
  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  


Witch of the Night


by Robbie Cox





First Edition


Copyright @ 2025 Robbie Cox





All rights reserved


www.feelgoodreads.com






Cover art & graphics by Beautiful Mess Graphics


Editing by CTS Editing


Formatting by CJC Formatting






This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations, and incidents are strictly products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.






This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only and may not be reproduced in any form, except in assisting in a review. This book may not be resold. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.






For up-to-date news on Robbie’s latest releases, book signing events in your area, and giveaways, follow Robbie’s newsletter - CLICK HERE!










  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Twenty-Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Thirty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Preacher to the Paranormal
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Need More?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Be a Legend!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgments
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Review Request
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by Robbie Cox
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Writing as R.C. Wynne
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Writing as Morgan Quinn
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Merchandise Store
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  
To Nicole D. for being patient.










  
  

Chapter One
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Jasmine Burkehart stared at the stack of books on the front counter, books she had been scouring for hours as she searched for answers to questions she didn’t even know to ask. She tossed the book she held onto the table with a growl of frustration. While she had wanted to learn about the ball of fire churning away in her gut, she hadn’t realized it was going to feel like school. She had enough of that as it was and didn’t need more. She hated studying for anything. 

Without realizing she did it, she toyed with the amethyst at her throat, the white-gold chain holding the stone wrapped in a copper Tree of Life symbol. Somehow, rubbing it brought her a sense of peace. As long as the whining Cletus remained inside, that is. 

She continued to stare at the books, knowing that there had to be an answer in there somewhere as to how Claire passed her magic down through the ages to her, but she simply wasn’t finding it. And there was no way she intended to go to the witch and find out. 

The beaded curtain jingled as Amber slid out of the back room into the main store. “You’re trying too hard.” A load of T-shirts draped her arm as she moved over to the display table set in the middle of her shop, Faerie Dust.

Jasmine sighed as she turned and stared out the plate-glass window, watching as tourists and locals alike meandered the cobblestoned River Street looking for anything they really didn’t need but couldn’t live without. So much had happened since Amber brought her back there that very first night several weeks ago. Most of it, Jasmine still had a hard time grasping.

“It’s all about learning control,” Amber continued, plopping the shirts down on the table. “Reach out to the elements. Let them speak to you.” She sorted the shirts, adding them to piles already on the table. A smirk twisted her lips as she stared over at Jasmine. “Or you could help by dusting some shelves. This is still a business, you know. And you do work here. At least according to my payroll sheets.”

“Fine.” Sighing, she slid off the stool behind the front counter and moved to the back room for the cleaning supplies. When the Okefenokee Shade threatened her, reminding her how Claire had killed Simone’s adopted sister, Amber had invited her to move in with her. The older witch also gave her a job at the New Age shop, allowing her to earn some spending cash while keeping the Lehmans, her foster family, safe from magical harm. The demon was gone, but Jasmine wasn’t eager to move out. She needed what Amber offered, and not just in a home. The witch could teach her how to use the magic she had yet to control, and Jasmine knew she needed to learn that control before she hurt someone unintentionally. It worked out fairly well, though, as they were around each other so much and could always talk witchcraft at a drop of a hat. Still, it was hard to comprehend.

Soft flute music wafted through the main part of the store, while incense sent tendrils of fragrance throughout the shop. Jasmine walked to the shelves where the candles perched and moved them about to dust the glass shelf, her mind drifting back to the craziness of the world. So much had happened to her, and she still had a hard time wrapping her head around it, even though she had lived through it. Magic existed. Real magic, not the Las Vegas stage show stuff or the kind that occured at kids’ parties. Ghosts were real. The paranormal lived. There was no way life would ever be the same again now that life had opened her eyes to that fact, and her eyes were now wide open in a heartbreaking way.

“How’s Ericka doing?” Amber didn’t look her way, but Jasmine knew the woman well enough to know when she was probing for answers to questions she thought Jasmine needed to talk out.

She sighed as she continued dusting. “She’s fine. Her parents are up her ass… um, on her case about everything she kept from them that made her grandmother visit, but otherwise, she’s doing all right. She’s trying to figure out how to use magic to land her a sexy boyfriend, so I think she’s past the rough spots.”

Amber laughed as she bobbed her head. “I think we all do that in the beginning.” She glanced over at Jasmine, smiling. “Is it something you thought about doing? Using it for romantic purposes?”

Jasmine scoffed. “No. That’s a resounding no. To be honest, I haven’t thought about using it at all. I just now decided to learn what this nightmare inside of me is.”

Amber looked over at the younger woman, noticing her slumped shoulders and lips downturned in a pout. “What’s inside of you is not a nightmare. You just have to learn to control it.”

“I know. That’s why I’m here. Doesn’t mean I have to like it.”

“True. But it would help.” Amber stopped working on the shirt display and moved over to where Jasmine stood dusting. “Try it now. Reach down inside yourself and see if you can feel the core of your energy.”

Jasmine shot a panicked look to the front door. “What if someone comes in?”

Amber shrugged, looking nonplussed. “Who cares? It’s not like they’re going to see anything. It’ll just look like you’re taking a deep breath with your eyes closed. That’s normal.” She took the dust rag from Jasmine’s hand. “Now, do it like I told you. Just close your eyes and reach down to your core with your senses. Picture the fiery ball you’ve seen before.”

Jasmine sighed as she clasped her hands together and closed her eyes, doing her best to calm her nerves. This was why she was here, she knew. She wanted to tap into her magic, learn to control it before she did something to hurt someone. So far, every time she used it, it was because of the chaos happening around her that forced it out of her, ending in shattering shelves and hurling demons into dark holes. She still couldn’t do even the basic stuff on her own.

“Just take your time,” she heard Amber say. “Picture yourself reaching for it, recalling what it looked like the last time you saw it.”

Jasmine was grateful that Amber took her in, both in her home, as well as giving her a job at Faerie Dust so she could teach Jasmine about her magic. At the time, it was the safest way to protect Jasmine’s foster family, but now… Now it was a way to give them more time together to learn how to control what fate had forced on her. While Amber was over a decade older than her, to Jasmine, it still felt as if the woman was the older—all right, much older—sister she never had.

But she had one now. Simone.

“Focus on your breathing, in and out. Imagine your energy as a swirling ball of light. Try visualizing it glowing as you reach your fingers toward it.”

Simone had disappeared after their battle with the Okefenokee Shade, and neither of them had reached out to the other. Jasmine made a mental note to remedy that.

“You’re not focusing.”

Jasmine blew out a frustrated breath as she tried to shove her wayward thoughts to the back of her mind and picture the ball of fire she felt when she first fought Julianna. However, that simply took her down another rabbit hole as she wondered about the Adler sisters and what they were up to, knowing neither one of them would give up their goals so easily. Did Julianna still want to burn Savannah down? What were Claire’s goals now that her family no longer needed her protection? None of it made— 

There! There was the ball of— 

The front door burst open, shattering Jasmine’s concentration and ruining her vision of the ball of power. Opening her eyes, she saw Zora stumble into the store, eyes wide, her red hair in disarray. She seemed out of breath as her bright orange Romani dress swirled around her legs and arms.

“We got a problem. At least, I think we have a problem.” She wrung her hands, panic pinching her face as her words spilled out of her. “To be honest, I don’t know what we have, but it’s been making me nervous, and I can’t figure out what the man wanted.”

“What man?” Amber crossed her arms over her chest, her brows pinched. “And it’s not like you to not know what a man wants.”

Jasmine merely dropped her arms to her sides, knowing there would be no finding her magic now that the psychic had burst in on them.

“That’s just it.” Zora shrugged. “I don’t know who he is. It happened last night. I was in my shop, trying to reach some of the ghosts I called forth when we faced that demon thing, and suddenly there’s this man in front of me. Or rather, his ghost. He had old clothes, like some light-colored shirt with long sleeves with a gray vest over it, a pair of gray pants with dark boots, and a wide-brimmed straw hat. I had never seen him before, but he simply stared at me with his ghostly eyes that creeped me out and told me to ‘Tell him to leave it alone. He can’t open it. Death waits inside. He must leave it alone.’ Those were his words exactly.” She shivered. “I’ll never forget it. And then he simply poofed.” She held her hands up and shrugged. “Gone.”

Amber and Jasmine exchanged puzzled looks.

Turning back to Zora, Amber cocked her head slightly. “And did he say who this ‘him’ was?”

Zora shook her head. “No. That’s the thing. He gave me no context.” She threw her hands up dramatically. “Just screamed not to open it and that there was death inside. Then vanished. Scared the hell out of Johnnie Cakes, I’ll tell you that.” She placed a hand on her chest. “Added a few years to me, too.”

“All right. That is strange, I’ll give you that.” Amber pressed her lips together for a moment, her brows furrowed. “Without more information, though, I’m not sure how we can help. Have you tried reaching out to him again?”

Jasmine listened with only half an ear, feeling her earlier melancholy returning. Zora had been a big help in the fight against the Shade and had even helped her find the truth about her family in a way, but the psychic tended to be on the dramatic side in everything she did. Jasmine supposed it came with the profession, but sometimes the woman was a little too eccentric for her, and she wished Zora was a little less… theatrical.

“I did,” Zora said with a huff. “But nothing. It’s like he blurted it out, but then something else called him back. Why would he come to me with this? I don’t know that many men.”

Amber scoffed as she cocked a brow, and a bright blush colored the psychic’s cheeks. 

“All right, I know a lot of men, but I don’t know anyone who would open something full of death.”

Jasmine bounced her gaze back and forth between the two, almost giggling at how Amber called the other woman out.

“So what do we do?” Zora asked, pushing the other comment to the side. “What’s full of death?”

Jasmine sighed. “Life, it seems.” 

Amber cut her a sympathetic look, as she dropped her arms and turned to Zora once more. “Well, if I were you, I’d keep trying to reach this ghost. If anyone can, it’s you. Let me know if you uncover anything more about his mysterious message. We can go from there once we have more information.”

Zora promised she would and then whirled out of the shop just as dramatically as she had entered.

Jasmine sighed again as she watched the flamboyant woman leave Faerie Dust. “Well, I guess that shoots the lesson to hell for today.”

A soft laugh bubbled out of Amber as she turned back to Jasmine, crossing her arms over her chest. “I don’t agree with that. We were just getting to the good part, after all. So, why don’t you close your eyes again and see if you can visualize that light within?”

She had been afraid Amber would suggest that. Still, she straightened, standing taller, as she braced to give it another try. She closed her eyes, concentrating on her breathing as Amber had instructed before Zora barged in on them. In and out, deep and even. She thought about her energy as a glowing ball of light, warm and bright. But no matter how hard she focused, she felt nothing stir within. After a few fruitless minutes, she opened her eyes again, her shoulders slumping. “It’s not working.”

Amber gave her a sympathetic pat on the arm. “It’s all right. These things take time, so don’t let it discourage you. We’re just getting started.”

But Jasmine was tired of waiting. “What if I’m just… not meant to do this? To be a witch?”

“Nonsense, of course you are. It’s literally in your blood. We know that because of Claire. It’s actually her power you feel, strengthened over the two centuries she’s walked this globe.” Amber shrugged as she patted her arm one more time and then turned back toward the shirt display. “We all have our own paths to walk. Yours is just unfolding slower.”

Jasmine managed a weak smile, wishing she shared Amber’s confidence. She wanted to embrace her heritage and unlock the power inside of her. But at this rate, would she ever get there?

Amber picked up a shirt, refolding it. “Tell you what, why don’t you call it a day? Go get yourself something to eat. Catch your breath. We can try this again at home.”

Jasmine nodded, gathering her things before making her way to the door. She paused, turning back to Amber. “Thanks for trying, and for… you know, not giving up on me.”

Amber waved her off. “We’re just getting started. We’ll figure it out. Promise. Now get out of here before I change my mind.”

Jasmine stepped out into the pleasant spring afternoon, making her way through the squares toward House of Joe’s. Savannah was always bustling this time of year as tourists flocked to the historic city on spring break. She usually loved soaking in the atmosphere: street artists, musicians, and colorful characters everywhere. But today, she walked with her head down, lost in her melancholy thoughts.

Why was this so hard for her when magic came so easily to those around her? Everyone kept telling her to be patient, that her time would come. But at what point did patience become denial? What if she had to accept that she just didn’t have the control she needed to use her magic?

So lost in her musings was she that she almost walked right into a guy exiting the coffeehouse. “Oh, I’m so sorry.” She stumbled back a step, giving a quick dip of her head as she moved to the side.

He smiled, waving her off. “No worries. Have a great day.”

She smiled back politely before continuing on. She slipped into House of Joe’s, grabbed a latte and a cheese danish and then moved to a small table in the back. As she sat down, she took a deep breath, pushing all her worries aside for now. Taking the lid off her cardboard cup to let it cool a bit, she opened her phone to text Ericka. They really needed to get together and do some homework.

After sending the message, she fell back in her seat and glanced out the window just in time to see the white owl with the beige markings that had followed her for the past month settle in a tree just outside the coffee shop. A soft smile slipped across her face as she watched it, the owl a sense of comfort to her chaotic world. She didn’t know why it had started to show up wherever she was, but she enjoyed knowing it was there.

“That’s a pleasant smile.”

She glanced over to see Whistler standing there, his chocolate wide-brimmed hat in his hands as he smiled over at her. Just seeing the odd man made her smile grow. “Thank you. I’m surprised you’re not on River Street carving another animal or car or something.”

He shrugged, running his fingers through his salt and pepper beard, which hung well past his neck to his chest. “It’s Monday. Even River Street slows down on a Monday.” He then gestured to the other side of the table. “Mind if I join you?”

The request shocked her, but she shook her head as she scooted up in her seat. “No, please. Everything all right?”

He nodded as he slid into the seat. “It is. Thanks for asking. No, I just saw you sitting here and wanted to see how things were going. I know it’s been a stressful few weeks.”

She nodded. “That’s an understatement.”

His smile grew. “I make a lot of those, from what I hear.”








  
  

Chapter Two
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Lane McPherson tapped his fingers on the dark wood table, watching as his oldest brother Marcus scooped up another forkful of fluffy scrambled eggs. The man could eat, he’d give him that. 

“So let me get this straight.” Marcus leaned back in his seat, wiping his mouth with a cloth napkin. Everything in the McPherson home was elaborate, as if they would entertain royalty at any moment. It drove Lane nuts. “The group who gives you your… orders… they have signals set up around town for when they want to talk to you.”

Philip nodded his gray head, the early morning sunlight from the window behind him casting him in shadow. “Yes. They leave certain signs around town where they know I will see them. A white handkerchief appears hanging from a location, for example, meaning I’m to meet them there after nightfall.”

Lane glanced over at the slender man, wondering why their ancestor never ate with them. Ever since Lane arrived at the McPherson home, now trapped in Savannah thanks to a curse no one bothered to tell him about, he had never seen the man who acted like their butler even take a sip of coffee. Strange. 

He shifted in his seat, leaning forward, pushing the curiosity to the back of his mind. “Did you ever go inside the building at different times to see what was there?”

Phillip cocked a brow. “And why would I do that?”

“To find out who the hell has us trapped here.” Lane fell back in his seat, his mouth ajar. “So you’ve never followed them after a meeting? Maybe back to their hideout or something?” He shook his head, still struggling to process that their family legacy involved a secret society of Witch Hunters who had apparently been operating in Savannah for almost three centuries. Like his brother, he wanted to know everything he could about them.

“They have made it quite clear that following them would result in… punishment.”

Lane stared at the man, dumbfounded. “So you’ve merely gone along with everything from day one? You never attempted to break this spell on our family?”

Shea Weatherspoon held a piece of bacon in his hand, pointing it at Phillip. “You have to have some clues who they are, right? I mean, you said they tricked you back during the Salem Witch Trials. That’s a long time to not put something together.” The smaller man brushed a strand of his shaggy brown hair out of his eyes as he bit down on the bacon. He had been friends with Marcus for as long as Lane could remember, and he sometimes wondered if they were more than friends. It would explain why he was there in Savannah, wrapped up in their magical family history. “Maybe we could piece things together, figure out who these people are without drawing their attention.”

Marcus let out an amused huff. “I have no problems drawing their attention. I want to know who they are and wring their necks if they don’t take this curse off us.” He shook his head, mopping up the last bit of egg yolk with his toast.

Lane slumped back in his chair, frustration simmering inside. Marcus was always the dramatic one, so it didn’t surprise Lane that his brother was ready to go charging in without a care what it could do to the rest of them. “So, what do we do?”

Marcus shrugged, wiping his mouth. As he tossed the napkin onto his plate, he leaned back in his chair. “I want to see these signal spots. See if I can figure out how to get a message to whoever is behind all this. Force them to come to us.”

“And you don’t think that’s a little dangerous?” Shea leaned on the table, his arms stacked in front of him. “Phillip’s already said they don’t like for him to reach out to them.”

Marcus shook his head. “No, he didn’t. He said he never did it. There’s a difference.”

“Not much of one.” Shea sighed as he slumped back in his chair.

Lane watched the exchange, choosing to remain quiet for the moment. He had seen the other two go at each other for hours, Marcus usually antagonizing the small man until Shea was fit to burst. Why Shea stuck around was beyond him. It seemed like the little man had a masochistic streak to him.

He then glanced over at his brother when things quieted down. “So recon. Got it. I suppose that’s at least a start.” Inside, excitement mixed with dread. He hadn’t been in Savannah a month, and already some demon who wanted to kill a bunch of witches had knocked him on his ass. He didn’t need another fight on his hands with beings he didn’t know or powers he couldn’t combat. What he needed was to learn more about his capabilities as a Witch Hunter before jumping into something dangerous again.

However, he knew this was their chance to uncover more about the secret world of magic that had existed in Savannah for generations right under everyone’s noses. There was no way he would pass up an opportunity like this.

Marcus turned to Phillip, the man still standing in front of the window, the sun casting most of his face in shadows. “So which signal locations are closest? We can go check those out first.”

“Master Marcus, I must repeat—”

Marcus held up a finger, cutting the other man off. “I told you. No more with this Master Marcus bullshit. Just Marcus. You’re family. Not the damn butler. And I know what you said. Consider it noted. But we’re doing this. Now.”

The older man sighed as he dropped his gaze to the floor. “It’s still a bad idea. However, there’s one just a few blocks over in Wright Square. An old oak tree. I’ve had several meetings there in the past.”

Marcus nodded. “And what’s the signal?”

Phillip looked back up, resignation on his face. “They tie a white ribbon along the third branch from the ground. I remove it to show I’ve seen it and then show up that night for the meeting.”

“What happens if someone removes the ribbon before you see it?”

The old man shrugged. “It’s never happened to my knowledge, so I do not know.”

Lane glanced over at his brother. “Probably a spell somehow. For people who are determined to see witches wiped from the earth, they sure do use a lot of magic themselves.”

“True story.” Marcus pushed himself away from the table and stood. “Well, let’s do this before it gets too hot.”

Lane and Shea stood, ready to follow, but Marcus held up a hand. “Whoa, where do you two think you’re going?”

Lane stared at his brother, confused that Marcus wouldn’t know they intended to join him. “Uh, with you? To check out the signal points?”

Shea planted his fists on his hips. “Yeah. We want to help. After all, we’re all a part of this.”

Marcus shook his head. “I appreciate it, but we don’t all need to go. Phillip and I can scope things out, and then you can tag along if it works. As we said, we know nothing about these people. I don’t want to put us all at risk at once.”

Frustration flared in Lane’s chest. Marcus had acted like the overprotective brother since he arrived in town, and he was sick of it. “That’s stupid. We all have just as much right to learn more about our family’s legacy as you do. And four sets of eyes are better than two, right?” He raised his eyebrows, expecting his logic to appear irrefutable.

But Marcus merely chuckled, stepping forward to put a hand on Lane’s shoulder. “Relax, little brother. This is just a quick first pass. You’ll get your shot to figure out this magical mystery soon enough.” He made a curt nod, and then turned, motioning for Phillip to join him. “Let’s head out.” He glanced at the others over his shoulder. “We’ll be back soon.”

Lane crossed his arms, his shoulders slumping as he stood there sulking. “This is bullshit, and you know it.”

His brother sighed, turning to look at him once more. “Look, until I know more about these people, I don’t want to put all of us in harm’s way. Someone needs to stay here to save the day in case this goes to hell and back.” He held out a hand, gesturing for his brother to have patience. “Just hang back for now. I promise you’ll get your turn.”

Lane swallowed down a retort, realizing Marcus was right. It still didn’t make being left behind sting any less, though. “Fine. We’ll stay here.”

“Thank you.” Marcus dropped his arm and took a step back. “With any luck, this will be quick and boring, anyway. Just a walk around the neighborhood with Phillip.” And then he turned and walked toward the front door. “You two don’t burn the house down while we’re gone now.” And then he disappeared from sight.

Lane glared at the empty doorway, resentment simmering as the silence in the house seemed to mock him. “This is still bullshit.” It wasn’t fair. This was his family history, too. He had just as much right to uncover its secrets and face its dangers as his brother. Marcus had no business sheltering him, as if he were still a child who couldn’t look after himself.

“Yeah, a bunch of crap.” Shea fell back into his chair, crestfallen.

Lane huffed out a breath as he stalked over to the coffee carafe on the dry bar, pouring himself another cup even though he’d already had two that morning. He simply needed something to do with his restless energy.

When he turned around, Shea was watching him, drumming his fingers absently on the tabletop. “You might as well get used to it. He’s been doing this to me since his father summoned him out here. It’s like he feels you two being trapped here is somehow his fault.”

Lane turned back around, adding a dash of cream to his coffee. “That doesn’t give him the right to treat me like some helpless kid. This Witch Hunter destiny involves me, too. And our siblings.” He sighed. “Whom we still need to call.” Turning, he took a long drink of the hot coffee, seeking calm from its rich bitterness.

Shea leaned back in his chair, brushing his hair out of his eyes again. “So, what do you want to do now?” 

Lane paused mid-sip, peering at his brother’s friend. Shea had that sly glint in his eyes, the same one Marcus usually got before talking him into some ridiculous prank. Harmless pranks on the neighbors or schemes to sneak into R-rated movies. Only this time, the stakes felt somehow bigger. “What do you mean?”

Shea shrugged, reaching for his mug once again. “I mean, your brother kind of left the door wide open here, metaphorically speaking, that is. They’re out chasing magic signals around town, which leaves us simply hanging out here, surrounded by a house full of McPherson family secrets.” He raised his eyebrows, his lips twisting in a smirk. “I bet there’s more to find here than those musty journals.”

Comprehension rushed over Lane. “You want to snoop around.” It wasn’t a question. 

Since he arrived, the witches had kept them on their toes so much, he hadn’t really had time to even read the journals, not to mention look around the house. And Shea was right; with Marcus gone who knew how long, they had the perfect chance to take a private tour of the family’s bewitched history. It stood to reason there had to be more there than just the diaries.

Shea shrugged. “I’m just saying, opportunities like this don’t come around often. That old man is always hovering around, keeping us from certain parts of the house. It’s your call, though. I can chill on the couch and play games on my phone if you don’t want to do it.”

The challenge in Shea’s words prickled at Lane. This was his chance to take initiative, to show Marcus and the world he didn’t need shielding from danger or secrets. And besides, a rebellious voice in his head goaded, it wasn’t right for Marcus to keep so much McPherson history from him in the first place. Lane had enough of being treated like he couldn’t handle the supernatural truth.

Mind made up, Lane met Shea’s gaze. “Let’s go exploring.”

Shea grinned, hopping up from his chair. “Thought you might say that.” He clapped Lane on the back. “Where should we start first?”

Lane considered for a moment. The house had been around for centuries, and he was sure there were secrets there left to uncover. Lane suddenly itched to bring them into the light.

He turned to Shea decisively. “The study. My gut says there’s more to it than boring mahogany bookshelves.”

Shea nodded. “Lead the way.”

Fueled by mingled excitement and defiance, Lane guided Shea to the elegant study. It seemed to be the most used part of the house and held an air of antiquity that seemed to hint at old magic. Lane breathed it in as they entered the space, noting the way dust motes swirled in the shafts of morning light piercing between the heavy drapes. This room held history, possibly secrets too, if they looked close enough.

Lane crossed his arms, surveying the space as if willing it to give up its secrets. “If there’s a hidden door or compartment somewhere, it would probably connect to the exterior wall.” Less likely to lead out into some other innocuous part of the house that way. Their family seemed fond of escape routes and covert exits according to Philip’s stories and what Lane had read in their family journals.

“Makes sense.” Shea made his way over to the rows of bookshelves lining one wall, peering behind them carefully.

Lane watched him for a moment before turning his attention to the large antique globe positioned in the corner near the front windows. Something about it had always intrigued him with its tarnished bronze meridians and faded sea monsters painted on the oceans, monsters that Lane now kind of believed were real. He stepped closer, examining the stand holding the globe itself. Carved whorls and shapes decorated its surface, though darker stains blurred parts of the design.

Curious, Lane rubbed at one stain with his thumb and felt the wood give slightly beneath the pressure. His heartbeat spiked. Secret button panels were another McPherson mainstay, according to family lore.

“Hey, Shea, check this out.” Lane waved his friend over even as he continued prodding areas of the stand, seeking another loose patch.

Shea moved to Lane’s side, interest glinting in his eyes. “Please tell me you found a secret passageway. This house fits the bill for secret passages. It’s creepy as hell.” He shrugged. “So does your family, to be honest.”

“Maybe…” Lane pushed more insistently on the loose section. As he did, the entire stand suddenly popped loose from the floor with a muted click, pivoting sideways to reveal a narrow gap behind with a stone staircase leading down.

Shea walked over to the open space in the floor, staring down as he crossed his arms over his chest. “Huh. I was really betting on the bookshelves.” He glanced over at Lane. “I take it we’re going down there?”

Lane nodded, a spike of victory shooting through him. Not only had he uncovered what indeed looked like a secret passage, but he had done so on his own without Marcus coddling him or holding his hand.

Shea eyed the gap critically. “Bit tight. Should be just big enough to squeeze through, though.” He winked at Lane. “Age before beauty.”

Lane scoffed. “Um, you’re older than me, remember? You just want me going first in case something jumps out.” Still, he couldn’t contain his eager smile as he turned sideways to shimmy through the opening. “Fine. I’ll go first.”

Cool, slightly damp air washed over him, carrying the musty scent of old stone and soil. Definitely some kind of cellar or underground room, long concealed from daylight.

Once inside, Lane peered around cautiously, letting his eyes adjust to the low lighting. Intricate sconces lined the walls, encasing what looked like a small tunnel leading into the darkness. Heavy cobwebs and dust filled several of the corners, but there were no skulls or monster shadows Lane could see so far.

“Seems my ancestors didn’t think keeping up with the times important here. No electricity.” He glanced back to see Shea’s face peering at him from beyond the opening. “All clear on this end, I think. We might need some flashlights, though. Just be careful coming down the steps.”

Shea pulled his phone out of his pocket and hit the flashlight. “These will do, I’m sure.”

He nodded, as Shea shone his light on the floor while the smaller man squeezed his way into the passage.








  
  

Chapter Three
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Jasmine looked over at the weathered-looking man, his gray hair thin while his salt and pepper beard was thick. He had set his wide-brimmed hat on the back of his chair and wrapped his hands around the darkest cup of coffee she had ever seen. It felt weird seeing him there, acting like a normal human being. She only remembered seeing him outside of Faerie Dust, carving his perfect creations. To see him anywhere else doing something as mundane as drinking coffee just seemed weird. 

“So, how are you holding up? From what Amber told me, it was pretty horrific in that cemetery and out on Elba Island. Sorry to hear about your parents.” He cocked his head, studying her for a moment. “You seem all right to me, but sometimes things like that leave wounds deep inside where no one but ourselves ever sees them.”

She thought about what he said as she took a sip of her drink. Rubbing her lips together, she set the cup back on the table, making a slow bob of her head. “I’m holding up, I guess. It’s been… weird, to be honest.” She glanced out the window, spotting the massive owl with the beige markings perched in a massive oak across the street. “You know, it’s funny.” She pointed to the owl across the street. “He showed up a couple of days before I met you. I actually think he saved me when my parents tried to kill me.” She turned back to Whistler, arching a brow as she studied the slender man. “Kind of odd behavior for an owl, don’t you think?”

Whistler didn’t even glance at the bird, keeping his focus on her instead. “Animals have been known to do odd things.”

She stared at him for a moment, sure he would say something else. When he didn’t, she dropped her gaze to her drink. “Why does it seem you always know more than you let on?”

He lifted his coffee, his expression frustratingly neutral. “And what is it you think I know?” He kept his eyes on her as he took a slow sip of his drink.

“A few days ago, you rushed into Faerie Dust right after Cyrus attacked us. You were worried about us, but how did you know anything had happened? You weren’t sitting by the front door as usual when we got there.” Whistler was a riddle, and she hated riddles. They always made her feel stupid.

He shrugged. “I must have arrived right after you went inside, then. I heard the commotion and raced into the store just after it was over.”

She stared into his eyes, not believing him. “You seemed worried.”

“I was. It sounded as if someone got hurt.” A soft smile crossed his face. “I kind of like you ladies. I’d hate to see something bad happen to you.”

She sighed, taking another sip of her drink. None of this made sense to her. “How come you seem so casual about everything that’s happened? This stuff would scare the hell out of most people. Yet you treat it all like the most normal thing in the world.”

He smiled as he took another sip of coffee. “It’s not normal, but it’s also not… strange to me, either.”

“But why is that? Even Amber seemed shocked by everything that’s been happening, and she’s been a practicing witch for years.”

He dropped his gaze to his hands, which were both wrapped around his cup. “I must admit, your handling of the supernatural has been…” He looked back up at her, and she could have sworn she saw pride in his eyes. “Amazing.” He nodded. “I had hoped it would be so, but, well, one never knows how these things will go.”

“That doesn’t even make sense. You didn’t even know me until a few weeks ago. There’s no way you even knew what I was doing or what was happening to me.”

“I knew before you did.”

She stared into his eyes, looking for the joke, but he simply stared back at her. “Again, that makes no sense.”

He ducked his chin in agreement. “I know, and yet, it’s true.” He smiled over at her as he leaned forward a little. “You’ve witnessed so much in so short a time. Is it so hard to believe that perhaps I have something akin to premonition? After all, you’ve seen witches come back to life, demons, and you have a permanent ghost friend.” He gestured to the necklace she wore with a dip of his head. “I would think me knowing something that has yet to happen would be pathetic in comparison.” He lifted his cup and took another slow sip as she reached for the amethyst at her throat.

She caressed the stone wrapped in its copper Tree of Life casing. It had been a few days since she had seen Cletus, his having disappeared just before they headed to end the Okefenokee Shade. Then she felt her brows pinch as she jerked her confused gaze to the older man. “Wait, how did you know about Cletus?”

He chuckled as he leaned back in his seat. “I saw him a couple of times as you entered Faerie Dust. I’m glad to see you keep him with you. He was always a lonely man, even when he dated Julianna.”

She felt her brows rise. “You’re telling me you’re as old as Cletus? How is that—?” Then she shook her head. “Never mind. It seems as if half the people I know are from the beginning of the nineteenth century.”

He laughed some more, the sound lighting up his eyes. “I’m actually older, to be honest, but that’s another story. The truth is, Jasmine, I’ve been watching you for a while, and I know about that fiery ball inside of you. I needed to know if you would be an instrument for good or evil. I’m glad to see Claire did not get her clutches into you.”

She simply stared across the table for a moment, not sure what to say to the man who basically just told her he had stalked her. And that he was older than even Cletus. “I don’t understand,” she said finally, the words almost a whisper.

He grabbed his coffee and left his seat, smiling down at her. “It’s all right. There’s time enough for that. For now, just keep allowing Amber to teach you how to harness that power within you. In the wrong hands, it could cause some major chaos.” His smile grew as he tilted his head. “And we wouldn’t want that now, would we?” He lifted his cup in the air slightly. “Have a good day.”

She sat there, watching as he walked off, his gait slow, casual, a complete contradiction to the churning mass of nerves he left in her stomach.




      [image: image-placeholder]“Shit, it’s like a tomb down here.” Shea wrinkled his nose as he aimed his phone light around the small, dank room. “You sure this connects to the outside somewhere?” 

“That’s my guess. Or it turns in and goes under the house. Either way, we need to find out.” Urged by restless momentum, Lane headed for the tunnel, branching deeper from the base of the steps. Undoubtedly, whoever constructed the clandestine exit route had hurried flight in mind should Witch Hunters ever needed to make a quick, unseen escape. He tried picturing one of his ancestors darting down here, maybe bleeding from some magical battle, enemies right on his heels…

The secret tunnel twisted and turned every dozen yards or so. However, before they reached the end, they came across a door to the right with a sealed latch across the wood. Lane’s excitement spiked. “Well, this is interesting.” He grinned over his shoulder at Shea. The door had covert exit written all over it. Lane released the latch eagerly and shoved at the heavy wooden door. It didn’t budge at first, and he gritted his teeth, putting his shoulder into it.

With a protesting scrape of wood, the door abruptly popped open. Lane took a deep breath, casting his gaze over at Shea as he braced himself for whatever was inside the hidden room. “You ready?”

Shea glanced past him to the rest of the tunnel. “Where do you think it goes?”

Lane shrugged. “My guess? It leads out to some hidden part of the city. An emergency tunnel for centuries of McPherson Witch Hunters fleeing danger. We’ll find out after we look in here. There’s plenty of time.”

“All right,” Shea said with a curt nod. “I’ll buy that.” He blew out a breath, shaking his head. “Your ancestors were sneaky bastards.”

“No kidding.” Lane felt another swell of that earlier defiance. “I bet Marcus doesn’t even know about this.” The tunnel proved there were centuries of McPherson history left to uncover, and he aimed to dig all of it up.

“So why do you think they put whatever this is way out here?” Shea peered into the darkness. “Why not closer to the house?”

Lane shrugged. “Perhaps to keep whatever’s inside from doing anything to the house in case something went wrong.” He eyed the darkness inside, imagining what sorts of wretched mystical items could lurk within. If they kept it far from the house, then they must have thought it too dangerous to keep inside. However, he’d already come this far. There was no backing down now because of childish fears. Steeling himself, he aimed his light into the room and took his first step across the threshold, Shea right behind him.

He shone his light around one side of the room as Shea aimed his at the other. The walls were dirt, but the ceiling seemed to be made of plywood, with heavy beams holding it all in place. The floor was dirt as well, as if they carved the room out of the earth and had no intention of securing it any better than they had. Soil, decaying wood, and the smell of magic filled his nose as he moved further into the room, the years of sheltered silence hanging heavily around them.

“Do you think Philip knows about this place?” Shea kept moving around the room, taking it all in.

“I can’t imagine him not knowing. Hell, he probably orchestrated its construction. He does everything else for this family.”

Lane aimed his phone flashlight around in a gentle arc, half-expecting some snarling possessed creature to launch out of the gloom and attack them. However, nothing moved except the dirt particles they kicked up with their movement, swirling lazily in the air. The place seemed like some tomb from olden days, a bunker of sorts. In the middle of the room set an ancient wooden desk with what looked like an old kitchen chair, and along one wall were a series of bookshelves and a wooden cabinet, which seemed like someone carved it from dark heavy wood he didn’t recognize. Trunks lined the back wall, and off to the other side of the room was a freshly made cot. 

“Holy shit. Those are fresh sheets.” He turned to Shea, confusion pinching his brows. “Someone sleeps down here? What the hell?”

Shea shook his head as he moved to the cabinet. “Let’s just hope they don’t come back while we’re here.”

Metal placards engraved with strange symbols decorated each drawer of the cabinet, definitely not standard furniture issue. He glanced over at Shea once more, seeing his own climbing anticipation mirrored on the other man’s face. This had to be it: the McPherson arsenal of enchanted objects. But why hide it way down here?

Shea glanced up at the ceiling, aiming his beam of light at the wood above them. “How far down do you think we climbed? What? Maybe one or two stories?”

“I’d say one, if I had to guess. Why?”

Shea glanced back over at him. “Just wondering how no one discovered this room when building something. I mean, by the looks of it, this place has been the same for a long time, but surely someone would have wanted to build on empty land. So, either we’re under another building, or there’s something above us that no one wants to disturb.”

“Good question. The same could be asked about the end of this tunnel, unless it’s caved in at the other end.”

He pushed the problem out of his head for a moment as he moved to study the cabinet closer. Once there, he could make out more of the arcane script etched onto the cabinet placards. Some looked vaguely like alchemical or astrological signs, while others reminded him of Hebrew texts he’d seen in museums. Protective warding against dark forces? Or dire warnings not to open the sinister contents? His pulse beat faster, some primal instinct warning him of ancient dangers.

But stronger still welled that defiant urge to unearth the McPherson secrets Marcus still kept from him. Gripping one etched placard, Lane felt the grooves of unknown symbols under his fingers. He had every right to explore his family’s legacy, supernatural risks be damned. He had found something not even Marcus knew about, and he would be damned if he would wait to see what his older brother wanted with this discovery. Before he could talk himself out of it, he pulled open the engraved drawer.

Inside sat a leather-bound book nestled atop a bundle of cloth. He reached in slowly, half-expecting the objects to glow or hum with menacing power. However, nothing happened as he withdrew the cloth-wrapped item carefully. Glancing at Shea, who had moved over to join him, he unfolded the material to reveal a silver dagger with jet-black stones worked into the handle. Definitely some kind of athame ritual blade.

“Whoa…” Shea breathed, leaning closer with obvious curiosity. “Think it’s cursed?”

Lane turned the dagger in all directions, examining it closely. “I have no idea.” Part of him warned again that the bunker and its contents remained hidden for good reason. But defiance still rang more powerfully in his thoughts.

Marcus couldn’t protect him forever. He needed to understand McPherson family secrets on his own terms. Before he could think better of it, he grasped the dagger and pulled off its sheath.

The athame’s slick obsidian and silver shone in the dim light of Shea’s phone as Lane rotated it experimentally, his muscles tensed for any sign of magical discharge. But nothing happened. The dagger remained an ordinary, if ornate, weapon.

Shea huffed out a surprised laugh. “Kind of a letdown. Where’s the hex action?”

Lane didn’t reply, eyeing the open drawer thoughtfully. Why leave a concealed cache of presumably dangerous ritual artifacts if they didn’t actually post a threat? There had to be more power at play here than met the eye.

Not finished testing boundaries yet, he reached back into the drawer for the leather book. It looked ancient, leather cracked and yellowed, but had no title or markings he could see. He glanced briefly at Shea before lifting the cover.

The book’s pages remained perfectly blank. Lane rifled through them quickly, then flipped back to the front. Still nothing. Not a single word printed anywhere.

“It’s just empty.” He felt his brows furrow as he shook his head. “None of this stuff is magic at all. I thought—”

He cut off as the book’s open pages suddenly began filling with flowing black script. He nearly dropped it as words poured across the yellowed parchment, symbols and incantations flooding the space in seconds. Dark power thrummed up through his hands where they gripped the book. Not so ordinary after all.

“What the hell…?” Shea gasped as Lane slammed the book shut, breaking its active enchantment. His heart raced, but he still felt that defiant thrill of uncovering his family’s bewitched history. Though apparently, certain secrets here didn’t like being meddled with.

Swallowing hard, Lane placed the book back in its enchanted drawer. He hesitated only a heartbeat before reaching toward the largest sealed compartment in the bottom row, some voice deep down screaming for him to stop. But he had already gone too far to back down now. He needed to know everything his family kept from him.

Gripping the final etched placard, Lane yanked open the drawer before he could think better of it. Inside, a rounded gemstone container waited.

“Maybe you shouldn’t—”

But it was too late. 

Acting on some reckless instinct he didn’t understand, Lane popped off the container’s lid.

The air trembled as a shock wave erupted outward, blowing Lane and Shea backward, knocking over the desk and sending them all to the ground. Magic, true and volatile, crashed over them. And then everything went black.








  
  

Chapter Four
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Simone Frazier sat on a bench at Johnson Square, staring at the glass window of The Pestle & Mortar. When she had barged into the shop a few days ago, she had hoped she would only find Julianna inside, but Claire had been there as well, her two-hundred-year-old ancestor who had killed her adopted sister, draining Alyssa’s life force so she could remain young and alive. Simone could have done without seeing the woman.  

However, it was too late. She was there, and she knew she needed help to grow in her magic. Julianna Adler was the strongest witch of her time, and this one, thanks to a spell she cast that held her spirit in stasis until Ericka Fletcher set her loose again. Simone knew the older witch could teach her the things she needed, the things necessary to defend herself against someone like Claire. She could have gone to Amber over at Faerie Dust, but somehow, she knew the dark-haired woman would be too good to teach her the deadlier uses of her magic, and with people like Claire in this world, Simone definitely wanted an edge to her power.
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