
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
A Witch in Time: A Magical Love Story
2

Published by Nikki Flynn at
Smashwords

Copyright 2025 Nikki Flynn

 

Character and Cover Art:
Dayenz

 







Smashwords Edition, License
Notes

This ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to your
favorite ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.






All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or
transmitted in any form by any means, electronic, mechanical,
photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission
of the copyright owners. No part of this publication may be used in
any manner for the purposes of training artificial intelligence
technologies to generate text including without limitation
technologies that are capable of generating works in the same style
or genre as the publication.







Chapter 1

Kiera eyed Alistair while he leaned
against the bar. Her lips were a taught line. While she considered
the young man, she planted her hands on her hips. “Why my
daughter?” she asked.

Alistair, much taller than Cerise’s
mother, was a trembling child under her angry glare. His face was
red and he stuttered while gathering his thoughts. “I-I don’t
know.”

“You don’t know?” she quirked an
eyebrow.

“We hated each other before, we had to,
and then one day, just,” he threw up his arms, “we didn’t.”
Alistair tittered and dropped his gaze.

Kiera smirked, then clicked her tongue.
“You are besotted, aren’t you?”

Alistair lifted his chin. He met
Kiera’s eyes. She was a chestnut-haired but there was a strong
resemblance to Cerise. They had the same blue eyes and nose covered
with freckles. “Huh?” His face burned hot from the
conversation.

“When did you fall in love with
Cerise?” Kiera asked.

Alistair tittered and dropped his gaze.
“I-I wouldn’t go that far,” he whispered. He nervously tapped his
fingers on the bar.

“Really? You think every young man
willingly parts with his innate healing magic for a woman he
likes?” she pressed. “Or faces down a bear telling her to
run?”

Alistair’s stomach lurched.
“I-I…”

“You don’t have to blurt it out to
Cerise now,” Kiera said.

Alistair visibly relaxed. “Right, that
might be a bit much.”

Kiera sighed and shook her head. “So
when did you fall in love with my daughter?”

The tension instantly returned. “I-I
guess when we were younger.” Alistair thought back to arguing with
Koen when they were fifteen. He felt the effects of Kiera’s spell
instantly. He was reliving the vivid memory.

Alistair climbed the cluster
of hills where children from all twelve villages played. A few
acrobatic maneuvers and several close calls of tumbling and needing
to start again then he pulled himself up to where he could watch
and draw a large portion of the meadow. He perched under the oak
tree that crowned the hills, pretending he hadn’t noticed Cerise
and Cora there already.

They both turned and took
notice of him, having not seen him in months with the heavy snows
isolating the villages from one another. He had grown considerably
and his hair was now shaggy while he worked on growing it
out.

Alistair noticed that Cora
was taller, but his attention was immediately pulled to the
freckled beauty he’d always thought was breathtaking. She had
grown, blossomed really. Her long red hair was in a bun and there
was more off her. He was embarrassed to be so intrigued by wide
hips and an ample buttocks. He stewed in his abashment and
attraction, knowing that Cerise wouldn’t give him a thought as a
romantic interest. He produced his drawing pad and sketched the
landscape on the first sunny, warm spring day that year.

Cerise and Cora remained in
their sun-kissed spot having a picnic, each of them reading a copy
of the same book. Occasionally, they’d look at Alistair and giggle.
He pretended not to notice, but there was too much to notice.
Cerise went from being the bouncy, energetic, tomboy witch to the
gorgeous, graceful incarnate of perfection he was desperately
trying not to draw onto every page of a sketchpad.

He watched, listening on
edge when boys from various villages crowded Cerise and Cora. Two
beauties enjoying the outdoors became the first sightseeing outing
of every boy with pheromones. Cora grew bored quickly and suggested
they clean up and leave. Alistair expected they’d find another spot
where nobody was bothering them with inane questions while they
were trying to read. It was boring hearing Cerise pretend to be too
dense. She wasn’t boring, but she hadn’t developed her sharp tongue
for telling off unwanted suitors yet. She was still too nice and
unused to the attention from boys since she bloomed later than a
lot of the girls from her village. It was boring hearing the boys
talking over one another to demand her attention, ravenously, as if
they’d never seen a pretty girl before.

Cora packed up their picnic
basket and Cerise tucked their books in her bag. Realizing they
were leaving sent most of the boys home, hoping to try at another
point to woo the blond and redhead. Koen remained, begging Cora to
go on a date with him. She grimaced, explaining that she was busy,
and that her parents didn’t let her date.

Koen, bullheaded and
smitten, charged ahead despite all of the obstacles. “We don’t have
to call it a date.”

“No thanks, I’d rather not
upset my parents,” Cora replied.

“Your friend here can even
come along and help us pretend.” He nudged Cerise.

Cerise rolled her eyes.
“That wouldn’t happen anyhow.”

Koen was already talking
over Cerise so he never heard her thorny words. “Your parents will
like me. I’m from a neighboring village.”

“Take a hint, it’s a no,”
Alistair said while he approached the trio. His backpack was slung
over his shoulder and he had steeled himself mentally before he
left his spot.

“And who in the hells are
you?” Koen demanded. He looked up at Alistair who was considerably
taller, then swallowed hard. “Her boyfriend?”

“No, I’m one boy telling
another that not all girls are going to say no. They don’t want to
hurt your feelings because they know it takes a lot of courage to
approach and express your feelings, so they tell you they’re busy
or maybe another time,” Alistair answered.

Cora and Cerise exchanged
surprised looks, then shrugged. They hadn’t been expecting the
intervention on Cora’s behalf.

“Maybe you get told no, but
in way more words,” Koen said, then scoffed.

Alistair rolled his eyes.
“Okay, now that I’ve given you my two cents, Cora, do you want to
date him?”

“How do you know her name?”
Koen asked.

“Uh, no. I don’t. You’re not
my type,” Cora said.

“What?” Koen barked. Fuming,
he turned from Alistair to Cora and Cerise. “Why not?”

“She doesn’t owe you an
explanation,” Alistair said.

Koen pointed a trembling
finger at Alistair. “Nobody asked you!” His seething anger made
Cerise and Cora retreat a step. “What did I do wrong?!” Koen
demanded. When Cora didn’t answer he grabbed her wrist.

“Leave me be!” Cora said,
trying to tug her wrist free.

“Let go of her!” Cerise
kicked Koen’s shin, causing him to stagger.

When he recovered, Koen
lunged at Cerise. Cerise dropped her bag, then threw up her hands.
She ended up beneath Cora’s suitor with him seizing her shirt and
drawing back to punch her.

Alistair grabbed Koen’s
shirt, dragging him off Cerise. Simultaneously, he dropped his bag,
then threw Koen to the ground nearby. “The hells is wrong with
you?!” he demanded. Koen scrambled to his feet. Gritting his teeth
he lunged at Alistair this time. Alistair took the punch to his
abdomen, then hit back, catching Koen’s lip and chin with his fist.
Alistair took a threatening step toward Koen, then Koen
fled.

Cora had already helped
Cerise to her feet. Cerise had her satchel in hand and she stared
red-faced at Alistair. Cora and Cerise shared a hug and they
exchanged whispered words he couldn’t discern.

“Are you two okay?” Alistair
asked.

“Yeah, mostly,” Cora said.
She looked at Cerise briefly before turning to face Alistair.
“Thank you for trying to help, then scaring him off.”

“You’re welcome,” Alistair
replied.

“A lot of help setting him
off was,” Cerise said flatly.

“I didn’t mean to. I didn’t
think he’d react that way,” Alistair said. “I am sorry.” He felt
his face burning, having Cerise so close to him. Despite his
attempts to remain cool and level-headed, his façade was cracking
from her mere presence.
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