

		 



    [image: cover-image]


	







  

 



    [image: copyright]











    Copyright 2026 

    Ronald Ritter & Sussan Evermore


 



The right of Ronald Ritter & Sussan Evermore

to be identified as authors of this work has been asserted in accordance with

Sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright.




Designs and Patents Acts 1988.




All rights reserved.




No part of this book may be reprinted

or reproduced or utilized in any form 

or by any electronic, mechanical,

or other means, now known or hereafter

invented, including photocopying

and recording, or in any information

storage or retrieval system,

without permission from the above

mentioned authors.




ISBN: 9780987318572








 

  

 



    [image: other]


			

		



    The Author 

    Sussan Evermore


  

  

Sussan's interests are 

spirituality, tarot cards, crystals, and spirit channeling.














    [image: introduction.jpg]









  

    Introduction 

    






Jessica and I sit quietly in the lounging room of a very English Cotham Manor eating lunch when a crazy kid runs screaming between the 

guests, “Maggots! I’ve got maggots in my eyes!”




Little did we know the Manor house is haunted by a Conjurer who creates chaos?  Jess almost chokes to death and I nearly drown. Alistair is brave and enters the 

hidden passageways behind the pantry to be faced with a raging flood and later a destructive earthquake.




Nothing compared to the scorpions on the ceiling and the hidden den which almost became my tomb if it wasn’t for some quick thinking.




The Manor is cursed by the Conjurer and his evil ways must be stopped. Can the Bocastle Witch help remove the ghostly menace?  He is powerful and refuses to leave 

punishing all who try.
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    Chapter One 

    Illusions






“What do maggots do?” A freckled face red-hair boy asks a question 

out of the blue.




"What?” I answer feeling miffed at the interruption.




“What do maggots do?" He repeats while half hanging over the back of a floral couch in the 

lounging room of Cotham Manor.




"Look kid, I don’t know you, so why don’t you go bother someone else?" I sense a 

conversation coming that I don’t want to have.




“Nope! I can’t annoy anyone else. They’re all too old, so it’s going to be you.” The 

persistent and bored ten-year old persists.




“Go away, you pesky kid. Can’t you see we’re busy?” Jessica says while looking at her phone 

screen.




“No you’re not!  You’re not busy. So what do maggots do?” The bored lad leans forward almost

falling off the back of the couch to hear the answer.




I sit with my best friend in oversized padded couch with two glasses of soft drink and a bowl of mixed nuts sitting on the 

small timber table in front of us.




Raising my eyes from the phone screen, I stare at the freckle faced nuisance before sharply saying, “Why don’t you Google 

maggots and see for yourself.”




The boy looks surprised at the lack of interest from the two visiting Americans.  Being British, he thought his question 

deserved an answer. But suddenly his eyes become itchy and he rubs them roughly.




“I’ve got something in my eyes.” He complains.




Trying to ignore him but finally I look up as he’s whinging and rubbing the corners of his eyes. 

“Hey kid, lean over and I’ll try to see what it is.” I offer feeling sorry for him.




He leans as far forward as he can and drops his hands while opening his eyes wide. 

“I can feel something crawling in my eyes.”




“There’s nothing. I can’t see anything kid. There’s nothing in your eyes.” I prod Jessica 

to lean forward and take a look too.  She has a close inspection but shakes her head, ”I don’t see anything.”




“You’re both lying, I can feel something.” The red-head kid jumps off the floral couch and 

runs across the large room only missing furniture by inches. Many of the guests are annoyed at the commotion as the historical manor house which 

is now an expensive boutique hotel.




He is grizzling and rubbing his eye sockets without mercy pushing his knuckles hard into the corners. Pulling over a 

timber cushioned chair, he jumps up to see his face in the gold-gilt mirror over the fireplace.




“MAGGOTS!” He screams in horror, ”I’ve got maggots in my eyes.”




Other guests in the room stop what they’re doing and now all eyes are on the squealing boy. The young lad is crying and 

rubbing his eyes hard as he hops down from the chair and starts to run through the lounging room. Running as fast as he can from the room, he is 

blinded by his watering eyes and runs smack-bang into a middle aged gentleman sitting quietly reading a newspaper. Hitting the arm of the chair 

at break neck speed, he flips himself onto the lap of the businessman crushing and tearing the newspaper as he wriggles to sit up. He looks up 

at the man’s face with his eyes wide open and screams, “MAGGOTS!” before scrambling to his feet and running from 

the room.




“That poor kid Pen, he thinks he’s got maggots in his eyes.” Jessica says feeling sorry for 

the boy as she hears his voice trailing down the corridor. “Mommy. I want my mommy. Mooooom!”




“Jessica, the way he’s reacting, he really believes there are maggots in his eyes.  There’s 

something not right here.” I say grimly watching the guests point and mumble between themselves.




“Oh please Pen, not again. I’m here in Coombe staying in a four hundred year old English Manor 

house. Why would I think for one moment something creepy or freaky wouldn’t follow you across the ocean,” Jessica’s eyes look up at the 

ceiling for divine intervention, “Why me God, why me?”




“It’s nothing to do with God.” I say firmly.




“I know that Pen, that’s what concerns me.” Jessica whimpers.




“Oh get a grip Jess.” I say impatiently while leaning forward on the couch to scoop a 

handful of free nuts. I reopen the screen of my phone and scroll through messages without thinking anymore about the kid until Jessica says 

something weird.




“Pen, the kid was pestering you about maggots, asking over and over.” 




“Yeah I know he was starting to really cheese me off.” I remember.




“But you said, ‘Google maggots and see for yourself.’ Jessica reminds her friend.




“So?” I answer only half listening while stuffing my face with nuts.




“You said, ‘See for yourself’. Do you get it?” Jessica is serious and staring at her 

bestie.




“No Jess, I don’t get it.” I moan wishing she would get to the point.




“See...for...yourself’, the kid was the only one who could see the maggots, 

‘See...for...yourself’. Now do you get it?” Jess speaks slowly making her point.




“Do you mean I caused the kid’s terror?” I’m stunned by her words while putting down my phone.




“Yes Penelope, your words created a bad dream for the kid. How did you do that?” Jessica is 

wide-eyed with amazement at her sometimes spooky friend.




“You make it sound like I did it on purpose.” I sit leaning forward challenging Jess with a 

surly look.




“Well you are the witchy one and quite mysterious at times. So, I was just wondering.” 

Jessica’s tone has slumped to a wimpy mumble.




The conversation has stalled so I rest back into the couch to ponder her words. Is it possible some supernatural force is 

living in the manor house and using me to do illusions or tricks?  I know conjurers and magicians will use trickery, suggestion or hypnosis to 

make people believe what they hear, see or feel is real. In the head of the ten year old kid, the maggots in his eyes were real.  He ran 

screaming from the lounge room struck with fear and calling for his mom.




Jessica is watching her best friend glaze over and disappear into some nowhere space, “Penelope? 

Hello, are you with me?  You have drifted off into a void of some sort. What are you thinking?” Jessica sits waiting for an answer while 

twirling her long blond hair with her finger.
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    Chapter Two 

    Not My Words

  




“Come on sis, spit it out. What are you thinking?” Jess insists, folding her arms and fixing me with a stare.




“I’m thinking this is not coincidence. That kid’s freak-out wasn’t random. Weird things don’t just happen around me for no reason.” I rub my temples. “There is something going on in this manor.”




“Pen, maybe he was just showing off.” Jess shrugs and reaches for the bowl of nuts. “Ten-year-old boys are dramatic.”




“No. He was terrified. That wasn’t acting.” I lower my voice. “He believed what he saw.”




Jess groans. “Please don’t turn my first trip to England into another supernatural circus. I want scones, cute accents and normal problems.”




“Sorry Jess, I don’t schedule this stuff.” I glance toward the hallway lined with portraits. “But when something pushes, I push back.”




She narrows her eyes. “You’re not letting this go, are you?”




“Nope.” I stand. “I’m going to ask about the history of this place. Old manor houses have secrets. They always do.”




“Fine. I’ll stay here where nothing weird happens.” She gives me a look. “Try not to summon anything.”




“No promises.”




The hallway swallows me in patterned red and gold carpet. Portraits of powdered aristocrats stare down with faded superiority. Oil eyes seem almost alive in the dim light.




At reception, a young woman smiles politely. “Good afternoon. Enjoying your stay?”




“Very much,” I answer, leaving out the screaming child detail.




The dining room is empty, silverware already set for dinner. From the kitchen comes the comforting scent of bread and herbs. I push through the doors.




“We’re busy in here, love,” a woman calls out in a warm English accent.




“I’m sorry,” I say quickly. “I just wanted to ask about the manor’s history.”




The middle-aged chef wipes her hands. “Name’s Rachel. Been here twelve years.”




“Penelope Raven.” I offer a friendly smile. “Is there… unusual history? Stories not in the brochure?”




Rachel pauses. Just for a second.




“There was a conjurer once,” she says quietly. “A performer. Called Zephyr. Early 1700s. Illusions. Hypnosis. People swore he could make you see what wasn’t there.”




My pulse quickens. “What happened to him?”




“Someone vanished. After that, he disappeared too. Some say there are hidden passages. Knocking in walls. Things misplaced.” She resumes chopping carrots. “Management doesn’t advertise folklore.”




“Of course not.” I nod. “Thank you, Rachel.”




When I return toward the lounge, raised voices echo ahead. My stomach tightens. I break into a run.




A crowd has formed.




Jessica is on the floor.




Her mouth opens and closes in silent panic.




“Move!” I shove forward. “She’s my friend!”




“She’s choking!” someone shouts.




A woman pushes through. “I’m a nurse. Lift her.”




The Heimlich maneuver jolts Jess upward. Once. Twice.




Nothing comes out.




Finally she gasps, dragging air into her lungs like someone resurfacing from deep water.




“I couldn’t breathe,” Jess croaks, shaking. “There was something in my throat.”




“There’s nothing there now,” the nurse replies gently.




When the crowd disperses, Jess looks at me.




Not with relief.




With accusation.




“Pen,” she says quietly, “you told me to stick a sock in it.”




My stomach drops.




“It felt like a sock,” she whispers. “Blocking my airway.”




I sink into a chair. The connection forms whether I want it to or not.




“The kid,” she continues. “You told him to look up maggots and see for himself.”




The room feels colder.




“My words,” I murmur. “But not my will.”




Jess steps back. “If you’re causing this—”




“I’m not.” I stand. “But something is using me.”




I close my eyes briefly. “Zephyr,” I say under my breath. “If you are here, show yourself.”




The air tightens.




A faint mist gathers beside the fireplace.




“So,” a smooth male voice whispers, “the brave one calls.”




Jess grabs my arm. “Pen…”




“You will not use my words as weapons,” I say firmly.




A low chuckle vibrates through the lounge. “I merely encourage what already exists.”




“You twist suggestion into terror.”




“I refine it.”




The mist pulses faintly.




“You are finished here,” I declare.




“On the contrary,” Zephyr replies softly. “We have only begun.”




The temperature drops another degree before the mist thins and vanishes.




Jess exhales slowly. “I really hate England right now.”




“No you don’t,” I answer, though my voice is quieter than usual. “We just need to be careful what we say.”




“Careful?” she mutters. “I’m going silent.”




I glance toward the portraits lining the walls.




Somewhere behind old timber and stone, a trickster is listening.
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    Chapter Three 

    The science of a sandwich

  




“Hey Pen, did you notice the wall paper in the hall is furry?” Jess says while running her hand 

over the raised regal patterned paper.




“It’s a velvet fibre Jess, the wallpaper is called flock and is very expensive.”




“Fancy.” She replies while still fascinated by the wall covering.




“Penelope, doesn’t any of this bother you?  You know the spooks and spectres thing?” Jessica looks up at her best friend 

and admires her strength of character. Pen’s hair is straight of no style, she wears little makeup, black ripped jeans and Dr Marten boots. The 

Viking hammer of Thor hangs over her Rapalje folk band t-shirt.




“Not really Jess, I know there are invisible worlds and things I can’t see but I know exist. I also believe they can’t 

hurt me without my permission.”




“Some days I wish I were you Pen.” Jessica says is a soft voice.




“And some days I wish I were you.  Jessica you have the balance and grace of a ballerina. I watched you at the Hearse 

Circus as The Pony Princess and you were awesome on the white stallion called Genie. I still see you in my memory posing like a teen model in 

your spangled Princess costume. And just look at your long blond hair, it’s straight out of a shampoo ad! Check your fashion sense which comes 

from creativity of being able to mix floral jeans, a loose knit top, oversized scarf, strappy sandals and with a soft touch of makeup, style 

just oozes out of you Jessica. You can be anything you want to be, you have it all.”




The petit teenager stops walking and touching the wallpaper. Jessica is speechless because no one has ever complimented 

her before. Being physically small made her an easy target of bullies at school, her self-worth had always been low. Meeting Pen Raven is the 

most important thing that has happened in her life. She changed and grew stronger, facing fears, blurting an opinion and walking upright and no 

longer with stooped shoulders. Jess had to admit, she is no longer the puny kid everyone picks on at school.




“Pen, would you really want to be me?” Jess brims with curiosity.




“Nah, I like being me too much but I meant what I said about you. These are the qualities I see and hope you see them 

too.  You’re an amazing person Jessica Baker.” I put my arm around her shoulders and give a squeeze.


  

“Now, this is the dungeon of devilish delights, commonly known as the kitchen!” I tease as we walk through the swing 

doors.




“I see you have returned Pen Raven and brought a friend with you. I am Rachel young lady, how can I help you?” The middle 

aged chef focuses on her new customer.




“Hi, I’m Jessica, Penelope’s best ever friend. She has promised me something special from the kitchen.”




“I can do minor miracles. Do any of you have any dietary needs?” Rachel asks before handing over any food.




“I’m vegetarian.” I say clearly.




“I’m normal.” Jessica says with a grin.




“Okay, I will make the same for both of you.” Rachel says with a warm smile while moving towards one of the large walk-in 

refrigerators.




Walking to the rear of the oversized kitchen, Jess and I look out the window across the well-kept hedges and stately 

gardens.  Walking paths show the way through acres of lawn, fountains and large roman styled carved statues. It’s like something out of TV 

show.




“What do you want to be when you grow up Pen?” Jessica asks a throw away question.




“I think I'll be an astrobiologist or a specialty chef.” I reply without thinking too deeply.




“Wow, that’s broad. One is a scientist and one is a cook.” Jess says with surprise.




“No, both are scientists. Food is a science. When food flavours taste great together, that’s a science.” I say 

playfully.




“Your sandwiches are ready girls.  Take them outside, it’s sunny today and in England, that doesn’t happen every day.” 

Rachel hands over two plates.




I like what I see but Jess purses her lips to stop any words falling out as she is wary of the local sammie.




“This looks great Rachel.” I smile.




“Yes, I thought you would like cucumber, cream cheese and dill.” Rachel smiles broadly.




“Dill? What the heck is dill?” Jess skews her face like a munchkin.




“Don’t ask girlfriend, just bite and like. This will taste incredible.” I say while pushing the backdoor open and 

stepping outside.
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