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The old castle had a lot of charm that Emily still loved as she made her way through the long wide hallways until she found the room she was looking for. She stood at the closed door, debating whether to open it or not. If the room was empty, it meant her aunt was really gone and she wasn’t ready to face that yet. 

She stood there as her eyes wondered. The stoned walls crumbled a little over the years but were strong and could hold the place up for another hundred years. It was a smaller castle, unlike ones she’d seen in pictures. However, it still had the haunted look that most castles had.

Emily raised her hand and placed it on the old golden doorknob. She hesitated hoping her aunt somehow survived and didn’t tell anyone. She took in a deep breath and turned the knob as she listened to the creek inside the hinges. A little oil would fix that but she wasn’t worried about it right then. As the door slowly opened, she closed her eyes and waited for Aunt Jane to say something. When she opened her eyes, a feeling of disappointment rushed over her.

Inside the room, she noticed how time had changed the space. Plaster substituted the walls of stone. It had aged over the years taking out some of the creamy color she liked so well. This was one room that didn’t appear like it belonged in a castle of this stature. A chandelier hanging in the center of the room looked new and didn’t match the others throughout the castle but it brought in a sense of home and Emily smiled at the thought.

As she stood at the door looking into her aunt’s bedroom, Emily saw the backside of a woman wearing a long white dress. Her hair was black and long. She appeared to be watching something outside, maybe even waiting for her to arrive but didn’t know who this woman was.

Unsure if Aunt Jane had hired anyone to keep the estate clean since it was a castle, Emily began to speak. “May I help you, Miss?” The woman didn’t reply; she only turned and looked at Emily. She asked again, raising her voice slightly. “May I help you?”

“No, you can’t.” The woman vanished before Emily uttered another word.

Emily’s eyes widened and she jumped back, screaming when she realized she had just seen a ghost. She dropped her bag and rushed out of the room, panicking. She ran down the long wide hallway and headed for the stairs. She tripped over her feet and looked back. When her eyes returned forward, the hallway appeared to be growing in length. She quickly picked herself up and ran toward the stairs.

Upon reaching the steps, Emily looked back again. The woman wasn’t there, chasing after her like the nightmares she had just weeks before. In the dreams, she never saw the woman’s face; she was just a blur. “Am I dreaming again? What the Hell is happening to me?” She took three steps down pondering over the dreams and the terror she just felt. Oh, shit, I forgot to call Mom. She’s going to be pissed I waited so long to call her. When Emily reached the bottom step, she looked for the phone to call home.

“You must leave, before it’s too late. Run away, spare your lives,” a woman’s voice whispered.

Emily jumped again. “Who are you? What do you want?” Her shaking voice barely pierced her lips. “What’s going on?” She looked at the front door, should she run away or stand her ground?

“Emily, you must leave at once.” The voice appeared louder and more firm. How did she know her name? 

Emily stopped as she looked up the stairs. She felt the woman’s presence, a feeling of someone watching her, and feared it. Even in apprehension, Emily was a stubborn woman; a trait she inherited from her parents no doubt. She was not running away, terrified or not. She rushed to the phone in the foyer after she spotted it and dialed her mother’s home. There was one ring, then a second. Hurry, Mom, answer the phone. A third ring, and then a woman’s voice said hello. “Mom?”

“Emily? I thought you were going to call as soon as you got there? You had me so worried.”

“Yeah, I’m here but—when are you going to get here, Mom?”

“Emily, your voice is shaking. What’s wrong?”

The voice came from all around her. She barely heard her mother on the phone. All she picked up was the woman’s voice, demanding her to leave. As Emily listened to the voices, the phone slowly fell from her hand and the line went dead. 

“Why are you doing this?” Emily ran to the family room and grabbed a blanket. As she did, it began to tingle in her hands. She couldn’t drop it, though she tried. The feeling in her hand inched up her arm. With the voice screaming at her, the blanket began to harden as if it was answering Emily’s wish to become a shield. Emily never saw real magic before and it stunned her. Was she something more than she always thought? Was she still dreaming? Emily didn’t want to know, she just wanted to feel safe. She threw the blanket over her head and ran to the sofa. 

The voice grew even louder, almost hurting Emily’s ears as she hid under the blanket. Through the darkness of the clothed shield, Emily regretted not running out the front door. Damn it, why didn’t I just run? No one would’ve blamed me? Why is this happening? What did I get myself into? The more Emily thought, the more she hated feeling that way. Feeling a little braver, Emily stuck out her head, ready to yell at this woman to stop, when she saw a vase flying at her. She pulled the blanket over her head again as her body shook in fear. Okay, she really means business. How am I going to get out of this? Maybe I should still run. Damn it, I wish I had the strength. Aunt Jane, what would you do? Well, she wouldn’t be trapped under this blanket, that’s for sure. Emily continued to debate running as the voice softened. Emily took in a deep breath and peeked out of the blanket again. She couldn’t see the woman but she could still feel her presence and buried her head once more. Was she getting kicks out of scaring her? Was this some kind of joke? It didn’t sound like a recording; it was too loud and sounded so real. 

When the voice stopped, Emily pulled her head out from the blanket and looked around the room. She got on her knees and looked behind the sofa—no one was there, hiding from her. She looked on the floor but didn’t see a broken vase. This must be a dream or something. I’m going to wake up in the morning and things will be just fine.

“Hey, if this is a joke, I’m going to kill you, whoever you are!” Emily shouted. No one yelled back. She sat back down as her eyes roamed, looking at the shadows dancing on the stoned walls. The castle never frightened her before but then again; it had been so long since she was there anything could’ve changed.

As her eyes became heavy, Emily forced herself to stay awake. As she sat, the silence became so inviting, she couldn’t resist it any longer, and she drifted off to sleep.

***
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THE NEXT MORNING, EMILY felt a soft touch on her leg. She removed the blanket from her face and looked up. “Oh thank God, it’s you, Mom.”

“Of course it’s me. Is everything all right? There was fear in your voice last night.” Her mother reached down and gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek. A strand of her mother’s blonde hair brushed her smooth skin and Emily smiled. It felt good seeing her again; a feeling of relief filled her. Her mother sat down by Emily’s feet.

Emily sat up. “I’m fine now but last night, I was scared out of my wits. Did you know this castle is haunted?”

Mandy, her mother, just laughed shaking her head. She reached over and placed her hand on Emily’s shoulder. “It’s an old castle, you know that. Besides, I think you listened to Jane’s stories a little too much. They are real, after all.”

“Are you serious? Were all of those stories real? Mom, I can’t believe that.”

“In twenty-seven years, have I ever lied to you, Emily?” Mandy ran her fingers through Emily’s hair as if to straighten the mess. “And you enjoyed hearing them so don’t complain about it now.”  Her mother stood up and pulled the blanket off of Emily’s legs. She walked away as she folded the blanket and tossed it on a chair before sitting back down. “Was your night really that bad?”

Emily looked around the room. She looked for something to tell her it was real but there wasn’t any evidence. In the daylight, the stoned walls of the family room didn’t look as haunting as the night before. It was just a castle to Emily, nothing out of the ordinary until the woman in the white gown confronted her.

“At the time, I thought I was going to die. I didn’t know what was going on? Mom, some woman threatened me and was screaming at me most of the night.”

“Well, you’re still here, aren’t you?”

“Oh, that is so not the point.” Emily jumped up and walked away.

“Where are you going, Emily?” Mandy stood up and walked toward her. 

Emily turned around to face her mother. “Well, I’m hungry. I thought I would go eat something before I pass out from hunger. Is that all right?”

“Emily, don’t use that tone of voice with me. I’m sorry you had a bad night. It was just one night.”

“That’s right, it was but I don’t even care. Do you understand how freaked out I was?”

“I do, honey.” Mandy put her arms around Emily and held her. “I’m so sorry for what happened. I’m glad nothing serious happened to you. Will you be all right or do you want to go back to New York?”

“And let you handle everything yourself? I don’t think so. Besides, isn’t Tabetha supposed to be here?”

“Yeah, she’ll be here sometime on Monday. I’m sorry you two couldn’t have met earlier. Timing was wrong for everyone.”

“Yeah, it was.” As Emily calmed down, she pulled away from her mother’s arms and left the family room. She walked into the foyer and headed for the kitchen. When she noticed her rubber band was gone, she found a pen on the table in the hallway. She twisted her brown hair and slid the pen through the strands. She looked in the antique mirror to make sure her hair looked all right and continued to the kitchen.

As Emily prepared a little something to eat, Mandy walked into the room. “So are you excited about meeting your sister?”

“Yes, I am actually. I wished we could’ve grown up together but hey, at least we were able to keep contact. Getting her pictures was nice too.” Emily pulled a couple bowls out of the wooden cupboard and placed them on the counter top. 

“Yeah, your father was nice enough to allow that. I don’t know why he had to be so stubborn not letting the two of you meet. It wasn’t going to hurt anything.”

“My thoughts, exactly.” Emily walked over to the refrigerator and grabbed the milk. When she turned around, she noticed the box of cereal on the counter. She hadn’t gotten that yet. She assumed her mother got it down for her and smiled. “So what’s the game plan, Mom?”

“Well, once you get dressed, I’d like to start cleaning this place.”

“It doesn’t look dirty—besides can’t we just hire someone?” Emily looked around. Aunt Jane kept the castle as spotless as she could for what it was. Concrete floors, rock walls in some areas and plaster in other places like the bedrooms, high ceilings, large windows; it would have taken magic to keep this place clean, so Emily assumed.

“Just because you can’t see it, doesn’t mean it’s not there. I know how my sister was and she would want Monday to run smoothly with the place being clean. You know that, Emily.”

“I do know that but it doesn’t mean we couldn’t hire someone. This place is too big for us to get it ready by then.”

“If it makes you feel better, we’ll just clean the rooms down here—only the ones we’ll use for the reading.” 

Emily nodded as she put the milk back in the refrigerator. She grabbed a couple spoons and waited for her mother to finish wiping the table down. “So what else is there?”

“Well, Jane requested her lawyer, Gloria Thornbeusch, to be here on Sunday to go over a few things with us.”

Emily remembered her. She first met the woman when Uncle Frank died. Ever since then, she had been Aunt Jane’s attorney. “What could she possibly want to go over with us? I mean, she comes in, reads the will, and then leaves. Right?”

“It’s not that simple. It’s all a part of the will. When she called me, she said Jane made the request. Besides, she told me that there was something else that needed her attention and she needed to be here to make the arrangements, whatever that meant.”

“All right.” 

“Now, when she arrives, I don’t want you disturbing her. If she needs anything, I will see to it.”

“That’s fine. I guess I can wait until Monday like everyone else. So is there anything else?” Emily asked.

“No.” Mandy replied slowly as she turned away. 

Emily remembered seeing that reaction when she was younger. At that time, her mother was hiding something so she wondered what she was hiding now. She wanted to ask but stopped herself. If it was something important, she would tell her; Emily knew that from before.

“Anyway, after this is all said and done, you’re welcome to return to New York if you want to.”

“I might but I don’t know yet. I have a week off for the reading so I have time to get back. Hey aren’t you going to eat, Mom?”

“In a minute. I just wanted to get this started so there’s less to do later.” Mandy pushed in the other chairs around the table and grabbed a broom. Emily just watched and couldn’t believe how tidy her mother was. She sat down at the table once Mandy moved out of the way. 

“Hey, would you like me to run to the store? I haven’t been into town yet.” Emily said.

“No, I need to check to see what we have first.” Her mother sat down and began eating. Her cereal was soggy but didn’t show that she noticed. “How much milk was there?”

“I don’t know, a half gallon maybe.”

“Okay.”

“Hey Mom, are you sure those stories were real?” She spoke slowly.

“Emily, what’s gotten into you? I told you they were, didn’t I? Please, let’s change the subject. There’s so much we have to do before Monday. We can talk about that.”

“Why bother? It’s not like we can make it go away or something.” She slapped her hand over her lips before she said something she may regret. “I’m sorry, Mom.”

The conversation continued as they ate their cereal. Emily looked down and saw an empty bowl so she washed it real quick and went upstairs. She found her bag on the floor in Aunt Jane’s bedroom doorway, where she had left it. She picked up the bag and put it on her aunt’s bed. She opened it up and pulled a pair of jeans and a t-shirt out, changed her clothes, and went back downstairs to begin preparing the castle for Monday.

Everything reminded Emily of what she had left behind to move to New York with her mother. It wasn’t something she had wanted to do but she was just seventeen and still in school. At the time, her mother’s plans out-weighed her own and she had no way of winning the fight. She missed the life she had in Goodview and always thought of returning someday, only she was hoping her aunt would be there with her arms open for a hug. She didn’t like being there without her aunt and didn’t want her death to be the reason for the return. She almost resented her aunt for dying.

On the far side of the room, the wall was covered with bookshelves filled with pictures of Emily and the family. She picked them up, one by one, and dusted them off as she remembered when each one was taken. As she smiled at some and frowned at others, she couldn’t believe how time passed her by so quickly; she felt robbed of her life. 

Then she saw a picture that made her skin crawl. “Isn’t this Erica?” The frame was made of silver like the others. Erica’s blonde hair was full and shiny. Her green eyes sparkled. If it weren’t for all the make-up, she could’ve been a model, Emily guessed.

“I can’t believe you remember her.”

“How could I forget? The last time I saw her, she was such a bitch.”

“Emily, watch your mouth. She’s your cousin.”

“Not by blood, thank God.”

“Doesn’t matter, now does it? You know you were raised better than that.”

Emily noticed her mother trying to lift the heavy wooden desk so she rushed over and helped her. Once the desk was high enough, Mandy adjusted the rug. They carefully placed the desk back down. Her mother walked over to the grand piano and began dusting it off.

“What is she up to now anyway?” Emily returned to the picture, picked it up and turned it over so she didn’t have to see it again. Then she finished dusting the shelves.

“I don’t know. After we moved out, Jane said she left without saying a word to anyone. They’re still looking for her.”

“You mean she was invited too?” Emily realized what her mother was trying to hide from her and couldn’t believe it. Did she want Monday to go terribly wrong?

“Emily, stop it. You’re almost twenty-eight years old. I think you need to be a little more mature about this.”

“I know. I can’t help it. It’s just, when I think about Erica, I can’t help but remember how she was growing up.”  At first, she thought she rebelled but looking back at those days, she knew that wasn’t it.

“Yes, she was a bad child but she’s still your cousin and you can’t change that. But you know, just because she was invited doesn’t mean she’s even going to show up,” Mandy told her.

“I know that but I still can’t escape the idea of her even being invited in the first place.” She sat down on the piano bench and watched her mother wipe down the keys.

Mandy stopped and looked at Emily. “You know, it’s been ten years. Maybe she’s changed.”

“I doubt it,” Emily said under her breath.

“What was that?”

“Oh, nothing. So what’s left in here?” She had to change the subject. She hated talking about Erica and didn’t want it ruining her day, more than it already was.

“In here?” Mandy looked around the room. “We just need to put some extra seating in here. Oh, and don’t let me forget to get those tables so we can put the food on them.”

“Yeah, if I don’t forget,” she laughed as she looked around the room.

***
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IT WAS FINALLY MONDAY and Emily was nervous about the whole day. Was her sister exactly what she read and saw in those pictures? Would Erica come and ruin the event? If there was a magic wand that she could wave and erase the whole day, Emily would’ve used it to escape it all.

As Emily waited for the lawyer to read the will, she passed out appetizers to the guests and spoke with them, learning more about her aunt when she heard a woman yelling in the hallway, just outside the den.

“Where the hell is everyone?” Erica yelled angrily as she slammed the front door.

“We’re in here,” Mandy yelled back. Everyone was talking so yelling was the only way to communicate. There had to be at least 30 people in the den at once, not to mention the other people just outside the room.

“Why did she have to come, Mom?”

“Emily, please. She has just as much of a right to be here as everyone else. I thought we went over this.”

Erica stormed into the den as if she owned the place, throwing her coat at Emily as she entered the den. “Put this away.” 

Emily noticed how much she changed over the years. She considered her a bitch before but now she seemed so much worse. Emily knew if Aunt Jane was alive, Erica wouldn’t have been speaking in that tone of voice, acting like she was the queen and the world was simply there to serve her. She still wore make-up like it was the end of the world and there wasn’t enough time to wear it all. Her hair was gelled down like she was caught in the eighties. She wore clothes that didn’t match, layering them as if she couldn’t decide what to put on. She was a mess and it took everything in Emily to stop herself from laughing at her appearance. She was trying hard to remain mad at her. 

“So are we going to get this started today or what?”

“Just have a seat. When Aunt Jane’s lawyer is ready, she will let us know,” Mandy said as she took the coat out of Emily’s arms.

Everyone calmed down when Aunt Jane’s lawyer walked into the room. Mrs. Thornbeusch appeared sophisticated with her neatly worn suit. Emily noticed how well dressed she was she and liked her red suit. Emily assumed she was a passionate woman from choosing the suit. She watched the lawyer carry her briefcase across the room and sit it on the desk. “Good morning, everyone,” she had a southern accent. “Jane Peterson was a wonderful woman. She was full of life and had a big heart. She will be missed.”

Emily listened to the lawyer and her stories of Aunt Jane. She hung on to every word, hoping for some clue as to why Erica was even there. Then she heard it—to collect her father’s things. Emily felt relieved to hear that that was all it was. As the minutes drifted by, Emily heard her part of the will and felt even more nervous than before.  “And finally, I would like to share what happens to the estate. Emily, I know you have loved this castle since the day you set foot here. I’ve seen the look in your eyes when you look at this place and listen to the stories I’ve told you so many times. Because you have so much passion and admiration for its beauty and history, I’ve decided to give this castle to you. Everything that comes with it is yours as well.” Emily wasn’t expecting to inherit the castle and the family’s fortune. She wasn’t expecting anything; she just wanted her aunt back. “With this, Emily, I have something for you. Could you come up here please?”

Emily stood up and walked up to the desk where the lawyer was sitting. She looked down and saw a box with notebooks inside it. Could that be the reason why she had come early? “What are these?”

“Your aunt wanted you to have these journals. She once told me that you would need these someday. She also told me that when she passed away that I should give these to you.” Mrs. Thornbeusch said. 

“I don’t understand. Why would I need her old journals?”

“Emily, that is something you will learn soon. I can’t tell you anymore. That is the conclusion of this reading. Enjoy the finger foods, Amanda and Emily have provided. I want to thank everyone for coming.”

“I was her only daughter and Emily got the castle!” Erica yelled. At least she waited until Mrs. Thornbeusch had finished speaking. Emily was glad of that.

“You know you never did like this castle anyway, Erica,” Mandy said. Her voice sounded calm and collected.

“That doesn't matter. I had plans for this castle. This dump was going to make me a fortune. I was going to have a condo built at the top of the hill. The graveyard was going to be removed and turned into a small golf course. Those dead trees in the back were going to be leveled out and a fancy pool area was going to be put in,” Erica said and she stormed out of the room as the others watched, including Emily. She knew Erica was bad but she wasn’t expecting her to be that bad. 

Moments later, she returned. "Emily, you’re a bitch. I’m going to make your life a living hell. When I’m done with you, you will be begging me to take this shit hole away from you.” She picked up her coat and began to leave. The guests began whispering amongst themselves and Emily could hear them. She followed Erica out of the room and stopped her just before she reached the front door.

“Now you wait a minute, Erica. Aunt Jane loved you like a daughter and she gave you everything she was. You threw that away like it was garbage. It tore her apart seeing you act the way you did.”

“I treated her like garbage? I was there when you left, Emily. I took care of her when you turned your back on Jane. I was the only one who cared,” Erica said.

Emily laughed. “You know that’s not true. I loved Aunt Jane. We both know why I left. I didn’t have a choice.”

“Yes, you did Emily. You could’ve stayed here but you didn’t. You followed Mommy to New York just like the little..”

“Don’t say another word, Erica. You’re pissed because you didn’t get your way. Erica always got her way but not this time. You were a brat and you know it.”

“I was no such thing. I always got what I deserved. I earned everything.”

“And that’s why I inherited this castle, right? I’m the bad one for that, right? Whatever, Erica. I inherited the family estate because I loved it just as much as she did and she wanted to keep that passion alive.” It was at that moment when Emily realized what she was saying and she was right. She really did love that castle.

Erica screamed in anger as she stomped her foot. “This isn’t over, Emily. I’ll be back and when I do, I want my father’s things. And then, I will be claiming what’s rightfully mine.” She glared at Emily for a moment, turned around, and then left through the front door, slamming it behind her.

Emily turned around and noticed everyone watching her from the den’s entrance. She could hear their voices within the crowd and felt embarrassed. She looked down as she inched back toward the room. When she looked up, she saw the woman in the white gown again. At first sight, Emily passed out and fell to the floor. When she opened her eyes, everyone was standing over her.

“Emily, are you all right?” Mandy asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine. I just blacked out is all,” Emily said as her mother helped her up. They walked into the den and sat down on one of the chairs they had brought into the room.

“I’m sorry, everyone but I think we need to cut this thing a little short. Emily needs to rest. Thank you for coming today,” Mandy said.

Emily watched as everyone left, listening to their groans and complaints. After the last person finally was gone, Mandy turned to Emily. “What happened?”

“I saw that woman again. Mom, you really have to tell me what’s going on?”

“Are you sure you want to hear this, Emily? I wasn’t ready to tell you.”

“Tell me what? Mom, you’re scaring me.”

“I think I can tell her, Mother.” Tabetha walked into the room. Emily looked at her and knew it was her sister right away. She looked exactly like the woman in the pictures. In addition, she looked just like their mother.

“Okay, tell me what? You guys had better tell me something,” Emily said as she stood up.

“No, I think you better sit down for this, Emily. You may not like it,” Tabetha said.

“Is it that bad? Now I’m worried.” Emily sat back down and waited for her life to be over.

“Well, it’s not really bad. You see you come from a long line of witches.” She said it like it was nothing. For Emily, this was huge.

“What do you mean? I’m not a witch,” Emily said. She jumped up and walked to the window facing away from them.

“You are a witch, Emily. All of us are—Jane, myself, Tabetha, your father, and you. There are many generations of Peterson witches.”

“But that can’t be true. If I were a witch, I would have magical powers or something.”

“We hid it from you, sweetheart. It was the only way,” Mandy said.

“What do you mean it was the only way? How do you hide something like that from people you love?” Emily was furious. She couldn’t look at her mother, knowing she had deceived her all those years. She wiped her eyes as the tears began to fall. “I’m normal and I came from a normal family. As much as I don’t like that, it’s who I am and always will be.” As she spoke, Tabetha appeared out of thin air, between her and the window. “How did you...” She jumped back.

“We’re witches, Emily. You do have magical powers.”

“No!” Emily turned and ran out of the den. She rushed through the foyer, up the stairs, and ran to Aunt Jane’s bedroom. She slammed the door shut, knocking some plaster off the wall. She slid to the floor and held her hands over her face as she cried. “Aunt Jane, where are you? Why didn’t you tell me? I always thought we had something special.”

As she sat on the floor with her back against the door, Emily thought of her childhood. All the memories she had and none of them could tell her the truth. Nothing in her mind could tell her about this magic she was told she had.

“Emily, can you please open the door. We need to talk,” Mandy said from the other side of the door.

“Why, so you can tell me more lies?” She couldn’t face her mother.

“Emily, please. We couldn’t tell you until the right moment in your life. After you saw the ghost, I knew it was time you knew. It was foretold that the Great Witch would be born when time stood still and this powerful woman would save the world. For generations, this family was prepared for the day you came to us.”

“Why didn’t you tell me though?”

“Emily, I wanted to but I knew I couldn’t for your sake. When you were born, the time stood still just as we were told. The Great Witch must be made part of the world so love would be the magic that moves you. Please, baby, we didn’t have a choice,” Mandy said through the door.

“I don’t want to talk to you right now. Go away.”

“Damn it, Emily. You need to listen to us. We don’t have much time. You have to be trained.”

“Yeah, well you should’ve thought about that before you dumped this on me,” Emily said. “You ruined my life, Mom and you don’t care.”

Emily heard whispers as her head leaned against the door. She opened the door a crack and watched her mother and sister walk away. She closed the door quietly and stood up.

She began thinking about her aunt and all the stories she listened to growing up. Just then, she was whisked away to another time and place. Sitting before her were Aunt Jane and Emily when she was just a kid. It was so real.

“Aunt Jane, do witches really exist?” Little Emily asked as they sat before the fireplace. Aunt Jane had one of her journals in her lap. She remembered the stories coming from those journals.

“Emily, what makes you ask me that?” She looked away as if she was checking to see if they were alone. Emily looked in the direction and saw her mother standing at the doorway to the family room. She shook her head.

“You watch TV, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do sometimes when Mommy lets me.”

“Okay, do vampires exist?”

“Are you crazy, Aunt Jane? Of course, they do. But only on TV,” she said. Emily smiled at her memory and couldn’t believe how real it appeared. It was like she was really there. As she felt a cold breeze, Emily found herself back in her aunt’s bedroom like she hadn’t left.

“My, God. She was going to tell me the truth. If Mom wouldn’t have been there, she was going to tell me. I can’t believe this.”

As she stood there, the same breeze she felt before brushed against her side. Emily shivered. At that moment, something came over her. It was like something was talking to her but without voices. She just knew what she was being told. The Great Witch must have a pure heart; she must embrace the power within that heart. Only then can she save the people she loves.

As Emily thought about what she just learned, she remembered hearing it before. It came from a dream when she was seven years old. That was why she asked her aunt about witches. Everything came back to her as if her memory was coming out of the clouds. She remembered making a vase fly and crash against the floor. She remembered seeing her mother fix the vase and then made up a story about it. She remembered it all.

Emily began to feel bad for yelling at her mother. She was right, she couldn’t tell her until it was the right time. She left Aunt Jane’s bedroom and ran down the hallway, hurried down the stairs, and found her mother in the family room. “I’m sorry. You were right. I don’t understand how I know that but you’re right. I never meant to say anything to hurt you, Mom.” She stood at the door, waiting for her to look up at her.

“You didn’t, Emily. You were just upset. Are you ready to sit and talk about this?” Mandy stood up and approached Emily.

“I don’t know. I was just told that my life is over.”

“No, Emily, it isn’t over. This is a blessing. We have been gifted.”

“I don’t see how this is a gift. I mean, can’t we just deny it?”

Mandy pulled her into the room and they sat down. She didn’t see her sister so she assumed she was in her own room. “Denying our gift would be the same thing as denying who we are. That’s just not possible. We are a part of magic, everyone is in a sense. We’re just able to use that magic to fight evil. It’s what this family does.”

“Fight evil?”

“Yeah. Ever since this family moved here, it’s been one ordeal after another. The prophesy was this, the Great Witch would come and finish all that is left. Seriously, Emily, how could you not want to be a part of that?”

“It’s not that I don’t want to be a part of it, it’s the fact that you lied about it. Mom, you never lied to me before.”

“That’s not true, Emily. I lied to you in the kitchen when you asked me what our plans were.”

“Yeah, I realize that. I wasn’t talking about that. You didn’t want me upset.”

“And that’s why I never told you about your identity. Emily, you need to have a pure heart...”

“And I must embrace the power within that heart,” Emily interrupted.

“Yes, how did you know?”

“I don’t know. I felt it when I was upstairs.” Emily couldn’t believe it—she had powers. She was shocked. Was this real?
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Chapter 2
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“So I really do have powers?”

“Yes, you do, Emily.” 

Tabetha walked into the room and joined the conversation. Emily looked at her and waited for her to say something. “You were never meant to learn about this after Aunt Jane died. She was planning on training you when the time came. Last night, after you went to bed, Mother called me and told me her plans to tell you.”

“And that was because I saw a ghost?”

“Emily, she can’t be just a ghost—not here, anyway. There was a reason for her to reveal herself to you. She was either threatened by your presence or she knows your future.”

“Okay, do you know anything about her?”

“No, we don’t. This is the first time I ever heard about her. I’m sure Jane knew. If she did, it would be in her journals,” Mandy said. She put her hand on Emily’s knee. “She wanted you to know but I told her it wasn’t time yet.”

“Yeah, I know about that. I was there, remember?”

“You can’t know. It was wiped from your memories.” Mandy looked at Tabetha.

“Emily, you used your powers?” Tabetha asked.

“I guess. I didn’t really know I had them. I thought you were lying to me. I was hurting and then the memories came flooding back.” She looked at her mother and sister. “So how do I use them on purpose?”

“Well, we’re going to have to teach you.”

“I can train her, Mother.”

“Are you sure, Tabetha?”

“Yeah. I think I’m ready for the task.”

“Okay, what happens if it turns out I’m not this great witch everyone was waiting for?”

“Emily, that’s not possible. You are the one we’ve been expecting.”

“Fine. Can we start training tomorrow? It’s been a long day and I’m exhausted.” They agreed that Emily needed some rest.

***
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BEFORE EMILY WENT TO bed, she grabbed the box of journals left in the den and took them to her aunt’s bedroom. She placed the box on the bed and pulled the top journal out. She carried the notebook over to the Victorian desk next to the window and sat down, turning a lamp on to see more. The lights in the castle never worked the greatest.

None of the entries were marked so Emily had a hard time figuring out which entry was written first. She read them in the order in which they were written moving to the next book, hoping to find her answers. Who was the woman?  And why did she want Emily out of the castle? 

Emily soon became enticed with the entries. With each turn of the page, she learned new stories and read stories she already knew. When she noticed the sun rising over the horizon, Emily couldn’t believe she never went to sleep. And she didn’t even feel tired. She looked out the window and saw the woman in the white gown. Emily jumped out of her chair and ran downstairs. She passed Tabetha without saying a word, went through the foyer, and out the front door. By the time she reached the grassy area where the woman stood, she was gone. Emily stood there, waiting for her return.

“Emily, what are you doing?”

“Good morning, Tabetha. I’m not doing anything. I thought I would get some fresh air this morning.” She felt embarrassed.

“Okay, Emily. I guess I’ll leave you alone then.” Tabetha began to walk away.

Emily grabbed her elbow. “No, Tabetha, wait. I saw that woman again.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yeah. She disappeared before I could get out here. Can we get started on that training so I can get her to stop? This is really freaking me out.”

“You’re not hungry?”

“Who can eat at a time like this?”

They went inside and sat down in the family room. Tabetha began sharing the types of magic and how to access each one. “It’s all in the mind, Emily. Once you start there, you can really do anything. Of course, it’s not as easy as it sounds.” She laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“Well, when I first started my training, Father had me working on spells but I never really had the chance to use them. I thought they were a waste of time. You see, there are so many things you can do, you really don’t need potions and spells.”

“Yeah, but I shouldn’t I learn them anyway—just in case?”

“Yeah but let’s wait for that. I think you should learn the basics first.” This was all new to Emily and she wanted to learn more.

For the next couple of the days, Tabetha taught her step-by-step how to use her powers—starting with the least powerful and working up to the more difficult ones. Their relationship began to blossom as well and they began to open up to each other as time went by.
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