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        Narda’s Truth

        The Witch DNA #2

        by Sonja Gunter

      

      

      Angel numbers & scents unearth a truth that has been hidden for years.

      Reach for the Soap, owner, Narda Hunt, has been receiving signs in the form of numbers telling her she needs to find her half-sisters, Opaline and Ebba. An imminent threat is about to force them to combine their witch powers to survive.

      One set of angel numbers brings Narda closer to Owin Waters, whom fate has determined is her soulmate. Their special connection sends them to another realm where Narda meets her deceased mother. She reveals the truth behind the special powers that Narda and her sisters possess.

      With this knowledge, Narda brings to light the evil that is waiting for her and her sisters on their twenty-fifth birthday.
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      Olexa Mignon and Nevaeh Lunn stood next to Narda’s mother, Eeva, by a streetlight. Olexa and Navaeh looked frightened, but Narda’s mother grabbed their hands. Forming a circle, hand in hand, they sang.

      “Hush, hush, my little anointed ones.”

      Over and over, they said the words. Their tone was soothing until a fourth person appeared inside the circle. Her mother broke the hold, and the other two women backed away.

      Facing the intruder alone, her mother chanted, “Believe in one, even though it’s you alone.”

      The vision was always the same every time it came to her. Narda Hunt focused on her mother and relished in being able to see her mother’s face. It hadn’t changed; it was just as she remembered it. Her mother’s beautiful long, black hair, which was the same way she wore hers, glistened in the moonlight.

      The similarities between them ended there.

      Her mother’s eyes had been brown, while hers were green. She was five feet, six inches tall, whereas her mother had only been about five feet, two inches tall. And her mother’s complexion had been more of an olive tone, and Narda hadn’t inherited that.

      Had it only been four years since she had lost her mother? It seemed like yesterday. With her twenty-fifth birthday coming up in a few months, she wished for time to rewind.

      Concentrating on the vision while it still appeared before her, she saw the fourth person throw their arms upward. Streams of fire blasted from the intruder’s fingertips, striking Olexa first, then Nevaeh, and lastly her mother, Eeva.

      “Mom!” Narda screamed alongside her mother’s cries.

      Now awake from the nightmarish scene, she took several deep breaths. Her racing heart began to slow.

      Ever since her angel numbers of three-two-one started appearing in odd ways every day, the perplexing dream had been occurring more often. She glanced up. The time was illuminated on the ceiling from her special clock.

      3:13 a.m. The numbers never lied.

      This set was telling her to make the choice to move forward. She was ready for the answers, but she already knew them to be true.

      Narda inhaled sharply.

      It was time to meet her half-sisters, Opaline and Ebba. Hopefully, their binding spells had finally been broken.

      Her own binding spell had weakened when she had touched a black tourmaline, teardrop stone necklace. It had been hidden away in a box in her mother’s dresser drawer. When she had taken it out and fastened it around her neck, a veil of awareness had lifted. It had been like awakening from a dream. It had given her the knowledge of what she, her half-sisters, and their mothers were—witches.

      When she had questioned her mother, it had turned ugly. Her mother had tried to replace the binding spell but couldn’t, so she had sat her down and told her the truth.

      Truth or make believe? Witches weren’t real.

      To Narda’s disbelief, she had watched her mother make things happen by mixing ingredients together. The first thing she had done was make a dead flower bloom. And then there was a brew that had made her sneeze repeatedly until her mother gave her another brew to smell, which made the sneezing stop immediately. Even though these were small examples of her mother’s power, she got the picture.

      Things had changed from then on for her and her mother. After her mother’s death, she had spent the last four years researching the fact that she, Narda, was a witch and her mother, Eeva, had been one too. Stacks of papers and more unanswered questions were what she had found. She had very little to go on, only a few pictures and special words. Unseen forces didn’t want her to find her half-sisters.

      Until now.

      Pieces had been falling together faster than she was able to make sense of them in the last few weeks, like knowing the little girls she had played with years ago had actually been her half-sisters.

      She hadn’t seen them for twenty years. Their mothers had put binding spells on them when they were five. Her half-sisters’ names had come to her in dreams, like the one she’d just had. Her mother had refused to give them to her, saying it was to keep them protected.

      Tonight, the dream reminded her of a song her mother used to sing to her.

      “Hush, hush, my little anointed one. Believe in one, even though it’s you alone. Find the bone. Find the stone. Trust in one, then all is done. Hush, hush, my little anointed one.”

      As Narda sang the words, images and places flashed before her in a vision.

      What did it mean?

      She hoped to figure it out by the time she met her half-sisters, but it had only become something more to solve. It was a rabbit hole, and she didn’t have time to figure out what it meant.

      Hugging her pillow, Narda tried to force herself to go back to sleep, knowing she would have to deal with this new information in the morning.

      After a few minutes, she sighed. Shoving the blanket off her, she swung her feet over the side of the bed and sat up. It was useless to try to go back to sleep. The dream had her mind going in a hundred different ways. Taking her robe from the end of the bed, she put it on and went into the kitchen.

      The winds of change were coming her way, and she couldn’t ignore their calling.

      In her world, it was never too early or too late to have a cup of coffee. Pouring whole beans into the grinder, she began her morning routine.

      Narda replayed the dream over and over in her head, looking for numbers. Having the ability to read and understand angel numbers began when she was little. At first, she never understood the numbers and only wrote them in a journal. Then one day, when she was about ten, her mother found the log.

      Her life changed at that point.

      She poured the espresso into her steamed milk, then added a little drizzle of caramel. With both hands, Narda carried it to the table and sat. The first sip was always the best, and she savored it for a moment before taking another.

      With some caffeine in her system, Narda looked at her notepad, which was covered with all the angel numbers she’d been seeing lately. Her half-sister Opaline’s number was seventy-two, and Ebba’s was ten. Those two sets of numbers had been showing up more in the last couple of weeks.

      To make sure she had calculated their angel numbers correctly, she checked the chart she’d created on the inside cover of the notepad. The graph started with the letter A; it was number one. The letter B was number two, and so forth through the entire alphabet. She wrote Opaline on the paper and began to formulate the numbers. O was fifteen, P was sixteen, A was one, L was twelve, I was nine, N was fourteen, and E was five, which was seventy-two when you add all of them together.

      She’d added correctly.

      Next, she rechecked Ebba’s. E was five, B was two, and another two, and A was one. Ten.

      The numbers hadn’t changed. She’d been correct.

      Then number one hundred forty-nine appeared yesterday. She wasn’t able to pinpoint why this number was suddenly appearing or figure out what it was trying to tell her, so Narda added it to her list. It could be telling her it was time to make the journey to meet her half-sisters. Or it could mean nothing.

      That wasn’t a true option in her life, she reminded herself.

      The numbers were always guiding her and telling her which path to take. Her mother had taught her that angel numbers always meant something and that they couldn’t, or shouldn’t, be ignored.

      Her iPhone watch showed three minutes after four. That number was telling her it was time for her and her sisters’ journeys to begin. Her mother had prepared her for this moment before she died, right after her twenty-first birthday.

      Not wanting to believe all the tall tales her mother had told her over the years, she had searched for her sisters. It only led to the fact that their mothers had died too, all within the same week her mother had. She also found out that all three of them shared the same birthday of November eleventh, with her half-sisters.

      That had been her first sign, one-one-one-one. It was the strongest of any angel number.

      Narda knew her birthday had been special. The meaning of eleven-eleven was to live in the present and to be the person she was destined to be. If she and her sisters each had that number and they were witches, it meant they were very powerful.

      She slipped a picture from the back of her angel number logbook and held it. There were three women sitting on a bench, each holding a baby. The one on the left was Olexa Mignon, the woman in the middle was Neaveh Lunn, and the one on the right was her mother, Eeva.

      “With all that is good, it’s time for us to meet, my sisters. Our journey will be long and tough. But with the powers we’ve been given, we will prevail.”
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      Owin Waters pressed the backdoor buzzer and knocked. He pushed back his shoulders and wiped his sweaty palms on his brown shorts. The door opened, and there stood the woman he had wanted to ask out since he had taken on the UPS route in Kingston, Minnesota, two years ago: Narda Hunt.

      “Hi, Owin. I see I have a lot of packages today.”

      “You sure do. Sixty-one. Should I stack them up at the usual place?”

      “How many did you say?”

      “Sixty-one boxes, and if you want, I can stack them up inside for you,” he repeated, then held out his electronic pad for her to sign.

      “Oh, would you? That is so nice. Some of them can get heavy.”

      He took the top box and moved inside, past the doorway. When he did, he smelled her perfume, a mixture of vanilla and apple. Sweet but not too sweet.

      Every time he saw he had a delivery for the Reach for the Soaps store, an overwhelming anticipation of seeing Narda consumed him. Sometimes he only saw her for a brief moment, but it was enough to carry him through to the next time.

      Owin watched as she moved around the back room, touching the different soaps that were in bins. Her long, black hair was pulled over to the left side, allowing him to see her slender neck. And then she turned toward him.

      Her features were godlike. She was a beauty in every way, and her mouth always seemed to be in a tempting curve.

      “Owin . . .”

      He turned away from her, proceeding to finish unloading the cart, scolding himself for looking at her in a sexual way. Why would she go out with him? He was just a twenty-seven-year-old UPS driver with nothing to his name.

      He recently attended a speed dating event. None of the women had chosen him for a second date. That told him he was a lost cause. Love and dating hadn’t been something he had figured out.

      “Sorry,” Owin said and took out his earphones, pretending he had them on. “Did you say something?”

      “I did. I asked if you ever got over to Onamia?”

      “Yes.”

      An awkward silence penetrated the room. How had she known he’d recently moved there? It struck him as odd.

      She broke the silence. “I’m thinking of opening a second location there. You know of any empty buildings?”

      Clearing his throat, Owin lifted a box from his cart. “Funny you should mention Onamia. I wanted to let you know this is my last week on this route. My new route covers Onamia. I was just there last night for a speed dating event.”

      If he could turn back time, he would do it now. Why would he tell her he went to a speed dating event? They never talked about personal stuff. As a matter of fact, they never really talked. Just a few polite sentences and the typical good day and goodbye.

      “Speed dating? Really? You?”

      “Yeah. I usually don’t finish my route until around eight. It doesn’t leave much time for socializing. That is, except for the weekends. I arranged to get off early so I could go.”

      “There was an event in the middle of the week?”

      “Yup. The lady hosting it said it was her first event. I think she meant for it to be a pun for Wednesday hump day. Oh, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that. It was rude of me.”

      Narda laughed. “It’s okay. It must have been a fun crowd.”

      “I wasn’t sure what to expect. It was my first time. The people were nice. I’m a little tired today, but all is good. I live just on the outskirts of town.”

      “Right. I didn’t think about you drivers not having a lot of time off during the week. I will miss you.”

      For a second time, silence filled the air. Owin stood holding a box, and she stood about a foot from him. This time, he studied Narda’s face. Her green eyes had taken on a kind of frightened look.

      “Miss me?”

      “Yes.” Narda smiled and ran her hand over her ponytail. “Believe it or not, I will. You’re always so happy when you come to my store. Not like some of the other drivers. They can be grumpy.”

      Walking around her, he pursed his lips together and avoided eye contact with Narda as he set the box down and went to get the last one off his cart. “Tomorrow, Friday, is my last day.”

      “Maybe I’ll get to see you when I open my new location in Onamia.”

      “Sounds like a plan.” Owin nodded and took one last look at Narda as he left her store. As he pushed his empty cart to the truck, he wondered if she had meant to say more.

      What if her store didn’t have any more deliveries and this was the last time he would ever see her? If he simply walked away now without saying what he wanted to, he might not ever get another chance. Stepping out of his comfort zone wasn’t like him, but he had taken a huge step last night. The speed dating event had taught him it was okay to be a bit forward.

      Owin stopped mid-stride. Today was going to be about him.

      Retracing his steps, he went back to the store’s door and pressed the buzzer. When Narda didn’t answer right away, he pressed it again and waited. Doubt crept into his mind as the minutes passed.

      Then the door opened. He smelled vanilla and apple before he saw her and knew he had made the right decision.

      “Miss Narda, I . . . Could I have your number in case I don’t get to see you tomorrow?”

      Her smile said it all.

      “I was just thinking the same thing as you walked out. I’ll give you my business card. It has both my work and cell phone numbers on it. I would like to hear from you. Maybe we could have a coffee sometime?”

      Owin took the card and resisted the urge to lift it to his nose to see if it smelled like her. “That sounds great, but I’m not a coffee drinker. I’m an iced tea kind of guy.”

      The doorbell sounded.

      “Sorry. I have a customer. Make sure you call.”

      “I will.”

      Then she was gone for a second time. When the door shut, he raised the business card to his nose. Sure enough, it smelled of vanilla and apples. Owin slipped it into his breast pocket and began pushing his cart to his truck while humming.

      It was indeed time for a new adventure. That’s what his horoscope had said for today.
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      “Thank you for coming in today. My website is on your receipt if you want to reorder online. I ship daily,” Narda said.

      “Now that I’ve seen what you have, I will shop your online store too. Have a great day.”

      Smiling, Narda watched the customer leave the store. When the doorbell chimed, her smile faded. She closed her eyes and placed her palms on the countertop.

      Her website brought in about forty percent of her yearly sales, whereas the brick-and-mortar store gave her more first-time customers, leading to online repeat orders. The question she was contemplating was whether she should open a second location based on those facts.

      On paper, it didn’t look so good, but she had a feeling Onamia was her destiny, along with Owin.

      The quietness of the store gave her a few moments to reflect on her reaction to him. Their earlier encounter had jolted her and was awakening something inside her that she had thought she would never find.

      Love.

      Even now, she could feel the bond they had shared in that moment. Something unearthly had passed between them.

      Why did the number sixty-one show up now?

      Narda touched the tear-shaped black tourmaline stone.

      When Owin said he had sixty-one boxes for her, she stopped dead in her tracks to stare at him. The angel numbers six and one were a twofold sign. She calculated out the letters in his name and gasped.

      Sixty-one.

      The number presenting itself to her twice was a definite sign. Sixty-one signified transformation and a nourisher of one’s life.

      Was he meant for her? Is that why she looked forward to his deliveries?

      She’d always thought of him as friendly and handsome. Something could be said about his tan UPS uniform and the way his broad shoulders hugged the material. He always left the top two buttons of his shirt open and tucked the tails into his belted pants, which only emphasized his very manly physique. She had even checked to see if he had been featured in the current UPS sexy guy calendar a couple of months ago.

      He hadn’t been—to her disappointment.

      Disappointment? Really? Why was she thinking of him in a sexual way?

      The reason fluttered into her consciousness, and it was as plain as the ivory soap that she sold.

      She was attracted to him.

      Opening her eyes, Narda inhaled deeply, allowing the soap scents to clear her mind. Now was not the time to be starting a relationship. Lifting a reddish-pink bar of soap to her nose, a honeysuckle aroma took over her senses. She used it often to help remember things or to help her think more clearly.

      As she returned it to the pile with the others, it was as if a light bulb was turned on. She recalled a bedtime story her mother would tell her about three ladies who didn’t know each other and how they met and became best friends. She would always beg her mom to tell it. Searching her mind for the memory, the story came to her.

      One of the women could see things before they happened. The second one loved to cook and brew potions. The third one loved to read and write poems. The three women realized their special gifts were enhanced when they were together.

      Their relationship was tested one day when the first lady brought home a man who was devilishly handsome. At this point in the story, her mom would frown, and her voice would become quieter. She would then continue, saying each of the women fell in love with this man. The three women fought over who would get to be with him.

      The woman who could brew potions made a drink so she would become pregnant and make the man hers. But the other two women demanded she give them the potion too. All three women planned a night to be with the man, never thinking they all might become pregnant, which is exactly what happened.

      When they revealed to the handsome man that all three of them were pregnant, the man appeared in his true form. He became an ugly beast with wings and claws. Laughing at the women, he told them they had fallen into his trap and that they were his now, along with the babies.

      The three women wept. Their tears had unknowingly broken the spell the beast had put on them. Freed from his powers, they ran and hid from him. Fear became the three women’s anchor and gnawed at their confidence, but not their hope.

      Eight months later, he found them. It was the day all three of the babies were born, which happened to be on the same day. He had come to take the newborns and kill the women. The third woman with black hair had been prepared for the beast to show his ugly face and had written a poem to protect them and their babies. Holding hands, the three of them sang the words of the poem and never saw the ugly beast again.

      Narda remembered repeatedly asking her mother about the story when she got older, wanting to know more. Her mother would just say that the three women lived happily ever after with their babies, and the beast was gone from their lives. Even when her mother had become sick, she had asked her about the story, but her mother refused to say more.

      Had the story been her mother’s way of preparing her for something? What was the something?

      Was Owin the beast in disguise? Or was he really meant to be her protector, like the angel number sixty-one indicated? Could one of her sisters know more about the true meaning of the story?

      It had to be another sign.

      The doorbell chimed, signaling she had another customer. Narda wrote herself a note about the story and to look further into Owin’s background.

      “Hello. Welcome to Reach for the Soap. Can I help find the right soap for you?”

      Narda helped the customer, but her mind wandered while she did. The story from her childhood, her recent dreams, and the inability to connect the dots between her mother and the other two women concerned her.

      When the customer left, she pulled out a business card from her file on the counter. Paula Dayan, Realtor. She dialed the number and waited.

      “Hello, this is Paula Dayan.”

      “Paula, hi. I don’t know if you remember me, but I called a couple of months ago about a retail location.”

      “I do. Is this Narda Hunt?”

      “Oh gosh, sorry. Yes, this… I’m Narda.”

      “Great. It’s good to hear from you. Are you ready to make that move?”

      Narda smiled. The woman was good. She had liked her the moment they had talked a while ago. “No. Not to move. I’ve decided to expand my business. I’m now looking for a second retail location and have chosen Onamia. Once I get the store set up, I’ll be looking for employees. If you know of anyone who might be interested, give them my number.”

      “Love to hear that. I do have a couple of people who might be looking for a job. I’ll give them a heads-up. Have you looked online? Do you have a location you want me to show you?”

      “I do. It’s on Main Street.”

      “I know which one that is. The previous business had to close due to the COVID shutdowns. They were renting the space, but I know the owner of the building is interested in selling,” Paula said.

      “Really? I know this is short notice, but can we meet today? Say around sevenish? I don’t close the store until five. That will give me time to grab a bite to eat and head over that way.”

      “Sure. I’m free tonight, just like every night.”

      Paula laughed, and Narda grinned. They were both single and knew the toll it took on one’s self-esteem.

      “I heard there was a speed dating event over there. Did you try it out?” Narda asked.

      “Funny you should mention that. I did⁠—”

      The doorbell chimed again. “Sorry, Paula. I have a customer. I’ll call you before I leave Kingston.”

      “No problem. Talk to you then.”

      When she hung up the phone, the clock on it showed 12:52. Another angel number, meaning self-reliance and a great career—a sign she had made the right choice.
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      Owin yanked down the back door of the UPS truck and locked it. He took his pad and walked over to his Chevy Suburban. The sun was close to setting, and he still had a half-hour drive before he got home.

      Inside his truck, he looked at the business card Narda had given him. He had a golden ticket. The woman he couldn’t stop thinking of had given him her number.

      Now what? Should he call her? Or should he text?

      Dating nowadays was strange. Too many misused words in text messages could be the death of a relationship. Not to mention the lack of in-person contact and face-to-face talking.

      Being old school, he tapped her number into his phone and waited for Narda to answer.

      “Hello?”

      “Umm, Ms. Hunt—Narda—this is Owin. Is this a bad time to talk?”

      “Hi, I’m driving to Onamia. I’m not sure how good the signal is.”

      “I can hear you. I just got off work. Heading home myself,” he said as he gripped the steering wheel.

      “Where is home?”

      “I recently purchased a fixer-upper in Onamia. It came with twelve acres of land. It’s another reason I changed my route.”

      “A handyman. Maybe I can hire you once I find a location for my second store.”

      Owin laughed. “Not sure my work is that good, but I can see what you need.” Pausing, he took a deep breath. “I know this really great restaurant in Onamia. Would you like to go there with me?”

      “When? Not tonight, I hope.”

      “No. I was thinking Saturday. I can make a reservation.” He held his breath as he waited for her answer, hoping he hadn’t been too forward.

      “That sounds like a date. Can you make it for seven?”

      Smiling, he exhaled and nodded, then realized he was on the phone. “Seven, it is. Should I pick you up, or should we meet there?”

      “I can meet you. Just text me the address. I’m looking forward to our time together. I’m just coming into town. I need to really look it over to determine if Onamia is right for me. Can I call you later?”

      She wanted to talk to him more? Not bad for a first-time conversation, Owin thought. “Right, but text first. I don’t get very good signal at my place yet. I haven’t installed a Wi-Fi booster.”

      “Will do. Talk to you soon, Owin.”

      “Bye.”

      They hung up. He sat in his truck, in shock, staring at nothing. Narda said yes to a date. A real date. Not one of those stupid speed-dating dates.

      Now what?

      A reservation should be made first. He would stop at Mignon’s Place and make it. Then he had to be sure he had a clean dress shirt to wear.

      He checked his phone for the time. Six forty. The UPS warehouse was in Brainerd. If he hurried, he might make it back to Onamia in time to run into Narda accidentally.

      Pressing the Start Engine button and shifting the truck into drive, Owin was proud of himself.
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