddess would you think I wouldn’t be?” Iris sounded surprised. 
 “I thought the wizard said you shouldn’t come?” I tried to remember exactly what had been said. 
 Iris laughed. “As if that would stop me. I’m not going to let my only niece face a werewolf on her own!” She got up and put her arms around me. “Emily, you’re the only blood relative I have left. I will do anything to protect you, do you hear me? Anything at all.” 
 I felt a little teary at that. 
 Iris took me upstairs and we put my overnight things in her spare room. Then she tried to insist on making me eat something, but I just couldn’t face it; my stomach was a bundle of snakes. 
 I ran a soothing warm bath, and Iris gave me some relaxing salts to add to the water. I submerged in it for a good half an hour, going over the spell in my head and having a chat with the Goddess, asking for help. I wasn’t sure if that was the done thing, but I didn’t think it could do any harm at least. 
 After my bath, I dressed in a long white dress that Iris gave me. There was no way on the good green earth that I was going naked this time. Not just because it was practically freezing outside, but also because I would die from embarrassment if Fletch saw me that way now we knew each other. 
 I felt like a high priestess in the white dress, and kind of elegant too. I was sure it would enhance my magic, and Iris said it would absorb the moonlight, so that could only help as well. At least it was the next best thing to being naked. 
 I put on my long black velvet cloak and then we were ready to go. 
 Iris parked the car as close as she could to the edge of the town Common, and then we took torches and walked to The Seven Sisters. 
 I was really glad to have Bob flying over my head, but was slightly jealous of Iris, who wore Lyra round her neck like a warm living scarf. Poor old Bob was never going to be able to provide me with much extra heat. He was fast as an arrow though, finding the wizard and leading us to him. 
 The wizard emerged from the woods just as we reached the circle of trees, and we all huddled together to discuss plans. 
 The bad news was that he still hadn’t heard from Fletch, but he seemed confident that Fletch would come when I called him. I was less confident about it, and decided not to mention his appearance on my date. Of course, I’d forgotten that the wizard could hear my thoughts, but apart from giving me an inquisitive glance, he kept silent. 
 The wizard seemed unusually quiet to me, and I was convinced that he thought that the wolf had already taken over Fletch. 
 The wizard shook his head at me. “No, Emily, don’t think like that. Even if the wolf does take him, the transformation won’t be complete until the moon becomes completely full. We still have half an hour before that happens, and until then there is always hope.” 
 I sighed. The timing of the spell was so crucial. It had to be done exactly at 11.38, when the moon became full. Which added a serious amount of pressure! I would have to start the spell early in the hope of its actually taking effect at that time. 
 The wizard put his hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry so much; it’s going to work, however we time it, okay?” 
 I gave him a small smile. “Okay.” 
 Iris clapped her hands and said, “Shall we begin?” like one of my teachers might at the start of a class. 
 Together we began to put down the points of the circle. All the elements would be placed in advance to give me a head start, which was fine in this situation, as I was casting an open circle anyway. 
 I needed Fletcher’s body to come into the circle, as well as his wolf, and I had no guarantee that the wolf wouldn’t leave, so if I closed the circle then none of that could happen without its breaking. I just hoped my magic wouldn’t go wide and do something awful to the whole town again. 
 We put the offerings at each point. The candle, the incense, the mound of earth and the water. I had a momentary panic when I realised I had no matches, but Iris laughed and snapped her fingers on the wick of the candle, and it burst into a strong steady flame. Iris is an awesome Fire Witch. 
 Iris and the wizard moved out of the circle and seemed to disappear into the darkness, even though I knew they were only a few feet away, watching and waiting. 
 I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 
   



 
30. Bite me! 
   
 With my eyes shut my other senses kicked into overdrive. I could smell the trees and the grass, I could hear Bob’s wings as he circled above me, I could taste the damp air, and I could feel the total lack of breeze and the moonlight on the back of my hands.  
 But I had one more sense… Fletch… He was somewhere out there. 
 I opened my eyes, scanning the darkness. I had no idea how close he was. Perhaps a long distance off or perhaps right in front of me. I wasn’t sure, but I knew he was there somewhere. I had a witchy tingle, just like on the day we first met. 
 I stretched my arms up towards the moon, and turning slowly in a circle I began: 

 


“I cast a circle within these trees


but I leave the circle open


that man or beast may come or go


and the circle remains unbroken.


I ask the Goddess to protect all those


Who enter into this place


In perfect love and perfect trust


I cleanse and bless this space.”

   
 I completed a full turn and then I paused and thought I felt a ripple of power go round the trees. I really hoped that meant that the circle was cast as I intended. 
 I faced North and began again, ready to turn in each direction as I called on each point. 

 


“I call on the power of the North


to bring Aaron Fletcher the Wolf forth,


I call upon the power of the West


To make Aaron Fletcher’s body manifest,


I call upon the power of the South


To unite them both here in Dremouth,


I call upon the power of the East


To make the human as one with the beast.”


 

 I knew instantly it was working. The circle filled with light. There was no bang, but instead a steady glow grew stronger within the circle. It radiated in all directions and then began to contract directly at the western point of the circle. The light continued to reduce until it became the size of a man, and there, in the centre of the light, was Fletcher’s body. 
 It had appeared just like magic. Well, it was magic! 
 It hung in the air for a second, fully illuminated. Then suddenly the light went out and his body dropped to the ground. He was wearing pale blue hospital pyjamas and still looked as lifeless as he had been in his hospital bed. 
 I made a move towards his body but the wizard’s voice spoke in my head, strong and demanding: “No! Behind you, Emily.” 
 I looked behind me. Fletch the wolf had just trotted into the circle. 
 I grinned in relief, but my smile quickly faded when I realised he didn’t look friendly. 
 I still had the final part of the spell to say, but I needed my timing to be right. 
 “How long have I got?” I tried to project the thought towards the wizard. 
 “Almost five minutes. But anytime around now will be pretty powerful; just do your best.” His voice came back confidently inside my head. 
 “Hello, Fletch,” I whispered. “ I missed you.” 
 I held my hand out. He lifted his nose to catch my scent but didn’t come any closer. In fact, the hackles on his neck began to rise, and a low growl started in his throat. 
 I backed away a step. “Uh, Brian. Something’s wrong. He’s not at all pleased to see me.” 
 Why, oh, why did I go on that date with Sean? Had it made Fletch this angry? Or was Fletch-the-boy being completely taken over by a wolf who basically didn’t care a damn about me? 
 “Hang on, Emily, your circle is blocking his thoughts from me. I’ll need to enter it,” the wizard said with his mind voice. 
 The wizard slowly appeared out of the darkness at the edge of the circle. Only the moon and the single candle still glowing strongly at the south point of the circle lighted the scene, but I could clearly see Fletch tense even further as the wizard appeared. 
 Iris was close on his heels, clearly worried about me, though she didn’t enter the circle. 
 Fletch’s growling grew louder. His eyes swung from me to the wizard. 
 “Oh… dear,” the wizard said, looking really worried. 
 “What? What is he thinking?” I asked, getting scared. 
 The wolf’s body lowered slightly, as if getting ready to spring. 
 The wizard circled widely, moving round towards me. “His thoughts aren’t human, they are primal, animalistic, instinctual.” 
 I looked at him in horror. “Does that mean…?” I couldn’t finish my sentence; I was too scared that it meant that the wolf had already taken over, and I wasn’t sure I could bear to hear it. 
 “No, I told you, that won’t happen until the full moon peaks. There is still hope, but we have no time to reach the real Fletcher.” 
 He beckoned me. “I’m sorry, Emily, but I think you need to move away, his thoughts towards you are confused, I can not read his intent.” 
 I shifted slightly towards Brian, but it just made Fletcher growl even louder. His jaws opened and his long sharp teeth were bared at us. 
 Brian made a sudden movement, grabbing my arm to pull me behind him, and Fletcher seemed to snap. k`1`2 
 A huge ball of wolf knocked us both to the ground, and I heard the wizard scream as he took the brunt of Fletcher’s attack. 
 For a second I lay there, the heavy weight of the wizard on top of me, and listened to what sounded like a death scene, then a light blinded me and I felt heat everywhere. 
 Fletcher yelped and retreated, the smell of singed fur filled the air and then the wizard rolled off me and I could see Iris. 
 She was standing like a fury of hell, fire burning in her hands and all around the circle coming from her; the grass was scorched and the trees were starting to crackle as the heat raced up their trunks and set alight the twiggy ends of the branches. 
 Her face was consumed with anger, and I could see she was about to let Fletch have both barrels. 
 “Iris, no!” I shouted, just as the wizard yelled the same. 
 She paused, but the fire continued to burn all around us. 
 Fletch was cowering against a tree, and looked terrified. 
 Iris lowered her hands and the fire began to die down. But a wall of flames continued to burn around the circle and down the middle, cutting Fletch off both from us and from escape. 
 “The wizard is hurt. Help me,” I said, trying to turn him onto his back so I could see his wounds. 
 Iris dropped to her knees beside the wizard. The wizard moaned, then clutched at my cloak. “You must finish the spell, Emily, you must do it now. Iris, you have to drop the fire.” 
 “Are you crazy?” Iris began to stem his bleeding, tearing strips from her own skirt. “I’m not letting him anywhere near her. He just tried to kill you!” 
 “I’m okay!” the wizard insisted, though he ruined the effect by coughing wretchedly. 
 I was scared but I hadn’t come this far just to give up. I wanted to save Fletch more than anything in the world. I tried to stand but my ankle gave out beneath me and I fell back on my behind. It must have been twisted when Fletch knocked us down. 
 “Iris, could you get to the woods?” The wizard pleaded. “I have a bag of supplies there with a medical kit. Emily will be okay. I truly believe Fletch won’t hurt her.” He looked like he wanted to say something more, then changed his mind and shot me an anxious look. 
 Iris looked from him to me, clearly torn about leaving me, but knowing that Brian needed the medical supplies urgently.  
 “Please help him,” I begged, “I think he’s seriously hurt. I’m alright, but I’ve twisted my ankle and can’t get up.” 
 Iris looked over at Fletch still cowering against the tree, and seemed to weigh up my safety. Eventually she nodded. She disappeared out of the circle towards the woods but her flames continued to burn around us. 
 Not far from me was Fletch’s human body. My heart leaped in my chest from fear that it might have been hurt by the fire, and I began to pull myself across to it. 
 I didn’t see Fletch move, but suddenly he was over the flames and right in front of me. He pounced and his massive paws came down on my shoulders, pushing me into the ground. 
 I looked into his eyes and my fear grew. They weren’t green anymore. They were yellow. We stared at each other but I couldn’t see Fletch inside anywhere. 
 His nose twitched, and moved across my body and into my hair, finally coming to rest at my throat. 
 I’d been frozen in the moment, oblivious to what was going on around me, but then I became aware of the wizard’s mind voice telling Bob to stay back, and I suddenly realised I had a werewolf on top of me and Iris was too far away to help. 
 “Emily!” The voice in my head was insistent, like he’d been speaking for a while and knew I hadn’t heard a word. “Emily, you must submit to him.” 
 I began to shake. I didn’t want to die. “What’s going on? Is he going to kill me?” I asked in my head. 
 Fletch was still and I wondered if he was picking up the mental conversation. But he didn’t take his focus off me for a second. 
 “No.” The wizard’s voice was full of the pain he was in, but still quite confident. “He doesn’t want to kill you, he wants to claim you. His wolf wants you for his mate.” 
 “Uh, what does that mean?” I asked in a panic. 
 “Male wolves are very dominant, Emily, you must submit to him. If you don’t then he will take you by force.” 
 “T-t-take me?” I began to shake even harder. I didn’t even want to think about what that might mean; awful images began to flow through my mind. 
 “Bite you, he will bite you,” The wizard said. “Submit, Emily, for goodness’ sake!” 
 I didn’t know how to submit; what was I supposed to do? I remembered a film I’d seen where someone had calmed a dog by lowering their head below the level of the dog’s, but I was on my back already, with him towering over me. 
 So I did the hardest thing I think I’ve ever had to do. To show him that I was his for the taking, I did the only thing I could think of. I tilted my head back and exposed my throat. 
 My eyes never left his as I offered him my neck. 
 His jaws opened and came down. He paused with his teeth against my skin. 
 To stay calm I reached out with my senses and tried to find Bob. Our bond meant that we could get a measure of each other’s feelings, and I knew he was freaking out. I made the connection to him. He was fluttering overhead in a panic, not wanting to do anything that would enrage the wolf, yet feeling like he had to do something. With my emotions I told him to be calm, that it would all be all right; and somehow, by telling him, I knew that it would be. I closed my eyes and waited. 
 And waited… 
 Fletch was still thinking, I just knew it. Then from deep inside him I heard his voice.  
 “Mine,” he said, his tone deeper than ever. 
 And I relaxed. He was right, I was his. My inner witch wanted to be with him.  
 “Yes,” I whispered. I buried my hands in his fur, feeling the electricity still flowing between us. It was muted, but definitely still there. 
 His teeth scraped gently across my neck, never breaking the skin, and then released me. 
 I opened my eyes just in time to see the wolf back off me, and then he sat down on his haunches in front of me, apparently pleased. 
 I grinned at him, feeling faint. 
 “Now, Emily! Complete the spell right now!” The wizard urged weakly in my mind. 
 I got shakily to my feet. I couldn’t see my wand anywhere so I raised my hands to the moon. 

“Bob?” I needed my Familiar desperately. He was right there in a second. He didn’t say a word but landed on my shoulder and pressed against me. 
 Feeling stronger, I said the last part of the spell that I had memorised by heart; it was a sort of reversal of the spell I had done that had caused all this in the first place. 

 


“Guardians of the North, West, South and East,


Unite this man and his beast,


Once more one soul within he,


This is my will, so mote it be!”

   
 I flung my palms out towards him and… Nothing. 
 No bang or blast, no bright light, no uniting of the wolf and the inanimate body, both still separate in the circle. 
 Both Fletch and I looked around as if waiting for something. 
 “Bob, find my wand quickly!” I yelled. 
 It was in my hand in an instant. I realised I might also need to say the spell three times. So I said it again. This time, as I got to the last line I pointed my wand at Fletch. Still nothing. 
 I said it a third time, throwing all my heart and soul into it. I willed it to work with every fibre of my being. 
 Nothing… 
 My ankle gave out and I collapsed back onto the grass; the darkness seemed to close in around us. 
 I had failed. 
   



 
31. The ghost of future past 
   
 Fletch looked at me with great sadness in his eyes. Then he lifted his head to the moon and he howled. 
 It almost broke my heart, he sounded so lost. 
 “I’m sorry.” Tears poured down my face and I held my hand out to him. He gave me a last longing look and then ran into the night. 
 I wanted to lie down and cry until I had nothing left, but the wizard was hurt, Iris would be back any second and Fletch’s body was still lying in the circle. 
 First things first. I crawled over to the wizard. 
 He was actually looking a little better. He was breathing more evenly, and though his clothes were rags now, the bleeding seemed to have stopped. 
 “Brian?” I asked in a scared voice. “Are you going to become a werewolf now?” 
 “Unfortunately not,” he said, sounding genuinely depressed about it. “He didn’t actually bite me, just scratched me up a bit.” 
 I wasn’t sure how to respond, but at that moment Iris rushed back clutching a black holdall. “By the Goddess, this was hard to find! Is everyone still alive?” Her eyes darted round the circle. Her flames had dropped to nothing, but I’m sure she could plainly see that Fletch had gone, leaving his brain-dead body behind him. 
 She gave me a sympathetic look and touched my arm to offer comfort for my failure. 
 I gave a sniff, still trying to keep from crying over it, and then together we patched up the worst of the wizard’s wounds.  
 “We really need to get you to a hospital,” Iris told him.  
 He shook his head. “I’d rather die. I can’t stand hospitals.” 
 Iris thinned her lips but didn’t press the point.  
 Together she and I half carried, half dragged the wizard all the way back to his camper van, with me limping in agony all the way. She got him lying down on his camper bed, and decided to boil the kettle for some herb tea and to sterilize some supplies he might need. 
 I waited until he seemed comfortable and then I told Iris I was going back out. 
 She absolutely refused to let me, saying that we now had a mad werewolf in the neighbourhood who was very likely looking for me. 
 I didn’t care a hoot for a word she said, though. I knew he wouldn’t hurt me. Fletch’s body was still at The Seven Sisters, and there was no way on earth I was leaving it there alone. 
 We had a bit of a shouting match about it, but in the end she couldn’t stop me. She eventually offered to drive over the Common to The Seven Sisters to get his body. I agreed with this plan, but said she had to stay and make sure the wizard was alright first. 
 I think she must have realised she couldn’t win and that I was going anyway, so eventually she agreed to stay with the wizard for a short while and then come and get us. 
 Bob guided me back through the woods. The night seemed horribly dark, despite the huge full moon, and the woods were creepier than ever. But I was determined. I was desperate to find Fletch’s body and make sure it was still alive. I wasn’t sure why it was so important to me, especially as my spell had failed and it was all too late. But I still felt that as long as his body was breathing then there was hope. 
 I’d brought a blanket with me, and it felt heavy as I stumbled over roots and grass. My ankle was giving me hell, but I determinedly ignored it and pushed onward. 
 I practically wept when we made it out of the darkness of the trees and onto the edge of Common, and almost ran, in a hobbling fashion, to The Seven Sisters. 
 His body was still there. His handsome face was almost blue with cold. How could I have just left it there? 
 I curled myself around him, trying to get some of my body heat into him, and I wrapped the blanket around us both, tucking it under as best I could to try to keep him off the cold ground. 
 I wondered what time it was. It felt like hours had passed since we had started the spell. I idly tried to remember where my bag was with my phone in it, but I couldn’t remember. 
 Bob cuddled up to me under the blanket, offering a little extra warmth and comfort, but soon he was asleep. 
 Time ticked by. I began to doze, with depressed thoughts running through my mind. I supposed that we would have to take Fletch’s body back to the hospital and that his parents would eventually turn off his life support. I wondered if Fletcher the wolf would live on once his body was gone, and whether I’d ever see him again. I realised that if his parents discovered he was gone they would come for me, and not in a good way. 
 At some point Lyra appeared and woke me up. 
 She butted her head against my elbow affectionately. “Iris sent me. The wizard has lost consciousness and she doesn’t think she should leave. She asked if you could please come back.” 
 I shook my head. “Sorry, Lyra, tell her I’ll wait as long as it takes.” 
 Lyra pleaded with me for a minute, but I was resolute. I wasn’t leaving Fletch again. Eventually she offered to stay with me. 
 “No, we’re fine. Just tell Iris to take care of the wizard, but that it would be a good idea to get Fletcher back to the hospital tonight before his parents discover he’s missing.” 
 She looked uncertain, but agreed, and left to let Iris know. 
 I stroked my fingers through Fletch’s soft hair, taking all the time in the world to look at his face in the moonlight. He was actually quite beautiful. His brows were heavy, and his closed eyes were large with long black lashes. His generous lips curved in an almost-smile, as if he knew I was holding him. His jaw line was strong and masculine, and his body felt so firm and real in my arms. I pressed my hand to his chest and felt his heart beating steadily beneath it. It was so sad that he might never open those amazing green eyes again. 
 I began to talk to him, telling him about my life. I knew he couldn’t hear me, but I needed the distraction. I told him about my memories of my mother, about growing up with just my dad, about Claire and Martin, and Verity and Kate. I told him every secret I had, and then I told him about all my fears. 
 After a while I ran out of things to tell him about myself and started to talk about him. How I’d felt the first time he walked into the shop. How in only a week he had become so important to me. How much I wished things could have been different between us. 
 I don’t think I had acknowledged most of these feelings even to myself before, but now they were pouring out of me. It was like I’d always had them, but I’d been bottling them up because I knew there was no hope for a future for us.  
 I snuggled against him, still trying to warm his lifeless body. For a long time I just lay there, trying to work out how I truly felt about him. I knew he was handsome, that he could make me smile. I also knew he was deep and had great inner strength. I knew he liked me and that the spark between us wasn’t just paranormal, there was a real rightness when we were together. Two souls that seemed meant to meet. 
 I was getting really tired and emotional. The night seemed to be going on forever. I remembered the saying that the darkest hour is just before the dawn, and I hoped that this was it, and I wouldn’t have to be this cold and miserable and introspective for much longer. 
 That was when I noticed the first fingers of light at the edge of the trees. The dawn was coming, and a new day that would take him away from me forever. 
 I began to cry in earnest. Why hadn’t the spell worked? Was it my magic or was it because he hadn’t made peace with his wolf? 
 I felt I would give anything to put it right. To be with him again. I began to wonder if there was any chance at all that I could survive the transformation and become a werewolf too? Maybe I could find his wolf and persuade him to bite me? Then we could run away and be werewolves together forever. Would it really even matter that much if I didn’t survive the change? 
 In the long cold of the night I had at some point accepted the fact that my life would never be the same without him. I thought I might be in love with him. 
 I’d been projecting my rambling thoughts at him for hours but now I shook him. “Do you hear me, Aaron Fletcher? You’re not allowed to die. You have to come back for me, I need you! Please don’t leave me…” I buried my head in his chest and sobbed. 
 At my words there was a sudden blast of light, and for a second I thought my spell had worked. But then I realised it was the dawn, and the sky around me was filled with sunlight. 
 Then Fletcher’s arm tightened around me. 
 “Emily?” he whispered. 
   



 
32. Walking on sunshine 
   
 “Arrgghh,” I screamed and tried to pull away, but he wouldn’t let me. His arm was closed in a vice grip around me. 
 Bob screeched too and rose like a helicopter into the sky. 
 “Shhh,” Fletch soothed. “It’s okay, it’s all okay now. You did it, Emily, you saved me.” He kissed my hair and my temple, and warmth spread through my body. 
 I clung to him, my shock receding. It was really him, he was alive and in his human body! 
 “I thought I’d lost you.” I was still crying but now it was from sheer relief. 
 “Never,” he said pulling me even closer. “You will never, ever lose me.” It sounded like a promise, and I looked up into his gorgeous green eyes and was totally lost to any sensible thought. 
 He pushed his hand into my hair and brought my head to his, and then he kissed me. 
 It was the most satisfying kiss of my entire life. In fact it was the most wonderful moment of my entire life too. 
 The kiss started out as reassuring and comforting. His mouth moulded gently to mine and seemed full of emotion. It made me feel safe and cherished, and I got slowly dizzy as the pressure of the kiss increased. I wriggled against him, feeling like I just couldn’t get close enough.  
 I wondered if I was dreaming – if I had fallen asleep on the cold hard ground and none of this was happening. I tightened my grip on his shoulders, holding on for dear life. 
 I began to feel unreal, like the world was on pause, and we were floating away in time and space. Nothing existed except the touch of his lips against mine, his hands in my hair and on my back. I clung to him, and even though we were lying down, I felt like we were slowly spinning. The warmth where our bodies touched seemed to be creating a glow all of its own. It felt magical… 
 Somewhere in the distance I thought Bob was calling me, but I didn’t want to break the kiss, I didn’t want to come back down to earth from the bliss I was feeling. 
 It was Fletch who stopped first. His lips still against mine, he murmured into my mouth, “Emily? I think you should open your eyes.” 
 I smiled. I didn’t want to open my eyes, I wanted to dream a little dream with him forever. I was so tired and suddenly so comfortable, just being there in his arms. 
 He peppered my face with small kisses. “Darling witch, don’t freak out, but you need to look down.” 
 That didn’t sound right. Look down? I frowned, still feeling too languid to open my eyes. 
 Then I became aware of Bob, I could sense his feelings, why was he horrified? 
 I tightened my grip even more on Fletch. I wasn’t giving him up, no matter what Bob thought about my kissing him. Instead I cuddled closer. He had called me “darling”; I liked it. 
 “Emily!” Fletch’s voice was a little spooked now. “Open your eyes.” 
 “What? What do I have to do now?” I was suddenly overwhelmed with tiredness. I just felt too sleepy, my eyelids too heavy. All I wanted was to be left alone, as long as alone meant being with Fletch. I supposed this was an after-effect of the magic I had done. It had all caught up with me. 
 Then Iris’s voice reached me. “Emily Rand! Get down here this instant! What on earth do you think you’re doing?” 
 My eyes snapped open. 
 Fletch and I were floating. 
 Not just above the ground floating, but about ten feet up! 
 “Arrgghh!” I screamed for the second time, once again trying to pull away. And once again he held on to me. 
 “Easy, darling, take a deep breath. Don’t let go or I’ll most definitely fall. I don’t know how you’re doing this, but you’ve got to get us down gently!” Fletch looked directly into my eyes, forcing me to concentrate on him. 
 “I’m doing this?” I tried not to let fear take over. “How did it happen?” 
 He grinned at me. “I’d say that it was a side effect of kissing me. Instead of creating sparks, you made us fly. I’m guessing you’re happy instead of angry this time?” He gave me that cheeky flirty look. 
 I relaxed and laughed, just so darn pleased to see that look on his human face, and we began to drift downwards. 
 About three feet above the ground I made eye contact with Iris. She looked ready to explode, and my euphoria vanished. Apparently so did the magic of our kiss. We dropped like stones, and I landed with a yelp as my sore ankle made contact with the ground. 
 I wasn’t the only one to collapse. Fletch too seemed to have trouble standing, and crumpled onto the grass. 
 “Fletch!” I struggled to hold him and we both landed in a sprawling heap. “Are you okay?” I grabbed at his hand, not wanting to lose the intimacy of touch. 
 “Yeah, sorry, Em, I’m feeling kind of weak. I think it must be all the time my body has spent not moving in the hospital…” He seemed embarrassed by his inability to stand. 
 “Oh my stars! I’m so sorry. Of course you’re weak, and what was I thinking? We must get you straight back to the hospital.” I felt dreadful for forgetting what was important and having instead just focussed on kissing him. 
 He stroked my face, “Don’t you dare be sorry. I’ve wanted to do that every second since we met.” 
 “I don’t know what’s going on between you two, but stop it right now.” Iris was marching over to us, and looked pointedly at our entwined fingers. 
 I reluctantly pulled my hand out of Fletch’s and then instantly missed the heat of his touch. I felt far too normal and human when we weren’t touching. He made me feel lit up by all the electricity we created. I sighed, and he smiled smugly. He knew exactly how I felt about him now. 
 Had he actually heard me say that I needed him? I really hoped not. I wasn’t sure now if it had been the anguish of the moment or if I was maybe in love. I needed time to figure that out. 
 And then it hit me. Fletch and I had to stay away from each other regardless of how we felt. In fact, we had to stay away from each other because of how we felt! The very fact that I had feelings for him, and clearly he did for me too, meant that it was way too risky for us to be doing something like kissing. 
 “Emily, don’t,” he said quietly, obviously aware of my thought train. “We’ll figure something out.” 
 How had he known what I was thinking? Were we bonding? I tried to get a read on him in the same way I did with Bob. No, nothing. Just my own regular intuition, nothing witchy. I knew I should be grateful for that. We must not bond, but I pouted to myself that I should have to be sensible about it, when a huge part of me clearly didn’t care. All I wanted was for Bob and Iris to go away, and for Fletch to kiss me again, and to keep kissing me until we reached the stars. 
 Yup, he was dangerous, just not in the way he had been! 
 “I’m really sorry I was so long, Emily.” Iris knelt beside me and put her hand over my ankle. A little heat came off it and seemed to heal the pain a tiny bit; I realised she was using some of her fire magic to help it. 
 “It will feel better by tomorrow,” she told me. “And you are Fletch I assume?” She gave him a cold look, and I remembered that she had only met him as a wolf before. 
 “Yes, it’s me.” Fletch looked at her miserably. “Will he be alright?” 
 That’s when I remembered the wizard. How could I have forgotten that too? I could only blame the fact that doing magic had mentally drained me, and on top of that I’d had no sleep all night and it had been a very emotionally exhausting last few hours. 
 She nodded. “I hope so. He’s lucky, I suppose, that you didn’t actually bite him, but his scratches are pretty deep, he’s lost a lot of blood and he needs medical attention. However, I’m fairly sure I can provide some natural medication that will do the job, but we shall have to be quick; he keeps passing out, and if he doesn’t come round next time then I shall have to take him to the hospital despite his wishes to the contrary.” She pursed her lips disapprovingly. 
 “But Iris,” I interrupted, “we have to go to the hospital anyway. We’ve got to get Fletch back there before his family notice he’s gone.” 
 Iris shook her head. “I’m sorry, Emily, but Brian’s needs come before those of Fletch; after all, it’s clear to see that he’s just fine. I have to get straight back to my place and collect some herbs for a healing poultice. I suggest you both come with me; my car isn’t far from here. I’ll drive home and then directly back to Brian’s camper. Emily, you can wait at mine and get some sleep, and Fletcher, perhaps you’d like to return with me and see Brian?” 
 Fletch and I looked at each other, hating the idea of being separated so soon, but I could see he really wanted to check on Brian and so I just nodded. 
 “Good. You both look done in. Fletch, I’m sorry, I know it isn’t really your fault and that you should be in hospital, but that will have to wait. And Emily, you probably shouldn’t walk any further on that ankle. I’ll get my car and drive it over the grass to you, shall I?” 
 “Thank you, Iris,” I said, heartily glad I wouldn’t have to walk back across the Common. 
 As soon as we were in the car, I checked the time on her dashboard. 
 “Oh no! It’s gone eight, your parents are bound to be awake and going crazy,” I said to Fletch. 
 He just shrugged. “Nothing much we can do about it. After all the months of hell I’ve already put them through, I don’t suppose another couple of hours can do much harm.” 
 I nodded and sneakily slipped my hand back into his, where it burned pleasantly. 
 “At least you don’t have to face them until you’re ready now,” I said. 
 How wrong I was. 
   



 
33. All spell breaks loose 
   
 I was dozing across the back seat of the car with my ankle raised, as we pulled up outside the shop. I was jerked awake by Fletch and Iris both swearing in unison from the front seats. They were both looking at the shop in horror. 
 We had a welcoming committee. Except that it didn’t look very welcoming. Fletch’s dad was banging on the shop door, and behind him was not just Fletch’s mum and sister, but also my dad and Claire too, not to mention two police officers. 
 “Uh-oh,” I said, as they all swung round, hearing the car arrive. 
 Fletch’s parents began to storm over angrily, but their reaction when they spotted Fletch would have been comical, if we hadn’t been in such deep trouble. 
 His father mouthed like a guppy in disbelief, while his mother sank to her knees as if the angel Gabriel had just appeared. 
 Iris spoke urgently to us. “You must both protect the secret! You can tell your families everything later, but say nothing about magic or werewolves in front of the police, do you hear me?” 
 Fletch nodded grimly, and I mumbled my agreement too. 
 David Fletcher reached the car before we could move and wrenched the passenger side door open. Practically dragging Fletch out, he enveloped him in a bear hug. 
 “You’re okay, you’re really okay?” I heard him say. 
 To me it was obvious that Fletch was struggling just to stand upright. He patted his father on the back, but his knees were buckling. 
 I wrestled with my seat belt, then found I couldn’t get the seat forward to get out. When I’d managed that, I fell straight out the door onto my face, because I’d forgotten about my ankle and it didn’t work in the slightest. 
 My dad moved to catch me but Fletch got there first, wrapping his arm around me and trying to help me to my feet, despite his own obvious weakness.  
 His mother then actually tried to pull him off me, and my dad rushed in, scooping me up in his arms protectively. 
 I resisted the urge to cling to Fletch, but instead just watched as his mother sobbed all over him. 
 Iris hurried around the car, and began to unlock the shop door. 
 “Excuse me,” she shouted over the babble of tears and questions that seemed to be coming at us from all directions.  
 “I’m sorry, but I need to get some things and go back out – but you are all welcome to sort things out inside.” 
 A police officer stepped forward and frowned at Fletch’s dad. “I assume this is the missing boy? I thought you said he was in a coma, and that his body had been stolen for some pagan ritual?” 
 David Fletcher coughed awkwardly. “Uh, he was in a coma. We didn’t really know why he was taken, it was just a, um, silly idea we had.” He shot me an apologetic look. 
 Marion Fletcher was still looking a little wild-eyed, and didn’t seem nearly so ready to forgive me. “She’s a witch!” She pointed at me, and I gasped and swayed, feeling like I was going to pass out. 
 “Now look here!” My own dad stepped in, clearly ready to defend me. But I could see from the look of fear on his face that he was well aware that the story might very well include witchcraft. 
 The police officer put his hand on Fletch’s arm. “Are you alright, son? Has anything untoward happened to you?” 
 Fletch looked over the man’s shoulder at me, his face impressively impassive. “I’m really sorry to have concerned everyone, but no, nothing untoward has happened. I’m afraid I was a bit confused when I woke up, and I didn’t think. I just wanted to see Emily, so I, uh, left the hospital to find her.” 
 The police officer nodded, “I see. So there was no foul play involved?” He obviously wanted to be done with the whole situation and the awkward family reunion. 
 Fletcher’s mum narrowed her eyes, but his father coughed a bit and said, “Clearly not, Officer, I’m so sorry to have wasted your time.” 
 The policeman shut his notebook. “Right, no harm done then. Next time, please try to ascertain if there actually is a kidnapping before calling us, hmm?” 
 Mercifully they left at that point. 
 Iris made to herd everyone inside to go up to her apartment over the shop. 
 Marion Fletcher refused to let go of her son, though he looked ready to drop, and his dad took his other arm and helped him up the stairs. 
 I too felt utterly exhausted. I’d had almost no sleep and the whole night had been emotionally taxing in the extreme, one way or another. 
 My dad held me back outside for a moment. 
 “Emily, sweetheart,” he said in a low voice, “are you in trouble of any kind?” 
 I wasn’t sure exactly what he was asking. I cast a speaking look towards Claire and said, “No, I think it’s all sorted now, but it’s a long story.” 
 He nodded thoughtfully. He turned to Claire. “You should go home, love. Let Martin know everything is okay. Emily and I will be along shortly.” 
 Claire pursed her lips. “Well, really Jim. I think that Emily owes us all an explanation, and I for one…” 
 He cut her off. “Please, Claire, I will deal with it. This is a family matter.” 
 Claire pulled her shoulders back and gave both Iris and me a scathing look. “And what am I?” she demanded. Then she stormed off towards her car, parked down the road. 
 My dad sighed and passed his hand across his eyes. 
 “They turned up at our door at half past six this morning,” he said, almost as an apology for her anger. “They were raving about cults and saying you had stolen their son’s body. I knew it was ridiculous of course, but you weren’t answering your phone.” 
 I hung my weary head. “I’m sorry, I’ve lost it.” 
 He hugged me closer but continued in an assertive voice, “Claire’s right, you do owe me a proper explanation. I assume that all this is something to do with our conversation the other day?” 
 I knew he was referring to me asking about my mother being a witch, and I nodded. 
 His shoulders sagged. “I rather thought it might be.” He gave Iris an annoyed look, but she just shrugged and started up the stairs. 
 I dragged myself up behind her, desperately wishing I could just go to bed. 
 Iris fussed round for a bit, finding seats for everyone. Fletch was soon sitting on the sofa with his parents squashed either side of him and his sister, Penny, on a beanbag near his feet. 
 Dad and I had to make do with the hard chairs at the table. 
 Iris didn’t sit down. She boiled the kettle, doled out camomile tea and then slipped away before anyone realised she wasn’t just in the bathroom. 
 While this was going on, Marion Fletcher vented. 
 “I want to know what the hell is going on and I don’t want to be fobbed off. Aaron has been missing for weeks, while we’ve imagined that goodness knows what has happened to him! Then this young lady phones up and says he’s in hospital in a coma, and pretends they have only just met, when clearly you both know each other extremely well. I don’t like being lied to and I don’t like not understanding what’s going on. We thought Aaron was, to all intents and purposes, dead! And there’s no way he could have just walked out of the hospital without anyone noticing. And now you both waltz up here, from who knows where, acting as if he merely went for a stroll and…” 
 “For God’s sake, Mum,” Penny broke in, “will you please calm down? This isn’t helping.” 
 We all shot Penny grateful looks, as Marion ran out of steam and stopped. But then she started crying again. 
 Fletch squirmed. “Mum, I’m really sorry, but I’m afraid it’s very complicated.” 
 “It’s not that complicated!” Penny said, blowing on her tea, “You’re a werewolf, Emily is obviously a witch, and you went to her to get help. Am I right?” 
 We all goggled at her. Then Fletch smiled. “Well, in a nutshell, yes.” 
 David Fletcher frowned, “Oh, come on now! That’s a bit far-fetched. I realise there is something very strange going on, but a werewolf?” 
 “I’m afraid so; sorry, Dad.” 
 David looked at my dad. “You seem very calm about all this nonsense…” 
 My dad sighed again; he looked like he really didn’t want to be having this conversation. “I don’t know what’s been going on, but yes, Emily is a witch, all the women in her family are. But I hadn’t realised until today that she could do any magic.” He put his hand over mine. “Is he really a werewolf? Did you do some kind of spell to help him out of his coma?” 
 I swallowed; it was definitely time for the whole truth. “Um, actually, I’m the one who put him in the coma in the first place.” 
 “What?” Marion exploded. 
 “Don’t blame Emily, mum.” Fletch interrupted her before she could get going again. “It was my idea, I made her do it, and it wasn’t her fault it went a bit wrong. We were trying to banish the wolf from inside me.” 
 “And did it work?” his dad asked, suddenly seeming to accept the strange truth. 
 “Oh, for goodness’ sake!” his mum howled. “Don’t tell me you believe all this garbage?” 
 “Well, you’re the one who was swearing she was a witch, so why can’t he be a werewolf?” her husband pointed out reasonably. 
 “Oh, well, that, yes.” Marion deflated again, clearly seeing the logic of his argument. 
 Fletch tried again, though the fatigue was obviously taking its toll on him. “If we could all just accept it’s the truth, then all this could be sorted out a lot quicker.” His eyes closed for a few seconds, and we all looked panicked, wondering if he was slipping out of consciousness again. 
 “Hospital. We have to get Aaron back to hospital,” David Fletcher said, putting his arm around his son. 
 “No, I’m alright.” Fletch opened his eyes. “I’m not going anywhere until you promise not to blame Emily, and not to tell anyone about her powers.” 
 “Son, this is no time to be heroic. You need medical attention.” David tried to help Fletch up but he refused to budge. 
 “I mean it, Dad. If you don’t promise, then I’ll just disappear again.” Fletch was cold and calm. 
 His mother began crying again. “She’s put a spell on you to make you act this way! Can’t you see she’s evil? We have to get you away from her.” 
 “I’m not evil!” I shouted, starting to feel hysterical myself. “I just wanted to help.” 
 “Sshh, Em. It’s okay.” My dad stroked my arm up and down a few times. “People will always have a hard time understanding. But I agree that you and Aaron shouldn’t see each other again. Personally I blame him for dragging you into all this.” He looked over at Fletch. “I’m sorry for your troubles, Aaron, but you’ve put my daughter in danger and exposed her to people outside of our family. I lost my wife because of someone like you, and I don’t want you to come near Emily again.” 
 Fletch and I looked at each other. Yet another hurdle trying to keep us apart. 
 “You can’t stop me,” I said in a small voice. 
 “While you live under my roof, yes, I can,” he said, raising his voice. 
 “Mr Rand. It’s none of my business,” Penny piped up, “But it’s that kind of threat that meant we nearly lost my brother. If my parents had been more understanding then Aaron might not have run away in the first place.” 
 There was a long silence while everyone digested her words. Then Fletch suddenly groaned and slumped forward. 
 I was across the room before anyone could move. He fell into my lap and then smiled and opened his eyes again. 
 “My sweet Emily,” he said, then his eyes closed once more. 
 I glared at everyone, “Hasn’t he gone through enough? Can we please discuss how much you all hate me later?” 
 David Fletcher stood up. “She’s right. Let’s get him to hospital.” 
 “You must promise.” Fletch spoke without opening his eyes. 
 “Yes, yes, we promise,” his father said, then he picked Fletch up like he weighed nothing, and he carried him out of the room. 
 I stood to go with them, but my dad put a firm hand on my shoulder. “No, Emily. You’re coming home with me.” 
 One look at his face told me not to try to argue. In silence we locked up Iris’s flat and went downstairs. Claire had taken the car, so we walked back to our house. 
 “Dad?” I asked, tentatively. 
 “Yes?” His voice didn’t invite conversation. 
 “What did you mean about mum? What happened?” 
 He didn’t look at me. “That’s a story for another day, Emily.” 
 I felt tears well up in my eyes. My father put an arm around me. “Come on, love, you’re done in. Clearly you haven’t been to bed; none of the beds at Iris’s had been slept in. We’ll talk more, but not until you’ve had a decent rest, okay?” 
 I nodded. He was right; I needed sleep badly. 
 I went straight up to my room when we got in and flung myself face down on my bed. I didn’t even have the energy to get under the covers. But I truly didn’t think I’d sleep. So much had happened. And how was Fletch? 
 Thoughts of him filled my mind. Then I fell asleep. 
   



 
34. The good, the bad and the uncertain 
   
 The tap-tapping on my window woke me up around lunchtime. I got up groggily and opened it to let Bob in.  
 “I’m so sorry sweetie.” I stroked his head. “I completely forgot about you in the shock of having Fletch’s parents turn up. Where have you been?” 
 He gave me a little head-butt. “I do have a life outside of you, y’know. But actually I went with Iris, back to the wizard; I thought you’d want to keep updated?” 
 I bit my lip. I should have thought of that before I went to sleep. “I do. Is he any better?” 
 “Yeah, your aunt is a marvel with her herbs. She made some kind of stinky goo and put it on his chest and then warmed it with her magic. It was amazing. He looks good as new.” 
 “That’s fantastic. I know Fletch will be worrying. Do you think you could let him know as well?” 
 Bob cocked his head. “And how am I gonna do that, Mistress? He’s human now, and can’t understand a word I say.” 
 I slapped my forehead. “Of course, sorry. I need more sleep! I don’t even know where he is now, or how to contact him if he’s not still at the hospital.” I slumped back down on my bed. 
 What if he didn’t call me? What if he just went home and I never heard from him again? 
 There were so many reasons to stay away from each other. His parents and my dad had made their feelings clear. Plus Fletch was a werewolf and I was a witch, which was a no-no. We could never have a normal relationship, that might one day lead to something more physical, without accidentally bonding. All in all, there was no point in staying in contact… Except… How could I not? 
 I was fairly sure I was in love with him. But what was I supposed to do with that? 
 I couldn’t do nothing at all. 
 In the end I rang the hospital. They confirmed that he had been officially released an hour ago. So where was he now? 
 I wandered around my room aimlessly for a while, marvelling at how my ankle seemed almost completely healed, and then figured I had better face the music and go downstairs. 
 In the kitchen I found my dad. 
 He folded the newspaper he was reading and poured me an orange juice. 
 “Where is everyone?” I asked. 
 “Claire’s taken Martin out to the museum. I thought it best if we were uninterrupted.” 
 I hid a smile. “I bet he’s thrilled about that.” 
 “Not so as you’d notice.” My dad returned my smile. Then he looked serious. “I think you’d better tell me the whole story.” 
 So I did. I told him about my sixteenth birthday and getting my powers. I told him about Peter and the spells I’d done and how wrong they had gone. I told him about Bob, and I told him about Fletch approaching me at work and everything that had happened that night. I didn’t tell him about the kissing though. Then I told him about the wizard, and the week leading up to the night before, and finished with a brief rundown of the spell to reunite Fletch with his body. Again, I didn’t mention our second kiss either. But I tried to be totally honest about everything else. 
 My dad listened patiently, not commenting until I got to the moment when we pulled up at the shop. 
 “And that’s where you came in,” I finished, staring at the table and waiting for his reaction. 
 I was so glad to be able to get it all off my chest. My dad had been the centre of my world for most of my life, and it had been awful not telling him what was going on with me. Most of the time I really wanted him to back off and let me live my life, but times like now I just wanted to be his little girl and for him to make it all better again. 
 “Well,” he said at last, “you certainly have been through a lot these last few days.” 
 I nodded. 
 “And this boy, he’s still a werewolf?” 
 “Yes. The whole point was to make him not be one, but he’s just back where he started now.” I hadn’t really thought of that before, but everything we had both been through had been for nothing. Nothing had changed; he was still a werewolf and I had totally failed to help him. 
 “You did one big thing for him, Emily, you reunited him with his family.” 
 I shrugged. “I guess.” 
 “Family is important,” my father persisted. “I realise you’re growing up, but this is too big a burden for you to carry alone. For either of you.” He was silent for a moment. “This isn’t what I wanted for you, Emily. I wanted you to have a normal life. I grew up with magic and I married magic, and so I’m not as clueless as you might think to what it means for you. My mistake was that I hoped you wouldn’t ever find out. I can see now that it was unavoidable anyway. I wish I’d been there for you more recently.” 
 Without thinking about it, I threw my arms round my dad in a big hug. I think he was taken aback, but he hugged me tightly in return. 
 I just couldn’t believe he was being so cool. I thought he’d shout at me and lock me in my room for the rest of my life. Instead he was saying he should have helped me. I wished I’d confided in him earlier. He obviously knew a lot more about all this stuff than I’d realised. 
 “Please can I go and see the wizard?” I asked. “I just want to know that he’s okay and stuff.” 
 “Hmm.” My dad stroked his chin. “It’s the ‘and stuff’ that worries me, Emily. But I suppose we can’t get away from the fact that you are involved.” He gave in graciously. “I’ll drive you over to see him, but I insist on coming in with you.” 
 I nodded. I would have agreed to anything. I didn’t tell him that I was secretly hoping that Fletch would be there. It was a slim chance, but if I knew Fletch, then I knew he would want to visit the wizard before going home. 
 I quickly showered and dressed, and then Dad made me eat a late lunch before we could go. 
 I could have screamed with frustration. We arrived at the wizard’s camper van about half an hour after Fletch had left. 
 The wizard told us how Fletch had come to check on him. How exciting it was for him to meet Fletch as a human. His parents had been there too, asking lots of questions; so maybe it was a good thing I’d missed them. But my heart just about literally ached with the need for Fletch. 
 We’d only been apart for a few hours and yet it seemed to physically hurt. I could only assume that it was some kind of connection that we’d formed when we’d kissed. That would make sense. Not a full bonding but maybe a sort of link? Otherwise why was it so painful not to be near him? I couldn’t sense him in the area. I had no tingles down my spine and no spark to warm me. It was depressing. 
 “Brian?” I still felt weird calling him that. 
 “Yes, Emily?” The wizard smiled at me kindly. 
 “What happened to make Fletch wake up? I mean, the spell didn’t work, so how come he became human again?” The question had been niggling at the back of my mind, but I’d been so glad just that he had become human again that I hadn’t properly considered it until now. 
 “I’ve been thinking about that.” The wizard steepled his fingers and leaned forward thoughtfully. “I think the spell did work, but it couldn’t be completed until the dawn. Fletcher couldn’t go back to his human body while the moon was out. So when the dawn came the spell was complete. He was just an ordinary werewolf returning to his body.” 
 I laughed at his use of the term ordinary werewolf. As if! 
 Part of me felt a bit miffed that it hadn’t been my calling to him that had done it, but another part of me felt quietly thrilled that my spell had actually worked. I remember the bright light I had seen at dawn. At the time I had written it off as the sun, but maybe it was the spell after all. 
 “So, he must have made peace with his wolf?” I frowned, trying to work it out. 
 The wizard beamed at me. “Yes. For some reason he suddenly did. Isn’t that great? Now he can learn to cope with the change, and he won’t be a danger to anyone.” 
 My dad cleared his throat. “Em, sweetie. This doesn’t change anything. I still think the boy could be dangerous to you personally.” He held up his hand at my outraged expression. “I’m sorry, pumpkin. I know you think you’re in love, and that it feels very intense when you’re young.” 
 How embarrassing! How did he know what I was feeling? 
 “But I don’t want you to see this boy again. Believe me, he is dangerous.” 
 I glared at him for a moment, but he just looked so sad. 
 “Is this about Mum?” I asked suspiciously, unwilling to start a fight when he looked like that. 
 He nodded. 
 “What happened?” 
 He sighed. He seemed to be doing that a lot around this subject. 
 “Not now, Emily, okay?” 
 I debated pushing it further, but he was right, this wasn’t the time. 
 I felt the wizard in my head. “Emily, I’m going to give you a book. Don’t question it and don’t open it until you are alone. I can hear your father’s thoughts and he is not going to change his mind.”

 I was about to nod, when I thought the better of it and answered “Okay” in my head instead. 
 The wizard jumped up. “Well, it was lovely that you both came to visit, and if you don’t have any more questions, then I have quite a long drive back to Wales.” 
 My dad and I stood up and prepared to leave. 
 The wizard shook hands with my father. “You have a very special daughter. Don’t worry about Claire; if she does become family then she will accept it.” 
 My dad looked completely taken aback, but just nodded in a bemused fashion. Perhaps he had figured out the wizard’s gifts. I had to remember that my dad knew a lot more about all this than I had previously thought. 
 Then Brian clasped my hand. “Little witchling. It’s not an easy path, but I think you will find the way. I have a feeling we’ll meet again.” His smile twinkled. “Oh, I nearly forgot, that book I said I would give you.” 
 He went into the kitchen for a moment and returned with a book on edible mushrooms. I looked at it in surprise, but then I remembered to act nonchalant. 
 “Thank you, I’m sure it will be very informative,” I said, as if I was actually interested. 
 We said goodbye and then walked back to the car. 
 “So what will you tell Claire?” I asked my dad as we drove home. 
 “I don’t really know. But I can’t tell her about your powers. I’ll think of something to explain away last night. But it would be helpful if that sort of thing didn’t happen too often, hmm?” 
 I smiled and nodded. “Do you think you might marry her one day?” I asked curiously. 
 “Would you be okay with it if I did?” 
 I thought about it for a moment. “Yeah, I guess.” 
 He didn’t say anything, just reached over and ruffled my hair – which I hate, but I let him. 
 I went straight to my room when we got home, leaving Dad to tell Claire and Martin whatever he wanted. 
 I sat on my bed and opened the book the wizard had given me. 
 It was a really boring, and rather gross, book on fungus. Full of pictures of mushrooms that looked like they had awful skin diseases and were horribly discoloured and disfigured. I flicked through it in total confusion. Why had he wanted me to have this? 
 It wasn’t until I threw it down on my bedside table that the piece of paper fluttered out from between the pages. 
 Bending to retrieve it, I saw immediately what the one line written on it was, and clutched it to my heart. 
 It was Aaron Fletcher’s email address. 
   



 
35. Love’s a witch 
   
 I paced around my room waiting for my laptop to boot up. I had a lot of questions and I wondered if I would have the guts to ask them all. 
 As it took forever, I flopped my head on my desk and thought about Fletch and me. He’d made it clear he liked me. He knew I liked him. But one of us had to be sensible. We couldn’t date. We couldn’t even kiss without sparking off some serious magic that I couldn’t control. 
 I tried to remember what the wizard had told us. Fletch would become bonded to me for life and could never be with anyone else. And I would become more powerful than I could handle. 
 Yeah, I was pretty sure it was all true. 
 It would be me that would be the real danger. I’d messed up the majority of my spells, and that was just the simple stuff. I caused magical mayhem every time. People could get seriously hurt. My family, my friends, the whole town, maybe even the whole country could get turned upside down in the chaos I might cause if I bonded with Fletch. 
 Definitely not what I’d signed up for. Plus, he was a werewolf, for goodness’ sake. There was a chance he could bite me; after all, he nearly had once. I knew he’d made peace with his wolf, but what if he was really angry or something? 
 I raised my head as my laptop finished whirring, and tried to think how on earth to put all that. Then I wondered if Fletch had thought it all through already and come to the same conclusion? 
 And what if he didn’t answer? What if he’d never intended me to get his email and the wizard had passed it on without Fletch’s knowing? 
 I examined the writing. It was kind of spidery, and though I had never seen either of their handwriting, I just knew it was the wizard’s and not Fletch’s. 
 And was it a bit desperate to email him the moment I got home? Too bad. I had to at least make sure he was okay. 
   

Hi Fletch,


I know I should have been cool, and at least waited a few days to mail you, but I just wanted to know that you are alright, and what the hospital said and stuff.


I went to see the wizard today and he gave me your email. Did you give it to him to give to me? He had to do it in secret because my dad is still really against us having any contact; I guess your parents are too?


Anyway, just let me know you’re okay.


Best wishes


Emily

   
 His reply came less than a minute later. 
   

Darling Emily,


Thank god. I’ve been dozing in my bed waiting for you to email me for what feels like hours now!


I was worried you wouldn’t be able to go and see Brian before he left, but I hoped that you might at least send Bob over.


The wizard read my parents’ minds and warned me that they were prepared to do whatever it took to stop us from seeing each other. Not that there is anything they can do, but I thought they’d probably got enough to handle for now, what with me being what I am, so I didn’t say anything. I had to give Brian my email address mentally and I haven’t used it in so long that I kept getting it wrong. I’m amazed he managed to remember it, actually.


I think he’s really rooting for us, despite all his doom and death stories.


He was brilliant with my parents too. Really soothed them, told them about wolves he knew and how well adapted they were. He actually managed to convince them that I should go and stay with him for every full moon. He was so excited about it, and is going to introduce me to his local “pack”. I think my parents were secretly quite relieved that I wouldn’t be around for “the change”; I guess they don’t trust me yet. But I feel very differently now than I used to. I know I won’t hurt anyone now. Anyway, my parents have actually offered to buy me a car, so that I can drive myself over to Wales every month, which is a total bonus! I was thinking that maybe I could drop in on you on the way back? Maybe spend and hour or two together without anyone knowing? Or maybe that’s a really bad idea. What do you think?


Anyway, it’s good to be home and I wanted to thank you for everything. It’s weird being back in my old room, it’s totally untouched; not even my laundry has been taken away. But at least it means my computer was waiting for me. I guess I need to get a new phone though.


Oh yeah, to answer your question – the hospital were pretty amazed by my recovery. They wanted to keep me there for all kinds of tests, but obviously I didn’t want to do that. In the end my dad kind of blackmailed them about the fact that they had just let me “walk out” of there, all dazed and confused, and got them to back off. I’m feeling bloody tired, but otherwise just grateful to be human again.


Love


F

   
 By the Goddess, it was going to be hard being the sensible one. He was just so wonderful! I melted at him calling me “darling”, and he had signed it Love F. Did he mean love love? Oh, how I wanted him! 
   

Dear Fletch,


I miss you loads already, but am kind of confused about where we are at, do you know what I mean? Am I being too heavy saying that? Like it’s the old “where is this relationship going” routine?


Of course I want to see you. But should we? Also Dremouth isn’t exactly on your way back is it? It’s at least three hours out of your way.


That’s really good news about you staying with the wizard each month. I’m glad to hear you’re okay now. That’s all I wanted to know.


Emily

   

Darling Emily,


I would drive to the moon for an hour with you.


Don’t back away from me, please. It’s so difficult to convey feelings by email, but I think it’s the safest way to talk right now. I wish I could be there to kiss your doubts away. 


Are you hoping to forget about me? I have no intention of forgetting about you. But maybe you are right. Maybe we should wait a while to see each other.


I also meant to say that I was sorry that I messed up your date on Friday night. I know that my turning up and threatening your boyfriend wasn’t cool, but I couldn’t help myself.


Love


F

   
 Distance. I had to keep some distance from him. I took a deep breath to centre myself. 
 There was something else in his email that niggled at my brain though. What was it? I reread it. Ah, yes, Sean Carey, my date last Friday. That seemed a lifetime ago now. What should I say about it? I hadn’t actually thought about Sean in all this, so I chickened out about it and decided to concentrate on us for now. 
   

Oh Fletch, I’m very confused, but I don’t mean to push you away. Well, maybe I do. I don’t know. Somehow I actually find email easier to be honest than face to face, so I guess I’ll just say it. We can’t be together. I know it and you know it. It hurts like hell though. Right now I want nothing more than for you to be here, but we just… can’t!


I totally forgive you for Friday night. You weren’t yourself, it was the wolf.


E


P.S. I’ve been meaning to ask, at what point did you make peace with your wolf?

   

Darling E,


I’m going to do some research. I’m sure we can find a way to overcome the whole repercussions thing. But in the meantime I will respect your wishes and stay away.


It’s killing me to ask, but are you going to keep seeing that other guy?


In answer to your question, I started to make peace with my wolf right about when I was going to bite you. You said you were mine, and I discovered what it was that the wolf and I had in common. You. But it wasn’t until you were crying and you said that you needed me that it really happened. Both parts of me, the wolf and the human, wanted to return to you at that moment. That’s when I realised we weren’t two separate beings. The wolf is just the more instinctive and primal, but he’s still me. We became one in that moment because both parts of me wanted to get back to my body, back to where you were holding me and begging me not to leave you…

   
 I thanked my lucky stars he couldn’t see how embarrassed I was feeling. I put my hands over my red face for a second. He’d heard me saying I needed him? Had he somehow heard all the rest of my waffle that night too? Had I said I loved him? No, I don’t think I did, but I know I thought it. 
 I thought about the moment when he nearly bit me. At the time it had seemed scary, but now it just seemed… sexy… 
 I remembered his demanding voice, so deep as he’d said “Mine,” and my saying “Yes.” 
 This was dangerous territory, and I had to put in more distance. 
   

Don’t, Fletch. I was really tired and emotional. It had been a long night and obviously I didn’t want you to die.


I’m glad I helped you make peace with your wolf. But I didn’t mean the things I said. I was just trying to put right all the stuff I had made wrong.


Seeing as you and I can’t be together anyway, I can’t see the point in breaking up with Sean. Yes, I have feelings for you. But aren’t I more likely to get over them if I have someone else to focus on?

 (I thought about typing that he should do the same as well, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. What if he met another witch? What if he bonded with her instead of me?) 

I’m sure we will get over this attraction thing we have for each other; it just might take a bit of time.


E

   

LOL, nice try, Emily.


You want me as much as I want you.


He’s never going to kiss you like I do. You will never literally float away when he holds you, or create sparks between you like we do.


Keep seeing him if you think it will help. But I’m going to come for you, and when I do you’ll know we’re not done, not by a long shot.


I have to go to sleep now. But I’ll be in touch; and if a month from now, you hear a wolf howling at the moon, put on those pyjamas…


F xxx

   
 I stared at the screen for several minutes, not knowing what to think. Then I slowly closed the laptop as a smile crept over my face. 
 Yeah, he was right, there was no way we were done yet. k12

   
 The End 
   
 Download book two now! How to Witch a Werewolf
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