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  Chapter One

  
  




Magic Hollows was the home of the Highmore sisters. All four were elemental witches and owned the town’s magic shop, Portable Portents. Each sister was different and beautiful. 




Aria Highmore had taken over as her sister’s parent when their own had died eight years ago. It was a terrible accident, and the townspeople gathered around to make sure they never felt alone. Being the oldest at twenty-eight, Aria took it upon herself to make sure her younger sisters grew up knowing magic and their heritage. 




Her magic was Air. She could make a whirlwind when angry, and her youngest sister, Serafina, often told her she was the wrong element. She loved her sisters and running the shop, but sometimes felt lonely. It wasn’t that she never dated, just that the men she met were all supernatural creatures, and most didn’t want to be tied down with three sisters-in-law.  Since she refused to choose them over her sisters, she was still single. Her sisters were the only family she had, and they had been through a lot these last eight years.




It was order day, and she was putting some new items on the shelf when she heard her name. Turning, she saw her sister, Esme, come running through the front door, her face flushed, and her eyes twinkling with excitement. “Ari, the whole town is abuzz. You won’t believe what’s happened?” Stepping down from the ladder, she smiled. Esme, an Earth witch, needed to be around nature all the time. Her tied-up dark hair was loose, and her dark brown eyes sparkled. “What’s happened that you look so disheveled?”




Esme laughed and patted down her skirt, which had dirt on it. She had been planting some seeds to grow flowers for a few of her spells. “Well, I was gardening when Millie Turnover came by. Someone’s come through the realm. She said it was a plane and it almost hit Nedly Willamoots’ house. Thankfully, it ended up in the fields. Come on, we have to see if anyone is inside.”




Aria heard steps, and her two other sisters appeared. The youngest Serafina, a Fire witch, squealed in excitement. “Maybe it’s a mortal? I’ve read about them. Do you think he or she is dead? Oh no.” A worrier, Aria took her hand to soothe her. “We don’t know yet. Why don’t you stay and watch the shop while Esme and I go see? Celestia, stay with her and make some chamomile tea.”




Celestia, the third sister, and a Water witch stomped her foot. “I want to go see. Esme always gets to go. Not fair.” Aria sighed. Celestia always felt left out, even when she wasn’t. “No, I need you to stay and calm Serafina down. You know how anxious she can get. I promise we’ll tell you everything.”




Frowning, Celestia folded her arms. “Fine, but I want details.” Aria nodded and walked out with Esme. Though Celestia was nineteen, she still behaved like a child at times.




Running after Esme, she saw a crowd of people. Turning, Millie waved at them. “There was a mortal inside. A male. Come quickly. He’s unconscious.” Nodding to some of the people. Aria and Esme walked closer to where a figure lay on the ground. Looking up, she noticed the plane. Other than a little smoke and a broken wing, it appeared to be okay. “Ari, we have to help him.” 




Her sister nodded toward the body lying there. Aria sighed, but turned to see the most handsome man. He had a bruise on his forehead and a cut on his cheek, but it didn’t take away from his looks. Her heart started beating fast. Dark hair, high cheekbones, full lips, and a tall, muscular body had her flushing. Everyone was talking around her, and she heard her sister. “We’re going to bring him to the shop. Ari, are you listening?”




“Yes, fine. Have them carry him into the house. We’ll make a concoction for the bruises.” She needed to gain control of herself. There was something very familiar about him. As if she had known him all her life. Esme looked at her, wondering what was up with her sister?




Their house was next door to the shop, and they could enter through a door connecting it. Aria walked into the shop to see her sisters sipping tea. Celestia stood up, “So, what happened? You promised to tell me.” Serafina looked calmer and walked over, taking her hand. “Are you alright? You’re more pale than usual.” 




Walking over to pour some tea, she took a sip, calming herself. How could an unconscious stranger make her feel this way? “I’m fine. A plane crashed, and we’re bringing the pilot to our home. He’s going to need our magic cream for the bruises and rest. Can you get one of the empty rooms ready?”




Celestia clapped her hands in excitement. “So it’s a mortal? Sere was right. Wow, how did he get through the magic wards? Maybe he has magic in him? This is the most exciting thing to happen in Magic Hollows, well, ever. Come on, Sere, let’s get things ready.”




After they left, Aria sat down to collect herself. Seeing the human male lying there had unnerved her. Something about him called to her, and she didn’t know why. The best thing to do was to take a deep breath and keep her distance. She could help without having to touch him.













Dylan Owens was dreaming. He was flying his plane when the engine light came on. Before he could land, he lost consciousness and felt himself falling. He heard screams, realizing they were his, and the next moment, he was lying in a field. His head pounded, and he felt tired. Someone said the name Aria, and he tried to open his eyes. A cool hand felt his forehead. Minutes later, it was gone. 




There was a lot of talking as Esme told them where to carry the man. Inside the living room, Celestia and Serafina had made up the sofa with a blanket and pillows. Just in case he couldn’t be moved to a room. Seeing the man being put down gently, they walked over. “He’s beautiful.” Celestia smiled. Serafina looked at her. “He’s human. Plus, he’s too old for you.” Laughing, she rolled her eyes. “I’m almost twenty. He’s too old for you.”




Esme got impatient. “He’s too old for the both of you. I think he’s just right for Aria.” Both looked at Esme, and Serafina nodded. “Even if he’s mortal? How will he live here with all the magical beings? Will the town accept him?  Does Aria even want a mate?”




“Of course she does. Silly. We all do. She just hasn’t found one who will accept us. She won’t leave the family. Maybe this human will be alright with her having three sisters.” Celestia nodded. Aria walked in, hearing it all, and groaned. “Nobody is mating with anyone. This man fell through our realm and will want to go home. Let’s get him well and send him on his way.”




Esme looked at her. She could always tell when Aria was lying. She didn’t want this man to leave. She liked him. It was her empathic ability that told her so.  “Okay, whatever you say. I’ll go start on the creams. You stay with him. Celestia, Serafina, come help.” Aria was about to object, but they left quickly. Everyone else walked out, telling her to keep them posted. Millie smiled warmly. “Good looking for a mortal. Maybe this happened for a reason. Bye, Aria.” Alone with him, she leaned over watching him sleep. “Who are you and why are you here?”




Dylan felt the same cool hand from earlier. Something wet was being dabbed on his forehead and cheek. It smelled of the woods and felt warm. Trying to open his eyes, he heard a soft voice. “Sleep, it will make the healing process go faster.” Minutes later, he was out, dreams of a woman with a soft voice filling his head.













The sisters sat around the dining room table having dinner. Aria barely touched her food. She kept thinking about the man sleeping on their sofa. Esme gave her a look. “What’s bothering you? You haven’t been yourself all day. Is it because of our guest?” Celestia laughed. “Aria likes him. We’re going to have a brother-in-law. About time, too.” 




Serafina sighed. “Maybe she wonders how he got through the magic wards. Nobody has ever gotten through. Nobody even knows we exist. I’m worried. What if others show up?” Aria took her hand. “I’m sure this was a one-time thing. Besides, we can always add stronger wards. We’re witches, remember? Once this man is well, we’ll wipe out his memory and send him home. See, no worries.” Serafina nodded. “Maybe he will be a nice mortal. There are some.” Celestia looked at Esme, who smiled. This male came here for a reason, and time would tell what it was.













It was late evening when Aria walked into the living room. Each sister was taking a shift, except for Serafina, as she was the youngest. Moving a chair over, she sat down to see if the bruises were healing. They were lighter, and by tomorrow, they would almost be gone. Looking at him sleeping peacefully, she had time to truly see him. His lips were full, and he now had a little stubble on his chin. She wondered what his eye color was. What if he had someone looking for him? Maybe a wife and children? It was foolish to let herself feel something. He was a stranger. Leaning back, she sighed. Her eyes closed, and she soon fell asleep.







Dylan opened his eyes. His head pounded, but it wasn’t terrible. He looked around to see a female sleeping. She looked like an Angel with light blonde hair and pale skin. Her lips were red like a strawberry, and she slept peacefully, her chest moving with each breath. She was beautiful, and he smiled, watching. There was something different about her. He wished to run his fingers through her hair. It looked like silk. He never saw a color like that before. Trying to sit up, he moaned. He must have broken a rib or two. Hopefully, there was a hospital wherever he was.




Hearing the moan, he saw the female’s eyes open. A smile lit his face as he saw ice-blue eyes staring at him. “Good morning. Where am I?”







Aria forgot where she was and stretched, opening her eyes to see the man smiling at her. Feeling shy all of a sudden, she sat up straight. He smiled broadly and spoke to her. His green eyes twinkled. “Hello. You’re in Magic Hollows. Your plane crashed and landed here. We took you in and put some cream on your bruises. Are you feeling better?”




Dylan could have listened to her voice all day. It was soft and musical. “I have a headache and think I broke a few ribs, but other than that, I’m okay. My name is Dylan Owens, and you are?” Aria said his name in her head over and over. She liked it. “We can take care of your broken ribs. I’m Aria Highmore. What do you remember?”




Lying back, he didn’t remember much. “I was flying to visit a friend in another county when I fell. Where is Magic Hollows? Never heard of it before.”




How could Aria explain that he was in a magical realm? Would he even believe her? About to explain, the door opened and her sisters came in. “We heard voices and had to see how our guest was doing.” Esme smiled at the man. Dylan looked at the three other females. There was a slight resemblance to Aria, but each looked different.




Celestia walked forward, her hand extended. “Hello. I’m Celestia Highmore, and you are?” Aria stood up, giving her a look. Backing away, she made a face. “Just wanted to say hello.” Dylan chuckled. That one had sass. “It’s fine. Hello ladies. I’m Dylan Owens, and I want to thank you for taking care of me.”




Esme smiled at him. “You’re very welcome. I’m Esme, and this is Serafina. She’s a bit shy with strangers. We don’t get too many here.” Serafina looked at him. “You’re mortal. How did you get to Magic Hollows?”




Aria turned, shaking her head, and her sister looked down. “We’ll find out everything soon enough. How about we get our guest some food and water, and then call Dr.Mulch to check on him?” They walked out, leaving Aria alone with him. Turning, she saw him watching her. It made her heart beat fast again. “Sorry, those are my younger sisters. They won’t bother you.” 




Dylan liked how her cheeks flushed pink against the white of her skin. Her eyes were also a contrast, and he wanted to swim in them. “It’s fine. I have three younger brothers. What did Serafina mean by how did I get to Magic Hollows and calling me mortal? What’s going on?”




Not sure how to tell him, as she hadn’t been in this situation before, she sat down. Taking a deep breath, she gathered her thoughts. What did it matter if he knew? Before he returned to his realm, he would be given a forgetting tonic. Seeing him watching her, she said, “You’re in a magical realm. We have magic wards, so it’s a surprise that you got through. I assure you that you’re safe, but you’re the only human who has ever come to our world.”




Dylan didn’t know whether to laugh or tell her she was crazy. Her eyes didn’t look crazy. “You’re telling me that I’m not on earth? Maybe I’m dreaming this?”




Aria knew it wasn’t going to be easy. “My sisters and I are witches, and you were carried to our home by a warlock and a shapeshifter. Our town has only supernatural beings who have never seen a human before until you arrived.” Arms folded, her eyes flashed in impatience.




“If it’s a magical town and you’re a witch, then send me back home.” Aria groaned. “It doesn’t work like that. You aren’t magical and would only get hurt if I did that. For many centuries, our barrier has kept our realm safe and secret. How did you even get through? I am a witch, but not sure how to send you back.”




Dylan looked at her. She believed what she was telling him. “What kind of witch are you then, and how can I get back home?”




Leaning back, she unfolded her arms. Patience Ari. Have patience. “I’m an elemental Air witch, and I don’t know yet. We’ll have to figure that out.” Trying to sit up, he groaned and saw her eyes widen. “Well then, Ms.Highmore, I think we need to, because if what you say is true, I need to get back to  my world.”




Aria knew he was tall and muscular, but when he sat up, it was like he took up the whole room. She wasn’t small at five foot eight, and yet next to him, she felt tiny and dainty. “Like I said, we need to figure out how you got through. Once we do that, we can send you home. We have a spare room, and you’re welcome to use it once Dr. Mulch says it’s okay for you to be moved. It was magic that carried you here as the two men walked alongside.”




Seeing her face so serious, he knew better than to argue. Lying back down, he groaned. Yep, at least two ribs were broken. “I’m pretty sure I’ve broken some ribs, so I hope your magical doctor can heal that. I don’t know what to think at this point. Maybe I should rest for a bit before I piss you off further.” He closed his eyes, wishing he could see her face. 




Aria stood up, anger flowing through her. Not only did he dismiss her, but he didn’t believe what she told him. So much for her heart beating faster. The sooner she got Dylan Owens back to his world, the better. “I’ll leave you to that, Mr.Owens. One of my sisters will bring you food.” Hearing her walk out, he wanted to smile. Maybe staying a while wouldn’t be so bad.













Celestia was carrying a tray of food as Aria walked toward her. “What’s wrong? You look upset. Are we going to have another windstorm?” Aria saw that her sister had put on some makeup. “I’m not upset. Just don’t care for Mr.Owens. He’s rude and doesn’t believe me. I told him everything, and he still doubts it.” Seeing her sister so flustered, Celestia laughed. Maybe Esme was right. Maybe Aria did like the mortal male.




“Okay, then let him. I, for one, find him fascinating and want to hear more about the mortal world. Go cool off outside. There’s a nice breeze.” Aria rolled her eyes. “No flirting. I  mean it. He’s going back as soon as we can figure out how to do it. The sooner, the better.”




Walking off, she heard her sister laughing. Out of all of them, Celestia was the flirty one. Unfortunately, none of the males in town liked that very much. Aria liked her sister’s boldness, just not when she was making eyes at Dylan.




Esme was doing inventory and stopped to see Aria. “Hey, I think we overdid it on the mugwort. We have enough to last us through next year. What’s with you?” Aria sat down to look at the receipts. “Nothing that sending back that man won’t help. He’s a nonbeliever. Celestia brought him food. Good, that will teach him.” Smiling, Esme stepped off the small ladder and put a hand on her shoulder. “It’s okay to like him, Ari. Been a while since you had a date. Maybe he’s just ruffling your feathers?”




Turning to her sister, Aria knew she was right. It had been a while since she dated. “Maybe I should try Goldie’s dating site? It would be better to be with someone who is like me. A human who doesn’t believe would only cause me grief. We’ll help Mr.Owens get well and find a way to send him back. Then we go back to our regular lives and forget all about this.”




She got up to go outside for some air. It always made her feel better, feeling the breeze on her face. Esme watched her go. “You can fool yourself, sister, but you can’t fool me. I know the mortal was sent here for a reason, and that reason is you.”








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




Aria sat on the swing, feeling the cool wind on her face. No man had ever riled her up so much. Every male she had dated had been like her. Magical. Taking a deep breath, she wondered how he got through the wards. Something was wrong. Leaning back, she closed her eyes only to hear a groan. Looking up, she saw Celestia frowning. “What’s wrong?”




Celestia was more emotional. Being a water witch, her moods were affected by the moon and water. She had blonde hair, but it had streaks of blue like the deep blue ocean. Her eyes were green, but they changed to various shades depending on her mood. Also tall at five feet seven, her build was thin but very curvy. She stood there, hands on her hips, and her eyes were now a dark green. “That insufferable mortal! He asked me if it was true that he crashed into our realm, and when I said yes, he began to laugh. At me! I think we should turn him into a cat and let him eat tuna forever.”




Aria tried to hold a smile back. She saw how upset her sister was. “I told you he’s impossible. Even so, we can’t turn him into a cat. We don’t do those things. You know that. It’s probably a shock. I mean, if I didn’t know about the mortal realm, I might be a non-believer too. He is a bit insufferable, though. I agree. We’ll just have to see what Dr.Mulch says. Maybe the Mayor will know how to send him back and how he got through  our realm.” 




Seeing her sister’s eyes clear up, they were now a lighter green. “Well, I’m not bringing him the next meal. Let Serafina or Esme do it. I have better things to do than speak to that mortal.” She stomped off, and Aria finally let herself laugh. At least there was no fear of her flirting with Dylan. She stopped laughing. Why would she care anyway? Hearing voices, she got up. 




“Yes, yes, I know, Esme. The Mayor is looking into it. Can I see the young man now?” Aria walked inside to see Dr.Mulch talking to Esme. Her sister was asking a lot of questions. “Hello, Dr.Mulch. Why don’t I take you to the patient? Esme, make some tea for us, will you?” Seeing her sister nod, she walked off with the doctor. 




Dylan was feeling a little better, but his ribs hurt. The other female, Celestia, had gotten angry with him. He didn’t believe he was in a magical realm. There was no such thing. At least she hadn’t thrown the food at him. Hearing a knock, he saw Aria and an older man walk in. That must be the doctor, he thought to himself.




“Dr.Mulch, this is Dylan Owens. This is our town doctor.” Looking at the young man, he grinned. “Welcome to Magic Hollows. Let me examine you and see if anything is broken.” Dylan looked up at the man. He looked like a regular person, so he smirked at Aria. When the doctor took out a wand, and it glowed, it was Aria’s turn to smirk. “Get that thing away from me. What the hell is going on?” 




Aria turned to the doctor. “He doesn’t believe he’s in a magical realm. I tried to explain. So did Celestia.” Dr.Mulch chuckled, his eyes twinkling and changing to purple. “Well, humans don’t believe in things they can’t see. It’s fine, Aria.” Turning to Dylan, he smiled kindly. “Young man, this is how I diagnose. It won’t hurt you. You’ve had needles, yes? Well, this isn’t one. Now relax.”




Dylan looked up at Aria, who saw how nervous he was. “You’re safe, Dylan. I promise. Magical people are just like humans, except we’re magical. Just relax.” Seeing her smile calmed him, and he lay back as the doctor waved the glowing wand over his body. It tingled but didn’t hurt.




Hmm, interesting. My boy, you appear to have three broken ribs. We can fix that lickety split. You’ll have to stay here to recuperate while we find out how to send you home.”Dylan sat up slowly, his eyes wide. “Just send me back the way I came. How long are we talking, Doc?” Chuckling, he looked at Aria and then at him. “The Mayor is working on it as we speak. Oh, say about a week or so. No worries, my boy. You’re in good hands with Aria. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll tell Esme what medicine to prepare and have some tea. Nice to meet you, Dylan. Enjoy your stay.”




Seeing him looking freaked, Aria sat down. “I told you we were magical. Now do you believe me? Just because you don’t see things doesn’t mean they don’t exist. We’re trying to find out how you got through, and once we do, we’ll send you back. Nobody here will harm you. I promise. How about some tea and cookies?”




Dylan lay back, groaning. He was stuck in another realm with four witches and a town of magical folk. “Yes, I believe you. No, I don’t want tea and cookies. A scotch wouldn’t hurt. I’d like to go home, but I guess I should heal first. How do you know about my world?”




Aria smiled at him. “In school, we learn about all the realms. There are so many. We learned about your mortal realm when we were little because some of the Fae fly at a young age and could end up there. They can get through. You see, our borders are rather close, but we have barriers that protect and are invisible. Did you see anything before you crashed?”




Trying to think, his head started to hurt. “I don’t remember. I’m sorry. My head is hurting again. What medicine do I have to take? Will it be safe for me?” Aria sighed. “Our magic medicines are safe for all. We will make something for you, and it will heal you.” As she stood up, he looked at her. She was beautiful, with her light hair and eyes. “I’m sorry I was rude earlier. Please tell your sister the same.”




His eyes were a deep green, and she felt her heart beating fast again. “I accept your apology. I’ll tell Celestia that you were grumpy because you didn’t feel well. She’ll understand. I’ll bring you some medicine once we’ve prepared it. Rest a bit. If you need anything, just call our name. We’ll hear it.”




Walking away quickly, she didn’t see him smile. Outside, Dr.Mulch was having tea and cookies and smiled seeing her. “Serafina is a wonderful baker. Just like your mother was. How is our patient? I must admit, aside from some skepticism, he seems like a nice fellow for a mortal. Single?” Esme laughed as Aria rolled her eyes. “We don’t know, and yes, he seems nice. Did you leave the ingredient list for the medicine?”




Chuckling, he drank his tea and stood up, taking a few more cookies. “Esme has it. I’ll check in on the patient in a few days. Ta ta ladies.” Seconds later, he disappeared. Turning to Esm, she said, “Let’s get started on the medicine so Dylan can get better.”













Dylan was sleeping when he felt someone watching him. He knew it was late as the window showed the night sky. Opening one eye, he saw a young female with flaming auburn hair. Her eyes were a light amber, and she had a book in her hand. “You’re Serafina. Your sister spoke about you. I was a bit out of it earlier. What are you reading?” The girl looked down and spoke quietly. “Just a book on spells. I go to Raynemore School of Magic, and midterms are coming up. You don’t seem so mean. I don’t know what Celestia meant.” Her cheeks flushed, and she looked down. 




“It’s alright. I’m not usually mean. Celestia was right. I did behave a bit grumpily toward her. This is all new to me. I never believed in fairy tales, even as a child. Now to see it’s all real. Well, it threw me a bit.” Serafina looked up, smiling. She sat down. “When I was little, I never believed that mortals existed, but here you are. We learn about your realm in school, but you’re the first one I’ve ever met.” Dylan smiled. She was shy and smart. “Then I guess we can learn from each other. I’m Dylan Owens.”




Serafina smiled back. She liked him. “I’m Serafina, as you know. Aria, Esme, and Celestia are my older sisters. We’re witches. My element is fire. So don’t get me angry.” Her light amber eyes flashed orange, and Dylan chuckled. “I promise not to. I have a younger brother who reminds me of you. He likes to read and is quieter than the rest of us.” 




“I’m quiet, but speak up when it’s needed. My sister Celestia is the big mouth. Don’t tell her I told you. She’ll make it rain on my head. She’s a water witch.” Dylan laughed and heard a noise. Both turned to see Aria standing there. She had a glass and some pills in a small bottle. “What’s going on here? Sere, don’t you have some studying to do? Have Celestia and you prepared the spare room for Dylan?”




Serafina stood up, nodding. “Yes, his room is ready. I’m almost done with my reading. Just a few more chapters.” She turned to Dylan. “Nice meeting you. We’ll talk more about our worlds.” Walking out, he saw Aria smile at her. The love in her eyes made him see her true beauty.  Nobody had ever looked at him that way. Not even his ex. It would be nice to get to know the elusive, eldest sister.




Aria walked over to sit down. “Here’s you’re medicine. Just take two of these with the water. It will heal you inside out.” Dylan looked at the capsules. They were huge and purple. “Are you sure it’s safe? Those are horse pills and purple.” She hid a smile. Humans, she thought to herself. They eat all kinds of preservatives but question something that can heal them. “I promise you they’re safe. We used herbals that are safe for mortals and added some of our magic. They are big. Do you have trouble taking medicine? I can make a liquid that children use.”




Dylan knew she was enjoying this. He had trouble swallowing pills since a kid, but wasn’t going to tell her that. “Fine, give me the medicine.” Sitting up, he held out his hand as she put the capsules in it. They touched for a moment, and Aria felt a shock go through her. She jumped, almost spilling the water. “Are you all right?” Composing herself, she saw concern in his eyes. “I’m fine. Just a little tired. About the medicine, you need to chew it.”




Looking at the large capsules in his hand, he shook his head. “Not doing that. Capsules are supposed to be swallowed. Medicine tastes horrible.” Aria had to smile. Dylan saw her eyes lighten, and when she smiled, it made his heart beat fast. “I assure you that they will taste good. Now be a big boy and take your medicine.” Groaning, he closed his eyes and popped them in his mouth, chewing, waiting for the bitterness to hit his tongue.




Aria folded her arms. Watching. Dylan opened his eyes in surprise. Then a smile lit his face as he chewed. “They taste like candy. Something from my childhood that I can’t remember. Wait a minute. Grape. They taste like grape candy. How is this possible?” Handing him the glass of water, she leaned closer. Her eyes twinkled with mischief. “Magic. Something you don’t believe in. Why should medicine taste so awful when it can taste good? Now drink the water. It will help the medicine work.”




Dylan grinned, drinking the water. It tasted so fresh and cold. Aria stood up. “If you’re up for it, we can try to move you to the spare room. Can you stand without pain?” She wanted to get as far away as she could, but had to help him. What happened earlier had unnerved her. No male had even made her jolt from a touch. The sooner he was gone, the better.




Trying to stand, he felt weak, and his ribs hurt, but his head wasn’t pounding anymore. Feeling a little unsteady, he heard a noise and saw Esme coming in with a wheelchair. “I had a feeling our guest wouldn’t be able to walk on his own. Did he take the medicine?” Aria looked at him and nodded. “He put up a little fight but gave in. Likes how our medicine tastes like candy.”




Esme smiled at him. “Of course it does. What else would it taste like? Come on then. Let’s get you seated and to your room.” She held the chair and gave a nod to Aria. Dylan saw something transpire between them, and then Aria placed an arm around him. “Just lean on me a bit. I’m stronger than I look.” Dylan felt her warmth. She smelled like a Fall day. All crisp and fresh. He inhaled and moaned, hearing a laugh from the other sister. Minutes later, he was seated. Looking up, he noticed Aria’s cheeks were flushed. “Thank you. Esme, show me the way.”




Giving a push, Esme wheeled him as they walked out. Aria turned to them. “If you need anything, just call our name. We’ll hear you.”He wanted to ask her to stay with him and talk, but she walked off. Esme watched and smiled to herself. Something had happened between her sister and the mortal.




Dylan saw a staircase and looked up. “How are we getting up there? You can’t carry me. I weigh a lot more than you.” Esme laughed and went in front of him. She pulled out a belt and buckled it. “Do you trust me?” He wasn’t sure, but she had a kind face. “Not really, but what other choice do I have?” Laughing again, she patted him on the shoulder. “True. Okay, close your eyes and hold on.”




Looking up at her, he saw her eyes change color, and she mumbled some words he didn’t understand. Minutes later, they were lifted, and he looked down to see the stairs below. “What the hell is this?” Esme liked shocking him. “I told you to close your eyes. Oh well, we’re flying up the staircase. Magic is real, Dylan. I hope you can accept that.” Holding on to the chair, he saw them glide up until they slowly lowered to the first level. “Okay, that was the first floor. You’re on the second. Here we go.” She laughed, and they flew up the next staircase, Dylan thinking he may have to change his attitude about magic.




When they landed, Esme turned to unbuckle him. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?” He was about to answer that it was when Celestia came down from the third floor. “He still here? I thought we would have sent him back already.” Esme gave her a look. “You apologize now. He’s our guest, and it’s not his fault he doesn’t know about our world. How would you feel if you were in his?” Celestia rolled her eyes. “I would at least get to know the humans before I judged.”




Dylan grinned. She was right. Looking at the young female standing there so defiant, he said, “I’m sorry about earlier. I mentioned that to Serafina, but she probably didn’t tell you. All of this was a shock to me. I have to say, with what’s happened in the last few hours, I’m not so close-minded. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings.”




Esme smiled at her sister, who for once was silent. “See, he knows he was wrong. Now you apologize for being rude to him. Then we can all be friends.” Celestia gave her sister a look and, taking a deep breath, said, “I apologize for wanting to turn you into a cat. Maybe you aren’t so bad.” She walked away, and Esme shrugged. “From her, that’s an apology. One day, someone will make her want to grow up. Not now, but someday. Come on, let me show you to your room.”




Dylan nodded. He liked Esme. She was easygoing and seemed to be the peacemaker of the sisters. Celestia was a spitfire, but she was young. He liked her spirit. All of the sisters had something special about them. It wasn’t just that they were witches. They had their own personalities. 




Walking to a door, Esme opened it, wheeling him in. Dylan’s eyes widened. It was huge. He lived in a large home, but this room was massive. It had to be over a century old, as the molding reminded him of historical stories he had read. The bed was large and it had a canopy. On one side was a fireplace, already lit, and against another wall was a desk and chair. The lamps were antique and gave a warm glow to the room. The windows were wide and open, allowing air into the room. There was a rocking chair placed near one.




“This room is wonderful. Thank you. I feel like I’ve gone back in time.” Esme sighed. “It’s one of our other master bedrooms. We’ve changed it a bit over the years, but kept some things the same. We added a private bathroom so you don’t have to use the hall one. The bed is a bit high, but you’re a tall man, so I think you’ll be alright. Let me help you up unless you want to sit on one of the chairs by the fireplace. Feel free to read some of the books on the shelves.”




Dylan liked the room. He saw the two cushy chairs and would love to read a book, relaxing by the fire. When he wasn’t in pain. “I think I’ll lie down a bit. Try to sleep to let the medicine work. Thank you, Esme.” Seeing her flush, he smiled, and she wheeled him over to the bed. Minutes later, Serafina walked in. “You need help, so here I am.” How she knew, he wasn’t sure, but it took a bit before he was settled in the bed. He turned to see a basket of fruit and a pitcher with a glass on one nightstand. Had that been there all this time?




“No, we made it appear for you. Just in case you get hungry. Relax, and if you need something, just call our names.” Serafina pointed to a book, and it flew to sit on the other bed next to him. “In case you want to read. One of my favorites.” Esme gave her a look, and she shrugged. 




They both smiled and closed the door. Dylan leaned back. He was really in a magical realm. He wanted to learn more about it and more about the elusive Aria Highmore.



































  
  
  Chapter Three

  
  




Aria was sitting outside again. Being an Air elemental witch, the outdoors usually made her feel better. She was making leaves spin in a circle, still feeling irritated. Dylan had appeared in their world, under strange circumstances, and everyone welcomed him like a long-lost friend. She would rather he stay with Dr. Mulch, but their house had been closer. Plus, staying at their home would make it easier to work with spells and concoctions to help get him well. Swirling the leaves, she didn’t hear Esme walk over.




“Still in a mood? I don’t know why.  Dylan is very nice and even apologized to Celestia. You should have seen his face when I took him to his room. I thought he was going to scream like a girl. The last flight up, he took well.” Sitting next to her, she patted her hand. “Tell me what’s bothering you, Ari. You’re behaving like Celestia. That’s not a good thing.”




Standing up, Aria turned, arms folded. “Instead of making friends with him, we need to find out why he’s here. Nobody has breached the wards. Ever. How was he able to? Maybe he’s a spy?” Esme began to laugh. “Right. He’s a spy. Did you see how petrified he was when we brought him home? I think you find him attractive, and it bugs you.”




“I do not, and besides, he’s human. If I fall in love, it’s going to be with someone magical. What you need to do, dear sister, is find the right herbs that will heal him faster and make a tea out of them. I’m going to bed. Goodnight.” She stomped off, and Esme sighed. Maybe Dylan had some magic in him? All she knew was that her sister had been acting strange since he arrived.




Deciding to make a cup of chamomile tea to relax before bed, she saw Serafina putting up the kettle. “What are you still doing up?” Looking at her, Serafina shrugged.  “Felt like having some hot chocolate. I’ll go to bed after. I spoke to Dylan. Gave him a book on magic to read. I like him, Ari. He’s smart, and talked to me like I’m an adult, not a child.”




Was everyone in this house crazy? Just a little while ago, they didn’t like him. Now he’s Sere’s hero and Esme’s friend.  “You know, he’ll be leaving soon, so don’t get attached. Besides, we don’t treat you like a child.” Serafina rolled her eyes. “Not all the time, but sometimes, you won’t listen to me. I know things even if I’m not fully licensed to practice magic without another witch nearby. I will be next year.”




Aria smiled at her little sister. She looked like their mother the most, especially when she smiled. “I’m sorry you feel that way. I guess sometimes I still see you as that little girl who used to follow me around. I’ll try not to treat you like a child. As for our guest, try not to get too comfortable with him being here. Once he’s well and his plane is fixed, he’s going back to his world.”




Sighing, Serafina nodded. “I won’t. Just nice having someone new around, even if he’s mortal.” She poured the water into her cup of cocoa and set the kettle down for Aria. Taking her mug, she stood up. “Night, Ari. Try to give Dylan a chance. He’s in a realm of magic, and  probably feeling unnerved.” Walking out, Aria sipped her tea. The sooner he went back to his world, the better she would feel.













Dylan was reading the book Serafina suggested. It was a history of magic, and he found it fascinating. A day ago, he wouldn’t have believed magic even existed. Now he wondered what else was out there. He had slept through the night and was starting to feel a bit better. Even ate breakfast and lunch. Whoever cooked was wonderful at it. Closing his eyes, he thought of Aria. She disliked him from the start, and he didn’t know why. Sure, at first he behaved a bit arrogantly, but it was a big shock finding out that other realms exist. 




He smiled, remembering how her cheeks flushed when she got upset, and how her eyes grew darker. She was beautiful, and he wished she didn’t hate him. Sighing, he heard a knock at the door. “Come in.” Serafina smiled shyly, wheeling in a table with food. The aroma had his stomach growling. “That smells amazing. What is it?”




Stopping by the bed, she smiled. “It’s beef stew over noodles. A family recipe. I see you’ve been reading the book. Do you like it?”




Using her finger, she materialized a small table to place over him as he sat up against the headboard. Smiling, she looked at the door and back. “I’m not supposed to do magic without a licensed witch nearby, so don’t tell my sisters. I didn’t want to walk back down to get the folding table.” Dylan made a zip-lipped motion, and he grinned. “So you can’t do magic on your own unless you’re licensed?”




After serving him, she sat down. “Yes, all witches need to get licensed to practice fully. I have one year left and am at the academy learning. Sometimes, Celestia will let me do some magic, but then I have to do her chores. I want to teach someday at Raynemore Academy of Magic. Either that or become a writer. Everyone says you’re a pilot. Were you going somewhere when you came through our realm?”




Dylan liked this young witch. She was a fire element but very mild-tempered. “I work for the airlines as an engineer. I build planes and have a pilot’s license for my Betsy. I was flying for enjoyment, and the next thing I knew, I was here. It’s a miracle I wasn’t badly injured. This stew is delicious. I think you would make a wonderful teacher or writer. You have a lot of patience, and you like to read.”




Her cheeks flushed. “Thank you, Dylan. I do get hot-tempered now and then, but it takes a lot. Ari said it’s a good thing I’m a fire element witch. If it were Celestia, our house would burn down. She has the temper in the family. Well, she and Aria thought Cele’s is worse than Ari’s.” Dylan dipped some bread into the stew, sopping up the gravy. Seconds later, the bowl filled up again, and more bread appeared.




“Did you do that?” She was about to respond when a voice at the door had them turn. “No, I did. Sere, why don’t you go have some dinner before it gets cold?” Aria stood there, looking stern. Getting up, Serafina smiled at Dylan. “Talk to you later.” Walking passed her sister, Aria patted her shoulder gently. He waited until they were alone. Looking up, he saw her standing by the door.




“Have I done something to annoy you? I was just having a nice conversation with Serafina. I like company when I eat.” Giving him a look, she walked over, arms folded. He had to hold in a grin seeing her cheeks flushed and her eyes glowing. “Why are you here, Mr.Owens? What is it you think you’ll find out?” His eyes widened. “You think I’m here to spy on you and this town? I was minding my own business and flying my two-seater when I got sucked into some kind of windstorm or tunnel. The next thing I know, I’m in some magical town. Are you always this suspicious?”




His eyes looked into hers, and she felt her heart beat faster. She let out a deep breath. “Not usually, but how could a human have come through? We could come to your world as we’re magical, but for you to get through our barrier, that’s suspicious.”




“I understand. I promise that I’m not here for any other reason than my plane crashed. As soon as I’m well, and my plane is fixed, I’ll leave and never tell a soul where I’ve been.” Aria looked into his green eyes, which had specks of gold. He was telling the truth. She sat down. “I’m sorry I’ve behaved rudely. I’m very protective of my home and my sisters. Can we start over?”




Dylan smiled, and she had to catch her breath. He was a very handsome man. Putting his hand out, he said, “Of course. Let’s shake on it. Please call me Dylan. Mr.Owens was my father.” His deep voice flowed over her like a warm day, and she slipped her hand into his larger one. His gaze moved to her full lips. She feels so soft. I wonder how those lips would feel on mine.




Holding her hand longer than he should, she gently pulled it back, her cheeks a deeper red than before. Standing up, she smiled. “I won’t keep you from your dinner. Glad you’re enjoying it. If you want more, just call out. We’ll hear you.” Turning, she gave him one last look. “One more thing, please don’t get too friendly with Sere. She tends to get attached easily, and I don’t want her upset when you leave. Thank you, Dylan.”




He saw how protective she was and nodded. What had happened to make her fear being close to someone? How could he change her mind? Or was it the fact that he was mortal? “I understand, Aria. She’s very easy to like.” Smiling at him, she left, and he watched as she walked out, admiring her shape. The door closed, and he leaned back, looking up at the ceiling. “Dylan, stop. She’s a witch, and you’re leaving. Let it go.” Sighing, he pushed the table aside and closed his eyes. It wasn’t going to be easy. He was attracted to the enchanting witch.













Dinner was lively as everyone was talking about Dylan, except Aria. “He’s very good at chess. We had a debate on doing housework with magic versus the regular way. He asked if I had ever watched this old show called Bewitched. I told him that a witch would never stop doing magic, not even for love.” Celestia’s eyes turned bright blue as she laughed. “Now that he apologized, I like him.”




“Dylan and I talked about the book I chose for him. He said magic is very interesting and that I would make a good magic teacher or writer. Wouldn’t it be wonderful if he decided to stay? We could teach him magic.”




Aria turned to her younger sister. He can’t stay, Sere. He needs to go back to his world. I’m sure people are missing him. He mentioned brothers. Maybe he has a wife and children. You wouldn’t want them to worry more than they probably are.” Aria saw her nod, but there was sadness in her eyes. Goodness, she was already attached to Dylan.




Their parents had died many years ago when Serafina was a little girl. She was their father’s precious one, and losing him had her crying for months. Nobody could console her. Not even Esme, who was good at making everyone feel better. 




“Don’t be upset, Sere, he’s not leaving yet. Still needs to recuperate, and his plane is more wrecked than they thought. I’ve heard this from Millie. It could take weeks, even months, to fix.” Esme smiled, and her eyes lit up. Aria gave her a look and saw her shrug. “Well, that’s what I heard. You know, maybe we should have our guest come downstairs. He’s been sitting up there alone. It’s card night, isn’t it?”




Celestia clapped her hands. “I am so going to win. Yes, let’s ask Dylan if he wants to join us. It will be fun. Serafina nodded, and they turned to Aria, who was eating. Looking up, she sighed, seeing their hopeful faces. “Fine, fine, but no magic is to be used. No cheating either, Cele. I know you do once in a while.”




Frowning, she folded her arms. “I never cheat. Only that one time, but I was ten. Let it go, Ari. So who’s going to ask him?” Everyone looked at Aria, who groaned. “Why me? You’re the ones who want him to join us.”




“You’re the eldest, so it’s your responsibility. Finish up and go ask. I think he’s going to say yes.” Esme smiled, her brown eyes glowing. It was time Aria had a mate, and if her senses were right, it was Dylan Owens.













An hour later, Dylan heard a knock at the door. After finishing dinner, the tray magically disappeared. He wondered how they knew. A cup of tea appeared with some cakes, and he groaned, tasting the sweetness. Not usually a tea drinker, it was strong and he liked it.




“Come in.” Seeing Aria had him sit up straighter. His body was healing, and he felt a bit antsy. “Twice in one day. To what do I owe this honor?” His eyes twinkled mischievously, and she felt the urge to roll her eyes. Coming closer, she said, “My sisters wanted me to ask if you would like to join us downstairs. It’s game night and we’re playing cards. You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”




Smiling, he almost laughed. She didn’t want him to join them. Why? Could it be that the elusive and lovely Aria was attracted to him? “I would like that. Feel a bit cooped up here. How will we do this? I can’t walk down two flights of stairs yet. I also need some clothes.”Minutes later, a pile of clothes appeared. Taking the jeans, he looked up, shocked.”How did you know my size?”




“You’re other clothes had the sizes. I’ll get Esme to bring you down. Now that you don’t mind flying. She’ll be here in half an hour.” Turning to go, she heard him call her by her nickname. “I look forward to it, Ari.” Sighing, she walked out, hearing him chuckle. Why did the sound make her shiver?










Everyone was seated around a huge round table in the living room when Esme arrived with Dylan. Flying down the stairs wasn’t as frightening as earlier, and he liked it. Dressed in jeans and a green shirt, he saw the ladies turn. Esme brought him to one spot without a chair, and he looked up. “Thank you. I enjoyed the ride this time.” She laughed and took her seat next to Aria, who was next to him. “Evening, all. So what are we playing?”




Celestia smiled, a twinkle in her eye. “It’s called Loot of Gold, and it’s so much fun. We play with chocolate coins because Ari says it’s not nice to use real money. I win all the time, so be warned.” She laughed, and Dylan smiled at her. “Sounds like fun. How do we start?”




A long table appeared with drinks and snacks. It rolled on its own, and Esme waved her hand. “Have some dessert. There’s plenty and fresh coffee too.” Dylan smiled, filling his plate with a little of everything. Sere smiled. “Didn’t you eat two bowls of stew?” Chuckling, he nodded, biting into a purple doughnut. It was delicious. “Yes, and dessert after, but I have a large appetite. Always did.” He turned to Aria, who turned away, shuffling the cards. She is interested.




That made him happy, and he listened as the others explained how to play. Soon, they were laughing and filling the center with chocolate coins. “I have a three of wands, an ace of goblets, and five of swords. I win!” Celestia was about to take the pot when Dylan put his cards down. “I believe this beats yours.” He showed a Queen of goblins, a King of dwarves, and Jack of giants. Frowning, she sat back, arms folded. 




Esme laughed, clapping her hands. “Don’t be a sore loser, Cele. He learns fast. Well done, Dylan.” Serafina smiled. “Nobody ever beats her. I’m impressed.” He chuckled, looking at Celestia. “How about another round so you can try to win back some coins?” Celestia’s eyes sparkled, and she shuffled the cards. “You’re asking for it now. Usually, we play with magic, but Ari said no because it wouldn’t be fair.”




Dylan saw her make a face at her sister. Patting Ari’s hand, he smiled. “Thank you, but I don’t want you to hold back your magic for me. I’ll figure out a way to win. I have three younger brothers, so been playing cards a long time.” The warmth from his hand unnerved her, but it felt so right.




Esme looked at her. See, he’s considerate. Not so bad for a human. Right, Ari? Nodding, she saw him watching her. “Okay, but you asked for it. We don’t cheat, but using magic will give us a slight advantage. Are you up for that?”




His hand still on hers, he chuckled, “Oh yeah, I’m ready. Let’s play.” Moving her hand back, she began to deal the cards. Aria had to admit, it was very decent of him to play magically when he was mortal. Maybe he wasn’t so bad.     




The next few hours were fun. Dylan enjoyed being around them and learned a lot about their personalities. He won a few times more, and Celestia took it better as she won too. Aria was amazed at how well he played without being magical. He seemed to fit right in. Like he belonged here. 




At the end of the night, Dylan and Celestia were the winners. Both had a pile of chocolate coins. Serafina tried to take one, and she glared at her. “Nope. You have your own.” Dylan handed her a bunch, and she smiled, giving her sister a smirk. “Dylan gave me some of his. Ha.” Celestia rolled her eyes.




Esme laughed, watching the scene. This human fit into their family like a glove. Maybe the barrier knew he was meant for them and allowed him to come through.  She already knew who fate wanted him for. Aria. Now, if only her sister realized it and stopped holding back her feelings.    




“Ladies, I enjoyed tonight, but I feel a bit tired. Thank you for allowing me to play cards with you. Have a good evening.” Esme went to get up, but Aria put her hand out. “I’ll do it. Be right back.” Each sister looked at the other and smiled.




Wheeling him out to the hallway, he said, “This was fun. I like your sisters. They remind me of my brothers. Each has their own personality. I thought Celestia was going to drown me when I won the first time. I like her competitive nature. Serafina is a sweetheart. Esme is kind.” Aria wondered what he thought about her. 




At the staircase, she mumbled a few words, and they gently flew up the stairs until they were at his door. “Why was this smoother than the first time?” Aria wheeled him into the room. “Esme is an elemental earth witch. I’m an elemental air witch, so I can either make a gentle breeze or a tornado. Want fresh vegetables, pretty flowers, or fruit? Esme is your witch.”




Dylan smiled, and as she was about to go, he took her hand, looking up. “I think you’re my witch.”








  
  
  Chapter Four

  
  




Aria stared at him in shock. “No, I’m not.” Stroking her hand with his other, he nodded. “Yes, you are. I know it sounds strange, but from the minute I saw you, I felt a connection. You have to feel it too. Trust me when I say this, I don’t jump into things foolishly.”




His eyes bore into hers, and she felt her heart beating faster. It was crazy. He was mortal, and she was a witch living in a different realm. Gently trying to take her hand away, he held it, stroking and making her body grow warm. “Dylan, it’s impossible. You’re mortal. I’m not.” Wishing he could stand, he took both her hands instead. “Impossible? Do you mean like coming to a magical realm where only magical creatures live? I don’t agree. I always wondered why nobody else worked out. I think I was meant to find you. You feel the same, Ari. I know you do. Why else do you avoid me and want me to leave as soon as possible? There’s something between us.”












