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PROLOGUE
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Standing before his bosses, he kept his head bowed in submission, awaiting his orders.

The power emanating from them made his knees weak. Being called before them was a huge honor, he couldn’t screw this up.

One of them spoke, “The young woman in Wayfield, she needs to be watched. She is special.”

“Yes, sire.”

He wasn’t even sure if sire was the right word. They were faceless entities, but the voice sounded male.

“The time will come when she will be forced to choose and when she does, we want her on our side. Her power could change everything. If she chooses the wrong side, she could destroy us all.”

Watching over a witch wasn’t something his kind would usually do, but clearly, they thought she was worth the effort.

“Sire, if she is so powerful, wouldn’t it be better to eliminate her?” 

That seemed like the more prudent option. Then she couldn’t harm anyone with her power.

“It may yet come to that. For now, watch her and report back.”

He nodded. 

“Sire, if I may ask – who is she?”

“Adriana Alden is the daughter of Veronica Alden.”

His head jerked up in surprise. 

“The dark witch? She was legendary, so much so that even I’ve heard of her. If she is her daughter, its clear which side she will choose.”

They were silent a moment, making him nervous. What did they know that he did not? They had the gift of prophecy, surely, they already knew the outcome.

“Her path is unclear. This is a crucial juncture, she could go either way. Go to her, convince her to choose the right side.”

He bowed low and left, wondering how he would ever convince a dark witch to do anything she didn’t want to do.

Veronica Alden’s daughter? We’re all doomed.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“My mother always was a selfish bitch. At least that’s what I hear. I never knew her; she died when I was a baby. Not long after trying to sacrifice me with her coven, so she could get more power,” I said, surveying the stunned faces in front of me. 

I resisted the urge to smile, I did love shocking people. It was why group sharing was my favorite part of the process.

Julie, the group therapy organizer, cleared her throat from across the room, a frown on her face. 

“Adriana, I’ve told you before that we are not interested in listening to your fantasies. You know witches are not real, right?”

I smirked at her. 

“How do you explain their deaths then?”

Everyone in Wayfield knew about the twelve women found dead in the Moore Woods, twenty-five years ago. Well, they died twenty-five years ago, the bodies were only discovered a decade ago, after someone found a human skull while walking their dog. Bet that was a nice surprise for them.

The police started digging and uncovered a mass grave. Our town became famous for a little while, it even made the national news. 

A connection was eventually made to me when they identified my mother’s body. I endured weeks of journalists on the front lawn, trying to get an exclusive with the ‘grieving’ daughter, but eventually they realized that I didn’t know or care what happened, and they went away. 

I grew up knowing she was dead; I just didn’t know how or where the body lay. I just know what she tried to do to me as a baby, and that she got everything that she deserved. 

Julie sighed heavily. 

“You know that the official story for their deaths was poisoning. They were members of a cult.”

Not the version I’ve heard, but definitely one of the rumors, the one that makes the most sense to their feeble brains. 

But I knew the truth. Aunt Chas, the woman who raised me, though she wasn’t my real aunt, told me what happened at seven years old. 

With a scowl on her face, she said, “Your mother tried to sacrifice you to the Dark Prince, but she failed and died. What do you want for lunch?” 

Not an easy thing for a child to hear, but she always was blunt. 

Wayfield was famous for its witches, but no one believed the stories. The only time they acknowledged us was once a year during the harvest festival, when they held a re-enactment of the executions carried out here over three hundred years ago. 

Five women were hanged in the town square, accused of being witches. Since actual witches were unlikely to be caught, I suspected they were just innocent women, caught in the crossfire. That seemed to happen a lot.

Meanwhile, the rest of us continued to operate in secret. But times had changed. You could admit to being a witch without fear of being executed. People either thought you were crazy or asked you to hex their ex.

“If you say so,” I muttered, avoiding Julie’s icy stare. 

She loved to shut me down. They insisted I come to these meetings as part of my probation, but no one wanted to listen to what I had to say. Honesty is the best policy, that was what Julie always says, but she constantly told me off for making up stories or ‘fantasies’ as she called them. I was beyond caring what these people thought of me, but Julie pissed me off. 

I glared at her ruddy face as she moved onto the next person. The number of times I had fantasized about turning her into a toad was unreal. It was only because I didn’t need the attention that I held back. Well, that and I needed her to sign me off when my treatment was complete, though it seemed to have lasted an eternity. 

Six months back, I got really drunk and ended up punching someone. In my defence, he had it coming. And I could have done so much worse. 

Instead of jail, I had to come to court ordered therapy sessions and keep my nose clean. Something I found extremely difficult. Some might call me volatile, I called it being tired of everyone’s shit.

I zoned out, staring at the clock on the wall, across the room. Not long to go now. I made the mistake of shifting my gaze to my right, where Wanda sat. 

She ran a hand through her spiky blonde hair and pulled a face at me. 

“Whatcha gonna do, witchywoo?”

Rolling my eyes, I ignored her. She had been in and out of this joint for years. A lot like me. And crazies in glass houses, shouldn’t throw stones. Wanda had anger issues too, but I didn’t know what she had been diagnosed with. I’d never taken the time to find out. I may be trapped here like them, but I wasn’t interested in making friends. All I wanted was to get through this and finish my time here.

Once this nightmare ended, I could go home and relax. At least there I didn’t get treated like crap, mostly because I lived alone.

The hall we sat in felt drafty, with wooden floors and a circle of old fold down chairs arranged in the middle. It sat on the grounds of the nuthouse, although they didn’t like it when you called it that. 

It was a mental health facility. It was all the same thing really. 

Picking at my nails, I tried to distract myself. I really needed a manicure. 

At least I was better dressed than the others in here. Most of them wore sweats or leisurewear while I wore a black summer dress. Some of them could really benefit from my fashion advice, but I doubted they would take it. I tried not to look at the man across from me, who wore crocs with socks. That was a crime against fashion right there.

“Remember, it’s important that we express our feelings in a healthy way,” Julie said.

“Ugh,” I muttered.

Julie shot me a glare. I quickly covered it with a cough. 

Julie wrapped up the meeting and I could finally leave. 

Relieved, I grabbed my purse and my hat, before heading for the door.

“Adriana!” Julie called.

Swearing under my breath, I quickly plastered on a smile and turned to face her.

Clutching her clipboard to her ample chest, she came closer. 

“We have talked about this. I know you hate these meetings, but they are necessary. Now can I chalk this up to sarcasm or do we need to reassess you?”

I knew what she was saying – do we need to commit you again? A jail cell wasn’t the only thing I was avoiding. She would love nothing more than to stick me back in a padded cell, but I wouldn’t go back there, not a chance. My teenage years had been a living hell. I had fought hard to get my life back, I wasn’t giving it up now.

Forcing myself to look contrite, I said, “Witches aren’t real. Sorry, Julie.”

She raised an eyebrow, surprised at the apology. Not something she was used to hearing from me, but whatever got me out of here quicker. 

“Good. See you next week.”

The second she turned her back; I flipped her off. 

I left before she realized the apology was bullshit. I really didn’t care what she thought of me. After all, I was the delusional pyromaniac orphan, who got institutionalized at fifteen and again at eighteen. Then I got done for assault. Therefore, every word out of my mouth was a lie. Right? 

God, I hated her. Or more accurately, I hated that she held that kind of power over me. So I kept up the pretence, counting the days until I was free.

As I left the building, Wanda stood under the awning, trying to light a cigarette. Given her yellow stained fingers and teeth, she really didn’t need another one. 

She groaned when her lighter refused to cooperate. She spotted me. 

“Hey, witch bitch? Can you use your magic powers to give me a light?”

Turning to face her, I could see the sneer on her face. 

“As you wish.” 

I flicked my finger at her and the cigarette flared in her hand.  She let out a yelp and dropped it, quickly backing away.

“Hey! How did you do that?” I heard Wanda yell after me. 

I kept walking. Maybe she would run to Julie and land herself back in a padded cell.

All those incidents, when I got accused of starting fires, they were down to me losing control of my abilities. Except that one time...

Anyway, I had better control over them now, at least, most of the time.

Placing my wide brimmed hat on my head, I walked away from the grounds. It matched the dress that I wore. I always tried to look my best when I left the house. My brown hair fell in soft waves down my back, and I wore blood red lipstick to complete the look. 

I was sure most people expected me to dress like a hooker, since that was what they thought of me, but I preferred a classier look. I thought that a conical hat and broomstick would be a little too on the nose.

Regular people didn’t believe in witches, but they were real. And my story about almost being sacrificed was true. 

Aunt Chas, who hated it when I called her that, seemed to know all about it, though she never explained how she knew. 

As I grew older, she told me more of the story. Not only did dear old Mom and twelve of her closest friends try to kill a baby, only to fail and die, they also transferred their powers into me. I didn’t even know that was possible, but somehow, they did it. 

I doubted they did it deliberately, it must have been the spell going wrong. 

When they died, the power had to go somewhere, and I was the only living being nearby. I can’t say I’m grateful for it. It may sound like a good thing in theory, having a bunch of different powers inside you, but it was utter chaos. It took me a long time to learn how to contain them, but even now they escaped and got me in trouble.

Aunt Chas never told me who actually killed the coven. I assumed the spell backfired or the Dark Lord himself did the deed. 

I snorted at the sound of that. It just seemed ludicrous. I knew dark witches prayed to demons, but I’d never imagined them as a real beings who could pop up and kill people whenever they wanted. Then again, what did I know? I’d never prayed to them and never would. Anyone who wanted children as sacrifices was not the guy you wanted on your team.

Even when Aunt Chas tried to teach me about the old ways, I refused to practice that way. Which only made her mad and earned me a few hours locked in the basement for my disobedience. The woman didn’t have a maternal bone in her body. She kept me alive basically, then when I turned eighteen, she just vanished. I hadn’t seen her since. 

I was left my mother’s house and enough money to live on and that was it. I didn’t miss her either. I was better off on my own anyway.

I headed into town. Wayfield was one of those sleepy little burgs where everyone had their nose in each other’s business. They didn’t care for outsiders or anyone who didn’t fit their idea of normal. I got the usual looks from people – disgust, anger, fear. I much preferred the latter, but disgust was definitely top of the list. 

I knew the rumors they spread about me – sleeps with anyone, homewrecker, psycho...

Okay, 99% of it was true, but I didn’t really care. I was not here to be liked. I’d been abandoned more than once and left to my own devices, why shouldn’t I do what I wanted? 

I had all this power inside of me, no one understood what it was like, the temptation, to do what I wanted, when I wanted. I gave into it sometimes. 

We’re here for a good time, not a long time, that was my motto. 

No commitments meant I had the freedom to live my life how I liked. 

As I reached Main Street, old Mrs. Barker passed me, shuffling by in her pink coat, her shopping bag hung over one arm. 

“Filthy whore,” she spat.

She had never forgiven me for breaking her precious grandson’s heart. Or his femur, but that was another story.

“Well, don’t be shy, say what you want to say,” I shot back. Turning, I walked backward, so I could continue to glare at her. “How’s Luke? Walking yet?”

“You’re evil,” she screeched.

“You have no idea,” I said, laughing scornfully. 

I didn’t realize I had stepped into the road until I heard the truck honk its horn.

Turning my head, I saw it bearing down on me, going too fast to stop in time.
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Before I could think of a spell that might help or even react at all, someone yanked me backward out of the road. 

The truck screeched by, missing me by inches. I had time to see a man behind the wheel, but it moved too quickly to get a good look at him.

“Watch where you’re going, asshole!” I screamed after him.

He carried on. He either didn’t care that he had almost hit someone or he saw me and didn’t think it was worth stopping. I know a few people who would love to run me over, so it was probably the latter.

“You were the one who stepped into the road without looking,” someone said. “Are you okay?”

I turned to find a dark-haired man with glasses behind me, dressed in a shirt and slacks and a green apron. Since he stood outside what appeared to be a new coffee place, I guessed he worked there.

“And he’s never heard of brakes?” I snapped back.

“And you’ve never heard of looking before you cross the road? You’re welcome by the way,” he muttered, heading back inside.

I followed him, wondering who the hell he thought he was, saying those things to me. I didn’t recognize him which meant he was a newcomer to Wayfield. 

The coffee shop was called The Coffee Spot. I didn’t remember hearing about it before, it must have just opened. We didn’t get a lot of new stores in this town, it figures it wouldn’t be anything exciting.

Stepping into the shop, I took a look around. Red vinyl booths lined the walls, wooden tables sat in a row up the middle of the floor. They were all unoccupied. It seemed to be open, but if no one knew about it, they might avoid it. People in this town liked their routine. They preferred the diner and its crappy java. It only made two kinds of coffee too – black or with milk. This place looked like it offered it all. 

The residents of Wayfield might just explode. 

They didn’t like new things, we didn’t even have a Starbucks.

“Doesn’t look like you’re too popular,” I said, moving through the row of tables to the counter. 

He had music playing softly over the speakers, some generic tune that I didn’t recognize. If I had a space like this, I wouldn’t bother with that crap, I would have live performers, something to draw people in. I didn’t know the first thing about running a business, but I did know how to draw attention.

The guy stood behind the counter, setting out the cups. He had a kind of dorky look, maybe late twenties. He shrugged. 

“It’s early.”

“Yeah, but that’s when coffee drinkers like it.”

“Would you like a drink?” he asked, sounding irritated.

“Sure, vodka straight.” 

I moved to the counter and took a seat on a red vinyl stool. 

He frowned at me. 

“I don’t serve alcohol.”

Jeez, can’t this guy take a joke?

“Give me a black coffee.” I guess it was a little early to start drinking, I should wait until at least lunchtime. “Actually, I’ll have a latte with a shot of caramel.” 

I might as well get something good while I was here. The coffee certainly smelled good. The stuff from the diner had a burnt aftertaste. The woman who owned the place, Myrna, always gave me the stink eye when I went in. I wouldn’t be surprised if she spat in my coffee too. Some people can’t get past things. It wasn’t me who drove that car through her window all those years ago. That would have been the guy I was with. But of course I got the blame anyway because it was me. 

Well, I did convince him to take the car, but I didn’t say anything about driving through any windows.

When he turned to the machine behind him, I checked out his butt. Cute, maybe worth a good time. I could give him a proper welcome to Wayfield. We didn’t get many new people here, so I wouldn’t mind first dibs on him.

“What’s your name then?” I asked.

“It’s Michele.”

I laughed. “Your name is Michelle?”

“No, it’s Michele. It’s Italian.” 

He pronounced it for me. He didn’t have an accent, so I guessed his parents were Italian, or they just liked the name. I was sure he got bullied in high school with a name like that. 

“Oh. I’m Adriana. You’ve probably heard of me.”

He glanced over his shoulder at me. 

“No. Should I have?”

“I’m the original wicked witch,” I said, only half joking. 

Everyone knew me, or at least to avoid me. He might as well hear the truth first-hand.

“I don’t understand.” 

He placed the coffee down in front of me.

“I’m a witch.”

“Okay,” he said, drawing the word out. “Like one of those new age things? To each his own.”

It was clear he didn’t believe me, he thought I was one of those hippy types who was into crystals, but I imagine the locals would soon fill him in. Or warn him off. 

While I couldn’t reveal my powers to them, they knew about the bad things that happened around me and I was sure they had their own suspicions as to what I could do. 

“Anyway, I’ll have to show you around Wayfield.” 

A room with a bed would be my first stop. 

“I’m good thanks. I have a lot to do, so I don’t really have time for sightseeing.” 

He pushed his glasses up his nose. I found myself digging this Clark Kent vibe he gave off.

“Then maybe you could take a break and we could go upstairs instead?” I suggested, taking a sip of my coffee. 

It was good stuff. I might come here from now on instead of drinking what I had at home. Which was usually nothing because I always forgot to go shopping.

He stared at me for a moment. 

“Are you suggesting what I think you’re suggesting?”

I grinned at him. 

“Flip the closed sign and we could be done by the time the lunchtime rush hits.”

His cheeks reddened. “Um, I don’t think so. Thank you.” 

He grabbed a cloth and busied himself cleaning the counters, trying to avoid eye contact. I seemed to have made him nervous. Guys don’t usually turn me down, but it has been known to happen. A perfect stranger propositioning you five minutes after you arrived probably wasn’t something that happened to him every day. 

I didn’t like to wait around though. Why play games or waste time with small talk when I could get right to the point? They were all after the same thing anyway and so was I, so why pretend differently?

Slightly miffed, I said, “Suit yourself.”

A couple of teenage girls came in and ordered hot chocolates. They eyed me from across the counter, whispering to each other. 

Ignoring them, I took another sip of coffee. 

“There you go, ladies,” Michele said, handing them their drinks. “You have a lovely day.”

The shorter one giggled and dropped a buck in the tip jar. 

Guess he wasn’t totally devoid of charm. Must just be me.

I finished the coffee and pushed the cup toward him. 

“Catch you later.” 

As I turned on the stool, I caught a glimpse of a man standing across the street, dressed in a black suit, staring in the window. I couldn’t quite make out his face from this far away, but I knew his eyes were on me.

It’s him.

I didn’t even realize I let out a gasp, until Michele asked me what was wrong. I blinked and the man vanished. 
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