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Chapter One
 
My best friend Annabelle Preston stared at the trash can. “I’m sorry, Hallie, but that is the most disgusting-looking pancake I’ve ever seen.” 
Running a bed-and-breakfast wasn’t as easy as I’d thought it would be—technically, I’d never had a real guest. It seemed as if every paranormal ne’er-do-well within five hundred miles was headed for LaVeau Manor. Why couldn’t I have just one real guest? 
Maybe it was for the best. I had the big house with plenty of rooms, but I had zero talent when it came to the breakfast part. That was why I’d decided to try a little magic spell to help me out. Unfortunately, I wasn’t great in the witchcraft department either. My skills were improving though, so that was why I’d decided to give witchcraft another try this morning. A new uninvited guest had arrived yesterday and I knew she would want food this morning. 
I should have just stuck with the store-bought pastries. But no, I wanted to be the witchy version of Martha Stewart. I tossed the blackened pancake into the trash along with my fantasy. 
Some people thought Annabelle and I were sisters since we had the same shoulder-length blonde hair and blue eyes. We had a lot in common, but Annabelle had way more skills in the kitchen. Annabelle had a creative flair that I lacked as well. She would deny that, but her home décor and fashion said otherwise.
I wiped my hands on my orange and black polka-dot apron. “Gee, why don’t you tell me how you really feel?” 
She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and squeezed. “Don’t feel bad, you have other talents. After all, you are the leader of the Underworld now. And that’s kind of cool. “ 
“Yeah, when angry witches or nasty demons aren’t trying to kill me, it’s not so bad.”
My name is Halloween LaVeau. I’d recently inherited my great-aunt Maddy’s big old house, LaVeau Manor, built in the 1800s. At the young age of one hundred and twenty, Maddy LaVeau had traveled to the other side. She’d left a mysterious message in her will about me “taking my place in the world.” I’d had no idea she’d meant being the leader of the Underworld. 
The manor hadn’t been all that had been passed down to me. After a couple weeks in the house I’d discovered a mysterious book in the attic that had been the source of more than a few problems in my life as of late. Which brought me to my current predicament. 
A guest had shown up last night. But she was no ordinary guest. I supposed she was actually not a guest at all. Charlie Scott had been sent by the Underworld board members to investigate me.
“Maybe we can give your guest cereal for breakfast.” Annabelle opened a cabinet door and scanned the contents. 
“I have a strawberry Pop-Tart left from the other day,” I offered. 
Annabelle turned to face me. “We’ll just have to do this the old-fashioned way. Your cooking isn’t so bad without magic. I’ve seen you successfully make pancakes.” 
“By successfully you mean they weren’t as black as the one I just tossed in the garbage?” 
She grabbed the spatula. “Yes, that’s what I meant.” 
“I suppose some breakfast is better than no breakfast at all.” I pulled a grapefruit from the refrigerator and grabbed a knife from the drawer.
Annabelle began stirring the pancake mix the old-fashioned way, by hand, with no magic. I’d so hoped to make a special breakfast this morning. Something that made it look as if I had awesome skills in the kitchen. Sure, I wanted to impress my non-guest because she had been sent here to check up on my witchcraft talent. Who wouldn’t want to show off under those circumstances?
Annabelle and I had been friends for years. She wasn’t a witch like me. In fact, until recently she had been terrified of the paranormal and stayed away as much as possible. Except for me; she didn’t have a problem hanging out with me. Annabelle was supportive of me when everyone else was critical of my lousy witchcraft skills. Recently Annabelle had displayed a bit of a knack for the paranormal on her own.
She’d been helping at my mother’s shop, Bewitching Bath and Potions. Apparently Annabelle had a sixth sense about magic spells and beauty products. I wasn’t sure what that was all about, but I had encouraged her to pursue it farther. 
Annabelle flipped the pancake with the spatula while I placed the freshly cut grapefruit in a bowl. “See, you have a talent for cutting fruit,” she said. 
I scowled. “Don’t patronize me.” 
She placed the pancake on the plate. “Of course not. I would never.” 
My stomach growled when I looked at her perfect stack of pancakes. Visions of sinking my fork into the butter- and syrup-covered fluffiness flashed in my mind.
Noise sounded from upstairs and I knew my guest was on her way down. I had had a revolving door of weird and unwanted guests lately and this was just another one to add to the list. When one guest left, another one was right there to take their place. But these weren’t paying guests… no, this was always something to do with the book. 
When I’d found the Book of Mystics I’d become the leader of the Underworld. And it wasn’t by choice either, although I could have refused the title. But I’d decided that I would give it a try.
The footsteps drew closer. Annabelle and I exchanged a glance. When I turned to face the door that led from the kitchen into the hallway, I saw Charlie walking our way.
“Okay, here she comes,” I whispered. 
“Remember to be nice,” Annabelle warned.
“Aren’t I always?” 
Annabelle snorted. 
Pluto the black cat had lived at LaVeau Manor with my great-aunt, but now the cat allowed me to live in the house as long as I provided her favorite fishy treats. She meowed as she watched Charlie approach. 
“I know, Pluto, I wonder what she’s doing here too,” I said as I rubbed the cat’s head. 
Charlie had long wavy dark hair and big brown eyes. This morning she wore black pants, a black sweater and leopard-print heels. Pluto shot out of the kitchen and past Charlie, hissing on her way.   
“Good morning, Charlie. I made breakfast for you.” I waved toward the tray of pancakes. 
Annabelle coughed. 
“Well, Annabelle made breakfast for you.” 
Charlie looked at the plate on the kitchen counter. The quirk of her eyebrow let me know that she wasn’t too impressed. I had told Annabelle I would be nice and that was what I was going to try to do. After all, I was suspicious of Charlie’s reasons for being here, so I could have easily given her the cold shoulder and no one would have blamed me. Charlie claimed that the national witches’ board wanted to investigate my powers. But I wasn’t sure I believed that.
As the leader of the Underworld I hadn’t thought I’d have to deal with being investigated, but I guessed the witches just didn’t fully trust me yet. Maybe that would come with time. For now, I just had to keep doing what was right, or at least what felt right. I had no idea what the leader of the Underworld was supposed to do, but I tried to learn every day. I’d decided to give it my all. 
Charlie stepped over to the tray with the food. “I’m not that hungry actually.” She picked up the glass of orange juice. “Just some juice would be fine.” She took a drink. 
Annabelle shrugged when I looked at her. 
I picked up the plate. “In that case, I’ll just eat the pancakes myself.” 
Annabelle snickered. Charlie stared at me as I crammed a huge bite of the pancakes into my mouth. Syrup dripped off the fork. 
After I finished chewing, I asked, “So what happens now? How long will you be staying? I have to know so that I can make arrangements for your stay.” 
Had I come off as rude with that question? That wasn’t my intent, but if that was the way she took it there was nothing I could do about it. 
Charlie set her glass onto the counter. “I will investigate as much as the board wants me to. So I guess I’ll hang around for a while. Maybe a week or more.” 
A week or more? Was she out of her mind? I had hoped she would have said a day or two at the most. What could she possibly investigate for that long? I could tell her all she needed to know in five minutes and then she could be on her merry way. 
I licked syrup from the fork and then said, “That seems like quite a while to investigate.” 
Annabelle coughed again. Apparently my tone had changed from fabulous hostess to cranky witch. 
Charlie strolled around the kitchen with a cat-like prowl, studying the jars and bottles I had sitting around. My great-aunt had left her potions and herbs for me. 
On the far wall of the kitchen was a large stone fireplace complete with my very own black cauldron. I’d recently gotten a lot more use out of the thing, something that had made my mother proud. At first, I’d always preferred to use a saucepan on top of the stove for my spells. That fact alone had made my mother spend many hours speaking to a therapist. She always said it was no wonder the coven didn’t take me seriously. I’d never wanted to drag out a heavy steel cauldron for a potion that wasn’t going to work. Maybe those days were gone for good now. 
The sun shone brightly through the back door window, casting a golden hue around the room. The kitchen was all shades of white with various apothecary jars sitting on shelves and covering the spaces around the room. Aunt Maddy had practically every item I could ever need for a spell right there in the kitchen, along with her collection of cauldrons. 
I dropped my fork. Charlie was making me anxious and I wanted her out of my kitchen. 
Finally, I said, “So can you tell me which spell that I performed that was wrong? What exactly put me on the board’s radar?” 
Annabelle snorted. Okay, that had been a bad question. A lot of my spells went wrong and it could have been any one of them. 
Charlie walked toward the door. Maybe she sensed that I wanted her to take her broom and fly out of there. 
She turned to face me and then said, “I’ll see what the board wants me to do.” 
I forced a smile onto my face. “Great. I’ll be expecting to hear from them soon.” 
She shook her head. “No, all the messages will come through me.” 
I stared at her. Well, we’d see about that. If this board had a problem with me, then they could talk to me face to face, each and every one of them. 
“Thanks for the juice.” She waved over her shoulder and disappeared into the other room. 
I turned to face Annabelle. “I think I handled that quite well, what about you?” 
She tucked a strand of loose hair behind her ear. “I guess for you, yes, you handled it well.” 
I’d been through a lot lately and I figured that I had kept my cool pretty well. Recently I’d learned that I could reanimate the dead. That had led to a few dearly departed souls returning from the grave with not so great outcomes. After all that, I needed a break from the stress. 
“What are you going to do now?” Annabelle asked. 
I finished off the pancakes and placed the dirty plate in the sink. “I guess I’ll give Charlie the benefit of the doubt and see what happens. I won’t let this get out of hand though.” 
“What can you do about it?” Annabelle picked at the grapefruit with a spoon.
I leaned against the counter. “I honestly have no idea. But I’ll try my best to figure it out.” 
“Just whatever you do, don’t bring back any more people from the grave.” Annabelle pointed with the spoon.
Considering I wasn’t sure how I’d done it in the past that would be kind of hard. But for Annabelle I would agree. 
“I promise to do my best,” I said with a smile. 
After placing the spoon in the sink, she grabbed her large black leather purse and pulled the strap onto her shoulder. “Okay, I am off.” 
“Where are you going?” I asked. 
She averted her eyes for a second and then said, “Your mom asked if I could help at the shop today.” 
Wow. My mother was really serious about getting Annabelle involved with the magic. I just hoped Annabelle knew what she was getting herself into. Plus, my mother could be demanding when it came to working on her beauty potions. 
I nodded. “Okay, just don’t let her make you do anything you don’t want to do.”
A huge smile spread across Annabelle’s face. “I promise I won’t.” 
Bewitching Bath and Potions was full of beauty products with a little bit of magical help added in for the customers. My mother had been stirring up the potions for years. I helped my mother at her shop, but mostly just stocking the shelves and waiting on customers. Could Annabelle really help my mother with the spells? She’d never shown an interest in magic before, but maybe this was her special talent. Like I’d told her, I just didn’t want my mother to push her to do something she didn’t want to do. 
I walked with Annabelle through the house and to the front door. Our footsteps echoed across the stunning hardwood floors. Every room had intricate wood details and tall ceilings. 
It hadn’t been long ago that I couldn’t even convince Annabelle to come inside the manor. She’d claimed the place was too creepy. I had to admit the home made a picture-perfect haunted house. With the long driveway, iron gates, and three stories of creepiness, it looked like it could be home to numerous ghosts and many other paranormal creatures. But the more Annabelle came around, the more comfortable she’d become. I’d even gotten her up into the spooky attic where I’d found the book. 
This place was home for me now and I’d gotten used to roaming around the giant rooms. It was imposing and a little eerie, but that just added to the charm, right? I ignored the whisperings about my great-great-great-grandfather, a famed alchemist within the witchcraft world. He had built LaVeau Manor and was rumored to have just disappeared one day, never to be heard from again. Residents of Enchantment Pointe claimed to see him from time to time floating around town. They also said he was buried in the basement, or that his old bones were stashed away in a trunk in the attic. Trust me, I’d looked for bones, as creepy as that sounded, and found no sign of my long-lost relative.
Annabelle hugged me. “I’ll see you soon.” 
I waved as she walked down the front steps. “I’ll stop by the shop soon. Tell my mom not to call me. I promise I’ll be there.”
Annabelle drove away and I turned to walk back inside. When I stepped over the threshold, a hand grabbed my shoulder from behind. 
I spun around, putting my fists in the air. Nicolas Marcos held his hands up. 
“Whoa. Don’t hit me,” he said in his usual sexy voice.
I lowered my fists. “What are you doing? Trying to scare me to death?” I looked over his shoulder. “Where did you come from?” 
“Didn’t you see my car?” He gestured with a tilt of his head. 
I looked again and spotted the black car in the driveway. How had I missed that?
 



Chapter Two
 
I’d barely opened the manor up as a bed-and-breakfast when this hunk of a man had shown up at my door. Nicolas Marcos had thick dark hair that I liked to run my fingers through. His deep blue eyes made me melt. Add to that high cheekbones and a dazzling smile and he was a total babe. Plus, he had just the right amount of masculinity and sensitivity. Yes, he had irresistible charm. 
Despite his handsome features, the night he’d appeared at the manor I’d wondered if he was a serial killer. Trying to escape from the trunk of his car wouldn’t be my idea of a fun date. So I’d proceeded with caution. I hadn’t wanted to let his good looks sway my better judgment. 
Lucky for me, I’d taken the chance and allowed Nicolas to rent a room. As it turned out, he wasn’t here for the Continental breakfast. His mother had been the leader of the Underworld until she’d been murdered by her sister. He’d come to find the Book of Mystics. I’d managed to keep the book even if Nicolas had wanted to get rid of it. 
“I met with a few of the coven members,” Nicolas said as he followed me into the parlor.
“They’ve taken to you quickly. I think it’s your good looks.” I winked.
Nicolas laughed.
“See, even your laugh is impossible to resist.”
“Now you’re making me blush,” he said. 
Nicolas hadn’t been the only one to show up. I’d found another mysterious man on my doorstep like a lost little kitten. Liam Rankin was Nicolas’ half-brother. The men looked almost like twins. Imagine how I’d felt when two gorgeous men had stumbled into my life. I’d had my suspicions right away that it wasn’t a coincidence. 
The brothers hadn’t exactly been on the best of terms at the time, since Liam had been in charge of guarding Nicolas’ mother at the time for her death. Needless to say that had caused a lot of tension in their relationship. Liam at first had wanted the book too. I had been so confused I hadn’t known who to trust. I’d been stuck in the middle of their rocky relationship. 
Things were a little better between them at the moment. Liam was now the coven leader for New Orleans. After the last coven leader had tried to kill us, I’d figured it was a wise idea to replace him. Nicolas was now the leader of the local Enchantment Pointe coven. That was where I lived. We were a short drive from New Orleans. 
It had been tough to decide between the men. There had been a spark with each of them. They looked alike, but their personalities were opposite. Nicolas was more secure, level-headed and a good listener, not to mention romantic. Liam was the wild one, a loner, but there was an underlying passion in him that I knew he tried to keep hidden. I wasn’t sure why he did this and I doubted he would ever open up to me. 
Nicolas and Liam weren’t just witches, they were vampires too. They’d been turned years ago. This was something that they hadn’t told me right away. I’d had to learn the hard way. Things had been looking up though. That was until Charlie had shown up.
“Would you like breakfast?” I asked, hoping he would say no. I didn’t want to embarrass myself with the burnt pancakes again. 
Nicolas looked up at the staircase. “Coffee would be good.”
I assumed he was looking for Charlie. He’d been here when she’d shown up last night. 
I motioned toward the kitchen. We could discuss her arrival in the other room without her overhearing the conversation. Nicolas followed me through the house. When we reached the kitchen, I pulled a mug from the cabinet and poured the coffee in. Vampires could eat and drink the same as normal humans. None of this blood-only stuff.
Golden beams of sunlight bounced off the white walls. It was a good thing Nicolas wasn’t bothered much by the sun. As soon as I handed Nicolas the mug he placed it on the counter and then grabbed me in a hug. Nicolas lowered his lips on mine and planted a hot, passionate kiss on me. After a minute, he stepped back and gazed into my eyes. Nicolas’ expression usually held a hint of dark mystery and now was no different. Of course I was still in my just-been-kissed daze, so I could have been wrong. 
“I’ve been waiting all morning to do that,” he said, touching my mouth with his index finger. He traced the curves of my lips. 
I smiled. “Lucky me.” 
He held my hand and we moved over to the small white wooden table. Nicolas pulled out a chair for me and I sat down. 
“Tell me what’s happening,” he said as he retrieved the mug and sat across from me. 
I didn’t even know where to begin. There was something about Charlie that didn’t seem right, but I couldn’t accurately describe this feeling. It was different from when I’d reanimated people. I hadn’t even cast a spell when Charlie showed up, so I was almost sure that wasn’t it this time.
“Charlie said she’s staying around for at least a week. I guess she’s waiting for this board to tell her what to do. Something seems off if you ask me and I plan to get to the bottom of it.” I tapped my fingers against the table. 
He took a drink from his mug. “You should ask to meet the board.” 
“Yes, I will.” I watched as Nicolas took another drink. “I just think it is odd that she would show up now. I mean, I was messing up spells from the first moment I got my hands on that book. This shouldn’t be news to anyone.” 
It was hard for me to admit this, but I had to face reality. Nicolas already knew that my magic wasn’t the greatest. That didn’t seem to matter to him though. It seemed as if he liked me for me, not whether I could cast a spell or wield a wand. 
“They spoke with my mother when she was the leader,” Nicolas said. 
“What did they say?” I asked.
“She told them she wasn’t going to let them bully her.” 
I picked at the hem of my shirt and then finally met his gaze. “She was right about that.” 
“Just remember, you ultimately have control. You know you can turn down this position any time you want. Let someone else deal with the headache of being the leader.” 
“It sounds as if you’ve given that advice before.” I studied his face. 
He held the mug between his hands. “I told my mother that all the time.” 
I knew he was thinking about what had happened to his mother. I wished I could take away his pain.
I sighed. “I guess it’s something I will have to figure out.” 
“I know you will.” He squeezed my hand. 
Movement sounded from upstairs. I thought back to the time when Nicolas had first shown up and I’d heard him walking around up there in the middle of the night. It seemed like ages ago now, but in reality it had only been a few weeks. 
“I have no idea what she’s doing up there.” I gestured with a tilt of my head.
He looked up at the ceiling as if he would see her. “We’ll keep an eye on her.” 
Nicolas finished off his coffee and then pushed to his feet. “I have a meeting with the coven members in thirty minutes. Can I give you a ride to town?”
I stood. “I have a few things to do around here first. I’ll catch up with you later.”
Nicolas walked out from the kitchen and I followed him to the front door. I leaned against the doorframe as he stepped out onto the porch. He moved forward and planted another steamy kiss on me. His movements were raw and seductive as his tongue traced along my mouth. When the wooziness wore off, I looked into his eyes. 
“Just be careful here while I’m gone.” He touched my chin. 
Didn’t he trust me? How much trouble could I get into? Okay, I could get into a lot of trouble. Forget that question. I nodded and said, “I’ll stay out of trouble. I promise.” 
He smiled and then placed a feathery-light kiss on my lips. The simple touch made even my toes tingle. Nicolas turned to walk away. 
“Oh, by the way, you remember about the annual Witchy Ways Day?” I asked. 
He furrowed his brow. “What is a Witchy Ways Day?” 
I chuckled. “It’s the coven’s fundraiser. I figured someone would have told you about it. It’s held downtown and all the businesses take part. It’s like a small festival, but all the money goes to the coven for upcoming yearly costs.” 
“Well, now I know. What do I need to do?” 
“I’ll have Carol Gray get in touch with you. She took care of things in the past. Everything is pretty much ready though,” I said.
Misty Middleton, the last coven leader, had helped organize the event. Since she was no longer the leader, it would be up to Nicolas from this point forward. 
I watched as Nicolas walked to his car and climbed in. He drove down the driveway and pulled out onto the street. A wind whipped through the nearby trees, stirring the branches. The sound floated across the air almost as if a message was in the sound of the swaying leaves. I hoped it wasn’t a warning of what was to come. Shaking off the thought, I closed the door and headed across the foyer. 
I made my way through the parlor. It had a large sofa and chairs next to it for a cozy sitting area. Beyond that was the library. A large fireplace took up most of the far wall of the room. Bookshelves full of my great-aunt’s old hardbacks lined the walls. A couple of comfy chairs sat in front of the fireplace and a desk was over by the windows. A large crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling.
Getting lost in this house with so many rooms and doors was easy. I’d practically needed a map when I’d first moved in. Slowly it was beginning to feel like home. The creep factor was still there though.
My great-aunt had left her books and other belongings to me when she’d given me the manor. However, she’d never told me about the old book in the attic. I’d found that purely by accident. It was written in a foreign language that I couldn’t read, but gradually the words had appeared in English. I still wasn’t able to read the whole book yet. I hoped that the book would reveal itself to me more and more each day. My great-aunt had been friends with Nicolas’ mother and had hidden the book for her. It made me wonder if she’d known that someday I would find the book. 
Books and furniture weren’t the only things my great-aunt had left me. Her cat Pluto stared at me from the kitchen doorway, licking her paws as she watched my every move. Sometimes I could have sworn I saw her shake her head in amazement at my spellcasting mishaps. She meowed loudly at me and I hurried over to fill her dish with her favorite Wild Salmon food. She practically knocked me out of the way to get to it. I rubbed her head and headed back to the library.
As I stood in the middle of the room looking at all the hardback books lining the shelves, a thought popped into my head. I’d told Nicolas I wouldn’t get into trouble, and I fully intended on keeping that promise, but I couldn’t put off doing spells forever. If I could just find a spell that would help me see more clearly what was going on around me… 
I’d left the book securely locked in my bedroom. After repeated attempts from demons, witches, and vampires to get it from me I wasn’t taking any more chances. I made my way up the winding staircase toward my bedroom on the second floor. After unlocking the door, I slipped inside. 
My bedroom had a large mahogany bed set in the middle of my room, placed against the far wall. I had painted the room a rich cream color. A gorgeous deep purple velvet chaise took up space in the corner of the room by the window. A floor-to-ceiling bookshelf was to the left of the door. I displayed my small collection of witch figurines along with my large book collection on the shelves. The white down comforter on the bed called my name. After retrieving the book from the locked trunk at the foot of my bed, I clutched it under my arm and walked out of the room. 
I’d just stepped back into the hallway when the creak of a door caught my attention. When I looked up, I spotted Charlie heading toward me from down the hall. She flipped her dark hair over her shoulder with a flick of her wrist. Dark eyeshadow and liner covered her eyelids. Shiny gloss glistened on her lips. Her stare made me look away. I’d put her in the room at the end of the hall. There was no way I wanted her directly across from me. 
I thought about running back into my room and hiding, but Charlie spotted me right away. Besides, I couldn’t hide from her; I was the freakin’ leader of the Underworld, for witches’ sake. I needed to grow a backbone. After all, what could she do to me? Sure, the board could vote me out as leader, but what did I really care? Okay, I did care and I wasn’t sure how that whole voting-someone-out thing worked, but I digressed. I’d have to find out. But if the Underworld didn’t want me as the leader, then I sure wouldn’t stick around. 
I held the book close as Charlie approached. The tiny vibration I felt was coming from the book. I hoped it didn’t move on its own right there in front of her. 
Charlie glanced down at my book. She didn’t have to ask what it was. I knew by the look on her face that she knew. 
“Are you off to town?” I asked, trying to be polite. 
“I thought I’d go for a walk this morning. The weather is so pleasant.” She straightened her black sweater without even looking at me when she answered.
I held the book a little tighter. “Yes, the weather is lovely.” 
How long would we stand there watching each other and talking about the weather? 
“Did you speak with the board yet?” I asked, getting right to the point. 
Her stance stiffened. “Yes, I spoke with them.” 
“Good. Did you tell them that I want to meet with them? If this is just a misunderstanding, I am sure I can straighten it out. No need for you to stay here a whole week.” 
She stared at me. I guessed she took the hint that I really didn’t want her there. Under different circumstances I was sure she would have been a great guest, but considering I felt as if she was watching my every move, she should understand why I wouldn’t want her there. 
She picked at an invisible piece of lint on her sweater. “I will try to arrange a meeting.”
No, no, that wasn’t good. This wasn’t what I wanted to hear. I wasn’t asking for her to try to set up a meeting. I was telling her to setup a meeting. Apparently I needed to make that more clear. 
I shifted the book to my other arm. “Actually, I am telling you to set up the meeting.” 
Her eyes narrowed and her nostrils might have flared a little. For a moment she didn’t speak, then finally she said, “I’ll set the meeting up right away.” 
Maybe she would, but she wasn’t happy about it.
 



Chapter Three
 
Leaving Charlie standing in the foyer, I walked away. I’d almost made it back to the kitchen when I heard the front door open and close. I assumed it was Charlie going out for her walk. 
I knew that I’d made her mad, but right now I couldn’t worry about that. I just couldn’t let someone come into the manor and start bossing me around. I wanted to know who this board was and what they wanted with me. Either tell me why or let it go. 
I stepped into the kitchen. My favorite place to cast spells.
Now that I was alone it would allow me time to concentrate on my magic. I still wasn’t sure that I would find a spell that I needed in the book. I could try a spell on my own, but I wasn’t sure that would work out so well. I’d just now gotten the witches around Enchantment Pointe to stop complaining about me. I used to interfere with their spells every time I attempted one of my own. 
I placed the book on the table and rolled up the sleeves of my sweater. It was time to get down to business.
A rich scent of leather stirred in the air around me as I flipped open the book and waited. In the past it had turned the pages on its own, as if telling me which spell I needed to cast. That hadn’t necessarily worked out for the best though. Yet here I was trying to do the same thing again. I’d thought I would have learned my lesson by now. Apparently, I wanted to live dangerously. But seriously, I felt I had better control over the spells that I cast now. This time I would get it right. I had to keep a positive attitude. 
I tapped my foot against the floor, waiting for the book. Just when I was about to give up, a page moved slightly. It didn’t completely turn though, so I wondered if I would be on my own for a spell this time. The book was supposed to know what I needed, right? 
The page moved again and this time it did turn. The wind whipped through the kitchen with a force so strong that I thought it would rip the cabinets’ doors off the hinges. Yet nothing moved other than the pages. After a few seconds, the wind settled and so did the pages. I looked down at the book. Sure, it didn’t tell me what the spell was for, but I would cast it anyway.
I knew this was probably a bad idea, but I just couldn’t help myself. I had to know what would happen. I peered down at the ingredients for the spell and then moved around the room gathering the items. Mint, cinnamon, bay leaves, and salt were all that I needed. It said I had to place the items in the cauldron. I lit the fire underneath and spoke the words. I called to the elements of the earth, air, fire, and water. 
I recited the words, “New times are upon us, let them bring peace and tranquility.” 
Energy pulsated around me. Lights in shades of red, green, and yellow swirled up from the water, making a crackling and bubbling sound.  
The water had just stopped bubbling when a knock sounded at the door. This was not happening again. Every time I’d used this book I’d brought an unwanted visitor. Yet I had cast another spell. I seriously needed to have my head examined by a trained professional. 
I ran over and grabbed the book, tucking it under my arm. There was no way I was leaving it out on the table so that a stranger could sneak in and snatch it up. I rushed through the house to the front door. I hoped that this time would be different. Maybe Charlie had locked herself out. 
That was what I would keep telling myself. Maybe if I thought it enough that would make it true. 
The doorbell rang again. I still couldn’t believe this was happening. My heart thumped faster as I raced toward the door. Maybe I shouldn’t even open it. If I didn’t open it, the person would simply go away. Yeah, that wasn’t likely to happen. The bell rang again. Whoever it was, they were very impatient. Didn’t they realize that it took a long time to get across this big house?
I peeked out the hole in the door and spotted a man standing in front of it. With his gray hair and wrinkles around his eyes, I figured he was in his late sixties. His bushy eyebrows were out of control and his thin mouth set in a tiny smile. He wore a brown sport coat with a wrinkled white shirt underneath and equally crumpled brown slacks. The man reminded me of what Santa would look like without the beard. 
There was no way for me to know if this man was living or not. Every other spell had brought back someone from the grave. This time probably wouldn’t be any different. I should just get it over with and answer the door.
After unlocking the door, I eased it open just enough to peek outside. If I decided he didn’t seem on the up and up, it would be easier to slam the door in his face. He looked at me and a wide smile spread across his face. His eyes twinkled in the sunlight. He really had that jolly look down. 
“Hello, dear. Is this LaVeau Manor?” He wiggled his bushy eyebrows.
Despite his cheerful demeanor I seriously considered telling him that he had the wrong house. But he would probably just figure out that I’d lied and come back. 
Finally, I said, “Yes, this is LaVeau Manor. What can I do for you?” 
I’d forgotten that I was running a bed-and-breakfast. Maybe this man was just looking for a room. He would probably think that I was terribly rude. 
“My name is Fitzgerald Flannigan. I’m looking for Halloween LaVeau.” 
And here we went. This couldn’t end well. Reluctantly I said, “I’m Halloween.” 
His smile widened, if that was even possible. “How do you do, young lady?” 
I couldn’t hide the suspicion on my face. “I’m well, thank you.” I waited for him to tell me what he wanted. He didn’t take his eyes off me.
“I suppose you’re wondering who I am.” 
I nodded. “Yes, the thought had crossed my mind.” 
He chuckled. “I’m your uncle. I spoke with your mother and she said I should come right over and get a room for the evening. You see, I’m passing through Enchantment Pointe.” 
I stared at him for a moment longer, and then finally inched the door open just a smidgen more. 
“I’m your father’s brother,” he added. 
My father had been dead for years and I didn’t have contact with his side of the family. My mother had given me her last name, so I had no connections with them other than blood.
He was family though, so I supposed I should invite him in. Thank goodness the spell hadn’t produced another awakened spirit. Unless… he was really a spirit and just telling me this story. I eyed him suspiciously. I’d have to get to the bottom of this. 
“Would you like to come in?” I asked, still not sure if that was the right thing to do. 
He nodded. “I would love to.” 
He stepped just inside the door and peered around the foyer. It was a massive space with tall ceilings and a grand mahogany staircase, so there was a lot to take in.
I decided to just come out and ask this man the truth. After all, he knew we were witches. I assumed he was a witch too. It wasn’t a big secret. “Are you sure you’re not dead?” I asked. 
Okay, maybe I could have worded the question better. 
His eyebrows came together in a frown, like two caterpillars racing toward each other. “I’m very much alive.” 
“What I mean is I have recently animated a few dearly departed souls and I just wondered if maybe you were one of them.” I hoped I hadn’t offended him. “It’s not because you look dead or anything,” I said, putting my foot further into my mouth. 
“Well, of course I’m not dead.” He patted his stomach. “I’m very much alive.” 
“Sorry, I just had to make sure.” 
He smiled. “It’s understandable, dear. Think nothing of it.” 
“Would you like to come into the parlor?” I gestured toward the room. 
“I would like that very much, thank you.” He followed along behind me as I led the way from the foyer. 
I pointed toward the sofa. “If you’d like to have a seat.” 
He sat on the left side. “My feet were beginning to kill me.” 
“Did you walk here?” I asked. 
“I got a ride for part of the way.” He took in the contents of the room. 
This just added to my questions. Who had given him a ride? How far had he traveled? All questions I would have to ask. I wouldn’t bombard him with the interrogation all at once though. I would ask little by little. I’d discovered I got more questions answered that way. 
“Would you like something to drink or eat?” I asked. 
His eyes lit up. “Yes to both, if you don’t mind.”
“Well what kind of hostess would I be if I didn’t offer?” I smiled. 
This was my chance to sneak in a call to my mom. Had she really sent him here?
After slipping off to the kitchen to retrieve my phone, I dialed her number. I still had the book with me. There was no way it was getting out of my sight. I set it on the table long enough to grab the refreshments. While the phone rang, I grabbed sweet tea from the refrigerator and a glass from the cabinet. It was all I had to offer him at the moment. 
“Where are you?” my mother asked when she picked up. 
“Who is Fitzgerald Flannigan and why did you send him to my home?” I whispered. 
“Oh, he made it. Good. I was worried about him.” 
She said this so casually, as if sending strangers to my home was perfectly normal.
“Is he really my uncle?” I placed the glass of tea on a tray. 
“Of course. Do you think I would send a stranger there?” 
Well, technically I had opened a bed-and-breakfast, so the answer to that question was yes, but that was neither here nor there.
“Have you even heard of this uncle? Why have I never heard of him?” I pulled chocolate-chip cookies from the jar and placed them on a plate. 
“To be fair, honey, you haven’t heard of a lot of your relatives on your father’s side. Now I’m no fan of that side of your family, but Fitzgerald was the nicest one of the whole bunch. So yes, I have heard of him.” 
“Why is he in town?” I placed the plate of cookies onto the tray next to the glass of tea. 
“Actually, I don’t think he told me. He just said he was passing through.” 
A lot of good she was. Didn’t she know she was supposed to ask more questions than that? 
“Okay. I guess I’ll have to find out exactly what he wants.” 
“You think he wants something?” she asked. 
“Mother, dear sweet gullible Mother, of course he wants something. You don’t just show up out of the blue after all these years and not want something. Especially after I just inherited this manor. I’d bet my best pair of black boots that he is up to something.” 
She sighed. “Well, when are you coming into the shop?” 
“As soon as I find out what this sneak wants.” I hung up the phone, put the book back under my arm, and grabbed the tray. 
When I reached the parlor, Fitzgerald was standing by the window. He didn’t turn around to face me, so I figured he hadn’t heard me approach. 
“Here you are,” I said. 
He turned around and beamed at me. “Lovely, dear. Thank you.” 
With the book still tucked under my arm, I placed the tray on the table and handed him the glass. “Sorry I didn’t have anything else. It’s time for a trip to the grocery.” 
He took a drink from the glass. “This is just fine. You’ll never catch me turning down a glass of sweet tea.” 
His words brought back memories of my grandmother complaining that my father’s side of the family drank bats’ blood. At the time that had scared me to death. Now I knew she’d just been saying it because she didn’t like them.
I studied him as he picked up a cookie and ate it in two bites. He smiled and then took another drink of tea. When he didn’t offer to discuss the reason for his visit, I figured I would just have to come right out and ask him. 
“Why are you here?” I sat in the chair and placed the book on my lap.
He didn’t seem surprised that I asked. He set the glass back on the tray. “I have business in New Haven. I’m helping an old friend with work on his home. On my way I decided I would visit. Far too many years have passed since I saw you. I didn’t want to let another year go by without getting to know you.” 




Chapter Four
 
I supposed Fitzgerald’s excuse sounded legitimate, but all the supernatural shenanigans had left me suspicious. Why after all this time did he want to make contact with me now? Was it because of the book? I still held the tome under my arm and needed to put it back. I’d caught Fitzgerald looking at the book a couple of times, but I wasn’t about to tell him what it was. That was for me to know and for him not to find out. 
“Will you be staying long?” I asked. 
“Well, I have a bit of time before my friend needs me there. I was hoping I could stay for a week, if that’s okay with you.” He flashed that smile again. 
A whole week? I didn’t even know this man. What would I talk to him about for a whole week? But how could I say no? 
I forced a smile on my face. “Sure that would be fine.” 
He reached down, grabbed his glass, and took the last drink. 
“You must be tired. I can show you to your room.” I pushed to my feet. 
Fitzgerald stood from the sofa. “I don’t want you to go to any trouble for me and I fully intend to pay you for the room.” 
He was family, so I supposed I couldn’t accept the money. Although I could really use it. “You don’t have to pay. I couldn’t charge family.” 
He waved his hands. “No, I insist. I will be insulted if you don’t take the money.” 
I nodded. “Okay, if you insist. Follow me.” I motioned over my shoulder. 
We’d just made it through the foyer to the staircase when the front door burst open as if a tornado had flown through. The loud bang made me jump and I clutched my chest. Charlie furrowed her perfectly sculpted eyebrows, looking at me as if I was insane. I’d forgotten all about her—too bad she’d returned. 
She looked at Fitzgerald and then back at me. 
“Hello, Charlie. You startled me,” I said. 
She looked from me to my uncle again. “Sorry about that.” 
I forced a smile. “That’s okay. This is my uncle Fitzgerald Flannigan. Fitzgerald, this is Charlie. She’s a guest here at LaVeau Manor.” 
Charlie looked him up and down and then smiled. “Good afternoon.” 
“It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He leaned forward with a little bow. 
“I didn’t know you would have any more guests,” she said. 
I frowned. “Well, it is a bed-and-breakfast.” What did she expect? 
She waved her hand. “Of course, how silly of me.” 
Okay, now I knew she was just putting on an act. “If you’ll excuse us, I’m showing him to his room.” 
She smiled. “Of course. I’m going to my room too.” 
I still had the book under my arm and that was making me nervous. Before anyone had a chance to take it from me, I had to get it locked away soon. We trailed up the staircase with me leading the way. 
Each step of the elaborate staircase was steep, narrow and creaked ominously under my feet. We reached the top of the stairs at the second floor. I decided to put Fitzgerald in the room at the end of the hall across from Charlie. 
Charlie smiled as she walked by and toward her room. “It was nice to meet you, Fitzgerald.” 
“Likewise, young lady.” He blew her a little kiss.
I needed to tell him that she was not a normal guest. And he certainly needed to tone down the flirting. But that would have to come later. 
I opened the door to the room and gestured for my uncle to step inside. The room had a white iron bed situated in the middle. It was covered by a blue and white quilt. There were white end tables on each side with matching lamps. The sun flooded the room from the two windows on the far wall, letting in ample light. 
“This will be just fine,” he said as he pushed down on the mattress. 
“Do you have luggage?” I hadn’t even thought about that until now. 
He sat on the bed and bounced a couple times. “Oh yes, I left it on the porch. I’ll go down there and get it.” 
I waved my hand. “I can get it for you. In the meantime, there are towels in the bathroom. Just let me know if you need anything else. I hate to run, but my mother is expecting me at her shop. I’ll be leaving in the next thirty minutes.” 
Fitzgerald stretched out on the bed, folding his hands behind his head. “Yes, please do whatever you need to. I’ll be just fine. I’ll probably take a little nap.” 
“Do you need anything else?” I asked. 
“Nothing at all. Everything is as perfect as a witch’s hat on Halloween night.”
I shook my head and stepped out into the hallway. He followed me like an excited two-year-old. Just then Charlie emerged from her room and moved down the hallway toward us. She was looking right at us. More so at Fitzgerald than me. For a split second I thought her eyes glowed green, almost as if she was casting a spell. Why would she do that? Surely I had imagined it. However, I wondered what she truly wanted now. She was bound to be up to something. The sooner I got her out of my life the better off I’d be. 
I focused my attention on my uncle again. “As I was saying, do you need anything else?” 
Fitzgerald looked toward Charlie and then back at me again. “You know, now that I think of it I could use a ride into town.” 
Charlie was right behind me now. “I’m sorry, I’m not trying to interfere in your private conversation, but I’m going into town. I can give your uncle a ride.” 
I forced a smile. “That won’t be necessary. I am going into town right now.”
Uncle Fitzgerald waved his hand. “Nonsense, I don’t want to trouble you. I know you are late to the shop. I can ride with Charlie.” 
I looked from Fitzgerald to Charlie. “It’s no trouble.” 
“I insist that I ride with this nice young lady.” 
Why didn’t he want to ride with me? Had he heard that my driving was bad? This was odd.
“Are you ready to go?” Charlie asked with a huge smile. 
Uncle Fitzgerald walked past me and Charlie looped her arm through his. 
“I’ll just set my bag downstairs until I come back, if that’s okay,” he said. “I don’t want to make an extra trip up the stairs right now.”
Charlie waved her hand. “That will be fine with Hallie, right?” 
I smiled. “Yes, of course.” 
Since when did she tell me what would be fine? Of course it was fine, but she didn’t know that. I followed the pair down the steps and to the front door. Charlie swung open the massive mahogany door as if she owned the place.
“I’ll see you later, dear,” Fitzgerald said as he walked out the door. 
They drove away in Charlie’s white Toyota Camry. All I could do was watch. She drove through the gates of LaVeau Manor and turned onto the street. Next they were out of sight. The pair seemed like old friends rather than a couple who had just met. I wondered what they would do once they reached town. Regardless, I needed to go there myself. 
I still had the book under my arm, so I hurried up the steps to my room so that I could lock it away. Once I’d placed the book in the trunk, I hopped in the shower and then slipped into a pair of jeans and a green sweater. I put on the brown high-heeled boots my mother had given me last year and grabbed my purse.
Once behind the wheel of my car, I headed toward town. I was still trying to figure out why my uncle was hanging out with Charlie. I was probably reading too much into it, but I still thought they had made friends way too soon. Fitzgerald claimed he wanted to get to know me more, so why the first chance he got to go somewhere with me did he take off with a stranger? That was only a question he could answer. But right now I didn’t even feel like asking. I would let it go. 
Within a short time, I had navigated the streets of historic Enchantment Pointe and reached my mother’s shop. The historic section of town housed all the specialty shops and boutiques. The main road ran along the river, twisting and turning. A stone wall surrounded the outer edge of town with cobblestone sidewalks and wrought-iron accents sprinkled around.
I pulled up to the nearest parking space in front and jumped out. I couldn’t wait to tell my mother about what had happened now. Would she think it was as strange as I did? 
Her store had a large sign that hung above the door that read in fancy black letters, ‘Bewitching Bath and Potions.’ Her place was in an old brick building that had been around since the 1800s. There was a Sit-a-Spell Bakery on one side and an antique shop on the other.
Annette LaVeau made all the items right there in her shop. Her merchandise included soaps, lotions, scrubs, and bath salts. She had a special knack for mixing scents—magical oils were her specialty. She was a workaholic when it came to her business: sections of the store were designated for specific items, and you’d better not get them out of place either. Fragrances, oils, powders and herbs on the right. Soaps, shower gels, lotions, shampoos and conditioners on the left.
When I pushed through the door, I spotted Annabelle behind the counter. Fat bars of sunlight streamed through the windows and brightened the already white space.
She smiled when she saw me walking her way. A large pot surrounded by ingredients covered the space in front of her. “Am I glad you’re here.”
Uh-oh. I hoped my mother hadn’t given her too much trouble.
My mother popped out from behind the curtain that led from the back of the store. 
“Welcome to Bewitching…” She stopped when she realized it was me. “Oh, it’s just you.”
One. Two. Yes, both her eyebrows were in place. Her blonde hair was pulled up into a twist at the back of her head. She wore a bright pink blouse with matching pants. Her makeup was perfect, even her eyebrows, which was no easy feat since I’d accidentally scorched one off in a botched magic spell. Lucky for me my mother reserved reminding me about scaring her for life to mostly just family functions.
“Where is he?” My mother looked over my shoulder.
“You mean my long-lost uncle? He left with that investigator Charlie.” I tapped my fingers against the counter and gave her that stern look I’d gotten from her over the years. 
My mother quirked her one real eyebrow. “Where did they go?” 
I shrugged. “They said they were coming to town, but I’m not sure why.” I picked up a new lavender-scented soap my mother had made. 
My mother wiped her hands on her apron. “I have to tell you that your uncle is weird.” 
“This is not a surprise to me now that I’ve met him,” I said. 
“He sounds eccentric,” Annabelle said as she poured a potion into the cauldron. She looked like an old pro back there behind the counter. 
“The whole family is strange.” My mother threw spices into the cauldron, causing yellow sparks to fly into the air. 
While I did agree with her about the odd Flannigan family, I couldn’t help but remember that some of their weird blood coursed through my veins. 
The bell over the door jingled and we turned to see who had entered. A smile spread across Uncle Fitzgerald’s face from ear to ear as he walked toward us. 
“Speak of the devil,” Annabelle said under her breath. 
I didn’t even want to think of devils after recently dealing with demons. Where was Charlie? Fitzgerald could have just caught a ride with me if she was just going to dump him. I wasn’t so sure he should be walking around by himself. Fitzgerald looked like the type who could easily find himself in trouble. As a matter of fact, I bet trouble followed him everywhere he went. 
“Good afternoon, beautiful ladies. I thought I’d stop in and see how things were going.” He picked up a bottle of magical shampoo and studied the label. “Does this stuff work?”
My mother closed the distance between them and took the bottle from his hands. “Of course it works. What kind of place do you think I’m running here?” 
He seemed unfazed by her comment as he moved on to the wall with various soaps. I exchanged looks with Annabelle and my mother. 
“Uncle Fitzgerald, where is Charlie?” I asked. 
He looked at me, perplexed. “Who?” 
“The woman who drove you to town?” 
This time he stared at me blankly, but then finally said, “Oh, yes, she dropped me off at the bakery and I walked over here.”
I nodded. “I thought you were going to hang out with her.” 
“Hang out?” he asked with a quirked bushy brow. “No. I don’t think she wants to hang out with an old man like me.” He held his belly as he laughed. “I’d just slow her down.” 
“Where did she go?” I peeked out the window, thinking I might see her. 
He looked at a lavender and vanilla face-moisturizing cream. “You know, I need some of this for my wrinkles.” Uncle Fitz pointed at the wrinkles around his eyes.
Annabelle giggled. 
“Uncle Fitzgerald, where is Charlie?” I asked again. 
“Oh, I don’t know, she didn’t say.” 
I might not know where she was, but she would no doubt be back at LaVeau Manor soon. 
“Say, I have a good idea,” he said with a point of his finger. 
“What’s that?” I frowned. I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear this idea of his. 
“How about I cook dinner for everyone? I am a fantastic cook. I can whip up something great.” He flashed a smile at us. 
I looked at Annabelle and my mother. 
“That’s such a sweet gesture, Fitzgerald,” my mother said. “We’d love to.” 
“Sure, that would be great, Fitzgerald.” That was awfully sweet of him. 
“I suppose I will need a ride home though, Hallie. I’m not sure Charlie will be back this way for some time.” He sniffed another bottle of lotion. 
“Okay, sure, Uncle Fitz,” I said.
Fitzgerald was simply too long. From this point forward he would be Fitz. He didn’t seem to notice or care.
“I’ll just pick up a few things from the store.” He waved as he ambled out the store. “It won’t take me long. I enjoy the walk. I’ll be back soon.” He mumbled to himself as he walked out the door. “I’ll need chicken, rice, asparagus…” 
After a couple hours, Uncle Fitz met me back at the store and after loading the groceries into the car, we headed toward the manor. My mother and Annabelle were coming by later. This should make for an interesting evening.
 



Chapter Five
 
Uncle Fitz and I traveled the streets of Enchantment Pointe back to the manor. Clouds were forming in the distance and I expected it would rain soon. After parking in front, I hurried out of the car and grabbed the bags before Uncle Fitz had a chance to get them. A stone fence separated my property from the main road, and a crushed pebble circle drive spanned the length of the manor. Walls of trees flanked both sides of the property all the way down to the river. The massive structure towered over me. Branches on the old oak trees swayed in the wind, as if waving a warning. There was an undeniable essence of mystery about the house. I suspected that the place held secrets other than the Book of Mystics, things that I hadn’t even begun to discover. 
I carried the groceries into the house, but Uncle Fitz wouldn’t allow me in the kitchen to help with dinner. He insisted that he prepare the meal entirely by himself. 
The sun dipped toward the horizon, the last faint color of the day lingering in the sky. It would be dark soon. The clouds rolled in closer. My stomach rumbled and I wondered how much longer he would be. I paced in the parlor, listening for a fire or explosion from the kitchen. So far I’d only heard the clatter from a few pots and pans. Nicolas, Annabelle, and my mother would be here soon. So far, Charlie hadn’t shown up. I’d told Uncle Fitz to set a place for her just in case she came back in time for dinner.
A hand wrapped around my shoulder and I spun around ready to kick whoever was behind me in the groin. 
Nicolas held his hands up. “Whoa. It’s just me.” 
I lowered my fists. “Sorry. I’m still a little jumpy.” 
He pulled me close, pressing his hard chest against mine. “It’s understandable. After all that’s happened.” 
Pans clattered in the kitchen. 
“What’s going on in there?” he asked. 
“My uncle is making dinner for everyone.” 
Nicolas nodded. “Interesting. And who is this uncle?”
“My father’s brother. I don’t really know him, but my mother vouched for him.”
Nicolas looked in the direction of the kitchen. Of course he couldn’t see all the way in there.
Nicolas patted his flat stomach. “Am I invited to dinner?” 
“Of course. I thought I told you.” 
“No, you asked what time I would be here, but you didn’t mention dinner.” Nicolas peered toward the kitchen. “Is he using magic in there?” 
I shrugged. “I don’t know. As long as it’s taking him, I hope he’s not using magic because he’s worse than me.” 
“Do you know what he’s cooking?” Nicolas asked. 
“I have no idea, but I’m starving so I hope it won’t be much longer.” 
Nicolas looked at his gold wristwatch. “Is it just the three of us for dinner?” 
“Annabelle and my mother are coming over. Charlie hasn’t been back since she left earlier today. She dropped off Uncle Fitz and I brought him back home with me. I certainly don’t mind that she has been gone this long though.”
Nicolas leaned down to kiss me, but before his lips reached mine my phone rang, interrupting the moment. 
He groaned and whispered, “Don’t answer that.” 
“It might be my mother. If I don’t answer she’ll just keep calling until I do.” 
He kept his arms around me for a moment and then released. “You’re right. My lips will be waiting for you,” he said with a smile. 
“I’ll hold you to that.” I winked. 
I rushed across the room and retrieved my cell phone from my purse. My stomach danced a little when I saw the number on the screen. I hadn’t meant for that reaction, but nonetheless, it had happened. Why was Liam calling? Just to say hello or was something wrong? It was bad that now every time he called I worried that there was a problem. It would take a while of having quiet before I would be able to let my guard down. 
“Good evening,” I said when I answered the phone. 
“Are you home?” Liam asked. 
His voice sounded anything but calm. Panic surged through me. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked. 
“Are you home?” Liam repeated. 
“Yes, I’m home. Why do you ask?” I glanced at Nicolas to see if he was watching me.
The doorbell rang, making me jump just a little bit. 
“Do you want me to get that?” Nicolas mouthed. 
“Meet me at your front door,” Liam said. 
“What? Is that you at my front door?” I asked as I moved across the room toward the door. 
Nicolas followed behind me. I was still holding the phone up to my ear when I opened the front door. Liam Rankin was standing in front of me also with his phone up to his ear. 
“I guess we can hang up now, right?” I pointed to my phone. 
He lowered his and I did the same. 
Liam looked even more like his brother tonight because they wore the same color shirt and pants. Did they coordinate their outfits? Highly unlikely. Anyone who looked at the men knew instantly that they were brothers. Liam’s handsome features were highlighted by the glowing light from by the front door. His shirt stretched across his chest showcasing his muscular chest. 
Liam looked over my shoulder at Nicolas and then back at me. I’d seen the look on Liam’s face before and it wasn’t a good sign. Something told me he wasn’t there to deliver good news. I should have known something was about to happen. I felt that weird vibe in the air again. It always materialized when something was wrong. 
“What is wrong?” I asked. 
“I tried to call you earlier but you never answered. That’s why I drove up here.” Liam shoved his phone into his pocket. 
I wondered why he had driven all the way from New Orleans. It was about an hour away. I’d never heard my phone ring. Maybe I’d accidentally turned it off. No, because he’d called just now so that wasn’t possible. Something weird was going on around here again. I had a feeling it had to do with Charlie’s arrival. The timing was just too perfect. 
“I just got a call. Charlie is missing.” 
I shook my head. “What do you mean?” 
“I got a call from one of the board members. He said he tried to call you but didn’t get an answer.” 
“Clearly I need to get a new cell phone provider. Or they can send me a message via carrier pigeon.”
Liam smiled and then said, “They’ve tried to contact her all day and she didn’t answer.” 
“Maybe Charlie needs a new carrier too. Seriously though, maybe the lines were down.” I stepped back so that Liam could enter.
Liam stepped through the door and glanced toward the back of the house. He probably smelled Uncle Fitz’s cooking. “Apparently Charlie was supposed to have a meeting and she missed it. They think something has happened to her.” 
I folded my arms in front of my chest. “Well, I think it’s a little too soon to think that. I saw her this morning.” 
“But you haven’t seen her since?” Liam asked. 
“Well, no, but it hasn’t been twenty-four hours,” I said. 
Liam exchanged a look from me to Nicolas. “Just to be safe I think we should look for her.” 
“I think Hallie’s right, it may be too soon to go out looking for her,” Nicolas said. 
Liam stared at him for a moment. “Just trust me on this. We should look for her.” 
Nicolas shook his head. Surprisingly Nicolas hadn’t argued the fact with his brother. That made me happy. I didn’t want the two of them to get into a fight right now. 
I would have to stop this exchange. I’d go along with what Liam said, but I didn’t know why he seemed so worried. Charlie was probably out shopping. 
“Okay, so how do we find her?” I asked. Liam must have his reasons for wanting to look for Charlie so soon. 
“Who was the last person to see her? Was it you?”
I nodded. “Yes, I saw her here this morning and then she left for town. Oh, wait. My uncle left with her this morning.” 
“Your uncle?” Liam asked with a raised eyebrow.  
“Yes, Fitzgerald Flannigan. He rode with her to town, but she dropped him off at the bakery and we haven’t seen her since.” 
“Where is your uncle now?” Liam looked over his shoulder. 
“You won’t find a car out there. He didn’t drive here.” I motioned over my shoulder. “He’s in the kitchen making dinner.” 
“Why don’t you tell us why you are so concerned with finding Charlie so soon? She’s probably just around town,” Nicolas said. 
Liam stared for a moment. The look of concern on Liam’s face was troubling. “Okay. I’ll tell you why. The board thinks that Hallie had something to do with her disappearance.” 
“What?” Nicolas and I said in unison. 
“That is crazy. You know I had nothing to do with that, right?” I looked at Liam. 
He nodded. “Of course you didn’t have anything to do with it, Hallie, but the board doesn’t know you like I do.” 
Nicolas watched Liam and I interact. I wondered if he still thought about the time I’d spent with Liam. Yes, I’d kissed Liam, but I was with Nicolas now. I knew Nicolas was thinking about my time with Liam. But knowing that the board thought I was involved in Charlie’s disappearance was disturbing. We didn’t even know that anything had happened to her, but regardless I had to find her now. 
“Did anyone drive through town to see if her car was parked somewhere?” I asked. 
“No, not that I know of,” Liam said. 
That would be the first thing to do. She was probably in town shopping and had forgotten her appointment. Something could be wrong with the cell coverage in town. It had happened before. Although the last time had been because of a spell.
Footsteps sounded from behind us and I turned around. Uncle Fitz was walking toward us. He was wearing my orange and black polka-dot apron with the ruffles on the front. Of course on me it came down to my knees. On Uncle Fitz it only covered his chest. He eyed the men and then finally offered his big smile. 
“Hello, gentlemen. I didn’t know you would have so many guests, Hallie, I hope I prepared enough dinner.” 
“I’m afraid dinner will have to wait, Uncle Fitz. We have a bit of a problem on our hands.” 
The smile disappeared from his face. “Oh, dear. Is everything okay?” He stepped closer. 
“It seems that the board is looking for Charlie. No one has talked with her since this morning. Actually you were the last person to see or talk with her.” 
“Where was the last place you saw her?” Liam asked. 
Uncle Fitz gave him a look that said, Who the hell are you? But his expression turned to sweetness again when he looked at me. 
“Sorry, Uncle Fitz, this is Liam Rankin. He is the leader of the New Orleans Coven and a friend. This is Nicolas Marcos. He is the Enchantment Pointe leader and…” Oh, now I had to actually say it in front of Liam. “Nicolas is my boyfriend.” 
I didn’t even look at either man when I said it. I just couldn’t. It had been hard enough to decide between the men. 
“Nice to meet you, gentlemen.” 
“It’s a pleasure,” Nicolas said as he shook Fitz’s hand. 
 “Good to meet you, sir,” Liam said, giving Fitz a handshake too. 
“You’ve got a good friend here with Hallie. Did her mother ever tell you about the time Hallie stripped off her clothes and ran around the yard yelling ‘I a witch, I a witch.’?” Uncle Fitz slapped his leg and laughed. “It was the funniest thing. Her mother had the hardest time catching her.” 
“Is this a recent event?” Nicolas asked, biting back his laughter. 
Of course Liam was already laughing. 
“I was two. Thank you for sharing, Uncle Fitz. Now can we get to the point?”
“Charlie dropped me off this morning at the bakery. You know they have the best éclairs I’ve ever tasted.”
I’d figured that by the way he’d had cream on his chin this morning. “Back to Charlie, Uncle Fitz.” 
He gestured with his hand. “Right. Then of course I came into your mother’s shop.” 
“We’re looking for Charlie,” I said. 
“Is she missing?” Uncle Fitz asked. 
Maybe I was being suspicious, but why had he asked that question? Was that really the first thought that popped into his mind? After all, he was the last one with her. Was I really questioning my uncle in the disappearance of another guest? And not really a guest, but an investigator with the Underworld board. That would really get me kicked out of the leader position if my uncle had done something with the investigator. Since she was at my home, I supposed they thought I was responsible for her. 
I frowned. “Why did you ask if she was missing?”
Uncle Fitz’s cheeks turned a little red. “It was a natural assumption, don’t you think?” 
Yes, I supposed it was, but I couldn’t help but wonder. I was pretty sure that Uncle Fitz detected my suspicion. By the looks on Liam and Nicolas’ faces, they were equally suspicious. Uncle Fitz had a few questions to answer. 
“Did she say where she was going?” I asked. 
He stared blankly as if trying to remember and then finally said, “No, I don’t suppose she did.” 
There had to be some indication of where she went. “Maybe you just need to think about it a little longer and it will come back to you.” I pushed.  
Uncle Fitz shook his head. “I’ve thought about it and I’m blank, sorry.” 
Liam stepped over to Uncle Fitz and wrapped his arm around his shoulder. “Uncle Fitz, what did you and Charlie talk about on your ride to town?” 
Uncle Fitz looked over at Liam in confusion. “We talked about why I was in town. She asked a lot of questions about Hallie. Sadly, since I don’t know Hallie well, I didn’t have answers for her.” 
“What type of questions?” Nicolas pressed. 
“If I’d seen Hallie cast spells and how well she cast them.” Uncle Fitz adjusted the too-tight apron around his chest. 
That was probably why she’d wanted to drive him to town. She wasn’t as sneaky as she thought.
It looked as if Uncle Fitz wasn’t going to remember anything any time soon. We needed to think of another way to find Charlie. 
“How long before the board really starts to freak out?” I asked. 
“Probably twenty-four hours.” 
I felt terrible if something had really happened to Charlie, but I was sure she would show up soon. 
“What do we do now?” I asked. 
The men looked at me as if I’d asked the question in a language they didn’t understand. I surely couldn’t translate for them. I couldn’t speak any clearer. They had to work with me on this. 




Chapter Six
 
“We shouldn’t stand here in the foyer. You all should come into the parlor and we’ll discuss this further.” I motioned over my shoulder.
The men followed me into the parlor and I gestured around at the available seats.
As Liam walked by, he said, “I a witch, I a witch.”
I smirked. “Funny.”
I bit my lip to keep from laughing. Liam sat on the sofa with Uncle Fitz. Nicolas sat in the upholstered chair across from them. 
“If I may ask, how do you know she is missing?” Uncle Fitz said. 
“Well, we don’t know for sure. This is all because the board can’t get her to answer her phone,” I said. I paced the length of the room. “So now we need to think of where to look first.” 
“Since she didn’t tell you were she was going that could be almost impossible.” Nicolas leaned back in his chair. 
Liam folded his arms in front of his chest. “The board didn’t exactly give me a lot of details to go on either.” 
Maybe they didn’t really want us to find her. It wouldn’t surprise me if this was just some big hoax. It appeared that they didn’t like me and I wasn’t sure why. I would get to the bottom of this.
“Where to look? Where to look?” Uncle Fitz asked as he tapped his fingers against the sofa’s arm. 
“You should try her phone again,” I said. 
Liam pulled out his phone and dialed what I assumed was her number. He held the phone up to his ear and after a minute hung up. 
“No answer, I guess?” I said. 
He nodded. 
“I can make a few calls and ask around about her. Maybe see if anyone knows her or saw her,” Nicolas said. 
Liam sat up on the sofa. “That could be a place to start. Good idea.” 
It was nice to see they weren’t arguing at the moment.
“The problem is I don’t know much about her,” I said. If only I knew what she liked to do or where she liked to go. “One thing I did notice was that she seemed a little too interested in the book.” 
Liam and Nicolas both looked at me when I said this. 
“What book?” Uncle Fitz asked. 
That was right, I hadn’t told him about the book. I didn’t want to give many details though. 
“It’s just a book of spells,” I said. 
Uncle Fitz looked at me. “A special book of spells?” 
No way was I giving more details. He would just have to wonder about the book. 
After a brief silence, I said, “I’ll call my mother and Annabelle and tell them that dinner is postponed.” 
Uncle Fitz looked disappointed. I would have preferred to enjoy his dinner, but this was important. My leader title was on the line. Although I did contemplate whether I really wanted the title. 
Once I’d talked to my mother she seemed confused about what was going on, but told me to call her later. Annabelle had insisted that she come over to help with the search. The more help the better.
When I hung up everyone was still silent. I paced across the floor, which was probably driving them crazy. 
Finally Liam broke the silence. “Uncle Fitz, which direction did she go when she dropped you off?” 
“I didn’t pay much attention, but I believe she headed north on the Main Street.” 
I thought about all the different places in that direction. It would be hard to narrow it down. “The Bubbling Cauldron was that way. Maybe she stopped by to ask about me.” That was the local witch hangout. 
“Yes, the Bubbling Cauldron. I saw that place. It may help us to go there.” Uncle Fitz waved his finger. “We should go to town now.”
If Uncle Fitz was willing to help look for Charlie then that must mean he had nothing to do with her disappearance, right? I was talking as if it was a given that she was missing. But honestly, I still thought she would return soon. I wasn’t convinced that this wasn’t some kind of setup by the board. If Charlie was missing they would have even more reason to get rid of me. Why were they so convinced that I would do a bad job as the leader? I hadn’t even been given a chance to tackle the job. I thought I’d done okay so far.
Liam tapped his fingers against the sofa arm. “Did you look in her room to see if she left a note or any other info?” 
I crossed the room again with big footsteps. “No, I just learned about this when you came to the door, remember?” 
“Right.” 
Liam jumped to his feet and, not to be outdone, Nicolas was right behind him. Uncle Fitz was a bit slower, but he climbed from the sofa and followed us up the staircase. Liam reached the bedroom door first, followed by Nicolas. They waited beside the door since I had the key. Plus, Uncle Fitz and I moved at a slower pace. 
I took the master key and opened the door. Nicolas and Liam motioned for me to go first. I would rather they have gone first, but I guess it was my responsibility. Technically, I shouldn’t even let them in the room. I was breaking my guest’s privacy, but since she wasn’t a real guest and this was an emergency I did it anyway. 
When I stepped into the room I knew something wasn’t right. It looked as if she’d never even slept in the bed. It was neatly made just the way I’d left it. A large wood bed covered with a rich burgundy comforter and one too many pillows sat in the middle of the far wall. I’d placed a velvet-covered chair by the window with a small table in case my guests wanted to relax and read. 
The floor creaked as I stepped across to the bed. Liam and Nicolas stepped just inside the door, but Uncle Fitz stayed out in the hallway. I looked over at the dressing table and the nightstand—both had only the items that had been in the room. So far I saw nothing of Charlie’s. 
Being in the room brought back memories of other so-called guests of LaVeau Manor. Based on prior events it seemed as if I was running a bed-and-breakfast for the creepy and downright evil. I hoped Charlie didn’t turn out to be the same. 
“I don’t see any of her things,” I said as I moved over to the closet.  
Grabbing the knob, I pulled the door open. Not so much as a single shirt or pair of pants hung on the shelf. The hangers were empty. I rushed over to the dresser. I pulled out the drawers and discovered that they were empty too. 
I placed my hands on my hips. “It looks as if she isn’t missing at all. She simply left.” 
Actually I felt a bit of relief, but if the board still couldn’t find her and they thought I was responsible, this could turn out very bad for me. I turned around and blew the hair out of my eyes. 
“Why would she leave?” Nicolas asked. 
I shook my head. “That’s a good question that I have no answer for.” 
Something pink caught my attention and I glanced over at the floor toward the dresser. A wallet was on the floor. I reached down and picked it up. When I opened the wallet I saw Charlie’s identification right away. 
I held the wallet up. “It’s Charlie’s.” 
Liam frowned. “What’s inside?” 
I looked through. “Credit cards, cash, a driver’s license. Everything she would need. If she doesn’t realize that it’s missing yet she will soon when she has no money to spend.” 
This just added to the mystery. 
“She probably didn’t go far without credit cards,” Uncle Fitz said. 
“We should cast a spell to try to find her,” Liam said, catching me off guard. 
That would be the best idea for Liam and Nicolas. Me, not so much. 
I was always worried that my spells wouldn’t work. I supposed that would always be the case. Would I ever have confidence? I placed the wallet on the dresser in case Charlie came back for it. We filed out of the room and I locked the door behind me. 
Uncle Fitz descended the stairs first and I followed behind Nicolas and Liam. Better than having them behind me. We made our way back down the stairs so that we could cast the spell. 
“We can do it outside where there is plenty of room and we can connect with the energy from nature,” I said.
The men nodded in agreement. 
When we reached the bottom of the stairs I said, “Wait. I didn’t get the book.” 
Nicolas touched my arm. “You don’t need the book. This is a simple spell.” He must have noticed the apprehension in my eyes because he said, “Don’t worry. You’ll do just fine.” 
I wasn’t so sure about that, but I nodded and agreed to leave the book behind. All we would use would be our energy and words. No special spices or herbs. No cauldron and no book to guide the way. It was funny how I’d come to rely on the book so much. I guessed it was because my spells had always sucked before the book had come along.
“Do you need my help?” Uncle Fitz asked. 
I exchanged a look with the men and they nodded. 
“Sure, that would be nice, Uncle Fitz.” I said. 
I was glad that he’d offered. The more people to perform a spell, the more energy we could gather and the easier it was to cast a spell. We didn’t stop at the bottom of the stairs, we just kept on moving toward the front door, and then down the steps and out onto the front lawn. This wasn’t the first time that Liam, Nicolas and I had cast a spell together. This would be the first time casting a spell with Uncle Fitz though. I hoped he knew what he was doing.
Nicolas grabbed my hand and squeezed for reassurance. The four of us had gathered on the lawn. Drooping branches of old oak trees swayed with the breeze that came off the river in the rear of the manor. A raven cawed and took flight as we stepped out onto the lawn. On one side I held Nicolas’ hand and on the other I grasped Liam’s hand. I was pretty sure that I’d had a dream like this not long ago. Now that all of us were holding hands we’d be able to get started. 
“Would you like to lead?” Liam asked. 
I shook my head. “No, really. Why don’t you or Nicolas start the spell?” 
I didn’t know Uncle Fitz’s magic skills just yet, so I didn’t like the idea of Uncle Fitz doing magic so soon after we’d met.
We gathered around in a circle. Liam called to the elements of earth, air, fire, and water. 
Then he said, “Bring to light what we need to see. Will you now lead us to Charlie?” 
Gray-tinged clouds rolled across the sky and thunder rumbled even though it had been clear moments earlier. When I peered up at the sky, there was a scene in the cloud above us. It showed Charlie in what looked like a store. The scene faded almost as quickly as it had appeared. Thunder boomed again and the cloud shifted away, bringing back the bright sunshine. 
I was still holding the men’s hands. Liam and Nicolas were still staring up at the sky as if the image might reappear. I was pretty sure it was gone for good though. 
Uncle Fitz looked at me with a confused frown. It looked as if our spell was over, but at least we’d caught a glimpse of something. We had to find out where that scene had taken place. Was it happening now or had this been in the past? Liam and Nicolas looked at me. 
“Did you see that?” Liam asked. 
It would have been hard to miss.
After releasing my grip on Liam’s and Nicolas’ hands, I pushed the hair out of my eyes. “Yes, I saw it.” 
“Where do you think it was?” Nicolas asked. 
I bit my lip in concentration. I had seen the store before, but where was it? It was slipping my mind at the moment. Then the vision of all the books on the shelves clicked. 
“I know where it is,” I said. 
They looked at me in anticipation. 
“It’s the occult shop in Enchantment Pointe. It’s where most witches buy their supplies.” 
“We should go there now,” Liam said.
Nicolas nodded. “Let’s not waste any more time.” 
Just then the sound of gravel crunching underneath wheels caught our attention. When I glanced over my shoulder I spotted Annabelle’s little black car cruising up the driveway. She’d made it just in time. I wasn’t sure if she was up for a visit to the occult shop. As far as I knew in all her years in Enchantment Pointe she’d never set foot in the place. 
She parked her car and hopped out. “Is everything okay?” she asked with a look of alarm. 
I chuckled. “It’s LaVeau Manor… of course everything isn’t okay.”




Chapter Seven
 
“Hallie, dear, I think I’ll stay behind while you go to town. It’s been a long day and I need a nap.” Uncle Fitz wiped his forehead with a handkerchief that he’d pulled from his front pocket. 
“Sure, Uncle Fitz. You call if you need anything, okay?” The question of whether it was safe to leave him alone did cross my mind. He’d given me no reason not to trust him, but I worried that he’d have a mishap in the kitchen and accidentally burn the manor down. Or maybe allow a spirit or bad witch in while I was gone. 
He smiled widely. “That’s so thoughtful. Yes, I’ll be fine after a little nap.” 
“Lock the door behind you,” I said. 
He pivoted, walked up the steps to the front door, and then turned to wave goodbye. 
“Ready to go?” Liam asked with a tilt of his head. 
“Who’s driving?” I asked. 
Nicolas and Liam exchanged a look. 
“Why don’t you just say you think I’m a bad driver?”
“We never said you were a bad driver,” Nicolas said with a tiny grin. 
I harrumphed. “You didn’t have to.” 
Liam motioned toward his black BMW. “I’ll drive and you can tell me where to go.” 
He walked over and held the passenger side door open for me. I supposed he was used to me riding in the front with him. Now that I was with Nicolas, I couldn’t do that. Nicolas opened the back door and I slipped onto the leather seat. Annabelle sat up front with Liam. 
“When will Jon return? Wasn’t he supposed to be back today?” I asked Annabelle. 
“It was postponed until next week. Apparently they need him in Atlanta,” she said.
Jon had been called away in the middle of the night. I wished he was still around because we could use all the help we could get to find Charlie. Jon was Annabelle’s boyfriend-slash-bodyguard. She’d needed a bodyguard when a demon had attacked and threatened her. Thank goodness that was all behind us now. 
“So where is this place exactly?” Liam asked as he pulled out onto the street. 
When I glanced back at LaVeau Manor I spotted Uncle Fitz standing at the door watching us. That was kind of odd. Did he need something? I’d told him to call me if he did. 
I looked toward Liam. He was glancing my way through the rear-view mirror. “It’s off Main Street on Mystical Drive. It’s in an old brick building.”
“Everything is in an old building in Enchantment Pointe,” Annabelle said. 
Liam navigated the streets as we moved through downtown Enchantment Pointe. Only a few vehicles shared the street with us. Mostly people walked the sidewalks, stepping in and out of the shops along the main streets. A few signs in the shops’ windows advertised upcoming sales and I hoped I could make it back for shopping someday. Chrysanthemums in shades ranging from burgundy to buttery gold filled the black decorative iron planters along the sidewalks. Flags with Enchantment Pointe’s moon and stars logo hung at every intersection. Soon Liam turned right onto Mystical Drive. 
“There it is,” I said, pointing toward the building. 
A large black sign with a yellow moon and stars hung above the door. The name of the shop was painted in purple letters: ‘Potions and Such Market.’ Liam parked by the curb and we stared in silence at the storefront. 
Nicolas squeezed my hand and said, “You okay?” 
I nodded. “I’m fine.” 
He stared for a moment to make sure I was being honest, and then opened the car door so we could slip out. The four of us converged on the entrance all at once.
Nicolas opened the door and said, “Ladies first.” 
Annabelle motioned for me to go first because she wasn’t about to be the first one in. Once inside, the smell of incense tickled my nose. Jars of herbs lined the right wall and books wound their way across the walls of the rest of the space. Light mystical music played overhead from a speaker. A woman’s voice called out from the back of the store. 
“Welcome, witches,” she said. 
The woman emerged from around an aisle of empty potion bottles. The woman had long red hair that reached all the way down her back to her waist. She wore a long black dress with gold bangles on her wrists. Her eyes were bluer than any sky I’d ever seen. Small lines formed at the corners of her eyes when she smiled. “May I help you?” 
She probably found it odd that all of us had stepped inside her shop at the same time and were now staring at her. Did she know we were witches? Or did she greet everyone that way? I decided to ask the question right away.
“My name is Hallie LaVeau. I’m looking for someone named Charlie. She’s about my size and has dark wavy hair. Was she in here today?” 
The woman moved over to the counter and picked up a book. She didn’t make eye contact with me. “Yes, she was here.” 
I exchanged a look with the others. Now we were getting somewhere. “Do you know what she said or maybe if she purchased anything?” 
She finished stacking several books and then finally looked at me. “I’m sure you can understand that I like to keep my customers’ information private.” 
I sighed. “Yes, I can understand that. But this is important. We believe she may be missing.” 
The woman’s expression didn’t change. She just stared at me. Finally she said, “That is terrible news. Are you friends of hers?” 
Liam stepped forward. “We’re business associates.” 
That was one way of putting it. She didn’t seem impressed because she failed to respond. 
Nicolas moved closer to the counter. “Her co-workers are concerned because she missed a meeting this morning.” 
The woman finally said, “I can see where that would be upsetting. I can tell you that she received a call while she was in here today and then she left.” 
What I wanted to ask next was probably pointless. “Did you happen to overhear any of the conversation?” 
She frowned. “Like I said, I don’t share customer information.” 
Well, she’d already shared that Charlie had been here, what was a little more info? 
I nodded. “Thanks for the information.” I turned toward the door. 
Annabelle was staring at a skull that was on the shelf next to the books. She was practically spellbound by the thing. I tugged and her arm and she snapped her attention back to reality. Liam and Nicolas had already reached the door. 
“Ms. LaVeau,” the woman called out. 
I turned my attention to her again. She motioned for me to come back over. I glanced back at Liam, Nicolas and Annabelle. They waited by the door. 
When I got to the counter, the woman reached underneath and pulled out a bag. “I should give you this.” She pushed the little white bag toward me. 
I frowned. “What is it?” 
She motioned for me to take it. I reluctantly took the bag from her hand. 
“This is a necklace that Charlie bought today. When she received the phone call she took off quickly and left it behind.” 
After checking her out again, I looked down at the bag. I didn’t look inside right then. I figured I would get out of there first. I hoped she hadn’t planted bugs or something equally as gross in there. 
“Thank you. I’ll make sure she gets it,” I said. 
The woman smiled and then went back to stacking books on the counter. I hurried over to the door and we all stepped out onto the sidewalk. 
“What’s in the bag?” Annabelle asked. 
“Apparently it’s a necklace that Charlie bought, but when she got the call she left it behind.” 
“What does it look like?” Annabelle leaned closer. 
I waved my hand with a flick of my wrist. “I didn’t look yet.” 
“Well, take a look.” Annabelle motioned. 
I pulled the strings on the little bag and opened it up. Inside was a black beaded necklace with a series of circles on a silver pendant. 
“Why didn’t you ask her what this pendant was for?” Liam asked, looking into the bag. 
“She probably wouldn’t tell us anyway.” 
“This was probably specially made for Charlie,” Nicolas said. 
“What does that mean?” I asked. 
“It means that Charlie had a special spell created just for someone attached to it. Charlie probably planned to give it to someone. It could be good or it could be bad. The shop owner wouldn’t want to tell what that spell was.” 
I closed the bag. “You’re probably right about that.” 
“There’s one place we should check while we’re in town,” Liam said. 
“Where’s that?” I asked as we walked toward the car. 
Liam marched toward the car with that swagger that was distinctly his. “The Bubbling Cauldron.” 
I nodded. “Let’s go.” 
The Bubbling Cauldron was the popular place to hang out, and not just for witches either, although that was the main clientele. Within a few minutes, we’d pulled up to the club. It was still early, but people were already starting to arrive. 
“I really didn’t dress for a nightclub,” Annabelle said, brushing hair out of her eyes. 
I looked down at my sweater and jeans. “Me either. But at least we’re comfortable.” 
The music was already blasting when we stepped inside the dark space. Blue, red and yellow lights flashed across the dance floor. In the middle was the actual bubbling cauldron. It had a light show of different-colored bubbles that floated toward the ceiling. It was all just for show. As far as I knew no one really used the thing for spells. There was a strict spellcasting ban in the club. Imagine if a bunch of drunk witches started casting spells. That would be dangerous. Most of the time people followed this rule. But gauging the ruckus that was going on at the far corner of the room, I figured someone had just broken the rule.
We moved closer across the dance floor. I didn’t want to get too close to the commotion though in case a fight broke out. I didn’t want to be in the middle of that. Raised voices could be heard over the loud music so I figured fists would start flying soon. I spotted a woman shaking her fist at someone. When I looked in the direction of her glare I spotted Uncle Fitz. He wore his wrinkled sport coat with it buttoned incorrectly and a drink in one hand. 
Liam and Nicolas must have noticed him at the same time because in unison they said, “What is he doing here?” 
I took off across the dance floor, weaving around a sea of dancing bodies. Nicolas and Liam sprinted across the floor with me. When they reached Uncle Fitz they pulled him away from the group of people. That didn’t stop the people from yelling at Uncle Fitz though. What had he done to make them so angry? Uncle Fitz had a look of confusion on his face, as if he wasn’t even sure why or how he’d arrived at this place. That was something I wanted to know too. A dark-haired guy had started yelling at Nicolas and Liam now that they had pulled Uncle Fitz away.
“What is going on here?” I demanded when I reached the group. 
The young man glared at me. “He was dancing with my girlfriend.” 
My eyes widened. “Who was dancing with your girlfriend?” 
Annabelle stood back and watched in horror. I looked from the man to the woman who stood back against the wall. The blonde woman had a grin on her face as if this whole thing was completely amusing. 
“That old dude right there.” The guy pointed at Uncle Fitz. 
I was pretty sure that it was Liam who laughed when Uncle Fitz was pointed out. 
“Just calm down, we’re taking him out of here,” I said. 
I pulled on Uncle Fitz’s arm. When we got a safe distance across the room, I asked, “How did you get here?” 
“I caught a ride,” he said. 
“With who?” 
He shrugged and then held his glass up in the air as if giving a toast. “I decided to hitchhike. Cheers to having fun!” 
“You what? Uncle Fitz, are you crazy? I told you I would get you anything you needed. If you needed a ride why didn’t you call me?” 
“I didn’t want to bother you, dear.” He took a drink from his glass.
I grabbed the drink from his hand. “I hate to be a party pooper, but you leave me no other choice. It’s more of a bother to find you here almost in a fight with a much younger man. And speaking of younger, why were you dancing with his girlfriend?” 
A smile spread across his face. 
“Way to go, Fitz,” Liam said. I glared at him and he shrugged. 
“She was pretty so I asked her to dance.” 
“You have to give him points for trying,” Nicolas said. 
I bit back a laugh. 
“That still doesn’t tell me why you came,” I said as I guided Uncle Fitz the rest of the way to the exit. 
“I saw the place the other day and I thought it would be fun. Just because I’m old doesn’t mean that I don’t want to have fun,” he said. 
“No, of course not, but some of these people can be a little rough, that’s all,” I said. 
Looping my arm through his, I escorted Uncle Fitz through the crowd and out into the warm night air. Clouds covered the brilliant stars and a few drops of rain dotted the pavement. By the grin on Uncle Fitz’s face it looked as if he didn’t look as if he regretted his adventure in the least. 
“You’ll have to squeeze in the back seat of the car with Nicolas and me.” I pointed toward Liam’s BMW. 
“Nice wheels,” Uncle Fitz said as he walked toward the car. 
We’d almost made it to the car when someone called out to us. “Hey, you, the perky blonde witch.” 
I spun around to see a tall man wearing all black. His skin was pale and his hair as black as coal. 
“Tell the old man he needs to stop messing with my friend’s girlfriend.” The guy flashed his fangs.
I wasn’t sure what came over me, but this really made me angry. “Oh, get over it. He’s just an old man having fun. Now why don’t you take a hike?” How was that for perky?
I turned back toward the car and motioned for everyone to get in. 
“Wow, I guess you told him,” Annabelle said. 
“Yeah, I guess I did.” 
Uncle Fitz waved his finger. “She gets that spunk from her father’s side of the family.” 
Now was not the time to go down Memory Lane about my father. 
“Let’s just get Uncle Fitz home, shall we?” I said. 
Liam drove off with the vampire still standing there glaring at us. Uncle Fitz flipped him off as we pulled away.




Chapter Eight
 
Since I’d been distracted by getting Uncle Fitz out of the club, I hadn’t gotten the chance to look for Charlie. Uncle Fitz said he hadn’t seen her. 
Uncle Fitz kept us entertained on the ride home with stories about when he was a young boy in the late eighteen hundreds. Yes, witches lived a lot longer than normal humans, but weren’t immortal like the vampires. 
LaVeau Manor was covered in darkness as Liam pulled down the driveway and parked in front of the door. The sky seemed larger and the night seemed darker than usual. Being out there made me feel vulnerable, as if something evil was out there watching me. I wanted to ignore it, but with my line of work, I knew that it was possible. 
Annabelle stepped out of the car and stretched, covering her yawn with her hand. “It’s late and I’m really tired. I should get home.”
“The night is young.” Uncle Fitz waved his hands through the air and then stumbled. 
I grabbed him and stopped his fall. “Easy there, Uncle Fitz. I think it’s bedtime for you.”
Annabelle chuckled. 
“Okay, I’m going inside for milk and cookies,” he said when he spotted the look I gave him. 
I faced Annabelle again. “I wish you wouldn’t drive home alone.”
“I’ll be fine,” Annabelle said with a wave of her hand. 
Liam had stepped closer to us. “I can follow her home on my way back to New Orleans.” 
I turned to Liam. “You’re driving all that way tonight? It’s getting late. Why don’t you stay here?” I asked. 
I knew Nicolas was staring at me. The feeling of his eyes on me was electric and I always sensed it.
“It’s not that far,” Liam said. 
“Why don’t you just follow Annabelle home and then come back here,” I said. 
Liam cast a look at Nicolas, but never made eye contact and then said, “Okay, I’ll be back in a bit then.” 
I hugged Annabelle and watched as Liam followed her in his car. Nicolas didn’t say anything about me inviting Liam to stay, but he was probably thinking it. 
Nicolas grabbed my hand. “We should sneak up to bed while Uncle Fitz is enjoying his milk and cookies.” 
I laughed. “Let’s go.” 
It was hard to tiptoe up the staircase and not cause the boards to squeak. I cringed as a board moaned as we stepped across it. Finally we reached my bedroom door. I’d barely unlocked the door when Nicolas swooped me up in his arms. His mouth moved across mine as if he hadn’t kissed me in ages. I wasn’t complaining though. He opened the door behind me and I walked backwards. Nicolas closed the door and we kissed all the way to the bed. I lay back and he lowered his body on top of mine. His hands caressed my skin as he moved his mouth across mine. 
I was completely lost in the moment when a loud noise caught my attention. Nicolas looked up and then eased away from me. 
I sat up on the bed. “Did you hear that?” I whispered. 
He nodded. “It must have been Uncle Fitz.” 
The loud noise could have been him, but it sounded as if the bang had come from outside. I had to know what Uncle Fitz was doing outside. Looking after him was worse than watching after a small child. 
I jumped up from the bed. “I’d better see what he’s doing before he burns the place down.” 
Nicolas didn’t try to stop me because he knew that what I said was true. Uncle Fitz was likely to get into some kind of trouble. I hurried down the stairs, careful not to trip and fall to my death at the bottom. We’d just made it to the bottom and headed in the direction of the kitchen when another thud sounded. 
I looked at Nicolas. 
“That was definitely outside, right?” 
I nodded. “I think it was.” 
We abandoned our trip to the kitchen and headed for the front door instead. I peeked through the hole in the door. I could have sworn I saw something outside move across the yard. It looked like a dark shadow. 
“What did you see?” Nicolas asked. He’d noticed the expression on my face wasn’t a happy one. 
“It looked like someone was out there,” I said. 
“Uncle Fitz?” he asked. 
I shrugged. “It’s too dark, so I couldn’t tell.” 
Nicolas reached for the doorknob and at that moment the book crossed my mind. Too many times the book had been sought after, and I knew that it still was. Had someone else found me and LaVeau Manor and come to make an attempt at capturing the book? If Uncle Fitz was out there then what was he doing? I hoped he wasn’t trying to hitchhike again. 
Just as Nicolas stepped out the door and down the steps, Uncle Fitz said from behind me, “What is Nicolas doing?” 
I jumped and clutched my chest. “Uncle Fitz, where were you?” 
He showed the cookie in his hand. “In the kitchen eating cookies.” 
Nicolas was now standing in the driveway peering around the dark night. I moved out onto the porch and Uncle Fitz followed me. Movement caught my attention from the corner of my eye. When I looked to my right, the vampire appeared out of the shadows. The same vampire who had confronted us at the Bubbling Cauldron was now headed my way.
At that moment Nicolas noticed him and rushed our way. By this point the vampire was already in my face. 
“So you’re the leader of the Underworld and you think that gives you the right to do whatever you want.” He made no attempt to hide his fangs. Showing them off made him happy. 
Nicolas rushed the vampire and knocked him to the ground. The vampire released a groan as Nicolas punched him in the stomach. This could get out of hand quickly. How would I stop them? I ran over and tried to pull Nicolas off the vampire. Nicolas was a lot stronger than I realized. Uncle Fitz had run up behind me and was now yanking on the men too. Pulling their shirts would do nothing to get them to stop.  
The vampire staggered backward. His pants had dropped down a little and he was clutching at his belt to pull them up. “She thinks the witches can do whatever they want,” he said breathlessly while looking right at me. “I guess since she’s your girlfriend you don’t care.” 
How did he know Nicolas and I were dating? 
“What the hell are you talking about, man?” Nicolas asked. 
The vampire took another deep breath and then said, “The witches are casting spells against vampires in Enchantment Pointe.” 
This was the first time I’d heard the complaint. How had he found us? It was scary to think that he’d followed us home. The vampire finally secured his belt and then brushed the hair out of his eyes. He clearly hadn’t anticipated Nicolas’ strength. 
“How did you find us?” I asked. 
“Everyone at the Bubbling Cauldron knows who you are.” 
That was true. Everyone knew me there. But who had told him where I lived? That wasn’t cool. 
Uncle Fitz was standing next to me still. “You’re lucky this man didn’t kick your ass, sir.” Uncle Fitz puffed out his chest.
I stepped in front of Uncle Fitz. I didn’t need him stirring up more trouble. 
“What proof do you have that the witches are casting spells on the vampires?” I asked. 
“We don’t need proof,” he said. 
Nicolas was still tense and ready to throw this guy out on the street. I looked around, wondering how he’d gotten here. I didn’t see a car. Vampires moved faster than humans, but I still doubted he’d run all the way here. Maybe he’d caught a ride like Uncle Fitz. 
I peered out into the darkness. Maybe there were more vampires hiding just out of our view. I figured it was time for us to get out of this situation. My anxiety was increasing by the second. Nicolas, Uncle Fitz and I wouldn’t be able to ward off multiple vampires.
The vampire pointed at us. “I will fix this.” 
That was a threat as far as I could tell. 
“Who are you anyway?” I asked. 
He glared and said, “I’m not afraid to tell you who I am. My name is Shawn Burns. I live in New Orleans.” 
“Why are you in Enchantment Pointe?” I demanded.
“Are you lost?” Uncle Fitz asked with a hint of sarcasm in his voice. 
Uncle Fitz was only going to make Shawn angrier with his questioning.  
“It’s none of your business why I’m here,” he said. 
“It is her business,” Uncle Fitz said. 
This was going to turn into another fight. I sensed the tension rising again. 
I wished that Liam would come back soon so that at least it would be two against one. I didn’t want Uncle Fitz fighting with Shawn. It looked as if I might have to use a little magic to get rid of this vampire. He would no doubt hate that and accuse me of doing that magic against vampires like he claimed. 
At that moment my prediction came true. Shawn flew in front of me in a blink of an eye. He was now standing right in front of me. His face was inches from mine. 
Nicolas zoomed in between us. That was when the other vampires stepped out from the darkness like zombies. We were in big trouble now. There must have been at least ten of them. It was time for me to do magic whether they liked it or not. 
I called to the elements, earth, air, fire, and water. “Offer us protection, a border around LaVeau Manor. Anyone who isn’t invited will be gone now.” I repeated the words and Nicolas chanted with me. 
Shawn glared at me. “I knew you were doing magic against the vampires.” 
Nicolas and I continued to chant. We didn’t respond to Shawn, which made him even angrier. But the vampires all turned and walked toward the driveway. They were powerless to stop my spell. Their legs moved even though they wanted to stay. 
“You can’t do this,” Shawn yelled. 
“I can do it and I will,” I yelled back. 
He had no right to come here and accuse me of something I hadn’t done. If he didn’t want to leave on his own, then I would force him to. The vampires moved even faster now until they reached the gate. When they were just on the other side they turned to glare at us again.
“What is that all about?” Nicolas asked as we watched the vampires disappear down the road.
I tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. “I don’t know, but I’ll have to find out what he means. Why does he think the witches are casting spells against the vampires? Have you heard anything?”
Nicolas shook his head. “No one has mentioned it.” 
Of course Nicolas hadn’t been the leader for long, so maybe he hadn’t been aware yet. 
“That was one angry vampire,” Uncle Fitz said as he pulled the remainder of his cookie from his pocket. Crumbs landed on his shirt.
“I’ll find out if anyone has had any complaints about them in the morning. I’ll ask around the coven.” 
I nodded. “Good idea.” Just then headlights turned into the driveway. “I hope that is Liam and not my bad magic returning.” 
We watched with bated breath until we saw Liam behind the wheel. He pulled his car up behind Nicolas’ and hopped out. 
“What’s with all the vampires walking down the street back there?” 
Nicolas and I exchanged a look. 
I pushed the hair from my face. “It’s a long story.” 
“I have time,” Liam said with a smile. 
“Would you like some of those cookies now?” Uncle Fitz asked. 
I raised an eyebrow. “I think you’ve had enough cookies today, Uncle Fitz.” 
He popped the last bite of cookie in his mouth and shrugged. 
“Let’s go inside while we explain,” Nicolas said. 
He guided me with a hand to the small of my back as he went back to the safety of the manor. I’d never get over seeing all of those vampires appear out of the night. Talk about what nightmares are made of. 
We entered the parlor. Silence filled the air and I knew we were all thinking about the night’s events. I sat on the soft sofa and leaned my head against the cushion. I needed to take a seat after that confrontation. This had been another crazy day and even crazier night. I hoped this was the end of the madness and we could get much-needed sleep. 
We filled Liam in on what had happened. Just thinking about the vampires again sent a chill down my spine. 
“You say the vampire was from New Orleans?” he asked as he leaned against the fireplace mantel. 
“Yes, that’s what he said.” I massaged my temples. 
“I’ll look into him tomorrow. See what info I can uncover.” 
I nodded. “Thanks, Liam, I appreciate that.” 
Had I remembered to thank Nicolas for speaking with the coven tomorrow? I was afraid that I had forgotten. I wondered if he had noticed. 
Uncle Fitz stood from the sofa. “It’s been a long day. I think I’ll retire for the evening.” 
“Yeah, he’s had a long day of dancing,” I said.




Chapter Nine
 
I tossed and turned but couldn’t sleep. Nicolas looked so peaceful lying next to me. The manor was quiet. I had gotten used to hearing creaks and groans from the old house, so the silence was unusual. I slipped out of bed and over to the door. I looked back at Nicolas. He didn’t move. I decided to step outside for a bit of fresh air. I hoped it would help me sleep once I went back to bed. I eased the door shut behind me, hoping that it wouldn’t wake Nicolas.
I tiptoed down the stairs, avoiding most of the loose boards on the floor. The grandfather clock ticked in a steady rhythm. The floor was cool under my bare feet. I glanced over my shoulder, as if someone was following me. Of course no one was there. I opened the front door and stepped out onto the veranda. The cool night air glided over my skin. It was chilly, but refreshing at the same time. I inhaled, smelling the fallen leaves and damp earth. Fall had always been my favorite season. I supposed with a name like Halloween it had to be my favorite. 
As I stood there looking out into the night, I noticed movement out of the corner of my eye. I told myself to remain calm, that it was probably just a bird. There was no need to panic. I peered out into the darkness, hoping to see the bird fly away. Nothing moved so after a few seconds, I relaxed and went back to enjoying the night air. 
I’d barely gotten the thought of seeing something out of my mind when something moved to my right again. It was far off in the line of trees, so it would be impossible to know what was out there.
It was scary to think that there was something out there. It could see me but I couldn’t see it. What if it was human? There had been ghosts who had gotten word that I could reanimate the dead. As soon as they’d gotten the news they had come to LaVeau Manor to see if I could bring them back. Lucky for me it took a lot of energy for a ghost to come back, so I didn’t see them often. I hoped this wasn’t one of the times. 
A shadow moved among the trees. It was a silhouette of a person. Then I spotted another. My heart rate increased. How many were there out there? How long had they been watching me and what did they want? It was hard to tell if they were living people or ghosts. I wasn’t going to stick around long enough to find out. But usually the ghosts would have come up to me by now. I knew that they saw me. I sensed that they were watching me.   
The shadow people inched closer. But they never moved onto my property. Why not? That was when it hit me. They couldn’t come onto my property. It was the vampires and I had cast a spell stopping them. So now they were stalking me just beyond the edge of my property. What good did they think that would do? I saw their faces. I couldn’t make out the features but I knew that it was the vampires who had followed us the other night. 
I wanted to yell at them to go away but I didn’t want to wake Nicolas. If he saw them then he would just get angry and go after them. That would cause a fight and I didn’t need that tonight. Honestly, I didn’t need that any night. 
I watched them as they stood there. They thought their presence would intimidate me, but I couldn’t give them that satisfaction. I stood my ground. After all, I had done nothing wrong. This was my home and they had come here to harass me. I looked to my left and noticed there were more vampires that way too. They thought they had me surrounded. How long would they stay there?
I wanted to stay as long as they did so they would know that I wasn’t afraid. But it was getting cold and I didn’t have shoes on either. Thank goodness I’d grabbed the sweater on my way out the door. We stood there like that for at least another couple minutes. They didn’t move and neither did I. Finally, just as I was about to give up and go back inside, they started to leave. One by one they turned around and walked away. I watched until I could no longer see them. At least I had won that small victory. 
The door sounded from behind me and I whipped around. 
“There you are,” Nicolas said. 
I hoped that he didn’t notice the odd expression on my face. If he did he didn’t mention it. 
“Are you okay?” he asked. 
I smiled as he moved closer to me. “Yes, I just wanted to get fresh air. I couldn’t sleep.” 
He wrapped his arms around me. “I guess you have a lot on your mind?” 
I draped my arms around his waist. “A little too much. I guess that’s why I couldn’t sleep.” 
“You know we will work everything out. I won’t stop until I make everything right in your world.” He touched my chin.  
How did he know just the right thing to say at just the right moment? 
“Are you feeling better now?” he asked. 
I nodded. “Yes, it’s getting chilly out here.” 
He looked down at my feet. “I guess so, since you don’t have shoes on.” 
He looked out into the darkness. I peered out there to where I’d seen the vampires. They weren’t there now. Or if they were, they were hiding. I decided not to tell Nicolas about what I’d seen. It would only worry him more. There was nothing he could do about it so there was no reason to tell him.
Nicolas placed his arm around my shoulder and guided me back inside the manor. When I stepped inside and waited for him to close the door, I noticed he looked back out into the darkness. He sensed something. Could he sense the vampires? Did he know that they’d been here? Was he keeping that from me so that I wouldn’t worry? I should say something, but I decided to let it go and just head back to bed. He shut the door and then turned the lock. I smiled and pretended that nothing was wrong. He did the same.




Chapter Ten
 
Again sleep wouldn’t come. Sure I’d only given it an hour, but something was calling to me. I suspected it was the vampires. I slipped down the hallway again in my bare feet. As I moved over to the staircase, I peered up to the third floor. It had only been a short time ago when Nicolas and Liam had been staying up there. That was where the attic access was too. And where they thought the book had been located. Too bad for them I had already found the book by the time they’d arrived. I wondered what would have happened if they’d gotten the book. I hated to admit it now, but I still wondered if they only wanted the book so they could become the leader.
The thought of sneaking up there to take a peek crossed my mind, but then I remembered how creepy it was at night, so I headed down the stairs instead. I’d just reached the foot of the stairs when I thought I heard a noise come from my right. I wasn’t sure if it was in the parlor or the library. It didn’t sound as if it had come from the kitchen. I thought about waking Nicolas, but then realized as leader of the Underworld I had to take care of bumps in the night myself. I hoped it wasn’t a mouse.
As soon as I stepped into the parlor, I spotted the ghost. I’d seen her before, but I was still startled nonetheless. The last time she’d visited me she’d wanted me to reanimate her. I hoped that wasn’t the reason she was here again. At least I knew who she was this time. Nicolas’ mother stood in front of me. Gina Rochester’s gaze locked with mine. I couldn’t turn around and run. That would have been rude. Making the mother of your boyfriend angry was rarely a good thing. Even more so when she was dead. When she smiled at me I figured at least she wasn’t mad at me yet. Now I had to keep her that way. Her shape was translucent and a halo of white glowed around her whole body, making it perfectly clear that she was of the spirit world. She wore a 1800s ivory lace-covered dress with a big hoop skirt underneath. Rings of dark brown curls tumbled down on each side of her head. I certainly saw Nicolas in her features too.
Did she have advice for me? I certainly hoped so. Since Gina was the former leader of the Underworld I figured she knew a thing or two about what I was dealing with.
“Halloween, I have a message for you,” she said in a soft voice.
Instead of standing there like a dummy with my mouth hanging open, I needed to speak. Finally, I said, “A message for me?” 
“You need to look in the Book of Mystics.” 
I stared for a moment then said, “I’ve looked in the book a lot. Is there something in particular that I should be looking for?” 
I knew she was a ghost and it was probably almost impossible to get a lengthy message to me, but I needed a little more to go on. 
“The book will show you what you need,” she said. 
Well, the book had been the source of a lot of my problems recently. So I didn’t always trust the ancient tome. Yet for reasons I couldn’t explain, I still cast freakin’ spells from the thing. 
“Is there any other message you’d like to give me?” 
She stared at me for a moment and then shook her head. “You will get what you need from the book. I can’t help you anymore.” 
I guess something was better than nothing. With that, she disappeared. Not even a trace of mist remained. I rubbed my eyes to make sure that I was really awake. Yep, I was still standing at the edge of the parlor. Gina hadn’t said when I should check the book, but there would be no way to sleep if I didn’t look at it right now. I had to see what happened.
Now that Gina was gone, I turned around to make yet another trip up the winding staircase. Who needed cardio when they had stairs like this? I just hoped I didn’t wake Nicolas this time. I made it to the stop of the stairs, down the hall, and to my door. With my hand on the knob, I paused, wondering if what I’d see had been real. Even if it had been a figment of my imagination, something was clearly telling me to look at the book. But I knew that what I’d seen was real. I needed to stop second guessing myself. I eased the door open, holding my breath as the hinges creaked. 
Nicolas’ chest moved gently up and down and his eyes remained closed. I moved over to the trunk and as quietly as humanly possible, I slipped the book out and made it back to the door. One last time I peeked at Nicolas before closing the door and heading back down the stairs. I walked into the parlor again wondering if Gina would appear again. She wasn’t there this time, so I slipped into the library with the book. Once there, I eased down onto the velvet chair by the fireplace and placed the book onto my lap. 
Pluto jumped onto the arm of the chair and I jumped. “Oh, Pluto, you scared me.”
He meowed and licked his paw.
I stared at the book wondering if it was going to open on its own this time. After a minute and nothing happened, I decided to open the cover myself. The pages were blank. Why did they continue to fade away? Were the pages constantly changing? I wanted to know where the book had come from. How had it ended up in Enchantment Pointe? That was a question I might never have the answer for. Slowly the text started to appear, but little good that was because I couldn’t read the language. At least it could make it so that I could read the pages when they appeared. 
Then suddenly the pages began to flip. A slow and steady movement at first. There was no wind causing chaos around the room this time. The book was like a roulette wheel and I had no idea where it would stop. Once the book’s pages had turned to about the midway point, it slowed down even more. Until finally it stopped. The page was blank. This could be a problem. He thought had barely left my mind when the words began to appear on the page and to my delight they were written in English. I could read the words. I waited patiently as the whole page filled in.
As I scanned the page I realized it wasn’t a spell, but a warning. A warning about the vampires to be specific. It said that certain vampires would try to get rid of the leader and maybe all witches. How was I supposed to know which vampires? Nicolas and Liam were vampires and witches, so I knew they didn’t want to get rid of the witches. Of course the vampire who was here with his warning to stop casting spells against the vampires would be a prime candidate for the vampires mentioned in these pages. The book said that some vampires would think magic was being used against them. Hmm. I knew that was true because Shawn had said as much. Did the vampires who had been here really have something to do with this warning? The chances were likely. It wasn’t a coincidence. I’d take the warning to heart and keep my eyes on them. Plus, I needed to find out more about them. Would I ever be able to convince the vampires that the witches hadn’t used magic against them? Maybe some witches had used magic in the wrong way in the past, but certainly not right now in Enchantment Pointe. At least I hoped that was the case because it would be bad for all of us otherwise. 
So Nicolas’ mother had just come to give the warning. I looked around the room. 
“Thank you,” I whispered. 
I hoped that she heard me. I stared at the book for a while longer, waiting for something more to appear, but it never came. Slowly the words began to disappear from the page. I closed the cover and stared at the book again. Who knew something as simple as a book could have this much effect on my life. It had definitely changed me forever. Maybe my Great Aunt Maddy had been right. Maybe this had been my destiny. 
Since nothing else had shown up in the book I figured it was time to give up and go back to bed. I wasn’t sure if I would be able to sleep though after seeing Nicolas’ mother. And after the message about the vampires. I wouldn’t be able to turn off my thoughts, but I really needed rest. I pushed to my feet, yawned, and tucked the book under my arm. As I reached the edge of the room, I turned around and scanned the space. Nope, no sign of her or any other ghosts. That was probably for the best.
I tiptoed up the stairs, not that anyone would hear me in my bare feet, but those loose floorboards were noisy. I’d almost learned where each and every squeaky spot in the floor was, but it was hard to avoid all of them. An uneasiness always followed me as I walked through the dark house. I suppose that feeling would never truly go away. Once at the bedroom door I eased it open. Nicolas was still sleeping. He’d kicked the sheet off, exposing his muscular legs. As quietly as possible, I placed the book back in the trunk and slipped into bed next to his warm body. 
I looked over at Nicolas’ handsome face. Should I tell him that I’d seen his mother? Or would that only upset him? My thoughts ran a million miles a minute. Nicolas reached over and draped his arm around me. I was sure he was still mostly in a sleep state and never knew that I’d even left the bed. I snuggled up next to him and tried to cleanse my mind of all thoughts. Maybe I could count flying witches to fall asleep. That was what Aunt Maddy had told me to do when I was a kid and complained of not being able to sleep. 
 



Chapter Eleven
 
I’d finally fallen into a peaceful sleep. No dreams of evil witches or vampires chasing me so they could suck my blood. Although the dream of the male high heel wearing vampires chasing me was rather funny. When I finally roused myself awake, I realized that I was hearing music. Not the soft sounds of a piano either. It sounded as if a nightclub had moved into my downstairs. 
I reached over and shook Nicolas’ arm. “Do you hear that?” 
“It’s kind of hard not to, huh?” Nicolas sat up in bed. “I can go see what it is.” He pushed the cover from his legs. 
“I’ll go with you.” I jumped out of bed.
When we made it to the hallway the music had grown even louder. I glanced over toward Uncle Fitz’s door. It was closed, so I didn’t know if that meant he was in the room or if he was roaming around somewhere else. He’d better not have left to hitchhike to town. If it wasn’t Uncle Fitz downstairs then who was it? Would Uncle Fitz listen to Beyonce? Yeah, I figured Uncle Fitz would like all music. If it was him though, then he needed to turn it down. 
“Is you Uncle hard of hearing?” Nicolas asked.
I shook my head. “No, I don’t think so.” 
I followed Nicolas down the stairs. The closer we got to the bottom, the louder the music grew. I was sure I heard voices and laughter too. A woman and a man laughing. Was someone having a party at my house and they hadn’t invited me? 
“I think it’s coming from the parlor,” I said. 
Nicolas nodded. “I think you’re right.” 
My heart rate increased. I hoped it wasn’t another ghost. I’d started to let my guard down thinking I wasn’t bringing any more ghosts back. Maybe I’d done that too soon. First Gina and now what?
Nicolas and I stepped across the foyer and over to the parlor’s entrance. I stopped in my tracks when I spotted Uncle Fitz dancing. He was shaking and swirling his hips all the while his hands were flailing through the air. If he started twerking I would have to stick a fork in my eyes. Uncle Fitz hadn’t looked back to see that Nicolas and I were watching him. Of course Nicolas was laughing beside me. I was too stunned to laugh. That would come later.  Uncle Fitz wasn’t alone. He was putting on a show for someone… a lady friend. Finally, the song stopped and I cleared my throat. 
The woman sat on the edge of the sofa. I wasn’t sure if she was terrified from Uncle Fitz’s dance moves or if it was because Nicolas and I were standing there. Her curves filled out the red silky wrap dress she wore. The fire engine red heels matched her dress. Dark hair with hints of gray roots formed a perfect halo around her head. The color of her lipstick made her dress seem dull in comparison.   
Uncle Fitz turned to see us. “Oh, good, you decided to join us.” 
Another song started, so I marched over to the radio and flipped it off. 
“What did you do that for?” Uncle Fitz asked like a whiney child. 
He frowned and then looked at the lady and laughed. She smiled in return, so apparently she had been enjoying his little performance.
“What is going on here?” I placed my hands on my hips and stared at him. 
He wrapped his hands around his blue and red striped suspenders and offered a sheepish grin. 
“My lady friend and I were just having a little bit of fun.” 
“Do you have any idea what time it is?” I glanced over at the clock. “Some of us have to get up early in the morning.” 
“Sorry, dear. This is Mary Kay.” He motioned toward the woman perched on the sofa. 
“Charmed, I’m sure,” she said with a crackly voice. 
I stared at her for a moment, as if there as something vaguely familiar about her. Suddenly the music returned at an even louder volume. Mary Kay flashed a smile at Uncle Fitz. Had she done that? Oh, if it was a spell contest she wanted then she was on. It was late and I was cranky, but I wouldn’t let her get by with that. 
“Look, I don’t buy into that whole the witching hour thing. Besides, midnight is long since past and the party is over.” I stepped over and unplugged the radio. 
Now I’d like to see her use magic to turn it back on. She’d need electricity for that. 
“Hallie, we were just having a little fun.” Uncle Fitz looked at me with his big puppy dog eyes. 
“Uncle Fitz, I understand your problem, but maybe you should arrange to take your friend somewhere on another evening. Maybe out to a nice dinner,” I said. 
He raised his hand and pointed his finger toward the sky. “That’s an excellent idea.” 
Uncle Fitz strolled over to Mary Kay and offered her his hand. “Shall we go, my fair lady?” 
I rolled my eyes. It was cute that he had a date, just not so cute listening to the loud music.
Mary Kay took his hand and they strolled toward the foyer. “Hallie, I am sorry for waking you.” 
“That’s okay, Uncle Fitz,” I said as I followed them to the door. 
When I reached the porch, I looked around. “How did you get here?” 
He pointed to the right and I spotted a little silver car. 
“You didn’t drive, did you?” 
He shook his head. I wondered if I was embarrassing him. Maybe I needed to give him some space. 
“Well, we’ll just let you say goodnight.” Nicolas placed his hand on the small of my back and we stepped back into the manor.  
“Do you think I embarrassed him too much?” I asked. 
Nicolas leaned down and kissed my cheek. “Yes.” 
Ugh. “I didn’t mean to. I’m not used to having a teenager dating.” 
Nicolas laughed. “He’ll get over it.” Nicolas touched my chin. 
“Where have I seen Mary Kay before?” I asked. 
Nicolas yawned. “I don’t know. Maybe she came into your mother’s shop.” 
I waved my finger. “Yes, I bet that’s it. Thank you.” 
I had been worrying for nothing. My mother had a lot of customers. Of course that had been where I’d seen her.  We crossed the foyer and reached the staircase, but I paused. “You know, I just can’t shake this vibe I have now.” 
“Do you need a midnight snack?” Nicolas leaned down and nibbled my neck. 
As hard as it was to resist him, I laughed and said, “No, it’s that woman.” 
“What woman?” Nicolas asked as he continued to lick my neck. 
“Mary Kay.” 
“You’re just a little antsy still because of everything that’s happened.” Nicolas ran his tongue down the length of my neck.
I nodded.  “I suppose.” 
Now Nicolas moved up my neck and to my lips. 
“I should look in the parlor,” I said moving away from him. 
He groaned, but followed me as I headed toward the parlor. I stood at the entrance of the room with my hands on my hips. “There’s something about this room.” 
Nicolas wrapped his arms around my waist as he stood behind me, pressing his hard body into mine. “Yes, it’s a dark room, and that means it’s bedtime.”
I moved away again and when I reached the middle of the room I stopped, looking around. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, but I knew it was something. I sensed it, but now I just had to find it. 
When I looked to my left toward the sofa, I spotted a small black velvet bag. 
“I knew it,” I said as I crossed the room. 
I retrieved the bag from the floor. 
“Do you think she left it on purpose?” Nicolas asked. 
“I am sure of it,” I said. “How will I tell Uncle Fitz that his new friend left a spell here?” 
“Maybe you shouldn’t tell him.” 
“I don’t want him to bring her around here. I have to know who she is and why she did this.” 
Uncle Fitz walked back through the door and I hurried over to him. “Is she still here?” I asked. 
“No, honey, she left.” He didn’t look happy about that. 
I held the bag up. “She left her spell pouch. She was casting a spell against us.” 
He stared at the bag. “Now don’t jump to conclusions, Hallie, maybe she just dropped it.” 
“Uncle Fitz, no offense, but I’ve been around some not so nice people lately and I have to be skeptical of everyone.” 
“Mary Kay is a lovely lady.” 
“Where did you meet her?” I asked. 
“We met at the grocery store.” 
“Well even so, I don’t trust her.” 
Uncle Fitz flashed me a hurt look, but I couldn’t let that sway me. “We need to do a spell against her spell.” 
“If there is a spell,” Uncle Fitz reminded me.
I didn’t have a spell pouch, but I knew a lot of witches used them. Basically a witch could take her spices and herbs with her in order to better cast a spell that she needed on the go. Like a spell to go. Maybe I needed to get one of those after all. 
“We’ll go to the kitchen and get what we need,” I said over my shoulder. 
I didn’t care if the men believed me or not. Call it women’s intuition, but I knew Mary Kay was up to something. Nicolas and Uncle Fitz gathered around me as I took out my dish and sprinkled the herbs on top.
I called to the elements, earth, air, fire, and water. I sprinkled more herbs onto the dish and said, “Block the spell in the house that is meant to do us harm.” 
Uncle Fitz took the pouch from where I’d placed it on the counter. 
“Let’s hope that takes care of things,” Nicolas said. 
The next thing I knew I smelled smoke. I looked over and Uncle Fitz had lit the pouch. The flame rapidly moved upward toward his hand. 
“Uncle Fitz why did you do that?” I yelled.
He ran over to the sink and tossed the pouch in, then turned on the water. 
“Whew. I burnt my finger a little,” he said as he shook his hand. 
“You shouldn’t have done that,” I said. 
Nicolas stepped over and peered down at the sink. “The pouch is finished.” 
“Do you want to tell me why you did that?” I asked, placing my hands on my hips. 
“I figured if we destroyed it then the spell couldn’t hurt us.” 
“If that was the case, Uncle Fitz, I would have done that thirty minutes ago.” 
He scratched his head. “I suppose you have a point.” 
“Yes, I do.” I reached down and gathered the remnants of the bag. “I suppose there’s nothing we can do about it now.” I tossed the charred bag into the trash can. 
Uncle Fitz yawned. “I just hope this doesn’t hurt my chances with Mary Kay.” 
I stared at him with my mouth open. “You still want to date her after that?” 
“Until I know for sure why she left it I figure why not. I mean, did you see her big… big eyes? She’s gorgeous.” 
“I think that’s enough for tonight, Uncle Fitz.” 
Nicolas patted Uncle Fitz on the back. “Why don’t you get some shuteye?” 
Uncle Fitz nodded. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’ll do.” 
After Nicolas and I cleaned up the kitchen, we headed back to bed. When I reached the bed, Nicolas pulled me close. “Everything will be okay.” 
I gave a half-hearted smile. “Yes, I suppose you’re right. I have to remain positive.” 
“That’s the best attitude. One of the many reasons… one of the many reasons why I love you. 
Nicolas stared me in the face. Of course I was speechless. 
“I love you too,” I said softly. 
I wasn’t just saying that. I did love him. I loved Liam too and I knew I always wanted the brothers to be a part of my life. 
Nicolas kissed me with passion that I’d never felt before. His lips traveled across mine with urgency. When I was lost in the moment, his mouthed moved to my neck. His lips pressed gently over my skin. The tips of his fangs teased my neck. I felt his hunger. I didn’t stop him, but I wondered if he would actually bite my neck. He stopped and looked into my eyes, then lowered me onto the bed. Only the sounds of our passion remained. LaVeau Manor had fallen quiet as we slipped into slumber. As usual, it was the calm before the storm.
 
 
 



Chapter Twelve
 
The next morning I attempted to make breakfast for everyone, but when Uncle Fitz stepped into the kitchen and spotted my version of an omelet, he snatched the skillet away from me. Liam had taken off before breakfast and before even saying goodbye. I supposed he would call me as soon as he found out anything about the vampires. 
Nicolas and I stood beside the front door. He leaned down and kissed me on the lips. “I’ll call you as soon as I find any information.” 
“Thank you,” I said, remembering to thank him this time.
Liam and Nicolas were going to find out about the vampire, but that still left Charlie. She still hadn’t returned and I knew the board would be at the manor soon demanding an answer that I didn’t have. I needed to do everything I could today to find her. 
The only plan I’d come up with so far was to go to the address listed on her driver’s license. That was honestly all I had to go on at the moment. After dressing in my favorite dark denim jeans and a blue sweater over a white t-shirt, I grabbed my purse and hurried out the door. 
I didn’t bother to tell Uncle Fitz where I was going. He needed to stay behind and rest anyway. I didn’t need another repeat of the Bubbling Cauldron incident. 
It was a beautiful morning and I enjoyed the wind coming through the open window of my car as I headed toward New Orleans. I’d entered Charlie’s address into my GPS and drove right to the place. I pulled up in front of the three-story brick building. Accordingly to the address on the license she was on the first floor. I shoved my car into park and climbed out.
No one was on the sidewalk as I stepped up from the curb. It was a quiet morning. The building had two balconies and a patio area for the first floor. The second- and third-floor balconies had items on them like chairs and plants. The first-floor patio had nothing. Not even a single potted flower. 
I stepped up the small main porch and opened the door. Once inside the foyer, the door marked one was to the left. This must be the place. If Charlie answered the door she would be surprised. 
In front of the door, I raised my fist and knocked. No sound came from the other side, not a TV or a radio. I knocked again and waited, but still there was nothing. I’d come all this way. I hated to just give up and go back home. I didn’t think it would be so terrible if I tried the doorknob to see if it was open. Maybe Charlie was there and just hadn’t heard me. 
With my hand on the antique knob, I twisted. To my surprise the door opened. It creaked as I pushed it just a little. I wanted to believe that maybe Charlie was home, but now I began to worry that something might have happened to her. I doubted she just left her front door unlocked. 
“Hello, is anyone home?” I called out. 
This was making me more uneasy by the minute. I called out again, but still got no answer. 
Like I said I just couldn’t let this opportunity go to waste, so I decided to go inside her apartment. I eased inside the door and then pushed it almost closed behind me. There was a large window to the left that allowed in a ton of light. Charlie had a beige sofa in front of the fireplace with cream-colored upholstered chairs sitting on each side. To the right and down the hallway was what I assumed was the kitchen. Somewhere nearby a clock ticked, but that was the only sound.
I eased through the door and called out again. “Charlie, are you home? We have been looking for you. You didn’t come back to the manor. We’re worried about you and the board wants to find you.” 
Of course, there was no answer. There was a dining room table in the corner of the room by the hallway that led to the kitchen. There were a few stacks of papers and files so I moved over for a closer look. I glanced over my shoulder to make sure I wouldn’t get caught. No one was there but it still felt as if I was being watched.
I picked up a couple of files from the table. It looked as if there were names and pictures of other witches. Some I recognized from Enchantment Pointe and the other names were from New Orleans. Was Charlie investigating these witches too? Did the board send her around to check up on different people? I flipped through the pages stuffed inside, but couldn’t find any info on why she might be investigating these men and women. What had they done that made the board come after them? Probably nothing, just like me. I placed a few of the files back and went through another stack.
As I sorted through a few more files I spotted the edge of a white piece of paper sticking out from one of the files. It was what I recognized at the top that make me take it out from that file. It was a picture of the Book of Mystics. It told who had it and where to find it. Hallie LaVeau at LaVeau Manor. 
Why would she have this photo? She didn’t need to know anything about the Book of Mystics in order to investigate me. That made me nervous. I was a little on edge about the prospect of someone taking the book. 
I stared at the picture for a moment and then placed it back in the file. Just as I was placing the file back on the stack where I’d found it a hand wrapped around my shoulder. 
Unable to control my emotions, I screamed and threw my arms up in the air. I spun around ready to fight off my attacker. Whoever did this had better be ready for a fight. It didn’t matter that I was looking through things that weren’t mine and that I’d entered someone’s home without permission. I was just trying to defend myself now. 
Liam’s handsome face stared back at me. Not only did he have a smile on his face, it shone in his deep blue eyes too. Liam looked great in his jeans and green t-shirt. The color suited him. Then again, Liam looked great in everything. 
“What are you doing?” he asked. 
I released a deep breath. “I was looking for Charlie.” 
Liam surveyed the apartment. “Did you find her?” 
“No, but look what I did find.” I reached around and snatched the file that contained the picture of the Book of Mystics. “Sure, I shouldn’t be in here snooping, but we’re trying to find Charlie. I just couldn’t sit around and do nothing.” 
He nodded. “No, of course not.” 
I pulled out the picture and handed it to him. “I suppose it’s not completely weird that she would have a picture of the Book of Mystics. Maybe it has nothing to do with the investigation. I mean, if she was just interested I guess I can see that. Or maybe I’m just being too paranoid.” 
He gave me a half grin that let me know that was his opinion. I took the picture from him, placed it back in the file and then stuffed it back in the stack. 
“So what are you doing here?” I asked. “How did you get here?” 
“Your Uncle Fitzgerald is outside. He showed up at the plantation and said that you needed my help.” 
My mouth dropped and for a moment I was speechless.
“Are you kidding?” I finally managed. 
“I’m afraid the answer to that is no, I am not kidding. Of course when he said you needed help I came over here right away. I’m glad to see that you are okay.” His mouth curved into a sexy grin.
Liam’s expression eased my tension. 
“I don’t understand why he told you that or how he even got to the plantation, because I left him behind at LaVeau Manor. This is just like at the Bubbling Cauldron, but I hope he doesn’t get into any fights outside. What is he doing here? It’s time I got to the bottom of this,” I said, marching toward the door. 
Liam followed me to the door. 
“I guess you didn’t find Charlie?” he asked as I stepped out into the sunshine. 
I turned around to face him. “Well, I didn’t get past the dining area, but if she is there she never answered. Maybe you should go back inside and check. I don’t know why the door was open.” I paused for a second. “You never told me that Charlie was from New Orleans. Is she a part of the coven?”
He ran his hand through his hair. “I never knew she was living here. It was the first I’d heard of her. As far as I can understand she just moved to town.” 
I nodded. “I guess that makes sense. She had a lot of files in there of witches from around the area. I guess she’s investigating them too.” 
Liam stared ahead for a moment and then said, “I figured they would have informed me of any investigations, but I guess I was wrong. I definitely need to talk with this board.” 
“They can’t just do whatever they want when they want without informing someone.” Not even realizing it, I held my hands at my sides in tight fists. 
Especially without informing the leader. Why was I the leader if they were never going to ask me anything?
“I’ll just go check real quick while you discuss this with your uncle,” Liam said. 
That was exactly what I intended to do. I marched over to Uncle Fitz who was still sitting in Liam’s car. He was staring straight ahead pretending that he didn’t notice me. I knew that he saw me though. I tapped on the window. He didn’t look over at me, so I tapped again. 
Finally, he turned his attention to me and brought the car window down. “Oh, Hallie, I didn’t see you standing there.” 
Yeah, right. I didn’t even know where to start with him. 
I studied his face, expecting a full explanation. “Uncle Fitz, what are you doing here? I left you back at the manor. How did you find your way to the plantation?” 
“I just caught a ride.” 
“How did I know that was the answer you would give? I am not buying that explanation.” I placed my hands on my hips. 
Uncle Fitz wiggled his eyebrows. “It’s the truth.”
Apparently he thought the cute act would get him out of trouble.
Just then Liam stepped out from Charlie’s apartment. “She’s not there,” he said. 
“Thanks for looking, and more importantly, thanks for taking care of Uncle Fitz.” I motioned toward the car with a tilt of my head.
He flashed a little crooked smile. “It was no problem. Hey, if you have the time why don’t you come back to the plantation?”
I pushed the hair behind my ear. “Yeah, I guess we could do that for a bit.” 
I really needed to get back to the manor, but how could I say no to a face like that? 
Liam smiled and said, “Okay, so just follow me, okay?” 
“Uncle Fitz, why don’t you ride with me?” I waved my hand, motioning for him to get out of the car.
“He can ride back with me,” Liam said. 
“I really need to talk with him.” 
Liam smiled, but Uncle Fitz acted as if he wasn’t going to budge from the seat. 
I opened the car door. “Come on, out you go.” I motioned for Uncle Fitz to get out of the car. 
Finally he unfolded his legs from the front seat and shuffled back to my car. Uncle Fitz was silent as we pulled away from the curb. 
“I really don’t know what you are up to, Uncle Fitz.” 
“I just want to make sure you are okay. You really should have asked me to come with you.” 
“It really is none of your concern,” I said as I followed Liam’s car. “I don’t believe you about catching a ride here.” 
He shrugged. “Well, it’s not magic. I haven’t been able to do that since I arrived at your place.”




Chapter Thirteen
 
I pulled down the driveway toward the plantation. Moss-covered oak trees lined the drive on each side. Every time I came here I was on the lookout for gators from the nearby swamp. 
The mansion waited for us at the end of the drive. Two large porches wrapped around the bottom and top floors of the plantation with massive columns on the front façade. It felt only slightly less creepy knowing that there weren’t evil people lurking around the place. At least I hoped they weren’t around this time.  
“You know that man is crazy about you,” Uncle Fitz said as we pulled up behind Liam’s car. 
I cut the engine. “I like him too.” 
“No, I mean he really likes you as more than a friend,” Uncle Fitz said in a singsong voice. 
I took the key from the ignition and opened the door. “I don’t want to talk about that right now. Right now we have to find out why your magic isn’t working.” 
He got out from the car and I met him on his side. “I hope you can figure it out. It’s most upsetting.” 
I could imagine it was upsetting. But I had been in his shoes before so I knew how it felt. 
When Liam walked over to us, I said, “We have a problem. Uncle Fitz says he hasn’t been able to do magic since he arrived at LaVeau Manor.” There was no way to hide the edge of anxiety in my voice. 
Liam furrowed his brow and looked at Uncle Fitz. “Is that right? Why didn’t you say something? You acted as if it was working.” 
Uncle Fitz waved his hand. “I didn’t want to worry anyone. I am sure it will come back soon.” 
I didn’t know why it had gone away but I wanted to get to the bottom of it.
Uncle Fitz and I went inside the plantation with Liam. The place was massive even compared to LaVeau Manor. An ornate staircase greeted us when we entered the foyer. Hardwood floors gleamed under our feet. On the left was the parlor and on the right was the library full of book-lined shelves. 
The three of us gathered in the parlor, stepping to the middle of the room in front of the matching sofas. A massive crystal chandelier hung in the middle of the room. An ornately carved fireplace was in the middle of the far wall with floor-to-ceiling windows flanking each side. A pretty shade of robin’s egg blue bathed the walls. Being in the room brought back memories of when I’d met the New Orleans coven members here. The last coven leader had definitely been a pain in my butt. Thank goodness that was all behind us now. 
“I think I should cast a spell to try to help my uncle. There’s just one catch, I’ll need your help,” I said. 
What I really needed was for all of us to cast a spell, but I didn’t want to look as if I didn’t have things under control. 
Liam nodded. “Of course. We can do it right here in front of the fireplace. Uncle Fitz, you should join us.” 
Liam held my hand and my skin tingled under his touch. Uncle Fitz smiled, but I tried to ignore him. Liam recited the chant with me. I called to the elements of earth, air, fire, and water. The wind whipped around the room in a frenzy. Nothing moved expect for my hair. It would look like I’d driven with my head out the window at a hundred miles an hour by the time we finished the magic. I had no idea if this would work, but it was all I had. 
When the wind died down, Liam released my hand. It felt strange to let go. 
“Why don’t you try a spell now, Uncle Fitz?” I asked.
“What should I do?” 
“How about you start a fire in the fireplace?” Liam motioned.
He closed his eyes, pointed toward the fireplace and recited the spell. A tiny spark flickered in the fireplace, but then disappeared. 
Uncle Fitz frowned. “Well, I guess that was better than nothing.” 
I nodded. “It’s a step in the right direction. We should go back to the manor so I can look in the Book of Mystics for something to help.” 
“The Book of Mystics? You have the Book of Mystics?” Uncle Fitz asked. 
I didn’t answer him. 
“Call me if you need anything.” Liam looked as if he didn’t want us to leave, but I needed to get back. Nicolas would be worried. Liam walked us back out to the car. He waved as we drove away. 
“You didn’t tell me you had the book,” Uncle Fitz said as we pulled down the driveway. 
I looked back in the rearview mirror and saw Liam watching us drive away. He looked lonely standing there all by himself. 
“Uncle Fitz, why did you think I was the leader of the Underworld?” 
“I guess I didn’t know. I thought I heard someone say that but I brushed it off. I had no idea.” 
Was he really that clueless? Maybe he was. 
Uncle Fitz dozed off during the ride home. I turned up the radio and tried to drown out his loud snoring. Nicolas was standing on the porch when I pulled into the driveway and up to the manor. 
“Where have you been? I was worried.” Nicolas touched my arm when I stepped up onto the porch. 
“I was in New Orleans. I went to Charlie’s place to look for her.” 
I wasn’t sure if it was wrong that I didn’t tell him I’d stopped by the plantation. Uncle Fitz joined me on the porch. If he told Nicolas where we’d been I wouldn’t let him have cookies for a week. 
Worry covered Nicolas’ face. “I’m afraid I have bad news.” 
My stomach dropped. I didn’t want or need bad news. 
“Were there reports of witches casting spells against the vampires?”
“No, there wasn’t, but this is something other than that.” He guided me toward the door.
“What is it?” I asked, afraid to hear. 
“The board is inside. They want to speak with you.” 
I didn’t know what to do. It looked as if I had no other choice but to talk with them. 
I nodded. “Okay, I’ll speak with them.” 
After all, this was my job now. I was the leader and had to take care of my responsibilities. I stepped inside the manor. 
Nicolas motioned toward the parlor. “They are in there waiting for you.” 
I straightened my shoulders, puffed out my chest and marched into the room. Nicolas and Uncle Fitz followed me. It would be nice to have them around for moral support.
Three men and two women waited for me in the parlor. The men all wore dark suits. Two had dark hair and one had blondish-gray. They appeared to be from a range of age from forty to fifty. The two women wore dark pants and blue shirts, as if they’d planned to color-coordinate their outfits. They stood when I entered the room. 
“Good afternoon. You must be Halloween LaVeau,” the woman with short dark hair said. She moved closer and stuck out her hand. I had to admit I hadn’t planned on them being so cordial, but perhaps that would change soon. 
In spite of how nice they seemed, something didn’t seem right. Maybe it was the heavy feeling in the air or maybe it was just my nerves. Nevertheless, I wanted to get them out of the manor as soon as possible. 
“Thank you for seeing us. My name is Emily Holbrook. These are the other board members Aimee Hamlin, Gregg Todd, Michael Brenan and Dave McCoy. I’m sure you can understand that we just want to know what is going on with the book and our new leader. We’re here to make sure everything is pleasant for you.” 
Yeah, I wasn’t buying that story. 
“Everything is peachy, thanks for asking,” I said through gritted teeth.
It didn’t take a hammer over the head to pick up on my hostility. 



“Ms. LaVeau, I’m the board leader. I realize our visit is an intrusion, but we need to find Charlie. We sent her here to make sure you were okay and now she is gone. I guess you can understand how that is very concerning,” the blond man said. 
If I remembered correctly his name was Dave McCoy. 
“I can understand that, but I assure you everything is under control.” That was hard for me to say with a straight face. “I will find Charlie and have her contact you as soon as possible.”
They frowned and then the dark haired man said, “See to it that you do.” 
They marched toward the door. 
Dave stopped and turned to me. “By the way, if you don’t find Charlie, we will be forced to start proceedings to have the Book of Mystics taken away from you. Have a nice day.” Dave’s smile was anything but friendly.
The group flashed smug looks my way as they filed toward the door. I figured they wouldn’t be as nice on their exit as when I’d first arrived. They walked out of the manor and climbed into the car. I closed the door and didn’t even watch them drive away. I’d seen enough. How would I find Charlie?
I looked at my watch. “We’re going to be late for the festival.” 
The charity festival was held every year and my mother would never forgive me if I missed it.
Nicolas nodded. “I hoped you hadn’t forgotten.” 
I’d seen that I’d missed a couple calls from my mother. She was probably freaking out thinking that I had forgotten about it. 
“I’d better call my mother before she shows up here,” I said. 
“I’ll change for the festival,” Uncle Fitz said as he walked toward the stairs. 
“What’s going on with him?” Nicolas asked. 
“It’s a long story. I’ll explain in the car on the way there,” I said as I dialed he phone. 
My mother answered on the first ring.
“You have thirty minutes to get to the festival. People will expect you to be there. If you want the local coven to like the new leader of the Underworld then you need to be there.” 
“Take a deep breath, Mama, before you pass out from lack of oxygen.”
“Don’t get sassy with me. Where are you? I tried calling, but you didn’t answer.” 
“I was in New Orleans looking for Charlie.” 
My mother paused. “Oh, well, did you find her?” 
“No, as a matter of fact, I didn’t find her. The board was waiting here for me when I returned.” 
“That’s not good. What did they say?” 
“They said the same thing as before. They want to take the book away if I can’t find Charlie. How is that even my responsibility? I think Charlie doesn’t want to be found.” I released a deep sigh. 
“I hope you told them that they can’t do that,” she said. 
I wasn’t sure what they could do, but I needed to find out. 
“Uncle Fitz showed up in New Orleans.” 
“What do you mean?” she asked. 
I peeked out toward the stairs to see if he was nearby. “I mean I left him here and then all of a sudden he was there.” 
“How did he get there?” she asked. 
I massaged my temple. “He says he caught a ride.” 
“Well, he’s eccentric, that’s probably what he did,” she said. 
“Now he says that he’s had no powers since he arrived at LaVeau Manor.” Saying it out loud sent a shiver down my spine.
“That is odd,” she said in a worried voice. “I’ve never heard of anything like that happening. Well, except for you.”
“Thanks for the reminder,” I said wryly. 
My mother ignored my tone. “So what did you tell him?” 
I looked over my shoulder to see if Nicolas was still in the room. He’d gone into the kitchen for something to drink. “Liam and I tried to cast a spell that would help him.” 
“Did it work?” she asked. 
“A little. Uncle Fitz tried to start a fire in the fireplace but it was just a little spark. I don’t know what to tell him. Any suggestions? I can use any help I can get.” 
I was feeling a little guilty that Uncle Fitz couldn’t use his magic. He’d been fine until he’d come to LaVeau Manor. Now my bad magic was passing on to others. Wasn’t my ineptness enough for everyone? 
Nicolas was now standing behind me. He wrapped his hands around my waist and pulled me close to him while I was still talking. His nearness made me forget the festival.
“Are you still here?” my mother asked, bringing me back to reality. 
“Yes, I’m here,” I mumbled. 
“Well, anyway, back to what we were discussing. I would suggest that you look in the book,” my mother said. “What did he say about not being able to cast spells now?” 
“Actually, he didn’t seem all that broken up about it. He kind of told me in a passing way.” 
“He was never that great with the magic anyway. I think that’s where you get it from.” 
“You can stop reminding me about my bad magic any time now.” Soon enough she’d bring up her missing eyebrow incident and the fact that I’d almost burned the kitchen down. That was all ancient history; things had changed. I’d changed.
“Of course that doesn’t mean that he doesn’t want what little ability he had. You should definitely check in your book,” she said again.
“I’m afraid there is no time to check the book. I have to be at the festival, remember?” 
“Yes, you do, and I suggest you don’t be late. The ladies of the coven don’t like it when people are tardy. And how will it look if the leader is late to the charity festival?” 
“That would look terrible,” I said. Agreeing with her always made these conversations go a lot smoother. “I’ll have to worry about Uncle Fitz tonight after the festival. Besides, he’s not coming to the festival anyway.” 
My mother snorted. “Does he know that?” 
“Not yet. But he will just steal someone’s girlfriend or who knows what kind of trouble he’ll get into.” 
“Haven’t you learned anything? He’ll just catch a ride with someone.” 
My mother was right about that. It looked as if I would have no other choice than to let him come. I just hoped he didn’t cause any trouble. 
“Okay, I’ll see you soon,” I said and hung up. 
Just as Nicolas spun me around to plant a kiss on my lips Uncle Fitz emerged from upstairs. He was wearing a tuxedo. 
My mouth dropped. “What are you doing?” 
“I’m ready for the festival,” he said with a wave of his arms.
“Why are you wearing that?” I asked. 
“I always want to look my best,” he said with a smile. 
“The ladies will love you,” Nicolas said as he patted Uncle Fitz on the back. 
I looped my arm through Uncle Fitz’s. “Come on, Uncle Fitz, let’s show these ladies what you’ve got.” 
Uncle Fitz had taken that eccentric label to heart. He climbed into the backseat of my car.
“Make sure to fasten your seatbelt,” I warned. 
“Why? Do you plan on driving poorly?” he asked. 
“I don’t plan on it,” I said, “but you never know, so fasten up.” 
Traffic was heavy going through downtown Enchantment Pointe. Every witch attended the festival. It was the event of the season. Even more witches came than for the annual Halloween Ball. I hadn’t seen most of the witches since then, when I’d had a battle with another witch. They probably secretly hoped that I didn’t cause another scene like that one. 
I shifted the car into park. 
“Are you ready for this?” Nicolas asked. 
“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. Honestly, I wasn’t sure that I was ready, but I didn’t want to tell him that.
Uncle Fitz followed Nicolas and me up to the building. The festival was being held at the high school’s gymnasium. When we stepped into the room, I saw a sea of witches. Mostly it just looked like a large fall festival. No special witches’ hats or brooms. There was a small table set up at the entrance and Nicolas purchased our tickets. It was all for charity so that the coven would have money for the coming year. As soon as Uncle Fitz had his ticket in hand he started to walk off. 
“Where are you going?” I asked. 
He pulled his pants up a little higher, exposing his white socks. “To get a funnel cake.” 
Of course, where else?




Chapter Fourteen
 
Uncle Fitz took off for the treats and I wondered if I should even let him out of my sight. Of course people were watching him because of his tuxedo. He looked like he was ready to be the circus ring leader. 
Nicolas and I turned to our right. The first booth was the bake sale. The first thing I spotted was cupcakes covered with orange frosting and topped with little witches’ hats. I couldn’t resist and had to buy one. Nicolas got one of Mrs. Amos’ chocolate-chip cookies. With our treats in hand, we continued down the aisle. 
The next booths were set up with crafts and artwork the coven members had created. But the thing that had captured my attention the most was the cauldron toss. The witches had lined up to take turns trying to toss apples into the black cauldrons. Hey, I guessed that was better than toad’s legs or something equally gross. Nicolas and I stepped up to watch the action. 
“You want to give it a try?” he asked. 
I shook my head. “I’d better sit this one out. I don’t have a very good aim.” 
He laughed. “You’re probably better than you realize.”
I pulled on Nicolas’ arm. “Let’s keep walking.” 
We weaved around a crowd of people. Surprisingly no one was paying attention to me. I’d figured after the Halloween Ball everyone would have at least glared at me. Blending in with the crowd was just what I wanted though. 
We stopped in front of the next booth and I looked at the banner on the wall. ‘Best Spell Contest,’ it read. 
“That’s interesting. What is the prize?” I asked. 
Nicolas looked over at a flyer on the nearby table. “Looks like vacation for two in Miami.”
“I could certainly handle that,” I said. Getting away for a while might just be what I needed.
He pointed toward the table with the entry forms. “You should enter.” 
I shook my head. “I doubt the coven would let the leader enter.” 
He reached down and picked up a form. He silently read the rules and then said, “It doesn’t say anything about that. No exclusions.” 
I took the paper from his hand. I scanned the words and didn’t see anything written. “Well, regardless, I shouldn’t enter. I’m not good at magic, remember? I hardly think I should enter the best spell contest.” I glanced around to see if anyone was listening. 
A couple of women looked my way, but quickly turned their attention back to the spells being cast. There was a table with three judges watching the action. 
“It says it’s open for spells for another hour. You really should give it a shot.” He flashed that sexy smile at me and I almost instantly said yes. 
Resisting his charm, I shook my head again. “You are crazy. I don’t know any spells that I am good at. Everything I do turns into a disaster. That’s the last thing I need to put on display here. It would embarrass my mother worse than her missing eyebrow.”
“What about that spell you did?” Nicolas asked. 
I frowned. “What spell?” 
“That one where you turned yourself into Liam and then me.” 
Oh, yeah. There was that spell and I had surprisingly pulled that off. But that wasn’t a spell that I had made up. 
“Doesn’t it have to be an original spell?” I asked. 
“No, just a spell that you do well,” he said.  
I looked around again to see if anyone was listening. “I don’t know, Nicolas. I don’t think I need the attention and this would draw attention to me. Right now everyone is ignoring me. I like it that way.” 
He gestured around the gym. “Look, you’re getting attention whether you like it or not.”
 The spell that Nicolas was talking about had worked, I had to admit. But people would think it was because of the book. I watched as some of the other witches cast spells for the judges. There was a fee to enter, so it was a good cause for charity. I should do it just for that, but in the back of my mind I wondered if I would mess up again in front of all these people. They already thought I was a screwup. Did I really want to give them even more to talk about?
I continued to watch with my thoughts going back and forth. I needed to make up my mind one way or the other. Most of the witches were casting simple spells, but they were doing them flawlessly. I’d never felt this much magical energy in one place before. 
“What do you think?” Nicolas asked after a couple minutes. 
I’d thought it over and made a decision. “I’ve decided that it’s better that I just leave the spellcasting up to them.” I motioned with a tilt of my head. 
Nicolas kissed my cheek. “I understand.” 
We’d just stepped away from the booth and I scanned the crowd, looking out over the many faces. Some I recognized and others I’d never seen before. There was one face I knew looked familiar though. And I knew that he wasn’t there for a funnel cake or hot cider. The vampire who had come to LaVeau Manor to confront me, Shawn Burns, was standing by one of the exit doors. What was he doing there? A chill went down my spine. 
I touched Nicolas’ arm. “Look, it’s the vampire from the other night.” 
Nicolas’ arm tensed under my hand. “What do you think he wants?” 
“Trouble,” I said. 
“He won’t find it here. I’ll tell him to leave.” Nicolas had placed one foot forward when I stopped him by pulling on his arm. 
“Look over there at the other door.” I gestured with a tilt of my head. “I saw that guy at the manor too. He was with Shawn. I recognize that smarmy look on his face.” 
When I looked over at the other door, I spotted another vampire. “There’s another one. They have all the doors guarded. If they plan on causing problems then they’d better realize there are a bunch of witches here who have kickass powers.” 
I thought I’d made it perfectly clear to Shawn the other night that I wasn’t playing his little game. This whole ridiculous idea that the witches were casting spells against the vampires had to stop. 
When I looked back at the main door, what I saw really made my stomach drop. Annabelle was talking to Shawn the vampire. He was smiling and laughing and she was doing the same. No doubt he had turned on his charm for her. There was no way I would let that happen. 
“He’s talking to Annabelle. That creep is totally up to something.” 
“He won’t be for long,” Nicolas said. 
“We have to go stop him,” I said. 
Nicolas was already thinking the same thing because he rushed forward. The crowd had grown in size in just the few minutes since we’d been standing there. We weaved around the people. A woman dropped her hot dog in front of us. She cursed then reached down, picked it up and placed it back between the bun. I didn’t even want to think about all the germs on that floor. We finally maneuvered around her only to be stopped by a large gathering of people again. I peeked around to make sure Annabelle was still there.
We’d only made it a few steps with a woman jumped out in front of us. She had long gray hair and pale blue eyes. She glared at me as if I’d done something wrong and then instantly changed her expression to a smile. I tried to step around her, but she moved to the side right in front of me again. What did this woman want? I peered over her shoulder and saw Annabelle still standing with the vampire. If we didn’t hurry something bad could happen. 
“May I help you?” I asked, trying not to sound too irritated. 
“Aren’t you going to buy a homemade wand? I make them myself.” She gestured at her table of crafts. 
I exchanged a look with Nicolas and then scanned her table. “They are lovely. Unfortunately, we have an important matter to address at the moment.” 
She waved her hand in the direction of the table. “Won’t you take a look?” 
“I’d love to, but like I said I have to talk with someone. It’s very important.” 
“We’ll be back in just a bit to take a look at the beautifully crafted wands,” Nicolas said as he took my arm. 
He knew that if he didn’t pull me away from there that I would end up buying a wand first before getting to Annabelle. The woman frowned, but I couldn’t let that stop me. Nicolas maneuvered us around the woman. She stared at us, but didn’t say anything else. She probably knew that we wouldn’t be back. 
There was no time for shopping now. I had to get Annabelle away from that creep. He had to know that Annabelle and I were friends. He probably remembered seeing me with her the other night at the Bubbling Cauldron.
As we grew closer to where they stood, Annabelle started to walk away with the vampire. The exit door apparently led into the other part of the school. Where was he taking her? And why was she going with him? It would do no good to call out to her because my voice would be drowned out by the chatter of the crowd. We had to hurry so that we wouldn’t lose her. If he got her in the other area we might never find her again. 
Nicolas grabbed my hand and we ran through the crowd. I bumped into a woman. 
She frowned and I said, “Sorry. So sorry.” 
Nicolas pulled me through the gym and I thought my legs wouldn’t be able to keep up. 
When we grew near, I yelled out. “Annabelle, stop.” 
She stopped and turned around. I was glad that she’d heard me. The vampire wasn’t so happy though. I glared at him. He knew that I was on to his little game. 
Nicolas and I ran over to her. The vampire took off and I grabbed Annabelle’s arm. 
“I think the vampire is mad at us.” I chuckled.
“He’ll get over it.” Nicolas stared in the direction of the vampire. When I looked closer I saw that the tips of Nicolas’ fangs poked into his bottom lip.
“Annabelle, why were you talking to that guy?” I asked. 
She scowled. “He was asking about the festival. What is wrong with you?”
I released my hold on her arm. “Oh, well, he was the one who came to the manor and threatened me.” 
Her eyes widened. “I didn’t know. I’m glad he left.”
“I hope he doesn’t come back,” I said.
Annabelle spotted my mother. “I think I’ll go talk with your mom.” Annabelle was clearly shaken by the latest event. 
I nodded. “Okay. Watch out for that guy.” 
She nodded and headed toward my mother. 
“Clearly, we need to keep an eye out for him,” I said. 
Nicolas ran his hand through his hair as he scanned the crowd. “Maybe we chased him off.”
“I have a feeling he’ll be back.” I looked out over the crowd and that was when I spotted her. “There’s Charlie,” I said, pointing across the room. 
Nicolas looked in the direction of my pointing finger. 
“Do you see her?” I asked. 
He shook his head. “No, but let’s go get her.” 
My adrenaline spiked. This was exactly the break that I needed right now. I should have figured that she would show up at the festival. I didn’t know where she’d been, but I planned on keeping track of her this time. Nicolas and I took off across the room.
I yelled out to Charlie, but she didn’t turn around. With all the noise, I wasn’t sure that she heard me, but even if she did she probably wouldn’t stop. I had to block her from leaving, so I did the only thing I knew. I recited the words, speaking out loud as I ran through the gymnasium. 
I heard my name called out, but I didn’t turn around to see who it was. I was pretty sure it was my mother. She probably wondered why I was running through the building. Nothing should surprise her at this point. 
Nicolas was still running beside me, but I didn’t think he knew that I was casting a spell. It wasn’t working though because Charlie wasn’t slowing down. Apparently my spell wasn’t working. Big surprise.
“She’s getting away,” I yelled. 
Nicolas picked up his speed. Charlie ran out of the exit door at the side of the gym. Nicolas reached the door before I did and opened the door. When I got there I stepped outside. Nicolas was standing there. 
“Where did she go?” 
He ran his hand through his hair. “She disappeared.” 
I was sure that I’d seen her. 
“You saw her too, right?” I asked.  
He shook his head. “Yeah, I saw her. I’m going to look around the building.” 
“I’ll go with you,” I said. 
Nicolas and I walked around the entire building but there was no sign of her. 
“Let’s go back inside,” I said. 
I knew she wouldn’t be there this time. When we stepped back into the room all hell had broken loose. A cloud was swirling around under the ceiling. Witches were using their hands to attempt a spell, but nothing was working.
“What’s going on?” Nicolas asked a woman beside us. 
“I don’t know. The spells just stopped working. No one can perform magic.” 
My eyes widened. “What? That can’t be possible.” 
I spotted my mother and she hurried over to me. “Hallie, what is going on? You have to do something.” 
I threw my hands up. “What am I supposed to do?” 
She waved her hand. “Well, you are the leader.” 
Oh yeah, there was that. I supposed I should know what to do. By the glares I was receiving I knew that everyone was upset. How was I supposed to figure this out? Nicolas and my mother stared at me.
I was getting looks from everyone in the room too. They were looking at me to fix this. I ran over to the woman in charge. She looked like she was terrified. 
“How can I make an announcement to the room?” 
“I can take you to the office,” the woman beside me said. 
I nodded and then followed her out of the room and into the main part of the school. We talked down the corridor toward the office. When we reached the office, she unlocked the door and motioned for me to follow her. I had to figure out what to say to the entire town of Enchantment Pointe.
Were the witches blaming me for the missing powers? Why did they have to blame me? Oh yeah, because I was constantly making mistakes. Everyone made mistakes though, so I didn’t think it was really something I should be blamed for. But what had happened? How did this happen? 
The woman turned on the intercom and motioned for me to come over. My heart thumped a little faster. I still didn’t know what to say. I would have to wing it. 
“Just try to get them to stay calm,” she offered as if reading my mind.
That was easier said than done.
“Is this thing on?” I tapped the microphone.
She nodded and motioned for me to go ahead. I cleared my throat, released a deep breath, and leaned in close to the microphone. 
“May I have your attention please? There has been an incident involving the magical powers. Everyone please remain calm. Bear with us while we get to the bottom of this and get your powers restored.” 
I felt like there had been a power outage and I was the electric company trying to get the lines restored. 
“Please leave your name at the ticket table if you are missing your powers.” 
Oh, that sounded ridiculous. 
The woman shook her head. Even she knew how silly I sounded. This leader of the Underworld business wasn’t as easy as it looked. I thanked her for letting me make the announcement and then hurried back toward the gym. What I really wanted to do was run home and forget about the whole mess. But I couldn’t let the witches down.




Chapter Fifteen
 
I was walking back down the corridor toward the gym when I caught movement to my left. I glanced down the hallway and saw someone who looked exactly like Charlie. So she was here after all. She couldn’t hide from me forever. She wasn’t as sneaky as she thought she was. I was sure she didn’t know that I was watching her. 
If I called out to her she wouldn’t stop, so my only option was to run after her. I’d have to be fast if I wanted to catch her though. Once she saw me, she would just run away. 
It was weird being back in the hallways of my old school. My locker had been on the third floor while my classes had been mostly on the first. Yeah, I was convinced that the staff had hated me. It hadn’t been my fault that the school’s office had flooded and the cafeteria had caught fire. It was a spell gone wrong. What could I say? Accidents happened. Little had I known back then that someday I would be the leader of the Underworld. 
I ran after Charlie. Unfortunately, my shoes squeaked against the hallway floor. It would be hard to sneak up on her. The closer I got, the more she would be able to hear me. So far I was lucky and she hadn’t turned around to notice that I was gaining on her. 
Where was she headed? I had no idea why anyone would be back here. As far as I knew all of the doors back here were closed. I slowed down since she hadn’t turned around to notice me. 
She was still walking, so I slowed to a fast walk. How could she not know that I was right behind her? It was beginning to freak me out a little. Would she want to fight me when she turned around and saw that it was me? Did she already know that I was behind her and just waiting for her chance to attack? This was the time I had to make my move. My heart thumped in my chest as I reached out for her. I wrapped my hand around her arm and pulled.
Charlie spun around. She yanked her arm away. “What do you want? Why are you grabbing me?” She scowled as she stared at me and stepped back a couple steps. There was a look of terror in her eyes. “Do I know you?” she asked. 
Had she lost it? 
“Don’t play games with me, Charlie. You know who I am,” I said. 
She shook her head. “No, I don’t know you, and my name isn’t Charlie.” 
I stared at her for a second. “What are you talking about? It’s me, Hallie, remember?” 
There was something different about her face, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. 
“Again, I don’t know you. I don’t know any Hallie.” 
I placed my hands on my hips. “Funny. We are looking for you.” 
She frowned. “I don’t know who you are and you’re scaring me. My name is Angela. I’ve never seen you before and I don’t know what you mean when you say that they are looking for me, but I’m pretty sure I don’t want to find out. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go.” 
I stepped in front of her. 
“If you don’t let me go I will have to call the police.” She moved around me and I followed after her. 
“Look, I am the leader of the Underworld. My name is Hallie LaVeau and you have been staying at my manor,” I called out.
She waved her hand as she opened the exit door. “You are crazy. Now get away from me. I already told you that I don’t know what you want or who you are.” 
“Charlie,” I said as she stepped out the door.
“My name is not Charlie,” she yelled.
I followed her out the door but she took off in a sprint across the parking lot. I threw my arms up. I figured there was no use in running after her. The conversation had gone nowhere. I was sure she was lying to me. That was Charlie. Clearly it was Charlie, right?
I peered across the parking lot to see where she’d gone. She claimed her name wasn’t Charlie, but I didn’t believe it. She looked like Charlie and talked like Charlie, so she had to be Charlie. Where had she gone? I placed my hands on my hips and blew the bangs out of my eyes. There was no way she could have gotten away that quickly. 
At first she was nowhere in sight. Then I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. I turned to my right and looked toward the side parking lot.
That was when I spotted her. She didn’t notice me, so I just stood there and watched her. She had her hands on her hips and was looking straight ahead as if she was waiting for someone. I figured if I yelled at her she would just run off. Besides, it didn’t look as if she was going to stop and talk to me anymore. I couldn’t figure out why she’d said she wasn’t Charlie. I didn’t know if she was the real Charlie or if the Charlie who had been at the manor was the real Charlie. 
A black sports car whizzed around the side of the building. It pulled up next to Charlie. She leaned down to talk with the passenger. I couldn’t get a good look because she was blocking the view. I moved over a couple steps, hoping they wouldn’t notice me watching. 
That was when I recognized who she was talking to—the vampires. I knew they were up to something. Charlie was somehow involved with the vampires. How did she know them? What was the connection? She wouldn’t get away with this. 
Charlie stepped back and the vampire opened the door. He looked my way but I ducked next to the doors. When I glanced over I realized he must have not seen me. Charlie was climbing into the back seat with them. Apparently they didn’t hate witches too much, because they seemed friendly with her. The vampire got back into the car, closed the door, and then they sped off. 
I watched the car as it drove through the parking lot. Where were they going? Charlie seemed happy to be leaving with them, so I didn’t think she was in danger.
I couldn’t believe that I’d let her slip through my hands. I had her and yet couldn’t get her to answer any of my questions. Why had she acted as if she had no idea who I was? Had someone placed a spell on her? 
Just then the car reappeared, coming through the parking lot. My heart thumped in my chest. Why were they coming back? I jumped behind the nearby bushes. Not a great hiding place, but it was all I had at the moment. Had Charlie told them about seeing me? That I had asked her about being Charlie? 
This was all so confusing that it was giving me a headache. The car circled around the parking lot and I was convinced that they were looking for me. I held my breath as I waited for the car to pull away again. 
I released a deep breath when the car drove off across the parking lot again. What had made them return? After a few more seconds, I eased up from my crouched position and inched over to the school’s door. I moved so that I wouldn’t have to turn my back on the enemy. I turned to go inside. 
Just as I reached to open the door, a woman called out to me from behind. I whipped around to see one of the witches from the Enchantment Pointe coven. I’d seen her before at the Halloween Bash and in my mother’s shop a few times. Her name was Helen, or was it Harriet? I couldn’t remember. She was always smiling though. She had short blonde hair and today she wore black pants and a brown sweater. 
“Hi, Hallie. I thought that was you. It’s me, Harriet.” She walked toward me.  
Thank goodness she’d shared her name so I wouldn’t be embarrassed. 
As she neared she said, “Are you okay? You look like something is wrong.” 
It must have been written on my face that something was majorly wrong. I wasn’t sure how much information I should share with her. I didn’t really know her well at all. 
I nodded and glanced around. “I’m fine.” 
“Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked. 
“Yes, it’s a lovely time.” I tried to pretend that everything was fine. 
In the meantime, I knew that everything was crazy inside the gym. I had to ask her about her powers. 
“Have you had problems with your witchcraft since you arrived at the gym?” I asked. 
Her stare told me that she thought I’d lost it. “My witchcraft is fine.” She looked at me as if to say it was me who needed to check my witchcraft. 
“Have you tried a spell in the last few minutes?” I asked. 
She gave a nervous chuckle. “Not in the past hour.”
“Would you mind trying a simple spell to see if it works?” I asked. 
She flashed an irritated look and then pointed her finger at the bush. Nothing happened. She pointed again and a look of panic gave over her. “It’s not working.” 
“Sorry to break it to you, but the witches’ powers are gone.” 
“When did this happen?” she asked.
I didn’t have time to go into details. “If you go back in the gym I’ll make sure someone explains.” 
She looked as if she might cry. “Have I done something wrong?”
“No, nothing like that.” I tried to change the subject. “Did you happen to notice that car driving through the parking lot when you walked up?” 
She nodded. “Yes, I saw it.” 
“Did you see the witch inside the car?” 
“Yes, I saw her.” 
“Do you know that woman?” I asked.
“She is a witch from Enchantment Pointe.” 
“Do you know her name?” I asked. 
“Her name is Angela. She lives not far from here. She’s very nice. A sweet girl.” 
“Her name isn’t Charlie?” I asked. 
Harriet shook her head. “No, it’s not Charlie.” 
She looked so confused. I knew she must be freaking out about the no-magic thing. 
“Do you know anything else about her?” 
“Not really. She has lived in Enchantment Pointe all her life. Her father works at a law office in town. She works at the dentist’s office. I think she graduated high school only a couple years ago.” 
I’d thought she’d looked young. Maybe even younger now than when she’d shown up at the manor.
“She told me her name was Angela, but I have reason to believe otherwise.” 
I didn’t have time to go into the full details. Besides, it looked as if Harriet didn’t want to hear the whole story anyway. I knew she wanted to get inside. 
“What she told you was the truth,” Harriet said. “I’m not sure why you have the other information.” 
I was really confused now. 
“I really need to find out why my magic isn’t working,” Harriet said. “Did you make it stop?” She looked at me with wide eyes. 
I snorted. “Me? No, I didn’t take away your powers or anyone’s for that matter.”
So this Angela had been telling the truth? Why had she lied before when she told me her name was Charlie? Or had she not lied and the other person who showed up with her identity at the manor had lied? Either way I had to find out what was really going on with this mysterious witch.  
“We should go inside now.” Harriet pointed at the door. 
I nodded. “Yes, we should.” 
I wasn’t looking forward to what we were about to witness. But I knew everyone would be looking for me. 
I opened the door. Harriet stepped inside first. I looked back over my shoulder. No one back there. The car hadn’t returned this time. Was the woman just faking it? Harriet had seemed certain that she knew Angela to be an Enchantment Pointe resident. 
“Thanks for the information,” I said as we walked inside the school. 
Harriet glanced at me with that same stunned look on her face. Then she waved her hand. “You’re welcome. I wish I could help more. Why can’t you tell me why I don’t have any powers?” she asked. 
“To be honest, it’s because I don’t know. No one in Enchantment Pointe has powers now.” 
“You’ve got to be kidding.” 
Maybe it was my imagination, but it sounded as if she was accusing me of messing up the powers too. 
We reached the gym door and I paused. “I hope you are ready for this.” 
Her eyes widened. “Is it bad?” 
“Let’s just say that everyone is panicking.” 
“Well, rightfully so,” she said. 
“I just want you to know that this isn’t my fault. I had nothing to do with this. Well, maybe I had a little to do with it, but it was completely out of my control.” I didn’t want to take the blame for this. Regardless, I had a feeling everyone would blame me anyway. I needed to remember not to worry about what others thought of me. I was a nice person and if they couldn’t see that then that was their problem. 
I had to tell Nicolas about seeing Charlie or Angela, whatever her name was. 
“By the way, Harriet, if you go to the ticket table and give them your name we can start the process of getting your magic back.” I walked away, not wanting to see her stunned expression.
When I entered the space, I saw the line at the ticket table for witches to register their complaints. Apparently every single witch in town was now missing powers.
Nicolas was talking with a few women, trying to calm them down. When I approached, he darted away from then and over to me. “It looks like this will be a while. The line is all the way around the gym.”
This was more than a little embarrassing.  
“I saw Charlie,” I said. 
“Where is she?” he asked, looking around the room. 
“She’s not here. She took off with the vampires.” 
He shook his head. “I knew they were involved in this. Obviously, we can’t trust Charlie.” 
“Well, here’s the thing. I confronted her in the hallway and she claimed she wasn’t Charlie. One of the witches from Enchantment Pointe said that wasn’t Charlie either. She said her name was Angela. We may never find out who is telling the truth.”
“It sounds as if someone is just playing tricks,” he said. 
“I need to go home and get the book. It’s the only thing I have right now that will even come close to telling me how to fix this.” 
Nicolas nodded and guided me toward the exit door. A couple women jumped in front of us. 
“Where do you think you’re going?” one woman asked. 
I pushed her out of the way. “I’m going to try to figure this out.” 
“You can’t just leave,” the other woman said.
“I have no choice,” I said. 
“That is not very nice,” the woman said. 
“Look, if you want me to fix this then I have to go get the Book of Mystics. Now the longer you stand here arguing with me the longer it will be. And you can explain to everyone why it took so long.” 
The women reluctantly nodded and moved out of the way. I hated to be rude, but they gave me little choice. 
My mother came to the door as I was leaving. “What do I tell them?” 
“Tell them I am getting the Book of Mystics. I will be back soon. I promise.” I waved over my shoulder.
At least I hadn’t promised that I would be back with an answer to everyone’s problems. 
Nicolas and I got into his car and headed back to the manor. In all the chaos, I had forgotten all about Uncle Fitz. My mother would just have to take care of him until I got back. That was when it hit me that Uncle Fitz had lost his powers too. Was it for the same reason? It sure seemed like there might be a connection. But did it have anything to do with me?




Chapter Sixteen
 
Where had Charlie gone? Did her disappearance have anything to do with everyone losing their powers? I had no idea how that would have been the case. She had come to the manor to check on me, not take everyone’s powers. But she had been with Uncle Fitz and then he’d lost his powers. I couldn’t deny that that was a little odd. 
“What do you think happened back there?” Nicolas asked as he hurried through the streets toward the manor. 
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “I can’t figure it out. Do you think it had anything to do with Charlie?”
He nodded without looking over at me. “It’s possible.” 
“Where do you think she went?” I asked. 
“Where do you think she’s been?” he asked without answering my question. 
“Maybe she went back to the manor,” I said. 
“Maybe,” he said, but it didn’t sound as if he really believed it. 
To be honest I didn’t believe it either. If she had ignored me at the gym, then she certainly wouldn’t go back to the manor. Maybe Charlie didn’t want to be an investigator any more. This could be her way of quitting the job. It certainly seemed as if she didn’t want to be found.
We finally arrived at the manor. I couldn’t stop worrying about what had happened at the gym. If the book didn’t give me answers then I didn’t know what I would do. 
“There has to be a spell to reverse what is going on, right?” I asked Nicolas.
He attempted a smile, but it didn’t give me much confidence. He was probably right to be skeptical. I figured my odds were about ten percent. I wouldn’t give up just yet though. Nicolas pulled up in front of the house and I didn’t even wait for him to cut the engine off before I opened the car door.
After climbing out of the car, I ran to the door and inside the manor. I thought Nicolas was behind me, but I didn’t slow down long enough to find out for sure. As I raced up the stairs I began to lose some of my momentum. The climb was a rough one. But I finally made it to the second floor and down the hallway toward my bedroom. I assumed the footsteps behind me were Nicolas—at least I hoped they were. I didn’t think it would be Charlie, but what if it was? 
I glanced over my shoulder. Just as I’d thought it wasn’t Charlie. 
Nicolas was behind me now. I reached my bedroom door and pulled the key from my pocket. I’d forgotten that the necklace that Charlie had bought before she’d disappeared was in my pocket. 
After unlocking the door, I stuffed the key back in my pocket and turned the knob. I was always paranoid that I wouldn’t be able to get the door unlocked and I would have to call a locksmith. l rushed over to the trunk and grabbed the book. 
“Got it,” I said, holding the book up for Nicolas to see. 
He was waiting just outside the door for me. I didn’t bother to shut the trunk as I tucked the book under my arm and raced back out the door. Nicolas followed me back down the stairs. I decided to take the book to the kitchen because more than likely if the book gave me a spell I would need herbs, spices, or the cauldron. We made a mad dash across the house to the kitchen and I plopped the big book down on the island counter.
Nicolas stood just behind me peering over my shoulder at the book. I normally liked to look at the book alone, but now was a different situation. I didn’t want to be in this predicament by myself. Although ultimately it was all up to me. It was just nice to know I had someone who cared and would stand with me. I flipped open the cover and slowly words began to appear. 
“That’s amazing,” Nicolas said. 
The list of spells was all that was showing up so far. I was hoping that the book would flip the pages to the correct spell. There had to be a correct spell. I wouldn’t allow myself to think otherwise. 
“I’ll have to ask the book to give me the spell,” I said. 
Nicolas nodded, giving me his silent nudge of confidence. 
I released a deep breath and then said, “Something has gone wrong. Show me the way to make it right.” Nothing happened and my stomach turned. What would I do now? I was about to give up and close the cover when the pages started to slowly move. It was a little swoosh at first and then a page flipped. Then it was another one and another one. 
Soon twenty or thirty pages had moved. The pages stopped and I peered down at the paper. It was in an unknown language at first, but then the words appeared to me in English. 
“It’s the spell,” I said. 
“What do you need? I can get it from the shelves.” Nicolas moved toward the plentiful shelf of spices.
“It looks like I just need some mint and bay leaves. I don’t even need the cauldron this time.” 
Nicolas gathered the items and brought them to me. We made a good team. As I sprinkled the ingredients onto the little dish on the countertop, I called to the elements and then recited the words. Nicolas joined me and chanted the words too. I hoped that helped. 
How would this spell lead me to the answer? Would it reverse the problem with the witches? I didn’t even know if a spell had been placed on the entire town of Enchantment Pointe. And I certainly figured that I wouldn’t be the one to fix the problem all on my own. 
I finished the spell with a wave of my hand. “Now what?” 
The pages turned and turned until finally flipping to the back. The book slammed shut. It had never done that before. Without warning, the book picked up from the counter and flew across the room. 
I let out a little gasp. The book landed with a loud thud next to the back door. I raced over to the book. How had that happened? I reached down to pick up the book and when I glanced out the door window I noticed the message written in the clouds. 
“Nicolas, you’ve got to see this,” I said. 
He ran over. I was still in shock from seeing the book move on its own, but this was even more amazing. When he was standing beside me, I pointed out the window. The message was written in the sky with fluffy white clouds against the bright blue contrast. 
The problem is on you. 
“I don’t know what that means,” I said. 
Nicolas continued to stare out the window, but didn’t offer a theory on what the message meant. 
“Does that mean that the problem is all me?” I asked. 
“No, it can’t mean that and if it does then it is all wrong,” he responded. 
He knew that was the right answer to give, but was that the way he really felt? The message disappeared as if it had never been there in the first place. Unfortunately, it hadn’t offered much help. If anything it was more of a problem. 
“We’d better get back to the gym to see what’s going on,” Nicolas said, touching my arm and bringing me back to reality. 
I nodded. “I’ll just take the book back up and meet you at the front door.” 
I climbed the stairs once again with the book tightly under my arm. I would hold it even tighter now that I knew it could move on its own. My mind kept going over the message, trying to make sense of what it meant. After locking the book back in the trunk, I met Nicolas at the front door.
“Don’t worry. We’ll figure it out,” he said as he walked me to the car. 
I supposed he’d read the look on my face. I had to figure it out because everyone was counting on me, including my mother and Annabelle, the two people I loved the most. 
We made the drive back to the gym. I wasn’t in such a hurry to return because I knew what was waiting for me. And I would have to give everyone an answer. I had no clue how to fix this. I was letting them down. I was a failure. 
As we drove through the streets of Enchantment Pointe, it was like a ghost town. 
“This is freaking me out,” I said as we turned right at Mystical Drive. 
Nicolas looked out the window. “It is kind of quiet compared to earlier.” 
“Where is everyone?” 
I was almost afraid to find out. When we pulled into the parking lot it was empty. We rushed to the door of the gym and I burst through the door. 
Everyone was gone. The crowd had disappeared. No bake sale, no spellcasting, and no cauldron toss. 
“Hallie, I’m over here,” my mother said. 
On the opposite side of the gym my mother was sitting on a metal chair next to the exit door. Uncle Fitz was sitting in the chair next to her. 
“Well, at least you haven’t lost your uncle too.” Nicolas pointed.
I ran over to them. 
“What is happening?” I asked. 
She waved her arms through the air. “Everyone left. They didn’t want to stay around if they couldn’t cast spells. They said it would be safer if they were home. Everyone is really freaked out that someone has taken the powers away. That maybe something bad is about to happen.” 
I knew by the look on her face that she felt this way too. 
Now that I thought of it, the vampires did think that witches were casting spells on them. Had they somehow found a way to get rid of the witches’ powers? How would that be possible? 
“Okay, we need to try to stay calm,” Nicolas said, touching my mother’s shoulder. 
She attempted a half-hearted smile. 
“Where is Annabelle?” I asked. 
My mother shook her head. “I haven’t seen her for quite some time. I figured she went home like everyone else.” 
That was probably true, but I’d have to call her nonetheless. I wished that Jon was here so that he could stay with her. With all that was going on I didn’t think it was safe for her to be traveling around town. The vampires were obviously angry and the whole thing with Charlie had me paranoid too. I hadn’t seen Annabelle since before all the chaos erupted. I knew how she was scared of all this paranormal stuff and I hoped she wasn’t too freaked out. 
“We should get out of here,” Nicolas said. 
“Did you find Charlie?” Uncle Fitz asked. 
I shook my head. “No, not yet.”
I hadn’t done much of anything. Charlie had gotten away and I had allowed all the magic in Enchantment Pointe to slip away. The terrifying thought hit me. What if it never came back? How would the witches cope with having no powers? I would be used to it because I had never had much powers to speak of in the past anyway, but not the others. 
We left the gym and squeezed into my car. 
“I will take you all back to your house, Mom. It will be safer there,” I said. 
My mother twisted her hands together. “I don’t like the idea of you out on your own.” 
“She has me, remember?” Nicolas said. 
“Okay, I don’t like the idea of both of you out on your own.” 
“We’ll be okay. I promise. We’re just going to find the board. We need to ask them questions about Charlie. That’s the only way to find her. She may hold the key to why this happened. After that I have to talk with the vampires.” 
“Do you have to?” my mother asked. 
“I’m afraid so,” I said as I pulled into her driveway. 
She reluctantly climbed out from the backseat and Uncle Fitz followed her. He had been very quiet. 
“You’ll call me as soon as you know something?” she asked. 
“Of course, Mom.” I waved, but she didn’t take the hint and step away from the car. 
“I take that back. Call me before you know something.” 
I nodded and shifted the car into reverse. “I promise I will call you soon.” 
“What do we know about the situation?” Nicolas asked as I pulled back onto the road. 
“Well, Uncle Fitz said he lost his magic when he came to the manor.” 
“Charlie was already there at that point,” Nicolas said. 
I steered the wheel. “Yes. The witches were still doing magic at the festival.” 
“Until we spotted Charlie,” Nicolas pointed out.




Chapter Seventeen
 
Nicolas had been right. The witches had been doing the magic and then it had stopped right after I’d spotted Charlie. But that didn’t mean she had anything to do with it, right? Maybe it was me? I had cast a spell when I was chasing her. Maybe it was my magic making everyone else bad. After all, Uncle Fitz had stopped having magic when he came to my place. At this point, I didn’t know if it was me or Charlie. Then I remembered watching Charlie’s eyes change when she’d looked at Uncle Fitz when she’d first seen him. I’d thought she was casting a spell. If that was true, then that would explain why he’d lost his powers. Therefore, Charlie’s presence at the festival would explain the loss of powers for the other witches too. 
Nicolas and I were the only ones at LaVeau Manor. Darkness had settled over the area. 
A noise caught my attention at the front door. Nicolas was in the kitchen, so I decided to check it out. When I stepped out the front door I spotted an envelope on the front steps. I looked around but didn’t see anyone. I stepped over and reached down to pick it up. Had someone dropped this? 
It was a plain white envelope with my name written on the outside. If someone wanted to deliver me a message couldn’t they have sent an email or a text message? My fingers tingled as I held the paper. Someone had used magic while holding it. 
I turned it over in my hands and unsealed the back. I was almost afraid to find out what it said. Something told me that it couldn’t be good news. Good news was something you received in person. A note like this was left because the person didn’t want to confront me. 
Meet me at the Bubbling Cauldron tonight at 11.

It was signed Charlie. 
Well, I hadn’t expected that. What did she want? Why was she hiding from us? There was only one way to find out. I had to go to the Cauldron.
After sharing the note with Nicolas, he was hesitant, but agreed to go and see what she wanted.
I hated that I had to go out tonight. I wanted nothing more than to linger in the tub, eat something I would regret later, and then go to bed. Instead, I was slipping into a dress and heels. Hey, this time I didn’t want to be underdressed for the Cauldron. Plus, I wanted Nicolas to know that I owned something other than jeans and t-shirts. 
When I stepped into the parlor, he looked me up and down and then said, “Wow, you look amazing.” 
I smiled. That was exactly what I’d wanted to hear. Nicolas escorted me to the door. 
He leaned down and sniffed. “You smell like cookies.” 
“I hope you like cookies,” I said as I stepped onto the porch. 
“I devour cookies.” 
My heart sped up when I looked at his handsome face. He held the car door open for me and I slipped into the passenger seat. I caught him checking out my legs, which was a good thing. When he slipped behind the wheel I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. 
“What was that for?” he asked. 
“Just for being you,” I said, slipping back onto the leather seat. 
A huge smile spread across his face as he started the ignition. We discussed the note on the ride there. I was grateful for the distraction because Nicolas looked handsome tonight and I found myself daydreaming about kissing him all over. 
We pulled up to the street in a spot close to the door. It was as if someone had saved the spot for us. Nicolas opened the door for me and we stepped into the night air. It was an unusually warm night. It felt more like summer than late fall. At least that meant I didn’t have to worry about being cold inside the club. They always kept that place freezing.
The place was packed tonight and I didn’t know how we would ever find Charlie in the crowd. Music pulsed loudly through the building. People swayed to the music and laughed over drinks. I stepped over to the bar. 
“What can I get you?” the bartender asked. 
“Do you know if anyone came in here looking for me?” I yelled. 
He shook his head. Being recognized around town had its advantages and disadvantages. Nicolas ordered a beer and I had white wine. At least we could look like we were having fun while there. 
Nicolas handed me the glass. “We should take a look around.” 
It was difficult to maneuver through the crowd with the drink in my hand. We circled the entire room, but still didn’t see her. 
“I don’t see her,” I said. 
Nicolas took a swig of his beer. “Me either.” 
I looked at the time on my phone. We’d already been there an hour and the crowd was giving me a headache. Nicolas must have sensed this from me. 
“We should just leave. I don’t think she’s going to show up now.” 
I placed my glass on the table. “You’re right. I don’t know why she didn’t show.” 
We made our way through the crowd. When we’d almost reached the door a guy stumbled out in front of us. He looked at me and his eyes widened. “Hallie LaVeau.” I recognized him from high school. Will Braxton was always the one causing problems back then and it looked as if he hadn’t changed. “Wow, I can’t believe you came here.” 
I scowled. “What is that supposed to mean?” 
He stared at me. “What?” 
“You said you couldn’t believe I came here. What does that mean?” 
“Did I say that?” He stumbled on his feet again. 
Nicolas gently guided him out of the way. “He’s obviously drunk.”   
Nicolas held the door open for me and I stepped back into the night air. It was a little cooler than when we’d gone in, but still warm. There was something else in the air though. 
“Do you feel that?” I asked. 
Nicolas looked around and then at me. “Yes, I feel it.” 
“It’s magic, isn’t it.” 
He nodded. 
Normally with a lot of witches in the space right behind us I would have expected to feel magic, but the Cauldron had a ban. Clearly no one would break that ban, right?
Before I had a chance to even think about that I was on the sidewalk, flat on my butt. Something had given me a blow that felt like I’d been shoved by a truck. It had knocked the wind out of me and I had never seen it coming. I looked around in a bit of a daze until I finally realized what had happened. I hadn’t been hit by a car—no, I had been hit by magic. I’d been right when I’d felt the magic in the air. Someone had come after me with a spell. 
They’d been too much of a coward to do this face to face. Maybe that was because they knew that my powers weren’t so terrible anymore. The only way they could take me down was to hide under the cover of night. 
Nicolas rushed to my side. “Are you okay?” 
I nodded and attempted to get up. My legs were still a little shaky. Nicolas grabbed my elbow and helped me to my feet. I brushed off my dress and he handed me my purse that had been knocked out of my hands. I hated to see the look of worry on his face.
Even though I was now on my feet I still felt the effects of the spell. I was trying to fight off the feeling, but it was a powerful spell. Someone must have saved up a lot of energy to do that spell. My head was still in that daze and I couldn’t think straight. My thoughts were focused on the book, but I didn’t know why. I’d left it at home, secure in the spot where I always kept it. There was no need to worry or give it a second thought. That was what I kept trying to tell myself.  
It was like I was on the edge of something bad though. My thoughts went to giving the book away. Why would I even think that? They were not my thoughts, but it was as if someone was trying to place them in my mind. Maybe they didn’t know that my powers were stronger now. I couldn’t be manipulated that easily. I wasn’t the old Hallie. This was the new and improved Hallie. I sure wasn’t going to take this either. I would fight back. Just as soon as I knew who I was fighting. 
“Someone lured me here,” I said. 
Nicolas looked me right in the eyes. “I think so too.” He didn’t even try to deny it to make me feel better. There was no need to sugarcoat it. 
“I keep getting these thoughts that I need to give the book away. But I’m fighting it without even trying. I don’t know who they want me to give the book too. Whatever I do, don’t let me give the book to anyone.” 
“I promise I won’t let you.”
He said it, but I felt deep down he wished I would get rid of the book. Then we could have a normal relationship. I wouldn’t be in danger like his mother had been. 
He touched my arm. “Are you feeling better?” 
I brushed the hair off my face. “The feeling is starting to fade. I don’t know where the thoughts came from, but they didn’t work. Whoever did the spell isn’t as good as they think.” 
“Or you’re just that much better.” Nicolas winked. 
It made me feel good to know that he had confidence in me. 
Magic still tingled my skin. I scanned the area again. My suspicion was that the witch was hiding somewhere spying on me. Probably getting a kick out of watching me look around all dazed and confused. 
“There’s still something here. I feel it on my skin and vibrating through my body,” I said. 
Nicolas nodded. “I feel it too.” 
At least now I knew it wasn’t just my imagination. 
“We should look around and see what’s going on.” I wished I’d worn more sensible shoes.  
“Just stay close by me, okay?” Nicolas said. 
It was sweet that he wanted to protect me and I was thankful to have Nicolas by my side.
We moved down the sidewalk side by side. A small parking lot was located next to the building for the Bubbling Cauldron’s customers. Most of the time it was completely full so we’d drive around until we found a spot on the street. Annabelle had always hated parallel parking when I’d made her come to the club with me. 
Once again there wasn’t a single available space in the parking lot. A couple of men were walking across the lot when they suddenly stopped. They looked around as if they sensed something. 
“What are they doing?” I whispered. 
“I know those guys,” Nicolas said.
“Who are they?” I asked. 
“A couple of vampires I know.” 
“So they’re vampires and not witches?” 
He nodded. 
“Then they can’t feel the magic? What are they doing?” 
“Maybe magic is being used against them.” 
“Do you think the same person who cast a spell on me is doing it to them?” 
He shrugged. “It’s possible.” 
When I glanced over toward a line of cars, I spotted a woman behind a white sports car. She was watching the vampires, like a hunter watches his prey. I nudged Nicolas and motioned toward the woman. 
“What do you think she’s doing?” I asked. 
“Probably not something she should be doing,” Nicolas offered. 
We watched her for a moment. Was she responsible for the magic I’d just felt? Why would she cast a spell against me? I’d never seen her before. The vampires finally moved again, but then turned around and spotted us. They scowled and showed their fangs as if a warning. 
I held my hands up. “We don’t want any trouble.” 
I really didn’t want a fight tonight. I was too exhausted.  It had been a long day and now my shoes hurt my feet even worse, as if invisible hands were trying to squeeze the life out of them. The things I did in the name of fashion. The men watched us for a moment longer and then turned away. Whew. Disaster averted.
“What are the vampires doing now?” I asked. 
I stepped over slightly so that I could get a better look at the men again since they’d moved out of my line of view. 
“They got into that red car over there. I think they’re looking for something. They probably see the woman hiding.” 
“If she’s doing magic on them then they will think we’re involved too. Maybe that’s why Shawn thought we had something to do with using magic on the vampires.” I shifted from one foot to the other, but it did little to ease the pain. 
“That’s possible and not a good thing if it turns out to be true.” 
The vampires started their car and backed out of the parking space. There was another entrance further away from where we stood. We watched the car pull onto the street from that entrance and then drive away. I was glad that they hadn’t come over to us. 
“Do you think they know that Shawn guy?” I asked. 
“It’s possible since they were hanging out at the Cauldron and he was too.” 
“Well, if they do, they’ll probably tell him about this.” 
A crease frowned between Nicolas’ eyes. He focused his attention on the woman behind the car who hadn’t even noticed us yet at this point. Now that the vampires had left, the woman stood from behind the car. She was adjusting her dress strap. 
“Hey, you,” Nicolas yelled as we moved toward her. 
“If she’s innocent then now she probably think we’re going to mug her,” I said. 
When she looked our way, she didn’t look scared though. She looked as if she’d been caught in the act of magic. 
“What are you doing? I asked. 
She didn’t answer as she continued to stare at us. Maybe it hadn’t been a good idea to confront her right then because based on her stance I figured she was getting ready to run.  
Just as I suspected she took off, running opposite from us. Nicolas and I took off after her, but when we reached the edge of the parking lot we stopped. That probably had something to do with the fact that my sped was greatly impaired by the torture devices on my feet. 
The nearby streetlight cast a glow on her silhouette as dashed down the sidewalk. She ran like a scared cat. 
“Do you think we scared her?” I asked. 
Nicolas blew out a deep breath. “Maybe we did, but I certainly didn’t mean to.” 
Well, if a random guy yelled at me I’d probably be scared too so I couldn’t blame her. I guess that still doesn’t make up for the fact that she had acted weird.
“Do you think she was really doing magic on the vampires?” I asked. 
“It sure looked that way. Maybe I can find out who she is and then we’ll find out for sure. I’d have to come back to the bar and ask about her. Maybe when it wasn’t so crowded and with better shoes. I’d also ask around the coven about her too.
Since I didn’t know who she was I was still trying to figure out if and why she would have cast a spell on me. 
“We should head back now.” Nicolas placed his hand on my back as we walked across the lot and to the sidewalk. 
He walked and I hobbled. 
“Are you okay?” he asked.
I waved my hand. “Perfect.”
I looked both ways when we stepped out from the building, just in case there was any more magic flying around.
When we reached the car, my phone rang and Nicolas picked it up for me. He looked at the screen and said, “It’s Liam.” 
“You can answer it,” I said. 
He pushed it toward me. “No, you’d better take it.” 
I pulled into the nearest parking lot and answered the phone. 
“We have a problem,” Liam said as soon as I answered. 
“You’re telling me. No one can do magic here. Don’t tell me something else is wrong.” 
“I’m afraid I have to tell you.” 
“What is it?” I asked, bracing myself for the worst. 
“My magic won’t work.” His words were like a slap to the face.




Chapter Eighteen
 
Nicolas noticed my expression. I had to come right out and say it. There was no way to sugarcoat it. “Your brother has lost his magic too.” 
“What did you mean when you said no one can do magic there?” Liam asked.
“When we were at the festival all the witches’ magic stopped.” 
“All the witches?” Liam asked. 
I’d never heard that much worry in his voice. It made my stomach hurt. Just like his brother he was tough. He never let it show much when something was bothering him. But now neither one of them could hide their emotions. This was not good. 
“Okay. Don’t panic. I’ve got everything under control,” I said.
Nicolas frowned. Well, what did he want me to say? Panic, Liam, I have no clue what I’m doing.
It felt as if everything was crumbling around me. The whole town of Enchantment Pointe was falling apart. 
“I’m fine,” Liam said, trying to sound reassuring. 
It wasn’t working though. I knew he was worried. And he had every right to be. What had I done this time? 
“What do you want me to do?” Liam asked. “Should I come there?” 
“We’re going to see the board members. I’ll call you back and let you know. Just stay there and don’t answer the door.” 
He gave a nervous laugh. “I don’t think that is necessary.” 
I felt it was but there was no way I would convince him of that. I hung up and blew out a deep breath. 
“Liam can’t do magic, huh?” Nicolas asked. 
“No, I didn’t ask him what he had tried or when he discovered this. I guess that’s something we will find out soon enough. I told him I would call him back as soon as we speak with the board members. I just hope he doesn’t answer his door or go anywhere.” 
“You know Liam won’t listen to anything like that.” 
“Yeah, you wouldn’t either,” I said. 
Nicolas tapped his fingers against the seat nervously. “There is something I should tell you.” 
I glanced over and saw the worried look on his face. I wasn’t sure how much more bad news I could handle. 
“What’s wrong? I asked. 
“I can’t do magic either.” 
My stomach turned again. “What is going on? Am I the only one left who can do magic?” And it was slipping away too. “When did this happen?” I asked. 
“I noticed it at the gym. When you were doing the spell to get Charlie to stay, I was trying it with you. But I felt that nothing worked.” 
“But you did the magic with me in the kitchen with the book.” 
“I spoke the words, but nothing was happening. I didn’t want to worry you.” 
He had spared me for a short time. I guessed that was sweet of him, but it couldn’t be hidden any longer. I had to figure this out before even my magic was gone. How ironic that I was the only one left with any magic. Of all the people, it was me. Everyone losing magic, and now mine was slipping away? 
I pulled up to the hotel where the board members were staying. I went to the front desk to ask about them. Not that the front desk would give me room numbers, but at least they could call and let the board know I was in the lobby, waiting to speak with them. 
“May I help you?” the woman behind the counter asked. 
“I am looking for Dave McCoy.” I figured I would ask for the head of the board. Good thing I’d actually remembered the name.
She typed into her computer and looked at me. “I’m sorry, but he has checked out.” 
“Are you sure?” I leaned closer as if I could see the screen. 
She frowned. “Yes. I am sure.” 
“What about the other members of that party?” 
She typed again. “No, they have checked out too.” 
I sighed and stared at her. 
“Is there anything else I can do for you?” She peered at me over the top of her eyeglasses.
I shook my head. “No, that’s all.” 
I spun around and marched toward the door. The wind smacked me in the face when I stepped back outside, which seemed entirely appropriate under the circumstances.
“We’ll go to the coven leader in Baton Rouge. That’s where the board is from,” Nicolas said. 
I nodded. It was the only option that we had. “I’ll call Liam and let him know what’s going on.” 
“I’m sorry I can’t help more, Hallie.” Nicolas sounded defeated.
“You can’t control this. If anyone is to blame, it’s me.” The phone was already ringing, so I couldn’t say more. I hoped that Nicolas didn’t feel bad because it really was out of his power to do anything else.
Liam picked up on the first ring. I gave him the bad news. 
“I’ll go with you to Baton Rouge. I don’t want you and Nicolas to go alone.” 
“No, we need to leave soon.” 
“I’m already on my way,” he said. 
“I thought I told you to stay there.” 
“Oops. I guess I didn’t follow orders well.” 
“I’ll deal with you later. Okay, we’ll wait for you, but be careful.”
“I’ll see you soon,” he said and hung up. 
“I guess you heard he’s on his way.” I shoved the phone into my purse. 
Nicolas nodded. “I could have told you that.”
I was glad that we were going to visit the coven leader in Baton Rouge. Finally we could get answers. I trusted the coven leader wouldn’t play games like the board members. There was just something about them that I didn’t trust. And now that they had disappeared I was even more suspicious. 
We arrived back at the manor, but now we just had to wait for Liam to arrive. My anxiety couldn’t take much more of this though. I hoped that Liam hurried. I paced across the parlor floor again. I always did that when I was nervous. It was probably driving Nicolas crazy.
The events from the festival replayed in my mind. I wished I’d known then that Nicolas’s powers weren’t working. Although I wasn’t sure what I would have done about it. It seemed as if the loss of magical powers had started out gradually. That probably meant that it was a spell that someone had to keep working on. Maybe a witch who wasn’t all that experienced. But how had they found a spell that would do something like this? Nothing like that had worked to this extent before. I needed to know why it was working now.
“I should call Annabelle and find out why she left the festival without waiting for us.” I reached for my cell phone. 
“Maybe all the chaos just freaked her out,” Nicolas said from his spot on the sofa. 
“Maybe, but with the craziness, I was surprised that she had gone out on her own.” 
Although now that the magic was useless she might have felt safer. If I was in her shoes it would probably make me feel better too. 
The phone rang many times, but she didn’t answer. A strange feeling took over me. She always answered my calls. What made this time any different?
I hung up the phone. “She didn’t answer. We should check on her before we go to Baton Rouge.” 
Nicolas jumped up from the sofa. “I’m taking you and I drive this time. I don’t want to hear any arguments from you.” 
I stared at him for a moment and then finally nodded. I supposed I was a little too stressed to drive. Having an accident wouldn’t help matters. Maybe I needed to keep my mother, Annabelle, and Uncle Fitz close by until all of this was sorted. That would be difficult to do though. Uncle Fitz was hard enough to keep track of under normal circumstances.
Nicolas and I took off for Annabelle’s place. She lived in a two-story cottage-style white house. I stepped around the potted mums on her front porch and rang the doorbell. If she didn’t answer I had a key, but I never liked to just walk into her house. Sure, we were best friends, but what if her boyfriend had returned and they were having fun on the kitchen floor? That was the last thing I needed to see. I rang the bell again, but still there was no answer.  
“I guess she’s not here,” Nicolas said. 
My stomach turned. That was what I was afraid of. 
“I have a key,” I said, pulling it out of my pocket. “I guess we should check on her.” 
“If you’re worried then yes, she won’t mind if you look in her house.” 
“That’s what she gave me the key for, right?” I said. 
“You’re best friends, of course she wanted you to have it.”
I shoved the key into the lock. For a moment it stuck and I wondered if the locks had been changed. Finally, it clicked and I turned the knob. I pushed the door open and stuck my head in just a little bit.
“Annabelle, are you here?” I called out. 
Of course there was no answer. I stepped into the house and Nicolas followed behind me. Her purse was by the front door on the small table, along with her car keys and on the floor the shoes she had been wearing earlier. 
“Her stuff is here.” I pointed. 
“Her car isn’t here though, so why are the keys here? I bet her car broke down and she caught a ride home.” 
“Maybe she’s in the shower,” I said. “I’ll go look.” 
Nicolas nodded and then poked his head into the living room. I rushed up the stairs. When I reached the top of the stairs and realized that the shower water wasn’t running I was disappointed. I stepped over to the bathroom, but the door was open. No one was in there. I moved over to her bedroom and peeked in. The bed wasn’t made and a lot of clothing was scattered across it. That was completely unlike Annabelle. She was always such a neat freak I knew she would never leave the place like that on purpose. 
“Hallie, is everything okay up there?” Nicolas called out from the bottom of the steps. 
When I reached the top of the stairs I peered down at him. “I’m coming down. She’s not up here.” 
“I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about.” 
Of course he had to say that. But at least he was trying to make me feel better and I appreciated the effort. 
When we stepped outside, I pulled the door shut and locked it behind us. I had to go to Baton Rouge now, but I’d try to call Annabelle on my way there. If she didn’t show up soon I’d have to go into full freakout mode. 
Nicolas drove us back to the manor. Liam was waiting in his car when we pulled into the driveway. I’d never seen him look so frazzled. This no-magic thing was freaking him out even more than I realized. 
“You ready to go?” he asked when he stepped out of his car. “You want me to drive?” he asked, looking at Nicolas. 
Nicolas must have realized the same thing as me because he said, “I’ll drive.” Liam didn’t really look up to it at the moment.
We hopped back in Nicolas’ car and Liam climbed in the back seat. It was a good drive to Baton Rouge. There would be time for me to worry and wonder about everything and that was something I had hoped to avoid. I tried finding different stations on the radio, but it was hard to concentrate. 
We discussed the reasons why someone might be doing this. And honestly, the best scenario I came up with was that the vampires had found a way to get revenge. If they had had someone cast a spell against the witches of Enchantment Pointe then I had to do my best to reverse that magic. 
After the long drive, we finally pulled up to the coven leader’s house. Thank goodness Liam knew exactly how to get there. We pulled into the driveway and Nicolas turned off the car. 
“How well do you know the leader?” I asked. 
“She has been the leader for about ten years. She takes the job seriously and she loves all the witches in her coven like family.” 
Well, that was good to hear. I hoped she was nice to me as well. I needed all the help I could get. We got out and went to the door of the brick townhouse. The gaslight lantern flickered even though it was still light outside.




Chapter Nineteen
 
The woman answered the door right away and ushered us in. She wore a long black dress with black flats. She had blonde hair that reached to her shoulders. She wore little makeup with just gloss on her lips. Her cheeks seemed to have a natural glow. I’d thought she was probably about forty-five. 
She gestured for us to enter. We stepped into the room. It was neat and orderly with a sofa and two chairs. Bookshelves lined the far wall with a lot of hardback books filling the space. 
“Please have a seat,” she said.
I sat on the edge of the sofa cushion and Nicolas sat beside me. Liam took the chair across from us. I didn’t want to get too comfortable because I didn’t plan on staying long. We had to find the board members. 
She took the seat next to Liam and folded her hands together in her lap. “So you are Halloween LaVeau. I’ve heard a lot about you.” 
I nodded. 
“You’re looking for the board members?” she asked.  
I bet she had heard a lot of not-so-flattering things. “Yes, I need to speak with them.” 
She didn’t ask why and I was glad that I didn’t have to explain. I wasn’t sure if I should warn her about what had happened in Enchantment Pointe. 
“I heard what happened at Enchantment Pointe and I’ve warned the witches here to be on the lookout for the same problem.” She pushed a strand of loose hair behind her ear. 
So I guessed someone had already told her. 
“There isn’t a problem yet?” I asked. 
She shook her head. “No, and I am thankful for that. I’ve written down the address of the board leader. He is new to all of this, but I think he is a nice man.” 
Had she met the same board members? I guessed it was only me they weren’t nice to.
I took the paper from her outstretched hand. I pushed to my feet. “I hope you’ll understand that we need to go to the address right away.” 
She nodded. “I hope you’ll come back to visit sometime when things aren’t so hectic.” 
I smiled. “I’d love to.” 
We waved goodbye and headed toward the address she’d given us. It was a white two-story house about five minutes away. It sat near a busy road with only a few other houses around it. The other buildings were offices and that sort of thing. Nicolas pulled into the driveway. 
Again we all hurried out of the car and to this man’s front door. I bet he would be surprised that I had tracked him down all the way in Baton Rouge. Why had he left without saying anything? It was suspicious that he had left just as all hell had broken loose in Enchantment Pointe. And I expected answers for that too. 
A man opened the door and looked us up and down. “May I help you?” 
I stepped forward. “I’m Halloween LaVeau and I am looking for Dave McCoy.” 
“Hello, Halloween. It’s a surprise seeing you here.”
“Do I know you?” I asked. 
He smiled. “Well, we’ve never met. I’m Dave McCoy.” 
I stared at him. My mouth probably dropped a little. What was he talking about? “You aren’t Dave McCoy. I met him. He was at my house.” 
He frowned. “I’ve never been to LaVeau Manor. I would love to visit someday.” 
“We met someone else who said he was you. Maybe you can explain what is going on.” 
He shook his head. “I haven’t left my house recently.” He pulled out his wallet. “Here’s my ID if you’d like to see it.” 
I studied the name and the picture. It said he was Dave McCoy. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I hadn’t expected this turn of events. “The man was at the manor and he was pretending to be you.” 
He frowned. “Did he say what he wanted?” 
“They are investigating me. They sent an investigator. Her name is Charlie. Do you know her?” I asked. 
He shook his head. “I’ve never heard of the name.” 
Okay, this was getting even more bizarre. Something wasn’t right. If the people who had been at the manor weren’t the board members then who were they?
I gave him the rest of the members’ names. The leader moved over to a desk in the corner of the room. He pulled out a photo and handed it to me. 
“This is a picture of all of us together. Are these the people who were at the manor?” he asked. 
I handed the photo to Nicolas so he could look too. “No, those aren’t the people. I have to say this wasn’t what I expected.”
“I’ll try to help you any way I can.” Dave McCoy took the picture after Liam handed it back to him. 
“I promise I will get to the bottom of why these people are impersonating you.” I tried to sound confident. 
“Like I said, I will help any way that I can,” he said. 
We walked toward the door. 
“We’re heading back to Enchantment Pointe now. As soon as I have more information I will call you.” 
We stepped out onto the porch. 
“Thank you.” He nodded. 
The leader seemed honest, but I really didn’t know who to trust now. Was this a trick too? He had shown me his ID, so I had to accept that he was really the leader. I hated that I was so suspicious of everyone. 
Even more I hated to utter this sentence. “By the way, the spells aren’t working in Enchantment Pointe.” 
“What do you mean?” he asked. 
“It’s been a gradual process, but at the charity festival for the coven everyone ceased being able to perform magic.” 
“Has it affected other regions?” he asked. 
I shook my head. “Not that I’m aware of.” 
That wasn’t a lie—so far it hadn’t reached other areas. Liam seemed to be the only one in New Orleans who had been a part of this spell.  
“I’ve never heard of anything like that,” he said. 
“We haven’t either,” Nicolas said. 
“Thanks again.” I turned around to walk away. I stopped and spun around. “You know, I just thought of something. If I can do a spell to change my appearance to look Charlie maybe you could tell me if you know her.” 
Liam and Nicolas exchanged a look. 
“That is quite a spell,” the leader said. 
“I can give it a try,” I said. 
“I’d be willing to try,” he said. 
I moved closer to him. 
“Would you like to go back in to do the spell?” he asked. 
I looked around and noticed that no one was around. “Actually, if you don’t mind I’d like to try it here.” 
He looked around. “I suppose that would be okay.” 
Liam and Nicolas gathered around. Although I figured they would no longer be able to do the spell with me. I didn’t want the leader to know that their magic wasn’t working either. I released a deep breath and stared to recite the words. The wind didn’t pick up. There were no special lights. Nothing happened to make me think this magic had worked. I tried again, but with the same outcome. This was just not working. 
I released their hands. “It didn’t work, did it?” 
They shook their heads. “No, it didn’t.” 
This was completely embarrassing in front of the leader of the Baton Rouge coven. 
I looked at him. “The spell didn’t work. Sorry. I might need the Book of Mystics.” 
His eyes widened. “It’s a tough spell that not many can do.” 
He was telling me it was tough. I knew that all too well at the moment. 
I walked back over to him. “I’m sorry for taking away your time.” 
He waved his hand. “It was no problem. Maybe it will work another time.”
I nodded. “I’ll have to find a way to make it work. If I get the spell to work once I get back to the Book of Mystics I can take a photo of myself and text it to you.” 
“That would be great. Let me write my number down.” He hurried back into his place and after a minute emerged with a paper in his hand. “Here’s my number. Call or text if you need me. If I can see this woman’s face I’ll probably know who she is.” 
I stuffed the number into my pocket. I hoped that was true. 
“Thank you again for all your help.” 
So the board wasn’t investigating me after all. That was a huge relief. Now if I could just find out who the imposters were. It probably had something to do with the Book of Mystics. There was no way I would allow them to get their hands on the book. Why did these people think they could trick me out of the book? I hadn’t been born yesterday, although I was sure they wished that I had been. I would show them a thing or two. 
The three of us piled back into Nicolas’ car. 
“That was not the outcome I had expected,” Nicolas said as he pulled away from the curb. 
“I’ll call around and see what I can find out about the people who are pretending to be the board members,” Liam said. 
We discussed the options we had on the way back to town. Unfortunately, there weren’t many. I wanted to stop by and check on my mother and Uncle Fitz. I dialed Annabelle’s number again and I knew something was wrong when she still didn’t answer.
After the long drive, we finally arrived back in Enchantment Pointe. It was still like a ghost town around that place. 
“I’ve never seen it so quiet and deserted around here.” I watched out the window as we drove down the empty street.
Liam shook his head. “I haven’t been around Enchantment Pointe much, but it is scary.” 
I forced my attention away from the abandoned streets. “I have to get the powers back to these people now.” 
We drove down Main Street and past my mother’s store. It was sad to see it closed. Every shop was closed. How long would it stay this way? I guessed until I found a way to make it better. I felt the weight of the world on my shoulders. I couldn’t let the witches down.
We had made it to Mystic Street when my phone rang. I hoped that it was Annabelle. My stomach dropped when I saw that it was my mother’s number. 
“You were supposed to call me as soon as you found out something.” 
I had forgotten about that promise. Now I knew I was in trouble. 
“We were just on our way to your place. Have you heard from Annabelle?” I asked. 
I wasn’t holding out much hope that she had. 
“No, I haven’t heard from her. But I have another problem,” she said. 
Those were not the words I’d wanted to hear. Hadn’t there been enough trouble for one day?
I readied myself for the worst and asked. “What is the news?” 
“I can’t find Uncle Fitz. He is gone.” 
Why was everyone disappearing? “What do you mean? You’ve looked around and still can’t find him?” I asked. 
“Well, yes and no,” she said. 
“Okay. I’m ready. Let me have the details.” 
Nicolas glanced over at me as he steered through the streets. 
“I looked all around the house and he’s not here, but he did leave a note.” 
“He left a note? What does it say?” I asked. 
Liam chuckled in the backseat and I glared at him from the mirror.
“The note says that he left so that he can help us. He’s gone out in search of who did this to the witches. He wants to fix the problem.” 
I ran my hand through my hair. “Oh, this isn’t good.” 
Nicolas gave me another concerned look. 
“The note didn’t give any clue where he was going?” 
“I’m afraid that he mentioned the Book of Mystics having the answer.” 
“What?” There was no way that Uncle Fitz needed to go anywhere near that book. “I’ll have to stop him,” I said as we made another turn. “Just stay there and I’ll call you.” 
“That’s what you said the last time.” 
“I really will this time.” 
“Sure,” she said as she hung up. 




Chapter Twenty
 
When I hung up the phone Nicolas asked, “What was that all about?” 
I put the phone back in my purse. “Apparently my Uncle Fitz thinks he can somehow fix this.” 
“How?” 
“I’m pretty sure that he can’t.”
“Where do you think he is?” Liam asked. 
“My best guess is he went to the manor to try to get the book.” 
“Does he know where it is?” Nicolas asked. 
“As far as I know he doesn’t. But I guess we should go back there in case he actually finds it,” I said. 
Nicolas turned on the next street so that we could get back to the main road. Now I had Charlie, Annabelle, and Uncle Fitz to worry about. Why were they all missing? I wanted to go by Annabelle’s again, but there was no time right now. I had to stop Uncle Fitz from getting the book. For a moment it crossed my mind that maybe that was his only reason for being here. He wouldn’t do something like that, right? He was family and even though we hadn’t spoken, I didn’t think he would do that to family.   
My purse had been on the floor of the car by my feet. I reached down to grab the piece of paper that had Uncle Fitz’s number on it. When I did, a few items fell out. One of which was the necklace I’d gotten from the occult shop. I’d taken it out of my pocket and placed it in my purse for safe keeping. I still hadn’t seen Charlie to give it to her. 
Nicolas glanced over. “What’s that?” He pointed at the necklace. 
“It’s the necklace that the woman from the occult shop gave me. It was Charlie’s, remember?” I said. 
Liam leaned forward in the seat. He peered over my shoulder at the necklace. “Whoa. That is the necklace you got?” he asked. 
I shook my head. “Yes, what’s wrong? Why are you looking at me like that?” 
Nicolas looked over at the necklace again and said, “What the hell? I didn’t notice that until now.” 
“Notice what? You all are scaring me.” I stuffed the other items back into my purse. 
“You should be scared.” Liam pointed at the necklace. “That thing isn’t good. You shouldn’t have it.” 
I tossed it onto the floor of the car. 
Liam chuckled mockingly. “That’s not going to be good enough to get rid of it.” 
“Why shouldn’t I have it?” I asked.
“See that blue stone in the middle of the pendant?” Liam asked. 
I nodded. “Yes, I see it.” 
“When the stone turns to a dark blue like that it means there has been a hex placed on it. Whoever is in possession of the necklace will have the hex.” 
“Why didn’t you tell me this earlier when I showed it to you at the shop?” I asked.
“I just glanced in the bag. I didn’t get a good look.” Liam offered a half-hearted smile. “Sorry.”
“What about you?” I looked at Nicolas. “Did you just glance at it too?”
Nicolas looked at me. “It was hard to see in the bag. Sorry, Hallie.”
“A lot of good that does us now, guys. Why did Charlie have it then? The woman at the shop said she bought it. She wouldn’t buy a necklace to place a hex on herself. You mean I’ve been carrying around a necklace with a curse?” I asked. 
“Did you have it the whole time?” Nicolas asked. 
I looked at him and then turned my attention away. I was embarrassed to admit that yes, I had had the necklace with me the whole time. This was something I should have known about. Why was I so naïve? 
“Unless the woman who gave it to you placed the hex on it and intended on Charlie having the hex.” I stared at the necklace that was still lying by my feet. 
“I suppose that is possible. That necklace is bad news.” Liam leaned close again, peering down at it. 
“Yeah, you already said that once,” I said. No need to remind me what a mess I’d made. 
Nicolas turned onto Main Street. “That’s likely why the spells have stopped working for everyone.” 
“How is that possible?” I asked. “I’m the one with the necklace.” 
“I’m not sure exactly, but it is too much of a coincidence.” 
He was right about that. Now I just had to find out how this necklace was stopping everyone from getting their powers back. 
“We need to bust in that damn shop and ask the old woman why the hell she gave it to you.” 
I nodded. Liam was right. The only way was to confront her. 
“There’s just one little problem with that though,” I said. 
Nicolas looked at me. “What’s that?” 
“All of the stores are closed because everyone is freaking out about the lack of power.” 
Nicolas hit the steering wheel with his fist. “Damn. I forgot about that.” 
“Well, we have to at least drive by there and check.” I didn’t think it would do any good but if it would make the guys feel better I supposed we could try.
Within a few minutes, Nicolas had pulled the car up into front of the shop. To my surprise, the neon light flashed open in the window and the place looked like it was open for business. 
“I guess when you hand out curses you need to stay open for business.” 
We all hurried out of the car and to the shop’s entrance. Liam opened the door for me, but I was reluctant to step inside this time. Regardless, I forced myself. 
The place was quiet of course, no music or customers. That didn’t surprise me since everyone was home. A short gray-haired woman peeked her head out from the door that led from the back of the shop. She stared at us as if she wanted us to go away. The woman held a broom in her hands. It was for sweeping, not flying.
“May I help you?” she asked in a weak voice. 
“I need to speak with the other woman who works here. She has blonde hair.” I motioned toward my head as if that would give her a good visual. 
The woman stepped out from the back and inched toward us. “There is no one else here but me.” 
“Do you know when she will be back?” Liam asked. 
The woman moved the broom back in forth in front of her, sweeping the nonexistent dirt. “You don’t understand. There is no one like that who works here. I am the only one. I own this shop.” 
Fear raced through me. If she was the only one then who was the woman who had given me the necklace?
“Are you sure?” Nicolas asked. 
She shook her head. “I have been here for several years. I work the shop all by myself.” 
I stepped closer to her. “Do you know who I am?” 
Her eyes widened. I hoped that I hadn’t scared her with that question. She shook her head but didn’t answer. 
“I am Halloween LaVeau. I am the leader of the Underworld.” 
She waved her finger at me. “Oh, you are Hallie? I saw you once when you were very young.” 
“Are you aware that the magic has stopped in Enchantment Pointe?” 
She stared for a moment and then shook her head. “No, I wasn’t aware of that. What is happening?”
“Is this not affecting you?” Nicolas asked. 
“I still have my magic,” she said. 
That was odd. Why did she still have it? Because this was where the necklace had come from? 
“You’re sure you don’t know this woman?” I asked. 
She frowned. “I’m sorry, no.” 
I pulled the necklace from my pocket. I wanted to get rid of the thing. 
She stepped back when she saw it and held the broom up as protection. “Don’t bring that near me.” 
“Have you seen this before?” I asked. 
“I know what it means, yes,” she said. 
“Did it come from your shop?” Liam asked.
“No, nothing like that is in my shop. I would never carry anything like that.” Her voice shook.
I stepped closer with my hand extended, showing off the necklace. “Do you know where someone would get something like that?” 
Fear flickered in her eyes. She waved her hands. “No, no. Please take it away. I am sorry if the town can’t do magic, but I had nothing to do with it.” 
She seemed a bit paranoid about being in the mere presence of the necklace. I stuffed the thing back in my pocket and a look of relief fell over her face. 
“Thanks for the info,” I said. 
Panic still flashed in her eyes. “Good luck.” 
Yeah, I would need it. Her words seemed more like a warning than well wishes. The three of us filed out the shop and got back into the car. Now I had to find yet another person. I would have to add her to my list. 
“We have to get rid of the necklace,” Liam said from the backseat. 
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “Any bright ideas about how to do that?”
“Well, to get rid of the hex attached to it you will have to give it back to the person who gave it to you.” He pointed toward the offending necklace. 
“Why did I know you were going to say something like that?” I said. 
How the heck was I supposed to find someone I didn’t even know? 
Liam rubbed his chin. “In the meantime there is something that might help. It could possibly give the witches their powers back for a short time.” 
“What is it? I’ll do anything.” 
He quirked an eyebrow. 
I placed my hands on my hips. “Okay, not anything, but… oh, just tell me.” 
He crossed his arms in front of his chest. “We bind the item and then bury it with the spell.” 
I nodded. “Okay, I’m game. That sounds easy enough.” 
It was probably too good to be true though. I had no choice but to try it. If it didn’t work I hadn’t lost anything and if it did maybe it would help us find everyone. 
We traveled the rest of the distance to the manor in silence. I went over everything in my head, but still had no answers. 
“Do I need the book?” I asked when we pulled up to the manor. 
Liam opened the door. “No, it’s just a simple spell to bind the item.” 
Yeah, I’d done the spell before, but I wouldn’t call any spell simple. Not for me at least. The Book of Mystics had become like a safety net for me. In my mind I always questioned whether I needed the book even if I knew the spell by heart.
“I just need to make sure the book is still there, since Uncle Fitz was looking for it,” I said as I walked up the front steps.
“We’ll meet you in the back yard,” Nicolas said. 
I nodded and then rushed up the stairs to check on the book. One of these days those stairs would be the death of me. That was if a wicked witch, demon, or some other evil thing didn’t get me first. 
I peeked into Uncle’s Fitz’s room and he wasn’t there. But all of his belongings were still there. I made my way to my room and opened the trunk. To my relief the book was still where I’d left it. I locked the trunk again and then my bedroom door. Someone would have to break the door down to get the book. 
After checking the parlor, library room and kitchen for Uncle Fitz I went out the back door to meet up with Nicolas and Liam. They were standing at the edge of the property near the river. A breeze wafted into the room, carrying the scent of damp soil and burnt leaves. Drooping branches from the tall oak trees shaded the back lawn, and beyond that, the river lay a few hundred feet away. A raven took flight from the treetop, drifting across the sky in rhythm with the water below. The flap of its wings and caws floated across the air. I looked down, watching the river run steadily past. Beneath one of the oak trees sat a small family cemetery enclosed by a black wrought-iron fence.
Nicolas had retrieved the shovel from the shed. He began digging a hole in the ground. It didn’t need to be very deep. 
“The book was still there, by the way,” I said. 
“Good, now we need to locate Fitz,” Liam said. 
If Uncle Fitz wanted the book then he’d have to show up soon. 
Once Nicolas was finished with the hole, we joined hands. We called to the elements of earth, air, fire, and water and then recited the words. “Bind that which does harm.” We repeated the words until the wind whipped around us like a mini-tornado. We were safe from the powers though. 
Finally, when the wind died down we stopped the spell. I just hoped that it worked. I didn’t have the heart to remind the guys that they had no powers and the spell wouldn’t work with them. They’d probably remember soon enough. They were too wrapped up in the moment.
I released their hands and then Nicolas placed the necklace in the ground. He grabbed the shovel and began dumping the earth over it. 
“How will we remember where we buried it?” I asked. 
“I picked this spot because it’s beside the tree,” Liam said. 
“Trust me, the thing probably won’t stay buried for long. We don’t have much time.” 
There was never enough time. Nicolas placed the last of the dirt over the necklace and patted down the loose dirt with the back of the shovel. “Now let’s see if that works.” 




Chapter Twenty-One
 
“I know what we can do to see if the spell is working,” I said. 
“What’s that?” Nicolas asked. 
“We can do a spell to find the woman who gave us the necklace. Remember the last spell led us to Charlie.” 
“Yeah, but considering you now have a jinxed necklace that didn’t turn out so well,” Liam reminded me. 
“But we did find her. I just have to make sure not to take anything from her if we find her.” 
“Well, you’re right, we have to find her regardless, so let’s give it a try,” Nicolas said. 
Liam nodded, but he didn’t look completely convinced.  
“Would the spell help me find the others too?” I asked. 
He shrugged. “We could give it a try, but remember the powers will still be limited, if they work at all.” 
It was odd, but my powers didn’t seem all that limited. It was as if the longer I had the book, the better I became. I didn’t want to take anything for granted though. I never knew when I might have the powers ripped away from me. 
We went back inside the kitchen. 
“You guys wait here for me while I go get the book.” 
If I had to travel up these stairs many more times today I might have to get a lung transplant. I passed by Uncle Fitz’s room again. The door was closed. I was sure that I had left the door open. I twisted the knob and eased the door open. I peered around the room, but everything was just how it was before. This time I really did close the door behind me and left to get the book. I pulled the key from my pocket. I thought I heard footsteps behind me so I whipped around. 
No one was there. Charlie’s door was closed just as I’d left it. I opened the door and then the trunk. With the book under my arm I raced once again back downstairs. The entire time I was moving down the stairs it felt as if someone was behind me. That was beginning to give me the creeps. Chill bumps broke out on my arms. Every time I glanced over my shoulder no one was back there. I was thankful for that. I was just letting my nerves play tricks on my mind. It wasn’t surprising with all that was going on in Enchantment Pointe.
The book was still securely in my arms when I reached the kitchen. The men looked up at me when I stepped into the room. It was shocking how much they looked alike. They were so different in many ways though. I just couldn’t imagine life without them now. No matter how bizarre the circumstances of how we’d met I was thankful they were with me. 
I placed the book down on the counter. “I hope it gives me the spell this time too.” 
Liam and Nicolas peered down at the book. We waited in silence for the book to make a move. It didn’t take long before the cover opened and then the pages started to flip. How would the spell reveal the answer to our question this time? Would it be in the clouds like last time or something completely different? 
The wind whipped around the kitchen as the pages moved. Again the wind didn’t harm us. The first time I’d tried this everything in the kitchen had moved like it was in a hurricane. Yes, things were definitely improving for me. I wasn’t sure how it had happened, but I was just going to take the gift at the moment and not question it. I needed the powers right now more than ever. 
The book finally stopped on a page. Liam and Nicolas leaned in close. Without saying a word each one moved around the kitchen and gathered the items. I got my spellcasting bowl and placed it on the counter. Liam and Nicolas placed the ingredients on the counter in front of me. 
“I hope your powers have returned a little,” I said as I sprinkled the items into the dish. 
I would know if their powers were back because I would feel the increased energy in the room. Then again, maybe I wouldn’t. I hadn’t realized when Nicolas’ powers had vanished. 
After placing all the items in the dish, I held hands with Liam and Nicolas. I looked down at the page and recited the words. They did the same. We called to the elements of the earth, air, fire, and water, then recited the words. “Show me the source of the evil. Bring it out once and for all.” 
Liam and Nicolas spoke the words with me and I felt a tiny spark of increased energy. Maybe binding the necklace had worked after all. Liam was right though, it wouldn’t last long. Now if I could just find the woman from the occult shop. 
Once the wind stopped and we’d finished the spell, we waited for a message to appear. The pages of the book didn’t move. There was no special light show or wind any more. It had only been a few seconds, but that was more than enough time for me to start worrying that the spell hadn’t worked. 
I looked at Nicolas. “Do you think it worked?” 
He nodded. “Give it a couple minutes before we give up.” 
I was being impatient, but I had people to find and magic to restore. The book wasn’t helping me much right now. 
I walked over to the window to look up at the sky. 
“What are you doing?” Liam asked. 
I leaned close to the glass. “Last time we got the message in the clouds. The book flew across the room and landed by the door. That was what drew our attention to the sky.” 
“Impressive.” Liam inched closer.
I peered out the window, but no message in this clouds appeared this time. I’d given up hope that any communication would come. Binding the necklace was supposed to make my powers better, not worse. I released a deep breath and leaned against the door. 
“Now what?” I asked. 
My phone rang, drawing my attention away from the problem for a moment. I was thankful for the distraction. I pulled the phone from my pocket and looked at the screen. The number wasn’t familiar. 
I picked up the phone with a shaky hand. “Hello?” 
“Halloween LaVeau?” the deep voice asked. 
I didn’t recognize the man’s voice. Liam and Nicolas focused their full attention on me. I knew they were wondering if this call would be bad news. 
I steadied myself. “This is Halloween LaVeau.” 
“I’m glad that I got a hold of you,” he said. 
“Well, I can’t say the same thing until I know who you are and what you want.”
“This is Dave McCoy of the Baton Rouge Coven,” he said. 
“Sorry I didn’t recognize your voice. I think we have a bit of a bad connection. I hadn’t expected to hear from you so soon, but I hope it’s good news.” 
“You said to call if I found out anything.” 
“What have you got for me?” Patience was not one of my qualities.
Liam and Nicolas continued to study my every move. 
He paused, and then said, “I don’t know if this is relevant or not, but I thought you should know.” 
“I’ll take any lead I can get right now.” It was better than nothing. 
“I heard this through a friend, but the person is reliable, so I believe her,” he said.  
“Sure, what’s the news?” I asked. 
“There is a witch here who has been angry with the coven. I knew she was upset, but I hadn’t thought much about it. She’s the type of person who is always complaining, you know?”
I sighed. “Sure. I know the type.”
“She wanted to be a board member, but her qualifications just weren’t there,” he said. 
I perked up a little when he said she wanted to be a board member. 
He continued, “And apparently she contacted you, but you ignored you.” 
I found that hard to believe. I hadn’t been contacted by anyone. 
“What is her name?” I asked. 
“Her name is Chelsey.” 
“No one by that name has been in touch with me. I haven’t been contacted by anyone. Well, only the ones who have come here to try to take the book.” 
“I wouldn’t think much of what she says. Like I told you, she is irrational at times and says a lot of things that turn out not to be true. Nonetheless, I thought I would share this information with you.” 
Could Chelsey be Charlie? If so then why had she disappeared? And why had she pretended to be someone else? 
“Where can I find her?” I asked. 
“I heard she has family in Enchantment Pointe. An aunt or something. Maybe she went there. Then again, with the way she acts, she could have taken off for the beach or New York City. Maybe she decided to leave the country.” 
She sounded a little unstable from the way he talked. 
“What does she look like?” I asked. “In case I have seen or see her in the near future.” 
“She has long dark curly hair and brown eyes,” Dave said.
That description could have matched Charlie. 
“She has a tattoo on her wrist with the word ‘witch’ on it.”
I hadn’t seen a tattoo on Charlie’s wrist, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t there. 
“Where is her family in Enchantment Pointe? Do you know where they live?” 
“No, I don’t know, but I could probably make a few more calls for you and see if I can find out.” 
“That would be great.” At least that offered a little bit of hope. 
Based on the intense scrutiny I received from Nicolas and Liam, I knew they were dying to find out what I’d learned. They’d had their eyes on me the whole time. 
“Oh, there was one thing I knew about Chelsey,” he said. 
“What’s that?” I asked, hoping it would be something useful to help me find her.
“Her aunt owns an occult shop in Enchantment Pointe.” 
It was as if the wind had been knocked out of me. Another piece to the puzzle, but how did it fit? It was my job to find out. 
Dave continued, “Do you know of any shops there?”
I tried to control my excitement about the revelation. “I know of a shop, yes.” 
“Well, it sounds like something is going on with that shop,” he said. 
“You could say that. I received a necklace from that place, so there is probably a connection somehow,” I said. 
I filled him in of all the details on the necklace and about the woman at the shop who had now mysteriously disappeared, along with other people around town. 
“I’ll ask around about the witch’s family members too. If there’s anything to find out you can guarantee that I will. What about the necklace?”
“Don’t worry, I buried it, but even with that, my time is running out,” I said. 
“I’ll make calls as soon as we hang up,” he said. 
“I appreciate that.” 
I was still trying to get over the shock that the occult shop was somehow involved in all of this. I knew that woman who had given me the necklace had acted strangely. As soon as possible, I had to get back to the store. I would demand an answer from that woman. If she was hiding something from me she would be sorry. If she was behind this in any way I would make sure she couldn’t do magic ever again. After all, her magic hadn’t been affected by the spell. It shouldn’t have been a surprise that she was involved. 
It was good to know that I had another person on my side. It was hard to know who to trust when so many people wanted the book. I was constantly looking over my shoulder and being suspicious of everyone I met. The real Dave seemed genuinely ready to help though. 
“Thank you for all your help,” I said. 
“I’ll be in touch soon,” he said before hanging up. 
When I hung up the phone Liam asked, “Well, what was that all about?” 
It was at that moment that I realized the call was actually the spell working. The call had been my message. I put the phone back in my pocket and walked over to the book. I closed the covers and tucked it under my arm. 
“There is a witch who is mad at the Baton Rouge coven and me. Her aunt owns the occult shop in Enchantment Pointe.” 
“That explains a lot,” Nicolas said. 
“Let me put the book away and we’ll go back to the store,” I said.




Chapter Twenty-Two
 
I hurried back up the stairs and closed the book up in the trunk. As I walked down the hallway toward the stairs I looked over at Charlie’s room. For a moment I thought about going in there again. Maybe I had missed something. I had found the driver’s license and it had an address of New Orleans. So that couldn’t be the same witch that Dave was talking about, right? I went back downstairs and met the guys by the door. The only thing we could do now was go back to the occult shop. If I didn’t find answers there then where would I find them?
As we drove down the road Nicolas asked, “What do you know about the shop owner?” 
“Absolutely nothing, really. The store has only been there for a couple years. I get my spices and herbs with my mother at another shop across town. I know this one is closer, but my mother has been friends with the other shop owner for years. We just never switched for that reason.” 
“That’s understandable,” Liam said from the backseat.  
“That woman did act strange with the necklace,” Nicolas said. “And she claimed they never sold anything like that in her store.” 
We drove a little further and in the distance I spotted someone walking on the side of the road. Even from that far away I thought I recognized the person. 
Before I could point out the man, Liam leaned forward in his seat and pointed. “Isn’t that your Uncle Fitz?” 
Nicolas looked in that direction too. “It looks just like him. I do believe it is.” 
“He’s walking toward the manor, I guess. He’s a persistent old guy, isn’t he?” Liam asked. 
“I heard my father was stubborn too,” I said.
Liam laughed. “Well, that explains a lot,” Liam said.
“Hey!” I couldn’t hide my smile. 
When we neared the man walking it was very clear that it was in fact Uncle Fitz. I supposed he couldn’t catch a ride this time. He was lucky that we’d come along when we did. Nicolas pulled the car over to the side of the road. When Uncle Fitz spotted the car, he waved his arms frantically, as if we hadn’t seen him and already pulled the car over to the side of the road. 
I lowered my window. “Uncle Fitz, what do you think you’re doing?”
“I am going to the manor,” he said. 
“Get in the car.” I motioned for him to get in the back. 
Liam opened the door and Uncle Fitz climbed in. Something about him looked different and I figured he was tired. He had been walking a lot. 
“The note said you were going to fix the situation. Why would you try something like that?”
Uncle Fitz chuckled nervously. “Just trying to help.”
“I appreciate that, Uncle Fitz, but I don’t want you hurt,” I said.
“Where are you going?” he asked. 
“We’re not going back to the manor right now. I hope that’s okay, but we’re in a bit of a hurry.” 
“Where are you going in such a hurry?” 
“We have to go to the occult shop.” 
“Right now? What is so important there?” he asked. 
“It’s a long story,” I said. “But we probably won’t be long. You can wait in the car.” 
I really didn’t want him involved in case this scene turned violent. I had no idea what would happen when we confronted this woman with the news that we’d learned. She had lied to our faces and she had to know that I would be back eventually. 
Nicolas navigated the streets through town. No one walked on the sidewalks and there were no cars out. It was like something you’d see in the middle of the night. We drove right through, catching all of the green lights. 
Nicolas pulled up in front of the shop and shoved the car into gear. When I looked over at the window, I noticed that the open sign was turned off. “It looks like she’s closed shop for the day.” 
“Well, she will just have to open for us,” Liam said as he climbed out of the backseat. 
“Wait here for us, Uncle Fitz, we’ll be back in just a minute.” 
He nodded, but thank goodness didn’t ask what we were doing here. All of the lights were off in the store, but that didn’t stop Nicolas from trying the door anyway. 
Of course the door was locked. 
“What do we do now?” I asked. 
“Dave didn’t say where this woman lived?” Nicolas cupped his hands around his eyes and leaned against the glass for a better look inside.
I shook my head. “No, he didn’t know, but he was going to ask around and call as soon as he had more information.” 
The information Dave had given us about the shop owner might explain why she still had her magic. There had to be a connection. I walked down the sidewalk a few steps. At the side of the building was an alleyway. When I looked at the alley, I noticed stairs that led up to a door above the occult shop. It looked like there was an apartment above the store. I wondered if she lived there? It would make sense since she owned the shop that she would live above it.
“Hey, guys, come here.” I motioned.
Liam and Nicolas walked over to where I stood. 
I pointed up to the door. “I wonder if she lives there?” 
“It’s worth going and knocking on the door to find out,” Liam said. 
I headed toward the stairs with Nicolas and Liam right behind me. The stairs wobbled a little with each step. I had the feeling that the stairs wouldn’t be standing for much longer. Especially with three people walking on them at once. We finally made it to the top. 
It was a nondescript white door with nothing on it or around it. I had no idea if it was really an apartment or maybe just some random storage. Of course what other reason would there be for an outside entrance? I reached out and knocked on the door. 
After a minute I realized that no one was going to answer. When I peered down toward the back of the building I spotted Uncle Fitz. 
“Where is he going?” I asked. 
The only place back there was a cemetery. I had told him to stay in the car, but he never listened. The last thing I needed right now was to have to chase Uncle Fitz around. 
I called out to him, but he didn’t hear me or just acted as if he didn’t hear me. 
“Come on, we have to go after him.” I motioned for the guys to follow me. 
It didn’t appear as if anyone was going to answer the door anyway. I needed to find out where this woman lived. Maybe my mother knew her or knew someone who knew of her. It was worth a shot to ask. 
We made the trip down the stairs and down the alleyway. When we reached the end we were practically in the cemetery. There was an iron-gated entrance right there. 
“What is your uncle up to now?” Liam asked. 
“He goes to the most random places. And does the most random things,” Nicolas said. 
We stepped into the graveyard. It looked as if we were the only living souls around. Uncle Fitz was nowhere in sight. It figured the time I needed him to stay out of trouble was the time he made it even worse. 
“He has to be around here somewhere,” I said. “We’ll walk a little and see if we can find him.” 
Liam opened his mouth to talk, but I put my hand up to stop him. 
“I don’t think it’s a good idea if we split up, if that’s what you were going you say,” I warned with a wave of my finger.
Liam held his hands up in surrender. “It was just a suggestion,” Liam said. 
“A bad one,” I said. 
We inched through the cemetery among the old faded stones. Moss hung from the trees, creating a canopy over the entire place. We’d made it a few more steps when movement caught my attention. It wasn’t Uncle Fitz that I saw. 
“It’s Annabelle,” we all said at the same time. 
I called out to her. She didn’t stop. 
“I don’t think she hears me.” 
Nicolas called out with his loud voice. But she didn’t stop. I was sure she must have heard him. Why was she here in the first place? This was not somewhere she would ever come to by herself. 
“Let’s see if we can catch up to her.” 
She moved around one of the crypts. Liam ran ahead. I hoped that he could catch up to her. Uncle Fitz had been missing and Annabelle too—now I’d found them in the same place. What were the odds of that? Something wasn’t right about this. 
When we reached the spot where we’d last seen Annabelle, Liam popped out from behind the crypt. 
I clutched my chest. “You scared me. What are you doing? Is she there? Did you find her?” 
He shook his head. “She isn’t around here.” 
“Well, she couldn’t just disappear into thin air.” 
But apparently that was exactly what she had done and Uncle Fitz too. 
Movement caught my attention again from the corner of my eye. When I looked over I spotted Uncle Fitz again. 
“Hey, there’s Fitz,” Liam said. 
We ran through the graveyard, weaving across the stones toward Uncle Fitz. I called out to him, but he didn’t stop or even look back at me. I knew he heard us calling for him. This was giving me the creeps. Uncle Fitz disappeared behind a crypt. When we reached the crypt, he was not there. It was as if he had vanished into thin air.
“Where did he go?” I asked. 
Nicolas shook his head. “I don’t know. He’s an old guy and I know he can’t move that quickly.” 
Liam turned around and walked over to us. 
“You didn’t see where he went?” I asked Liam. 
He looked out over the graveyard again. “No, and I didn’t take my eyes off him for a second.” 
Movement caught my attention again and I looked to my right. Once again I recognized the woman. My mother walked through the graveyard with her back to us. I had never experienced this kind of creepiness before.
I yelled out to my mother, “Mom, it’s Hallie. Stop.” 
She didn’t stop, just like Uncle Fitz and Annabelle. Where were they going and why didn’t they listen to me? Were they under a spell? More and more it seemed like that was the case. I exchanged a look with Nicolas and Liam. Then we all ran after my mother. It was only a repeat of what had just happened though. When we reached the area where we thought she’d gone she was nowhere in sight. I ran my hand through my hair and released a deep breath. 
“Don’t worry, Hallie, we’ll find them,” Nicolas said. 
I knew he felt my fear and anxiety. As we turned around my mother popped up in front of us. She stood by a tall tombstone. She stared at us, but I was pretty sure no one was home. 
“Mom, are you okay?” I asked. 
“You have to give the book to Charlie,” she said without answering my question. 
“I don’t have the book,” I said. 
“You need to give the book to Charlie now,” she repeated. 
Apparently she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. Why did she want the book?
I shook my head. “There is no way I can give you the book. Do you see the book on me?” 
“I know it is in your house, so just drive there and pick it up.” 
“I can’t do that,” I said. 
She glared at me and that wasn’t her normal reaction. When I was a kid she would ground me for doing spells to turn people into toads, but she’d never given me a look like that.  
“I said go get the book unless you want something bad to happen.” Hate filled her voice and her eyes glowed as if on fire. 
“What does that mean, ‘something bad to happen?’ Has Charlie threatened you?” I asked.
Just then another voice called out to me. “Give the book to me or else.” 




Chapter Twenty-Three
 
I whipped around and saw Charlie standing behind me. I should have known that she had something to do with this. 
“If you have a spell on my mother then you can just take it off right now. I won’t let you get away with this.” 
She laughed and her eyes flashed red. I swallowed hard. It looked as if I was going to be in for a fight. I glanced back and saw that my mother was still standing in the same spot. Her blank expression hadn’t changed.
“Charlie, you don’t have to do this,” Nicolas said. 
She laughed again. Apparently this was extremely funny to her. “See, that’s where you’re wrong. Why not do this? I tried to contact Ms. LaVeau and she ignored my problem, so now she is going to pay the price. She shouldn’t have ignored me. She doesn’t deserve to be the leader. I should be the leader of the Underworld.” 
“I didn’t ignore you. I never received any communication from you,” I said. 
“That is a lie.” She shot a venomous glare my way. 
Charlie was convinced that I had ignored her. If I had it certainly wasn’t on purpose.
Movement came from a nearby tree and Uncle Fitz appeared. 
“Uncle Fitz, don’t go near her,” I yelled. 
He didn’t stop. He had that same blank expression on his face. He moved toward her and then stopped when he was right beside her. 
She smiled and looked over at him. “Tell your niece that she needs to give me the book. I told him to go get it, but apparently he couldn’t get the job done.” 
“Give her the book, Halloween.” Uncle Fitz stared at me when he spoke, but it was as if he was looking right through me. He didn’t care what he saw or said. 
It didn’t even sound like his voice. She had placed a powerful spell on Uncle Fitz and my mother. 
More movement came from the other side of Charlie. Annabelle appeared from behind another tree. She had the same blank expression as Uncle Fitz and my mother. I knew there was no point in telling her not to go near Charlie. Charlie had placed a spell on her too. Charlie’s powers were a lot greater than I imagined. 
“Tell your friend to give me the book,” Charlie ordered. 
Annabelle gave me the same blank stare. “Halloween, give Charlie the book and no one will get hurt.” 
What did she mean no one would get hurt? Did Charlie plan to hurt them? 
“I bet you are surprised to see your loved ones,” Charlie said. 
When I looked back again, my mother had moved closer. I tried to look into her eyes, but they were blank as well. The four of them inched closer to us. 
“What are you doing?” I asked my mother. 
It was as if she didn’t even know me now. She would do whatever Charlie asked her to do. 
“Charlie, I command you to stop whatever spell you have on them.” 
“I don’t have to follow your rules. You are not the leader any more. I will be the leader now.” She seemed awfully convinced of this. 
I wouldn’t go down without a fight.
When I looked at Charlie again, her face began to change. Her features were changing into someone else. She looked familiar, but I couldn’t quite place her yet. 
“Who are you?” I asked. 
She just laughed. She still had some of Charlie’s features but was changing into someone else. I watched as a full transformation took place. The woman had dark hair and eyes like Charlie.
“Who is that?” Nicolas asked.
When he said it I instantly remembered Dave mentioning the other witch. Could this be her? 
“Who are you?” I demanded. 
She cackled. “That’s for me to know and for you to find out.” 
Apparently Charlie had been practicing her evil witch routine. I was up for the challenge. I wasn’t going to let her play these games. Not when the people I loved were a part of them. When I looked back at my mother I noticed something different about her face. Her features were changing too. I stared in disbelief. I couldn’t wrap my mind around what was happening. I watched as she became the one of the women from the fake board. 
“Who are you and what have you done with my mother?” Anger bubbled inside me. 
I was furious. Both of the women laughed, mocking me. 
“Some witch you are. You can’t even protect your own mother.” 
I turned to face Charlie again, or whoever she really was. That was when I glanced over at Annabelle. Her features were changing too. Nothing had been as it seemed. She changed into the man who had been with the fake board. 
“I swear if you hurt one of them this will be the end of you,” I warned with a point of my finger. 
They all laughed in unison. Every time the sound came from their mouths it made me angrier and more determined to stop them. 
“You won’t get away with this,” I said. 
“Watch me,” Charlie said.
When I looked over at Uncle Fitz I noticed the same look and change. He was changing too and sure enough he morphed into the other member of the fake board. Now they had all changed. We were surrounded by these people who I didn’t know. I also didn’t know what they had done with my mother, Annabelle, and Uncle Fitz and that scared me to my core. I had to get away from there and find them. 
“What have you done with my mother, Annabelle, and my uncle?” I asked. 
Charlie laughed again. “I guess that’s for me to know and you to find out. It seems like you have a lot to figure out. There is plenty of time for that after I get the book, though. I promise I won’t be too hard on you when I am the leader. And I most definitely won’t ignore you. Then again, maybe I should ignore you and you would get a taste of how it feels. It’s not fun.” When Charlie moved her arm, I noticed a tattoo on her wrist. It said ‘witch’ just as Dave had described. So she was Chelsey. 
“What is going on, Charlie? You know you can’t get away with this,” Liam said. 
“Oh, shut up. You’re not even involved in this. Go back to New Orleans.” She waved her hand.
That reminded me of the address on her license in New Orleans. Who was the real Charlie? Was it the girl I’d seen at the gym? She hadn’t had the tattoo on her wrist. 
“Why do you have a place in New Orleans then if he isn’t involved?” 
She glared at me. “What are you doing snooping around my place anyway?” 
“Your friends asked me to find you. What kind of game was that?” I asked. 
She unleashed her evil cackle again and her face completed the transformation into the other witch. 
“We were just trying to lure you away from the book. It was fun to watch,” she said. “I figured if I had a place in New Orleans I could take over and be the leader there, but then I found out about you and set my sights a lot higher. I knew I could be the leader of the Underworld.”
It hadn’t been much fun for me. 
“Again, we will ask you to give her the book,” the woman beside her said. 
What was her name? Oh yes, Emily. She was the member with the short dark hair. Now I knew she was really just one of the vampires. They all loved showing off their fangs as they glared at us.
“What is in it for you all?” I asked. “Why should you care if I give her the book? It won’t make you all the leader. She will just continue to tell you what to do.” 
“You know what is in it for us?” the man asked. 
I shook my head. “That’s why I asked you.” 
He gave me an annoyed look. That was when the three of them showed us their fangs. “We’re not witches. Charlie just used her magic to change our appearance. We told you we would get revenge on the witches of Enchantment Pointe.” 
This was all a plan just to get Charlie the book?
She waved her arms. “See, if I help the vampires, they help me get the book.” 
The vampires flashed their fangs again. When I looked over at Nicolas and Liam they were showing their fangs too. At least I had witches and vampires on my side too. 
“The witches of Enchantment Pointe have done nothing to the vampires. There is no need to get revenge,” I said. 
All that got me was more laughter. I was sick of hearing their mocking laughter. I had no idea how we would get away from them though. It was three against four—one with powers and the rest with fangs. They had more powers than we did. 
The little power Nicolas and Liam had was probably starting to fade because the binding of the necklace was no doubt wearing off. I needed to get the necklace back and returned to the person who had given it to me. But technically that was the woman in the occult shop. How would I ever find her? 
“What about the woman in the occult shop? We stopped by there and spoke with your aunt. Such a nice lady. It would be a shame if something happened to her.” I smirked.
Charlie glared at me. “You wouldn’t do anything to her.” 
I flashed a huge smile and then said, “And the other woman we talked to there. She must be a friend of yours. We have her too.” 
Of course I was just making this stuff up as I went. 
Charlie guffawed. “You have the witch who gave you the necklace?” she asked. 
I placed my hands on my hips. “That’s right, with your aunt too.” 
“You can’t have the witch who gave you the necklace.” 
“We can and we do,” Nicolas said, backing me up. 
“I don’t know who you have, but the witch who gave you the necklace was me. I had a great disguise then too, don’t you think?” Her voice vibrated with glee.
Damn. I should have seen that one coming. She stared at me, which, along with the vampires watching me, was making me a wee bit apprehensive. 
I really didn’t know how we would get out of this one now. How had I let her get the upper hand? 
“I also found a hidden spell in one of the books at my aunt’s shop. I don’t think anyone knew about it. That spell allowed me to stop all the witchcraft in Enchantment Pointe,” she said with a smile.
“Not all of it.” I smirked. “Why did you take that girl’s identity?”
“I don’t know what you mean,” she said innocently. 
“Angela. The witch from Enchantment Pointe,” I reminded her. Even though I knew she was fully aware of who I meant.
“She came into my aunt’s shop. She just happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. Funny how that works.” Pleasure flashed in her eyes.
“Who is the real Charley Scott?” I asked.
She shrugged. “Charley was the first name of the guy who made the fake ID for me. My ex-boyfriend’s name is Scott.”
“Your ex really dodged a bullet. I guess I know why he’s an ex.”
Without warning, Charlie raised her arm and pointed at me. A blast of energized light zoomed across the air in my direction. Liam jumped in front of me, blocking her magic. He landed on the ground with a thud. I rushed over to him.
“Are you okay?” I asked. 
He seemed dazed for a moment while he held the side of his stomach. Nicolas was trying to help him up. 
“I’m okay now.” Liam pushed to his feet. 
“Oh, would you like another?” Charlie asked, blasting another bolt of light our way. This time we ducked, avoiding her magic. How would we fight them? Her magic was too strong for us right now. Our only choice was to get away from them. It would give me a fighting chance to get the necklace and give it to her. That seemed like an impossible battle. 
When Charlie tried to blast us with her magic again, Nicolas raised his arm up and zapped magic her way. Unfortunately, all it did was spit and spatter until it fizzed out. It didn’t come anywhere near her. Of course she released another deep belly laugh that sent a chill down my spine. Every time I heard her laugh it was like nails on a chalkboard. 
She wiped away fake tears. “That is so sad. It’s just too bad that you’ve lost your powers. Maybe someday the leader of the Underworld will let you have your magic back.” 
The vampires laughed as if they were at a comedy club. 
That was what set me off. For some reason I had forgotten that I still had my magic. Why was I taking this off her? I raised my arm up and sent a blast of magic at her. She landed on her butt. She wasn’t dazed for too long though, because she jumped back up before it even gave us a chance to think about running away. She would easily catch us with her magic as soon as we turned to run away. I had given it a shot, but fighting her with my magic just wasn’t going to work. Plus, now I’d just made her even madder. 
“Now I have you exactly where I want you. You have no choice but to get the book for me.” 
She was right. It looked as if I wouldn’t be able to get out of this one. I’d let down not only the witches of Enchantment Pointe, but witches everywhere. Charlie didn’t want to be the leader for the right reasons. She just wanted the power. There was no telling what kind of chaos she would cause before they could get rid of her as the leader. When I looked at Nicolas and Liam I’d never seen those types of expressions from them. Worry had settled in their eyes and frowns on their faces.
My time was up. Charlie and the vampires slowly moved toward us. I could tell she was getting a lot of satisfaction from this confrontation. And the vampires were happy too. They’d finally gotten their revenge on me just as they’d said they would. I tried to think of ways I would be able to keep her from getting the book once I returned to the manor, but I was completely out of ideas. Charlie was right in front of me now. I wouldn’t be able to avoid her magic. This was the end of my time as the leader. 




Chapter Twenty-Four
 
Being the leader had been fun even though I hadn’t realized it. I had just started learning how to use the magic and read the book and now it was over. 
Charlie wrapped her hands around my arms and shook me. “Get me the book now.” 
Her eyes glowed red and her face was like a demon. How had she gotten so much power? Nicolas reached out and grabbed her and one of the vampires snatched him and slammed him to the ground. 
“Don’t touch him,” I yelled. 
Of course that would do nothing to stop them. 
“I will ask you one more time to get me the book before I have to hurt Liam and Nicolas.” 
My stomach turned. There was no way I could let that happen. I had to agree to get the book. 
“Okay, I will get the book for you.” 
An evil grin spread across her face. “It’s about time you came around. Now let’s go before it gets any later. I want to get this wrapped up.” She gestured for me to start walking. 
After a brief pause so that I could attempt one last time to come up with a plan to get out of this, I turned around and began walking toward the graveyard’s exit. Liam and Nicolas walked beside me. 
As we approached the gated entrance, I noticed people walking toward us. When I saw Annabelle, my mother, and Uncle Fitz, I didn’t know how to react. Was it really them? Or more of Charlie’s tricks? Charlie paused when she noticed them. I guessed by her reactions that this was not part of her magic. I couldn’t believe that they had shown up. 
“Halloween, are you okay?” my mother asked. 
My mother always called me Halloween, so I still wasn’t sure if that was her. 
“Hallie, we’re so glad we found you.” 
At least Annabelle had called me Hallie. Now I knew it had to be them. 
“I don’t know why you all bothered to come. You can’t stop me. You have no magic. I have all the power and soon I will be the leader.” The wind had started to pick up and Charlie’s hair whipped around. She wanted to show off her power.
My mother’s eyes widened. I wondered how they had found me. Annabelle made eye contact with me. I knew she was trying to give me a message. She lifted up the necklace from her pocket only slightly and briefly, but it was long enough for me to see. She’d gotten the necklace. I had no idea how she’d known. Whatever the cause, I was grateful. But how would I get it from her? Furthermore, how would I give it back to Charlie? 
Movement caught our attention. More people were walking toward us from the entrance. That was when I realized that it was a bunch of witches from the Enchantment Pointe coven. By the frowns on their faces I knew they were not happy. They had formed a line and were now marching toward us. Charlie laughed when she saw them, but it was a nervous laughter. She now longer seemed full of confidence. 
“The witches are here. What a joke,” one of the vampires said. I remembered he’d pretended to Gregg. Now I had no idea of his real identity. He was probably one of the vampires who had been at the manor with Shawn.
I had to get the necklace from Annabelle. She was staring straight at me. I couldn’t believe she’d risked her life to bring me the necklace. I had to make a run for it. That was my only chance. I hoped I could get the necklace before Charlie could do anything. 
I still had some powers and I needed to collect as much energy as I could to fight Charlie. With one quick movement, I burst forward, running with all my speed toward Annabelle. 
My action had been so swift that I’d caught Charlie totally off guard. I reached Annabelle and she slipped the necklace into my hand. Nicolas and Liam had blocked Charlie from running after me, but she then zapped them with bolts of magic. They fell to the ground and the vampires immediately lunged forward. They were ready for a fight. 
The witches rushed forward, blocking the vampires from getting to Liam and Nicolas. The vampires flashed their fangs. It didn’t look as if they were going to give up that easily. Everyone was standing frozen waiting to pounce. Who would be the first one to move? I was trying to form a plan. 
So far I had very few ideas. The witches gathered closer and held hands to do magic. They were just waiting for the magic to come back. But Charlie knew they wouldn’t be able to do anything as long as I had the necklace. She had the upper hand. She looked around. She was probably planning her attack. 
I looked to my mother and Uncle Fitz. “Please don’t do anything crazy.” I knew I had to warn them, not that they would listen though.
My time was running out to get the necklace back to Charlie. Soon the witches would be fighting with the vampires and since they had no magic I was sure it wouldn’t end well for the witches. The vampires’ eyes had turned red and their veins pulsed. They wanted the witches’ blood. There would be little I could do to stop them. I had to protect everyone. I’d never be able to live with myself if I let them down. The vampires stepped closer, inch by inch. It looked as if they were enjoying the hunt.
The vampires were closing in on us. And Charlie was moving toward me. Did she forget that I had the necklace? If she got close enough I might be able to get the necklace on her. 
“Charlie, did you forget about this? I have something for you. Come closer and I’ll be able to give it to you.” I dangled the necklace in the air. 
“Get them!” Charlie pointed toward us. 
The vampires ran forward. Nicolas and Liam stopped two of them. A couple other witches attacked the other vampires. I had to hurry before the vampires drained the witches. 
As the vampires attacked, Charlie took off in a sprint. She weaved around a tombstone like a bullet. I took off with full force after her. 
“You won’t get away from me, Charlie.” 
I knew she had something else planned. I just had to outsmart her. She was probably going to hide somewhere and try her magic against me. I stayed close to the stones, using them as barriers against any magic she might try against me. I spotted her up ahead as she weaved around a tall stone. There was only one way in and out of this graveyard. 
I had to keep her from getting out. Chasing Charlie through the graveyard couldn’t last forever. She would have to get too tired eventually. I was already getting that feeling. Would she be able to outrun me? If only I could get her back to the other witches and they could trap her in. She would use her magic though and I didn’t want anyone to get hurt. If anyone had to be hurt it would be Charlie or me. I had the necklace still clutched firmly in my hand. My feet pounded against the ground. 
I tried staying on the pathway, but the pavement was uneven. The grass would probably be even worse. I still had Charlie in my sight, but in an instant I fell to the ground. The uneven pavement had made me twist my foot and fall forward. Luckily nothing was hurting. 
Charlie continued through the graveyard. I had to stop her before she got away. She glanced back and laughed when she saw me on the ground. That made my blood boil. She got such great pleasure from everyone else’s pain. 
“You won’t get away,” I yelled.
I reached my arm up even though I was still trying to crawl up from the ground. I pointed at Charlie and then chanted words. “The magic will stop you in your tracks.” I repeated the phrase until the energy inside of me had whipped to a frenzy. I felt the energy move to my arm and into my hand. It pooled in my finger until it finally shot out of my fingertip. The bolt of light flew across the air. It had taken everything I had to form this magic. It was my one shot. I had to make it work. 
The magic made contact with a tree branch. It crashed to the ground right in front of Charlie. She stumbled forward and finally fell to the ground. Now it was my turn to laugh. Of course I didn’t think this was any laughing matter. Lives were in danger and she was crazy. Charlie was on the ground and she looked back at me. Now I was gaining on her. 
“You can’t get away from me now,” I called out. 
She was trying to crawl up but the branch was on her leg, holding her down. 
I ran toward Charlie, weaving around the stones and hoping that I wouldn’t fall again. Charlie kept glancing back at me to see how close I was. She was tugging on the branch but still couldn’t break free. It had a good hold on her. I think the tree was holding her for me. My spell had worked better than I had imagined it would. 
Charlie was in a panic to get away now but nothing she did would move that branch. It wasn’t even that heavy or big, there was no reason why she shouldn’t be able to move it. 
I ran faster and finally caught up to Charlie. I’d gotten there just in time because she’d finally gotten the branch off her leg and was pushing to her feet. She glanced back and started to run, but I grabbed her. We tumbled to the ground. She landed on top of me. But she was trying to get away. I had my hands firmly around her arms. The necklace was still clutched in my hand. If Charlie just even touched it then it would be all over for her. The spell against the witches would be broken. At least that was what I kept telling myself. 
I pressed forward and got Charlie around so that now I was on top of her. She pushed and shoved her knee into my leg. That was definitely going to leave a bruise. While holding her down with one arm, I managed to get the necklace around her neck. 
“You bitch,” she yelled. 
I laughed. “You’re right, I am a bitch. And I’m about to practice some bitchcraft on your ass.”
If looks could kill. She was clearly not amused by my answer.
Now I had to see if the spell was broken. Would all my powers have returned? I wondered how everyone else was doing. Would they know that the powers had returned? I worried about my mother, Annabelle, and Uncle Fitz. And of course Nicolas and Liam too. Had the vampires gotten to the witches? 
I had to do a spell to get Charlie under control. She was still fighting to get the necklace off. She was reaching for my face. She placed her hand over my face and pushed. I groaned and shoved her hand away. 
I recited the words. “I bind you from doing magic. You will no longer have powers.” 
I repeated the words and she moved back and forth trying to get out from under me. I held her down tighter but I wasn’t sure how much longer I could hold her. I felt the energy and electricity in the air. My spell was working. Charlie tried reciting a spell, but nothing happened. 
“How does it feel now?” I asked. 
“You will pay for this. I will get my revenge.” 
“Good luck with that.” 
I moved off of her, but I still had her arms in my grasp. She had lost the energy to fight now though. She was like a limp piece of cooked pasta. 
“You will not hurt anyone now,” I said. 
She yanked her arms, trying to get away. “We’ll see about that.”
Now that my magic was back I had no choice but to do another spell that would force Charlie to walk. If she refused to do it on her own then I would make her with my magic. 
I called to the elements, earth, air, fire, and water. Then I recited the words. “Walk where I walk. No way to stop now.” 
Charlie stood and when I stepped forward a couple steps she followed me. 
“You can’t do this,” she said. 
I laughed. “It looks like I can and I am doing it.” 
“I will get you for this, Halloween LaVeau.” Her voice shook with anger.
“Yeah, I don’t think you will. Not this time,” I said as I walked around the gravestones toward the witches. 
Charlie was powerless and had no choice but walk with me. We moved through the cemetery and I was worried about what I would find when I reached everyone. As I walked around a crypt, the others came into view. I got there just in time to see what was happening… and it made me smile. I released a sigh of relief. It looked as if the magic had returned. And the witches had wasted little time using it. 
Charlie had no powers now so there was nothing she could do. The witches pointed at the vampires and the zaps of lightning were like a light show across the graveyard. Energy zoomed and pinged across the air. The vampires saw what was coming their way. They turned around and ran away. I’d never seen them that scared before. I guessed we’d showed them. 
Nicolas looked around and spotted me. A huge smile spread across his face. His expression was immediately replaced with a frown when he saw Charlie beside me. He had no idea that I was controlling her movements.
I scanned the crowd. Annabelle, my mother, and Uncle Fitz were standing next to each other. I was so glad that they were okay. Liam walked up beside Nicolas. When I looked around at the other witches I spotted Dave McCoy. I was glad to see him because he could take Charlie off my hands. The board could decide what to do with her. She wouldn’t be doing magic again for a very long time. Most likely never. 
Nicolas and Liam walked toward me. 
“Great, here come your boyfriends,” Charlie said. 
“Shut up. I’ve heard enough from you,” I said.
“Are you okay, Hallie?” Nicolas asked when he was near. 
I nodded. “I’m fine now.”
Liam looked at Charlie. “You got the necklace to her.” 
“Well, aren’t you a genius,” she snapped. 
“Take her to Dave for me, would you?” I asked. 
Liam motioned for Charlie to follow him. She had no choice but to follow any witch now. Charlie followed Liam but she had a few colorful departing words. 
“The vampires left?” I said to Nicolas. 
He wrapped his arms around me. “It was difficult at first, but once the magic came back, they didn’t stand a chance.”
Nicolas leaned down and kissed me. It was just what I needed right now after what had happened.




Chapter Twenty-Five
 
“I’ll make sure everything is going okay with Liam.” Nicolas gestured.
I nodded and Nicolas released my hand. 
“Will you be okay?” Nicolas asked.
“I’ll be fine.” I smiled.
The nightmare was over now and I could finally let my guard down. Well, maybe not totally down because I knew there would always be someone wanting to take the book from me. But for the moment, I figured I had a reprieve. And was it ever needed! Nicolas walked back to where the others stood. People talked and wandered around, trying to wrap their minds around what had just happened.
Having a moment alone to enjoy the quiet was just what I needed. Well, it noisy over there, but quieter where I was standing. Across the way, the voices of the witches chatting carried through the air, but I couldn’t make out any conversations. Turning away, I moved down the stone path and studied some of the stones. A few dated back to the late 1700s. I looked at the first names noticed how some had come back into fashion. I turned around to head back because I didn’t want to get too far away from the others.
Halfway down the path, once back to where I’d stood just a moment earlier, a shadow had appeared… a silhouette of a man. His arms were down by his sides and he remained motionless. I knew by his stance that he was angry. But angry with me? Was it a ghost? I stood frozen on the spot. I wasn’t sure what to do next. Was it anther spirit who wanted to be reanimated? I wasn’t in the reanimating business. I avoided it and didn’t want to do it on purpose. If he asked, I would have to tell the spirit no. 
The presence moved to the left slightly and the shade of the tree that had been concealing his identity was now removed. Shawn, the vampire who had accused the witches of casting spells against the vampires was standing in the graveyard shooting a death glare my way. I looked toward where Nicolas and Liam had been, but couldn’t see them. I knew this wasn’t going to end well. Why was he still obsessed with the witches? It had been proven that we hadn’t cast spells against them.  He needed to let it go. His expression let me know that wasn’t going to happen any time soon, if ever. 
“What do you want?” I called out. 
He didn’t answer me. If he thought the silent glare would scare me then he was wrong. Okay, I was a little intimidated, but I wouldn’t let on to him. I scanned the crowd again but couldn’t catch anyone’s attention. Shawn had me trapped. A confrontation with him was imminent. That was exactly what he wanted. 
“You’re not scaring me,” I said. 
He continued to stare without speaking a word. I couldn’t stand like this much longer. Soon Nicolas would look for me, right? I didn’t want Shawn to fight with Nicolas though.
The vampire moved. Just a few steps at first, but then his stride grew wider. I moved back in a hurry until I bumped into a headstone and stumbled. 
“Don’t come any closer,” I warned. 
He stopped, but I wasn’t sure how long that would last. 
“I have magic and I’m not afraid to use it against you, remember?” I smirked. 
“I’m all too aware that you like to cast spells on the vampires, witch.” 
“I’ll only use the magic against you if I have to. Don’t make me have to use it.” 
I didn’t want to cast a spell against him, but I wasn’t going to let him attack me either.
“It’s all over now anyway. You don’t have the help from Charlie.”
“I don’t need her help,” he said. 
The howl of the wind echoed through the trees. A sliver of moon slipped in and out of view from behind the cloud. He inched a little closer. My heart thumped in my chest as I scanned through spells in my mind. I would use something to stop him. A spell that would make him frozen on the spot and give me time to get away. 
“You can’t get away with intimidating me,” I said, trying to sound confident.  “If it’s revenge you want then you’re not going to get it. You might as well not even try.” 
He moved a little closer and I knew I had to cast the spell now.
“I can get revenge,” he said calmly. 
“There is nothing you can do to me.” I voice wavered. 
“Yes, there is. What if I kill you?” A sly smile spread across his face. 
I knew that he wasn’t joking. Fear raced through me. 
“Why are you so determined to harm me? I have never done anything to you.” 
He flashed his fangs. “I told you I know that you’ve been placing spells on the witches.” 
“And for the last time that hasn’t happened. What does it take for you to understand that?” I asked.
“I already understand.” 
I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, I cast spells against the vampires. Bad me.” 
“So you admit it,” he said. 
“No, you idiot, I was mocking you.” 
“How dare you mock me? Now I must kill you. What other choice do I have? Bye, bye, you’re dead.” He waved his hand.
“Oh, you think you can?” I asked. 
“I know I can,” he said with an evil smile. 
Yes, I was a little intimated by his evil look, but I had the magic to help me now. He would be no match against my spells. Not long ago I would have never said that, but now I knew that positive thinking would get me through this. 
I raised my arm and pointed toward him, ready to cast a spell to stop him. But before I had a chance to do anything, he had zoomed across the path and slammed me to the ground. He was now on top of me. I struggled moving back and forth trying wiggle my way out from under the weight of his body. It was no use. I would have to try a spell against him right there on the ground. It would no doubt make it a lot more difficult, but what other option did I have?
Casting a spell against him was proving extremely difficult. I couldn’t collect my energy. The words for the spell wouldn’t form in my mind. The fact that the vampire had his fangs in my neck might have had something to do with it. The energy drained from my body like a leaking balloon and I knew that he was the reason. Losing my blood was taking my witchcraft powers from me. How would I get away from him? I moved my leg so that I could attempt to kick him and break his hold on me. 
The weight of his muscles on top of me made this virtually impossible. His mouth was pressed against my neck which made my stomach turn. The smell of blood filled the air and I shivered at the gruesome thought of knowing that he was draining me. Where was Nicolas? Where was Liam? Anybody? I needed help over here. When would they find me? After my body was lifeless? Would they know who had attacked me or would this vampire get away with murder?  He made a disgusting slurping sound as he continued to suck on my neck. 
“Get off me,” I managed.
My words of course didn’t stop on him. Not that I had expected them to though. There had to be a way to get him off me.  But how? I tried to think of the words for the spell again, but my mind was blank. I never dreamed that he could have done this to me. I never knew that I would just forget the words so easily. Even when I’d been bad at magic I’d managed to remember a few simple spells. This time was different though.  My vision was becoming blurry now and I knew it wouldn’t be long.  
No matter how hard I tried I couldn’t get my strength. There was no way I could give up this easily though. Not after all that I’d been through. And I’d come so far. I wiggled underneath his body again, but even my movements had slowed down. I was almost out of ideas. But there was one thing I hadn’t tried yet. 
“Help,” I screamed as loud as I could. “Someone help.” 
He didn’t seem to care if I screamed. I guess he figured no one would hear me. He was probably right about that. There was too much noise over there.
Maybe the sound would carry across the wind though. No doubt about it, I needed help. I couldn’t even act tough right now and pretend that I didn’t need help. Everyone needed help every now and then. Acting strong at other times was fine, but this was one situation that required a little bit of assistance. 
Something was happening though. An almost dreamlike state had taken over my mind. Words were forming in my mind, even though they didn’t completely make sense. Was it a spell coming to me? Even if it wasn’t, I had to give it a shot. 
I recited the words that came to my mind. “Break the hold of evil upon me. Break the hold of evil upon me.”
Nothing happened. I was sure that no matter if the words came to me, I didn’t have enough energy for it to work. No matter though, I continued to cast a spell. I repeated the words over and over again. A tingle started at my feet and eased slowly up my leg like a snake. Maybe my energy was returning. Maybe the spell was working after all. Just then the vampire fell to the side and off me. The spell had worked. I’d done it after all! I rolled over onto my hands and knees and started to crawl away. Weakness wouldn’t even allow me to get on my feet.
I’d only made it a short distance when Shawn jumped on my back and I fell to the ground. He yanked me and rolled me over to my back again. His mouth was on me in an instant. Again I had to remember the words. If the spell had worked one time maybe it would work again. It was all that I had. He shoved his fangs into my neck again. His job wasn’t complete. He wouldn’t be satisfied until he had completely drained me. I wouldn’t be satisfied until I’d gotten away from him. Actually, I wanted more than that. 
I wanted to make sure that he would never do this to anyone again. Was my blood making him stronger? Because it sure felt like it. The words weren’t coming back to me and I didn’t know what I would do this time. Just when I’d almost given up all hope, the vampire fell to his side and off me. He groaned a little, but didn’t move. What had just happened? Had I done that? Someone’s presence emanated around me, so I looked to my right. That was when I realized that I wasn’t alone. It wasn’t my spell that had stopped the vampire. 
Uncle Fitz stood by a tall gravestone. His face was set in a frown and his eyes practically glowed red. 
“Nobody messes with my family,” he said. 
My eyes widened. “Uncle Fitz?” 
He hurried over to me in his usual shuffle then reached down and helped me up. “Are you okay, dear? Did the bastard hurt you?” 
I touched my neck. It was sore and bloody, but I figured I’d be okay once the bruise healed. “I’m okay. Thanks to you.” 
“Just taking care of you, dear.” 
Shawn thrashed around, but was unable to get up. Uncle Fitz had used his magic to make him powerless just as I’d done to Charley. 
Nicolas and Liam ran toward us. I spotted my mother and Annabelle behind them. 
“What happened?” Nicolas asked, breathlessly. 
I motioned toward Uncle Fitz. Uncle Fitz cast a spell on Shawn. 
Without uttering a word, Liam yanked Shawn to his feet, practically dragging him down the path. 
“Another one for the Underworld to handle,” Liam said.
“You’re hurting my back, asshole,” Shawn said.
“Hey, if you don’t want to be hurt then walk like a man. The courts are going to be full in Enchantment Pointe.”
My mother examined my neck. “We should rub Neosporin on that.”
My mother, the witch who had endless amounts of potions, always wanted to smear Neosporin on everything from a rash to an amputated arm. Go figure.
Annabelle hugged me. Glad you’re okay, Hallie. That was scary.
“We should go over to the others.” Nicolas took my hand in his and we walked the rest of the way to the group. 
As we made our way across the graveyard, my mother said, “Hallie, I was so worried about you.” 
I shrugged. “It’s all part of the job.” 
When we reached the entrance, commotion caught our attention. Charlie was trying to break free from the spell, but all she could do was move her arms a little. She walked with the leader to his car. 
“We should do a spell to make her shut up,” Uncle Fitz said. 
I recognized one of the witches in the crowd. “Nicolas, isn’t that the witch who was hiding behind the car in the parking lot?”
He scanned the faces. “Yeah, the one we thought had used magic.” 
When we walked her way she spotted us. Her eyes widened and she looked as if she wanted to run. 
“We’re not trying to hurt you,” I said right away before she had a change to flee. 
“I didn’t do anything,” she answered.
Nicolas and I stood in front of her. “Were you doing magic in the Bubbling Cauldron parking lot?”
She twisted a strand of her long hair around her index finger. “I don’t know what you mean.”
“Don’t play dumb. Just tell the truth,” I said.
“You’re the leader of the Underworld, right? Won’t I get in trouble?”
I flashed a smile to make her feel more comfortable. “You didn’t do anything wrong, right?” 
“My magic caused you to fall down.” She rushed her words.
“What do you mean?” Nicolas asked.
She waved her hand. “The hot vampires in the parking lot. I was trying to cast a spell so one of them would like me. But something went wrong and it hit Ms. LaVeau. My magic sucks.”
I laughed and wrapped my arm around her shoulder. “Have we ever got a lot to talk about.” 




Chapter Twenty-Six
 
The next morning, I’d invited everyone over for brunch. Uncle Fitz had finally gotten to cook for us. And I’d saved everyone from my food. 
We were all sitting around the dining room table waiting for Uncle Fitz to bring in the food. Nicolas was beside me and Liam sat across from us. It seemed like ages ago when the men had been in this room pretending not to know each other. They should have known that it wouldn’t take long for me to discover their secret. We’d been through so much together in such a short time. 
I was thankful for all the time I’d had with them. I looked over at Nicolas. He smiled and lightly squeezed my hand. Annabelle was next to my mother sipping on her orange juice. My mother was checking her makeup in her compact mirror. Finally Uncle Fitz stepped into the room. He had a tray piled high with pancakes. He also had bacon, fresh fruit and eggs. 
“The food smells delicious,” Liam said as he jumped up to help Uncle Fitz. Uncle Fitz sat with a smile on his face when we started stacking food on our plates.
Nicolas poured syrup over his pancakes. “I still can’t believe the vampires agreed to help Charlie get the book from you.” 
“Nothing surprises me about the need some people feel to steal the book,” I said as I placed strawberries on my plate. “I hope we are finished with their crazy accusations now.” 
Liam finished his bite of food and then said, “It probably won’t last long until they think of something else to be mad about.” 
“They can be mad all they want as long as they leave us alone,” I said.
“They should have known that Charlie would turn on them,” Nicolas said as he cut the pancakes with his fork. “She was going to leave them with no help at all once she’d agreed to help them.” 
“That’s because she figured she could do it all alone. It didn’t take long before she realized she really did need them,” Liam said. 
“I had no idea she was such an evil person,” Uncle Fitz said. “I wouldn’t have been nice to her.” 
“That’s okay, Uncle Fitz. We all thought she was nice at first. It’s easy to be tricked.” I winked. “She placed the spell on you as soon as she saw you. How could you fight against something like that?” 
The Book of Mystics had made my witchcraft more powerful. That was why Charlie had to give me the necklace. It had been her only chance of getting the book away from me. Of course she’d allowed her aunt to keep her magic, and then used the spell she’d discovered at the shop against the Enchantment Pointe Coven. Of course now we knew that Charlie was really Chelsey. She had just changed her identity so she wouldn’t be caught. Too bad for her that didn’t work out.
I doubted I’d ever fully trust anyone again after what I’d been through since finding the book. 
“It still doesn’t make sense why she had an address in New Orleans,” I said. 
Liam continued cutting his pancakes without looking up. “Like she said, she was living in New Orleans because she wanted to take over as coven leader there. She wanted revenge on a lot of people that was why she had all those files.” 
“How did she possibly think that would ever happen?” I took another bite of my pancakes, trying not to let the syrup drip on my shirt.
Annabelle pointed with her fork. “Well, she did think she could get the book and be the leader.” 
“That’s true.” I nodded. 
“I’m just glad that it all worked out,” my mother said. 
After everything had happened I was confused how Annabelle had known to get the necklace. It had seemed hopeless and Annabelle had known just what to do. 
She was the best friend anyone could ever ask for. She’d completely overcome her fear of the paranormal. She’d fought off the vampires with the witches. She’d definitely shown me that I had to have more confidence in myself if I ever wanted the magic to work. How had I expected the magic to work when I’d surrounded myself with all that negative energy? 
Charlie had held Annabelle and Uncle Fitz at her aunt’s shop. Lucky for all of us that they got away and went to my mother’s house. I’d told my mother about the necklace. Nicolas happened to sneak a call to my mother from the graveyard. That was when he’d told them to go get the necklace and bring it to us. How they’d found it was beyond me. Apparently Nicolas had described where we’d buried it and I guessed they’d seen the fresh soil. 
Pluto jumped onto the table and meowed. I offered him a bite of pancake but of course he turned his face away as if it was the most revolting thing he’d ever seen. It was his gourmet food or nothing. We finished the food until there was nothing left on the tray.
“Uncle Fitz, the food was amazing,” I said. 
“You’re an excellent cook, my man,” Liam said. 
“I’m afraid you will have to do the dishes,” Uncle Fitz said. 
I laughed. “You’re excused from kitchen duty.” 
Uncle Fitz stood from the table. “It’s time for old Fitz to hit the road.” 
“What? You’re leaving?” I asked. 
“You just got here,” Annabelle said. 
“Why don’t you stay awhile?” my mother asked. 
“My friend is expecting me in New Haven, remember? I’m already late.” Uncle Fitz walked to the door and we stood and walked toward the door too. 
Uncle Fitz continued out into the hallway. He didn’t look back at us as he walked through the house toward the front door. 
“I’ll come back for a visit very soon.” 
“You promise?” I asked. 
“You couldn’t keep me away,” he said over his shoulder. 
His luggage was already sitting by the front door. We stopped in front of the door. 
“Well, I guess this is goodbye.” He reached out and hugged me and then kissed me on the cheek. “Take care of yourself.” He looked at Nicolas and Liam. “Gentlemen, it’s been a pleasure. Look after my niece.” 
They nodded and shook his hand. 
Uncle Fitz hugged my mother and then went over and planted a kiss on Annabelle’s lips. 
“Uncle Fitz!” my mother and I said in unison. 
Annabelle looked shocked but then she chuckled as Uncle Fitz picked up his luggage. I opened the door for him. 
“Here let me take that for you.” Liam took the luggage from Uncle Fitz’s hands. “It’s time for me to get back to New Orleans too.” 
“You have to leave so soon too?” my mother asked. 
He nodded. “I have to deal with a couple witches fighting back in New Orleans.” 
We stepped out onto the front porch. 
Liam set the luggage down on the ground. He looked around. “Fitz, where is your car? How do you plan on getting to New Haven?” 
“I figured you could give me a drive,” he said. 
“Uncle Fitz, Liam has business in New Orleans. I’ll drive you there.” 
Liam picked up the luggage. “Come on, Fitz. I have time to drive you.” 
I shook my head. Had Uncle Fitz planned to hitch a ride? He wasn’t exactly the type to plan his trips well. It always seemed to work out for him though. He had a natural knack for traveling. 
“Bye, Uncle Fitz,” I said as he walked down the steps. 
As Uncle Fitz climbed into the passenger seat of Liam’s car, I heard him ask, “Can you pick up my lady friend Mary Kay? She’s going with me.” 
The sun was peeking out from the clouds that had covered it earlier in the morning. It was going to be a beautiful day. Finally, I felt as if the craziness of the last few weeks had come to an end. I would get much-needed rest and relaxation. Nicolas and I could spend time together without being chased by witches, vampires, or demons.
Liam patted Nicolas on the back and they gave each other a half hug. They’d certainly come a long way. It made my heart feel good to know that they were getting along. Liam reached out and wrapped his arms around me. I always felt safe and secure in his arms. After another moment longer and stepped back, but then leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. His lips lingered for a fleeting moment and my body tingled. Nicolas didn’t say anything about the kiss and I didn’t look over to read his expression.
Liam hurried over to his car and climbed in. Uncle Fitz smiled and waved as they pulled away. 
Annabelle looked at her watch. “Are you ready to get to the shop?” she asked my mother. 
“Oh yes, we should go. I’ve completely lost track of the time.” 
They grabbed their purses from inside and then hugged Nicolas and me goodbye. 
“I’ll be there soon,” I said. 
My mother winked. “Why don’t you take the day off? Nicolas and you need the rest.” 
I couldn’t believe she was letting me off for the day, but I would accept the offer. My mother and Annabelle drove away. Now it was just Nicolas and me… for now.
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