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A CRYSTAL BALL SHOWS ALL….

“Mimsey, what did you see in your shew stone?” I practically whispered. We didn’t
usually talk magic in the bakery unless there were no customers to overhear us.

“Well, my stars!” Mimsey kept her voice low, though it trilled with excitement. We
all leaned closer. “It appeared to be an emergency, though of what kind I simply can’t
pretend to know. My dear little pink stone only indicated that you needed help, darlin’.”
She looked around at the others.

I pressed my lips together. “Your crystal ball is nothing more than a gossip, then.”

Her face fell, and Bianca gave me a stern look. I backpedaled. “I mean, yes, Declan
and I discovered a body under a rhododendron bush in the square, but that doesn’t
have anything to do with us. Long term, I mean.”

“What!” Ben exclaimed.

Heads all over the bakery turned toward us, and I felt my face redden. I scooted closer
to Lucy and motioned Ben to the cushion next to me. “Shh.”

He ducked his head. “Sorry.” He sat down and whispered, “A body? What happened?”
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Chapter 1
“Mmm, that was delicious.” Declan McCarthy leaned back on his elbows and looked up
through the branches of the live oak arching overhead. His eyes reflected the electric
blue of the clear October sky.

“Even if you do say so yourself,” I said.

He blinked slowly. “I could take a nap right now.”

Mungo, my Cairn terrier, sighed his agreement.

I slapped my human companion lightly on the knee. “It’s only nine a.m., lazybones.”

“Not my fault you insisted on a breakfast picnic, Katie.”

“Well, it’s your fault for bringing so much food.”

Declan did all of the cooking for the crew when he was on duty at the firehouse. Right
now he was on days off, and when he’d offered to put together a Saturday-morning nosh
for the two of us, I leaped at the chance. I spent so much time in the kitchen of
the Honeybee Bakery that a morning off was pure heaven. Not that I didn’t love my
work.

Declan had packed up a culinary extravaganza of Low Country breakfast shrimp, Tasso
ham and cheese
grits, flaky buttermilk biscuits slathered with butter and peach jam, and a thermos
of freshly squeezed orange juice. Mungo had sampled all but the last with the verve
of the canine gourmet that he was. On my way to meet Declan in the parklike setting
of Johnson Square, I’d stopped by the Honeybee and grabbed a couple of dark-roast
coffees and some pumpkin spice cookies for, God help me, dessert.

Now, stuffed to the gills, I stretched out on the quilt. “It’s been hot for this time
of year, don’t you think?” Not that I’d lived in Savannah the previous October, but
it seemed like the sticky heat was going to go on forever.

The previous April I’d driven my Volkswagen Beetle from Akron, Ohio, to Savannah to
open the bakery with my aunt Lucy and uncle Ben. It was a fresh start after a broken
engagement and years at an unpleasant job. Six months later I was the proud owner
of a tiny carriage house in Midtown and part owner of the bakery, and I felt a sense
of belonging with my new friends that I’d never known before.

Declan—one of those new friends—looked down at me with a smile. “Ah. But not here.
There’s always a breeze in Johnson Square. Don’t you know the story?” He indicated
the marble obelisk towering nearby.

I shook my head.

His sweeping gesture took in the whole historic square. “Nathanael Greene, the Savior
of the South himself, absolutely despised fair Savannah. He hated the heat, and for
some reason he especially hated all the Spanish moss.”

“Because of the chiggers?” The elegantly draping
plant wasn’t really a moss at all, and it deceptively housed a teeming population
of tiny red biting insects.

“I daresay that didn’t help.” He pointed to the towering white monument. “Ol’ Nathan
is buried right there, and he keeps the air-conditioning on for everyone who comes
here.”

I snorted.

“It makes a certain amount of sense,” he said. “I believe he ultimately died of heatstroke.
Notice anything else?”

My gaze followed his upward. Then it dawned on me. “There isn’t any Spanish moss on
these trees!”

“That’s right. Nathan forbids it to grow.”

My eyes narrowed. Normally I would have pooh-poohed the notion, but since I had discovered
six months previously that I was a hereditary witch, my willingness to believe in
magic of all sorts had expanded exponentially.
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