
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]

The Witchling’s Wicked Game

Properties of Magic, Prequel



  	
	    
	      Also by Kelsey Elise Sparrow

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Stephanie Daniels Novel

          
        
          
	          An Author's Tale

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      A Whiskey Sweet Novel

          
        
          
	          A Whiskey Sweet Promise

          
        
          
	          A Whiskey Sweet Treat

          
        
          
	          A Very Hot Christmas (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Cocky Narcissist (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Whiskey's One True Wish

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Boardan High novel

          
        
          
	          Singling Out Sable

          
        
          
	          Justice for Jenna

          
        
          
	          Mean Girls Rule (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Brighton Royals

          
        
          
	          His Coveted

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Global Outlaws Syndicate World

          
        
          
	          Peace of Italy (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Inglorious

          
        
          
	          Plunge

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Inked to the Max

          
        
          
	          Maximum Velocity

          
        
          
	          Paper Lipstick

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Knot or Never Trilogy

          
        
          
	          Knot Hers (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Once Upon A Crime

          
        
          
	          The Red I See (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Person Twins Duet

          
        
          
	          Breathe: Clarissa's Story

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Properties of Magic

          
        
          
	          A Witchling's Wicked Game

          
        
          
	          A Witch's Last Hope (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Triple Threat

          
        
          
	          Triple Check: Perfectly Stated

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Kentucky Running: A Road to Dallas

          
        
          
	          Naughty Knights

          
        
          
	          Ssassin: The Darkest Fairy (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    


[image: image]

[image: image]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A fantasy series that reels one in from the first page
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To my biggest supporter
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Laugh

As much as you breathe

And

Love

As long as you

Live

~ Author unknown
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FRAIL. LOST. ALONE. Distraught. Selfish.

I can identify with none of those words. I’m known as the polar opposite of them. Look up “goody two shoes” and “know-it-all” and you’ll probably find a blown up picture of me. That’s been my jam for the first fifteen years of my life.

Suddenly, it wasn’t.

I literally changed overnight. I woke up one morning and hated everything about my life. No one wanted to believe I could do a one-eighty the way I did. I devised a plan to make it clear there was a new Abigail LaRue in town. 

I bet they’ll believe me after this one.

Whoever said change was good, never met me.
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The Terms
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Dijo => hair binding; hand crafted, like a leather cuff

The Elucidating Forest => the forest where a witch is sent to be with their thoughts to reevaluate their actions. Allows them to see the multiple outcomes so they can judge if the choice they made was the right one.

Factéon => a faction or a particular group within the Magyckal realm that has specific abilities and beliefs 

Hu-mal => the Magycks name for the non-magical “normal” humans.

Kiban => a short blade that is triple plated silver, platinum, chromium; virtually impossible to destroy, forged with the blood of its owner.  The forging causes the blade to have the ability to be bound to the skin of the owner and called upon from any location

Kibos => blades that double as hair "pins". They look like chopsticks and are carved with blessings from a family's ancestors

Magycks => magical people with abilities that are things of mythology

Seenk => TBR (to be revealed)

Sqwall => a person who was born to a magyck parent but has no magical ability 

Syph => a witch who has been stripped of their magical ability, steals from another to perform magical skills

Timéon => time jumpers; those with the ability to move throughout time; keepers of the peace. 

Yuletide Ball => a ball that celebrates a peaceful treaty between Magycks 
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Prologue



[image: ]




Some days I begin with hope. Hoping I can make it through a twenty-four hour period without a soul noticing I’m in the room. Most days I’m able to coast beneath the radar. At least that was how it was until I turned fifteen. Some kind of switch apparently flipped on and put a target on my back. I am officially on everyone’s radar. I’m noticed by one and all.

For the longest time, I believed it had everything to do with my family’s history. I was born into a fairly unusual yet powerful family. This family is supposed to be twice or thrice blessed.

Those who’ve heard of the LaRue line fear them as much as they envy them. We are supposed to be cursed or inherently evil. I don’t believe it. I’m one of the nicest people I know. My aunt might be on the questionable side but I don’t fit that description.

There isn’t a mean section of my spirit or body. Believe me, I’d know because it would’ve been ignited once or twenty times over the years having to deal with some of the females at university. I’ve had plenty of opportunities to be the mean one. It just isn’t me.

I try to help out all who I come in contact with as much I can. I also yield to those who choose to exert force or “power”. I’m not the person to challenge anyone who believes they have leadership.

Working hard, I maintain high marks in all of my classes. I’m also the one who willingly asks for work to complete and stays after the end of the school to help my professors. I’m also a peer counselor.

Learning all of that about me, it would surprise most that I’ve recently spent more than my share of my time in the principal’s office over the last week.

Lately, I’ve been feeling off. Changes have happened. I wake up and don’t recognize any of the emotions flowing through my body. I went from the hidden, quiet one to the individual seen as the feared troublemaker. It happened so quickly. Like overnight, I went from teacher beloved to the school outcast.

How did I get to this point?

I’d like to say the blame goes to those who pushed me. I’d be fine with saying the change is due to hormones or teenage attitude shifts. The typical, teenage sole reason for my shift.

I’m not saying there weren’t nudges in the direction of the deep dive into darkness. There were plenty. I might shock others even further with my next admission. I take full responsibility for every one of my actions. On some level, all of the things that have come to pass have always been part of me. It’s as if the leash has been destroyed and I am finally free to be this incredible version of me.

Not many would agree with my opinion but this same me doesn’t care anymore. I’ve had to deal with the opinions of others for so long that I can’t bring myself to care. Empathizing with any of those who have belittled me and made me feel inferior because of how I was created goes against this new me.

Still, my actions are my own. Not one hundred person my fault but every step decided upon by me and me alone. The fun I had was for my benefit. It was for my happiness. Don’t play the game if you don’t know the rules. If I’m playing, those rules are my own. Easy terms would be a crime. 

Now, let’s set up the pieces and begin. I came to win!
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Chapter 1

A Ruse
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Present Day

“MS. REYNOLDS?”

Here. We. Go.

“LaRue,” I state matter-of-factly.

“Did you say something, Ms. Reynolds?”

This teacher I actually respect. Yet, cue complete annoyance and enter snarky, teenage response. 

“It’s LaRue not Reynolds.” If I had one hundred dollars for the number of times I’ve said this. I’d be able to leave this hateful place. “I don’t know why I have to continuously say this.” Yet, I continue to say it. “I don’t want to use my father’s name, Mrs. Markem.” The former professor reacts as if I just slapped her. She believes every child has a time and place to speak. “You know what. I’m done with this.”

With two fingers, my pointer and middle - pointed downward and at my sides, I take a deep breath, concentrate, and then release. A tendril of my power flows from my fingertips to cast a spell I’ve perfected over the last few weeks. I haven’t had much time to completely understand my abilities but I’ve discovered I’m a quick study. If someone would’ve asked me a few weeks ago how long it takes me to retain information, I would’ve said it seems like forever. I’ve spent so much of my time studying, with my nose in a book. Had I known then what I know now, my life would’ve taken an entirely different turn.

Maybe just maybe I’d have more friends than I currently have. Or maybe I’d be known for something other than what my family has done. There are so many possibilities. I watch as the energy surrounding me shifts then changes to a pure orange light that I have come to recognize as my power. 

I. Have. POWERS!

This is so killer! I love it! I’m loving every second of this new moment. How cool is this? I can’t believe it! I thought I was defective or something. Forever to remain a Sqwall. I swore that was going to be my future. One of the most powerful and ... hated families in all of Magyckdom and I am born powerless. 

Maybe that’s why your mother didn’t fight for you. She gave up so easily.

Not going to go there. Even though, that has been happening a lot more lately. That needling voice is getting bolder and the barbs are somewhat cruel. I’m not going to let that have a response. I’m going to focus on what’s before me.

Mrs. Markem raises her hands to begin a counter cast but it’s too late. Her pale skin peppered with freckles begins to redden with exertion. It matches her hair. Hair that begins to blow back as another spell combines with hers.

I feel the smirk that had been about to form disappear. The pull of power is all wrong and I know I’m not moving to the place I feel safest. Instead, I’m heading to the one place I didn’t want to go. I know it well. It’s known even before I hear his voice. I’m in the Principal’s corner. 

“Abigail ...” a deep, aggravated male voice carries up the hall. 

Judging by the stern set to Principal Moresley’s face and the angry looks on just about everyone’s face who stands in his office, I’d say I was in for a sound tongue-lashing. Considering everything I’ve had to endure, I don’t understand the reason behind the feelings I am receiving. Fear is a palpable energy I’ve always been able to tap into whenever necessary. Anger is another entity I know well.

Both feel like old friends. Now, I know how to wield them as weapons. Those are not traits that scream I’m inherently evil. They just happen to be feelings I’m most familiar with so I have a natural affinity for them.

The waves of color flying towards me now make it very clear something happened and it is believed I am to blame for whatever it is. The problem: I have no idea what I did or why my guilt is the general consensus. Principal Moresley’s hazel eyes glow gold with the power he exerts as he keeps me settled firmly in this space. 

“Yes, Principal Moresley?” My response is automatic and full of the confusion I feel.

“Don’t give me that look of feigned innocence,” he practically bellows as he closes the distance between the two of us.

His presence alone is menacing. Add to it the man’s wide, muscled frame, the height that makes him clearly seen above all others, and those long legs that make two miles look like three steps and one has a man who’s down right frightening. 

Mrs. Hardison, the assistant principal, waddles behind him. She has wild, black with lilac purple streaked hair that catches the every wisp of wind as she moves to put herself slightly between me and the man who towers over her by a couple feet. Her belly is full of the hybrid twins she’s set to give birth to in a few months. The honey brown of her skin is flushed from the exertion.

She is a wolf shifter married to a castor. Castors are modern day apothecaries, medicine people. Principal Moresley is a castor and pretty dang powerful if he was able to so easily counter my spell.

Or maybe you’re not as powerful as you think you are. You ever think of that?

“That’s going to get old quick,” I mutter to myself.

“Did you say something, Abigail LaRue?”

Mrs. Hardison steps towards Principal Moresley then tilts her head slightly. Her hair falls in waves off her exposed shoulder. Moresley’s eyes flare and the bare skin. It’s an almost imperceptible action to anyone who isn’t paying attention to the interaction.

“Sir, I don’t think that look ...” she takes a few quick breaths before continuing.  “Is feigned or innocence. I think that’s genuine confusion on her face.”

Moresley stares intently at Hardison until I clear my throat. He blinks then shakes his head. Yeah, he’s got it pretty bad. I’m amazed Mrs. Hardison is so clueless. My mother describes her as a totally different, highly observant person. She should know since they were once best friends who shared everything. Yet, Moresley’s feelings are unknown to one person and one person only. The one person he wants to know his heart the most.
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