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Chapter 1

[image: ]




Returning home meant everything to Emily. But it was all so new to her. The castle she grew up in was all but a memory, and this new castle had mysteries and adventures that would call out to Emily. This was a new beginning for her and there would be days when she would be tested and even pushed to the limit. 

Not knowing what her new future held for her, she grew to love the new castle. But the day when the door flew shut on its own, she learned quickly that her new future was the same as the old one. Her destiny had not changed. She had to protect her family and people in town, maybe even the whole world. She didn’t want it going that far. And then the dreams came.

There were many different dreams. One time, she was caught in a big fire. She wasn’t sure where she was or how she got there, but she had to escape. And there were other people. Do she save herself or try to save the others? She had to try to save the other people. The fire felt so real. She dreamed of a dark shadow shaped like a man. She didn’t know who it was but something about it frightened her. All the dreams seemed to revolve around the new castle. Being pregnant may have triggered the dreams but still, it made Emily really nervous. More than she normally would have been. Instead of telling the others, she kept it buried, hoping it would turn out to be nothing. 

Emily knew she had to keep her mind busy. Worrying about something that could be nothing was harmful to the baby. She wasn’t going to put her baby’s life at risk. So she explored the new castle, starting with the wing that looked different from the rest of the castle.

As she walked down the darkened hallway, thoughts of Feida and Myra haunted her. She knew they had escaped somehow before the castle sunk into the ground taking Tabetha and Alex with it.  Because this castle was new, there wasn’t a line of witches before her who had battled the evil living within the walls. So whatever was in the castle with her was going to be all new, all fresh. And she could feel it. She couldn’t before—when they first set foot in the castle. But now, it was too hard to ignore it. Something really was there.

She took another step down the corridor. Smell of smoke filled her nostrils making her wonder what had happened to this part of the castle. She knew now it wasn’t a reward for defeating her father. Her real test hadn’t even occurred yet, so it seemed.

None of the lights worked in this wing. She could barely see. Emily closed her eyes and focused on a flashlight and waited for it to appear. She turned the flashlight on, pointing the beam ahead of her, took another step, and looked into the first room. Even though the room looked really old, there was still evidence of a large fire. Charcoaled walls surrounded the room. The curtains hung from the rods above the window, half burned. The window glass was covered in soot. “What happened here?” Was this connected to the dream she had about the large fire? She froze for a minute, trying to remember the dream. It was one of the first dreams she had after moving in. All she could remember now was the large flames consuming her. 

She continued on, moving faster, in search for answers while everyone was out doing their own things for the day. Even Michael had stepped away for the afternoon leaving Emily alone to rest. She couldn’t rest and now she was second guessing that choice to roam the halls.

She passed another four or five rooms before the hallway took a turn. She looked back. She could sense the others and knew they weren’t home yet. This was something she couldn’t really do before. Benefits of being pregnant, maybe? She returned her attention to the second hallway. At the end of the hall she could see a window. A little light was shining through the blackened glass. She concentrated on the hall, asking it for answers to its past. When she opened her eyes, a fire consumed her. The flames were hot and felt as though she was really burning. She began screaming and ran back to the foyer. She dropped the flashlight, somewhere during her run. She clutched her stomach, trying to protect the baby as she ran as fast as she could. It felt like an eternity as her feet carried her as fast as they could move. When she finally reached the end of the hall, she dropped at her mother’s feet. “Emily, are you all right?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. I was just exploring the wing.”

“Sweet heart, you promised you would rest.”

“I know, I know. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t sleep. There’s so much here and it’s all new to me. I can’t just sit around and let you guys have all the fun.”

“Well, I’m glad you think this is fun.”

“Mom, you know what I mean. Has anyone else come home?” Emily stood up and Mandy walked her back to her room.

“Emily, did you hear me?”

“What?” She didn’t realize her mother had answered her. She was thinking too hard about the fire. “No, I’m sorry. What did you say?”

“I said, Michael and Jim are still out buying parts for the car. Your sisters should be back soon though. They only saw one movie, I think.”

Emily laughed as she opened her door. When she had, she saw Feida standing there. She held up one finger to her mouth. “Shhhh,” she whispered. Emily’s jaw dropped. She rubbed her eyes, thinking she was just seeing things. When she looked again, the woman in the white gown was gone.

“I think you’re right, Mom. I’m going to rest for a while. You didn’t see me running out of the hallway. Please don’t tell Michael.”

“All right, I won’t. But you have to promise me that you’re going to rest.” Mandy helped her into the bed and tucked her in like she was a child again, kissing her on her forehead before leaving the room. Emily missed the days when she was little. It felt good having these little moments again.

“I will rest for a little while, I promise.” Emily told her as Mandy left the room. 

When the room was empty again, Emily searched the area. She had to make sure Feida was gone. She used her powers and scanned the room. She was alone in her bedroom. She returned to her bed and crawled back in, pulling the covers up to her chin. As soon as she closed her eyes, she saw the fire. She felt restless and had to know the truth about the east wing. She didn’t know if Feida was behind it or not so she had to investigate. She had to rule it out.

Emily knew there wasn’t a chance the information she was searching for would be in the family’s book but she had to check it out first. Since she was the new owner of the book, she knew just calling out to it, would be enough. “Book, come here.” She held out her hands and waited for the history book to appear. Just as she suspected, there wasn’t anything that mentioned a fire within the pages. The only way she was going to find the answer now was to return to the East wing and locate the answers the hard way, breaking the promise she made to her mother. 

She stood up and closed her eyes. Emily concentrated on the hallway next to the window that shed some light. When she opened her eyes, she was standing by that window. She knew she had the power to stop the fire at a flick of her fingers. She had to face the fire. It didn’t hurt her before so she knew it wasn’t going to hurt her now. 

Emily knelt down and touched the floor. When she looked up, flames were everywhere. This time, she couldn’t feel the heat like she had before. Maybe it was just trying to get her attention. She closed her eyes again and went deeper into her powers. She searched the rooms, one by one, to see where the fire had started. Nothing. She tried again. And again, nothing. She felt as though something was blocking her but why? She felt frustrated but she knew she wasn’t going to be able to rest unless she knew the hall’s secret. When she opened her eyes, the hall wasn’t burning anymore. It was clean. Like there hadn’t been a fire at all.

It hasn’t happened yet, that was why I couldn’t find where it began, she thought. When she heard a man’s voice, she became invisible. She had traveled to the past, on purpose. This was something she didn’t know she could do. 

A man opened the door next to her and walked out, quickly closing the door behind him. Emily noticed there was someone left in the room but didn’t see who it was. The man appeared to be wealthy. She assumed he was the owner of this castle. His wool sweater covered another shirt with a tie between the two. His slacks were tailored with black shiny shoes. His hair was neatly groomed, slicked back. When the man began to walk up the hallway, Emily followed. Before she turned the corner, she heard a door open. She looked back and saw a woman leaving out of what appeared to be the same room. She had been crying. 

Emily wasn’t sure what this had to do with the fire but seeing what she had in the past, she knew she had to keep watching as long as she could. She wasn’t sure how long she would be there so she tried to hang onto what she could. She turned to see where the man was going and noticed he was wearing a long coat. She didn’t see him carrying one so he must have picked it up from somewhere. Who was this man? And why was he making this woman cry? Emily wasn’t sure which was more important—the fire or these two people. For now she just concentrated on the two people. The fire was between that moment and her present so if she waited long enough, maybe she could find out what happened. Maybe the two people she was watching had started the fire. She didn’t want to jump to conclusions.

The man disappeared around another corner so Emily focused on the woman. She was just standing by the door, wiping her eyes. Something had upset her. Emily concentrated on the woman’s thoughts. The only thing she could get from the woman was pain. Had he broken off a relationship with her? It couldn’t have been that simple? Not in this castle. There had to be something more to it. At least she hoped there was more.

As Emily was getting closer, she heard someone calling her name. She was brought back to the present. She looked around and saw ghosts walking the hall. They were coming right at her with their arms straight out. She closed her eyes and thought of her room. In seconds, she was whisked back to her room. She heard her mother’s voice again.

“Emily, are you asleep?”

“No, come on in, Mom.”

Mandy opened the door and walked into the room. “Everyone’s back. I just wanted to let you know.”

“Great. Can you ask Jill to come here please?” She was Emily’s last hope. If she couldn’t get the answer that way, she had to see if Jill knew something. She always had the answers before. She hated being on bed rest like this. There was nothing wrong with her. Granted, she passed out one time but that was a while before. She was fine now, she thought. Her mother did worry, just the same. She wasn’t very far along so she really didn’t understand why her mother worried so much.

A half an hour of waiting made Emily more anxious than before. She was beginning to get ready for a second attempt to visit the past when Jill walked into the room. “What are you doing, Emily?”

“It isn’t over, Jill. I can’t explain it but this is a new beginning for our family. Something is terribly wrong with this castle. I can sense it. There’s so much I can’t explain. I was hoping you could help me without the arguments like with Mom.”

Jill sat down on the bed as she looked at her. “You’re an adult and I can’t force you to do anything you don’t want to do. This is in your blood and if you sense something is wrong, you have to go with it. What’s on your mind?”

Emily thought for sure she’d tried to talk some sense into her. When she didn’t, she was relieved and frustrated at the same time. She sat down on the bed next to Jill and spilled her guts to her. She looked into her eyes. “Please, don’t tell the others. I’m just trying to make this new castle my home and figure out what’s wrong with it. Something is calling out to me and I have to do this.”

“Emily, you don’t have to explain anything to me. I’m on your side, believe me. I don’t know why you’re seeing this fire but I’ll see what I can dig up for you. Okay?”

“That would be great. Meanwhile I can go back and see if there’s anything else I can learn. There’s something about this couple. I don’t know what it is but it’s intriguing.”

“I tell you what, Emily. Please get some rest.”

“Not this again.”

“No listen. Please, Emily, listen to me. Get some rest and in the morning, you’ll have a fresh mind and you can do all the research you want. Then you might get to the bottom of this fire and you’ll be able to get it out of your mind. Then you can deal with anything else that pops up.”

“All right. I’ll get some rest.”

“For real this time?”

“Yes. I’ve broken enough promises already. I don’t want to get into habit about losing my word. I’ll get some rest and in the morning, I will carry on. But you have to see what you can find out.”

“I will.” She stood up and allowed Emily to crawl back into bed. She smiled and left the room, closing the door behind her. 

Emily closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. She fought off the urge to chase after the fire. She forced the dreams away, focusing on good thoughts.

***
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THE NEXT MORNING CAME quicker than Emily thought. She couldn’t believe she rested so soundly. Since Jill wasn’t anywhere to be found, Emily rushed to the East wing. She conjured a flashlight and made her way back to the room where she saw the man leave from. She opened the door and walked in. She closed her eyes and waited. The room was dark, covered in soot. She walked over to the window and peeled the draperies back and wiped the glass so light would shine in. At that moment, she felt a presence so she looked over her shoulder. “Is there someone in the room?” When no one answered, she continued to clean the window until enough light shined in and she could see without the flashlight. She threw it down and watched it disappear. Having magic was something she was never going to get used to and she was really enjoying it.

Emily inched across the room, waiting for something to come to her. She stopped halfway and knelt to the floor. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the fire once more. When she heard the roaring flames, she opened her eyes. When she saw a woman and a man by the window she helplessly watched. Emily recognized the language as French but she wasn’t sure how. She hadn’t spoken the language before. Somehow, the words were being translated for her as the words left their lips and reached her ears. “I will be right behind you, just go out the window.”

The woman crawled out of the window crying something—Emily couldn’t hear what she said. Before the man could escape the fire had reached him. His body burst into flames and he dropped to the floor trying to put out the inferno. Suddenly everything transformed. Emily was taken back into time once again, further than before. She stood in the same place that was just burning a moment before. Now it appeared nothing had been touched.

The room was elegantly dressed. The bed was filled with pillows, lace, and satin. Sheer curtains drooped both sides of the bed. Emily turned and looked at the room. Two over-stuffed chairs were next to the window where the woman had escaped. A large oriental rug centered the room and had a large round table over it with a beautiful arrangement of flowers. Emily heard a woman coughing so she looked back at the bed and noticed a woman rising up. She became invisible before the woman could see her.

A knock at the door forced the woman out of her bed. Emily watched her answer. “What do you want? How did you get passed the servants?”

“I must speak with you. Your husband won’t listen to reason.”

“We’re not selling.” She walked away from the man. Emily recognized him right away. It was the same man she had seen walking out of the room before the fire. So it wasn’t Feida after all. 

“How long do you think your precious money will last? A year? Maybe two? After that, then what?”

“You need to leave my home at once.” She tried to walk pass the man but he grabbed her arm. “Let go of me.” She started to yell for help.

“Don’t bother, I’ll show myself out. The two of you will be sorry for turning down my offer.” He mumbled something as he walked away. The woman sat down on one of the chairs and began to cry. As he opened the door to leave, Emily was returned to her present time. She was sitting on the floor and Jill was standing over her.

“How long have you been standing there, Jill?”

“Not long. What did you see?”

“Not much. A man was trying to buy this place and a couple had been turning him down. That might be the reason for the fire but I can’t be sure until I know more.”

“Well, I have a little information for you. I don’t know if its right but this is what I got.” Jill handed some paper to Emily and she looked it over.

“What’s this?”

“The only fire this size didn’t happen here. It was in France. Some woman led me to this information and I’m assuming she was a witch because she knew my name and everything.”

“Really?” Emily was confused to how Jill received what she had. She looked at it again. In 1937, a fire destroyed an entire castle and most of the people who lived there, mostly servants. The man who owned the castle at the time was John McBrown. He was an American who had come into money and moved to France. Emily grabbed Jill’s hand and transported them back to her room where she could sit down and look over what Jill had found. Michael was there waiting.

“Emily, what are you doing?”

“I can explain, Michael.” 

“I’m listening.”

Emily told Michael the same thing she told Jill and waited for him to be as understanding. “Would you calm down?”

“You’re asking me to calm down? Are you forgetting something?” He waited for a second as if he wanted her to answer. “You’re not just looking out for yourself anymore, Emily.”

“Yeah, you don’t think I don’t know that? Michael, I’m well aware of my pregnancy. Damn it, I just wish you all would stop protecting me like this. I passed out one time. Its been a week since then. I have to do this or I’ll go crazy.”

“What’s going on in here?” Tabetha asked as she walked in the room.

“Oh, great, now the whole family is going to get on my back about this,” Emily said as she sat down on the bed.

“Why, what’s happened? Are you all right, Emily?” 

“Yes, I’m fine. I’m not fragile or anything, I’m just having a baby. Why is everyone fussing over me like this?”

“We just don’t want anything to happen to you,” Michael said as he approached her. 

“I know you mean well, really I do. I can’t stop being who I am because of a baby. I have to live up to who I was foretold I would be, I can’t take a break from that.” She paused. “Besides, I’m not the first woman to ever have a baby nor the first witch.”

Before Emily knew it, the whole family was in the room. Each of them had something to say and Emily listened to them. She tried not to argue but she wanted to badly. She wasn’t sure who gave in first, Michael or her mother but Mandy spoke up. “Fine, if you want to continue this madness, you will do this with our help.”

“That’s the way it’s always been and I enjoy it. Believe me, it was hard enough keeping this whole thing a secret.”

“Just tell us what you know and let’s see what we can do to help,” Michael said. The room felt a little cramped to Emily so she suggested they went downstairs where they could all sit. From there, she began to tell everyone what she knew, including what Jill had discovered.

“So do you think Feida is behind this?” Tabetha asked.

“I don’t know. I hope not. I mean from what Jill found out, this fire took place in the thirties in France. She had been dead for a long time by then and trapped within these walls.” Emily paced the floor, tired of sitting.

“But she was powerful though, she could’ve found a way to escape, I’m sure,” Mandy said. As they discussed the fire and all the motives behind it, Emily had a feeling come over her. She felt drawn to the East wing. She transported to the room without saying a word.

“Please help me,” a man said. He was burnt from head to toe. Some of his flesh hung from his bones. Emily jumped back. The man looked down. “I apologize for my appearance. I’ve been alone for so long I forget how I appeared.” He changed his appearance. It was the same man who helped the woman out of the window.

“Are you John McBrown?” she asked him.

“Yes, I am. How did you know?”

“It’s a long story. Why did you reach out to me?”

“I’ve been calling out to anyone. It seems you’re the only one who answered me. Please can you help me?”

“I can try. What happened here?”

“My servants and I were murdered. Something evil has trapped me here and I can’t leave this place.” As the tears fell from his eyes, Emily was able to sense what happened. It hit her all at once, knocking her down. The flames came and she began to burn. Her screams were horrific as she called out to her family. As she begged the vision to stop, Mandy rescued her pulling her out of the blazing fury. She blew on the flames, putting them out. Emily looked around and the man was gone.

“Are you all right, Emily?”

“No, I’m not. I saw the man who did this but he wasn’t acting alone. I was right to think it was Feida. I don’t know how she did it but she was able to escape the clutches of the old castle. She is more powerful than I thought and she’s not gone. I need to get out of this room.”

They went downstairs and Emily rested for a minute as her skin healed. Magic consumed her body, taking away the burned skin as if nothing had happened. She felt better in a matter of seconds. “Mr. McBrown refused to sell his land to a man named Samuel Jones. Somehow, Feida was able to get to this man and made a pact with him. He burned down the castle so she could take its spirit. I don’t know what her plans are but there’s something going on here and I don’t like it.” What she was able to sense in the man told her everything she needed to know but there were still holes in the mystery. 

“Neither do I,” Tabetha said.

“So what are your plans, Emily?” Sarah asked.

“Well, first of all, we have to break the spell that’s keeping Mr. McBrown here. Then we have to return that wing back to France somehow. I don’t even know how it got here.”

“Magic is mysterious at times, we all know that,” Mandy said.

“No, you know that, Mom. I’m still learning this, remember?” Emily said. “Anyway, this whole thing happened in France so I’m thinking we need to go there to get to the bottom of this once and for all.” The wing was just a spirit of the original. If she could somehow break the line that held onto the spirit wing, she may be able to fix what the man and Feida did.

“I’m going with you,” Michael said.

“That’s fine but you can’t do anything except worry,” she told him.

“I’m going to do that no matter where I am. At least I’ll know you’re okay,” he told her. Mandy and Tabetha agreed to go too, just in case Emily needed their help. She was glad about that. She had no idea how she was going to beat Feida being as strong as she was, and this was after she had died. Emily didn’t want to think how strong she was in life.

***
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THE FOUR OF THEM TOOK hands and Emily transported them to France. From there, she was able to sense where the East wing used to be. There wasn’t anything left of the castle. A large building stood in its place—an old factory that made car parts. It was closed down now. Emily transported to the inside and began looking around. She was cold as she walked around the large rooms. Then she saw a woman, faintly. “Mrs. McBrown?” she called out. The woman stopped and looked at her. “Are you trapped here too?” This was why the factory had been shut down. It was haunted. 

She couldn’t speak. Through her tears the woman nodded her head. Emily closed her eyes and searched the property. She found where the fire had started and called out to her family. “How do I fix this?”

“Emily, I think you know how. Just concentrate,” Mandy told her.

She closed her eyes and pushed her powers outward. Connecting the two castles was the only thing she could think of. If neither McBrown could escape, maybe bringing them together would do the trick. It was her only chance. She imagined the castle as one and made it so.

The ground shook fiercely, almost knocking everyone over. Emily could see a ghost of a castle appear within the walls of the factory. As it became one, Mr. McBrown appeared followed by his wife. Seeing the two together again brought a tear to Emily’s eye and she dropped to her knees. When the couple joined hands and kissed, they vanished.

Emily looked up at her mother and sister, and smiled. “She was on a path of destruction and I bet this wasn’t the last place she’d visited.” She stood up, took everyone’s hands and they returned home. Emily ran to the East wing and discovered it had been transformed. It matched the other half of the castle as if it were whole again. Somehow reuniting the couple set things right again, Emily felt.
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Chapter 2
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After seeing the couple being reunited in such a way, Emily became inspired to spend even more time with Michael. “Can we go on a picnic, just the two of us?”

“That sounds great.”

They went to the kitchen and found some food before escaping to the yard next to the castle. Only the castle had changed which made Emily feel more at home. The hills still hugged her home as if welcoming it. Emily often wondered if it had been there during war times, how the hills would protect the structure. But since she knew the history, she knew that wasn’t the case and felt proud of how it stood so tall against the land.

As Emily and Michael, snuggled on a blanket atop one of the smaller hills, she kept feeling as though they were being watched. She ignored her feelings as long as she could. But then she began feeling Tabetha’s emotions and tuned into her to see what was going on. When she heard Jim’s family was coming to visit them, she knew she had to really ignore the evil pulling at her and prepare for company.

Emily rushed back to the castle and searched for her sister. She was cleaning the castle, scrubbing away at the walls. “Tabetha, slow down. You remind me of Mom.”

“You don’t understand, Emily. Jim’s mother is really bad when it comes to places being dirty. She’s worse than mother in every way possible.” 

Emily heard fear in her voice. She didn’t want Jim’s family passing on judgment as much as Tabetha didn’t. “Michael, is she really that bad?” she asked as she snapped her fingers and made the room magically spotless. Tabetha backed away from the vanishing smudge on the wall.

“Yeah, she really is. Amy’s father was a Major for the army so she learned how a room must be cleaned. She brings her white gloves too and checks everything. I’m really surprised that she’s coming here.”

“Okay then, I will go through all the rooms and get this place as clean as I can too. With the whole family getting it done, there shouldn’t be a rock or stone left untouched.” Emily looked around the living room. As her eyes passed the window, she caught a glimpse of a man’s figure and jumped. It was the same shadowy figure from one of her dreams.

“What’s wrong, Emily?”

It had vanished as quickly as it appeared. “Nothing. I’m just seeing things. This room is finished. You want to come with me or are you staying in here to watch some TV?” She kept looking at the window as if she was trying to see the man again. The sun’s rays shined through the glass revealing a little dirt so Emily snapped her fingers again and watched the spot disappear. 

“Emily. Emily, are you listening to me?”

“I’m sorry, Michael. I didn’t hear you just now.”

“What do you think you saw? You look like it spooked you,” he told her. He walked over to Emily and put his arm around her and pulled her into his chest. “Are you feeling over-worked?”

“How can I be over doing anything? I’m just snapping my fingers.” She pulled away from him and looked into his eyes. “I’m all right. If Tabetha wants this castle to be cleaned before they get here, I’m helping her. I’m not hurting the baby.”

“All right. I was just checking. I’m going to watch the game in here if you need me for anything.” He kissed her forehead and walked over to the chair facing the television. Emily waved her hand over his head and a remote dropped into his lap. “Hey, thanks. Would you mind a little something to drink too?”

“Sure, just don’t make a mess in here. I mean it.” She waited for a couple sodas to appear and then left the room. She joined Tabetha in the kitchen. Alex was sitting at the table reading yet another book. 

“What, the medical book wasn’t enough, Alex?”

“Are you kidding me? I’m learning about the solar system now. This is awesome,” Alex said as his rolled over the page.

“Why don’t you go read that in the living room with Uncle Michael,” she told him. She helped him off the chair and watched him waddle out of the room with a smile. “So are you ever going to tell me what happened?”

“Nope. You will know soon enough, when it is time for you to know. Did you come in here just to bother me or were you planning on helping?”

“Yeah, I’m helping. The living room is finished. What else did you want done?”

“Well, Mother and Jill are knocking out the bedrooms and Aunt Jane is downstairs hiding anything that doesn’t look normal.”

“What do you mean doesn’t look normal? I thought everything went with the old castle.”

“It did. There isn’t a dungeon down there, if that’s what you mean. I just wanted to make sure nothing of witchcraft is running about. Amy and her husband don’t know what we are and it really needs to remain that way.” Tabetha’s voice echoed as her head stuck into the refrigerator. Emily walked around the corner and watched her clean the inside walls, the old-fashioned way. She laughed knowing she’d been cheating. “What happened? Did something fall into my hair?” She started messing up her hair looking for something that wasn’t there. Emily laughed again.

“Why are you doing it the hard way?”

“Because I miss it, Emily. Don’t you?”

“Miss cleaning? Hell, no. Come on, let me help. I have a feeling they’re going to be early. Go get Alicia and Alex ready. I’ll get this.” Emily helped her up and finished the cleaning. When she was finished, she closed her eyes and concentrated on more that needed to be cleaned. When she noticed something out of place or dirty, she simply wished it away. Then she hurried upstairs as the door bell sounded.

She heard voices downstairs as she warned Mandy and Jill about the company. Jim rushed passed them as they changed their clothes with a wave of the hands. Mandy helped Jill change her clothes and they went downstairs. Sarah and Jeff were already in the living room with Michael, Alex, and Alicia. Sarah held the two while she read a nursery rhyme to them which made Emily feel better knowing Alex was doing something normal for his age of two.

“Where are they?” Emily whispered.

Tabetha pointed across the hallway. “She’s already started in,” she whispered back.

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, I am. Wait, here she comes.”

Amy wasn’t a tall woman but she was slender. She took much pride in her style of clothing as they were well pressed. Her straight lined skirt covered her legs and the matching jacket met the top of the skirt revealing the white blouse underneath. She carried her large hat in her glove covered hands. Her quiet husband followed her very closely. He was a larger man with a receding hair line. He almost didn’t look like he would be her type but she turned around and kissed him on the cheek surprising Emily. “Well, Jim and Tabetha, I do have to say you two have a wonderful home here.” Her southern accent sounded cruel but she figured it wasn’t intentional. She did have something nice to say after all. 

“Thank you, would you like to have a seat?” Tabetha asked. They sat down and engaged in a long conversation about the importance of having a clean home. Emily quickly became bored and left the room. As she passed through the foyer, she caught another glimpse of the man. This time she saw who it was and screamed. Everyone ran into the room, including Jim’s parents.

“I’m sorry, I broke a nail.” It was a quick response; one she thought would make sense. Amy smiled and returned to the living room.  “Sorry, Tabetha. Go spend some time with your family.”

“You are my family, or did you forget?”

“Ha ha, very funny. I’m all right. Go,” Emily said and watched the others join Amy. They all had a look on their face revealing disappointment. She ran to the kitchen and called out to the man.

“What do you want? Why have you come back?”

“What do you think I want, Emily?” The man appeared, holding an apple. He took a bite as it began to turn black.

“I don’t want any trouble. You need to leave.”

“Oh, you have company, do you?” he asked. He shifted his weight and looked out of the doorway. “I wonder what your mother would think if she saw me here.”

“Don’t go out there, Father. It’s me you want, not them. Leave them out of this.” Emily moved in front of the door to gain his attention.

“On the contrary, Emily, I saw something I want much more.”

She saw the evil in his eyes and instantly knew who he was talking about. “You can’t have him, Father. I won’t let you.”

“Oh, I won’t take him at all. He’ll come to me willingly.” He vanished before he uttered another word. Emily knew as young as Alex was that her father could easily take him and make him help him open the gates of Hell. She knew she had to stop him before that could happen.

As she stood there, trying to come up with a plan, Jim’s father walked into the kitchen. “I see you didn’t want to hear her rambling either.”
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