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      Having lived in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Georgia for the first five years, I carry many memories as a young child of wildcats crying in the night as they come out of the mountains to look for food, i.e., grazing cattle. Black bears, large poisonous snakes. Gardens which must be tended. The pond at the mysterious Copper Mine has no bottom depth, and stories of catfish as large as a man. Long after we moved to the city, we visited back yearly, and it was so exciting to go back to that way of life for a while. These memories swim around as I follow my book characters on a new journey into the Carolina Appalachian Mountains.
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      You’ve read about Secret Hollow, nestled deep within the Blue Ridge and Appalachian Mountains, along the Carolinas, Georgia, and Kentucky, where many small towns and communities have lived and survived for years. They are proud, independent, and don’t want or need outside help, except, of course, for the tourists who deter off the main interstates or highways, who come through to spend their money for sightseeing, have a cold beer, do some picture taking, buying goods from the local souvenir shops for homemade honey or hats and shirts, photos taken in front of a beautiful waterfall.

      A small diner serves breakfast and lunch. The local bar and grill serves a tasty burger and a cold beer. Some come for the thrill of exploring caves. Others, however, are drawn out of curiosity or necessity to "find two sisters named Edwina and Violet Arcana, rumored to be among not only the oldest family of living witches in the area but also the most powerful. Their actual age is still a mystery. They both look very young to be running a business, taking care of the hundred acres of land they own, and keeping a relationship with the town Sheriff and the store owners. Some have rumored they must be mere teens, while others insist they are ageless and not to be questioned. As you approach the town, you will see a sign, Welcome to Secret Hollow, which brings you into a small tourist town. You should not be alarmed if a mysterious fog surrounds you as you reach your destination. You have entered a magical, perhaps mysterious, or frightening place. You follow the sign further into the thick forest, looking for Sisters of Conjure Cove, where a couple of seers, healers, wiccans, or witches are rumored, depending on how you feel and what you choose to believe at that time. Among many things, they are the best tattoo artists for miles around. They will also read your palms, tell your fortune, and sell you herbs and spices. They can perform many services, of course, for a price. As we all know, truly little is free in this world. Just do not disrespect their ways or traditions under any circumstances. Thus continues the legend of the Sisters of Conjure Cove.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Sisters Violet and Edwina Arcana huddled close together in Violet and Orin’s mystical wizard's office that had been created for him several months ago. They stared into the magical water bowl, then glanced into the crystal ball setting close beside it. Both glanced at each other, unsure of what to say. Edwina got up without speaking as she walked into the front room and poured them both a hot cup of coffee, adding honey and brown sugar. She set one of the cups down in front of Violet, still saying nothing for several long minutes.

      “Sister.” Violet started when Edwina stopped her words, with her hand gently cupping her face, having already read her thoughts.

      “I see, little sister, have no fear, I will be fine, as will Angela and you, Orin, all of us will be fine. Yet I don’t understand how young Angela could ever save my life, given how powerful you and I both are. Has she developed powers we are not aware of? We both see her changing rapidly overnight. She looks like a young teen, despite being a four-year-old just months ago. It’s mysterious, scary, yet exciting all at the same time. I’ve never experienced any child develop this quickly, have you?”

      Violet shook her head, her thoughts carrying her away to a quiet, safe place.

      “Sister, look at me.” Edwina forced Violet to look into her eyes.

      “Should I be worried about you? We have gone up against powerful enemies in the past, and we always come out on top, as they say in the mortal world. Is there something you are keeping from me? Do you have a vision you are not sharing? I promise you, this is not the time to keep secrets from each other. Wait, why do I keep hearing Enel’s name? How is he suddenly involved here? Tell me everything, sister, quickly. There was a time it was only you and me; it was so easy to deal with traitors, other warlocks, and witches who came against us. I did many wrong things, sometimes without considering the consequences. I understand how falling in love with a mortal has not helped things yet; as I said before, I will never give Tom up, never. We never planned for baby Angela to turn out to be the daughter of a warlock. From the looks of things, he must be powerful or come from a powerful lineage. We are both waiting for something to happen, yet we hope nothing happens, that no one will want her —but we know better than that. He was able to block all Katy’s thoughts until he was ready to get what he wanted from her. Let me see what else you're worried about? I feel the tension rolling off of you. Orin has spoken about going to search for his family, the ones who would have killed his parents. Whomever that is or was could very well be dead for many reasons. Look how many years have passed? Perhaps twelve, thirteen years? I understand how strongly he must feel, and now that he has his newfound powers of morphing into various beasts, let's refer to them for the moment. He is very powerful, which is very impressive. You are being far too understanding. You should tell him how you feel; he will appreciate it. We all need to rally together here at Conjure Cove. He has come a long way, impressively handling enemies and destroying three of them. I wish Angela had never shared her vision with him about Sparrowhawks coming here. Although I suppose she felt that he had a right to know. As for Angela herself, she has behaved very well, and Philip has been pleased and impressed with her at the store. She has no friends her age; that's kind of hard, as I don’t know how to match her with mortal girls. Yet, I understand she must desire to be with other young people. I have some ideas, but obviously, they can wait.”

      Violet looked up from her empty cup.

      “Edwina, how many coven leaders do we have firm contracts with at this moment? I mean ones we can truly trust? I have lost my ability to trust anyone since I let a mortal woman walk among us, live among us. Then betray us as she did. How did this happen, sister? What kind of power does this warlock have that fathered Angela? I’m thinking you have been right about one thing all along. I have been far too soft, too willing to help those around me. Forgive me, Edwina. I could have seriously hurt us all. What kind of coven leader shall I make?”

      “You will stop this nonsense right now, sister. Are you feeling sorry for yourself? The Violet, the destined leader of our coven? The one who has survived here by herself while I ran to the city and played, and partied? Have you lost your memory suddenly? Didn’t you just tell me you foresaw Angela saving my life twice, not yours, but mine? What will I be doing when this happens, and how will I feel about a fresh young witch saving big, strong, bad-ass Edwina? Seriously, you know how self-centered I can be.”

      Violet couldn't help but smile. She realized how silly she was sounding, but suddenly clouded over, drawing Edwina to the water bowl.

      “Sister, what is all this darkness I see here? Something bad is coming our way, isn't it? Why doesn’t everyone just leave us be?”
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      Violet grasped Edwina by the arm. She knew what news Enel carried, and it was indeed horrible.

      “Enel and Eiry are about to arrive. He has news, and it is bad,” Volet whispered seconds before Enel and Eiry appeared, standing in the front room just inside the door.

      Violet reached out to Orin, who was out having a morning flight.

      “Orin, my love, you must return here immediately. We have important news.”

      “On my way now,” he responded.

      Enel and Eiry looked as if they’d rather be anywhere but facing the Arcana sisters with the news that had just been laid on Enel by a trusted friend. Orin came walking in. His relaxed face turned to one of concern when he saw the look on Enel's face. Enel poured both himself and Eiry a glass of cold iced tea before asking them all to sit down.

      “Please bear with me for a moment as I organize my thoughts. First, we stopped by and checked on Philip and Angela at the store. All is going well there. You’d think the townspeople would have gone back to the city by now. Okay, I had to vent that. The Midsummer Festival officially ended a week ago. Eiry and I were out helping Tom and Billy check the perimeter of the property, ensuring everything was ready for your first coven meeting tomorrow. That is correct, right? You are expecting two coven leaders to bring their top members and meet you at your newest meeting place, which has just been finished? I’m asking something I already know the answer to; however, there is a reason I’m heading in this direction.”

      “Enel,” Eiry whispered. “I think we need to speed this up a bit, just tell them what you were told, get it out.”

      “Yes, you are right.” Enel took a deep breath and began. “This has to do with Angela's biological father, who was the warlock I killed recently. Here, let me give you the paper I was given. One of my best friends I’ve known for many years. You, Edwina, met him several times a few years ago. He goes by Jarrel, though that is not his real name. He must conceal it to protect his family from some ruthless warlocks who would kill them for revenge. He reached out to me while Eiry and I were out on the west side. He risked a great deal to provide me with this information, ensuring we would be forewarned. It is a great thing he has done for me and us as well. Just read it, and I’ll pull all the missing puzzle pieces together into this nightmare puzzle.”

      They all read, their eyes opened in shock at the words before them:

      
        
        I call for a proclamation of death! A Warlock called Enel. Witches, Violet and Edwina Arcana, of Conjure Cove. A wizard called Orin Sparrowhawk

        Issue a contract for their deaths immediately.

        Signed, Benjamin Vorel,

        Warlock Leader, Western League

      

      

      “Crap,” Edwina was first to find her voice. That name, Vorel, jumps out at me. Tell me this coven leader isn’t related to that dark witch Melisandre Vorel. No one has ever been this reckless or had such an evil wish as to put out a contract for us, have they, sister?”

      “No, you are correct, this explains all the darkness I was seeing earlier in our waterbowl and our crystal ball. I knew it was bad, but oh my, finish Enel and tie this all together, as I know you are about to do. First, let me sit down, please.”

      Enel laid it all out within minutes.

      “This Benjamin Vorel is a powerful warlock; he’s noted to be ruthless, selfish, and hot-tempered, and is the coven leader of supposedly thousands of members, though I have not confirmed that yet. Angela is supposedly his granddaughter, heir to his coven. I killed Weslyn Vorel, his son, Angela’s father, in self-defense, I might add, who managed to use his power to seduce Katy, getting her pregnant. Here comes the final puzzle piece: yes, Melisandre Vorel is Weslyn’s sister and Benjamin's daughter. She is Angela's wicked aunt. I have no idea if she planned all this. I don’t think she is that smart, Orin. I think she wanted you for whatever reasons she had, only she knows, and somewhere in this mess, she must have found out about Angela, except I don’t think Melisandre wants Angela anywhere near old man Benjamin. My friend says from what he hears, both son and daughter are on the outs with their father, have been for some time. He made no secret about how disappointed he was in them. Now, however, he is playing the grieving father —the powerful warlock seeking revenge. That’s it, except, um, Edwina, Violet, you understand how this could affect me and why I never reveal my last name. I don’t need to tell you how bad that would all be if someone found that out.”

      Violet and Edwina were the only two who knew what Enel meant by the mysterious statement. Orin and Eiry simply waited. This was no time to start throwing questions out.

      There was a strained tension in the air that could not be dispelled with the news that had just been laid before them. Tom appeared to join them as Edwina had summoned him to their little meeting. It didn’t take long for him to gather what was going on.

      “We will need to tighten up security here even more so.” Edwina was already planning how they could maintain a semblance of an everyday life, despite the knowledge that a contract for their demise had been placed by a supposedly powerful warlock. She only hoped that piece of information had been overstated.

      “Sister, what say you? Tell us what you need done here.” Edwina walked over to stand by Violet. She smiled when she heard her sister speak with such conviction. They had to stand firm and show everyone the Arcana sisters would not be threatened by anyone or anything. They had survived too long, gone through far too much to have some warlock think he could demand their demises. They were sure to have many friends in the paranormal world who respected them and remembered all the times they had reached out to help them.

      Violet glanced around, catching their eyes. Orin, Enel, Eiry, Edwina, and Tom stood waiting for her words. The ones missing were Angela and Philip, who remained at the store in town. Billy and Jimmy T arrived just as she started to speak. They could only guess as to what had transpired before their arrival.

      “We are the Arcana sisters. Our family legend goes back centuries. This is our land, our coven. No one who has ever challenged us has lived to speak of it. Though Edwina and I were still very young when we lost our mother and father, we were old enough to understand our family heritage and what it stood for. We had both hoped to take some much-deserved time for our personal lives, to build with the men we have chosen as our life partners; however, it appears that there is always someone wanting to take what you have after you have established yourself. I admit, sister and I have been thrown a bit, perhaps a bit distracted by the promise of the wonderful world we are building around us, by the arrival of the mortal Katy, who appeared with a child, Angela, begging for help. Philip has proven his loyalty long before Katy appeared and, shall we say, vanished. He is our eyes and ears among the mortals in town, as well as Sheriff Smithers. He is to be respected and protected at all times. She is no more; we are promised to protect young Angela, who has also proclaimed her desire to remain with us. Edwina is her direct charge.” Violet took a moment to gather her thoughts, then continued.

      “I have foreseen disturbing visions I shall share now. Keep in mind, these visions are only what we see today; they are subject to change in the future. As of now, these visions are rather cloudy and vague, though they must be taken seriously. I have seen you love.” Violet glanced at Orin.

      “I see you leave to fly a long distance; you weaken yourself when you leave your coven of protection behind. At the same time, I understand your desire to see those responsible for your parents' demise held accountable. I must ask you to take a step back and wait — just wait — let them come to you, as they will. Remember Angela’s vision some time back, declaring they would fly to you? We are your strength in numbers as well, and I ask you to stand by my side while we deal with our enemies who are upon us and around us. We're unsure who to trust, especially with new coven members joining and pledging. We cannot be sure what Benjamin may have promised in return for any of our demises. I have seen our young Angela save Edwinas' life not once but twice now, which has us both in a quandary. How can Angela do this? When will this happen? I have not been shown that yet. Edwina, as we all know, is almost, perhaps, more powerful than our Enel. So this vision perplexes me.

      Additionally, Enel is under threat if we are to trust what his dear friend Jarrell shares. I will not speak more on that yet. Let me say that Jarrell and Enel both have distant family members who must be protected at all times. We will not know for a while if it has anything to do with the recent proclamation of demise that has been put upon us here. It only adds to the tension. One last thing, and Tom, Billy, this proclaims to you, Billy. I don't want you to worry, but I foresee someone posing a threat to your happy future. Men will come to look for you. Please stay in touch, just as we have been doing here. Perhaps stay on Conjure Cove as much as possible and out of town until the last of the city mortals have left. Until we know the threat has been addressed, and trust me, it will be easily addressed for you. I think I’ve covered all I meant to. We will catch up with Philip and Angela later today when we speak with them both. I will not be forced into hiding, as if we were scared little rabbits. So this warlock, Benjamin Vorel, thinks he is all mighty, does he? He evidently has not faced the Arcana sisters when they are angered and their loved ones are faced with death and possible harm. He will be sorry in the end, I promise you all this. We must all be on the same page at all times. Jimmy T, as a new deputy in town, please know you can communicate any concerns with Sheriff Smithers in private. You are under our protection at all times. I trust you understand what the word loyalty means to us here, and the consequences of breaching that loyalty.”

      “Yes, Ms. Violet, I understand you loud and clear. I have no living family. You have all become my family now; I am in your debt.”

      Everyone stood silent for several minutes, digesting all they had just heard.

      Enel was the first to find his voice. Eiry had remained the most silent throughout.

      “Violet, Edwina, based on all we have just heard and talked about, I know Billy here has a pool game scheduled for tonight, I believe, here on the property. Isn’t that right? Shall we cancel that or proceed?” He was met with nods from Billy and Jimmy T, who had become close friends.

      “We shall proceed with our planned Friday night pool game here at Conure Cove. We will not cancel the life we have begun because of some warlock who is full of himself. The workers who work hard for us deserve a well-deserved break. What better place to have our moral friends share what they have heard or not heard around town? Let their plans continue tonight with the understanding that everyone will have their thoughts read at will by Edwina or your Enel upon entry into Conjure Cove. It will be necessary for our security; it is the only way. Even at our meeting tomorrow, we will ask this before we meet with the coven leaders who will be attending. Tom, either Edwina or I will let you and Billy know when that personal threat has been addressed. Have no fears. Tom merely nodded, glancing at his brother as he did so. Violet turned to Orin, who had remained silent throughout the meeting.

      “Orin, my love, I need to speak with you in private. Shall you take me on a flight? I am aware it is daylight, so that we can stay nearby. Why don't you whisk me away for a bit of personal time now? Edwina, we shall return shortly. When we return, you and I shall speak with Angela and Philip.”

      Orin quietly changed to a giant eagle, which, while very large, would not be questioned so much if seen far up in the sky. He grabbed Violet, and they flew away.
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      While Violet joined Orin for a flight, in which they both knew they would sneak off to their favorite, private waterfall, Edwina would take full advantage of her excuse to get her handsome Tom alone.
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      Edwina and Tom went to his cabin, where they could speak in silence and have a few moments of solitude. Billy and Jimmy T were sent to the store to help clear it of the final customers, which Edwina recognized as a mother and her daughters. They would quickly bring them, let them take their photos, and then return them to town, where they would instruct Philip to close the store early. Enel and Eiry would do what they did best: secure the perimeter yet again on the Aracana property and gather information among trusted friends. He was disturbed by the vision of Angela saving Edwina, and while he didn't understand it, he knew Violet well enough not to question her words or visions. They were always right. Enel wasn’t the only one disturbed by Violet's prediction, as Orin and Tom shared those concerns with the sisters.

      Edwina quickly brought Tom inside his cabin, which she had decorated to their taste. Burnished golds, basic black, and ashen sky blue joined bright colors of dark burgundy. Edwina had added a large picture window on both the east and west sides of the cabin, allowing them to see both the sunrise and sunset. The advantage of Tom’s place being so far out toward the edge of the forest area was the clear view of the morning sun and the evening moon. Two large, lavish chairs framed a large bed. They had a perfect view of the large TV and monitor of their property. She created a lavish bath area inspired by a memory of a trip to the city. The extra-large tub was used frequently by her and Tom, much to their delight. A huge chandelier hung from the ceiling above. Tom sat in one of the large plush chairs, motioning Edwina to sit in his lap. They sat in silence for several minutes just cherishing their time together.

      “Talk to me, pretty lady. I can see you thinking far too hard. Do you have any idea what or whom young Angela will save you from, and more importantly, is she aware of this yet?”

      “That is a good question. At the moment, I am as much in the dark as you are, my handsome man. That is a feeling I am not used to. Everything is happening so fast, Tom. We are all under threat, yet in a few hours, the men will go forward with their planned pool games for recreation. While it seems foolhardy in one sense, I must agree with Violet that we cannot sit in fear, frozen. Hold me, Tom, once in a while, I just want it to be the two of us. Then, at that exact moment, I remember my baby sister, and I feel guilty for thinking only of myself. Does that make me a terrible sister?”

      Edwina looked longingly over to the tub sitting empty so nearby. Tom squeezed her tight before speaking. He was so in love with her; he couldn’t imagine what he would do without her. As a mortal, he hated feeling helpless at times when it came to protecting her, yet he was aware that she didn't need his help. Except for this news, or rather, a prediction they saw of Angela somehow saving Edwina not once but twice.

      “Edwina, you may be a powerful witch, as is Violet, yet you are a woman with emotions just as your sister is. I’m sure she understands absolutely how you feel; she probably wishes the same thing you do, as do Orin and I. I keep thinking you're really quick at filling a tub with warm water and taking my clothes off. We should take advantage of a few minutes, beautiful lady. I already know how fast you can dress me if needed. Just make sure my socks match, please.”

      Laughter could be heard outside the door for several minutes.
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        * * *

      

      Meanwhile, Orin had changed to a beautiful, large hawk and picked Violet up, carrying her over to their secret waterfall, where they enjoyed a few precious moments. They swam in silence for several minutes, both sadly admitting they needed to get dressed in case someone came looking for them.

      “That was wonderful, my love, the flight high in the sky, the swim in the cool water. One day, we'll sneak off here, bring a picnic lunch, and maybe even sleep out under the night stars. We need to discuss some things, though, Orin. I am troubled, and this is not a time for me to be distracted. I’m sure you understand.”

      Orin looked at her with his beautiful, golden-yellow eyes. They were mesmerizing. She could get lost in them easily. Orin smiled a mischievous smile.

      “What if I choose to distract you for a few minutes? Will you punish me, and if so, will I enjoy it?”

      Violet smiled, reaching her arms up to hang around his neck.

      “Let us find out right now, love.”

      Several minutes later, they sat on a large rock overhanging the water. Their feet dangling in, feeling the coolness.

      “Violet,” Orin spoke first. “I must apologize, I have been absorbed in my own thoughts of my continued revenge to find out who was the actual one responsible for my parents' demise, for the ultimate betrayal. Now that I have these powers to transform into a bird and fly as well as the change to the mighty Phoenix, I have forgotten all that you and Edwina are dealing with. Of course, I will stand by your side for whatever you need. I’ve waited this long; a while longer won’t hurt me. I actually had plans that included you going with me on a short trip — perhaps not so brief — but now is not the time. We would go to Ireland; I’m told it is beautiful. With both our powers, I’m sure that would not be impossible.”
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