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Chapter One: Lexi
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I've always had a secret craving for older men. There was something magical and mystical about dating a silver fox. Briana's dad, Kyle, was a gorgeous yet human specimen. His shoulder-length hair, the color of sterling silver, gave me chills at the thought of it gently sweeping over my bare body. 

Kyle always kept himself in great shape. But even at forty, people mistook him for a younger man and often thought he dyed his hair. 

Don't even get me started on his glistening, cerulean, blue eyes. Those eyes could do magic on me that even the hands of this green witch couldn't muster. 


      [image: ]A sharp pain shot through my elbow and shook me out of my lust for Briana's father. I gasped, startled that I got so lost in daydreaming that I nearly forgot where I was. 

"You okay over there, Lexi?" Briana teased, chuckling at my noticeable jolt back to reality. 

"Yeah, just deep in thought." I chuckled. I stretched my arms over my head and dusted the shelves one last time before mentally preparing for the large crowd outside my shop. 

I couldn't believe the day finally came. I had worked so hard for this moment, with all the overnight hours at the diner, the long tutoring sessions, and the cramming for my final exam finally paying off. 

"Girl, if you clean this shop one more time, I'm going to call the looney bin," Briana warned, smiling in amusement at my sudden interest in cleaning everything for the fifth time. "So, did good old Joe call you back yet to apologize?" 

"Nope," I answered, handing Briana the giant scissors. "Honestly, I'm over his games. I have too much magic and mission to heal the world to be wrapped up with a man-child." I grinned. 

"That's my witch!" Briana cheered, wrapping her arm around my shoulder to support me as I walked down the long, pyramid-shaped hallway. 

My stomach twisted, realizing far more people than I had imagined would come to celebrate the grand re-opening of "Wish and Heal." Since the day I was initiated into my family's coven of green witches, I knew I would change the world while I saved the healers just by running a successful holistic wellness store. 

Times had changed. No longer did we have to mask ourselves or hide our power. The world finally realized that witches existed and that we could do good for Mother Earth and her many creatures. 

Now, I just had to carry on Dad's legacy by keeping the shop going and blossoming. It shouldn't be too hard. 

"Your dad would be so proud of you! I bet he's watching over you, providing the store with divine protection from harm," she beamed. 

We finally came to the podium. Again, I felt the nervous knot in my stomach. 

Yet, as I opened my mouth, the words poured out from my heart. The large crowd clapped and cheered as we cut the purple ribbon and opened the shop for the first time in a long time. 

Everything seemed like a blur as people entered, shopped, and left the store. Within moments, all the crystals, tarot decks, and plants were purchased and on their way to new homes. 

The sun faded into a pale yellow. Since it was between the bright orange and pink clouds, it gave the sun the appearance of a coin tucked into a pocket. 

In my family of green witches, coins and even thoughts of coins symbolized abundance and wealth coming into your life in shocking ways. 

A woman dressed in a pink leather corset with black ribbons zigzagging up the sides and light pink leather pants walked through the door. 

Her long locks of pink curls bounced around her shoulders and sashayed with every step. She calmly propped her elbows on the table before me and removed her dark shades. 

Bri nearly stumbled over at the shock of who was before us. 

"Hi, ladies. I'm Rose Quartz," she said smoothly. 

"I'm Lexi Seer. I own the shop," I chirped, "This is my friend, Briana Yuley. How can I help you?" 

"I run a healing channel on MagicTube and would like to know if you're interested in fulfilling a large order," she paused. I was nervous, as some influencers expect small shops to give over half their stock for a two-second shout-out. 

"I will pay you for the items and feature an unboxing on my channel. What are your thoughts?" Rose asked us. 

My brain was running wild, and it was challenging to keep myself together. My heart pounded against my chest as if it was stomping invisible feet to say "yes." 

I looked over at Briana, who pushed me out of the way, knocking over the glass of crystals I was charging in the sky-blue water. 

"Yes! We could use publicity, and I have always enjoyed your channel. It is so otherworldly!" she squealed as she talked with her hands to enhance her excitement. 

I gently nudged Briana out of the way, eyeing her to go to the back. The last thing I wanted was for her fan-girl behavior to chase off a potential customer. 

"What can I pack in your order?" I asked, smiling as I grabbed my notebook and pen. Rose rattled off several items before mentioning our mystic brownies. My family began our mystic brownies when I stepped into my abilities as a healer. We make them with flour, clove, caramel, rose quartz, and moonstone turmeric, which helps with gut health and increases the power of any immortal who eats one. Storm stone, which helps control the chaos in a mystical being's life, is also baked inside. 

For humans, they double as a healthy snack. 

"So, can you have this ready and delivered in two months?" the pink-haired, blue-eyed woman asked. 

"Absolutely! Are you going to be picking these up here?" I questioned, nervously smiling at the MagicTube star. 

"No, I need them delivered to my New Orleans mansion," she confirmed. 

My jaw clenched in frustration. That was about thirty hours round trip, and with my Jeep being the only working delivery car, the trip could be extended and risky. 

But my store did need publicity, especially since I needed enough money to pay the business taxes the following month. 

I took a deep breath and confirmed with Rose that it was no trouble. 








  
  

Chapter Two: Kyle
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Pressure in my hips and my back caused me to groan. I looked to my right and saw the red numbers on the clock. 

"Shit!" I hissed. Today was the third day I had been up at four a.m. and gone to bed at ten p.m. Something had to change. I had missed three hours of sleep every day for the last three days. 

When I came home after running errands in the afternoon, I noticed that somehow, I had stored the milk in the cupboard before going to bed. As a result, I was out of milk again. I needed better sleep before I unknowingly spoiled the rest of my food. 

I stood with the cupboard open and ran my hands over my face. 

"Unable to sleep again?" Briana, my twenty-one-year-old daughter, asked, her brown eyes scanning my face. 

"Yeah," I sighed, running my hands through my hair. I grabbed my lower back so the tugging pain wouldn't affect me as badly as I walked to the coffee pot. 

"You really should get a reiki session," she implied, motioning for me to sit down while she brought the coffee over. 

I thoughtfully sipped the steaming cup of coffee. Then, not wanting to wait for a second more, I braced myself for the hot yet indulgent liquid. The nutty, sweet drink felt good as it ate away at the lack of sleep I had endured last night. 

I browsed around online until I found a new shop that had just opened. So, I decided to give them a call. 

"Hello, Wish and Heal, how can I help you?" the familiar and feminine voice asked. It sounded friendly and warm. But I couldn't figure out whose voice it was for my life. 

I cleared my throat and said, "I'd like to book a reiki session. I've been having some issues with my back and having a rough time getting sleep." 

"That sounds horrible! Are you in pain now?" she asked. 

"Unfortunately, yes," I began. "What's the earliest you could see me?" 

I could hear the mouse's clicks and the keyboard's taps. 

"I have my last opening of the day in twenty minutes. Can you make it?" the voice beamed. 

"Yeah, that works for me. See you in twenty!" I confirmed. 


      [image: ]As I got out of my retired police car, I took in the size of the shop, which looked a lot bigger in person than online. It was just about the width of a one-story house. The white and black panels seemed to go on for miles. 

 

The interior had off-white walls strewn with crystal vases, tarot decks, and endless supplies of journals and witchcraft books. 

The floors were a mahogany red that shone like a full moon. 

The store had just opened, and I could still smell the paint and wood primer. 

"Can I help you?" the familiar voice asked. 

"Yeah, I'm here for a—" My breath caught in my throat. The woman who turned around the corner made my heart slam against my chest. 

She wore a shiny silver mid-drift over tight leather pants. Her hair was the color of midnight and fell in jagged pieces down her shoulders. 

Those deep, puppy dog brown eyes I would recognize anywhere. 

"Lexi!" I exclaimed with a giant grin. 

"Oh, my goodness, Officer Yulely! How have you been?!" she responded, beaming and going in for a quick hug. 

She smelled incredible. I wanted to plant a kiss in the crook of her neck. 

"Woah, slow down, boy!" I thought, "She's the same age as Briana!" 

"I've been good," I replied. "Just mending a sore back and old man bones." 

"You're far from old. But don't worry! I'll have you fixed up in no time!" she boasted, motioning for me to follow her. 

We strolled down a long, pyramid corridor discussing my divorce from Briana's mother after the girls graduated high school. I briefly mentioned my struggle with depression caused by the divorce. 

"Officer Yulely, I can't imagine the battle you've been through," she commented, motioning for me to get on the table. 

I started to unbutton my shirt, but she raised her hand in a motion to stop me. 

"You don't need to undress for this. Reiki is energy healing, and a properly trained practitioner can send it almost anywhere," Lexi explained, blushing. 

Heat rose to my face. I buttoned my shirt and lay down on the soft padding of the table. I gazed around the room, taking in the sweet, floral scent of the purple and pink roses that covered all four walls. 

"I'm going to channel energy from my hands into the crystals and hover them over your chakras. I'm assuming Briana persuaded you to come in for reiki, so I'll explain further," she said soothingly, "Your chakras are energy wheels that spin freely in your body. You know them as atoms. When stress and pain cloud your chakras, they become blocked, resulting in pain in your body," Lexi explained as she grabbed a wooden box. 

There was a quiet click, and then the gentle sounds of bell and chime instruments rang in the background. 

"Now, close your eyes, let your body relax, and let's get you healed," Lexi softly instructed. The gentleness of her voice already set me into a deeply relaxed state. 

"Does any of this reiki stuff work?" I thought. 

As I relaxed and let Lexi work her magic, the sharp pain in my lower back became warm. Then, it became dull. Then, it was gone. 

"Are you doing okay, Officer Yulely?" Lexi asked, picking up an orange crystal. 

Fearful that my voice would be too loud and disrupt the healing, I gave her a thumbs-up. 

"Awesome! If you become uncomfortable, you can just tell me to stop." She smiled. 

Light, warm air whooshed over my legs, hips, and stomach. At each point, I could feel my body relax. My legs didn't seem so heavy. My hips didn't cave inwards, and my stomach muscles stopped painfully clenching. 

The same gentle air made its way to my chest. Tears formed in my eyes at the peaceful silence that quieted my racing heart. Life felt more tender. My body melted into the soft surface below me, and my eyelids became heavier. 


      [image: ]I was lying on a bed of rose petals tucked away in a lush green forest. Behind me, I could hear the whoosh of a massive waterfall. Soft, misty kisses from the water buzzed against my skin. 

I heard the soft chittering of the squirrels tucked in holes around the massive oak trees.  

I brushed the rose petals off me and explored this new land. 

The grass was soft and feathery beneath my bare feet. 

Finally, I reached the waterfall with turquoise blue water flowing from top to bottom. The water made the large stones at the bottom of the waterfall appear a magnificent blue. 

In the middle of the water stood Lexi, donned in a white crochet cover-up over a white bikini. The water reached just below her hips. 

My lungs stopped as I took in the way the crocheted lace traced each of her ribs, thighs, and arms. She looked like a beautiful goddess. She slowly waded her way up to me. As she walked, her hands reached out at her sides. Her fingertips barely touched the surface of the water. 

I noticed no water dripping off her as she walked out of the water. She looked perfect as she approached me.  

"You're doing a great job, Kyle," she whispered, tucking a strand of silver hair behind my ear. 

"Thank you," I grinned. 

Our eyes caught for a second, and the world around us changed into purple, pink, and blue fog. The fog blanketed sparkles of white and yellow in the night sky. 

An invisible entity pulled us to each other. Our lips were almost touching… 


      [image: ]A loud yelp caused my eyes to fling open. My arms reached out, and I wrapped my left bicep around Lexi's tiny waist to prevent her from smashing her doll-like face into the ground. 

"Are you okay?" I asked, doing my best not to laugh at the incident. 

"Yeah, I must have caught my foot on the leg of the table," she confessed, her face as red as possible. 

"Don't worry about it. You always were a klutz," I teased, playfully tapping my knuckles to Lexi's jaw. She laughed and swatted at me. 

"Alright, Officer Yulely, get up slowly," she informed me. 

As I slowly rose to my feet, I saw the room turn white before my legs buckled beneath me. 

"Woah! Kyle, are you okay? Did you inhale too much reiki?" Lexi taunted, catching me before I hit the end of the massage table. 

My mind went blank momentarily as I took in her face. Her eyes were a warm brown. Brighter than I remembered. Her skin looked soft and was the most beautiful, fair hue. My heart clenched in my chest, studying her heart-shaped, full lips. Oh, how I wanted to taste that supple flesh of her mouth. 

"Kyle, snap out of it!" I thought, "The girl is young enough to be your daughter!" 

Guilt bit me deep in my stomach with an unruly vengeance. I scrambled to my feet and ran to the bathroom just before hot acid poured out of my stomach and into the porcelain toilet. 

I washed my face and mouth in the sink. 

I took a moment to stare at myself in the mirror, questioning my thoughts. Yet the quickening my heart was doing was awakening old yearnings for true love. 

"It could be the reiki healing setting," I hoped. 

I walked back out to the front of the shop and met Lexi at the register. 

"How much do I owe you?" I smiled politely. 

"Your total will be seventy-five dollars," she answered, taking my black credit card and running it through the machine. 

The machine twinkled. A gentle chirping reminded me of the sound of phoenixes in the forest. 

"That's a nice little melody," I commented, placing the card back into my wallet. 

"It definitely is," she smiled. "At least, it's better than those loud beeps that sound more like a burglary in progress." 

"You got that right," I chuckled. 

"Do you remember the first time you heard one a few years ago?" she asked, perching herself on the black barstool behind her. 

"You mean before I left the force?" I asked. 

"Yeah," she confirmed. 

"What about it?" I asked, curious to understand why she brought that up. 

"You crouched down with your police officer bat like someone was about to be held hostage!" Lexi exclaimed. She nearly doubled over in laughter from reminiscing. 

"Careful you don't fall over, Giggle Queen," I taunted. 

"Yeah, yeah." She chuckled and waved me off. 

She hopped off the stool, still giggling. I watched her clean off the shelves and finish dusting the store before turning on the neon red closed sign. 

I opened the shop door and waved Lexi through. 

"Ladies first, Miss Seer," I said with a slight bow. 

"Thank you, Mr. Yuley," she said with a giggle. 

She locked the shop when we were both outside. After putting the keys in her jacket pocket, she smiled at me. My mind couldn't form words. Her beauty put me in a trance. 

"It was great seeing you again after so long," Lexi beamed. 

"I'm thrilled I came to you for help. I was struggling," I said nervously, rubbing my head. I was unsure what to do with my hands. I couldn't cup her face in my hands like I desperately wanted to. 

"So..." I said as I looked up and down the street, "Where's your car?" 

"Oh, I don't have one. I like to walk in the evening after closing the shop," Lexi said, still smiling, "It helps clear my mind and recenter myself." 

"Oh," I said, "Are you sure? I can drive you back home. I don't mind." 

"Thank you, Officer Yuley, but I'm okay. I promise," she said as she held up her pinky finger. 

"If you say so," I said, linking my pinky with hers. 

A memory flashed of her and Briana making a pinky promise to stay best friends. 

"I'll see you around then, Lexi," I said. Her name felt so good on my lips. 

I walked to my car, and for a moment, I watched her walk down the street. 

"She's not a little girl, Kyle," I told myself, "You don't need to protect her like she's fragile." 


      [image: ]On the way home, I picked up a cheese pizza for Bri and me. 

When I opened the box on the dining room table, I had to wipe the drool from my chin. The pizza looked like something out of a commercial. 

"Let's eat!" I gushed, handing Bri a paper plate. 

"Don't mind if I do," She grinned, grabbing three slices. 

I looked at her and shook my head. 

"What?" she asked, pulling her chair closer to the table. 

"Where do you put it all? I eat two slices and can barely button down my shirt." 

"It's the witch metabolism," Briana joked. 

I laughed at her. I threw the napkin in my hand at her face. 

Staying thin was one trait Briana took on from my ex-wife, Nancy. Nancy was always a size one in our entire relationship. I still wondered where Briana got her magic as a witch. Both my ex-wife and I were human. However, Nancy's sister Marcy was a well-known energy witch in New Orleans. 

From my understanding, witches' genes spread like flowing water. It didn't matter how far down the line the witch was in the family DNA; the genes would still transfer. 

I remembered Bri performing an energy ritual spell on a wounded unicorn in the woods last year. Watching the orb of gold energy glow in her hands over the deep gouge in the unicorn's abdomen was terrific. 

Within ten minutes, the wound was gone. Afterward, there was only snow-colored unicorn hair. 
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