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 Overview

Teddy is book number four in The Reluctant Witch Series. If you
have not yet read book one -
Magenta,
book two - Charlie and book three
- Jodie
– you might want to before starting this book.
However, if you want to jump right into reading Teddy, here is some background
information which I hope you’ll find helpful. This is also a good
refresher if it’s been a while since you read Jodie. I hope you enjoy
reading The Reluctant Witch Series
about sisters, Magenta, Charlie, Jodie, and Teddy
– a group of very reluctant witches.

Setting
Current day. Carlsbad, California. Carlsbad is a
beautiful beach city 34 miles north of San Diego and 86 miles south
of Los Angeles, California. It’s a picture-perfect place to live,
work, love and enjoy your own magic!

Characters

Magenta
- Twenty-four years old. Unmarried. She is the
youngest sister in the Stewart family, but surprisingly the first
to receive her magic. Magenta is a successful editor who works for
Peacock Publishing. She is currently living with her parents as her
apartment is being converted into a condo by her landlord/boyfriend
Justin. She has auburn hair, brown, almost black eyes, porcelain
skin. Serious sort of gal with a drive to succeed. Her familiar is
named Agador and he is a wild and crazy German speaking
cat.

Charlie -
Twenty-six years old and second sister to receive
her magic. Unmarried. Somewhat romantically involved with famous
author, Boston Riley. She is older than Magenta but younger than
Teddy and Jodie. Charlie is a graphic artist who has just set up
her own business. Her trademark is her beauty, and she knows it.
Blonde haired, blue eyed, she is one spunky gal. Her familiar is
Mrs. Charlotte McKenzie, aka Mrs. M. She is a cat who looks more
like a rabbit and has a thick Scottish accent and quite an
attitude.

Jodie -
Thirty years old. The oldest of the Stewart girls
and third to receive her magic. She is a five eleven, blonde, gray
eyed beauty who loves to make her pediatric patients laugh. Jodie’s
pediatric practice partner and someone she might be developing a
love interest in is Dr. Brian Strotter. She has yet to choose her
familiar or to get much control over her magic.

Teddy -
Twenty-eight years old. Second oldest sister and
last to receive her magic. Blonde haired, green eyed and nerdy. She
is an Assistant Dean at Mount Hollyrock College. Single. No man in
her life… yet! But just wait. She is an avid surfer and has won
awards for it. You’ll find out all about her as you read this
book.

Stephen and Lucinda
Stewart – Parents of the four sisters. Dad
is a baker who owns and runs several bakeries in and around
Carlsbad, California. Mom is a stay-at-home mom and past Coven Head
Priestess. Both are witches who originally gave up their magic only
to return to it when Magenta’s magic came forth.

Aunt Cressida
– Sister of Lucinda and
aunt of the four Stewart sisters. Powerful witch, herbalist,
natural healer, and crystal expert. Cressida is the High Priestess
of her coven and the owner of the Lavender Moon Apothecary. She is
who all four girls turn to for advice and support – magical and
non-magical. She is married to Uncle Harry, a Cerebral Wizard who
has been away for quite a while. You’ll meet him soon. Phoebe is
her familiar and a cat; a snotty white-haired princess of a
cat.

Justin March
– Magenta’s boyfriend. A builder and Magenta’s
landlord who is from England. He had to return home to take care of
his dad who had heart problems. In his absence, he has asked
Magenta to oversee the condo conversation. His parents are Iyla and
Elbert March. Iyla is a witch. Elbert is a non-magical – which
means he has no magic of his own.

Riley Boston
– Famous author who is very interested in
Charlie. In fact, Charlie created the cover for his last and highly
successful book. He is one handsome non-magical and an incredibly
talented author. Magenta happens to be his editor.

Anna and Russell
Greenhouse – Two spirits who owned a small
house in Carlsbad that Justin and others want to buy. They are
spiritually guarding the house; waiting for the right couple to buy
their old home.

Harold – A lovely spirit and past
owner of Charlie’s work studio. He assists Charlie with the daily
running of her workplace while remaining invisible. Filled with
more advice than Charlie can handle, he is a great guy to have
around!


Chapter One

 Teddy

 


Ouch!

I opened my eyes and shook my
head, bewildered to find myself sprawled out across the floor of my
Aunt Cressida’s shop, the Lavender Moon Apothecary. I tried to sit
up and winced. OMG that hurt! My left leg was twisted at an awkward
angle, frozen uncomfortably beneath my body. The worst part was
that I had absolutely no idea how or why this had happened to me.
The numbness I’d been feeling quickly gave way to unwelcome waves
of painful pins and needles that pulsated sharp electrical currents
from my butt all the way down to my toes. It left me feeling
incapacitated, confused and more than a little ticked off. And
where the hell were my shoes? I was fairly sure I’d put them on
when I’d dressed this morning.

How long had I been lying on these
cold, unforgiving hardwood floors and why hadn’t anyone come to
help me? My head hurt and I instinctively knew that if I checked,
I’d find a sizable bump throbbing at the base of my skull. Had I
fallen or had someone actually pushed me down onto the floor? The
latter seemed highly unlikely since I think I would have remembered
if I had been attacked. I strained to clear my head and straighten
out my contorted body. I was a mess! The last thing I remember was
being magically summoned to Aunt Cressida’s shop; interrupting my
quiet morning just as I was about to pour sweet honey over my
cinnamon raisin bagel. My stomach rumbled loudly with hunger at the
memory of my eclipsed breakfast. Magically transported without any
forewarning, I’d arrived to find the Lavender Moon Apothecary in
total chaos. The otherwise beautiful shop was a scene of noise and
destruction. My parents, Stephen and Lucinda, were racing around
the place spouting one incantation after another. I’d called out to
my dad and begged him to stop and tell me what was going on and why
I’d been mystically ferried here, but he’d been too preoccupied to
answer me.

“Teddy, what are you doing on the
floor? Get up and help us,” Dad had shouted.

“Help you? How about you folks
help me!” I said in my most sarcastic voice, as Dad simply
dismissed my suggestion and turned his attention away from
me.

My sisters Jodie, Charlie and
Magenta all looked frozen in fear, apparently stunned by whatever
was happening all around us. And I wasn’t sure why Brian, Justin
and his parents Isla and Elbert were even here. I could only guess
that they’d all been transported to the shop too. But for what
purpose, I could not say. None of it made any sense to me. My Aunt
Cressida was currently jogging around the shop in her red high
heels, throwing her hands in the air and shouting out all sorts of
magical spells.

“Teddy, what are you doing? Come
on; I need your help,” my aunt shouted, clearly frustrated with the
fact that she’d found me on her floor.

“Yeah, I’ll get right on that Aunt
Cressida. As soon as I drag myself off the floor.”

Anyway, my aunt’s request for help
from me was just plain ridiculous, since unlike her, I was not very
magically endowed. I may come from a family of strong witches, but
my powers have yet to fully blossom. I mean, I try, but I’m just
not that good at it. Thinking back on this whole situation, the
only rational reason why I would be on the floor of the Lavender
Moon Apothecary at this very moment was that the chaos and
confusion I’d been sucked into had been too much for my virgin
witchy mind to handle and I’d fainted. That must be why I’d ended
up how I did, when I did. The more I thought about it, the more I
knew that must be what had happened. And although it’s embarrassing
to admit that I probably got totally overwhelmed and crashed, it’s
not really my fault. You see, I’m brand new to the magical world of
witchcraft. It’s only recently that I even found out that, like my
sisters, I’m a Hereditary Witch from a long line of witches. You
may want to call me a mage, an enchantress, a spellcaster or even a
sorceress and any of those titles might be right. Unfortunately, I
myself couldn’t tell you for certain, since I’m still learning
about the paranormal world and its mystical inhabitants. Needless
to say, I’m having a really hard time wrapping my head around any
of it and I must have freaked out and then unceremoniously checked
out. Not the best response for a newly fabricated witch like
me.

In terms of having any magical
abilities that might prove helpful to anyone, your guess is as good
as mine as to what those might be. As a magical newbie, I’m
uncertain how to use most of the abilities I’m told I inherited
from my parents. Although I’ve recently been working with my aunt
and my sisters to try to identify and strengthen a few of those
abilities, it’s still so new, so confusing and really quite
frustrating for me. Be that as it may, remaining on the floor was
no longer an option. I needed to unfold my body, get up and figure
out what the heck was going on and how I might help calm the waters
as requested… if I even could… which as I said, is highly
doubtful.

Slowly crawling up and onto my
bare feet, I dusted off the seat of my pants, turned and sucked in
a breath of surprise as I came face to face with a frightening
looking stranger; a stranger whose eyes were a strikingly peculiar
shade of eggplant. There was an immediate shift of energy swirling
all around me the closer I got to her. It scared me and I fought to
focus my attention and calm my erratic breathing.

Get a grip on yourself. You can do
this. You can do this, I mentally
channeled to myself. I knew where I was and who I was. At least
that was a start. What I didn’t know was why I was here and what
this creature standing next to me wanted from me.

The woman’s eyes glowed
menacingly, and I instantly wished I was back in my kitchen
enjoying some breakfast instead of facing off with some sort of
female demon, witch or deviant. You should pick which one she was,
because I sure as hell didn’t know. All I knew for certain was that
there was one scary looking broad with a bad attitude staring at
me.

The stranger had a determined,
predatory tilt to her chin as she scowled at me. For a moment, she
seemed as curious about me as I was about her and I instinctively
jumped back when she reached a hand out to touch me. No way Jose: I
was not letting her touch me. I had no idea what kind of wicked
juju this chick was dealing out. She silently stared at me for way
too long, and I felt my heart bolt, slamming into my chest as if it
was trying to escape from her glare. Just as I was about to call
her out, a devilish grin spread across her face, and she threw back
her head and laughed a deep throaty laugh that shook me to the very
depths of my soul.

“Who are you?” I asked loudly,
scooting away from her. “Better yet; what are you?” I whispered to
myself as much as to her, as tremors of terror and revulsion
simultaneously catapulted through me. I swallowed hard, hoping to
keep down the meager amount of morning coffee I’d chugged earlier
today. The deep brown liquid was currently demanding my full
attention as it fought its way back up my throat. My brain throbbed
painfully, and I reached a hand to the back of my head; confirming
that, yes indeed, there was one mega bump residing there. Maybe I
hadn’t fallen after all. Maybe my strange visitor was the actual
reason for all of this chaos and my bump too! Could she have
attacked me? And if she had, why couldn’t I remember it?

The stranger took a small step
sideways and crunched down on something on the floor, reminding me
that I needed to be careful since I was shoeless. Closer to me now,
she leveled her snakelike eyes on me again as her brightly painted
lips parted to reveal a set of startling white, uber straight
teeth. She silently traced her pink tongue across her enameled
beauties, and I feared a set of fangs might descend at any moment.
Instead, I caught sight of a sizable chip in her left eye tooth
that marred her dental beauty. I wondered who or what she’d
attacked to earn that chip and half expected her to let out a low
growl and devour me next. Her dark intensity signaled raw hate and
sent a spike of fear hopping from bone to bone and up my spine
before it viciously slammed into my heart. Confusion sapped my
strength as I wondered what this creature could possibly have
against me.

The room chilled as she smiled
innocently and wiggled her fingers like a mischievous child playing
with me like I was her toy. The pain she provoked proved that she
was anything but childlike.

Ouch!” I cried again, covering my
aching heart with shaking fingers. “That really hurt! What’s wrong
with you? Get your bad ass away from me!”

I knew she had caused that
piercing pain in my chest; I just couldn’t figure out why. Who was
she anyway? And why was she here in my aunt’s shop? I gently rubbed
my chest, hoping to find some relief. But the more this mystery gal
focused her strangely colored eyes on me, the more pain I felt and
the more I disliked her.

Stop it!” I yelled, wishing I
could remember even one of the spells my family had taught me. I
needed to protect myself and my magic was nowhere to be found. I
was a vulnerable witch without enough knowledge or skill to even
help myself let alone anyone else.

Her only response was to laugh
harder. Clearly, she found the agony that she was inflicting on me
to be quite hilarious and that really ticked me off. Her pale,
grayish complexion looked unhealthy and created a gruesome mask
that highlighted the devilish monster within. And if her eyes were
the window to her soul, well, her soul had to be pitch
black!

“I’m not quite done just yet,
Teddy,” she giggled deviously as she gazed expectantly around the
Lavender Moon Apothecary. I heard her suck in her breath and a deep
growl exploded from her chest. Her eggplant eyes narrowed and
turned black as she found her mark and focused her fury on an
unsuspecting Aunt Cressida.

I tried to call out to my aunt to
warn her, but my words were immediately squelched by a wave of the
woman’s hand. Damn, I hated the power this woman had over me and I hated even
more the helpless way it made me feel.

A new round of crazy vibrations
careened throughout Aunt Cressida’s shop shaking the very floors we
stood on and encouraging a tray of multi-colored gemstones to
scatter on the floor around me. I protectively placed one foot over
the other, hoping to avoid any potential injury. The eruptions
suddenly grew so violent that they knocked me back down onto my
knees and I cried out in pain as a rough-edged Amethyst crystal
imbedded itself in my knee. The Lavender Moon Apothecary was under
attack; exploding into a cacophony of deafening noise and
destruction as the woman screamed maniacally with delight. Shop
lights flickered on and off before completely extinguishing. Heavy
wooden cabinets that had once been filled with crystals and books
with titles like “Magic 101” and “Spells, Incantations and Magical
Chants” toppled over, spilling their contents onto the floor next
to me. Gently pulling the crystal from my knee, I scooted back into
a corner and covered my eyes as shattering bits of glass and
splintering oak flew through the air. A dense, morgue-like chill
cloaked the air, creating a damp frostiness that seeped straight
through to my bones, making it hard to breathe and magnifying my
pain. Another wave hit and large glass shelves separated themselves
from the walls and crashed down onto the hardwood floor as the room
rocked with wild energy. I had no idea what the hell was going on
or why I’d been transported here to witness this madness. The only
thing I was certain of was that something bad had descended on the
Lavender Moon Apothecary and the lady with the purple eyes had to
be responsible for bringing it our way.

I looked around the Apothecary,
surprised to see that no one else but me was reacting to this
stranger. What did they think was happening here? Was I the only
one who could see or hear the intruder? If they did see her, why
weren’t they trying to stop her? If they didn’t see her, why did I?
Did this make me the crazy sister of the Stewart family? I gave
that thought a hard pass. I was not crazy, but she certainly
was!

I located my mom and my sisters
standing in a circle, tightly holding hands with Justin’s mother,
Iyla and generating waves of ritual magic. Creating an energy
filled sacred space, they were all chanting what I assumed was some
sort of defensive spell in Latin. Their voices rose and fell like
crashing waves, culminating with shouts of “Amen!” and “So shall it
be!” My aunt was totally absorbed in her ritual, leading the group
of witches in one incantation after another. Aunt Cressida was so
engrossed in what she was doing that she was totally unaware of the
daggers of hate the stranger was still projecting at
her.

Brian, Jodie’s friend and business
partner and Elbert, Justin’s dad and a non-magical, both stood to
the side, watching the chaos with looks of disbelief painted on
their faces. I felt sorry for Elbert who was visibly shaken by the
explosive events happening all around him. This was a lot for me to
take in, what must it be doing to the psyche of a non-magical like
Elbert? The look on the face of my sister Magenta told me she was
scared which sort of surprised me since she’d been a witch a lot
longer than I had, and I thought she could handle anything. I guess
I was wrong. Magenta’s eyes were wide, and her mouth fell open as
if she couldn’t believe what she was witnessing.

I suddenly recoiled as a foul
stench filled the room, slithering like a dark snake across the
floor before curling upward. Within moments, it consumed the entire
shop. I instinctively covered my nose with my hands, hoping to
shield myself from the noxious smell of rotten eggs. My eyes stung
and I couldn’t help but gag. OMG: it stank in here! Gone were the
comforting lavender, vanilla, cinnamon, and carnation fragrances
that usually blessed the Apothecary. The scents of highly
fragranced candles had been extinguished along with any traces of
the floral incense and oils my aunt always maintained in her shop.
They’d been replaced by ugly smells that permeated my nostrils and
made my stomach roll with nausea. The smells were so putrid and
pervasive that I examined the floor, half expecting to see
something black and otherworldly bubbling beneath my feet. But when
I automatically rose up onto my tippy toes to avoid whatever was
causing the stench, I was surprised to find nothing
there.

Don’t you smell that?” I called
out to anyone who might hear. It was as if I was spitting in the
wind. My words flew back in my face; unheard by anyone.

“Hello Teddy,” the stranger said,
startling me back down off my toes and onto my bare feet. The
oddness of her voice made me cringe and the hairs on the back of my
neck rose in full alert mode. Warning alarms were going off in my
head and only added to the radiating pain that was already present.
The aura around the stranger was dark and foreboding and I narrowed
my eyes, trying to figure out what she was. I felt sick to my
stomach and the pain in both my chest and head boomeranged around
my body as if trying to find an escape route. I cried out in pain
and frustration.

“I’m surprised to find you here
little witch,” she said in an unflattering and condescending tone
that rankled my already uneasy nerves. “I didn’t know you were one
of Cressida’s mindless minions. Surely this fight is not one of
your making child,” she sneered, raising her hands as she looked
around the shop and wordlessly took ownership of the
chaos.

“I don’t know who you are or what
you want, but I really don’t like you!” I shouted.

“Tut Tut. That’s truly a shame
Teddy. I could be your best friend if you just let me.”

“Friends like you I do not need,”
I answered sharply. “And by the way, I happen to be a
twenty-eight-year-old woman with a particularly good mind of my
own. I am no child, and I am certainly no one’s minion.”

“Oh really?” she said in mock
surprise, her hand over her heart as if my words had surprised her.
“That is wonderful to hear. Perhaps there’s hope for you yet,” she
laughed. “Although you may be new to magic, it appears that you do
have a feisty spirit and a mind of your own. Goody, goody,” she
said, clapping her hands in delight. “Cressida may not have had
enough time yet to fully brainwash you to her ways, especially
since you are the last of your sisters to steal my magic.” She
beamed her hauntingly wicked smile my way, her upper lip curling in
a fake smile. “But you are
still a babe when it comes to your magical
abilities. Wouldn’t you agree, Teddy? You needed my help and poof!
Here I am,” she said, staring down at my bare feet. With a snap of
her fingers, a pair of bright red patent leather tennis shoes
covered my feet. “See how helpful I can be for you?” she trilled.
“I wouldn’t want you to step on something and injure yourself. Now
it’s your turn to help me!” Her wicked smile grew larger by the
minute, and I felt a chill ripple throughout my body.

As much as I liked the safety of
having my feet covered, I did not want anything from this woman. I
struggled unsuccessfully to strip the red sneakers from my feet.
They would not move. The more I struggled, the more her eyes glowed
with delight. How did she know my name and why did she feel the
need to shame my fledgling magical abilities? And wait! Did she say
I stole her magic? As if that was even possible.

“Now, now Teddy. Settle down.
Enjoy the shoes; they are just a little gift from me to you.
Something for you to always remember me by.”

As if I’d wanted to remember this
chick!

The stranger’s voice was deep; her
words lethargically rolling off her tongue as if it was coated in
layers of thick molasses. My skin tingled with uneasy anticipation
whenever she spoke, and it annoyed me that I was letting her get
under my skin so easily. I trembled, unsure if it was from anger or
fear. The only thing I knew for certain was that I wanted nothing
to do with this dark mage.

“Aunt Cressida, Mom…,” I called
out, hoping to alert my family to the presence of this evil one. I
was having a real hard time comprehending why they weren’t reacting
to the woman or how it was that none of them seemed to smell the
stink that had filled the Lavender Moon Apothecary.

“Oh, no, no, no Teddy; don’t waste
your breath. Even though I can see all of you, no one else can hear
or see me. That makes it so much more fun… don’t you think?” Before
I could answer, she said, “You are the special one, Teddy. That’s
why I’m speaking with you and only you.”

“Lucky me,” I snapped. “Well, I
won’t speak to you until you stop all of the craziness you started.
I know it’s you. I’m certain you’re at the center of all of this
mayhem. Knock it off; you’re destroying my aunt’s shop and for no
good reason. And I did not steal your magic, so whatever you’re
doing to me, you need to stop doing that too! It hurts,” I said,
rubbing my chest.

She laughed in a way that made me
want to reach out and slap her. And yet, I couldn’t help but be
intrigued by who she was and the powers she wielded.

“Oh, I have my reasons,” she
snarled back. “Good reasons. Reasons you and your sisters will know
soon enough.”

I did not like the way she’d just
spoken to me. Clearly powerful, the woman was uncommon looking;
statuesque, devilishly beautiful, yet distinctly unique with a
splash of evil thrown in. But she didn’t feel real to me. Her aura
was dark, and unwelcoming and she displayed a self-assured and
dangerously prideful attitude as if she had something to prove.
Purple streaks coiled throughout her long, thick alabaster white
hair in tiny braids and tangled curls that hung well past her
cinched in waist. Her light locks were the color of snow; so white
they glowed. They were either natural, sprouting from such a
noticeably pink scalp or the result of damn good magic. I was
fascinated by her eyes that were the same color as the purple
strands that ran through her anemic looking hair. Her freakishly
dark orbs gleamed brilliantly each time she blinked, changing like
a chameleon from purple to violet to eggplant and back. I honestly
couldn’t remember ever meeting anyone with hair or eyes that shade
before and I soon decided that her appearance had to have been
magically enhanced by some sort of glamour spell.

“Who are you? Where did you come
from? And how do you know me?” I asked anxiously, as I attempted to
use my fledgling powers to seek out and feel her energy. All I
found was a cold, dark void that scared the bejeebers out of me.
She didn’t answer my query, but instead tilted her head at a
curious angle as she continued to stare at me. She wore no makeup
to distract from her violacious eyes; just brightly painted red
lips that contorted into a contemptuous smirk. A smirk I once again
wanted to smack right off her face.

“I asked you a question,” I said
over the din. “Who are you? What do you want? Why are you causing
all of this?” I demanded, looking around the room and then back at
her. The noise had built to such a loud crescendo that I wanted to
put my hands protectively over my ears to block out the riotous
sounds.

Remaining eerily mute, she
playfully wagged her long, thin index finger at me and whispered,
“Hush.” An ornate ring with a massive garnet stone the color of
blood sparkled on her right hand. Its silver band wrapped around
her index finger like a snake, slithering down to her knuckle.
Definitely different, the shiny bauble was somewhere between gaudy
and gorgeous; just like the woman herself.

“Poor Teddy. You have no idea who
I am or what you’ve gotten yourself into… do you?” she laughed,
forcing my heart to beat furiously.

The woman’s long black fingernails
drew my attention away from the ring; nails that had been
skillfully sharpened to spiky points and enhanced with drops of red
lacquer on the tips. If the red beads were supposed to look like
blood, they did. I shivered as I imagined the pain that could be
inflicted if those spikes ever connected with raw flesh. They were
sharp enough to tear deep strips of skin and cause massive injury.
She was one scary babe, and those nails should be registered as
lethal weapons. But who she was, what she wanted or why she had
chosen now to appear at the Lavender Moon Apothecary remained a
vexing mystery that she seemed unwilling to explain
away.

“Teddy. Are you okay?” my dad
asked, staring at me as he reached over and gave my shoulder a
shake.

No Dad, I’m not alright,
I thought.

“Do you know her, Dad? I think
she’s causing all of this. Dad, look at me,” I shouted. “Do you
even see who I’m talking about?”

But Dad simply drew his eyebrows
up high onto his forehead and looked at me like I was nuts. No, I
was not crazy, but I was not alright either. How could I be? First,
I got dragged away from my breakfast. Then I landed in a sea of
chaos, fainted, and woke up to some dark-eyed, bitchy witch. I mean
she had to be a witch… right? She was dressed in skintight black
leggings, stiletto heeled boots and a black jacket with red eyelets
through which long strands of pale lace were thread. A thin red
serpentine belt encircled her tiny waist. Her entire outfit was
certainly over the top and definitely designed to attract
attention. The contrast between her white hair, black garments and
red lips was striking. Unusual to say the least, she was costumed
more like a sexy Halloween play witch than a current day sister in
magic. I was tempted to reach out and shove her to prove I hadn’t
made the witch up in my befuddled head, but I knew better than to
do that. She might bite!

“Teddy,” Dad shouted. “I don’t
know who you are talking about but snap out of it and join your
sisters. They need your magical strength.”

“But what about her?” I shouted
again.

“Who?” Dad asked, quickly scanning
the room with a frustrated look on his face.

I looked around, frantically
searching for the scary stranger, but she had vanished. “What the
hell!” I shouted. “Where did you go witch?”

“Teddy!” Dad called out
impatiently. “I don’t know who you are looking for, but I need you
to join the circle of magic now!”

Checking the room and validating
that the stranger had totally disappeared, I let out a frustrated
sigh and joined the circle, even though I still wasn’t sure how
much help I would even be. I mean, who or what were we even
fighting and what were we fighting about? Was this all being caused
by the babe in black like I thought?

Dad stepped up and linked hands
with my mom and my aunt and sent a powerful pulse of energy around
the circle, bonding us all together as one. If I hadn’t realized it
before, I did now. My dad was one wickedly powerful witch. His
magic felt heavy with elements of confidence, insightfulness, force
and strangely… tranquility. And he was sharing it with all of us in
one powerful punch.

“There is some dark force at work
here. We need to break through it before it completely destroys my
place,” yelled Aunt Cressida.

“I was trying to tell you about
her,” I shouted. “I know she said you couldn’t see her, but I kept
hoping that you could. She was staring at you like she knew
you.”

“Who are you talking about Teddy?”
my aunt asked impatiently. “I don’t see anyone!”

The stranger had told me that my
family could not see or hear her. But I had hoped that since Aunt
Cressida was the High Priestess, her magic would have been strong
enough to make the woman’s words untrue. I’d been wrong. I needed
to fill Aunt Cressida in right away. But before I could share my
knowledge about our unwelcome guest, my aunt called out another
magical invocation.

“Gods above and beyond, help me to
stop this chaos now.”

Together we all followed Aunt
Cressida’s chant, echoing her words loudly. Our conjoined voices
vibrated in beautiful harmony, sounding more like the St. James
Church Choir than the spell casters that we were. The wind began to
howl and the chandelier above our heads rocked violently back and
forth before furiously spinning around in an exaggerated circle. An
irregular rainbow of color reflected down from the few remaining
crystals. I wondered what had happened to all the other crystals
that had previously bejeweled the light fixture. My heart skipped a
beat as I considered what might happen if the chandelier freed
itself from its shiny linked chain. I guess I’d find out if this
frenetic wind didn’t stop soon. I didn’t want to be anywhere near
that chandelier when it finally let go and I certainly didn’t want
to be under it.

The smell in the room was getting
worse and the rest of my family had finally noticed it.

“What is that stink?” yelled
Charlie.

“It’s horrible,” answered Jodie,
gagging, and covering her mouth.

Aunt Cressida and my mom were
fiercely engaged in some sort of magic as their bodies took on a
supernatural glow. Surprisingly, neither of them seemed the least
bit distracted by the smell. Magenta’s boyfriend Jonathan had gone
from looking confused to looking terrified and more than a little
green around the gills. I presumed it was from the stench. Jodie’s
friend Brian, who had popped up out of nowhere to complete our
magical circle, had turned a deep shade of red. I wasn’t sure if it
was from the toxic smell or the fact that his blood pressure was
going through the roof right about now. I’m sure he had no idea
what was actually going on. But then again, neither did I! And my
sisters? Well, they looked almost as confused as I felt.

Strangely, I was no longer afraid,
which made absolutely no sense at all because there was a lot going
on right now that I had no way of understanding. I should have been
scared senseless since this dark outsider was uberly fixated on me
and my magical mojo was sadly too immature to provide much
protection for myself or others. Taking in the scene exploding all
around me, I suddenly recognized what that awful stink was. It was
the smell of Sulfur. And, although I don’t know a lot about magic
yet, I’ve learned enough to know that wretched smell is a sure sign
that black magic is in play.

An urgency colored my aunt as she
too recognized the awful odors in her shop, and I listened as my
Aunt Cressida loudly petitioned the gods again for their help. Her
words were simple and her desires implicit.

“I hand to you my confusion and
doubt and ask that you share your guiding

wisdom with me. Extinguish the
chaos and destruction that threatens our world and help me to lead
us through our battle against all that is evil.” Aunt Cressida
repeated her request over and over again.

The wind picked up and her words
were quickly lost in it. Whoever or whatever was causing this
insanity was definitely evil in nature and had to be a practitioner
of the dark arts. I worried that if Aunt Cressida’s requests were
not answered soon or if we couldn’t figure out who this witch was
and why she was bringing her fight to us, we all might die
trying.


 Chapter Two

Charlie

 


My morning had not started out
quite the way I had planned it to. I had no more than finished
applying my makeup and was curling my hair when my mom sent out a
frantic message asking for my help. Well, maybe she’d sent her
request out to all of us. Whatever was happening at Aunt Cressida’s
shop sounded like trouble. I’d abandoned my curling iron and pulled
my hair up into a ponytail; ready to face whatever was coming my
way. I took a quick look in the mirror, confirmed that I looked
fabulous and formidable, and time walked myself to the Lavender
Moon Apothecary.

I arrived to find my parents, Aunt
Cressida, Jodie, Magenta, Justin and his mom, Iyla standing around
in the front room of my aunt’s shop; proof that I was not the only
one to receive the call to action from Mom. The place was a
tumultuous sea of madness. Something bad was going on here. The
problem was that I had no idea who or what was causing it. All I
knew for certain was that it was time for me to add my energy to
this circle of magic that everyone else had formed. I reached out
and took Mom’s hand as the other witches scooted together to create
our sacred space. It was showtime and the magic was about to
begin.

Mom led us in a prayer of sorts,
something I’d never heard before. Holding hands and tightly bonded
together in a power filled mystical circle, we were unexpectedly
blessed with a moment of calm. The room silenced and we all smiled
at each other as a bath of pure white energy sprinkled down on each
of us in tiny, shimmering diamond-like drops that filled the air
and coated us all with a wonderful feeling of peace. I wondered if
the gods had heard my mom’s prayer or my aunt’s pleas for help. I
was fairly sure it was the latter; the gods must have heard my
aunt’s request for help, and this was their response. The
pandemonium that had surrounded us all had finally stalled and I
felt my shoulders drop in relief.

I love my family and I have come
to love the magic that we share; life affirming magic that I can
feel coursing through my veins the longer I stay connected to this
incredible circle of witches. But sometimes, like this morning,
magic can also be confusing and kind of unpredictable. I was the
second of my sisters to discover her inner magic and for the most
part, I had taken to it like a duck to water. Magic usually made me
feel whole and the internal tingle I got when my magic was at work
reminded me that I was alive and that my life was full of
possibilities. I liked that part of being a magical
being.

Sadly, at the moment, even though
the chaos had dimmed, I was feeling less happy tingles and more
mind-numbing pain. My sister Magenta had taken to squeezing my
fingers so tightly that I was afraid that she might snap one off at
any moment. Magenta had gained her magic well before I had, and I
was fairly certain that her powers were firmly in place. So why she
was currently squeezing my finger so tightly with fear, I really
couldn’t say. Surely, she could handle this situation better than I
could.

“Magenta!” I cried. “Please loosen
your grip! You’re hurting me!” Pressing my lips together tightly
and grimacing in pain, I looked down at our conjoined hands. My
fingertips had turned white, and the pain was only increasing. I
needed her to stop, so I tried again, “Magenta! Come on; the noise
has stopped. I think it’s over. You don’t have to hold onto me so
tightly.”

Acting as if she hadn’t heard a
thing I’d said, my sister closed her eyes in prolonged
concentration and simultaneously tightened her hold of me.
What the F was wrong
with her?

“Magenta! Listen to me,” I shouted
to no avail.

What the F is my go-to phrase when things get tough. My mother
doesn’t

care for it when I finish off my
sentence with the full expletive. So, What
the F will have to do for now until I can
come up with a better phrase.

Speaking of my mother, she had
gone into some kind of limp wristed trance-like state. The more her
eyes glazed over, the looser her grip on my hand got. Panicking
that she might slip away from me at any moment, I tightened my hold
and yelled, “Mom! Wake up! You need to hang on to me. Don’t - let -
go; you’ll break the circle of magic!”

Unfortunately, Mom didn’t respond
the way I’d hoped she would. Instead, she continued to stare off
into space as her body slowly drooped. I had no idea what was wrong
with her, but I worried what would happen if one of us let go and
our magical circuit was broken before my aunt gave us the signal to
do so. I tightened my hold and gave Mom’s hand a strong
shake.

“Prohibere!” my Aunt Cressida
suddenly yelled; raising her hands in the air and forcing a
destructive bolt of lightning across the room.

“What was that?” I shouted. “What
is going on, Aunt Cressida?” I looked frantically around the room
for answers as my aunt’s voice filled the air once again. “Why did
you say that?”

“Prohibere!”

The fierceness of her words shook
me, and I took a step backward without letting go of my grip on my
sister or my mother. I knew that Aunt Cressida had just yelled
“stop.” I was just not sure who she was yelling at as there was no
one else in the room that I could see but us. Aunt Cressida’s voice
must have caught Mom by surprise too because she brightened up,
shook her head, and stared at Aunt Cressida in full alert mode.
Fortunately, Aunt Cressida’s command also motivated Mom to tighten
her hold on my hand. Unfortunately for me, Mom squeezed a little
too tightly and now both of my hands throbbed with pain as Magenta
and Mom strengthened their vice like grip on me.

“Magenta!” I shouted again and
shook my hand. With a guilty look, my sister finally picked up on
my distress and loosened her grip. Relief raced from my hand and up
my arm as my blood finally began to flow freely once
again.

“Sorry,” Magenta
whispered.

“Everyone please, I need you to
join your voices with mine,” Aunt Cressida said in a commanding
tone. “Chant with me as loud as you can.” Her eyes raced from one
of us to the next confirming that we all understood her directions,
before she called out, “Prohibere!”

“Prohibere!” we obediently echoed
in unison. Magic danced around the area as the room
darkened.

“Again!” shouted Aunt Cressida.
“We must either draw the force out or chase it away. Either way,
this madness has got to stop.”

The ceiling above me cracked and I
held my breath for what was to come next. Suddenly the ceiling
became a mosaic of shattered pieces as chunks of white plaster fell
onto my head and shoulders. I wondered just how much more of this
my aunt’s shop could take. It was already a disastrous
mess.

Suddenly, breaking free from our
circle, my aunt turned and immediately filled her spot, knitting
Magenta’s hand to Jodie’s. Her eyes darkened and Aunt Cressida
stood tall, assuming the look of a fierce warrior. Enchantment
glowed in her eyes and tiny bursts of power sprung from her
fingertips. A magic-filled breeze encircled Aunt Cressida. Looking
skyward, she cried out, “Corporatum Identitatis!” Quickly followed
by, “Prohibere!” Identify yourself and stop.

“What are you doing Cressida?” my
mom screamed, watching her sister sprint across the room. I held
tightly onto Mom’s hand, refusing to let her go as she repeatedly
attempted to break free and follow her sister.

“Ouch!” I yelled when my mom’s
nails bit into my palms. I had no idea that my mom was so strong as
she strained to break free from the circle and follow her sister.
My hands were red and aching from Mom’s protestations.

Pulling fiercely at my hand, Mom
gave me a look of pure frustration before turning back to her
sister and shrieking, “Get back in the circle, Cressida. It’s not
safe. Either get back into this circle or listen to me!”

Mom’s skin suddenly paled and her
eyes turned an eerie shade of darkness. I could feel magic pulsing
all around her as her body shook with fury.

“Let me go Charlie! Cressida needs
my help,” Mom screamed.

I glanced over at my aunt who was
shaking her head vehemently, No! I hung on tighter to Mom. In turn,
Mom forced her magic painfully from her hand and up my arm
attempting to sever our connection. Mom was well past frustrated;
she’d passed into a state of rage.

“What the F Mom; that hurt! Aunt Cressida told me not to let you
go.”

Ignoring me, Mom called out to my
aunt. “Cressida, you need the protection of the circle. What do you
think you’re doing? Tell Charlie to let me go.”

Before my aunt could respond, a
blustery gust of wind tore across the room and a frighteningly evil
laugh shattered the air.

“Who was that?” Magenta
screamed.

“It’s the witch!” Teddy yelled
back at her. “She’s got to be the one who’s causing all of
this.”

A soft, high-pitched scream rolled
through the air, validating Teddy’s words as Aunt Cressida released
another bolt of energy.

“Which witch?” I
yelled.

“Come on Charlie. Are you telling
me that you didn’t see her either?” Teddy asked
impatiently.

Whoever Teddy was talking about
must have done a damn good job of hiding herself, because I sure
didn’t see her.

My mother never gave me a chance
to answer, as she pulled my sisters and me closer into the
protective circle of witches and began whispering words I could
neither hear nor understand. I just knew that she was spouting
incantations filled with powerful magic because of the mystical
warmth that circulated throughout our circle of witches the longer
she spoke. At least Mom now seemed content to stay within the
confines of our group and had stopped sending her vicious zips and
zaps of energy up and down my arm. She leaned into me and
whispered, “Sorry about that Charlie. I got a little carried away.
But I am really worried about your aunt.”

“Yeah, I got that part Mom. It’s
okay I guess.”

Our aunt’s Book of Spells
mysteriously rose from the carpet bag where it must have been
resting. I’m not sure if my mom or my aunt had called for it, but
either way, it had decided to make a grand appearance. Pages
fluttered rapidly, turning from one section of the tome to the
next; propelled by some unseen force. It was searching for the
right spell or incantation to provide the assistance we desperately
needed right now. Soft hums of energy echoed throughout the room as
the book floated down onto the table, its spine flat and pages wide
open. A low harmonic rumble of mystical words fluttered like
butterflies upward from the pages, filling the air and painting the
walls of the room with color. Aunt Cressida must have recognized
the words because she sighed a breath of relief as she began to
repeat them. For a moment, I thought the storm was over. That is
until the overhead chandelier began rocking back and forth,
fighting the constraints of its thick brass chain, and demanding an
immediate release.

“Uh oh. That’s not good,” I
whispered.

With a loud snap, the hefty
crystal chandelier tore itself free from the ceiling and flew
straight at my aunt’s head. Raising a hand, Aunt Cressida calmly
swatted the air, sending the chandelier in the opposite direction.
Damn, she was powerful! The chandelier promptly smashed into the
wall, hit the floor with a thunderous crash and exploded into tiny
shards of glass that sprayed everywhere. My aunt’s familiar and
spiritual guide Phoebe sprang out from where she’d been hiding and
let out a loud shriek before racing across the floor with her
fluffy white tail high in the air. Although I didn’t see any blood,
I was certain that Phoebe had just used up one of her nine cat
lives.

“Stop!” Aunt Cressida shouted
angrily. “Depart evil spirit. Leave my shop now! You and your dark
evil magic are not welcome here.”

Cressida quickly pulled her
powerful amulet from around her neck and slammed it down into the
center of several larger crystals that had appeared on her
worktable next to her Book of Spells. This was the first time I had
seen Aunt Cressida’s amulet and I noticed that the center stone was
unique and far more brilliant than the stones in the protective
amulets she had given to my sisters and I. Leaning over the table,
Aunt Cressida groaned with exhaustion. Her strength visibly waning,
she called out. “You have tired me, but not defeated me with your
foolish games.” Her words confirmed to us all that, as tired as she
might be, Aunt Cressida wasn’t ready to give up just
yet.

Sensing that my aunt was now in
need of added support, I made a snap decision. I broke from the
circle and raced to Aunt Cressida’s side. I jerked my amulet from
around my neck and placed it on the table next to hers. I’m not
sure why, but I made sure that the two crystals were touching each
other. I hoped that two stones would be more powerful than one and
I must have been right. When the two joined together, a brilliant
light burst forth from both amulets; motivating the surrounding
crystals on the table to light up as well.

Following my aunt’s lead, I
yelled, “Discedite!” and waited for what was to come next. I
listened, surprised to hear the crystals surrounding the amulets
begin to loudly purr in harmony, before releasing a brilliant white
light so intense that I had to look away. The two amulets resting
inside the circle of crystals on the table immediately assumed a
deep shade of purple. I’d never seen my amulet turn that unique
shade before. Immediately, my sisters caught on and raced over to
join me, removing their amulets, and placing them next to Aunt
Cressida’s and mine.

Mom stayed anchored to the circle
of magic, chanting the words she’d heard her sister say. As if
suddenly magnetized, the amulets on the table scooted closer
together, attaching themselves even more tightly together. One by
one the stones of our necklaces glowed; energy pulsating from each
and every one.

My aunt suddenly placed her hands
over heart, looked skyward and cried, “I call out to the magic that
resides within me to come forth and join with the strengths hidden
within these mighty crystals.” The crystals on the table pulsed
with energy and magic radiated toward my aunt’s body. She reached
out her hands, fingers hovering above the crystals on the table and
said, “I invite you mighty vessels of strength to join your powers
with mine so that I may battle the darkness that threatens us all.”
Energy pounded out, encircling the table, and causing it to bounce
with power. The floor around us shook as the crystals continued to
vibrate with energy.

A deafening burst of thunder
reverberated throughout the shop, immediately silencing our group.
The quiet was followed by cold, hollow winds that raced straight
through my body, causing goose bumps to pepper my skin. No one
moved as we waited for what would happen next.

“Well, well Cressida,” a voice
said with a nefarious tone. “It seems that you have taught
your witchlings well. But you wound me dear sister; I am not some evil spirit
to be so easily dismissed.”

A determined voice mocked my aunt.
A voice Teddy immediately recognized as belonging to the strange
witch with the eggplant-colored eyes.

“Sister?” I said. Did this voice
belong to an aunt that I had never met?

I turned my eyes to my mother who
simply said, “Not now Charlie.”

A knowing look crossed Aunt
Cressida’s face before she responded. “If you are not evil, sister,
then why are you behaving like this?”

Mom nodded her head as she and
Aunt Cressida shared a look of sadness.

“Be gone Sabine; you embarrass
yourself with this behavior,” Aunt Cressida said
forcefully.

“Sabine?” thought Teddy. Was that
the name of the woman who had been harassing her family?

“You are no longer welcome here,
draped in black magic as you are,” Aunt Cressida said loudly. Her
voice filled with strength as I heard my aunt say, “You made your
choice Sabine. And that choice took you away from us, your true
family. Now stop this; we all fatigue of these infantile antics of
yours.”

The wind began to slow and the
temperature in the room dropped even lower. My teeth chattered as
we were all plunged into complete darkness. Dark clouds surrounded
my aunt’s shop and cloaked the sunrays attempting to shine
in.

“Careful with your words, my old
friend in magic; you will live to regret them, if you even
survive.,” Sabine said pompously.

The witch’s words were loud and
strong and yet she did not physically show herself. I looked all
around the room, hoping to catch sight of the vixen who was causing
us all so much trouble. The temperature in the room turned beyond
frigid and I was finding it hard to breathe. From the looks on
their faces, my sisters were also having a tough time catching
their breath.

“Stop your games, Sabine,” my aunt
yelled. “This charade is beneath even you.”

“Oh, I’m just beginning to have
fun,” Sabine laughed loudly. “But for now, I’ll concede. You win
Cressida. I too am tired of these games.” As her laughter ebbed,
the walls of the shop vibrated with some sort of wicked energy that
smelled of black magic and I gagged on the stench.

“Heed my words, all of you witches
under the spell of my dear sisters Cressida and Lucinda; I will be
back, and I will not be alone the next time. Our numbers are
growing with each rising moon. And Cressida, you must know that
there is nothing that you or your beloved husband Harry can do to
stop us.”

Aunt Cressida was startled at the
mention of her husband’s name but said nothing.

“And your little witches, although
quite entertaining, won’t be of much help to you either when we
bring our dark army calling. Although Magenta, Charlie, Jodie, and
Teddy are all quite beautiful and may all become strong witches
someday, they are nowhere near powerful enough yet to fight off my
followers and me. And in the end, dear sisters, you will lose them
all in the fight. So sad and so unnecessary.”
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