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Chapter 1
 
“Halloween, I love you, but you need to tell me the truth. I’m your mother and I can help you out of this situation.” My mother Annette LaVeau pushed the hair from my shoulder.
“There is no situation.” I stepped back over to the kitchen counter.
She waved her hand and blew her blonde locks out of her eyes. “Pish posh, that’s nonsense. Remember, the board members have to be involved and if you’re doing something illegal, I’m not sure I can help.” 
My mother stood in front of me with her hands placed on her round hips. She wore a long black skirt and an emerald-green silk blouse. Her skin looked exceptionally radiant this morning. Her latest beauty potion must be working. My mother had a beauty shop, and I was now making food with my magic. She probably would’ve preferred that I’d branched out into cosmetics, but I felt more comfortable with the cooking. She should just be thankful that I was doing something right.
The longer she glared at me the more it felt like I was six years old all over again. Except this time instead of being scolded for doing subpar magic—I’m talking the worst magic imaginable—now I was in trouble for performing magic that was too good. 
I tossed my hands up. “I can’t make you happy. If I’m bad with magic you’re upset with me, and if I’m good you’re suspicious.” 
We were in the kitchen of LaVeau Manor. Or should I say, my kitchen? Even after months of owning this place, it still felt odd to call it home. My great-aunt Maddy had left me the place when she’d passed on from this dimension. Bless her heart, she’d only been one hundred and twenty.
“Halloween, we all know how bad a witch you’ve been your entire life. It just seems odd that now you’re this phenomenal. Everyone is suspicious.” My mother tapped her foot against the floor. 
“So you’re just worried about how my actions will reflect on you?” I said. 
She rolled her eyes at me. “Don’t get sassy with your mother.” 
I released a deep breath. “Listen, Mom, I’ve done nothing wrong.” 
She was right though. I’d always been bad at magic. Actually, I’d been voted the worst witch of the year just a few years ago. The only reason they didn’t give me that distinction every year was out of pity. 
That had all changed recently. Magic came easily for me now. I assumed that was because of my new status as leader of the Underworld. 
“Did you ever stop to think that it’s just the Book of Mystics that’s helping me out?” I asked. 
She shook her head. “You were so bad even the Book of Mystics couldn’t make you this good. There was only so much there for the Book of Mystics to work with. And don’t scowl like that, it causes wrinkles,” she said, pointing at my face. 
I’d turned my great-aunt’s old house into a bed-and-breakfast. Well, I used the term bed-and-breakfast loosely. I really wasn’t that good of a cook and I didn’t have much business experience either. What had made me think I would be able to run a business? 
Things had taken a sudden change though now that my magic was much better. Maybe I was kidding myself. What if even with the improved magic, my spells were not that great? Sure, I had a few guests staying at my new bed-and-breakfast on occasion, and I didn’t accidentally ruin spells for all other witches within a twenty-mile radius—these were good things. It was difficult to let go of my self-doubt, although I worked on it every day. I would push the doubts to the back of my mind. There was nothing to worry about.
My new venture as a bed-and-breakfast proprietor was going better than I’d anticipated. How much of that was due to the mysterious guests? The guests who had turned out to be much more than I’d anticipated… but more about that later. 
Since moving into the manor, I’d discovered the Book of Mystics. Not long after the discovery, I’d become the leader of the Underworld. My magic had slowly improved and now I was still trying to work my way around the new title. I was learning as I went. My great-aunt Maddy had never explained about the powers of the book. Maybe she hadn’t expected for me to find the ancient tome. It was a good thing I’d uncovered the thing though. Without a leader, the Underworld would be chaotic. 
I might not be the best witch to ever stir a cauldron, but I had other assets that made me qualified to be the leader. At least I thought I had qualities. First of all, I was level-headed. I could make quick decisions when needed. My lack of experience aside, I was doing okay. One tiny problem though—with my improved magic, everyone was suspicious of me. How could my spells possibly be that much better? 
“You won that fall festival baking contest hands down. The judges never tasted a cake so delicious. I’ve never tasted a cake so delicious in my entire life!” 
“It was just a little spell to help the moistness of the cake.” I picked at the edge of the hand towel on the side of the sink.
My mother sat on the stool at the kitchen island. “I’m just saying, you’ve raised a lot of eyebrows with your improvement.” 
I snickered. Sure, it was a tad immature, but I couldn’t help myself. I should be ashamed of myself, but life doesn’t always have to be serious. Laughter was good for the soul. 
My mother pointed at her face. “Oh, is my one eyebrow funny to you?” 
I shook my head, but still fought back the laughter. When I was sixteen, I’d accidentally seared one of my mother’s eyebrows off while performing magic. Needless to say, I was still hearing about it all these years later. 
Finally I composed myself and my mother said, “Frankly, the whole town just doesn’t believe you. I’m trying to smooth it over, so you need to tell me the truth.” 
“I told you everything. My magic is better and I don’t know why.” 
Yes, the Book of Mystics was supposed to improve my magic, but she was right, it had been so bad before that there was no way the Book of Mystics could improve it this much. I had no idea why I was so much better now, but I wasn’t questioning it… much. I’d decided to enjoy it. After being bad for so long, this felt pretty darn good. I had people looking up to me now. I’d never thought that would be a possibility. 
“How about I do a spell right now and then you’ll know that there’s nothing funny about it?” I asked. 
My mother pointed at her one real eyebrow. The other one was just penciled on. “Should I really let you do that?” 
I shrugged. “It’s up to you, but don’t say that I didn’t offer.”
She waved her hand. “You’re right, you’re right. What was I thinking? Those days are behind us now. No more scorched eyebrows, no more accidentally turning your neighbor into a garden statue.” 
I pointed. “Oh, that was totally not my fault. I thought I was helping with her flowers. I can’t help it if I didn’t see her behind the rose bush.”
“Never mind that now. What kind of spell did you have in mind?” 
I glanced at the oven. “I figured I’d bake something.”
“What will I lose this time?” She frowned. 
“Oh, don’t be so dramatic, Mother,” I said, pulling out a big bowl from the kitchen cabinet. “I’ll make you some cupcakes.” 
She sat on the stool at the kitchen island. “All right, but make chocolate.” 
Sunlight flooded the room, making the shades of white around the room even brighter. The tiles, cabinets, and appliances were all white. Shelves filled with apothecary jars lined the other walls. 
“Chocolate cupcakes coming up.” I pointed with the wooden spoon.
I hurried around the kitchen gathering my ingredients and put them all in the bowl. My cat Pluto sat in the corner of the room looking at me suspiciously. Even he didn’t believe that I was telling the truth. If I dropped crumbs of the cupcake he wouldn’t even be impressed with that. He’d just walk on by. 
I recited the words that had now become familiar to me, since I’d been making so many cupcakes. “Element of Earth, I call to you. Make the cupcakes divine, make them superb. As soon as you taste the treat, you’ll want another.” I stirred the batter. “Element of Air, I call to you to. Make the cupcakes divine, make them superb.” I poured the batter into the pan, reciting the words. “Element of Fire, I call to you. Help me bake the best cupcakes ever.” To complete the spell, I shoved the pan into the oven. “Element of Water, I call to you. Bake the cupcakes with love and happiness.”
Soon I had whipped up a batch of baked goods that looked spectacular. The sprinkles were perfect—not too many and not too few. Icing was swirled on top like a work of art, not a bit over the edge of the little paper cups. 
I placed one in front of my mother. “Here, have a taste.” 
She looked at me with a little bit of fear in her eyes. 
I motioned. “Go ahead, take a bite.” 
She peeled back the paper cup and bit into the chocolate cake. Her eyes widened and she let out a moan of delight. “Halloween, this is the best cupcake I’ve ever had in my entire life.”
She seemed lost in the cupcake, as if she’d forgotten her entire reason for coming to see me. My mother licked the wrapper until there wasn’t a crumb of cake, a dab of frosting, or a single, solitary sprinkle left. She then focused her attention on the rest of the cupcakes, still sitting on the serving platter. 
“Would you like to take the rest of the cupcakes home with you, Mom?” I asked, waving my hand in front of her face.
She snapped out of her trance. “Oh, no, I couldn’t.” She pushed to her feet and then patted her hips. “I wouldn’t want to gain weight.” 
“They don’t have any calories,” I said, trying to keep a straight face. 
Her eyes widened and she moved closer to the counter. “Are you serious?” She clapped her hands and wiggled her hips. Her expression was priceless, as if she’d just won the lottery. 
I chuckled. “Of course they have calories. I’m good, but I’m not that good.”
She frowned. “That’s not funny, Halloween.” 
I pulled out the plastic cupcake carrier and placed the remaining cupcakes inside. I handed the container to her. “Here, don’t worry about the calories. Just cut back on something else and you’ll be fine.” 
She didn’t protest as she took the carrier from my outstretched hand. “Well, just this once, I guess it can’t hurt. Okay, I have to go now, dear.” 
I followed her out of the kitchen and through the big old house toward the front door. 
When we reached the front door, she turned to face me. “Just be safe, Halloween. The witches aren’t happy.” 
I shrugged. “What’s new?” 
“I guess you are the leader now. I’ll just tell them to mind their own business.” 
“That sounds like an excellent idea,” I said. 
She hugged me and then walked out the door with the pink cupcake carrier securely in hand. She wasn’t about to let it go. 
I tried not to be too confident about my new skills. Not so long ago I had been voted worst witch of the year. The only reason they hadn’t voted me worst witch of all time was because the coven liked my mother. 
I waved as my mother drove off down the driveway. The wind stirred the branches on the old moss-covered oak trees surrounding the manor. It was as if the trees had a mind of their own and acknowledged my presence. They stood guard over the place. 
I’d barely made it back to the kitchen when the doorbell rang. It was one of those loud and extravagant affairs that chimed an entire song just for one push of the button. The clangs and dings echoed through the entire house. 
“Who could that be?” I asked Pluto. 



 
Chapter 2
The cat meowed and then zipped out of the room, as if telling me to hurry up and answer. If that was my mother again wanting more cupcakes, I might have to stage an intervention. 
Pluto followed me all the way to the door. When I peeked out, my best friend Annabelle Preston stood on the front porch. With our blonde hair and blue eyes, we looked so alike that we were often mistaken for sisters. Today she even had on the same blue shade of sweater and jeans as me. We hadn’t coordinated our outfits either. 
I’d given her a key, but for some reason she’d decided not to use it today. Since Annabelle was non-magical, I’d had a hard time convincing her to come into LaVeau Manor—the paranormal freaked her out. The manor screamed supernatural. She’d gotten better about not being so spooked when she came over now, so I wasn’t sure why she’d used the doorbell. 
That was when I noticed the man standing beside her. He was tall with thick black hair and model good looks. That explained why she hadn’t just come on in. 
I hurried over and opened the massive wood door. Annabelle had a sly grin on her face and I knew she was up to something questionable. 
“Good morning,” she said in a cheerful voice.
“Good morning.” I quirked an eyebrow. “What brings you by so early?” 
“Are you going to invite us in?” She motioned toward the man standing next to her with a slight tilt of her head. 
I stepped back and motioned for them to enter. As the man entered the foyer, I kept my eyes on his every move. Annabelle avoided meeting my eyes when I glanced over at her. 
When they were standing in the foyer, Annabelle said, “This is Arthur White.” 
Maybe after everything that had happened lately I’d become a little jaded, but I was instantly suspicious of Arthur. He’d done nothing out of the ordinary, I didn’t even know him, but I found myself immediately wondering what bad intentions he had. 
I moved back a few steps and plastered a fake smile on my face. “Nice to meet you.” 
Did he notice the distrust in my voice? By the glare Annabelle gave me, she’d picked up on it. 
“The pleasure is all mine.” He stretched his hand out toward me. 
Oh, that was too much. His mannerisms were oddly familiar. He had flashed that dangerously gorgeous smile of his at me too. No wonder Annabelle had invited him to the manor. 
Annabelle gestured. “Arthur came into the shop while I was working and he just happened to mention that he needed a place to stay while in town.” 
“How long will you need a room?” I asked. 
“I’m not sure.” He still had my hand in his. 
I pulled my hand away. Was that all he had to say? I turned and gathered the papers from the table behind me. After handing him a paper to fill out, I said, “If you don’t mind answering a few questions…” 
“Certainly,” he said with a smile. 
“Annabelle, do you mind speaking with me briefly? I need to ask you about that recipe you gave me.” I motioned toward the kitchen.
She frowned. “A recipe?” I glared at her and she finally caught the hint. 
“Oh, right, the recipe,” Annabelle said.
“We’ll be right back, Mr. White,” I said. 
“Take your time.” He stepped across the foyer and peered up at the staircase. “I’ll just enjoy the magnificent view.” He turned and looked at Annabelle again. 
Annabelle followed me as I marched through the parlor and into the dining room. When I thought Arthur couldn’t hear, I asked, “What were you thinking?”
She tossed her blonde hair from her shoulder. “What do you mean?” 
Pluto was beside my legs. He meowed and stared up at Annabelle too, as if demanding an answer. 
I stared at her and she shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t get it.” 
“It’s so obvious. He just happens to be in town.” I used air quotes. 
“Well, Enchantment Pointe is a bit of a tourist town.” She studied her delicate pink-painted fingernails. 
I pushed the hair out of my eyes. “Okay, so it is a little, but after everything that’s happened, I don’t trust anyone who just pops up and wants to stay here.” 
“You know that’s what people do at a bed-and-breakfast, right?” 
“I guess you have another point with that, but still…” I leaned over to see if Arthur was still in the foyer. 
Annabelle touched my arm. “Listen, Hallie, I know you’re a bit paranoid, but everything is fine now.” 
I released a deep breath. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. I should just be happy that I have a customer.” 
I’d been living on the small inheritance that my great-aunt had left me. I had a salary as the leader of the Underworld, but it wasn’t much and having paying guests at the house would be a big help. 
“I guess I should show him to a room, right?” 
“Probably not a bad idea,” she said. 
“At least now I can make a decent breakfast for my guests.” 
“Speaking of food, you don’t happen to have any of those cupcakes?” She glanced over her shoulder toward the kitchen. 
“Sorry. My mom took all the ones I made this morning.” 
Annabelle batted her eyelashes. 
I shook my head. “But I suppose I could make more.”
My offer caused a spring in Annabelle’s step. “Don’t forget I like the buttercream frosting,” she said over her shoulder as she walked across the room. “Maybe you should open a bakery.”
“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said as we walked back to the foyer. 
We had just stepped into the parlor when I stopped in my tracks. Annabelle bumped into my back with a groan. 
“What’s wrong?” she asked. 
Arthur stood by the window with his back facing us, peering out over the manor’s grounds. How much of our conversation had he heard? Had he been listening on purpose? He must have sensed my staring at him. He turned around and a slow smile spread across his face. Sure, he was an attractive man, but something about him was slightly unnerving too. 
“It’s a beautiful view.” Again he stared at Annabelle. 
She would have to watch this guy. 
“Yes, it is,” I said suspiciously. 
Annabelle poked me in the back. 
“I’ll show you to your room now if you’d like.” I pointed toward the staircase. 
“Great. I’ll get my bag from the car,” Arthur said.
“I’ll go with you,” Annabelle bounced out the door after him. 
I watched as Annabelle went with Arthur to grab the bags from the trunk of his car. Why did he seem so familiar? He pulled a couple bags from the back. They talked for a few seconds. Now I wished I’d gone with them. After a few seconds, Arthur and Annabelle returned. Without saying a word, Annabelle walked right past me and over to the staircase. 
“You’ll love staying here, Arthur. The manor is gorgeous. Have you ever seen a staircase as intricate as this one?” Annabelle ran her hand along the mahogany banister. She would have never offered to go past the foyer before, now she was walking everywhere around the house. 
Arthur followed directly behind me, and Annabelle trailed behind both of us as we ascended the stairs. We made it up the winding old staircase to the third floor. I’d gotten used to climbing the staircase now. At first it had been a little scary, but now I thought of it as good exercise. My room was on the second floor. I usually gave my guests the rooms on the third. Sunshine streamed in from the landing window. The light bathed the area in a hazy soft white glow. 
When we reached the first door on the right, I stopped and said, “I think you’ll enjoy the view from this room. The bed is extremely comfortable too.”
I unlocked the door with the skeleton key, then pushed the door open. The old wood groaned in protest. 
Arthur looked at me with his sexy blue eyes and said, “Thank you, Ms. LaVeau.” 
Annabelle stood by the door as I stepped into the room with Arthur. “I think you’ll find everything you need. There are towels in the bathroom.” I rushed my words. He probably sensed that I wanted to hurry up and get away from him. “Let me know if you need anything,” I said. 
“I’ll let you know.” He smiled again. 
Something about his voice and the way he looked at me was familiar. It was like déjà vu. 



 
Chapter 3
Annabelle and I left my new guest and headed back downstairs. She was ahead of me on the staircase. I paused and looked up toward the third floor. For a second, I thought I heard footsteps. 
LaVeau had intricate details in every room, like tall ceilings, beautiful moldings, massive fireplaces, and stunning hardwood floors. The manor had been built by my great-great-great-grandfather, who, unbeknownst to me, had been a famed alchemist within the Underworld. I’d grown up hearing stories that he’d disappeared one day and was really in a trunk in the attic. I could report that I’d found no trunk of bones anywhere in the house… yet. Maybe someday I’d get around to unraveling the mystery of what had really happened to him. 
When we reached the foyer, Annabelle crossed her arms in front of her waist. “Now aren’t you glad that I brought him here?” 
“That remains to be seen,” I said with a click of my tongue. 
She rolled her eyes. “Don’t be so negative.”
I sighed. “You’re right. I shouldn’t be negative. I’ll do better, I promise.” 
“That’s more like it. Well, I have to go to work, so I’m outta here.” She tossed her hand up in a wave. 
“What about the cupcakes?” I asked. 
She looked at her watch. “I guess I’ll have to come back. Don’t forget to make them.” 
“I won’t forget.” I forced a smile.
Annabelle marched out the door and down the front steps. I watched as she drove away and realized now I was all alone with the stranger. This was what I had signed up for though. It was part of the job. When I’d first started the bed-and-breakfast and strangers had showed up, it had turned into chaos. Although I must admit that it had worked out well. 
Nicolas Marcos and Liam Rankin were half-brothers who had showed up one rainy night looking for the Book of Mystics. I was now the owner of that gigantic tome, which made me the leader of the Underworld. 
There were a lot of people who wanted that title, but honestly, I had no idea why. The job was stressful and it really didn’t pay all that well. The benefits were seriously lacking. 
My cell phone was ringing, which snapped my attention back to reality. I crossed the foyer, strolled into the parlor, and then into the library. I’d made my office in this room. My huge mahogany desk sat in front of the large windows. Red velvet-upholstered chairs were in front of the enormous ornate fireplace on the other wall. The walls were covered with wood moldings and the floor-to-ceiling bookcases contained my great-aunt’s old hardbacks. When the sunshine came through the windows, a large crystal chandelier hanging in the middle of the room dazzled with a kaleidoscope of colors.
I grabbed the phone from the desk. My day had started with coven paperwork, but that had been interrupted when my mother had arrived. I hoped she wasn’t calling again to request more cupcakes. Maybe I could look into making calorie-free ones. Was there a spell for that? I was good at spellcasting now, but I wasn’t sure if anyone was that good. 
When I saw the screen, I realized it was Liam’s number. I had to admit that my stomach did a little dance every time I talked to him. But that was a secret I hadn’t told anyone, not even Annabelle, although she probably suspected. It was a secret that I would keep to myself, no one needed to know.
I had appointed Liam to be the leader of the New Orleans Coven. The position had become available when the last leader had been less than forthcoming with his intentions. That was putting it mildly. 
“Good morning,” I said when I answered the phone.
“Good morning, Hallie. I just wanted to check and see if we were still on for that meeting for tomorrow.” 
“Yes, of course we are meeting. I wouldn’t miss it.” 
Liam and Nicolas were half-brothers. They shared the same father. The brothers were not only witches, but vampires too. They’d been turned in the 1800s. They had always had a bit of a rivalry. It was better now, but I knew they would always be a little competitive with each other. 
Liam paused. 
“Is there something else?” I pressed. 
“Is everything all right with you?” he asked. 
“Yes, why do you ask?”
He seemed as if something was wrong all of a sudden. “I don’t know. I’m just picking up a strange vibe.” 
“Everything is fine here,” I said. Of course now he was making me nervous. 
He sighed and said, “All right then, you’ll call me if you need anything?” 
“You know I will,” I said. The doorbell rang again. “I have to go. Someone’s at the door.” 
“Hallie, please call me if you need anything.” Worry filled his voice. 
I chuckled. “Liam, I’m okay. I’ll call you.”
Why was he acting so strange? Why was I getting so many visitors this morning? I hurried to the front door and peeked out again. My stomach did a little dance when I saw that it was Nicolas. 
I opened the door. “I wasn’t expecting to see you this morning.” 
Nicolas grabbed me in his arms and planted a passionate kiss on my lips. His luscious lips wandered over mine, sucking, licking and teasing me. When he broke free, I stood in a daze for a couple of seconds. 
“That was certainly a good way to start the day,” I said. 
He flashed his gorgeous smile at me, then instantly his demeanor changed. His muscular body tensed and a scowl formed on his face. 
“What’s wrong?” I frowned. 
He looked around the room. “Something’s different.” 
He was acting just as weird as his brother. I glanced around. “Nothing’s different.” 
He attempted a smile again. “Okay, if you say so.” 
I still figured he didn’t believe me, but I didn’t know what to tell him. Everything was fine. 
“How about breakfast?” I asked. Normally, I never would have attempted that offer, but now that my skills were so great, I wanted to cook for everyone. 
“Breakfast sounds great.” He patted his toned stomach. 
Nicolas followed me back to the kitchen. 
“How about pancakes?” I asked. 
“Perfect,” he said. “Can I help with anything?”
“You can get the plates,” I said with a smile. 
Now he knew they wouldn’t be burnt. Bless his heart, Nicolas had put on a brave face and pretended to enjoy my meals. At least now he didn’t have to act anymore. He sat at the kitchen island while I prepared the food. 
“I thought you had a meeting this morning,” I said as I flipped one of the pancakes in the pan. 
“It was canceled. They couldn’t make it,” he said. 
“So you decided to come by and see me?” I said.
“Well, that seems like the best thing possible. Plus, I really wanted to ask if you can go out this evening.” 
Sometimes I got sick of being in this big old house, so I was ready for a night out. 
“I’d love to go. Where are we going?” I asked. 
“Well, it’s a bit of a surprise. Would you like to meet me downtown?”
He was acting a bit mysterious. What could this surprise possibly be? 



 
Chapter 4
Nicolas got up and went over to the refrigerator. He pulled out the orange juice. 
As he got a glass from the cabinet, he paused again and then turned to me. “Are you sure there’s not something that you’re not telling me?” 
“Why does everyone keep asking me that this morning?” I placed the pancake onto the plate. 
“What do you mean? Someone else asked you that?” He poured juice into the glass.
“Liam called to confirm our monthly coven meeting. Anyway, he was acting just like you.” I handed Nicolas the plate. “He thinks something strange is going on around here.” 
Nicolas sat down at the island again. “And what did you tell him?”
“I told him the same thing I told you. There’s nothing going on. I don’t know why you all are acting this way.” I waved the spatula through the air. 
“Just a vibe I picked up on, I guess.” He grabbed my hand and pulled me toward him. “The pancakes look delicious.” 
I motioned. “Well, take a bite and let me know what you think.” 
Yes, I was proud of my work. Maybe I was relying too much on magic though. I never used to do so many spells, but now I found myself using magic for almost everything. I wasn’t even putting on makeup myself anymore. I just did a little spell, and poof, it was on my face. I wondered if there was such a thing as using too much magic. No one had ever mentioned not to do it so often. Surely someone would’ve told me—like my mother, the woman who prided herself on knowing every coven rule. 
When Nicolas sank his fork into the food and took a bite of the pancakes, he closed his eyes and released a low moan. This made me happy. 
After finishing the bite, he said, “This is the best pancake I’ve ever had.” 
The same thing that my mother had said about the cupcakes. I really had improved. This was fantastic. No more Hallie LaVeau, worst witch ever. 
As he continued eating the pancakes, I said, “I forgot to tell you Annabelle brought a new guest.” 
He stopped with his fork mid-air and looked at me. “Who is it?”
“Actually, I’m not sure. She met him at the shop and he mentioned he needed a place to stay for a few days. Well… he didn’t say how long he was going to stay.” 
Nicolas set his fork down and said, “What business does he have in town?” 
I placed my hands on my hips. “I didn’t ask. It’s none of my business, right?” 
He quirked an eyebrow. 
“Okay, I haven’t had a chance to ask.” I would ask as soon as I had a chance. I didn’t like to think of it as being nosy, I just liked to make conversation with my guests. 
“Where is he and what’s his name?” Nicolas started to stand, as if going to find him. 
I stopped him by placing my hand on his arm. “You sound like you’re ready to have him arrested, Nicolas.” 
He wiped his mouth with a napkin. “Well, after everything that’s happened, I think you can understand why I’m a little apprehensive.” 
I sat on the stool across from him and held his hand in mine. “Yes, I understand and I felt the same way at first, but everything seems fine… nothing has happened.” 
“Maybe it’s been a while since anything has happened… but just be on the lookout for anything strange.” He searched my eyes.
“Of course, I’m on high alert all the time,” I said. 
With my job as leader I had to be. 
“You still didn’t tell me his name.” He took a drink of juice.
“Arthur White,” I said. 
Nicolas shrugged. “Never heard of him, but that doesn’t mean that he’s not bad news.” 
I shook my head. Nicolas was just as suspicious as I was. I guessed we were a lot alike after all. 
Nicolas pushed to his feet and moved over to me. “So I’ll see you tonight?” 
I nodded. “Tonight.”
“I’ll call you later.” 
Nicolas leaned down and gave me another passionate kiss that made me want to hold onto him and tell him not to go. We both had work to do though, so I released my arms from around his waist. He took my hand in his and I walked with him through the house to the door. He kissed me again and said goodbye. I waved as he drove down the driveway. 
A floor creaked somewhere behind me. It wasn’t unusual to hear those types of noises in the house—after all, there were a couple of ghosts. Unfortunately, this wasn’t a ghost. My new guest was behind me on the stairs. I wasn’t sure how long he’d been standing there. He’d probably seen our kiss, but then again, Nicolas hadn’t mentioned seeing him. If Nicolas had known he was down here, he would have wanted to interrogate the guy. 
Arthur walked down the rest of the steps. “I hope I’m not interrupting anything.” 
“Oh, no, not at all.” I forced a smile. “Please make yourself at home. You can go anywhere in the house.” Well, except for my bedroom and, well, that was probably about it. 
He offered another sexy smile. “Thank you. Your hospitality is adorable.” 
“Would you like breakfast?” This was another chance for me to showcase my new badass cooking skills. 
He stepped closer to me. “Thank you. That would be great. I am hungry.” 
I waved over my shoulder as I headed through toward the kitchen. “Well, follow me. It will be the best breakfast you’ve ever eaten.” 
That was a bold statement, but I was pretty sure I could back it up. He followed me through the house to the kitchen. I wasn’t sure why I had been suspicious of him before. He seemed perfectly nice now.



 
Chapter 5
“Follow me and I’ll show you to the dining room.” I gestured. 
As I walked through the parlor and library, I kept looking over my shoulder. It made me a bit nervous having him walking behind me. He sure was quiet. When we reached the dining room, I pushed on the door and gestured for him to step inside. It was down the hallway off from the kitchen. A large table took up space in the middle of the room with matching chairs on each side and the ends for a total of sixteen. A buffet sat against the far wall. 
Arthur walked in and scanned the room. “It’s elegant, just like the rest of the manor.” 
At least he had good taste, but maybe I was a little biased. I thought LaVeau Manor was one of the most beautiful places in the world. 
“Please make yourself at home,” I said, pointing toward one of the big chairs at the dining table.
He flashed a smile and said, “Thank you, I will.” 
I turned around and left him in the room, walking back to the kitchen. I hadn’t even asked him what he wanted for breakfast, so I just made a little bit of everything. I figured as long as I wasn’t messing things up, why not make it all? 
I gathered the items needed to prepare breakfast. I had memorized all the items needed. Breakfast came easy for me, but I was still working my way through dinner recipes. They were a little bit more complex. 
As I stirred the pancake batter, I sensed a presence in the room with me. When I turned around, Arthur was standing right there by the island.
He smiled at me again. “I hope I didn’t startle you.”
“As a matter fact, yes, you did.” I tried to force a smile anyway.
“Please accept my apology. Do you need any help?” he asked. 
I waved the whisk. “No, I’m fine, thank you. Did you need something?” 
“It’s just a little lonely in there. I hope you don’t mind if I stay here in the kitchen with you.” He leaned against the counter.
Oh, dear. This really would make me nervous. 
“No, I don’t mind,” I said. 
I wondered if he saw through my forced smile. If he did he didn’t let on at all. He pulled out the stool and plopped down on the seat, his long legs stretched out in front of him. 
“Breakfast should be ready soon,” I said as I grabbed the wooden spoon. 
How would I cast magic spells with him right there? I wasn’t sure if he was aware of the Enchantment Pointe magic thing. I didn’t want to frighten him. I just had surreptitiously sneak a spell or ten in. 
He really didn’t want to taste my food without the magic. I could guarantee that. 
“How long have you had the bed-and-breakfast?” He stepped over and peered out the window into the back yard. 
Now the chitchat would distract me even more. But he was just trying to be nice. Maybe my magic wasn’t so hot after all if I had to concentrate that hard to perform something. I guess I wasn’t as good as I thought. Maybe it would be better practice for me if I did try in front of him. 
“I’ve been here for about six months now.” I wiped my hands on the towel. 
“How’s that going for you?” He turned to face me again. 
I wasn’t going to be honest about that question. “It’s going good.” 
I had hesitated. He was sure to pick up on that. 
He laughed a little. “Well, that’s good.” 
His laughter really was heartwarming, so I decided to be a little more straightforward with him. 
“I believe it’s a slow time of the year,” I said. 
“I’m sure when everyone sees how charming you are you’ll be overrun with customers.” His voice was just as smooth as his words. 
I glanced back at him. I was probably blushing. I decided to change the subject. 
“Would you like fruit with your breakfast? I have fresh strawberries and melon.” I walked toward the refrigerator. 
“I’ll eat whatever you put in front of me,” he said. “If it’s okay with you, can we enjoy the food right here in the kitchen? It seems more informal and casual. I like that.” 
We? I hadn’t realized that he thought I was eating also. “Actually, I have some work to do, but I’d be happy to let you eat right here in the kitchen.” 
He really was taking that ‘make yourself comfortable’ thing to heart. That was good though. I wanted my guests to be happy. At least I hoped he was pleased with staying here. 
“I’ll be sad if I have to eat alone. It’s tough while traveling and not having friends.” He gave me a sad-eyed look. How had he known I’d be defenseless against that heart-rending stare?
“I suppose I could eat with you,” I said. 
“Wonderful,” he said. 
“Could you do me a favor?” I asked. 
“Certainly,” he said.
“The napkins and stuff are in the dining room. Could you bring the plates and other items for us in here?” 
He pushed to his feet. “I would be delighted. I’ll be right back.”
As soon as he stepped out of the room, I hurried over to the bowl and recited the words. “Element of Earth, I call to you. Make the perfect breakfast now.” I poured the batter. “Element of Air, I call to you to make my guest want more.” Flipping the pancake, I recited the words: “Element of Fire, I call to you make him think this is the most delicious meal ever.” To complete the spell, I flipped the pancake one more time. “Element of Water, I call to you. Make a perfect breakfast now.”
I knew I had rushed the spell a little—okay, a lot—but I hoped that wouldn’t cause it to be any less tasty. Footsteps sounded from behind me so I finished up the last of the spices that I need to add. When I turned around, Arthur was already in the room with me. It had taken him a lot less time than I had anticipated. I wondered how long he been standing there. 
I placed the dishes on the counter and smiled. He smiled at me, but he didn’t say anything about hearing my spell. He did have that funny look in his eyes, but I supposed he always had that. From the first moment I’d seen him it was as if he knew a secret. Did he know my secret? It wasn’t exactly a secret. I supposed everyone in Enchantment Pointe knew, except for strangers.
He placed the napkins and silverware alongside the plates. “How does this look?” 
“That’s perfect. You’ve done that before.” I glanced down at the setting. 
“I helped my mother set the table all the time.” He sat on the stool with the plate in front of him. 
As I brought the food over, I realized that this was my chance to ask more about him. “Where are you from? You said you were just visiting Enchantment Pointe.” I tried to sound casual, as if I wasn’t suspicious. 
“I’m from Shreveport.” he said, as if he’d been waiting for me to ask. 
“And you have business in town?” I asked as I placed the food on the island. 
He gave me another one of those smiles that said there was no way I was going to get information out of him. He shouldn’t be so sure about that though. I had my ways of finding out things when I wanted. Just wait until my mother got a hold of him. She really would want to know more. She would ask a million questions until he told her everything she wanted to know. 
I sat down across from him and cut into my pancake. It felt strange sitting here, but I tried to make the most of it. I watched for his reaction as he took the first bite. 
Just like everyone else, he moaned as he chewed. “This is delicious. Do you cook like this often?” 
I smiled and said, “Well, I’ve been trying to do more lately.”
“You should keep it up. I think this is the best food I’ve ever had.” He pointed at his plate with his fork. 
“Thank you,” I said. 
He was kind of quiet at the moment, focused on his food, but I didn’t want to let him get too quiet. I had a lot more questions to ask. 
“You didn’t tell me what type of business you have in Enchantment Pointe?” I practically held my breath waiting for the answer. 
Before he could answer though, a bang came from what sounded like outside, followed by a loud groan.



 
Chapter 6 
“What was that?” Arthur asked. 
“It sounded like an animal,” I said as I jumped up. 
I rushed over to the back door and peeked outside. On the left a distance from the house was the old graveyard. A raven perched on the black iron fence. It seemed as if it was looking in my direction. Was that what we’d heard? There was no way the bird could have made that noise, and Arthur stood right behind me, his presence undeniable. 
“I don’t see anything,” I said as I unlocked the door.
I twisted the handle and then pushed the door open. The last time I’d seen Pluto he’d been in the living room lounging on the back of the sofa. I knew he hadn’t gotten out. There must be a stray cat hanging around. 
When I stepped out onto the back porch, I looked to my left. A woman was on the ground.
“Oh, my gosh.” I raced down the steps with Arthur right behind me. When we reached the woman, I knelt down beside her. “Are you all right?” 
She was probably about seventy years old with gray hair pulled up into a bun. I’d never seen her before, and I knew she wasn’t one of my neighbors. 
“Oh, dear. I guess I slipped on the wet grass. You really should put up some sort of pathway.” She scowled. 
I hadn’t expected anyone to be walking around the house, but whatever. I supposed she hadn’t seen the stone path that was already there. 
I reached down and helped her up. “Are you sure you’re right?” I hoped that she hadn’t broken her hip or anything. 
She brushed off her navy blue dress. “I’m fine, dear, don’t worry about me. I have strong bones.” 
Well, that was good to know. But now I had to know why she was here. 
“Was there something I can help you with?” I asked. 
“Yes, honey, I’m looking for a room. I saw your sign out front.” She adjusted the brown leather pocket book on her arm. 
Oh, wow, not again. My guests always seemed to come in pairs. Now I really was suspicious. This couldn’t be a coincidence. When I glanced at Arthur, he flashed a quick smile. Why had she come to the back door? 
As if she read my mind, she said, “I came to the front door, but you didn’t answer.” 
Why hadn’t she tried the doorbell? 
She shook her head. “That doorbell seems to be broken.” 
Okay, now she really was reading my thoughts. This was freaky. 
“Would you like to come inside?” I asked. 
“As a matter of fact, I would.” She marched past me toward the door. 
Arthur grabbed her bags from the lawn. Once we were all back inside, the woman stood by the island. She peered down at the food. 
I could take a hint, so I asked, “Would you like breakfast?” 
Without hesitation, she said, “Yes, I haven’t eaten. I would love food. Thank you.” 
She sat down on the stool where I’d been sitting and immediately started eating the food on the plate. When I looked at Arthur he just chuckled. 
“Ms. LaVeau, I’m sorry, would you like to take my seat?” Arthur gestured.
“No, please continue eating your breakfast. I have dishes to clean up anyway.” I motioned toward the sink.
The woman didn’t seem to pay attention to what was going on around her. She was focused on the plate. Apparently she thought it was good too. I didn’t even know her name yet.
Arthur and I watched the woman devour the food for a few moments longer. She acted as if she hadn’t eaten in a long time. 
Finally, I had to ask. “I didn’t catch your name.” 
She looked up at me, still chewing a mouthful of pancake. Finally she swallowed. “Cora. My name is Cora Smythe.” 
“It’s nice to meet you, Mrs. Smythe,” I said.
She shook her head. “No, call me Cora.” 
“Well, Cora, my name is Hallie LaVeau and this is my guest Arthur White.” I gestured. 
She looked from me to Arthur and eyed him up and down. She licked the syrup from her lips. 
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, ma’am,” he said. 
“You may call me Cora, as well,” she said with a wave of her hand.
He smiled at her. “All right, Cora.” 
“What brings you to Enchantment Pointe?” I asked as she continued eating.
“I’m visiting a friend,” she said. “She doesn’t have a place for me to stay, so I needed a room here.” 
“Well, it’s nice to have you,” I said. “I can show you to your room if you’d like.” 
“That will be fine, dear, but I will need coffee. You don’t mind, do you?” She quirked an eyebrow. 
“No, not at all. I’ll bring you a cup,” I replied in the nicest voice possible. 
“Make it with cream and sugar,” Cora added.
Arthur grabbed the bags that she’d placed by the door. “I’ll carry the bags up.” 
I hated that Cora had to climb all the steps. The steep incline could be treacherous. I’d put her on the second floor so there wouldn’t be as many. 
She wiped the corners of her mouth with the napkin and then headed across the kitchen and through the parlor as if she knew exactly where she was going. Cora marched right to the foyer and paused by the staircase, waiting for us to catch up. I’d been worried about her going up the stairs, but it looked as if she might outpace us. She waved her hand for me to go first, so I headed up with her behind me. Arthur was behind her with the bags. 



 
Chapter 7
We reached the second floor and I turned down the hallway and motioned toward the end. It was the room right across from mine. 
After unlocking the door and twisting the old tarnished brass knob, I gestured for Cora to enter. “I think you’ll love this room.”
She eyed me up and down, then finally stepped inside. She immediately went over to the bed and pushed on the mattress. “Seems lumpy.” Cora turned and moved over to the window. She inspected the curtains. “Couldn’t afford the good ones, huh?” 
I tried to conceal my astonished expression. She obviously enjoyed being rude and just wanted a reaction out of me. 
The room was furnished with a large cherry wood bed covered with a burgundy-colored duvet, a small nightstand, and a matching velvet chair and small table by the window. 
I placed the key to the room on the table beside the bed. “There are towels in the bathroom and anything else you might need. Please let me know.” 
Cora didn’t answer as she swiped her finger across the dresser. I assumed she was looking for dust. Luckily, I’d just cleaned the room the day before. I had a feeling she was going to be a picky one. 
She went back over to the mattress and pushed it again. “Time for a new mattress.” 
I didn’t know how to respond to that. “Sorry about that. Please let me know if it’s not good for you.” 
What would I do if it wasn’t good? Buy a new mattress? Maybe I’d have to change her to a different room. 
“Have you been burning candles in here?” She sniffed and waved her hand in front of her nose. “I don’t like candles. They make me sneeze.” 
I shook my head. “No, no candles.”
“Maybe it’s just your stinky perfume.” She scrunched her face. 
When I glanced at Arthur, he shrugged his shoulders, as if he wasn’t going to help me out of this at all. 
Cora waved her hands. “Off you go. I want to take a nap now.” 
That was fine by me. At least then she would be quiet. How would I ever please this guest? She seemed to like my food, so that would be a plus. If she continued to be picky about the room, I could possibly do something about that with a little of my magic. 
Arthur and I stepped out of the room. I eased the door closed behind me. A wry smile crossed his face. 
“She sure seems like a picky one.” He chuckled. 
“I suppose that’s a word you could use for it,” I said. 
He laughed again. It was easy for him to find this humorous because he didn’t have to deal with her. 
“I have a meeting in town, so I’ll be taking off now. I’ll be back later this afternoon. Thank you for everything. This morning was great.” 
I badly wanted to ask where this meeting was and what it was about, but I had to refrain. I just had to find out another way. 
“You’re welcome,” I said. “Don’t hesitate to let me know if you need anything.” 
“Thanks again. I need to get a few things from my room,” he said as he walked down the hall. 
Before I had a chance to clear the hallway, Cora opened the door and stared at me. “Are you going to chitchat out here the whole afternoon or are you going to let me take a nap?” 
“Sorry,” I said. 
I headed down the hallway and she closed the door. Just then the doorbell rang and I wanted to tell them to be quiet. It was like I had just gotten a baby to sleep. I hurried down the steps as fast as I could before the person rang the bell again. 
Who could possibly be at the door? I’d never been this busy before. I’d already seen my mother, Annabelle and Nicolas. Plus, I’d talked to Liam on the phone. Who was left? Maybe it was one of the witches. In the past I would have guessed it was a witch to tell me to stop casting spells. Now I knew it wasn’t my bad magic causing problems for them. Luckily that was no longer an issue. 
I finally reached the door, but not in time. The bell rang out again and I cringed, thinking what Cora would say. Without even looking, I opened the door wide. 
The woman standing in front of me stepped back. She seemed a little startled by the way that I’d answered the door. She had chin-length blonde hair and was probably about my age. She wore a tan skirt, tall black boots, and a tweed jacket. 
“Sorry if I scared you,” I said. 
She forced a little smile on her face. “That’s perfectly all right. I guess I needed to get my adrenaline pumping this morning anyway.” 
“It works better than coffee,” I said with a chuckle. She didn’t laugh in return, so I asked, “May I help you?” I didn’t recognize her. 
“I’m looking for a room. I saw you have a vacancy listed on your sign.” She gestured. 
I couldn’t believe this had happened again. Another guest. What was going on? I’d never had this many guests at once. Well, not real ones at least. She watched me expectantly, waiting for an answer. Of course even though I was suspicious, I had to say yes and invite her in. 
“Yes, I have a room. Please come in.” I stepped out of the way and allowed her to enter. 
She grabbed her bags and stepped inside, peering up around the expansive foyer. Her eyes sparkled when she smiled, putting off a good vibe. Usually, I picked up on people’s bad auras, and I didn’t sense that from her. Apparently, the new sign I’d displayed out front was really starting to work. Well, that and the fact that Annabelle was recruiting people too. 
“Do you need a room just for one?” I asked, hoping she would give me more info soon. 
She stared across the foyer and into the parlor as if she hadn’t heard a word I said. Finally she seemed to snap out of it. “Yes, just one.” 
“I just need to get some information from you.” I gathered my paperwork. 
“Sure, whatever you need,” she said in her cheerful voice. “I’m new in town. I just got a job, so I’ll need a place to rent. Hopefully it won’t take long to find a place.” 
She was talkative too. I hadn’t even asked her why she was in town yet. It was nice that she offered the information. 
“Sure, I understand.” I handed her the papers.
She filled out the paperwork and handed it back to me. “I’m really looking forward to being an Enchantment Pointe resident. I think it’s going to be great.” 
Her chatty nature was a good sign. Her friendliness put me at ease about my earlier feelings. I looked down at the page and saw that her name was Jolene. 
“Nice to meet you. My name is Hallie LaVeau.” 
She stuck out her hand and I shook it. 
“Do you own the manor?” She peered around.
I nodded. “Yes, this is my place.” 
She looked around. “Wow, it’s amazing. I love it. You’re lucky. Are you the only one living here?” 
“Yes, it’s only me.” 
She raised an eyebrow. “This place is huge. You don’t have any help? That’s a lot to take care of. You must spend all of your time just cleaning the place.” She touched the small table next to the wall, as if she was searching for dust. 
“Well, I did have some help from my mother and my best friend, but I just take the house in sections, so it’s not too bad.” 
There was a pause in the conversation and then I asked, “Would you like to see the room now?” 
“Yes, thank you,” she said. 
I motioned and she grabbed her bag, following me up the stairs. I wasn’t sure which room to put her in to avoid causing any stress on Cora. I paused at the second-floor landing. What if this woman was noisy? Cora would be most unhappy. Finally, I decided to take Jolene up to the third floor to the room across from where Arthur was staying. I didn’t want to put anyone near Cora for fear that would upset her. 
We’d reached the third floor and traveled down the hallway when Arthur stepped out of his room. Arthur looked at us and attempted a half-hearted smile. 
I paused and motioned. “This is Jolene. She’ll be staying here for a few days. Jolene, this is Arthur.”
She took his hand. “Nice to meet you.”
Arthur didn’t seem nearly as friendly with her. Was he in a bad mood? Did he not feel well? “Likewise,” he said and then continued down the hallway. 
I showed Jolene to her room. It was almost identical to Cora’s room. The only difference was a dark blue duvet. 
“Please let me know if you need anything,” I said. 
Jolene placed her bags on the bed and said, “Thanks.” 
She turned her attention back to her bags, so I figured she was ready for me to leave. I stepped out of the room and closed the door. As soon as I got downstairs, I grabbed my phone and dialed Annabelle. 
“You’re on fire.” Annabelle’s excitement boomed through the phone. “I told you that this would be a success. You just took a little while to get started.” 
“I suppose,” I said. 
“Do you need me to stop by later?” Annabelle asked. 
“Perhaps,” I said.
“Is something wrong?”
I sighed. “Maybe it’s just my imagination, but the guests seem… I don’t know. Maybe they don’t really like their rooms. What if I’m doing something wrong?”
“Always second-guessing yourself. I’ll be there in a little while,” she said. 
After ending the call, I settled in at my desk. The manor was quiet, which was a great feeling. I was finally doing magic well and I had guests, so what was the problem? It didn’t get much better than this. I pushed the thought to the back of my mind. Now I had to do work for the Underworld. I was working on my discussion for the next board meeting. 
Just as I’d gotten into my work, a strange sensation fell over the room, in contrast to how I had just felt ten minutes earlier. I didn’t like the feeling. I just wanted things to run smoothly. 
I had picked up my pen again when the doorbell rang. I froze on the spot. This was just getting too weird. Now I was beginning to think it wasn’t that sign out front attracting people. Something else was going on at LaVeau Manor. 
One thing was for sure, I had to get to the door before the loud noise woke up Cora. I jumped up, almost tripping I’d moved so quickly. I slid into the foyer like a baseball player sliding into home plate. Finally I made it to the door without another ring. Even so, I had to look first this time before I opened the door. 
When I peeked out, I saw a man, probably in his mid-forties. He glanced at his watch. Slowly, I opened the door. The man stared at me. He wore a short-sleeved khaki shirt and black pants. He had salt-and-pepper hair and gorgeous crystal-clear blue eyes. Maybe he wasn’t in search of a room after all. I stared at him for a couple seconds. He probably thought I was crazy. 
Finally, he said, “This is the bed-and-breakfast, right?” 
Okay, so maybe he was here for a room too. 
“Are you looking for a room?” I asked. I hoped I didn’t sound too rude. 
“Yes, I am.” He gestured at the brown leather luggage at his feet. 
I opened the door further and motioned for him to enter. “Then you found the right place.” 
The man stepped into the foyer. Of course I was on high alert for any strange behavior. I didn’t need a repeat of someone trying to steal the Book of Mystics. He placed his bag on the floor and peered around the room, just like everyone else had. Sure, they could just be looking at the lovely detail in the trim, but they could be looking for something else too.



 
Chapter 8
How could I possibly have this many guests at once? I knew this wasn’t a coincidence and I wasn’t going to let this go without confronting my latest guest. 
I placed my hands on my hips and glared at him. “Just exactly what do you think you’re doing?” 
He quirked an eyebrow and said, “What do you mean?” 
“You know what I mean. Why are you here? If it’s because of the Book of Mystics, then you can just forget about it. The book is locked up tight and there’s no way you would ever find it.” I’d learned my lesson with that. 
“Look, I really don’t know what you’re talking about. Maybe it would be better if I just found someplace else to stay. I saw a sign for a Holiday Inn about ten miles from here,” he said, gesturing over his shoulder. 
I stared for a few seconds longer and realized that maybe I was wrong. It was possible that he was only here as a guest. Now I was upset with myself. Look at the way I’d treated him. I was really letting the Book of Mystics thing get to me. I was pretty sure that my face was red like a tomato. 
Now I had to apologize. “I’m terribly sorry. I must have mistaken you for someone else. I hope you’ll forgive me.” 
He stared at me. “Okay, I understand, but do you have a room for me?” 
Thank goodness it looked as if he was going to accept my apology. 
“Yes, please make yourself at home.” I gestured across the foyer with a wide sweep of my arm.
Maybe I just needed to get used to the fact that life running a bed-and-breakfast was hectic. Maybe this was the busy time of the year and I just didn’t know it. 
He watched me suspiciously as he stepped farther inside the house. I couldn’t blame him for that. 
“I just have a few papers for you to fill out and then I can show you to your room.” I tried to sound as professional and cheerful as possible after the way I had talked to him. I hoped he liked cupcakes because a batch of chocolate ones with double fudge frosting were definitely coming his way. 
I handed him the papers and watched as he hurriedly scribbled down the info. The gold ring on his right hand glinted under the overhead light. The design on the ring was unique, a dark silhouette of a man. I wondered what it stood for. 
My mind wandered as I waited. I still couldn’t get over the fact that I’d never had this many guests before. I only had a few rooms left. There was no way that I would be completely booked, so I didn’t think I had to worry about that. 
He handed me the paper back. His name was Ben O’Malley. 
“Nice to meet you, Ben,” I said in a cheerful voice. 
“Likewise,” he answered in a clipped tone. 
Apparently he wasn’t in the mood for small talk. I motioned for Ben to follow me up the stairs. I gave him a little history about the house. Of course I left out the one about my ancestor possibly being hidden somewhere in the house. I mostly talked about the design of the home and surrounding scenery outside. He listened as we made the trip upstairs. 
I opened the door and walked into the room. A canopy bed with a white comforter took up a lot of space in this room. Not the most masculine room I had, but he didn’t seem to mind. 
“I think you’ll really enjoy your stay here. If you need anything please let me know.” 
He attempted a smile, but I knew that he was still upset over the way I had acted. His chilly demeanor made that evident. 
I left him alone in the room and headed back down the stairs. Just as I reached the bottom of the stairs, a loud noise echoed through the foyer. It sounded like it came from outside. I was pretty sure that Cora was still in her room, so it couldn’t have been her. I raced over to the front door to take a look outside. I was almost afraid to discover what might have made the noise.
When I peeked outside, I spotted two women on the front lawn. The clothing had popped out of their luggage and was scattered everywhere. They were frantically trying to pick it up and shove it back into their suitcases. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. No way were they here for a room. It couldn’t be. I just refused to believe it. I hated to be so suspicious, but I just couldn’t get over the past events enough to believe that this was real. I didn’t think anyone would blame me for feeling that way. 
I opened the door and stepped out onto the porch. For a few seconds I watched the women. They hadn’t even noticed that I was out there. They were still shoving clothing into their suitcases and trying to get the tops closed. 
Finally, I said, “Excuse me, ladies, is everything all right?” 
They spun around and looked at me with startled looks on their faces. For a moment, they didn’t say anything. Finally the taller woman said, “We’re here for rooms at your beautiful inn.” 
Just as I had suspected. Maybe I should have learned my lesson from the last encounter, but I was determined to confront these women also. 
I raised an eyebrow. “So you’re looking for rooms, are you?”
The women placed their luggage on the steps. The brunette said, “Yes, we need rooms.” 
I crossed my arms. “How did you find out about my place?” 
“The lady in town directed us here,” one of the women said. 
“Oh, is that right? And who is this woman?” I asked. 
The other woman said, “I don’t think we got her name, sorry.” 
Okay, now this was going to sound rude, but I had to blunt with them. “If you’re here for the Book of Mystics, it’s not here.” I stared straight at them, not backing down. 
They gave me confused looks again, but I wasn’t falling for it. “I’m afraid we don’t know what you’re talking about.” Williamina stiffened, as if offended by my words. 
Sure, likely story. I wouldn’t fall for their innocent act. 
The women picked up their bags and moved down the steps. “If you don’t have a room for us we can leave.” 
Now just like before I felt bad. “No, wait, I have two rooms left.” I moved down the steps after them. “My name is Hallie LaVeau. I’m the proprietor,” I said with a smile.
The women stared in unison. My magic might have improved, but my customer service skills hadn’t. I wasn’t going to win an award for bed-and-breakfast of the year that was for sure. I stared, wondering if they were going to volunteer their names. After a few seconds of awkward silence, I realized that they were not. 
“I have two lovely rooms if you’d like to see.” 
The women stuck their noses up in the air and then grabbed their bags. I fully expected for them to turn around and stomp the other way down the driveway. I didn’t see a car. Had they walked here or taken a cab? They must have noticed my look. 
One of the women said, “The Uber driver dropped us off.” 
The women walked up the steps and stopped in front of me. The auburn-haired woman nodded and said, “We’re ready to see the rooms.” 
At least they hadn’t left. I really needed to get myself together. “Please come in,” I said, motioning over my shoulder. 
They stepped inside the foyer and looked around critically. They reminded me a lot of Cora. They would probably check for dust too. Once I gave them the papers to fill out I would find out their names. 
I handed them the keys and said, “I think you’ll like the rooms.” 
They gave me a look that said, We’ll see about that.
I tried to pick up on any strange vibes, but I just couldn’t quite put my finger on anything. Maybe my instinct was off. I waited as they filled out the information and then handed it back to me. I looked down at the names. Beth Sallee and Williamina Hamilton. I figured I’d remain formal for the time being and call them by their last names only. 
“Nice to meet you, Ms. Sallee and Ms. Hamilton.” I attempted my most polite hostess smile. 
They peered into the other rooms. The brunette asked, “Where are the rooms?” 
“They’re up on the third floor.” I gestured. 
“Oh, no, that won’t work for us. It’s too many stairs. Don’t you have anything closer?” Ms. Hamilton asked. 
I really didn’t want to put them on the second floor. Cora would not be happy. She was obviously easily disturbed. But what choice did I have? 
I smiled and said, “Yes, I have rooms on the second floor.” 
I headed up the steps yet again with the ladies following me. No need to do a cardio workout today. I’d already gotten enough exercise on the staircase. As we neared the stairs, voices drifted down. It was almost as if whoever was talking was making sure to whisper. I wondered if I had another ghost. 
As we made it to the second floor landing, I peered up. Arthur and Jolene were talking in the hallway. Well, I thought it was Arthur. I only saw Jolene, but I thought I recognized his voice. 
She looked down and spotted me. The talking immediately stopped. It was kind of odd. I wondered what they were talking about. She stared at me for a second, and then walked away. 
“That was just the other guests,” I said, trying to sound casual. 
The women gave me blank looks and kept walking. I couldn’t believe that Cora was still quiet. I needed to have do not disturb signs made. I showed the women to the first room. After opening the door, they stepped inside and immediately started checking out everything just as Cora had. They even ran their fingers along the furniture to look for dust. 
“I suppose this will do,” Ms. Hamilton nodded. 
After leaving Ms. Hamilton in the room, I led Ms. Sallee to the one down the hall. After instructing her where to find the towels, I hurried out of the room. I’d told the women to let me know if they needed anything, but honestly, I was hoping that they wouldn’t. I was definitely going to have my hands full dealing with all the guests. 
I’d just made it to the bottom of the steps when Arthur came back inside. He smiled widely. I thought for sure that I’d seen him upstairs talking with Jolene.



 
Chapter 9 
“That was a fast meeting,” I said, still trying to figure out if my mind was playing tricks on me. 
“Unfortunately, it was rescheduled,” he answered. “Since I have nothing to do now, I was wondering if you would like to get lunch in town? I saw this great little café on Main Street.” 
I wasn’t so sure that this was a good idea. 
He studied my face. When I didn’t answer right away, he said, “Actually, I need your help.” 
I quirked an eyebrow. “Oh, really?” 
This should be interesting. I couldn’t wait to hear. 
“You see, I’m moving to town and I really could use some inside information. You’d really be doing me a huge favor by sitting down and talking to me about it.” He gave me a sad-eyed look.
Did he really think I’d fall for that? I hesitated as I rolled the idea around in my mind. 
He smiled at me again, as if offering one last plea. He did seem kind of sweet. I hoped that I wasn’t making the wrong decision. If this was some kind of trick to get the Book of Mystics from me then this guy was in for a rude awakening. I thought I was a good judge of character though and I hoped that I was right this time. 
“I suppose lunch with you would be okay,” I said. 
“Great, I’m starving. How would you like to go now?” He moved toward the door. 
I suppose the guests would be okay until I got back. After grabbing my big LaVeau Manor B&B tote bag—I’d had them especially made to give out to guests—I met him by the door. 
He opened the door and said, “You really need time to relax. I can tell you’re stressed.” 
I stepped out onto the porch and he closed the door behind us. “What makes you say that?” 
“Just the look on your face says it all.” He pressed the key fob and unlocked the car doors. 
“Do I look that bad?” I asked as we walked toward his red Audi. 
He waved his hand toward the house. “Look at the size of this place that you have to take care of.” 
He did have a point about that. “It’s a lot, but I manage,” I said. 
Arthur opened the door for me and then hurried over and got behind the wheel. He started the car and took off down the driveway. I glanced in the rearview mirror, back at the manor. It was an imposing structure to say the least. A veranda ran the whole length of the house. The place seemed to have a presence of its own. It was unique to say the least with the lush landscape, the river in back, and the cemetery nearby. A stone wall separated my property from the main road, and a crushed-pebble circle drive spanned the length of the manor.
Everything would be okay while I was gone, but I still had a strange feeling that I shouldn’t leave. I had a tendency to be a little bit paranoid, so I had to push that thought to the back of my mind. What could possibly go wrong with me not there? 
As I looked over at Arthur, he grinned at me. Then it hit me—should I really be going anywhere with this stranger? Once he got me out of the house he could do anything he wanted to me. My mother had said not to talk to strangers. Of course, that had been when I was six—now she encouraged me to talk to strangers. Until I’d met Nicolas. She liked him. She was already strategically leaving bridal magazines around. 
I didn’t know what I was worried about. Annabelle had brought him over here. Of course, she’d been in a separate car, but regardless, I was thinking too much about this. 
“You sure are the quiet type,” Arthur said as he watched the road ahead. 
I glanced at him. “Me? You’re the one who barely speaks.” 
He smiled and said, “I just don’t know what to say.” 
I was at a loss for words too. This was an awkward conversation. 
“Have you always wanted to run a bed-and-breakfast?” Arthur asked. 
I was almost embarrassed to say it had been a hasty decision, but maybe that would explain a lot to him. Why was he asking so many questions about me? Maybe it was time for me to ask him questions. 
As I was ready to start my interrogation, my phone rang. I pulled the phone out of my bag and saw that it was Nicolas. 
“I was just calling to check on you,” he said when I answered.
I glanced over at Arthur. “I’m fine.” 
Nicolas paused and I knew he was suspicious. So maybe I wasn’t fine and he’d picked up on that right away. 
“I’m sorry, I just had that strange feeling again,” Nicolas said. 
Well, he certainly had a sixth sense. 
I cast a glance at Arthur. “No need to worry.”
“Where are you now?” he asked. “It sounds like you’re in a car.” 
“Actually, I’m with a guest. We’re going out to lunch. He’s moving to Enchantment Pointe and has some questions.” 
Nicolas was going to be suspicious of that right away. Maybe I was too naïve. I was the leader of the Underworld, for heaven’s sake. I should be more astute. Then again, Arthur really hadn’t done anything wrong. Even so, I was looking at him suspiciously again. 
“He?” Nicolas asked.
I couldn’t talk to Nicolas about this in the car with Arthur. I had to wait until I got to the café and away from Arthur. 
“My phone is breaking up. I’ll call you soon,” I said. 
Nicolas might have thought I was lying, but my phone really was acting up. I’d barely hung up the phone with Nicolas when my phone rang again. I expected that he was calling back, but I saw the number was Liam’s. 
“Are you okay? I’m picking up a strange vibe,” Liam said. “The same feeling as I had earlier. I know something’s wrong.” 
Now I had Nicolas and Liam feeling the same way. “Everything is fine. I can’t talk now. I’ll call you later.”
“But…”
The call dropped. Maybe they were picking up something that I wasn’t. 
When I glanced at Arthur, he asked, “Is everything okay?” 
“Well, one call was my boyfriend and the other was my friend and colleague. I guess they were just concerned about me. I was having a stressful morning, needless to say.” 
“So your boyfriends?” 
When I looked over at him, he quirked an eyebrow. I chuckled. “Boyfriends? No. Boyfriend, yes.” 
“So the other guy isn’t a boyfriend? He seems a little bit concerned as well.” Arthur smirked. 
“I guess you could say he’s a close friend, but that’s all,” I said. 
Why was I explaining all of this to him? 
We drove in silence for just a little bit longer and then Arthur said, “You don’t have to hide the witchcraft from me. This is Enchantment Pointe, I know what goes on here.” 
“You know about that?” I said. 
He tapped his fingers against the steering wheel. “Yes, I know about it.” 
Just how much did he really know? “So is the witchcraft why you’re in Enchantment Pointe?” 
“Do you mean do I practice witchcraft?” He didn’t take his eyes off me.
I’d like to think that I would have gotten a notice if witches were coming into Enchantment Pointe, but I never received the memo. They didn’t tell me about it. People could be sneaky. If they had nefarious intentions, they wouldn’t tell me about them. 
“No, I’m not practicing witchcraft. Sorry—like I said, I’m just here for business. My friend and I are thinking about opening up a place in Enchantment Pointe. If we decide to do that, I’ll be staying here to run the place.” 
Oh, well, that all made sense. 
“Why didn’t you mention that earlier? What type of business is it?” I asked. 
We arrived in the middle of the historic part of town. Arthur drove down Main Street, which was lined with specialty shops and boutiques. Cobblestone sidewalks with old-fashioned lantern streetlights added to the charm. An old stone wall surrounded the outer edge of town with the river running just on the other side, twisting and turning around the outer edges of Enchantment Pointe.
“We’re actually thinking about opening a bar for witches,” Arthur said.
My eyes widened. “You want to compete with the Bubbling Cauldron?” 
“It would be no competition.” He spoke with a bit of cockiness in his voice. 
“The Bubbling Cauldron has been around forever.” 
“Our place would be different.”



 
Chapter 10
We passed by my mother’s Bewitching Bath and Potions Shop. She made up potions for people all over town. Annabelle had recently started working there also. She had a natural knack for stirring up potions. What would my mother and Annabelle say if they saw me in the car with Arthur? They’d want to know what the heck was going on. 
We pulled up to the café and Arthur cut the engine. “I hope the food is good.”
“Not as good as mine,” I said as I climbed out. 
The restaurant was packed full of people. The smell of burgers and fries floated through the air. Of course the place fell silent when I walked in. Everyone stopped talking or eating and stared as we walked across the room. I’d always gotten stares. This was nothing new. Back then it would’ve been because of my bad magic. Now it was because I was some sort of magical expert. 
The waitress sat us at a booth in the middle of the room. The fact that people were staring didn’t go unnoticed by Arthur. 
After the waitress left the menus, he asked, “Why is everyone watching you?” 
I looked at him over the top of the menu. “Do you want the long story or the short one?” 
He glanced around the room. “Well, we have a bit of time. I suppose I could listen to the long story.” 
“Since you said you know about Enchantment Pointe, then I guess maybe you know there is an Underworld.” 
Arthur quirked an eyebrow. The waitress brought over glasses of water and took our orders, interrupting the conversation for a moment. Of course that left Arthur wondering what I was talking about. When the waitress left, he looked at me for the answer.
“You mean an actual world under this one?” He gestured toward the floor. 
I laughed. “No, nothing like that. It’s supernatural. They need someone to kind of oversee everything. I just happened to be that person in charge.” 
He stared at me the whole time. “You’re the one, huh?” 
I straightened the packages of sugar in the little container on the table. “That’s me.” 
He leaned back in the booth. “So you’re somewhat of a celebrity?” 
I shrugged. “Without the perks of being rich, sure. There are no paparazzi following me around, thank goodness.” 
The café door opened and a gust of wind rushed in. Napkins flew off tables and swirled through the air. When I saw who had entered, I tried to hide behind the menu. It didn’t help though. My mother headed for us. Her eyes were wide, but she wasn’t staring at me. She was looking right at Arthur. I knew she was on a mission to find out who this guy was.
Annette stood by the table with her hands on her hips. She looked from me to Arthur and then back to me again. Did she think I was dating him? It was nothing romantic. I just wanted to find out what this guy was all about. 
I tossed my hand up in a wave. “Hi, Mom.”
“Who is this?” She tapped her foot against the floor.
“This is Arthur White. He’s staying at the bed-and-breakfast. I thought Annabelle would’ve told you.” 
She quirked her one real eyebrow. “I didn’t know you were having lunch with him.” 
This whole scene was turning awkward quickly. 
“Arthur, this is my mother, Annette.” I gestured.
“Nice to meet you, ma’am.” He pushed to his feet and stuck out his hand. 
She glared at him for a moment and then finally grasped his hand. “It’s a pleasure.” I knew it was all she could do to utter those words. 
Just then, the wind picked up again. This time it was much more powerful. The force of air whizzed around the room like a mini-hurricane. Napkins and plates flew everywhere. It was complete chaos. My mother held her hair down with one hand and clutched the table with her other hand. Most people huddled under the tables. 
I knew what was going on… someone was practicing magic in the restaurant. But who? I scanned the room, looking for the culprit. 
Thankfully, the wind stopped and things settled down. People climbed out from under the tables and surveyed the damage. Silence filled the room. Suddenly the swoosh of fabric caught my attention. A woman rushed out the door. She wore a red cloak that covered her head. No matter the concealment, I still got the distinct impression this person was female. 
“What happened?” my mother asked breathlessly. 
I knew by the expression on everyone’s faces that they wanted to know the same thing. 
“I don’t know what that person was trying to do, but I have a feeling it wasn’t good.” 
Of course, I was the leader and everyone was looking at me. I needed to provide an answer, but that was something I couldn’t do right now. Somehow I would get to the bottom of it though. 
“What was that?” Jacob, the owner of the café, asked. 
“I don’t know, but I will find out,” I said. 
Arthur paid for the food while my mother and I hurried to the door. Everyone stared as I walked out of the café. I was sure they thought I was somehow responsible for what had happened. They were probably right about that. 
When Arthur came outside, I said, “Thanks for the lunch. I’m going to walk my mother back to her shop.” 
“No need for that. I’ll drop both of you off,” Arthur said. 
My mother eyed him up and down. “That’s not necessary.”
“Please, I insist. After what just happened I wouldn’t feel right letting you walk all that way.” Arthur gave us a pleading look.
My mother sighed and then said, “Thank you very much, young man.” 
We climbed into Arthur’s car and he drove over to my mother’s shop. After making sure that she was okay, we headed back toward the manor. There was one thing I had to do. I had to contact Nicolas. We needed a meeting so that we could go over who was in town. Maybe they had done something like this. Why would they have wanted to cast a spell at the café? 
I left Nicolas an urgent message to return my call as soon as possible. 
“What do you think happened back there?” Arthur asked.
“She obviously cast a spell. What the spell was for and who it was against, I don’t know.”
“Can’t you find out?” Arthur glanced over at me. 
I sighed. “I’ll try.” 
I hoped this wasn’t too serious. With any luck it was just someone playing a prank or just trying to scare someone. The pressure to find answers was a little overwhelming. 
“Could you ask the people at the restaurant if they think the spell was intended for them?” Arthur asked. 
“I doubt anyone would admit it. Besides, they might not even know they are the intended target.” I focused my attention back to the passing scenery. The beauty of the landscape helped ease the stress, even if it was only slightly. 
When we pulled up in front of the manor, Arthur asked, “Are you all right?” 
“That remains to be seen,” I said as I opened the door. 
As I was walking in the house, Nicolas called. I filled him in on what happened, but he had already heard a few of the details. News traveled fast in Enchantment Pointe. He said he’d be right over. 
Once inside the manor, I plopped down on the sofa. Pluto meowed, jumped down from the back of the sofa, and curled up beside me.
Arthur stepped into the room. With all that was on my mind, I’d kind of forgotten about him.
His eyebrows drew together in a frown. “If you’re sure you’re okay, I’m going up to my room.” 
I leaned my head back on the cushion. “I just need to think things through.”
He stared for a moment longer. “Well… if you need anything…”
I grinned. “Thanks.” 
Arthur walked out of the room and my phone rang. It was Liam. He’d probably heard what had happened too. 
“Word spreads very quickly,” Liam said when I answered.
He’d had that feeling that something wasn’t right. Now he was convinced that his feeling had to be connected to what happened today at the café. Liam insisted on coming over too. That probably wasn’t a bad thing. I needed as much help with this as I could get. 
Pluto meowed and then hissed. 
“What is it, Pluto?” 
As far as I could tell, there was nothing to hiss at, but he was staring toward the foyer. I pushed to my feet and walked into the foyer. 
“See, Pluto, there’s nothing here,” I called out to Pluto, who was still in the parlor. 
Apparently the cat had decided to stay clear of the foyer for the time being. What had spooked him, I had no idea. When I spun around to go back into the parlor, I bumped into Arthur’s chest.
“Whoa, sorry about that,” he said as he grabbed my arms.
“I thought you went upstairs,” I said, trying to calm down from the scare.
Just then the doorbell rang. When I peeked out, I spotted Nicolas in front of the door. He had arrived in record time. I opened the door and he immediately hugged and kissed me. He paused when he spotted Arthur standing behind me. 
“Nicolas, this is the guest I told you about this morning, Arthur White. Arthur, this is my boyfriend Nicolas Marcos.” I smiled, hoping they would follow my friendly gesture. 
I’d finally gotten used to the word boyfriend. It had been a long time since I’d used that title for anyone. 
“Nice to meet you,” Nicolas said. 
“Same to you,” Arthur said in a polite tone. 
The men shook hands, but there was something about both of their postures that I found odd. They had tensed up around each other. I was fairly certain that they didn’t know each other, but they kind of acted as if they did. 
“I’ll just leave you two to talk,” Arthur said. “I have some unfinished business to attend to anyway.” 
He was extremely polite, so I couldn’t imagine what Nicolas could possibly find wrong with him. Arthur shook Nicolas’ hand again and then we watched as he walked out into the foyer and up the stairs. I wanted to wait until I was sure he had gone far enough away that he wouldn’t hear us. I felt Nicolas’ stare on me. 
“What?” I asked. 
He shoved his hands into his pockets. “I don’t know, it’s just that…” 
“You’re suspicious of Arthur?” 
He leaned against the arm of the chair. “Yes, there’s that. 
“You have to at least tell me why you think this,” I said. 
“Just a vibe I get, I guess.” He folded his arms in front of his chest.
“Fair enough.” I stepped in front of him and touched his arm. “I’ve had those feelings in the past too.” 
“Then you know how I feel,” he said.
“Of course I do… regardless, I can’t worry about Arthur right now. I have to figure out what happened at the café. I don’t even know what spell was cast,” I said. 
“You don’t think this is connected to him?” Nicolas motioned with a tilt of his head toward the staircase. “He was there when it happened.”
“I saw the woman who did this. She was right there and then I watched her walk out the café door. And besides, Arthur says he doesn’t do magic.” 
“People can say anything. That doesn’t make it so,” Nicolas said. 
He was right about that, but what could I do? 
“All I know is I have to find out who did that,” I said. 
Nicolas ran his hand through his hair. “We’ll figure it out. Don’t worry.” He stepped closer and pulled me against his hard, muscular chest. I relished the warmth of his soft, full lips against mine. 
“Oh, for heaven’s sake, get a room. There are plenty of them in this big house, aren’t there?” The crackly voice echoed through the room.
Cora stood in the doorway. Nicolas hadn’t had the pleasure of meeting Cora yet. She wore a pale pink pantsuit. Her bun was a bit more tousled than the last time I’d seen her. 
“I’m terribly sorry, Cora. This is my boyfriend Nicolas.” 
She eyed him up and down. “I thought the other one was your boyfriend.” 
I chuckled nervously and Nicolas gave me a funny look. “Which guy?” 
Nicolas frowned. “How many guys are here?” 
She moved her arm through the air in a wide gesture. “He was in the kitchen when I first arrived,” she said.
I waved my hand dismissively. “Oh, him? No, he’s just a guest. I told you that.” I rolled my eyes. 
“Whatever. Would it be possible for a dear old lady to get lunch?” 
Maybe if I fixed another meal like breakfast that would keep her happy for a while. I really didn’t have time to stop and make food, but in this case, I would do it. “Sure, Cora. What would you like?” 
Cora and Nicolas followed me into the kitchen.
“A fresh salad would be nice. Maybe a cucumber sandwich. Do you have tea?” 
I nodded and got to work gathering the items. Nicolas watched Cora. She eyed him up and down, but surprisingly offered a hint of a smile. 
“Cora, the dining room is beautiful. Maybe you’d like to have lunch there.”
She narrowed her eyes. “I’ll eat in here again.”
I exchanged a look with Nicolas. 
“It’s stuffy in here,” Cora said as she fanned herself.
“The dining room is a nice temperature,” Nicolas said.
She glared at him for a moment. “Well, I suppose I could have lunch in there, but I’m staying in here to watch you prepare the food.”
It seemed as if she was watching to see if I added a spell to her food. I wasn’t sure if she knew about the magic, but I wasn’t even going to pretend this time. She’d find out soon enough. As I waited for the water to boil, I prepared her sandwich. I didn’t use magic to do everything. I wouldn’t waste my energy on boiling water. I’d rather save my magic for the good stuff.
I’d almost finished preparing the lunch when I said, “Cora, Nicolas can show you back to the dining room.” 
She pushed to her feet. “I’m not dumb. I can find the room on my own.”
Nicolas chuckled as Cora headed down the hallway. 
When I finished the salad, I brought Cora her lunch. Nicolas carried the plates while I brought in the tea. Even though I’d convinced her to sit in the dining room this time, she’d insisted on watching me prepare the food first. She hadn’t been in the room the whole time for my magic. Maybe she hadn’t noticed the magic after all. 
She peered down at the food with a scowl. “I guess this will have to do.”
“Let me know if you need anything else, Cora,” I said through gritted teeth. 
Nicolas and I left Cora in the dining room and went back into the kitchen.
“She’s spunky,” Nicolas said, looking over his shoulder to make sure she wasn’t behind him. 
“That’s one word for it,” I said. 
Nicolas asked, “What about the other guests? Who are they?” 
“A single woman came, Jolene, and then another couple women, Beth Sallee and Williamina Hamilton. Plus another man, Ben, he’s probably in his forties. The two women are probably in their fifties and Jolene is probably thirty-five.” 
He quirked an eyebrow. “That’s a lot of guests.”
“I know nothing else about them,” I said. 
Nicolas folded his arms in front of his chest. “I just think it’s a little suspicious that all of these people showed up at once.” 
“I agree with you, but I can’t accuse them of anything.” I blew the hair out of my eyes. “And I don’t have any way to prove that they’re up to something.” 
“You could cast a spell to try to get info,” Nicolas said. 
“Maybe that would be a good idea. As soon as Cora goes back upstairs, we’ll do something, okay?” 
I’d barely finished the sentence when Cora walked past. She didn’t even acknowledge us. 
“Maybe she didn’t like the food after all,” I said.
“She’s a bit testy. I’m not sure she would tell you if she liked it,” Nicolas said.
As soon as Cora was out of the room, Nicolas and I scooped up the stuff needed for the spell. We stood by the cauldron over by the large brick fireplace. I stirred in the ingredients for the spell and then we held hands. The water bubbled and lights floated from the top. 
“Element of Earth, I call to you. Show me the wicked.” I stirred the cauldron. “Element of Air, I call to you to bring out the bad from this place.” Stirring more, I recited the words: “Element of Fire, I call to you for guidance. Help me have the knowledge.” To complete the spell, I stirred one more time. “Element of Water, I call to you to show me the wicked.”
“Is it working?” Nicolas asked.
I nodded. “Soon we’ll see. This spell will let me know if there’s anything bad in the house. The reflection on top of the water should show us the face of the person who’s here for bad reasons.” 
The water bubbled no longer. It was still. I leaned over for a closer look. The spell was showing someone walking up the stairs, but it was blurry. The scene could be through my eyes or possibly the bad person’s eyes. Nicolas leaned over and stared at the water with me. I should’ve added to the spell to make this process go a little faster. I was a little impatient waiting for the results. The person made it up the first flight of stairs to the landing, and then on the second flight, toward the third floor. I supposed that ruled out a few people. Or did it? 
Just as we were about to learn the person’s identity, a huge gust of wind ripped through the kitchen. Sparks like lightning flashed through the room. When I looked down at the water, the image had disappeared. The wind settled down and the light show stopped, as if it had never happened in the first place.
“What happened?” I yelled as the adrenaline still pumped through my body. 
“I think one of your guests tried to get rid of your spell,” Nicolas said.
“Who would do that?” I asked. 
“I’m guessing it was the person who doesn’t want you to know their identity.” 
I sighed. “Yeah, I should have known I’d have a hard time with this.”
Movement caught my attention and I turned around to see Jolene standing in the kitchen doorway. She placed her hands on her hips and glared at me. Had she caught us doing magic and now she was upset? 
“Is there something wrong?” I asked. 
She looked frazzled as she blew the hair out of her eyes. “Oh, there’s something wrong all right.” 
I exchanged a look with Nicolas. I was pretty sure I wasn’t going to like what she was about to say.



 
Chapter 11
 
“Cora killed me and now I think she brought me back to life. I don’t know what happened.” Jolene had a stunned look on her face. 
It felt as if someone had punched me in the stomach. For a moment, I couldn’t speak. 
“What happened?” Nicolas asked.
I finally managed to ask, “Where’s Cora?”
Jolene waved her hand. “She’s upstairs, I suppose.” 
“Come on, we have to go find her,” I said as I headed out across the kitchen. 
Nicolas and Jolene followed me through the house toward the stairs. 
“Are you okay?” I asked Jolene as we marched up the stairs. 
“Well, considering I was dead, no, I don’t think I’m okay,” she snapped. 
Okay, she was a little upset now. Perhaps I would hold off on asking any more questions until she calmed down just a bit. Her reaction was understandable. This whole situation brought back bad memories for me. I’d been known to bring back the dead in the past. Of course that was when my magic was bad. I’d never, ever killed anyone in the process. I couldn’t believe I even had to say that. 
We marched down the hallway in pursuit of Cora. When we reached her room, we found the door closed. 
I pounded on the wood. “Cora, I need to speak with you right now.” 
Movement came from the other side of the door. I knew Cora was in there. Finally, a shuffling sound was followed by her opening the door just an inch. 
“Yes?” she said sweetly. 
As if that act would cover up what she’d done. 
“I need to speak with you, Cora.” I placed my hands on my hips. “What have you done?” 
Her eyes widened. “What do you mean? I’ve been sleeping.” 
As blunt as she had been in the past, I didn’t believe her sweet act now. 
“Cora, did you kill Jolene?” I gestured over my shoulder. 
That might have been the strangest sentence I’d ever uttered. And I’d spoken a lot of crazy sentences in my life. 
She pushed her shoulders back and stuck out her chest. “What do you mean asking me such a question?” 
At least I knew now that they were practicing magic. Cora wasn’t surprised in the least that I had asked this crazy question. 
“Jolene says that you killed her and brought her back to life with your magic.”
Cora waved her arm dismissively. “She’s lying.” 
“Why would she lie?” I asked. 
“I wouldn’t,” Jolene said from over my shoulder. 
“It wasn’t my magic that killed her and it wasn’t my magic that brought her back. It was someone else, obviously.” Cora eyed me up and down. 
“There was no one else in the house doing magic, right, Hallie?” Jolene asked. 
I exchanged a glance with Nicolas. He knew what I was thinking. I’d been doing magic. Please tell me this isn’t happening again. I couldn’t believe it. My magic was too good now. It just wasn’t possible. Someone else had been doing magic because they’d gotten rid of my spell, but I couldn’t deny that I had been doing magic at the same time. 
“Cora, can you come downstairs into the parlor with us? We really need to discuss what exactly happened.” 
“Why should I do that?” she snapped.
“You’re admitting that you’re doing magic, so I have to be suspicious. You do know that I’m the leader of the Underworld, so I have a say in this situation.” 
Cora glared at me for a moment and then reluctantly stepped out from her room. It looked as if I had my hands full this time. How would I ever sort through what had happened? 
We went down the stairs to the parlor. I instructed Jolene and Cora to have a seat. It was as if they had been called to the principal’s office. I stood directly in front of them and Nicolas stood at my side. I was glad that he was here to offer me support. 
“Now why don’t we start from the beginning? What happened when you say that Cora killed you, Jolene?” I looked at her, waiting for an answer. 
Jolene looked over at Cora and then she sat up a little straighter. “Cora invited me to her room and that’s when she gave me the potion to drink.” 
I made a time-out signal with my hand. “Wait. What potion?”
“It was supposed to be a love potion, not a death potion,” she yelled at Cora. 
Cora studied her fingernails. 
Jolene tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Cora was going to give me a potion so that I could find a boyfriend. Needless to say, it didn’t work out as I had planned.”
“Obviously,” Nicolas said.
“I’m not so sure she didn’t plan it that way all along.” Jolene glared at Cora. 
“How do you know you were dead?” I asked. 
Jolene blew the bangs out of her eyes. “I remember choking and coughing when I drank it and then I fell over onto the floor. It was an out-of-body experience.” She waved her hands. “I was up above looking down at myself and I knew that I was a goner.” 
“That’s not good,” I said.
“She needs to be arrested.” Jolene pointed at Cora. 
Cora leaned forward in the chair. “I did nothing wrong. You can’t prove it either.” 
She was right… I couldn’t think of one way I’d be able to prove it. Though I needed to find the concoction that she had given Jolene. I might be able to get it tested and see what was in it. I had to admit though, I was worried that maybe I’d been responsible for what happened. After all, I’d been doing magic when it had taken place. 
Cora could have given Jolene the potion to kill her and I’d brought her back to life with my spell. That would be a good thing, but it would also prove that my magic was nowhere near as good as I’d thought. I’d be back to the place I’d started. My skills had been so horrible in the past that when I cast spells other witches’ spells were messed up at the same time. I’d thought that was all behind me now, but maybe I’d grown too confident. I was worried that I had really messed up this time. Did anyone have to know if I was the one responsible? This could just be my little secret. 
Cora watched me. It was almost as if she was reading my mind. I tried to avoid eye contact with her, but she didn’t stop her stare. 
Finally, she said, “Maybe it was you. I sense your magic. I know what you’re doing.” 
That was when Nicolas stepped forward. “But do you know who she is?”
She focused her attention on him. “I’m not too concerned with her status.” 
If she could perform magic then she should know my position. Cora was just trying to act innocent. Whatever her reasons for being here, I would figure it out. And I wasn’t going to let her intimidate me either. 
“Hallie LaVeau is the leader of the Underworld,” Nicolas said with such pride that my stomach did a little dance. 
“I already knew that,” Cora said. “It means little to me.”
“Well, until further notice no one is doing magic,” I said. “Not until this is solved.” 
“Do you have the authority to do that?” Cora asked. 
“Yes, I do,” I said. 
I was taking charge. I couldn’t let this get out of hand. There were too many people who thought I would fail and I wouldn’t give them the satisfaction of being correct. 
“I’m going to my room.” Cora got up from the sofa and marched over to the stairs without looking back. 
Jolene jumped up too. “I don’t know what to do. Am I living or am I dead? I don’t know. I’m in the middle of worlds and possibly reality.” 
“Jolene, I’ll help you any way I can,” I said.
She marched toward the foyer. “I’m going for a walk. I need fresh air.” 
That was probably one of the best things for her to do. But what should I do? I didn’t know where to begin. I’d better think of something quick though. 
Nicolas came over to me and wrapped his arms around me. “Are you okay?” 
“What do you think I should do? Should I call the police? There’s really no proof that a crime has been committed,” I said. 
“No, you’re right. There isn’t any evidence. Maybe we should wait and see what happens,” Nicolas said. 
“I have to figure out what was in that potion.” I paced across the floor. “I should go upstairs and tell Cora I need whatever’s left of it.” 
Nicolas shook his head. “I doubt she’ll give it to you.”
“I don’t want anyone else to get her potion. I sure hope she doesn’t try magic again, even though I told her not to,” I said. 
“One thing that wasn’t clear for me…” Nicolas said.
“What’s that?” I asked. 
“Does Jolene cast spells too?” 
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “She didn’t answer that question, did she?” 
“Maybe she’s hiding something,” he said. 
So many unanswered questions. 
“Will you go with me to find the potion?” I asked.
That made it sound as if I was scared of Cora. Maybe I was a bit terrified of the little lady. The look in her eyes and the way she stared at me had been kind of scary. 
Nicolas held me closer and softly placed his lips on mine. It was a kiss that made my toes curl. His lips lingered until I thought I might never catch my breath. Sometimes I forgot that he was a vampire too. A supernatural force radiated from him. I knew he felt the blood rushing through my veins. 
A noise sounded from the front of the house and I whipped around quickly. 
“It sounded like the front door,” I whispered. 
“Maybe it’s Jolene coming back,” Nicolas said. 
We stared toward the foyer. After a couple seconds, Arthur appeared. He looked at us a little strangely, but that was understandable considering we were staring at him. 
“Good afternoon,” Arthur said. 
Immediately Nicolas tensed up again. 
“Good afternoon,” I said, trying to sound casual. 
There was no way to hide it now. I probably had it written all over my face that something was wrong. 
“Is Jolene okay?” He glanced toward the door.
I quirked an eyebrow. “Why do you ask?”
“I saw her outside and she looked upset.” He gestured over his shoulder. 
Honestly, I didn’t know if she would be okay, but I didn’t want him to think I didn’t have things under control again. It was bad enough that he’d seen the incident at the café.



 
Chapter 12
Nicolas stepped forward, letting me know that he wanted to speak to Arthur. I knew he was going to question Arthur. 
“Arthur, you remember Nicolas.” I motioned, hoping that they would shake hands. 
Arthur stuck his hand out toward Nicolas. “Nice to see you again.” 
Nicolas moved over and reluctantly grasped his hand. I could tell by the way he moved his body he was trying to be intimidating. Either Arthur wasn’t intimidated or he wasn’t picking up on it because it seemed to have no effect on him. 
“Just exactly what are you doing here?” Nicolas asked. 
Arthur stared at him for a moment without speaking. I couldn’t believe Nicolas had asked him that. After all, so far Arthur had been nothing but nice. And he hadn’t been here during the incident with Cora. Of course that didn’t mean that he was completely innocent, but I just didn’t pick up that vibe from him. 
“I’m in Enchantment Pointe for business. I thought this was a bed-and-breakfast with rooms for rent.” His jaw tightened. 
I hoped this didn’t turn into a fight. I stepped forward between the two men. 
“Yes, this is a bed-and-breakfast and I’m renting you a room. I’m delighted to have you staying here.” I smiled. 
Nicolas’ tension radiated from behind me. Arthur looked at me and then back at Nicolas. They had a stare-off for a few minutes. 
“Let me know if you need any recommendations for dinner. Hopefully without a magic spell involved.” I chuckled. 
I knew that my nervousness was coming through. Arthur smiled at me for a couple seconds and then turned and went up the stairs. 
I turned to Nicolas. “What are you doing?” 
His jaw was clenched tight and his fists at his sides. I placed my hands on his chest so that he would snap out of it. 
Finally, he looked at me. “I’m sorry, Hallie, I just don’t want a repeat of what happened to you.” 
“I appreciate that, but I also don’t want to lose business. Things are just now turning around.” 
He touched my cheek. “I’ll do better.” 
“Besides, what makes you so sure that he’s up to no good?” 
He shrugged. “Nothing, I suppose. It’s just the way he looks.” 
“He looks nice to me,” I said. 
“Yeah, that’s part of the problem,” Nicolas said. 
“So you don’t think I’m a good judge of character?” I asked. 
“If you want me to be perfectly honest with you, no, I don’t.” 
I narrowed my eyes. “Now I’ll have to prove you wrong, won’t I?” 
“I’d like nothing more than to be proven wrong by you.” He leaned down and kissed me again. 
I was still a little mad at him at first, but then my tension eased. I supposed I could see where he would think I was a bad judge of character. I’d been wrong on many occasions. I was just being stubborn and needed to admit when I was wrong. Except this time I didn’t think I was wrong and I would prove that to him. 
When the front door opened, we spun around. Liam stormed through to the parlor. 
“What’s wrong?” I asked. 
He ran his hand through his hair. “I came to make sure you’re okay. I just couldn’t shake off that bad vibe.” 
With his dark hair and piercing blue eyes, Liam looked a lot like his half-brother. They had the same father, who had remarried after his first wife had been turned by a vampire when Nicolas was just a baby. There was only a couple years’ difference in their ages. That had been back in the 1800s. 
Liam and Nicolas exchanged a look and nodded. I got the feeling they had already discussed this. 
“You guys need to calm down,” I said. 
They offered no response. 
I waved my hands. “Hello? Don’t treat me like I’m a damsel in distress who needs to be protected.” 
“Nicolas, would you go with me out on the front porch? I need to talk to you about something.” Liam gestured. 
I rolled my eyes. As if I didn’t know what they were talking about. 
“We’ll be right back,” Nicolas said and then headed toward the foyer with Liam. 
How long should I let them continue this little game? Obviously, they didn’t think I could handle myself. I’d thought they knew me better than that by now. Sure, I had self-doubt sometimes, but deep down I knew I could get things done. 
I paced the hardwood floor as I waited for them to return. After a couple of minutes, they walked back in. They stood in the room’s entrance, side by side, and looked at me. 
I quirked an eyebrow. “Are y’all done yet?” 
“What do you mean?” Liam gazed at me with his big blue eyes. 
They tried to act as if they had no clue what they were doing wrong, but the looks on their faces gave them away. 
“I’m upset with both of you,” I said. 
They frowned. 
“Why are you upset with us, Hallie?” Liam asked. 
I placed my hands on my hips. “I can handle myself, in case you all didn’t know.” 
Nicolas moved close and touched my arms. “Hallie, we will never let anything happen to you. If that means being a little overprotective, then that’s what we have to do.” 
I shook my head. “No, that’s not what you have to do.” 
“Then what do you expect us to do?” Liam asked. 
“Be there when I need you? We don’t know that anything is wrong yet. So you all need to calm down. Do you understand?” I stared at them with my stern face, which I was pretty sure didn’t appear intimidating in the least. 
The men reluctantly nodded, but I knew they didn’t want to agree. 
“You have to tell Liam what’s going on.” Nicolas gestured with a tilt of his head. 
“There’s more?” Liam’s voice raised a level. They really had formed a bond since that rainy night when they’d shown up at my front door. 
“I have quite a few guests,” I said. 
“That’s a good thing,” Liam said. 
“One of them claims the other one killed her.” 
Liam’s mouth dropped open a little and he just stared. “You’re kidding.”
I released a deep breath and then said, “Jolene’s kind of been reanimated.” 
Liam leaned against the sofa. “Hey, that’s just like you used to do. Back when you used to mess up spells, of course.” 
“Did you really have to remind me?” I asked. 
“Sorry,” he said. “So what makes her think this?” 
I shrugged. “Apparently, they were trying Cora’s love potion and Jolene says that she died after drinking it.” 
“Did Cora want her to drink it so she could bring her back, or was it an accident and then Cora had to bring her back? Plus, where did Cora get the power to reanimate?” Nicolas asked. 
That was what made me wonder if it was really me who had done it. I tucked my hair behind my ear. “I don’t know. I’m trying to prove that it actually happened at all.” 
“There should be a way to do that,” Liam said. 
“We want to sneak into her room and see if the remainder of the love potion is there.” 
“That sounds like it should be easy enough,” Liam said with a smile. 
“You haven’t met Cora,” I said. 
“Oh, how difficult can she be?” Liam asked. 
I quirked an eyebrow. 
“That difficult, huh?” he said. 
I nodded. “Absolutely, but that doesn’t mean that we should give up. We’ll just have to find a way to get the potion.” 
Liam crossed his arms in front of his chest. “Can’t you just ask for it?” 
“You’d think that asking Cora would be the simple thing to do, but she’d just get rid of the potion before handing it over to me… if she hasn’t already.” 
“I guess you’ll have to use magic,” Nicolas said. 
“What do you mean? Like put her under a spell?” I asked. 
Liam nodded. “That sounds like the best way if you ask me.” 
“Okay, but what will we do after that?” I asked. “Should I just walk in and start looking around?” 
Liam stood up a little straighter. “I’ll do it.” 
He acted as if he was going into battle. Liam relished these kind of obstacles, almost happy for the chance. Nevertheless, I was willing to let Liam do it. Cora would be less suspicious of him than of me. All I had to do was lure her out of the room. I’d cast a little spell and bake cupcakes. Cora would be in the kitchen and Liam could go into her room. 
We gathered into the kitchen around the cauldron. As I recited the words, Liam and Nicolas repeated after me. The water bubbled and lights sparkled around the room. 
Once the magic had settled, I said, “I think that should just about do it. Let’s go see if she comes down soon.”
Liam motioned. “Let’s see what she’s doing.”
We hurried back out to the foyer and peered up at the staircase. Footsteps echoed from above. That had to be Cora. After a couple seconds, she appeared at the top of the stairs with a big frown on her face. She probably had no idea why she was coming down, just that she had to. Cora stared at us as she made her way down each step. We backed up a few steps when she reached the bottom. She glared at us.
I said, “Cora, would you like cupcakes? I made some for you that even have sprinkles.” 
“I don’t know why I’m saying this, but yes, I do want cupcakes. I have a suspicion that you’ve done something to make me feel this way.” 
“Of course not, why would you say that?” I motioned toward the kitchen. “Let’s go have a cupcake.” 
She walked through the parlor. When I looked at Liam and Nicolas, they shrugged. They took the opportunity and raced over to the stairs to head up to her room. Cora and I went into the kitchen. She sat at the counter while I whipped up the cupcakes. In her somewhat dazed state, she didn’t even notice my spellcasting. 
This spell would speed up the baking and frosting process. After a couple minutes, I had picture-perfect cupcakes. I’d made these with pink frosting and white sprinkles. Her eyes widened as I placed the plate of cupcakes in front of her. 
“I need to watch my waistline while I’m here.” She patted her hips. 
“Would you like something to drink?” I asked. 
She eyed me suspiciously. “Milk, I guess.”
Why was she suspicious of me giving her something to drink? Did she think it was a potion?
I poured her a big glass of milk. “My cupcakes don’t have calories.” 
She peeled back the paper. “I don’t believe that for two seconds.” She took a big bite, getting chocolate all over her face. “This is the best cupcake I’ve ever had.” 
Cora had just finished the cupcake when Liam and Nicolas stepped into the kitchen. When Cora wasn’t looking they nodded. That was all I needed to know. Mission accomplished. She glared at us and then took a big drink of milk. She seemed crankier. The spell was probably wearing off. 
“Enjoy as many cupcakes as you’d like, Cora. We just have something that we need to take care of.” I placed another cupcake on her plate. 
Liam and Nicolas offered smiles to her as well. We looked suspicious with our silly grins. More than anything we needed to get out of the house with the potion bottle before she figured out it was gone. We needed to make it to my mother’s shop to possibly figure out what was in the potion. 
We backed out of the room, smiling the whole time. Cora stared at us, but she was torn between looking at us and looking at the cupcakes. 
We raced through the house and out the front door. I moved so quickly that I almost tripped over my own feet. Once on the porch we stopped and stared at each other. 
“Now what do we do?” Nicolas asked. 
“I think we should go to my mother’s shop. We can figure out there what to do next.” 
We jumped in Liam’s BMW and headed to town. When we pulled up in front of my mother’s shop, I realized that I would have to tell her why I needed to know what was in the potion. I could try to hide the truth from her, but eventually she would find out—she always did.



 
Chapter 13
We arrived at Bewitching Bath and Potions. I didn’t think Annabelle was working right now, but I knew my mother was there. I was still formulating how I was going to break the news to her gently. I didn’t want to freak her out and cause her to have chest pains or something. 
Liam was still clutching the bottle of potion. It was a clear bottle with green potion inside. It looked like it was from the 1700s or something. It might be that Cora had dug it up from our yard. It had caked-on dirt. 
Windows took up space on most of the exterior walls. Tons of light flooded through and glass potion bottles lined the walls. Bath products filled one side and beauty products the other. The middle of the room had round tables with long white tablecloths where my mother displayed some of her bestsellers, like eye cream and facial creams for wrinkles. Merchandise included soaps, scrubs, lotions… you name it, she had it. But the magical oils were her speciality. The counter with the register was at the back of the store, and beyond it there was a store room where my mother made most of her potions, although she did have a big black cauldron behind the counter. 
When we walked through the door, my mother looked up immediately. A scowl formed on her face and she asked, “What’s wrong? It’s bad, isn’t it? I just know it’s bad.” 
Well, it was kind of bad, but I wasn’t going to tell her that. She wasn’t prepared to handle that kind of news right now. “It’s not terrible, but yes, it’s a bit of an issue.” 
She swayed a little and then grabbed the counter to steady herself. Finally, she looked me in the eyes. “Okay, let me have it. I can handle it.” 
I took the potion bottle from Liam. “One of my guests gave one of the other guests a potion… a love potion.” 
My mother shook her head. “Oh, dear. And then what happened?” 
I wouldn’t get into the full details right now. “Let’s just say it didn’t go as planned.” 
“I’m just glad it wasn’t you making a mistake this time,” she said. 
Way to make me feel a whole lot better. I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t responsible somehow. 
“Here’s the potion bottle.” I handed the old bottle to her. 
My mother took the bottle from my hand and studied it for a moment. “This is old stuff.” 
“What do you mean, old stuff?” 
“This bottle. I’ve seen this before. I have a book with a picture of it. It’s an antique. They don’t use them anymore.” 
“What do you mean, they don’t use them anymore?” 
She sighed and then said, “Are you guys going to repeat everything I say?”
I placed my hands on my hips. “I’m just a little excited, that’s all.” 
“Annette, do you think this potion is old?” Nicolas asked. 
“I don’t know about the potion, and I really don’t want to test it out to see. The bottle definitely is old.” She held up her index finger. “I have a book with a picture of these bottles. Hold on, it’s in the back. I’ll go get it.” My mother hurried back toward her office. 
She had a shelf full of books on antique witchcraft items. It was one of her hobbies, and now I was thankful for her interest. 
“You think I need this stuff?” Liam held up a container of wrinkle cream and pointed toward his eyes.
Nicolas picked up the anti-cellulite thigh cream. “I’ve seen you in your gym shorts. I think this is better suited.”
I bit back a laugh and grabbed the bottles from them. “Quit goofing off, guys. This is serious.” 
“You could use a few more sit-ups,” Liam added as he flashed a quick look at Nicolas.
After a few seconds, she returned with the brown leather-bound book and placed it on the counter in front of her. She flipped through a few pages until she came to a place in the middle of the book. My mother tapped it with her finger. “Here it is.” 
We gathered around closer for a better look. When I scanned the page, sure enough, there was a picture of the exact bottle that held the potion. 
“This one was last used sometime around the mid-1800s,” my mother said. 
“Where do you think she got this from?” I asked. 
“There are a few antique shops in town. You could ask them more about the bottles. She could have gotten her bottle anywhere though.” My mother closed the book. 
“Maybe you should go check out the shops,” Liam said. 
I peered over at the book again. “We’ll definitely go check out the shops in town.”
Of course it was no guarantee that we’d find anything, but it was worth a shot. 
“I just wonder how she got info for this potion, and why she used this bottle?” I asked.
“Maybe she likes antiques,” Nicolas said. 
“But why was she trying to do this spell in the first place?” my mother asked. 
“Apparently, my other guest Jolene asked for a love spell. I didn’t even know they could do magic until after this had happened.” 
“Did she do anything with your other guests?” Nicolas asked. 
“I’m not sure, but I want to find out,” I said. 
Right now I just need to find out what was really in the potion. 
“I just wish we could find out exactly what’s in the potion.” 
“I don’t think that’s something we can do right away.” My mother frowned. “However, I have a test that will let us know if it’s poisonous.”
My eyes widened and I stared at her. “You’re not giving it to me.” 
She placed her hands on her hips. “Do you think I’m that crazy? Of course not. We’ll put it on something and see what happens.” 
“What did you have in mind?” Liam asked. 
“The store next door.” She pointed. “They never clean out the flower boxes by the door. They have a bunch of weeds in there. Go pick some and put the potion on them. We’ll see what happens.” 
“They’re weeds. They’ll just die anyway,” I said. 
“Not like this, they won’t,” she said. 
What did I have to lose at this point? 
She patted my hand. “Don’t worry, this will all work out.” 
It was kind of sad that everyone was always having to tell me not to worry, that things would work out. Why did I always find trouble?
 



 
Chapter 14 
“I’ll go get the weeds,” Nicolas said and walked out the door. 
We stared in silence as Nicolas walked over and picked weeds out of the planter. 
“This is a win-win for me,” my mother said. “We can find out what happens with the spell and I don’t have to look at their ugly weeds anymore.” My mother had a thing about weeds. 
Nicolas waited for a car to pass him so that he could cross the street. He stepped back into the shop with a handful of weeds. He placed them on the counter in front of my mother. 
My mother placed the weeds on the counter and then took the potion bottle from me. She poured the contents down into the bowl and over the top of the weeds. We stared, waiting for something to happen. I was nervous waiting to find out. I didn’t know what I would do or say to Cora if in fact she had poisoned Jolene. I’d never dealt with anything this serious before. And I hoped that I didn’t have to ever do it again. 
So far nothing had happened. “How long do you think this will take?” I asked. 
My mother shrugged. “I would think it would happen instantly. Maybe I need to add a little bit more.” 
I touched her arm. “Just be careful.” 
She poured a little bit more potion on top of the weeds, but still nothing happened. 
My mother moved the dish to see if that would make something happen. “I’m beginning to think that this stuff really isn’t poison.” 
Mixed emotions raced through my mind. Now I had no idea what had happened to Jolene. I was even more worried than ever that I had been responsible for Jolene’s predicament. 
“Apparently Cora is telling the truth,” Nicolas said. 
“So what happened to Jolene?” my mother asked. 
I still wasn’t prepared to tell her my thoughts. “Maybe we didn’t get the right potion. What if Cora had more than one?” I asked, trying to think of any excuse that would get me out of this quandary. 
“A very real possibility.” Nicolas cast a reassuring smile my way. 
Did he really mean that or was he just trying to make me feel better? Either way, it was sweet. I was glad to have the support of both Nicolas and Liam. 
“So then what happened?” my mother pressed. 
“After Jolene got the potion?” I asked. 
“Yes. What’s she doing now?” 
I sighed. “Well, understandably she’s upset. She went out for a walk. I’m not sure where she went, but I suppose she’ll be okay.” 
“Think positive. She’ll be fine,” Liam said. 
“I just don’t know how these things work.” It was about time I found out though. I picked up the potion bottle and put the top back on. “Thanks for helping. Are you guys up for a trip to an antique shop?”
“I’m ready,” Nicolas said.
“I’m game,” Liam added. 
“Well, I guess we’ll go to the shop and then back to the manor. I’ll let you know what I find out,” I said. 
My mother stared at me. “Is there something else on your mind? Why don’t you just tell me everything?” 
I shook my head. “There’s nothing to tell.”
“I told you I can handle it,” my mother said. 
“I don’t think you can handle anything. You were swaying back and forth when you saw me and holding onto the counter. If I give you any bad news you’ll just fall over. It’ll be like you drank the bad potion.” 
She stiffened up and pinched her brow together in a frown. I recognized that look. She’d given it to me many times over the years. “I’m not happy,” she warned.
Obviously she wouldn’t let this go until I told her everything. 
I sighed. “I guess I have been worried about something.” 
“About what?” she asked, pushing me for more answers. 
“What if I did it?” I rushed out the words. 
It wasn’t as if they weren’t thinking I was responsible for this disaster. Surely the thought had crossed their minds. 
She waved her hand. “That’s not possible. Your magic is perfect now. I tasted the cupcakes. It’s just simply not possible.” 
I appreciated that she was trying to make me feel better. 
Nicolas touched my hand. “Don’t worry. Everything’s fine. You’re not involved in this in any way.” 
“Okay, I guess.” I knew that my tone didn’t sound convincing, but I had to remain positive. “We should go now. I’ll let you know what I find out.” 
“Be careful,” she said as we turned to walk away. 
I waved over my shoulder. “I promise I will.” 
We just reached the door when my mother said, “Oh, wait just a minute. Has your guest recovered from the crazy magic spell at the café during lunch?” 
I felt the stares from Nicolas and Liam. I wished she hadn’t brought that up. Now they’d be reminded of what had happened. That would make them even more suspicious of Arthur. 
“He’s doing fine,” I said and hurried out the door. 
I barely had reached the car door when Nicolas said, “What about lunch with this guy?” 
“What happened?” Liam asked. 
I opened the car door and climbed into the car. “Nothing happened. We got lunch, that was all… and maybe a bad spell happened.” 
The guys stared at me as they stood on the sidewalk. I motioned for them to follow me. 
“When were you going to tell us about this bad spell?” Nicolas asked as he walked along beside me. 
Liam was on my other side. “Yes, please do share. I’d love to hear this one.” 
“You guys sound so suspicious,
you have no idea.” I studied out the window. 
“Well, it sounds like we have a reason to be suspicious of this guy.” Nicolas stopped in front of the shop. 
It was a short walk to the antique shop. I proceeded to tell them why we had gone to lunch. 
I’d come to this shop a lot as a teenager. Old things had always fascinated me and I’d daydreamed about who had owned them. Since that time there was a new owner. I hadn’t been in the place in years. The quaint little storefront building had big windows along the front. A large white sign with elegant black lettering read Enchantment Pointe Antiques. Old wing chairs and wood side tables were featured in the windows. 
Nicolas held the door open for me. I stepped inside and the brothers followed. The room was dim despite the large windows. A slight musty odor tickled my nose. It brought back memories and I figured I should start coming back here more often. As I walked past a table on my right, I touched one of the delicate china teacups. 
“You think anyone’s working?” Liam asked. 
“I’ll see if anyone’s in the back.” Nicolas walked across the room toward the door that led to the office. “Is anyone here?” Nicolas called out. 
An older gray-haired man immediately popped out from the back room. The small man eyed Nicolas up and down and then looked over at us. I was instantly intimidated by his glare. Did he think we were stealing something? 
“May I help you?” he asked in a clipped tone. 
“I’m looking for information about a bottle,” I said. “My name is Hallie LaVeau, by the way. This is Nicolas Marcos and Liam Rankin.” My voice didn’t exactly sound confident. 
The man moved toward me. He wore denim overalls and a red and blue plaid shirt underneath. Nicolas followed him. He glanced back at Nicolas a few times, as if he was suspicious of his movements.
He cast a glance at the men and then said, “My name’s Sam Brooks. What kind of bottle?” He lowered his glasses and looked over the top of the lenses at me. 
I assumed since he lived here that he was aware of magic in Enchantment Pointe, so he wouldn’t be shocked when I asked him about the potion bottles. 
I pulled out the bottle and showed it to him. “This bottle was used for a magic potion. More specifically a love potion. Can you give me information about this bottle? Do you know who made it or where it may have been purchased?” 
He took the bottle from me and pushed his glasses up higher on his nose. He turned the bottle around in his hands. “Interesting.”
Now we were getting somewhere. 
He handed the bottle back to me. “I have no idea.” 
My mouth dropped open. Liam chuckled and I glared at him.
“You have no idea?” Nicolas asked.
Sam stepped behind the counter. 
“That’s it?” I asked. “There’s nothing about this bottle that you could share with us?”
Sam jotted something down on a piece of paper. He handed me the card. “Call this man. He knows about these things. He’s a colleague of mine. I’ll call him and let him know to expect a call from you.” 
Neil Machel was written on the card with the phone number.
“Thank you,” I said. “I really appreciate the help.”
“Just be careful with that bottle,” Sam said and then turned and walked back toward the office where he’d been.
“Thank you,” Nicolas said.
Sam didn’t turn or acknowledge him. 
Liam shrugged. “Strange one.”
We climbed into the car and headed back to the manor. 
When we pulled up to LaVeau Manor, there was a police car parked right in front. 



 
Chapter 15
“What do you think he’s doing here?” I asked. 
The police officer was standing at the front door, but turned around when he heard our car. 
“I suppose it’s too late to turn around and leave?” I gestured toward the street. 
“What did you do, Hallie?” Liam asked with a lopsided grin. 
“What makes you think I did something?” I asked nervously. 
“A couple of things. One, you sound nervous, and two, you wanted to leave when you saw him.” Liam ticked off the points on his fingers. 
“You’re imagining things,” I said. 
Nicolas opened the door. “Well, we should find out what he wants. I’m sure it’s nothing. Maybe he’s just collecting donations.” 
“Or there’s a serial killer on the loose and he’s looking for him,” Liam said as he opened his door. 
“You all aren’t helping.” I reluctantly opened the car door and climbed out. 
I wasn’t sure why, but I had a feeling this wasn’t a friendly visit. Too much had happened already since my guests had arrived. The dark-haired officer kept his narrowed eyes on us as we approached. He wore the navy blue Enchantment Pointe Police Department uniform. 
“Is there something I can help you with, Officer?” Nicolas asked. 
Just then the front door of LaVeau Manor opened and Jolene came out. She folded her arms in front of her chest and stood next to the officer. 
“We received a call that someone was murdered.” The officer eyed all of us suspiciously. 
My eyes widened. “What do you mean?” 
He gestured toward Jolene. “She says that someone poisoned her.” 
“Well, as you can see, she’s living. So it certainly wasn’t murder.” I laughed, trying not to sound nervous. 
“Yes, well, I know that witchcraft was involved.”
“You should ask my other guest about that. Her name’s Cora Smythe.” 
“I’ve already spoken with her. She says she had nothing to do with it.” He reached over and lowered the volume of the radio attached to his belt. “She says you were to blame.” Would he call for backup soon?
My mouth dropped open. “What do you mean I’m to blame? I didn’t poison anyone.” 
“Cora Smythe claims you did.” The officer crossed his arms in front of his chest. 
Nicolas checked his nametag. “I’m sorry, Officer Antonopoulous, but as you can see, there’s no proof that a crime has been committed here.” 
The officer stepped off the porch. I wondered if he was going to arrest us right then and there. He couldn’t do that though because Nicolas was right, there was no proof that a crime had been committed. I certainly hadn’t done anything. Of course, I couldn’t prove that I hadn’t reanimated Jolene after Cora had given her the potion. 
He studied us for a moment. “You’re right, I can’t prove anything’s wrong.” 
“Are you just going to leave like that?” Jolene screeched. 
“If anything else comes up, ma’am, give us a call. We’ll be right back out.” He nodded at Jolene.
She huffed, clearly not happy with the outcome.
Once the officer pulled away, Liam and Nicolas followed me up the porch steps. Jolene hurried inside. 
I rushed after her. “Jolene, why did you call the police?” 
Furthermore, if she thought something bad had happened, then why was she still at LaVeau Manor? If I thought someone had harmed me I would leave. 
She paused at the foot of the stairs and turned to face me. “I just want answers. I want to be normal again.” 
“And you’re not normal now?” Liam asked. 
She tossed her hands up. “I’m not the woman I was when I arrived.” 
“What’s different?” Nicolas asked. 
She stared at us. “Just the fact that I was dead. I can’t change that now.” 
“Everything will be fine, Jolene. Like the officer said, you can’t prove anything happened. Probably nothing happened.” I waved my hand. 
“Probably nothing?” she asked sarcastically. “That’s not good enough for me. You try dying and coming back to life and see how you like it.” 
I supposed Jolene had a point. What I really wanted to know was why Cora would blame me. She probably just wanted to take the attention away from her. I had doubts though. Had my magic messed up her potion? If that was the case, then I would have to take responsibility for it. I couldn’t let the wrong person take the blame for this. 
Just then footsteps caught our attention. Cora kept her eyes on us as she walked down the stairs. 
“Have you been talking about me?” Cora placed her hands on her hips. 
“As a matter of fact, we were discussing you,” I said. 
She shrugged. “I only told it like I saw it. I was just being honest.” 
“You are far from being honest,” I said. 
She glared at me. 
I wasn’t going to apologize for what I’d said. 
“I think you did something to Jolene.” Cora waved her arm. 
Nicolas narrowed his eyes and said, “I can assure you that Hallie had nothing to do with a bad potion.”
That was so sweet of him to stick up for me. I wished that I had as much confidence in my innocence as Nicolas. 
Cora huffed. “You can’t possibly think I did anything.” 
“You’re the one who gave her the potion,” I said. 
Jolene stared from Cora to me. “I don’t know what to think.” 
Cora whipped around and stomped back up the stairs. Sadly, I didn’t have anything to prove that Cora was guilty either. 
For a moment we stood there without saying a word. Jolene hadn’t asked for a refund like I’d thought she would. She turned and also went up the stairs. Maybe she was going to pack her things. I couldn’t blame her. What could I do to fix the problem?
“Hallie, let me know if there’s anything I can do to help,” Liam said. 
“Thanks, Liam,” I said. 
Liam stared for a moment, and then waved at Nicolas. 
When Liam walked out the door, I faced Nicolas. He wrapped his arms around me. “Try not to worry. Everything will be fine. You just need to get some rest.”
“I have a few things to do before bedtime. I have to get everything in order for the guests.” Speaking of which, I hadn’t seen a couple of them since early today. 
Nicolas waved his hand. “Come on. I’ll make dinner for us.” 
“Anything I want?” I asked. 
“Absolutely anything,” Nicolas said with a smile.
Right now I was especially happy about my new magical cooking skills, so I wanted to cook a lot, but this time I’d enjoy someone else’s culinary skills. 
***

It was about three in the morning when I woke up to a faint noise. At first, I figured I had imagined it or that I had been dreaming. Then the noise came again and I knew that it wasn’t a dream. I eased out of bed into my slippers and across the room to the door. Maybe it was one of the guests, but what were they doing? Looking for a midnight snack perhaps? The doors to Cora and Jolene’s rooms were closed. That didn’t mean they weren’t downstairs though. 
When the noise echoed again, I decided to check it out. After closing the door behind me, I inched down the hallway. Once at the landing, I peered up. No one was there and I heard nothing. I looked over the side of the banister toward the foyer, but I saw nothing down there either. Darkness filled the house. I wasn’t sure where to begin to find the source of the noise. The sound ricocheted again and this time I thought for sure it had come from upstairs. 
As much as I hated to climb those stairs in the dark, I knew I needed to check it out. I pushed back my shoulders and stuck out my chest. This was my place… I needed to be brave. After taking in a deep breath, I pushed forward and made my way up the stairs, trying not to hit the spots on the stair treads that made noise. Considering the age of the house that was almost impossible. They creaked and groaned with almost every step. Old houses had lots of strange noises, but I was convinced this one had more than most. LaVeau Manor came alive at night. 
Once on the third floor, all the bedroom doors were closed there too. It could’ve easily been someone getting a drink of water or a snack. My mind was playing with me and I needed to just go back to bed. 
Just as I turned to go back down to the second floor, the noise came again. That wasn’t my mind playing tricks. 
Whatever this was sounded as if it had come from the attic, the one place in the house that I didn’t want to hear a noise. The attic had been where I’d found the Book of Mystics. It was spooky up there. Of course it was an attic—all of them were that way. Slowly I made my way down the hallway that led to the cramped space. 
Once in front of the attic, I paused in front of the door, thinking that maybe the noise wouldn’t come again and I could just go back to bed. I’d pull the cover over my head and forget about it. Unfortunately, the banging sound came again. It could be an animal in there moving around. I really didn’t want to deal with a rat. Or any other animal for that matter. 
Pluto had been asleep on my bed, so I knew it wasn’t him. If there were mice in the attic, I’d have a chat with him. I wrapped my hand around the old knob and twisted. Releasing a deep breath, I pushed the door and eased it open. Immediately a squeak came from somewhere in the room and sent a shiver down my spine. When I glanced at the corner of the room, something flapped around. A bat was hanging from one of the ceiling beams. A scream escaped my lips before I even realized. 
Stumbling backward, I tried to find my way out. I hoped that I hadn’t woken up the guests, especially not Cora. She would not be happy. I had to remain calm, but I wasn’t doing a very good job of it. Almost falling over myself, I lunged out the door, slamming it hard so that the bat wouldn’t escape the space. Something had gotten out though. It was all a blur. Had the bat gotten out or was it my freaked out imagination? I tripped to the right and onto someone. Another blood-curdling scream came out, even louder than the first one. The place sounded like a horror movie. When I spun around, I realized that Arthur was right behind me. 
“Is everything okay?” He grasped my arms to steady me.
Arthur was shirtless, wearing only red plaid pajama bottoms. Now my face was smashed into his hard, muscular chest. 
For a moment, I was at a loss for words. Finally, I managed to say, “I’m okay, but there’s a bat in the attic.” 
“Really?” Arthur said. “Let me check it out.” 
“Fine by me.” I stepped out of the way.
He moved over to the door and eased it open. I was right behind him. I looked over his shoulder, but the bat wasn’t there. 
“I don’t see anything,” he said as he moved into the space. 
I slowly followed him, looking everywhere for the creature. He was right though, I couldn’t see it anywhere. Arthur went over and pulled on the light switch in the middle of the room. The soft yellow glow filled the space. The boxes that I’d put there not long ago were still in the room, but nothing else. I’d cleared out all of my great-aunt’s stuff a while back. The place had been full of all kinds of eccentric things, the Book of Mystics being the strangest. But now the bat was nowhere in sight. 



 
Chapter 16
“Are you sure you saw a bat up here?” Arthur asked. 
I eased over closer to the spot where I’d seen the creature. “I’m sure. It was hanging right here.” I pointed. 
Arthur moved one of the boxes to see if it was hiding back there. “It’s not back here. Maybe there’s a spot in the window and it got out.” 
“There are no cracks in the windows and they’re closed,” I said as I stood beside the window. 
I peered down at the lawn. Darkness covered the space. I couldn’t make out anything.
“Maybe you were just imagining things,” he said. 
I’d known he would say that. I turned to face him. “I really don’t think that’s the case.”
“Have you ever seen a bat in here before?” He moved a couple boxes and looked under them. 
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “No, thank goodness. What if it somehow got out and now it’s out in the main part of the house?” I was sure he could sense the panic in my voice. I couldn’t help it. I didn’t like those things. 
“I’m sure if it’s hiding anywhere it won’t bother you. I can take care of it for you in the morning.” 
“That would be great. Thank you,”I said.

Arthur followed me out of the attic. I pulled the door closed behind us. I peered around, looking for the bat. 
He touched my arm. “Don’t worry, it won’t get you.” 
I attempted a smile. “I guess you’re right.” 
I could handle a lot of scary stuff, but I wasn’t sure a bat was on that list. Arthur walked with me down the hallway to the stairs. 
“Well, goodnight,” I said. “Thanks again.” 
“Think nothing of it.” He studied my face, which made me a little uncomfortable. 
I turned and went down to the second floor. I’d forgotten to apologize if I had woken him with my overreacting to the bat. Once back in my bedroom, I crawled back under the covers and tried to forget about what had happened. 
How had he known to find me down that hallway? I hadn’t thought anyone knew about that area of the house. Maybe he had been snooping around. I supposed that was natural in a house like this. I would do the same.

For the longest time, I stared at the ceiling. There were only a few hours left before breakfast time. Guests would expect me to have it prepared at a reasonable hour. I tossed and turned, but still couldn’t drift off. I closed my eyes, but sleep wouldn’t come. 
I was still wide awake when I heard a noise again. This sounded different. It was like footsteps. Someone must be walking in the hall. Normally that wouldn’t be odd, but after everything that had happened I was a little concerned. 
I was too curious and had to know what was going on out there. I slipped out of bed and over to my door. I eased the door open and peeked out, but didn’t see anyone. Now the footsteps sounded as if they were going down the stairs. I decided to go down and be snoopy. If it was Cora up to her potion-making, I would find out. Once over at the stairs, I peered down, but didn’t see anyone.

It looked like whoever it was had already made it to the bottom. I eased down the stairs, trying to not make any noise. I didn’t want to let whoever was down there know that I was coming too. When I got to the bottom of the stairs, I thought I heard whispers coming from downstairs. Either I had another ghost or someone was down there talking. So maybe it was more than one person. But where were they? I moved through the foyer and into the parlor. 
No one was in the parlor or the library. But I heard voices and was almost sure they were coming from the kitchen. Arthur and Ben were in the kitchen—I recognized the voices. Maybe they were just getting a snack. Since it was five o’clock in the morning, maybe they were ready for breakfast. It was still dark out and too early for breakfast in my opinion. My internal clock wouldn’t let me think about eating for at least two more hours. I guessed they didn’t have that clock.

I eased over to the door so that I could listen in to the conversation. That probably wasn’t the best thing to do, but I had to know what they were saying. They were discussing a meeting, but I wasn’t quite sure if they were both attending this meeting or if Arthur was just telling my other guest that he had a meeting to attend. So far it seemed like an innocent conversation, as if they were just making idle chitchat while waiting for breakfast. 
But then they moved a little further away from the door and I couldn’t make out what they were saying. I had to either get them to talk louder or open the door slightly. I was sure that I would be caught if I opened the door. If they knew I was out there they might stop talking. Nevertheless, I would have to give it a chance. I needed to know why they had lowered their voices. Were they afraid of being overheard? That meant they were doing something wrong.

I moved the door ever so slightly, praying that it wouldn’t squeak. The hinges had a tendency to do that. I needed to fix the noise, but it definitely wasn’t at the top of my priority list with everything else that needed to be done around the manor. Not to mention all of my duties as leader. 
At least now I could hear the conversation better. Unfortunately, I’d missed out on part of their talk. 
“Yes, I saw them,” Arthur said. “I had a feeling they would be around soon.” 
Who was he talking about? I wanted to ask, but I knew that I wouldn’t get a response. 
“What will you do now?” Ben asked. 
I was thinking the same thing, but probably for different reasons, considering I didn’t know who they were talking about. 
“I will take care of them. Everything will work out just as planned.”
This didn’t sound good. Arthur seemed as if he had bad intentions. He seemed so nice. It made me sad to think that he might not be who he said he was.

The stools slid across the floor a little and I figured they were getting up. To keep from getting caught, I hurried away from the door and into the parlor. I had to hide—there was no time to get back upstairs. Practically sliding across the floor to the sofa, I ducked behind the furniture, trying not to make a peep. My heart pounded in my chest at the thought of being caught. Why I was I hiding? I owned the manor. Plus, I was the leader of the Underworld. I should just demand that they tell me what they were up to. 
That had never seemed to work out in the past though. So I had to be sneaky in order to find out the truth. 
The footsteps sounded across the floor, but then they paused. I was pretty sure they were standing in the middle of the room. I expected them to pop over and look behind the sofa at any moment. How would I explain that I was behind there? I could tell them that I’d lost something. After all, they couldn’t prove that it wasn’t the truth.

Since they had paused in the room, I figured they knew that someone had been listening in. It was terrifying having to hide behind the sofa in my own house. Finally, the footsteps faded and I knew that they were out of the room. Now I had to worry about whether they were hiding or not. This was like a weird game of hide-and-seek. How long would I have to wait back here to make sure they were actually gone? I also discovered this was where the cat was hiding my socks. 
Trying to be as quiet as possible, I crawled over to the edge of the sofa. It had been a few minutes now and I had to get out from behind there. I eased up from the sofa and thankfully didn’t see anyone. Now I wanted to go upstairs and see if they had gone to their rooms. I wasn’t trusting either one of them. I eased across the floor so that it wouldn’t make any noise. These old floors hada lot of creaks and groans. Maybe there was a spell I could use to help me figure out what they were up to.

I made it through the parlor and the library into the foyer. Just as I moved through the foyer, someone touched my shoulder. I screamed and jumped away. I pushed my arms forward in my best fighting stance. 
Arthur held his hands up. “Whoa. I’m sorry if I scared you.” 
He stared at me and for a moment I was speechless. Had he been waiting for me? Of course he had. What else would he be doing standing in the foyer? What would I say now? 
“I was just coming to ask what you’d like for breakfast,” I said with a smile. 
As soon as a lie left my lips I had deception all over my face. How would I explain this? However, this was my house, and I could go in any room I wanted. 
Finally, a slow smile slid across his face. “I’m sorry, but I won’t be eating breakfast here this morning. I have a few things to take care of in town.” 
Now I wanted to know exactly what those things were. Too bad I couldn’t follow him. Or could I?

“Well, let me know if you change your mind,” I said. 
He studied my face. “I will, thank you.” 
Arthur went back upstairs. He turned and looked at me when he was halfway up. I attempted a smile, but knew that I looked nervous. This was too creepy. He had seemed so nice, but now I wasn’t sure. As I’d found out in the past, looks could be deceiving. I shouldn’t trust him or any of the guests. 
It was now close enough to breakfast time, so I decided not to go back upstairs. Arthur would probably be waiting up there for me anyway. No, I’d go into the kitchen and try to take my mind off things by preparing breakfast. Suddenly, I was starving anyway, which was unusual since I didn’t like to eat early. French toast seemed like a good idea. As I made my way toward the kitchen,I kept looking over my shoulder. I never knew when a guest would pop up. They had me on high alert.





 
Chapter 17
I kept thinking about Arthur and Ben being in the kitchen as I prepared my coffee. I was still debating whether to confront them. I just had to figure it out. I didn’t want to ruin my chances of finding it out on my own. So now I was suspicious that Arthur was on to me.
Liam and Nicolas were already suspicious of him. I supposed they had a reason to be. If I told them they might overreact and blow my cover. I would have to keep it from them.
I busied myself with preparing breakfast. A part of me was glad that Arthur wasn’t going to eat breakfast, but then another part made me think I could’ve asked questions. I had to be subtle about this. I didn’t want them to suspect too much. I had all of the ingredients set out for my breakfast, now I just had to cast a little spell and make the magic happen. I hoped the other guests were coming, but with the tension between Jolene and Cora, it wasn’t going to be pleasant. I gathered all the ingredients and spices that I needed. 
“Element of Earth, I call to you. Make the food magical.” I whisked the eggs. “Element of Air, I call to you to make the food wonderful.” Stirring more, I recited the words: “Element of Fire, I call to you to guide me in the kitchen. Help me have the knowledge.” To complete the spell, I recited the words: “Element of Water, I call to you to make the food divine.”
Sparks flew through the air. Electricity whirled around and around like a hurricane in front of the food. If the level of activity from the spell was any indication, then this would be my best breakfast yet. My magic just kept getting better and better. I placed the food in the oven with a smile on my face. 
I placed all of the food onto the plates and it looked gorgeous. I figured the guests would be down any second now, but that was when I heard the ruckus. It had been so loud that I almost dropped the plates. It hadn’t come from in the house though. I knew the difference. This sound had come from right out the back door. I placed the plates down on the counter and hurried over to the door. 
At first I didn’t see anything at the door, but I unlocked it and poked my head out. No one was there, but I knew there was a reason for the noise. I hadn’t imagined it. What were my guests up to now? I had a suspicion it was something that they had done. My number one suspect was Cora. I looked around again and didn’t see anything. I figured I would give up and just go back inside and pray that nothing happened. Breakfast would get cold. 
Just as I turned, Beth Sallee and Williamina Hamilton stumbled around the side of the house as if they had had too much to drink. As soon as they saw me they started waving like crazy. Like they were so happy to see me. 
I stepped off the little porch. “Are you ladies okay?” I asked. 
“We don’t know what’s going on,” Beth said. 
Maybe they had been out drinking. 
“Come on inside. I have some breakfast prepared. Maybe that will make you feel better.” I motioned toward the door.
They followed me into the kitchen and sat at the island. 
“How are you feeling?” I asked as I poured coffee and placed the mugs in front of them. 
They took a couple drinks from the cups. When they placed the cup down, Beth said, “I feel strange.” 
“Me too,” Williamina said. “I definitely don’t feel like myself.” 
“What do you mean?” I was beginning to get a little worried. 
“It just feels like we had a little too much to drink.” She rubbed her temples. 
“And did you?” I asked.
“Oh, heavens, no,” Williamina said. “Nothing like that.”
After preparing the women plates of food and orange juice, I sat down beside them. I might as well have breakfast too. This was going to be an interesting story. The women sank their forks into the eggs. 
“This is absolutely delicious. The best I’ve had in my whole life,” Beth said. 
It looked as if my magic spell had worked as planned. Now if I could just get more information out of them.

“Tell me more about what happened last night,” I said as I took a bite of my food. 
Williamina pointed at me with her fork. “You know, I think it was that woman staying here.” 
“What was her name?” Beth asked. 
“Cora?” I asked, almost afraid to find out the answer. 
Beth nodded and pointed her finger at me. “Yes, that’s the one. I think she gave us something to drink last night.” 
“After that we didn’t feel right,” Williamina said. 
This was beginning to sound a whole lot like the other situation. I wasn’t going to let Cora get away with this. 
“I’ll go get her and ask her what she did,” I said.
“We don’t want to get her in trouble, but it was very concerning the way that happened.” Her voice wavered.
There had to be more than Cora was sharing with me. 
“I’ll be right back, ladies,” I said.
I hoped they’d be okay while I was gone. Rushing out of the kitchen, I hurried up the stairs. When I reached Cora’s door, I knocked on the door.
Cora said, “Go away.”
“I will not go away. I demand that you open this door right now,” I said in a stern voice. 
I thought that I was going to have to get the key and open the door. I had no problem demanding that she come out. Finally she came over and opened the door. Cora stared at me and placed her hands on her hips. 
“What do you want?” she asked. 
“I need to talk to you right now about what you gave Beth Sallee and Williamina Hamilton last night. If you would be so kind as to join me downstairs, I would appreciate that.” I tapped my foot against the floor. 
“I’m not going anywhere.” She tried to close the door, but I stopped her with my foot. 
“Don’t make me drag you down there.” I pointed toward the hallway. “Don’t make this any harder than it has to be.” 
Finally she reluctantly stomped into the hallway. I followed her down the stairs to make sure she didn’t try anything sneaky. We marched through the house and back into the kitchen. The women acted afraid when they saw Cora. The scowl on her face didn’t help. 
“Cora, if you’d like to have a seat here with us, we have some questions for you.” I pointed toward the stool. 
Cora eyed us reluctantly and then took a seat at the corner of the island. If she hadn’t done anything wrong then why was she acting this way? Cora grabbed a plate and helped herself to the French toast. She poured syrup onto her food. “Just what is all of this about?” She took a bite and we watched her chew. When she finished with syrup dripping from her mouth, she said, “Well? Can’t you speak now?” 
“Cora, I think you gave these women a potion last night.” I folded my arms in front of my chest.

Cora slammed her fork down. “I did no such thing and I don’t appreciate you saying that I did.” 
“Are you accusing us of lying?” Beth stiffened. 
Cora glared at them. “Yes, I am.” 
This was going to turn into a fight quickly. I had to take a hold of the situation. 
“Okay, everyone remain calm.” I waved my hands through the air. “There has to be a way to work this out and figure out what happened.”
Cora took another bite of her food and then said, “I can tell you what happened.” 
“What happened?” I asked. 
She chewed her food and when she swallowed she said, “It was Arthur. He was the one who gave them something, not me.” 
The women looked confused. 
“Who’s Arthur?” Williamina narrowed her eyes. 
“Another guest staying here,” I said. 
“We haven’t seen anyone else here.” She tapped her fingers against the countertop. 
“There they go making up stories again.” Cora shook her head. “I most definitely didn’t give them a potion or anything for that matter.” 
I wasn’t sure if I could believe that.
Jolene had said Cora had given her something. Now Cora was trying to blame Arthur. Though he had acted suspicious this morning. I was more confused than ever. 
Cora finished the last bite and then wiped her mouth with the napkin. She tossed it down onto the plate and pushed to her feet. 
“If you’ll excuse me now, I’m tired of answering these silly questions.” Cora marched out of the room. 
Well, that hadn’t gone well. I wasn’t sure if I should tell the women about what had happened to Jolene. I was beginning to suspect that maybe they had been brought back to life as well. How did you tell someone that? Oh, by the way, you were dead and now you’re not. There was no reason to jump to telling them right now. I could wait a little bit and give it some thought. Figure out the best way to break it to them gently. Besides, they seemed fine now. Their drunken state was fading. They stood from the table. 
“Thank you for trying to find out what happened.” Williamina patted my hand. 
It really wasn’t going to look good for my reviews. Guests attacked while staying at a B&B, would be the title. 
“You’re welcome. I’ll see to it that she doesn’t bother you anymore,” I said. I figured they would be leaving anyway. Nonetheless, I had to offer. 
“What about this Arthur?” Beth asked. 
“Yes, I’ll talk to him as well,” I said.
“Very well. Thank you.” Beth nodded. 
They walked out of the kitchen. Now I had to really consider whether Arthur was to blame. I wanted more answers from Cora though. Why would she blame Arthur? She hadn’t told me what had made her say that in the first place. I would just have to take away her magic powers until she told me. I’d already told her that once, but now I would have to get serious about it. If she didn’t do what I said there would be consequences. 
Just then the doorbell rang and I was a little worried about who would be there this time. I was seriously considering turning away any new guests who might show up. I hurried through the house to the door. I was relieved when I saw that it was Annabelle. 
“I’m glad to see you,” I said when I opened the door. 
She scrunched her face. “You look stressed.” 
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “You could say that. Come into the kitchen and I’ll tell you all about it.” 
Annabelle followed me into the house. “This sounds serious.”



 
Chapter 18
Annabelle poured syrup on to her French toast. I’d filled her in on everything that had happened. 
She stabbed her fork into the food. “So we need to come up with a plan to find out what they are doing.” 
“Well, yes, but I just haven’t figured out what that is yet.” 
She took a bite. “We’ll get to the bottom of it.” 
I sighed. “Before anything else happens, I hope. I’ll have to do a spell.” 
“Let me know if you need any help,” she said. 
I smiled, thinking back to the times when she wouldn’t even come in the house. Now she was offering to help me with spells. 
Movement caught our attention and Arthur entered the kitchen. His gaze immediately moved to Annabelle. I could tell by the look in his eyes that he had something other than breakfast on his mind. Annabelle was giving him the same look. This would not work. I would have to stop this immediately. 
“Hallie, aren’t you glad I brought Arthur to stay with you?” Annabelle asked. 
I’d given her the look, but apparently she hadn’t picked up on the signal or she was ignoring it.
Arthur closed the distance between them in two steps, as if Annabelle was his prey and he was ready to pounce. Annabelle flashed her big bright smile at him and I was pretty sure she batted her eyelashes. 
“It’s a pleasure to see you again,” he said as he kissed her hand. 
If they saw the scowl on my face they’d understand my disdain, but they never bothered to look my way. 
“The pleasure is all mine,” Annabelle said with a giggle in her voice. 
I rolled my eyes.
“I’d forgotten what a beautiful smile and eyes you have,” Arthur said. 
“Thank you,” Annabelle said with a blush to her cheeks. 
Until recently Annabelle had been dating Jon. He’d worked for the Underworld as a detective, but I supposed the romance had fizzled for them. To be honest, I’d never seen Annabelle with him for very long anyway. They didn’t have much in common. 
“Annabelle, I think your food is getting cold,” I said. 
“Annabelle is such a beautiful name. So fitting for a beautiful woman like you.” Arthur used his seductive voice.

How long would I have to endure their flirting? I needed to get Arthur out of there. I’d thought he had an errand to run anyway. Why was he still here? I didn’t trust him. I certainly didn’t want my best friend dating him. Of course, a little flirting didn’t mean a date. I was jumping to conclusions. 
“Would you like to go to town for shopping? I was just on my way. We could get lunch afterward.” Arthur stuffed his hands into his pockets. 
Okay, so I spoke too soon. 
“I’d love to.” Annabelle looked at me. “You don’t mind, do you, Hallie?”
As a matter of fact, I did mind. I couldn’t believe she’d said yes. It was as if he had cast a spell on her. What if he had? Suddenly I was panicking. I had to warn her about him. She had no idea what she was getting into by going out with him.
“Well, I thought we could…” 
“Great, I knew you wouldn’t mind,” Annabelle said before I could finish. 
“I’m new to town. I hope you can pick out a great place for us.” He gestured over his shoulder.
Annabelle smiled. “I know of a great place in town.” 
She pushed to her feet and walked toward the door with Arthur. I had to stop her.

I rushed after her and grabbed her arm. “Annabelle, I need to talk to you.” 
She turned to me. “What’s wrong?” 
“Arthur, can you give us just a moment, please?” I forced a smile on my face. 
He smiled in return, but I knew he was irritated with me. “Sure, no problem. I’ll be waiting in the foyer.” 
“Thanks,” I said through gritted teeth. 
As he walked away, I pulled her further back into the kitchen. 
“What’s going on? You seem upset,” she said. 
“I am upset. What are you doing?” I peeked out the door to make sure he had gone. “You don’t even know that guy. I’m suspicious of him. He may have even cast a spell on you.” 
“Hallie, you’re just being paranoid.” 
“I can’t guarantee that he’s safe,” I said. 
“He’s staying here, isn’t he?” She peeked around the corner to look for him. 
“I think that means nothing,” I said. 
“Even if he is up to something, that just means that I can find out things. I should go and get to know him a little bit better.” 
I stared at her, still unsure of the idea. I released a deep breath. “I suppose I could agree to that.”
“Okay, so what do you want me to find out?” She sounded even more excited. 
“I need to know if he’s somehow involved with Cora with making the potion she gave to the other guests.” 
Annabelle looked over her shoulder. “He seems so nice. I can’t imagine he would do anything like that.” 
The more she talked, the more hesitant I became about her going. Before she gave me another chance to talk her out of it, she started out of the kitchen toward the foyer. 
“Just be careful,” I said as I rushed after her. 
As I walked with her to the front door, Arthur turned back and glanced at me with that sly smile on his face. When I’d first met him I’d thought he was nice, but now he was starting to show his true colors. He placed his hand on the small of her back and guided her toward the door.
They got into his car and drove off. I thought about following them. I would cast a spell for her protection. That should help. I supposed there was no reason for me to stare out the door since they were already gone. I needed to hurry up and get that spell under way. 



 
Chapter 19
Once back in the kitchen, I stood by the cauldron. I added the ingredients to the bubbling water, and then recited the words. 
“Element of Earth, I call to you. Protect Annabelle from harm.” I added more herbs. “Element of Air, I call to you to keep her safe.” Stirring the cauldron, I recited the words: “Element of Fire, I call to you to protect her from his charms.” To complete the spell, I recited the words: “Element of Water, I call to you to give Annabelle the power of protection.”
That should do the trick. Now let him try to use his charms on her. It wouldn’t work. Annabelle was too smart to fall for it anyway, but now his magic wouldn’t get through to her. I felt better knowing that she had the protection. Though I still should have followed them. 
Just then the doorbell rang again. I was almost afraid to find out who it was. That doorbell usually meant that nothing good was coming my way. 
I rushed through the rooms and to the door. When I peeked out, I saw the detective who had been here earlier, Officer Antonopoulous. What was he doing here? Had Jolene called again? I couldn’t handle this stress. I thought about not answering the door, but I knew he’d just come back again. Reluctantly,I eased the door open.

“Hello, Detective. What can I do for you?” I tried to sound casual. 
I was worried that something else had happened and I wasn’t even aware of it. How much worse could it get it? With the luck that I had, it could get a lot worse. 
“Good morning,” he said. “Do you mind if I come in?” He watched over my shoulder as if he was suspicious of what I was doing in there. 
I really didn’t want to let him in, but it seemed as if I didn’t have a choice. Apparently he would just keep coming back around. 
I opened the door wider. “Sure, come on in.” 
At least now maybe he’d rethink whether I had anything to hide. I was letting him inside, what could I be hiding, right? 
“We can sit in the parlor,” I said, motioning over my shoulder. 
He followed me through the house, looking around with each step. What was he looking for anyway? The way he fidgeted made me think he might be a little nervous. 
I motioned toward the sofa. “Please have a seat anywhere you’d like.”

I planned on sitting across from him so that I could keep my eye on him. He sat down on the edge of the sofa, as if he might have to jump up quickly. He studied my face, but didn’t say anything. How long would we keep this up? I shifted in the chair, but watched him too. I didn’t want him to think I was nervous. I could play this game a long time. I’d always beaten my cousins when we used to play the staring game. Finally he looked away. 
“I suppose you’re wondering why I am here again.” He turned to me again and studied my face. 
I nodded. “Yes, the thought had crossed my mind.” 
I knew it was because he was suspicious of what was going on here at LaVeau Manor. He probably wouldn’t believe the whole ‘reanimating the dead’ thing. He leaned back in the chair. I supposed he was trying to let me know he wasn’t scared of witches. 
“Are you new here in Enchantment Pointe, Officer?”I asked.
He would get used to the witches eventually if he stayed around long enough. 
“I received another call. Beth Sallee and Williamina Hamilton think they’ve been poisoned.” He stared me straight in the eyes. “I just want to know what the hell’s going on here.” 
I knew I had to act casual or he would see right through me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but there is nothing wrong here.” 
“There has to be something going on if I keep getting these calls,” he said. 
There was something wrong, but I certainly wasn’t sharing that with him. “There is someone else here… I’m suspicious of him. Maybe you should be questioning him.” 
Officer Antonopoulous stared at me for a moment and then asked, “Who is this person?” 
“His name is Arthur White. I don’t know who he is, but I’m suspicious of him.” I tapped my fingers on the chair’s arm. “He’s been acting strange.” 
“Is he here now?” the officer asked. 
“No, he’s not.” 
“Where is he, do you know?” 
I didn’t want to tell Officer Antonopoulous that Arthur had gone to lunch with my best friend. 
“What makes you suspicious of this man, Ms. LaVeau?” 
I quirked an eyebrow. “He acts strange?” That was a good question. What had made me suspicious? He really hadn’t done anything. I couldn’t confirm that he’d even been talking about Liam and Nicolas when I’d overheard his conversation. The way this detective was watching me was making me uneasy. 
Officer Antonopoulous jotted down notes on his notepad. “I’ll find out where Mr. White is and have a talk with him if that’ll make you feel better,” he said. 
I nodded. “Yes, that would make me feel better. Thank you.”
He pushed to his feet. “I’ll be back.” 
I had no doubt that I would be seeing the detective again. I was sure he would forgive me for not offering tea and crumpets. I was glad to see him leave. I followed him over to the door to make sure that he was out of the house. 
When he stepped out onto the porch, he turned and looked at me. “If there’s something weird going on I’ll find out about it.” 
I plastered a smile on my face. “Nothing weird in LaVeau Manor.”



 
Chapter 20
That night I had already gotten into bed when I heard voices. Of course I had to know where they were coming from, so I slipped out of bed. As I stepped across the room and listened, I thought they might be coming from outside. I moved over to the window and peered out into the night. That was when I saw the hooded figures out by the tree line 
Of course it was hard to see, but since the people gathered out there had lanterns I saw them right away. Lanterns cast a glow around them, highlighting the figures. There were four of them. What were they doing down there by the river? 
I hoped they couldn’t see me watching. They didn’t seem to notice anything around them. They were getting ready to cast a spell. I was almost sure. But I had no idea what that spell would be. I was almost sure it was the people who were staying with me, the ones who had been poisoned. Were they trying to get back at Cora? This was getting out of hand. I had to do something about it. 
They gathered around into a circle and I knew this was when they’d start the spell. I didn’t know if I should watch from up here or go down there and confront them before they even started. The spell could be bad, which would mean they needed to be stopped. However, if it was something innocent, then that would be bad for me. Something about the vibe told me that this was not an innocent spell. Negative magic was in the air. I felt it for the first time in quite a while.

I was worried for them at first, but then I realized they shouldn’t be doing this. Who was underneath the hoods? This was definitely something that I needed to stop. I had to do something, but I wasn’t sure what. I’d think of that when I got down there. This was quickly spiraling out of control. I was the leader and I had to take action.
I slipped into my shoes and out of the bedroom. When I looked over at Cora’s door, it was closed. All the other bedroom doors were closed too. My anxiety was high as I hurried down the stairs. I didn’t know exactly what I would be confronting when I got outside. I reached the bottom of the stairs and then rushed through the rooms to the kitchen. I halfway expected to see Arthur or the other guests in there, but the lights were off and no one was there. 
Lightning flashed across the sky, followed by a rumbling of thunder. I couldn’t believe that they were out there in this kind of weather trying to cast a spell. Annabelle crossed my mind and I wondered if she’d made it home yet. Surely she wasn’t still out with Arthur. Especially in this kind of weather. 
I paused with my hand on the doorknob for a moment, wondering if I should just forget about this. I could address it in the morning when the weather wasn’t as bad. This was important though and not something I should let go.

Rain immediately hit me in the face when I opened the door. I pushed forward and headed out into the stormy night. When I looked toward the spot where they’d been, the group was gone. I glanced over my shoulder, but saw no sign of them. This was starting to spook me out. Maybe they had seen me and taken off. I hoped they weren’t hiding and watching me right now. Reluctantly I moved off the back porch into the yard. 
My feet slipped in the wet grass. The rain pounded against me, soaking my clothes and my hair. I wasn’t sure what I would even do as I stepped down there. Since I couldn’t see them, what made me think I would find them? 
As I moved closer toward the river, I lost my footing and fell to the ground. The rain still poured down on me. Lightning flashed and crackled again, then a boom of thunder. The rain soaked me as if I’d stepped into the shower. No one was around, so this whole pursuit was pointless. I needed go back inside in the warmth and dry off.

Somehow I managed to get myself up from the ground. Now that my clothing was completely soaked, I hurried toward the back door, trying not to fall again. A strange feeling that someone was watching me sent a shiver down my spine. I rushed through the door and quickly closed it behind me. Now that I was safely inside, I turned around and took a peek outside again, but still no one was out there. Releasing a deep breath, I slipped my shoes off so that I wouldn’t get the floor wet. Thank goodness I was back inside again. Now I needed to get dry clothes. 
When I reached the foyer, footsteps came from behind me. I spun around and found Arthur standing right behind me. My expression probably gave away my astonishment. Where had he been that I hadn’t seen him? This guy was being too creepy, always popping up in unexpected places and sneaking around. 
“You were caught in the storm,” he said, studying my face. 
Arthur wore all black, pants and a t-shirt. He was wet just like me.
I pushed the hair out of my eyes. “Yes, I was.” 
I wasn’t in the mood for a conversation. But confronting him was definitely in order. He wouldn’t get away without offering an explanation for this. 
I stared at him. “I suppose you want to know why I was outside in the rain?” 
He shrugged. “It’s none of my business.” 
“I thought I saw people casting a spell and I wanted to find out what they were doing. Cora isn’t allowed to do spells.” 
“Yes, she told me about what happened,” he said. 
“They were wearing caped hoods. Do you know who that may have been?” I asked. 
He glanced down. “I don’t know.” 
“So you’re saying it wasn’t you?” 
He frowned. “What makes you think it was me?” 
“I don’t know. I’m trying to find out what’s going on around here.” I watched his face for a reaction. 
“It certainly wasn’t me,” he said without even a blink of the eye. “I had a very nice time with your friend Annabelle tonight.” 
As much as I wanted to know what had happened, I wasn’t going to let him change the subject. “That’s nice to hear, but now I want to go back to the people doing the spells.”

He leaned back against the wall and crossed his arms in front of his chest. “Did you ever stop to think that maybe it’s Cora?” 
I studied his face. “What makes you say that?” Of course I thought this, but I wanted to hear his thoughts. 
He moved closer. “Well, she was the one giving potions to everyone.” 
I moved back a couple steps. “Giving potions maybe, but did she make them?” 
“You’re so cute. You want to believe everyone is innocent, don’t you?” 
“Should I believe that of you?” I asked. 
“You can believe whatever you’d like,” he said with a click of his tongue. 
“I assume you took my best friend home safely?” I glared at him. 
“Of course,” he said. “I’m a gentleman.” 
Just then the room started to spin and my head felt a little fuzzy. I thought that he was trying to talk to me, but I couldn’t make out what he was saying. The walls closed in on me. Dizziness took over my mind and I hoped that I didn’t pass out. The likelihood of remaining awake was becoming less and less. I had no idea what was coming over me. All I remembered was Arthur reaching out for me and then I hit the floor.



 
Chapter 21 
The next morning I woke on my bed. I had no idea how I’d gotten there. I was still fully clothed. I must have gotten up here somehow. Had I passed out on the bed before getting into my pajamas? How could I have climbed all the steps and not remembered? The most important question was what had happened to me. Nothing seemed wrong with me now, although I remembered feeling woozy last night. My thoughts immediately turned to suspicion.
Someone had cast a spell and was trying to do something to me, at least I suspected that was what happened. I remembered talking to Arthur last, so of course my suspicions were on him. I wasn’t going to rule anyone out, especially not Cora. Whoever had done this to me was of little relevance actually. I was super mad at whoever was responsible. They were going to suffer the consequences. I’d already told Cora she couldn’t do magic, but apparently she wasn’t listening.

Once at the bathroom sink, I splashed water on my face to wake myself up. My hair was messed up and mascara had run down my face. Great. I’d talked to Arthur looking like this. I remembered being wet last night. Apparently I’d slept in my clothing. That was something I would never do. I hated wet clothing. After changing my clothes, I hurried downstairs. Someone had a lot of explaining to do. 
Before confronting anyone, I needed energy. Breakfast would give me fuel. Plus my guests would be hungry too. Moving through the house, I headed toward the kitchen. Not a peep echoed through the manor. I wondered if any of the guests were still even here. To be honest, I wouldn’t care if they had taken off. They had definitely caused more trouble than I had ever imagined. As I came closer to the kitchen, I thought I heard someone talking. So much for the guests leaving. I’d have to confront them sooner than I had anticipated.

When I reached the kitchen, the voice was clearer. I pushed through the door and saw Cora standing by the cauldron. Her arms were stretched out over the bubbling water, as if she’d just dropped something in. 
“What do you think you’re doing?” I yelled. “I told you no more magic.” 
She whipped around and looked at me. I rushed over and looked into the cauldron. There was water in there and she had placed herbs. 
“You’re doing a spell,” I said, placing my hands on my hips. 
She just stared at me for a moment and then she finally said, “It was only a little one.” 
I waved my hands. “I don’t care if it’s the biggest and best spell in Enchantment Pointe. I told you no more magic.”
There had to be a way to stop her. I had to get strict with her. Just warning Cora obviously wasn’t working. 
She stomped over to the door and then turned to me. “You can’t tell me what to do.” 
“The heck I can’t,” I snapped. 
She glared and then stormed out of the room. I would have to call an emergency meeting with the coven members on what to do next.
I dialed Nicolas’ number. He was on his way over anyway, but I couldn’t wait. This was something that we needed to get started on right away. He could call all of the coven members and have them here hopefully by lunchtime. 
“Is everything all right?” he asked when he picked up. 
Actually, I couldn’t even pretend that everything was all right this time. “We have a problem and I need all the coven members here as soon as possible.”
I hated to worry him like that, but this was serious. 
“I’ll take care of it. We’ll be there soon,” Nicolas said. 
We ended the call. Now it was time for me to bring out the Book of Mystics. Since my powers had improved, I hadn’t even needed a glance at the book. But for this, I wanted a little bit of guidance. I’d never taken anyone’s spells away before. 
The book was locked away in my room in a secret hiding place. I’d had a safe installed and no one was getting into that thing. The door to my bedroom remained locked at all times. I even kept the key on a necklace around my neck. 
Quiet still filled the manor as I made my way up the stairs. As I walked down the second-floor hallway, I glanced over at Cora’s door. It was still closed. I was suspicious. She might still be asleep, but I knew she’d be up to something soon. I opened my bedroom door, went over to the safe,and turned the lock.

I pulled the big leather-bound book from the safe. A gold scroll pattern decorated the front cover. Energy zinged through my fingertips and up my arms as I touched the book. I clutched it close to my chest. 
Suddenly, a presence filled the room. When I whipped around I discovered Cora standing behind me. A devilish smile spread across her face. Sure, she looked sweet in her blue floral-pattern dress, but I knew otherwise. 
“What are you doing in here?” I asked. 
It looked as if I was going to have to ask Cora to leave LaVeau Manor. 
“I just came to ask for more towels,” she said innocently. 
Oh, now I felt really bad if that was the truth. “Sorry, Cora, I’ll get you more towels.” 
The doorbell rang. It must be the coven members starting to arrive. 
“Cora, if it’s all right with you I need you to come with me downstairs for a few minutes.” I motioned with a wave of my hand. 
She looked at me suspiciously. “What for?” 
If I told her right now she probably wouldn’t come. “It’s a surprise,” I said. 
Technically that wasn’t a lie. It would be a surprise for her.

Cora reluctantly descended the stairs with me. When I answered the door, I found Nicolas there with three other coven members. Jules, Deborah, and Linda were three of the most skilled witches in the coven. The women wore jeans and the same black t-shirts. 
“I took them away from their bowling league,” Nicolas said with a shrug. 
“Sorry about that. Thanks for coming, everyone.” I motioned for them to enter. 
I needed to speak with them alone first before telling Cora what was about to happen. 
“Cora, I have some cupcakes in the kitchen for you if you’d like refreshments.” I gestured toward the kitchen. 
“I thought you needed to surprise me with something. Is a cupcake the surprise?” Cora asked with enthusiasm.
“No, I just need to talk to these people for a moment and then I’ll come get you, okay?” 
She frowned, but then walked toward the kitchen. The coven members followed me into the parlor. When I thought she was gone and not listening to us, I filled everyone in on what we needed to do. 
When I suggested taking away Cora’s magic with a spell, they agreed it had to be done. “You could cast a spell over the entire manor,” Deborah said.
“Yes, but then I wouldn’t be able to do my magic correctly,” I said. 
“Okay, so we just need to cast the spell so that she can’t do magic,” Jules said.
I folded my hands in my lap. “We can do the spell out back by the river. There’s more energy to draw off from out there. That will stop Cora.” 
“Did I hear you mention my name?” 
When I looked back Cora was standing in the doorway. How long had she been watching and listening to us? I pushed to my feet and closed the distance between us, wrapping my arm around Cora’s shoulders. She shrugged me off and stepped away. 
“Cora, please come in. You might as well hear what I have to say now.” I tapped the chair for her to have a seat. 
As she inched across the room, she eyed me suspiciously, as if I was a wild animal that would lunge and bite her. 
“You can have a seat if you’d like,” I said, motioning toward the chair again. 
She shook her head and crossed her arms in front of her chest. “No, I’d rather stand, thank you.”

“You leave us no choice but to cast a spell that won’t allow you to do magic for a short time. Just until we can figure out what’s going on.” I rushed my words.
“What?” she barked. Fury flamed in her eyes. “You can’t do that.” 
“Yes, I can.” I placed my hands on my hips. “I’m the leader of the Underworld and I have the authority if I think it’s warranted. I’m being more than fair, considering everything that’s happened.” 
“You’ll be sorry you did this,” she said with a wave of her finger. 
I knew that was a threat. She glared at me for a few seconds longer and then spun on her heel and stormed out of the room. 
“Well, that didn’t go well,” Jules said. 
“Do you think she’ll try something?” Deborah asked. 
“She’d be wise not to mess with Hallie,” Jules added. 
The witches had such confidence in me now considering they’d never had that in the past. I wouldn’t hold that against anyone. They’d had a right to feel that way since my magic had been so bad.

“Don’t worry, everyone, I’m sure that she’ll get over it.” I was worried that I didn’t have a lot of confidence in my voice. Did I really believe what I’d said or was I just trying to make the situation better? 
A door slammed upstairs. It was like living with a teenager. Again, I needed to take control of the situation… I was the one in charge now. Sadly, I had no idea what I was doing. Sure, I had called the members here, but it looked as if I was just winging it. I supposed that was because I was winging it.
“Okay, right now we need to focus on casting the spell so that Cora can no longer practice magic until I figure out what is going on around here.” 
Everyone nodded in agreement. 
“We can all go outside now. I have all of the items gathered in the kitchen. Just grab something and follow me,” I said. 
They followed me through the house to the kitchen and collected the things. We headed outside on a mission. At least it had stopped raining now. 
As we moved into a circle, I didn’t have to tell everyone what to do. We were all witches, but the spell were kind of complicated so I’d need to be explain.

After instructing the witches on the spell, we all gathered around, holding hands as we stood by the river. A breeze drifted in off the water. The energy in the nature that surrounded us would help. It would be the key to increasing the power. The longer we held hands, the more power we felt. It zipped from my fingertips, through my arms, and down my body until it tingled in my toes. 
When I looked over at Nicolas, he smiled and gave my hand a reassuring squeeze. Out of everyone’s confidence, his mattered the most. 
We placed the herbs around the yard, calling to the North, South, East, West, and then to Fire, Earth, Water and Wind. We recited the words that I hoped would bind Cora from doing any more magic until I released her. 
It was fantastic to have the other witches here to make this spell more powerful. Had my magic improved so much that I wouldn’t have even needed them? I wasn’t willing to chance it. But my doubts had come back, making me wonder if I had caused all the problems with my bad magic. 
Maybe it was me who was the problem all along. Maybe I was the one who needed my magic bound. They should have revoked my witch card a long time ago. 
We finished the spell and I happened to glance over at the manor. Cora stood by the side of the house. She was even angrier now than a few moments ago, if that was possible. I knew she was glaring at us, even though I couldn’t focus on her eyes completely. She stood there for a moment and then turned and hurried away. At least I knew that Cora couldn’t cast any spells to get back at us this time. 
Cora had barely left the side of the house when I saw the creature flapping around in circles. It was the bat. I didn’t know if it was the same one, but I had my suspicions that it was. Surely I didn’t have more than one around. If so, I would really freak out. I needed a bat cage or something. Garlic? No, Nicolas probably wouldn’t like that. 
“Do you see that?” I asked. 
Nicolas followed my pointing finger. “See what?”
“It’s the bat I told you about.” It felt as if the wind had been knocked out of me. 
“The one from the attic?” 
The bat swooped away from the house and looped through the air. It was headed right toward us. The coven members shrieked when they spotted the creature coming at us. It flew in circles around our heads. The squeaking sounded as if it was right in our ears. 
It was almost as if the bat knew exactly what it was doing. Was that possible? I suppose anything was possible. Could someone have created the bat as a way to seek revenge? Like Cora? After all, I had seen the bat some time ago. Maybe it was her little pet. It would be just like her to have that creepy creature around.
The bat circled around a few more times and then finally fluttered away. 
“I think that the bat was doing that on purpose.” He watched the sky. 
I nodded. “Yes, I think it was too.” 
I would have to get over my fear of bats quickly. 
“Well, at least it’s gone now.” He wrapped his arms around me.
“I hope the thing doesn’t come back,” Linda said, wrapping her arms in front of her chest. 
If the bat had wanted to stop us from casting a spell, then it hadn’t worked. As far as I could tell the spell had been a success. After all, Cora had walked away without doing anything. 
“I guess we should go back inside before that thing comes back.” I rubbed my arms to fight off the chill. 
“Have you seen a lot of bats around here?” Linda asked as she peered up at the sky. 
“Just the one in the attic,” I said with a wave of my hand. 
“Oh, is that all?” Jules pinched her eyebrows together. 
We went back into the parlor to discuss my apparent bat problem. Thank goodness Nicolas was trying to assure everyone that it wasn’t a problem. I’d had no idea they would be so interested in this. Finally, he ushered everyone toward the door. I was grateful for the help, but glad to be alone so that I could work through some of the problems. 
“Thanks for coming, everyone,” Nicolas said as he waved them off. 
They peered up at the sky for the bat as they walked to their cars. 
“Wow, they were really interested in that bat,” I said when he closed the door. 
“I’m not sure why.” He ran his hand through his hair. 
“Maybe they just think it’s a creepy creature.” I knew that was my thought. 



 
Chapter 22
 
Nicolas pulled me toward his hard chest and wrapped me in his warm and strong embrace. “You’ve been too stressed. I’m taking you out tonight.” He pushed the hair away from my eyes. “You need to get away from the manor.”
I started to speak, but then he planted another kiss on me. Of course his touch took my breath away. I longed for alone time with Nicolas without the craziness of spells, mysterious guests, and strange bats.
When he pulled away he whispered, “I insist.” 
I smiled and said, “Where we going?” 
He caressed my cheek. “How about dinner and the Bubbling Cauldron?” 
That was the popular bar in town for all of the witches. It wasn’t my idea of a romantic evening, but if he wanted to go, I’d give it a shot.
I kissed him softly and then said, “Okay, I guess if you insist.” 
He pushed the hair off my face. “We’ll have a great time.” 
Just then the doorbell echoed through the manor again. 
I shook my head. “More craziness, I guess.” 
Nicolas and I moved toward the door. When I looked out, Liam was standing in front of the door. With his pinched brow and the scowl on his face, I knew something was wrong. 
“It’s Liam,” I said as I opened the door. “I wasn’t expecting you.” 
Liam stared right past me into the foyer. Obviously, there was something on his mind. I glanced over my shoulder, but wasn’t sure what he was looking for. Liam looked at Nicolas. 
“Hey,” Nicolas said. 
After stepping out of the way, I waved Liam inside. 
Liam ran his hand through his hair. “I just can’t shake the feeling that something’s wrong. Where is that guy?” 
“Which guy? The one staying here? Arthur?” I asked.
I supposed he could be referring to Ben, but I knew he meant Arthur. Speaking of Ben, where was he? I hadn’t heard a peep out of him since he’d arrived. Only that time in the kitchen when he’d been talking to Arthur. 
“Yeah, the tall goofy-looking guy.” Liam placed his hands in his pockets. 
Liam described everyone he didn’t like as goofy-looking. Whatever that meant. 
“I don’t know. He’s kind of been in and out. He said he had errands in town.” I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “But there is one thing I don’t like about him.” 
“What’s that?” Liam and Nicolas asked at the same time. 
“He took Annabelle out for lunch.”
Liam shook his head. “Why would she go out with him?”
I tossed my hands up. “He seemed to put her in a trance immediately.” 
Nicolas said, “You mean like a real trance?” 
“No, not exactly, but it seemed like it was that way. I don’t have any proof that he cast an actual spell on her. Liam, we were just going out to eat. Would you like to go with us?” I asked.
Nicolas waved his hands and shook his head behind Liam’s back. 
“Sure, I could go for something to eat.” Liam smiled at Nicolas. 
They’d always had a bit of a rivalry going. Even though things were much better now. 
***
Nicholas, Liam, and I sat at a small table at the back of the diner. We’d just finished our food and had been discussing my current manor full of guests. We couldn’t come up with answers for what was going on at my place. The topic changed to the cloaked woman who had filled the restaurant with her magic. When we first arrived at the diner I’d gotten a chance to briefly speak with the owner. He’d said he didn’t have a clue if anyone might be aiming the spell at him. 
“He might have an enemy,” Liam said. 
I took another sip of my water and then said, “He didn’t think anyone would have a reason to cast a spell against him. But then again, do people ever really know if they have an enemy? Sometimes a person might be mad at you and you have no clue why or even that they’re upset.” 
“I suppose if the spell was just a one-time thing then there was no harm done,” Nicholas said. 
I pushed to my feet. ”I suppose. It’s just a little unsettling to know that someone was that upset.” 
Liam and Nicolas followed me to the door. The restaurant wasn’t as crowded this evening, so I didn’t get as many stares. 
After paying for the food, we headed over to the Bubbling Cauldron. The diner was just a short walk from the club, so we only had to go a short distance. I hadn’t exactly invited Liam to come with us dancing, but he ended up coming anyway. He’d kind of invited himself. It was fine with me if he came along. I supposed I would always have a soft spot in my heart for Liam.
When we stepped out the door, several quick flashes of light came from across the street. 
“What was that?” I asked. 
Nicolas looked around. “It almost seemed like a camera flash.” 
“I don’t see anyone,” Liam said. 
I brushed off the strange flashes of light and started off down the sidewalk. Nicolas and Liam walked beside me. We made it a few steps down the sidewalk when the squeaking noise returned. I looked up at the sky. The bat was behind us, moving at a rapid speed toward us. 
“It’s that bat again. That thing is following me,” I yelled with panic in my voice. 
“It can’t be following you,” Liam said. 
“Oh, yeah? Then why do I keep seeing it everywhere I go?” I asked as I picked up my pace. 
How was I going to get away from this thing? It was creepy and unsettling. Now I was practically running. Liam and Nicolas were still behind me, but I wasn’t going to wait around for them to catch up. They were on their own with that flying creature.
“Wait for me,” Nicolas yelled out. 
The guys rushed up to me. 
“What’s come over you?” Liam asked. 
I glanced back. The bat was still back there, circling around. 
“Are you kidding? It’s right there. The thing is clearly coming after me. You guys, I really think that this is something more than just a creature of the night. It has intelligent thoughts and I think it might be something more.”
 “You think someone might be turning into a bat?” Nicolas said. 
“Exactly,” I said. 
The next thing I knew, the bat had looped around and was in front of us. It was just playing with us now. 
“I think you’re right. This thing knows what its doing,” Liam said as he swatted toward the sky. 
“There’s no way you’re going to be able to actually make contact with the thing. And I wouldn’t even want to,” I said. 
I just wanted to get away from the thing. How would we outsmart the bat? That was one problem I never thought I’d have. I took off in an all-out run. This time I was going to get away. Another brick building was up ahead, so I managed to duck under the front door awing. Nicolas and Liam scooted in beside me. Being huddled together in such a small space with two gorgeous men wasn’t exactly a terrible thing. 
“You move fast,” Liam said. 
“When my life is in danger I have too.” 
He laughed. “I suppose you have a point.” 
Nicolas pulled me closer and wrapped his arm around me. “You’ll be fine.”
We watched silently from under the covered area, waiting for the creepy thing.
Just then the bat flew by. It had no idea we were there. We’d managed to get away from it by hiding. 
After a few seconds, I whispered, “Do you think it’s safe to come out?” 
“There’s only one way to find out,” Liam said as he motioned. 
I eased out onto the sidewalk with Nicolas leading the way. I looked to my left and then to my right. Next I looked up at the sky. Nothing there. Thank goodness there was no bat in sight. 
I let out a deep breath. “I think it’s gone for now. Let’s get to the club before it finds us again.” 
“Don’t worry, Hallie, I won’t let the bat get you,” Nicolas said. 
I appreciated his offer, but I wasn’t sure if the bat would stop. I wanted to know who was behind this and what the thing was up too. 
As we continued on, I spotted something out of the corner of my eye. I thought for sure I’d seen the cloaked woman. 
I pointed. “Up ahead I thought I saw the woman who cast the spell at the café.” 
“Where did she go?” Nicolas asked. 
“I don’t know, but let’s see if we can find her.” I motioned for them to follow me as I raced down the sidewalk. 
I was still on high alert for the bat, but I wanted to catch up with the woman too. When I reached the corner of the next building, I looked down the alleyway. She wasn’t there. 
I sighed. “She could be anywhere. There are a lot of buildings. She could’ve went into one.” 
Some of the buildings had apartments on the second floors of the businesses.
“There’s no way to find out,” Nicolas said. 
“She’s sneaky.” I released a deep breath. 
“We might as well go to the club,” Nicolas said. 
When I turned around to leave, I happened to glance down and noticed the bottle. I reached down and picked it up. 
“What’s that?” Liam asked. 
I turned it over in my hands. “An empty potion bottle. But not just any empty potion bottle…” 
“What do you mean?” Nicolas asked. 
I looked at him and said, “This one came from my mother’s shop. I’d recognize the bottle anywhere.” 
“The cloaked woman had to have had the bottle and dropped it," Liam said. 
I shrugged. “It’s certainly possible, then again, anyone could’ve had the bottle. I’ll ask my mother about it. Maybe she’ll remember someone buying it.” 
Sadly, the odds were unlikely that she would, but she might offer some kind of clue. 
“I’ll have to call her later.” I shoved the bottle into my purse. “But for now, let’s get out of here.” 
Standing there was giving me a bad vibe.
Finally, we reached the club. The neon sign flashed a steady rhythm guiding us to the front entrance. As usual, the place was crowded with people on the dance floor and squeezed in around the bar. Lights lit up the shelves of liquor bottles. They looked more like bottles of potions. A big black cauldron took up space in the middle of the dance floor. Bubbles floated from the cauldron to the top of the ceiling. Lights changed the colors of the bubbles from green to blue to red.
The three of us stood at the edge of the dance floor studying the crowd. 
“It’s more crowded than I expected,” Nicolas said. 
“That’s a good thing,” Liam said. Just then Nicolas’ phone rang. After answering, he looked at me and said. “One of the coven members has an issue. I’ll take the call outside and be right back.” 
“Are you sure? Do you need me?” I asked. 
He grinned. “It’s not a big deal. I’ll be right back.” 
I watched as Nicolas walked away and then I glanced over at Liam. He was staring right at me. Now that we were alone the tension hovered thick in the air. A new song started. Not just any song, but one of my favorites. An oldie. 
“Isn’t this that song you like from that Dirty Dancing movie?” Liam asked.
“How did you remember that?” I asked. 
“I remember a lot of things.” He looked me in the eyes.
I didn’t know what to say. 
Liam grabbed my hand. “Let’s dance.” 
He didn’t give me a chance to say no before pulling me onto the dance floor. The song Cry to Me was from the sexy scene in the movie where Baby and Johnny share a steamy sexy dance. I refused to recreate the scene from the movie with him. 
Liam approached me like a panther. His stare was locked on me as he pulled me to his body. My heart rate immediately went up. I was hyper aware of every part of his body pressed against mine. A jolt of sexual energy zinged from his body. He guided my body to the rhythm. We swayed with each other. Every move of his body was sexual. Or maybe that was just my thought. 
His strong hands held me tight. With my face next to his neck. I inhaled his intoxicating spicy scent. It sent chills over my body. He dipped me and I swayed back into his arms. As he stared into my eyes, his hips grinded against my body. His face moved close to mine with his lips practically brushing against mine. Instantly I pulled away. What was I doing? It was as if I had fallen into a trance. When I glanced over I spotted Nicolas headed toward us. I left Liam on the dance floor.
“Is everything okay?” I asked Nicolas. 
He studied my face, as if he knew something had happened. “Yes, someone had a question about a spell. It’s all good now.” 
Liam brushed past. “I need fresh air.”
“What’s wrong with him?” Nicolas asked.    
I shrugged. “I don’t know.”
Of course I knew what was wrong, and I had no idea what to do about it. 
Nicolas touched my arm and yelled over the loud pulsing music, “Do you feel that?”
I nodded. “It’s strong.”
The thick magic around us hung in the air like a thick fog and it would be hard not to sense it. How could everyone around us not notice? They continued dancing, talking, and drinking, as if nothing odd surrounded them. Now it was up to me to figure out where this magic was coming from. I scanned the room quickly. It didn’t take long until I spotted her. It was the same cloaked figure from the café and we’d seen outside. She had to be the one responsible for the witchcraft, right? Obviously, she had missed the big sign on the door that said no magic allowed.
I didn’t want to take my eyes off her as I touched Nicolas’ arm. “It’s her. The one who did the spell at the cafe.” 
I didn’t look over to see if Nicolas was watching her too. If I lost sight of her, she might slip away again. 
“We have to follow her,” Nicolas said. 
Didn’t anyone notice this woman in the long cloak? I felt the magic all the way across the room. Nicolas and I headed across the floor, but with the dance floor jam-packed, it was hard to make our way through. No one wanted to budge or move out of the way. Couldn’t they tell that this was urgent? 
We’d made it halfway across the floor when the wind almost knocked us over. Whoever was under that cloak knew that I was coming after her. No one else had been affected by the wind. It had been directed specifically at Nicolas and me. In spite of the strong gust, I managed to remain upright. I thought for sure it would knock me over. 
Finally, when the wind eased up, I pushed forward. I would try not to cast a spell until I was out of the Bubbling Cauldron, but if she kept sending wicked stuff my way, I’d have to break the rules. I guess I was just glad that she hadn’t cast a spell that had involved everyone. Chaos would have ensued and that was the last thing I needed right now. 
Nicolas and I made it across the dance floor and over to the bar area. Despite my best efforts, I’d lost track of her. 
“I knew this would happen,” I said. 
“Maybe she went outside,” Nicolas said. 
Honestly, I didn’t see how she could have gone anywhere other than out of the bar. The restrooms were at the back of the building. She wasn’t at the bar, so that meant she had to have exited. Since she had a head start on us, I doubted I’d be able to find her. Nevertheless, Nicolas and I raced out the door. Once on the sidewalk, of course I didn’t see her. 
“She’s gone,” Nicolas said. 
There was one thing she probably hadn’t counted on though. Since she’d been using her witchcraft, she’d left a magic trail. I sensed the leftover magic. 
“We can follow her spell like breadcrumbs,” I said. 
She wasn’t nearly as clever as she thought. Nicolas and I took off down the sidewalk like a couple of bloodhounds.  As long as we followed the path of the magic I was confident we’d finally find the mysterious woman in the cloak. We continued down the sidewalk, but there was no sign of her. As long as I sensed the magic though, I would keep going. 
“Do you still feel it?” I asked. 
Nicolas nodded. “Yes, but it does seem a little different.” 
I noticed that too, but I had no explanation for what was causing it. We turned the corner and I’d hoped to see her on the other street. The only thing in sight was a possum that rushed out from behind a trash can. How far could she have gone? And how could she have moved so quickly? I didn’t think she’d that much of a head start on us. 
As we moved down the street, I noticed that the magic was less and less. Nicolas and I exchanged a look. 
“The trail is turning cold, isn’t it?” I asked. 
He frowned. “Unfortunately, yes, I think it is.” 
How could she have slipped away from us? I suppose she had used her magic to this point and stopped. She could have used magic to help conceal her movements for all I knew. I still sensed it a little though, so I figured I’d keep going just a little further. What could it harm at this point? We’d already come this far.  
A few more steps and it had finally completely faded. We stopped on the sidewalk. That was when it hit me where I was. I looked to my left at my mother’s shop. 
“We’re at Bewitching,” Nicolas said in shock. 
He’d just realized it too. This was too eerie and I knew this wasn’t a coincidence. The witch had led us here on purpose. But why? 
“Do you think she broke into my mother’s shop?” I asked. 
“There’s no sign of entry here at the front door. Let’s look around back,” Nicolas said as he grasped my hand. We rushed to the back door. 
“It doesn’t look as if anyone is around,” Nicolas said.
I released a deep breath and scanned the dark street. “I’ll call my mother and check in with her, although I hate to freak her out.” 
“Let’s get back to the club,” Nicolas said.
When we reached the club again, Liam was waiting by the door. 
“I thought I lost you all,” Liam said. 
“Are you okay?” I touched his arm.
“I’m great.” He smiled.
Did he really mean that?
“I still haven’t gotten a chance to dance with you,” Nicolas said, taking my hand.
“Let’s grab a table first,” I said.    
We made it across the dance floor, trying to find an empty table. I didn’t find a table, but I did find something else unexpected. Arthur was there talking to a woman. His presence immediately made me suspicious. Not that he couldn’t go out with someone other than Annabelle, but I was protective of her. Maybe if she found out Arthur was a jerk then she wouldn’t worry about him anymore. Of course it was totally wrong of me to think that—if Annabelle liked him, then I wanted her to be happy with him. I watched Arthur for several seconds before Nicolas realized I was staring at someone. 
“What’s he doing here?” I asked. 
Nicolas looked at me and said, “He’s the last person I wanted to see here.”
I scanned the area and realized that Liam wasn’t with us. Where had he gone? Was he upset with me? He must’ve gotten lost in the crowd. For a second I focused my attention around the dance floor, but Liam was nowhere in sight. 
When I glanced back at Arthur, I found Liam. He was standing next to Arthur. I touched Nicolas’ arm and motioned with a tilt of my head. Nicolas followed my direction. 
“This probably won’t end well,” I said. 
Liam had a tendency to get right to the point. Since he didn’t like Arthur anyway, I figured it might end in a fight. 
“You’re right about that,” Nicolas said. 
“Come on. Let’s find Liam before this turns into something bad.” I motioned.
Nicolas and I made our way to the dance floor, weaving through the bodies pressed up against each other. When we got to the table at the back of the room, only Liam was there. Had he already done something with Arthur? That wasn’t impossible, but magic wasn’t allowed in the Bubbling Cauldron. Sure, I’d bent the rules a few times, but that was only due to an emergency.

When Liam spotted us, Nicolas asked, “Where is he?” 
“He disappeared on me.” Liam ran his hand through his hair.
I shrugged. “I can’t find him. He was here one minute, and then gone the next.” 
I felt no magic in the air. How had he gotten away so quickly? If he’d used magic, I wanted to find him right away. 
“Who was the woman with him? Did you find out?” I asked. 
“I didn’t find out anything,” Liam said, sounding discouraged. 
Arthur had a way of moving quickly and getting away.
“I’ll text you if I find him,” Liam said as he walked away. 
“What is he doing?” I asked. 
“I guess he’s going to try to find him,” Nicolas said.
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “He really doesn’t like the guy, does he?” 
“I don’t blame him. I don’t like the guy either. Come on, let’s go outside and see if we find him.” Nicolas took my hand and helped me navigate across the dance floor again. 
Maybe Liam had spotted Arthur and hadn’t told me. I wished he would have filled me in on what he was doing though. Nicolas and Liam could be stubborn.
Nicolas and I made it outside onto the sidewalk once again. Not only did I look for Arthur, but I scanned the area to see if the woman had returned. No such luck. 
I paused. “Okay, now that we’re outside, I can do a spell.” 
“What do you have in mind?” Nicolas asked. 
“I’ll cast a spell that will with any luck lead me to Arthur. We’ll just see what sneakiness he’s up to,” I said. 
Nicolas smiled. “What do you need me to do?” 
“Just take my hands and repeat after me,” I said.
Nicolas recited the words with me. 
“Element of Earth, we call to you. Lead us to the person we’re looking for.” We turned to face the west, and recited the words: “Element of Air, we call to you to stop any evil against us.” Turning toward the south, we recited the words: “Element of Fire, we call to you for protection from the evil.” To complete the spell, we turned toward the east. “Element of Water, we call to you to bring the person we’re looking for.”
I repeated the words again just to make sure the spell worked. As I released Nicolas’ hands, I motioned for him to follow. The spell drew me to the parking lot that was a short distance from the club’s entrance. It was where the spell was drawing me. When we got there, I saw no sign of Arthur or Liam. However, my eyes were drawn to something on the pavement. It was right by my feet. Had the spell worked? The black leather wallet on the pavement had to mean something, although I’d wanted to find Arthur, not his wallet. 
“Look what I found,” I said as I picked it up from the ground. 
Before even opening it I knew who it belonged to. But what would I find inside?
I opened the wallet and immediately looked past the condom wrapper to the driver’s license. It was Arthur’s wallet, but there was a name on the license that I hadn’t expected. A different last name was on his identification. I’d seen his driver’s license when he’d checked in that night and the last name had been White. Now his last name was listed as Rankin. 
“What did you find?” Nicolas leaned closer. “Besides the condom.”
I showed him the driver’s license. “He has the same last name as your brother.” 
Nicolas took the wallet from my hand and studied it. 
“Do you think this is a coincidence?” I asked. “What could it possibly be?” 
“I don’t know, but I think it must mean something. First, we need to tell Liam about this.” Nicolas handed me the wallet.
I scanned the parking lot to see if Liam was there. When I didn’t spot him, I pulled out my phone and sent him a text. 
I need to talk to you. 
This was too complicated to explain in a text. I needed to see him in person. 
Liam replied, I’ll come by the manor soon. I have a ride. You all can go without me. 
I frowned. “That’s odd. Liam said he has a ride and will stop by the manor.” 
“I guess we should go back then,” Nicolas said. 
I blew the hair out of my eyes. “I guess. It doesn’t look like we will find Arthur right now.” 
I had expected the spell to take me right to Arthur. Now it had just caused the mystery to deepen. We went back across the street and hopped into Nicolas’ car. The entire way back to the manor I was lost in thought, wondering about the connection. Nicolas must have been thinking the same thing. 
We pulled up to the manor and hurried out of the car. I hadn’t even gotten to the front steps yet when that bat swooped down and flew right by our heads. 
“It’s back,” I yelled as I ducked. 
I was pretty sure the thing was trying to attack me. Did bats attack? Maybe only the ones that were vampires. That was when it hit me. I’d had problems with vampires recently. Could one of them be disguising himself as a bat in order to get to me? I wouldn’t hang around outside long enough to find out. 
But how would the vampire have gotten inside the house if that was the case? I needed to make sure that there was no way to get in. How creepy and scary to think this might be happening. 
Nicolas rushed me inside before the thing had a chance to come back. “Are you okay?” he asked as he touched my arm. 
I nodded. “I’m okay. I had a thought…” 
He quirked an eyebrow. “What’s that?” 
“What if that bat is a vampire?” I stared at him.
“You mean like in the movies?” he teased. 
I shook my head. “Don’t make fun of me. I’m being serious.”
A noise sounded from the parlor and my heart rate went up. Was the bat inside the house? I followed behind Nicolas as we went across the foyer and to the parlor. I stopped in my tracks and let out a screech. It wasn’t the bat, it was Arthur. How had he gotten here so quickly? 
“Did I scare you?” he asked with a slight smile on his face. 
“What are you trying to do?” Nicolas asked with irritation in his voice. 
I knew he felt the same way as Liam about Arthur and this stunt hadn’t helped. 
“You did scare me,” I said, still trying to calm down. 
Arthur held his hands up. “I didn’t mean to. I tried to make some noise.”
“Not nearly enough,” I said. “We saw you at the Bubbling Cauldron.” 
“It’s a shame I missed you there,” Arthur said.
“Yeah, such a shame,” Nicolas said sarcastically. 
“Apparently you lost something there,” I said, pulling out Arthur’s wallet and handing it toward him. 
He peered down and took the wallet from my hand. Now he knew that I knew his secret. But would he admit the truth? Or keep up with his lies? How many more surprises did he have in store for us? 
“You want to tell us anything?” I asked, placing my hands on my hips.



 
Chapter 23
Since he didn’t offer info, I decided to just come right out and ask about the name. I glared at him. “Why does your driver’s license have a different last name on it than the one you gave me?” I smirked, sure that I’d caught him in his little game. “Furthermore, why would you have the same last name as Liam?” 
Surely that couldn’t be a coincidence. I couldn’t wait to hear his explanation for this. I wasn’t going take my eyes off of him until he offered one. 
Arthur looked me right in the eyes and said, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
I should’ve seen that answer coming. There was no way I’d let him get off that easily. “In your wallet… the driver’s license I saw has a different name on it. It’s not the name you gave me. I want to know what kind of tricks you’re up to.” 
With his narrowed eyes and clenched fists, Nicolas looked as if he was growing more inpatient by the second. What would Liam think when he found out? Speaking of Liam, where was he?
“I’m not up to any tricks.” The sly smile remained on Arthur’s face. 
“I knew you would deny it,” I said. 
“You’d better just come clean now, man. Don’t make this harder than it has to be,” Nicolas said.
How could Arthur deny it when I had seen it with my own eyes? Nicolas had seen it too. 
“I’m sorry if I’ve upset you,” Arthur said as if he’d done nothing wrong. 
How long would he continue to keep up the innocent act? He had to know that I was going to tell Annabelle about this. I couldn’t let her date a fraud. 
Again, he said, “I don’t know what you mean.” 
“Buddy, I think you need to stop saying that.” Irritation flickered in Nicolas’ eyes. 
“Okay, if you did nothing wrong then I want to see the proof. Show us the driver’s license.” I folded my arms in front of my waist.
I felt pretty satisfied with this question. He would have to finally admit what he’d done. I wanted an explanation. I was pretty sure I couldn’t allow him to stay here any longer if he was really up to something. And using a fake last name wasn’t going to cut it.
Normally, I wouldn’t care if he used the name Mr. Purple Pants, but with all the magic zinging around here, I couldn’t take my chances. 
He pulled the wallet from his pocket and opened it up. Then he flashed the driver’s license at me. Of course, I’d already seen it, so I knew what name was listed. Nevertheless, I peered down at the license again. A gasp escaped my lips. Rankin wasn’t there. Instead it read Arthur White, just as he’d told me at the beginning. I couldn’t believe this. 
I looked at Nicolas. “Are we going crazy?” 
“No, of course not,” Nicolas said. “He’s just playing tricks.” 
I knew what I’d seen. 
Arthur stared at me and gave a little smirk. “Are you happy now?” 
No, I wasn’t happy now. As far as I was concerned, Arthur was not telling the truth. I’d just handed the wallet back to him and I knew he couldn’t have changed the license that quickly. I’d been watching him the whole time. Nicolas was right, Arthur had to be playing tricks with us. I bet he hadn’t counted on losing the wallet. Lucky for me I’d found it and now I knew about his ruse. 
“Now if you’ll excuse me, please. I’m feeling a bit tired.” Arthur looked from me to Nicolas.
We watched as he walked away. Of course this whole thing had left me pretty much speechless.

When he’d walked out of the parlor, I looked at Nicolas. “What do you think about that?” 
Nicholas ran his hand through his hair. “I don’t know what to think.” 
“You saw the license with the different last name, right?” 
He nodded. “Yes, I saw it.” 
“So what do I do now?” I asked. “How do you think he switched the driver’s license?” 
“I think we both know that a little magic was involved.” 
“Yes, it’s the only way.” 
“Hallie, I think you need to ask him to leave.” Nicolas pinched his brow together into a frown. 
I was torn about what to do. Technically, I couldn’t prove that he’d done anything wrong. And if I was mistaken, I would feel totally guilty about asking him to leave when he’d already paid for his nights here. But I had to think of my safety and the safety of my other guests, even Cora. 
I crossed my arms in front of my waist. “I’ll think about it.”
My thoughts were confused and my mind was going a million miles a minute. Nicolas wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close.

“I’ll do everything I can to protect you,” he said. 
I appreciated his help and I hoped that he knew that. Nicolas’ eyes widened as I moved closer to him. Without saying a word, I planted a kiss on his lips. I bet that surprised him. 
“We should go to bed,” he whispered. 
I nodded. “Yeah, it’s been a long day.” 
He wrapped his hands around mine and I led him up the stairs toward my bedroom. I couldn’t help but wonder about Arthur. Was he sneaking around somewhere or was he really in his bedroom?
I hated to break the romantic vibe we had going, but I really needed to call my mother. We reached the bedroom and I closed the door behind us. Nicolas turned to face me, and I knew he recognized the look on my face. 
“What’s on your mind?” he asked. 
I grimaced and then said, “I need to call my mother.”
“You’ll be thinking about it all night if you don’t. I’ll just be waiting over here in bed for you.” He flashed an irresistible smile. 

“Thank you,” I mouthed as I dialed my mom’s number. 
She picked up right away. “I was expecting a call from you.” 
“What did I do wrong?” I asked. 
Did she already know about what had happened? 
She sighed. “Nothing… it’s just that I had a strange feeling.” 
"There are a lot of strange feelings going on lately,” I said. 
“What do you mean? Is there something you’re not telling me?” My mother’s voice was full of panic. 
“You always say that,” I said.
“That’s because you’re usually not telling me something.” 
This was one time when she was actually right about that. I did have something, but lucky for her, I was going to tell her. Only because I had to though. 
“Remember the woman who did the spell in the café?” I asked. 
“It would be kind of hard to forget her. Why do you ask? Did she come back? Have you seen her again?” 
“Well, yes to both of those.” 
“I don’t like the sound of this,” my mother said. 
“I saw her and then I went after her. I wanted to find why she cast the spell. Anyway, she got away, but I think she dropped a bottle. I know it’s one from your shop. Plus, her magic led me straight to your shop and then she vanished.” 
My mother paused and then said, “Where did she disappear to?”
“That’s what I want to find out. I checked the store and it was still locked. No one had broken in,” I said. 
“Maybe she just disappeared around the corner. A lot of people buy items from my shop, Halloween, so I wouldn’t be surprised to find a bottle or two.” 
I sighed. “I was just wondering if maybe you remember selling the potion to her.” 
“Halloween, come on, she’s wearing a cloak. I have no idea what she looks like.” 
Nicolas touched my arm and summoned me to bed. 
“I guess you’re right, but I thought I’d give it a shot.” 
Taking pity on me, my mother asked, “What kind of bottle is it?” 
“I think it’s that lotion that’s been selling so well.” 
“Oh, Annabelle has been dealing with those. Maybe she would have remembered the woman."
"Maybe so. I’ll have to give her a call,” I said. 
“There are a lot of wacky things going on lately. Are you sure that everything’s okay?” 
“Just peachy.” I glanced at Nicolas. “I have to go. I’ll call you soon.” 
I knew she didn’t want to hang up, but she’d ask a million more questions if I didn’t get off soon. 
“You’d better call me as soon as you find out anything,” she said. 
“Of course I will.” 
“I’ll be on the lookout for this weird woman too.” 
My mother was naturally suspicious of everyone. This would make her even more so than usual. It was one of her endearing quirks. I hung up before she had a chance to say anything else. My mother would have to keep an eye out for the cloaked woman. If the woman had bought potion from Bewitching Bath and Beauty once, she’d probably be back for more.
“One more quick call.” I held up my index finger.
Nicolas groaned and fell back onto the bed. 
I immediately dialed Annabelle. 
“Hey, I was just thinking of you,” she said.
Talking and music sounded in the background. 
“Where are you?” I asked.
“Oh, uh, I was just leaving somewhere.”
That was odd. It seemed as if she was being vague on purpose. Nonetheless I didn’t press for more details. 
I released an audible sigh. 
“Oh no,” she said. “Did something happen?” 
“I saw the cloaked woman again,” I said. 
“Really? What happened? Did she do another spell?” Annabelle’s voice was full of nervous excitement. 
“She didn’t cast another spell, but it’s what she dropped that I find suspicious.” 
“Well, now you have me curious what is it?” Annabelle asked. 
“She dropped a potion bottle,” I said. 
“Was it a potion bottle that she’d been using?” Annabelle asked. 
“I don’t know, but here’s the weird part. I know the bottle came from Bewitching.
“No way,” Annabelle said. 
“I was just wondering if you remember selling a bottle of the facial potion to the woman.” 
“What does she look like?”
I paused and then said, “I don’t know… she was wearing the cloak.” 
“And you want to know if I sold a potion bottle to a woman wearing a cloak?” 
“Yeah, pretty much.” 
"The woman you told me about in the café?” Annabelle asked. 
"Yes, I’m sure you don’t remember.” 
“Sorry, sweetie, I just don’t remember.”
“That’s what I figured, but I had to ask anyway,” I said. 
“Sorry I couldn’t help more,” Annabelle said. 
“It’s okay. I’ll just have to think of another way to find her. There’s always witchcraft. Maybe that would pull her out, although she probably has her defenses up, so it’ll be a little trickier.” 
“If anyone can do it I know you can,” Annabelle said. 
“I appreciate the confidence,” I said. 
“Are you sure you didn’t get a good look at her?” 
“No, both times I only saw the back of her.” 
“That’s good, I mean, that’s bad,” Annabelle said. 
Her mix up of words caught me off guard, but I suppose she’d just gotten tongue tied. 
“I’ll definitely call you if she comes in the shop,” Annabelle added. 
“She’s on my most wanted list.” I laughed. 
“What about your guests? How’s it going?” 
“You mean Cora or Arthur?” 
“Both, I guess.” 
“I’m not sure.” 
“Just be safe,” she said. 
“Always,” I said. 
After clicking off the call, I turned to Nicolas. He was asleep in the middle of the bed. Should I wake him? Maybe I should just let him sleep. My thoughts immediately went back to the potion bottle. I couldn’t figure out how the bottle had ended up on the sidewalk if the mystery woman hadn’t dropped it. Why wouldn’t Annabelle tell me where she was? That was strange. I hoped it wasn’t something bad. She would probably try to keep that info from me so that I wouldn’t worry.
 
***
A strange noise woke me from a deep sleep. The sun was just starting to come up. When I glanced over at the clock I saw that it was already six. I hadn’t meant to sleep that long. I needed to get up and start preparing for the day. I still hadn’t decided what to do about Arthur, but right now I needed to figure out where the strange noise was coming from. 
Nicolas stirred. “Did you hear that?” 
I slipped out of bed. “I don’t know what it was.”I had learned not to ignore noises anymore.

Nicolas climbed out of bed. He wore blue striped pajama bottoms. After he slipped a t-shirt over his head, we both stepped out into the foyer. I paused and listened for the noise. The banging sounded again. 
“I think it might be the bat again,” I said.
“I’ll go check it out.” Nicolas started down the hallway to go up to the third floor. 
“I’m coming with you,” I said as I followed behind him. 
If that bat was in there again, then I was calling somebody to figure out how it was getting in. I needed to find the source of its entry. 
We reached the attic door and I said, “Be careful. That thing is vicious.” 
Nicolas pushed the door open. The thing was over in the corner just like last time. As if aware of our presence, it left the beam and then flapped around and around at the top of the ceiling. I couldn’t believe that the bat was in the attic again. Furthermore, I didn’t understand how that little noise would catch my attention all the way on the second floor in my bedroom. I had a suspicion that something else was going on in the manor. 
“What will we do with it?” I asked. 
Nicolas closed the door. “I’ll have to think of a way to get it out.” 
“We need a bat trap.” 
Just then the doorbell rang. We exchanged a look. 
“Are you expecting someone?” he asked.
“No, unless it’s another guest,” I said. 
I wasn’t so sure this was another legitimate guest and if I should even take anyone. We headed down the stairs toward the front door. My anxiety was at an all-time high. It was no wonder with everything that was going on around here. I looked out the window. A woman was standing at the door. 
“It’s a woman,” I whispered. 
“You don’t know her?” Nicolas asked. 
I shook my head. “No, I guess it’s a new guest. I should open the door.” 
I opened the door and Nicolas hid behind me. It would probably scare the woman, wondering why we were both answering the door. 
She had shoulder-length blonde hair and she wore a navy blue skirt and white blouse. She was probably in her mid-thirties.

“I’m sorry if I disturbed you,” she said. “I didn’t expect to get here this early.” 
“That’s okay.” I said hesitantly. 
“Let me introduce myself. I’m Mandy Seymour. I’m here from New Orleans. I came to invite you to an event.” She looked from Nicolas back to me. 
She’d driven all the way from New Orleans to invite me somewhere? Why couldn’t she just call? 
“Adrienne Ryan is hosting a party for all the witches. She wants you to be the guest of honor.” 
“Wait, the movie star?” I asked. To say that I was suspicious would be an understatement. Why would Adrienne Ryan invite me? 
Mandy handed me the pretty envelope with the cream paper in the gold script on the front. “I do hope you’ll attend.” She looked at Nicolas. “Please bring a friend.” 
“Why is Adrienne throwing this party?” I asked. 
Mandy quirked an eyebrow. “Oh, you didn’t hear?”
“Apparently not.” I had no clue what she was talking about. Nicolas and I exchanged a confused look.

Mandy smiled. “She recently discovered that she’s a witch and has magical powers.” 
“I had no idea.” 
“Adrienne would like to be included in the New Orleans Coven, since she’s recently made New Orleans her home away from home.”
“I would think that she would be involved with the Hollywood Coven.” 
Nicolas laughed. The woman didn’t seem to get my joke, she just stared at me. She waved her hand. “Well, I hope you’ll think about it.” 
I smiled. “Thanks, I will.” I closed the door and then said, “Should I go?” 
Nicolas said, “Do you want to go?” 
“Yeah, I guess I’m kind of curious to see what this is all about.” I picked at the edge of my shirt. 
“So now you’re hobnobbing with celebrities?” He laughed. 
“I’m not sure I would call it that. I’m curious though.” 
I opened the envelope to see when this party would occur. In two days. That wasn’t much of an advance notice.





 
Chapter 24
The next morning, I waited in the kitchen for my guests, but no one showed up. I checked the rooms, and they were still occupied. No one wanted my breakfast, I guessed. Or they didn’t want to be around me. So I decided to go into town to get some coffee and head over to my mother’s shop. I was anxious to tell my mother about my invitation to the party. She would be shocked and Annabelle would want to know what I was going to wear.

Of course, I had no idea. Now that my magic was so much better maybe I could even make something to wear. 
I got in the car and drove to downtown. I parked between the coffee shop and my mother’s place so that I could walk to both. There was only one other person in the coffee shop this morning, which seemed a bit odd. I placed my order and waited over by the window for my coffee. I thought I saw Cora, but in a flash the person was gone. I was probably just imagining things. I grabbed my order and headed for the door. As I stepped out, the man who was waiting for his order stopped me. 
“You dropped something,” he said as he handed me the little piece of paper. 
I looked at him, a little confused, but took it from him. The paper was a lottery ticket. 
“This isn’t mine,” I said, shoving it toward him. 
He shrugged and said, “It’s not mine.” Then he walked away. 
I looked over to the employee and asked, “Did you drop this?”

He gave me an irritated look and said, “No.” 
No one wanted to claim ownership, so I just shoved it in my pocket and headed toward Bewitching Bath and Potions. There was a customer walking out as I reached my mother’s. Once I stepped in, my mother and Annabelle looked up. There were no customers at the moment. Annabelle was stocking shelves and my mother was behind the counter. 
“Good morning. I didn’t expect to see you here.” My mother waved, the bangles on her wrist jingling with the movement. 
“Apparently, my guests don’t want my breakfast.” I slumped my shoulders and sighed. 
“That’s odd. I thought everyone loves your cooking now.” 
I took a drink of coffee and then said, “I don’t think it has anything to do with the food. That’s okay though. I’m glad I got to come by here anyway.” 
She looked at me with a huge frown and said, “I’m glad too.”
“I have something I want to tell you.” 
She clasped her hands together. “Please let it be that you’re getting married. You’re pregnant, aren’t you?” 
I stared at her. “No to both of those questions.” 
Annabelle chuckled from over my shoulder. 
I traced the edge of the countertop with my finger. “I’ve been invited to a celebrity party in New Orleans.” 
“Really? Who is it?” my mother asked excitedly. 
“You know that Adrienne Ryan recently said she’s a witch and she wants to join a coven. She spends most of her time in New Orleans, so I suppose it’s a good match that she wants to join the coven there.” 
“Look at you, mingling with celebrities now,” my mother gushed. “The paparazzi will be after you soon.”
“What are you going to wear?” Annabelle asked. 
“Well, I’ll just have to design something,” I said. 
“Good thing your magic has improved. I’d hate to see what that dress would look like if it wasn’t.” My mother shivered at the thought. 
I set my cup on the counter. “Oh, there was one thing strange that happened.” 
“Just one thing?” she said with a smirk. 
“Well, one thing between here and the coffee shop.” I pulled out the ticket from my pocket and handed it to my mother. “The man said I just dropped it out of my pocket, but it’s not mine. He was the only other person in the shop. I didn’t notice anyone and he said it wasn’t his so I just stuck it in my pocket.” 
My mother took it from my outstretched hand. “It’s a lottery ticket,” she said. 
“I know, but it’s not mine. I didn’t buy it.” 
“Oh, maybe it’s a winner,” Annabelle said, as she looked over my mother’s shoulder. 
“I have the paper, so we can check the numbers,” my mother said excitedly. 
“I hate to burst your bubble, but there’s no way this is going to be a winner.” 
I was suspicious of why I had this ticket. It was almost as if I would find it. But then again, I hadn’t found it… maybe it had found me. The man had seemed intent on me taking it. 
My mother pulled out today’s paper and turned to the page with the lottery numbers. She placed the ticket beside the paper and started scanning the numbers. She paused and her eyes grew even wider. “You won! Ten thousand dollars. You won!” 
“I can’t believe you actually won,” Annabelle said. 
“Stop playing games,” I said and took another sip of my coffee. 
My mother pushed the paper toward me. “I’m not playing games. It’s your mother you’re talking about.” 
True, my mother never played games like that.

I almost spilled my coffee when I realized she was telling the truth. I couldn’t believe what had happened. 
“I have to find the owner,” I said. 
“I think you are the owner now,” Annabelle said with a smile. 
“How can I be the owner when I didn’t buy it?” I said. 
“Finders keepers,” my mother said. 
“I suppose I can contact the officials and tell them I found it. Maybe they can track down the person who bought it.” 
“Maybe.” A lack of confidence filled my mother’s voice. She tapped her fingers against the counter. “So much has changed lately. When you got your magic it was the worst anyone had ever seen. Now you can’t do anything wrong and things are just falling at your feet.” 
“Like lottery tickets,” Annabelle said. 
“And invitations to celebrity parties,” my mother added. 
I stuffed the ticket back into my pocket. “It’s just one lottery ticket and one party.”
She pointed her wand at me. “One for now.”
I picked up my cup of coffee and took another drink.
“I think it’s time for me to leave.”
“Are you just going to leave that ticket in your pocket like that? What if you lose it?” my mother asked. 
Annabelle nodded. I thought working around my mother was having an effect on Annabelle. They were beginning to act too much alike. 
“I promise I won’t lose it,” I said as I turned and walked toward the door.
When I reached the door, I turned to face Annabelle and my mother. “Did you all find any clues about the cloaked woman?”
Annabelle shifted her attention away from me. My mother’s smile faded and was replaced by a grimace. 
“Sorry, honey, I think it’s hopeless. Maybe you’ll see her again,” my mother said. 
I sighed. “Yeah… maybe.”
“Let me know when you’re going to cash that thing in,” Annabelle called out. 
I waved over my shoulder. 
“Oh wait.” Annabelle rushed over. “I forgot I have the earrings I borrowed from you in my car. I’ll go out with you and get them.”
Annabelle and I walked the short distance to her car parked along the street. I stood on the sidewalk as she opened the door and grabbed the earrings from the center console. When I glanced into the back seat of Annabelle’s car, I spotted something unusual. It looked exactly like the red velvet cloak I’d seen the woman wearing. 
“What’s that?” I asked.
“What’s what?” She handed me the pearl earrings. 
“That thing that looks like the cloak I saw the woman wearing.” I pointed.
Annabelle’s eyes widened. “I don’t know how it got there. You have to believe me.”
“Calm down. It’s okay.” I reached in the car and pulled it out. “We just have to figure out how it got here.”
“So you believe me?”’ Annabelle sounded as if she might cry at any second.     
“Of course I do.” 
“Are you sure that’s what it is?” Annabelle asked.
I examined the cloak, but couldn’t find any clue as to who might be the owner. “I’ll take it with me.”
Annabelle’s hands were shaking. “I’m sorry.” 
“Don’t be sorry. You didn’t do this. I think someone is just playing games with us.” I hugged her.
“Yeah, that’s probably it.”
I scanned the area to see if anyone was around or watching us. “Was Arthur in your car at any time?”
“I know you’re suspicious, but he’s a nice guy. I really don’t think he would do anything bad,” Annabelle said. 
“Listen, I have to go, but I’ll let you know what I find out.”
“I’d better get back to helping your mom,” Annabelle said.
I clutched the cloak under my arm and left Annabelle on the sidewalk. For a split second I had wondered if Annabelle was guilty of something. I had to push those thoughts out of my mind though. We had been friends for far too long for her to do anything like that to me. But still… I had to find out how it had gotten there.      
As I walked down the street toward my car, I pulled out the phone and dialed Liam’s number. I wanted to ask him about this party and if he had been contacted about Adrienne Ryan joining the coven. I thought that she would have invited him too since he was the leader of the coven she wanted to join. 
I felt eyes on me as I walked. When I glanced over, there was a man standing by one of the shop doors. He was watching me. He smiled and waved so I returned the gesture. 
Liam didn’t answer, so I left him a message. 
“Excuse me,” the man called out as I walked toward my car. 
I glanced over my shoulder, but didn’t stop walking. “Yes?” 
“I’m sorry if I scared you with my staring, but aren’t you Halloween LaVeau?” 
“Yes, I’m Hallie.” 
“You’re even prettier than I imagined.” A wide smile spread across his face. 
Okay, what was this guy up to? Using a cheesy pick-up line on me like that. I reached my car. “Thank you.” 
“My name is Phillip Merritt.” He sounded nervous.

“Nice to meet you,” I said as I glanced over at my car. I hoped he would take the hint. 
He shuffled his feet. “I hope it’s not too bold of me, but I was wondering if you would like to have dinner?” 
I quirked an eyebrow. “Do you usually ask women you don’t know out to dinner?”
Until becoming the leader, I would never have been so suspicious. Perhaps that was because no one had ever noticed me for anything other than bad witchcraft. 
“Well, technically, I do know you.” 
“And I don’t know you,” I said. “How do you know me?” 
“I’m a member of the Enchantment Pointe Coven.” 
“I don’t remember seeing you at any of the meetings,” I said. 
He handed me his card. “Call me if you change your mind.” 
I read the card. An insurance salesman who practices witchcraft. He walked away, but he kept peering over his shoulder and smiling at me every few seconds. I couldn’t help but notice that other people were watching me too. They were smiling and waving. I had never had this kind of attention before. Did I have a sign on my back? I hurried into my car, placed the cloak on the passenger seat, and shoved the key into the ignition. 
“I thought you never would get here.” 
I let out a bloodcurdling scream and jumped. When I looked into the backseat, Cora was back there. She stared at me as if I was the crazy one. 
“What are you doing here?” I demanded. 
She looked at me innocently. “I just wanted to talk to you.” 
“By hiding in the backseat of my car? How did you even get in here?” I was almost sure that I had locked the doors. 
“I couldn’t find you and I got tired of walking around looking, so I just took a little break in your car.” 
Absolutely nothing Cora said I believed, so this was no different. I knew she had something else on her mind other than just an innocent conversation. 
“Why don’t you just tell me why you’re really here, Cora?” I asked. 
She glared at me. “I have to ask you for my magic back. I can’t continue without it.”
I shook my head. “I’m sorry, I can’t do that until I find out what’s going on with the people who have accused you of killing them. It’s just too serious.” 
Now that I thought about it, I wasn’t sure if it was safe to be in the same car with her, not to mention having her staying right across the hall from me.
I was potentially living with a serial killer, and now she wanted her magic back. I had to humor her and keep her happy. I’d try not to get her any angrier. There was no way I could go to the police. They wouldn’t believe me, not after they were already suspicious of me. They wouldn’t believe me if I accused this cute little old lady of killing people. 
“I just don’t understand why you had to do this.” She tried to sound sweet. 
“Cora, can you tell me why you want your magic? Then maybe I can work something out.” I thumped my fingers against the steering wheel. It was a lie, but at least it would make her happy for now and get her out of my car. 
She looked out the window and then back at me. “Okay, here’s my dilemma… I think someone is after me.” 
I quirked an eyebrow. 
She leaned forward. “You have to believe me. I never gave anything to those women.” 
I sighed. “I don’t know what to believe.” 
If she was telling the truth, then how come Jolene and the other women had said those things? Then again, maybe they were the ones lying. After all, I didn’t know them either.
“Well, I’ll definitely think about it, okay?” I gave her a little smile. 
She narrowed her eyes. “I don’t think I believe you.” 
I didn’t know what else to tell her. “I just have to think about it for a while. It’s not something that I can reverse right here anyway. I would have to concentrate on the spell.” 
“So you’re just going to send me back out there with someone trying to kill me?” she asked, pointing toward the street. 
I looked around again, but didn’t see anyone. “Who do you think is trying to kill you?” I asked. 
She leaned back on the seat. “I don’t know.” 
I gripped the steering wheel. “Then how do you know they’re trying to kill you?”
“I just know these things, okay?” she said with a smirk. 
When I didn’t response, she sighed and then opened the door and got out. She slammed the door and I watched in the mirror as she went down the sidewalk. That was definitely a strange experience, but I didn’t expect any less from her. I was just glad the confrontation was over for now. 
The phone rang and I jumped. I was a little on edge. It was Liam calling back. 
“Why didn’t you tell me you had a celebrity interested in joining the coven?” I asked when I answered. 
He paused. “I didn’t think it was anything serious. People want to join and then it fizzles out. How did you hear about this?” 
“I’ve been invited to a party. I’m assuming Adrienne Ryan invited you too and you didn’t tell me?” I’m offended. 
He laughed. “I wasn’t even sure I was going. Are you going?” 
“Actually, I think I might. I’m curious.” 
“If you’re going, then I’m going.” Laughter filled his voice.
“Are you bringing your date?” I asked. 
He paused. “Are you?” 
“I invited Nicolas,” I said, trying to sound casual. Of course he had to already know that I would invite Nicolas. 
He was quiet for a moment longer and said, “I like to go stag.” 
I kept looking in the rear view mirror to see if Cora had returned. “Changing the subject, but you’re never going to believe what Cora did.” 
“Actually, I probably would believe it,” he said. “What did she do?”
“She was hiding in my car and wants me to give her magic back.” 
“You’re not going to, are you?” he asked. 
“Absolutely not.” I glanced in the mirror and caught movement. It wasn’t Cora. “It’s that guy again.” I hadn’t meant to say that out loud. 
“Who are you talking about?” Liam asked. 
“This guy was flirting with me earlier.” 
“Where are you?” Liam sounded worried. 
“I just left my mother’s shop,” I said. 
“Where is Nicolas?” 
“I know what you’re thinking. You want to call him, but don’t do that. I’m pulling away now.”

I started the car and pulled away from the curb. Phillip Merritt was still watching me as I drove away. 
“What’s this guy’s name?” Liam asked. 
“Why, are you going to hunt him down?” I laughed. 
“Of course not,” Liam said. Based on the tone of his voice, I wasn’t convinced. 
“His name is Phillip Merritt, and he claims he’s a member of the Enchantment Pointe Coven. I’ve never seen him before. I’m going to ask Nicolas about him.” 
“Just be careful and let me know what you find out.” 
“I guess I’ll see you soon,” I said. 
“Looking forward to it,” he said. 
***
It was later that day at the manor and I was at work in my office. I couldn’t say that the rest of my day had been uneventful .After arriving home, I’d taken the cloak out of the car and left it on the chair in the parlor. I went into the kitchen to feed Pluto, but minutes later when I came back to the parlor the cloak had disappeared. I hadn’t been able to find anyone in the house to question. 
Luckily now the house had been silent. I enjoyed the peacefulness, but suddenly something stirred in the air. A raven cawed in the distance. A chill fell over the room and I figured that something was about to happen. I’d started to develop a sixth sense about these things. I was on edge now waiting for whatever was about to happen. I tried to take a calming deep breath, but it didn’t work. 
The doorbell rang. I jumped, even though I had been expecting something to happen. I peeked out the window and spotted two women standing on the porch. I was pretty sure I recognized them as coven members. They both had brown hair cut just above their shoulders. I couldn’t remember their names. They rang the bell again, so I moved away from the window and over to the door. They were just starting to walk away when I opened the door. 
“Ladies, don’t leave. I’m here,” I called out.
They whipped around when they heard me. Smiles immediately spread across their faces. I’d never seen any of the witches have that kind of reaction when they saw me. Usually they frowned, pointed, or ran the other way.
“Oh, Hallie, we’re glad you’re here,” the woman in the black dress said, hurrying back over to the door. 
I frowned. “Is everything okay?” 
They smiled and looked at me as if I was their best friend. 
“Yes, we were just in the area and thought we’d stop by and say hello,” the woman wearing the gray sweater and black pants said. 
The other one nodded. The huge smiles were still plastered on their faces as they stared at me. 
“You’ll have to excuse me, but I don’t remember your names,” I said.
“We don’t expect you to remember. You’re so busy and all. I’m Joanna Rice and this is Angela Coomer.”
“Well, thanks for stopping by.” I didn’t know what else to say.
“You’re such an inspiration with your magic being so great now.” Joanna clutched her chest. They didn’t take their eyes off me.

“Thanks, ladies, I really appreciate your kind words.” The conversation became more awkward by the minute. 
“If you ever want to hang out or anything call us.” Angela held her hand up to her ear, mimicking a phone. 
They’d never wanted to hang out with me before. I forced a smile. “Sure, I’ll call you. Thanks.” 
They stared for a moment longer. A squeak echoed across the air. The women looked around, but they didn’t see what I saw, thank goodness. The bat was back. It circled in the distance. It didn’t act like any bat I’d ever seen. 
“Okay, well, I guess we’ll go now,” Joanna said.
Finally, the women stepped off the porch and over to the car. They glanced back several times and smiled. Their behavior certainly was odd. Everyone was acting weird. 
I was still standing at the door when Arthur popped up beside me. I jumped and clutched my chest. “What are you doing?” 
“Did I scare you again? I’m terribly sorry.” 
“You know what you are doing,” I said crossly. 
A sly smile slid across his face. How could I have ever thought he was a nice guy? 
“It seems you have a lot of admirers lately.” 
“How would you know?” I asked. 
He gestured with a tilt of his head. “They sure do like you now. That wasn’t always the case.”

“How do you know about me?” I asked. 
He stared for a moment, and then finally said, “I’m just perceptive, I guess.” He strolled past me with that sly grin still on his face. When he was right in front of me he flashed a look my way. His eyes looked different, as if they had changed colors. They were much darker, almost black. I knew that wasn’t a good sign. 
Arthur walked inside and left me standing on the porch. It felt as if I had no control over the situation.




 
Chapter 25
Casting a spell made me feel like Cinderella. All that was missing was the pumpkin. Cora was definitely not my fairy godmother though. 
I made the dress of beautiful rose-colored silk. It was fitted in the waist with a full skirt and layers on the bottom. The top had a v-neckline, which showed just the right amount of cleavage. I added a necklace of sparkling fake diamonds. I didn’t want to be responsible for having the real thing hanging around my neck.
The night of the party had arrived. Nicolas would be there any minute. Nerves had settled in my stomach. I’d never been to anything like this before except high school prom, which had been a number of years ago now. Not long ago we’d had the Halloween Gala at LaVeau Manor. I’d gotten dressed up for that, but since I’d hosted the party, tonight would be completely different. I didn’t know what to expect. I was just thankful I would have Nicolas with me. I didn’t want to be alone.
The doorbell rang and I finished putting on my left earring and then the right. After grabbing my little clutch purse, I headed out into the hallway. I made sure to lock the bedroom door behind me and secured the key in my purse. Normally, I wore it around my neck, but that would’ve taken away from the dress tonight. 
After making it downstairs without falling in my heels, I opened the door. Nicolas stood in front of me. He looked dashing in his black tuxedo. 
“You look gorgeous,” he said with a flash of a smile. 
Something sparked in his eyes and I hoped that it was love.
I adjusted Nicolas’ bowtie. “You know I love when you wear this tux.” 
Nicolas kissed me and then asked, “Are you ready for this party?” 
“No, but I guess we’ll go anyway.” I closed and locked the door behind us. 
I hadn’t seen my guests for a while and had no idea where they were. Nicolas and I got into his car and then pulled out onto the street. The sun had set and darkness would surround us soon. I tried to ignore the strange vibe, but the feeling intensified by the minute. 
Finally, I had to say something to Nicolas. I was just about to ask him when he said, “Do you sense that?”
“I was just ready to ask you the same question. I do sense it. It’s almost as if there’s magic following us.” I looked in the rearview mirror, but saw nothing. 
It must just be my anxiety, I told myself. Could someone have attached magic to his car? That was certainly possible and a little unnerving. 
Nicolas must have sensed my unease. Being the fantastic person that he was, he made sure to talk to me the entire trip. That helped keep my mind off the uneasiness.
We finally made it to New Orleans and found the mansion where the party was being held. The place was huge with a circle drive and bubbling fountain out front. There was a brick façade with two stories and even a porch on the top floor. People were valet-parking their cars. 
“I’m glad we’re finally here,” the female voice said from the back seat. 
I jumped and turned around in my seat. Cora was sitting in the back seat of the car. She smiled widely. 
“What are you doing here?” I demanded. 
“I came for the party,” she said with a smile. 
“How did you get in here, Cora?” Nicolas asked. 
“I’ve been right back here the whole time,” she said innocently. 
I stared at her with my mouth open. “There is no way you’ve been back there this whole time. I would’ve noticed you before now.” 
She shrugged her shoulders. “I’ve been here the whole time.”

Cora wore a deep blue dress with big pearl earrings dangling from her ears. Her makeup was a little too heavy-handed, with bright red lipstick. 
I stared at her. “I think you have to be invited, Cora.” 
“I was invited.” She smirked as she whipped out her invitation and flashed it at me. 
“Let me see that,” I said, taking it from her hand. I inspected the invitation and then handed it to Nicolas. 
He quirked an eyebrow. “I don’t trust her.” 
“Do you think someone got this for her? Maybe it’s a fake invitation,” I said. 
“It’s entirely possible,” he said. 
Never mind that Cora was listening to our discussion and glaring at us. “I’m offended.” She placed her hand across her heart as if she might faint. 
“Let’s go inside. If she wants to go, it’s all on her.” I opened the car door. 
We got out of the car with Cora hurrying right behind us. The man took the keys to park the car with the others. When Nicolas and I made our way to the door, I handed the invitation to the woman standing at the entrance. 
She immediately said, “Oh, yes, please come in. We’ve been waiting for you.” 
I smiled at Nicolas. “This is exciting.” 
Nicolas and I stepped into the foyer. Marble covered the floor and the ceiling soared all the way to the second floor. When I glanced back, Cora had disappeared. As much as I enjoyed not having her tagging along behind us, I remained suspicious of her presence.
We moved into the main room, which was huge with a crystal chandelier hanging from the ceiling.
The place was much bigger than LaVeauManor.
The room was full of people, but I instantly recognized other coven members from the New Orleans Coven. I hadn’t seen Liam yet, but he’d said he would be there. I also hadn’t spotted Adrienne Ryan yet. She’d probably be fashionably late to her own party. 
“I’ll get us a drink.” Nicolas gestured across the room. 
I nodded and said, “White wine, please.” 
Even though I was the leader of the Underworld, I still couldn’t help but feel awkward in this crowded room. Would I ever get over my lack of self-confidence? 
There were a lot of celebrities at the party, so I attempted to act cool. I was probably doing the exact opposite of that though. 
“Nicolas, isn’t that Rick Weatherly?” I asked. 
He looked at me as if he had no idea who I was talking about. 
“Come on, you know him. He was in that movie, Tour Guide for the Dead.” 
Nicolas shook his head. “Never saw it.” 
“What? You’re totally missing out. We have to watch it some night.” 
Nicolas grinned “Okay, if you say so.” 
“You’ll love it.”
People were looking at the entryway to the other room, so I cast my gaze that way too. The celebrity hostess had made her entrance. Adrienne wore a long pale blue gown with a split that went all the way up the side of her leg. Speaking of legs, they went on forever. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back and her skin glowed under the soft lighting. I’d seen several of her movies and she’d been sensational in all of them. 
Adrienne spotted me right away and rushed over. “Ms. LaVeau, I’m so glad that you came.” She clasped my hands in hers. “I’ve wanted to meet you for so long.”

I stared at her for a moment. “You wanted to meet me?” 
She flashed her beautiful smile at me. “Of course, you’re the leader of the Underworld. It’s so amazing what you’ve done. You turned around your witchcraft and made it great. You’re fantastic with running the Underworld.” 
I’d only found the Book of Mystics. I’d hardly call that fantastic. Nicolas came back over with our drinks and handed me my wine glass. I introduced them. Before we could continue the conversation, a group of people had gathered around us. 
Adrienne waved her hand in a grand gesture. “This is the leader of the Underworld, Halloween LaVeau.”
“You can call me Hallie,” I said bashfully.
I wasn’t used to this kind of attention. Some people wouldn’t mind, but I wasn’t sure about it. 
Someone caught my attention. When I looked at him, I knew right away that it was Arthur. He moved so quickly that I lost sight of him. 
Nicolas noticed me staring. “Who is it?” 
I took a sip of my wine. “I thought for sure I saw Arthur.” But he wouldn’t have been invited, right? What would he be doing here? 
Nicolas touched my arm. “It was probably just someone who looked like him.”

Adrienne was still discussing witchcraft and I was lost in thought wondering if I’d really seen Arthur. That was when I spotted him again. This time I got a better look and I knew without a doubt that it was him. 
I put my drink down. “I’ll be back.” 
I walked away from Adrienne. She would be shocked that I had left her mid-sentence, but I had to find him. Nicolas came after me. 
“I saw him again,” I said as we rushed into the other room. 
There was a door that led outside, so I hurried over and peered out into the dark night. I didn’t see him anywhere. “He’s gone.” I tossed my hands up. “I guess he saw us and took off.”
When I turned around, I spotted Liam walking toward us. He flashed his gorgeous smile. “What’s going on?” 
“I was sure I saw Arthur and then he vanished. I think he took off out this door.” I pointed. 
“Was he invited?” Liam asked. 
I pushed the hair out of my eyes. “I have no idea why he would have been invited.” 
Liam exchanged a look with Nicolas. “Well, Cora was invited, so maybe they invited everyone who was staying in LaVeau Manor.”

Now my invitation seemed slightly less important. Okay, a lot less important. 
“How long have you been here?” I asked. 
Liam glanced over his shoulder and he seemed a little distracted. “Oh, I just got here.”
“We can ask her if she invited Arthur,” Nicolas said.
“That would make me feel a lot better. But would she know if he came? Or would she even give me that information?” 
“Use your authority a little bit,” Liam said. 
I knew that he was right… time for me to get tough. 
My cell rang and I didn’t recognize the number. 
“Ms. LaVeau, this is Sam Brooks from the Enchantment Pointe Antique Shop. I have the information from Neil Machel.” 
Liam and Nicolas stared at me. I knew they were curious. 
“How are you?” I asked. Honestly, I hadn’t expected Sam to call me. I hoped he had good news. 
The thought had barely left my mind when Sam said, “I have good news for you. I found information about the potion bottle.” 
I covered the phone and whispered, “It’s Sam Brooks.”
Sam continued, “Turns out the bottle is from a coven in the 1800s. The coven members were strange.” 
“How so?” I asked. 
“Apparently they wanted to take over the Underworld.” 
“What happened to them?” I asked. 
“Well, when the town found out what they were up to, they put a stop to it. Soon after they disappeared and they were never heard from again. No one ever knew what happened to them. None of the bottles even turned up until now,” Sam said. 
This story gave me a bad feeling, but I wasn’t sure why. Now I had to find out where Cora had gotten the bottle.
“Thank you so much for the information.” 
“Let me know if you find out anything else,” he said. “I’m kind of interested.” 
“I sure will. If it’s all right with you, I’ll probably stop in and take a look around your shop sometime.” 
“I’d like that very much,” he said.
When I ended the call, Nicolas and Liam were looking at me expectantly. 
“Come back inside with me and I’ll fill you in on what Sam found out.” I motioned for the brothers to follow me.
 Before we reached the door the squeaking noise echoed from somewhere nearby. I’d become really familiar with the sound at this point. That bat couldn’t be far away. I instinctively thought about ducking and looking for a place to hide. This little creature was giving me big panic attacks. I waved my arms through the air as if that would keep it away. 
“You look like you’re trying to get away from a fight with an invisible attacker,” Liam said. 
“You all can’t hear that?” I asked. 
Nicolas and Liam exchanged a look and then shook their heads. Maybe I was imagining things after all. After all, I was stressed. The thought had barely left my mind when the noise came again. When I looked over my shoulder, I saw it coming at me. This was definitely not my imagination. 
“We have to get out of here,” I yelled. 
I was trying not to freak out, but I didn’t want that thing anywhere near me. Why were Liam and Nicolas being so calm about this? I suppose they were used to being around bats. I knew some of the vampires in town flew around in bat form often. Could Nicolas and Liam turn into bats? Had they just never told me? I certainly wasn’t going to stick around and wait for this thing to get a hold of me. 
I ran around the back patio as if running from a burning building. I didn’t know where to go. Sure, I probably looked silly, but since I was freaking out, appearances was the least of my worries at the moment. 
“Hallie, you have to calm down,” Nicolas said as he ran after me. 
“It won’t get you,” Liam added. 
There was no way I was going to listen to them. When I peered up at the sky, I saw the thing circling around my head. 
“I think it’s going to attack me,” I yelled. 
I ran over to the edge of the patio, as if I would be able to flee the bat that way. I wasn’t sure what I was thinking. I suppose I wasn’t thinking clearly right now. I peered down over the balcony. It wasn’t too far of a drop, but I wasn’t sure if I wanted to chance it. I’d never been the athletic type, so could I really safely land from a jump like that? 
The next thing I knew, I was tumbling over the balcony. I suppose fate had made the decision for me now. My arms and legs thrashed about as I dropped. I landed in the bushes. Limbs poked me in the back and greenery covered my face. The smell of pine and earth surrounded me. Thank goodness the shrubs had broken my fall. A groan escaped my mouth. I hoped that I hadn’t broken anything. So much for trying to look cool in front of all the celebrities. 
This was probably why I’d never been invited to parties before. Clumsy could be my middle name. Of course I hadn’t fallen on purpose. It was just that I wasn’t graceful. 
“Hallie, are you okay?” Nicolas called out.
I peered up to see Nicolas and Liam looking over the balcony at me. 
“I’m good,” I said, trying to sound calm and casual. 
Spread out on top of the bushes I looked far from okay though. I managed to tumble off the shrubs. 
“I’ll just climb back up,” I said as I pulled twigs out of my hair. 
The guys were still staring at me. I hoisted myself onto the side of the balcony, but it was high and I couldn’t quite get my footing. Again I tried to heave my body up, but it was no use. This was slightly embarrassing. 
“I’ll come down and help you.” Nicolas tossed one leg over and then the other. 
He effortlessly climbed down. It looked as if we were trying to escape. At least the bat had disappeared. Was my reaction to the bat overreacting? Sure. I never claimed I didn’t have issues. Everyone has something. Nicolas had almost reached the bottom when I spotted Liam coming down too. At least everyone was in the party and couldn’t see us… I hoped.  
Once they reached the ground, Liam said, “Just start climbing and we’ll give you a hoist.” 
“That’s easier said than done. Have you witnessed my athletic ability?” I started to climb, placing my foot on the little ledge. 
Liam reached up for me, but Nicolas stopped him. “I’ll give her a boost. You just make sure she doesn’t fall.” 
I grunted and groaned as I climbed. Finally, half my body was over the balcony. Only problem was my dress had shimmed up. Good thing I wore underwear. Could this get any worse? 
“Don’t look at her,” Nicolas said. 
“How can I not?” Liam asked. “I have to watch in case she falls and I need to catch her.” 
“Funny how that works out for you,” Nicolas said. 
“No time for fighting guys,” I said breathlessly. 
Just then a flash of light flooded the area in rapid succession. 
“What’s that?” I asked. 
“Someone’s taking pictures,” Nicolas said. “I think it’s the paparazzi.”
Oh great... just when I thought it couldn’t get more embarrassing. My fifteen minutes of fame would be in my underwear that read 99 Problems But A Witch Ain’t One. I couldn’t see what was happening back there, but I heard Liam talking to the paparazzi. 
I couldn’t made out what he said exactly, but he was probably telling them to get out of there. Finally, reached the top and shoved my body over onto the patio. Thank goodness no one from the party seemed to notice what had happened. When Liam and Nicolas climbed back onto the patio again they were laughing. 
“This isn’t funny. What if they put my picture in the tabloids?” I asked. 
“It’ll just show that you were having fun.” Liam wiggled his eyebrows. 
One last time I looked around for the bat. Much to my relief, it wasn’t there. I needed to get back inside before it came back. As I moved closer to the door, I spotted the guy. 
“What’s he doing here?” I said. 
“Who?” Nicolas asked. 
“He said his name was Phillip. You should know him, he’s in the Enchantment Pointe coven.” 
Nicolas leaned over and looked. “I’ve never seen him before.” 
“Is that the guy you saw in town?” Liam asked. 
I nodded. "That’s the one.” 
Liam glared in Phillips’s direction. “So what is he stalking you now?” 
“Why didn’t you tell me,” Nicolas said. 
I filled Nicolas in on the situation. 
“I’m going to talk to him and find out what his deal is. I’ve never seen him and he’s not part of the coven,” Nicolas said.
Nicolas and Liam marched inside to confront Phillip, but he was nowhere is sight. He’d managed to slip away too. We stepped back into the other room and I scanned the area for any sign of Arthur and Phillip. Adrienne spotted me and hurried over. 
Adrienne giggled. “I thought I lost you.” 
The others gathered around too. When I moved across the room, the crowd came with me. This was too weird. Something wasn’t right, and I began to suspect there was some not-good magic at work. I just didn’t know what or who was responsible. It was time for me to get out of there before things escalated.
Now that Adrienne was here with me, I was going to ask about Arthur. “Did you invite other people who are staying at the manor?” 
She furrowed her brow. “No, why do you ask?” 
“A woman who’s staying with me, Cora Smythe, came to the party. She had an invitation and then another guy who’s staying with me, Arthur White, is here too. He’s a bit strange… I really don’t think he should be here.” 
“I can have my security look into it,” she said. “Just let me know what he looks like.” 
“He’s tall with dark hair. Charming good looks, I suppose.” 
“If he’s good-looking then he should definitely be here,” Adrienne said. 
A commotion in the corner of the room caught my attention. Cora was causing a distraction. 
“That’s her,” I said, pointing to the corner of the room. “You should get security.” 
That was when Cora met my gaze. “That’s her. That’s the reason why I can’t do magic,” she said, pointing at me. 
This was turning out worse than I’d imagined. It was time for me to get out of here. This was turning into a circus show.

As I moved through the crowd, people started following me. Just as I had suspected, everyone was acting strange around me and I didn’t know why. I just had to get out of there. I felt as if the walls were closing in on me. Breathing had become difficult. The people continued to follow me as I headed toward the door. Having Nicolas and Liam beside me helped. People were actually standing in front of the door. Would they try to stop me from leaving? Now I wondered why they had really invited me to the party. Was it to take the Book of Mystics? That seemed to be the case every time there was trouble lately. But no one had even mentioned the book lately. 
I still had my purse, which had the key inside. Now I had to hurry and secure the key before someone snatched my purse. More and more I realized I needed to get out of there.

Nicolas gave the keys to the valet and we stood on the sidewalk waiting for him to return with the car. From out of the darkness the bat flapped over our heads. I covered my head with my arm in case the thing wanted to attack. 
“It’s that bat again,” I yelled. 
“I’m getting rid of that thing once and for all,” Nicolas said.
Just then the guests came outside of the party, taking our attention away from the bloodsucking creature. The crowd was now standing around watching us. Talk about awkward. What did they want from me? 
A strange sensation fell over the area. It prickled my skin and made my stomach dance from nerves. 
When I glanced over at Nicolas, he had an odd look in his eyes, almost as if he was in a trance. He reached out and took my hand in his. Then, before I even knew what was happening, he was down on one knee staring up at me. 
“What are you doing?” My voice trembled. 
“Hallie LaVeau, I love you. I’ve loved you from the moment I saw you. Your smile, your sparkling eyes, and your love for life. I can’t imagine spending one day without you in my life. Will you marry me?”
It felt as if someone had smacked me. I didn’t know what to say. My mouth wouldn’t move. Plenty of thoughts raced through my mind though. All those magazines my mother had left around the manor popped into my thoughts. Truth be told, I’d picked out which style dress I’d like… the colors for the wedding… the bridesmaids dresses. Of course the ceremony and reception could be held at LaVeau Manor. What was I thinking? I hadn’t even answered him yet. Nicolas stared at me, waiting for an answer. Finally after what seemed like an eternity, I opened my mouth to speak. Before a single word left my lips, the valet ran over. 
He yelled, “Your car is on fire, your car is on fire.” 
Nicolas looked at me with a strange expression and then sprinted off with the valet toward the car. I looked around and saw Liam wasn’t there. The rest of the crowd was surrounding me now. I tried to get through so that I could run and help Nicolas.

Finally, I spotted Liam and he rushed to me. He pulled me away from the crowd, although strangely the people didn’t seem to notice that I wasn’t there. 
Liam took my hands in his. “I don’t know why I’m doing this, but I have this overwhelming need to do it now. This isn’t something that can wait.” 
“What’s wrong? You’re scaring me.” 
Liam dropped to one knee. My eyes widened. This wasn’t happening. Someone needed to tell me this wasn’t happening. 
“What are you doing?” I managed to ask.
“Hallie, I’m crazy about you. The way you move. The way you laugh. The funny things you say. I can’t get you out of my mind. Will you marry me?” 
Everything spun around me and my legs felt like they were about to give out. Again, I couldn’t speak. The thoughts whirled in my mind though. The type of flowers for the wedding…red roses with red tulips mixed in. The wedding cake would be red velvet with cream cheese frosting. Liam peered up at me with his big blue eyes. 
Nicolas’ voice caught our attention. He was yelling for me. 
Liam jumped to his feet and grabbed my hand. “Nicolas needs us.” 
More confused than ever, I followed Liam. We rushed toward the area where the cars were parked. By the time we arrived, Nicolas had already put out the fire on the car. 
“What happened?” I asked. 
Nicolas shook his head. “I have no idea.” 
“I guess you won’t be driving this car back to Enchantment Pointe,” Liam said. 
Of course the questions were still on my mind, but I was glad that I had a moment away from the proposals. I honestly didn’t know how to answer. There were a lot of thoughts on my mind, like was it too soon? Were they serious or was this spell somehow involved in their asking? They were busy looking at the car, so I stepped over to the side to take a minute and relax now that I was somewhat alone. My mother would all but disown me if I told Nicolas no. I would just have to keep it from her for now. 
Arms wrapped around me and pulled me back. I started to scream, but the person secured a scarf around my mouth. Now no one would hear my pleas for help. 
I couldn’t see the person behind me, so I had no idea who was responsible for this. I couldn’t see where they were taking me. All I knew was that I was being dragged away from Nicolas and Liam. The only thing that would help me now was my magic.
I was placed in a car. I felt a seat in front of me, so I assumed I was in the backseat. After a couple minutes, the person opened the door and got in. They started the car and drove away. Nicolas and Liam would never find me. 
“Where are you taking me?” I asked. 
Of course the person didn’t answer. Not being able to see the person who’d taken me or where we were going was terrifying. 
“Arthur, if that’s you, I won’t forget about it. You won’t get away with it,” I called out. 
Still no response. Now that we were driving, I was trying to figure out where this person was taking me. That would be impossible though. I thought of trying to do a spell, but they had planned for this and had placed some kind of spell on the car so that I couldn’t practice my magic. I tried to sense who had me, but picking up on signs was tough. I tried to recognize a scent, but it was as if the person had tried to mask it.
We weren’t in the car long before the car slowed and then stopped. I still had no clue where we were. 
“You can’t keep me like this forever,” I said. 
The person would have to speak to me eventually. Soon the door was opened and I was pulled out of the car. I didn’t resist and walked where I was guided. Running now would likely get me nowhere. Whoever had me was probably big and strong and would stop me before I even got a few steps away. I moved forward. The person guided me toward whatever location we were going into. My anxiety was at an all-time high. The door squeaked open and then the person shoved me through. 
I stumbled forward and then was yanked across the floor. The person pushed me down into the chair, but I still didn’t sense anything. Suddenly my hands were being secured to the chair with rope. This was terrifying. I had no idea what they were going to do. The person pushed me down into the chair, but still didn’t say anything. Then they took my legs and tied them to the chair. Were they going to kill me? My mind went a million miles a minute.

The energy at this place was thick. Someone was trying to stop my magic, but the magic wasn’t strong. I had to give it a shot. I would use a spell and see what happened. It was harder to get the spell to work correctly if I didn’t recite the words out loud. If the person heard me, it might be even worse than it was now. If I was caught I might end up in a shallow grave. I recited the words in my mind and tried harder than ever before. Now more than ever I needed the spells to work. 
I felt the energy around me, so I knew that this spell had to be working at least a little. It was taking all the energy I had to break through the spell protecting the location. I guessed they’d forgotten who they were dealing with. My magic was stronger than anyone’s now. 
I’d just finished the spell when the person walked back over to me. They touched the scarf on my head and then untied it. Fabric fell off my face and that was when I saw her.
Cora wore the red velvet cloak. 
“You’re the one who cast the spells.” 
Cora shook her head. “You really trust your friend, don’t you? I thought if I set her up and left the cloak in her car you would get mad.” 
“So you wanted to break up our friendship? You’re an evil person,” I said.
She cackled. The sound matched her personality well. I couldn’t wait to let Annabelle know that Cora had put the cloak in her car. I knew that the mystery had been bothering Annabelle.
All of this shouldn’t have surprised me. I’d suspected Cora had been up to something, but I’d never thought she was capable of doing this. If I’d known it was Cora I would have taken my chances on running. She would have never been able to catch me. “Cora, what are you doing?” I asked. 
“What does it look like I’m doing?” She placed her hands on her hips. 
“You can’t possibly think that you’ll get away with this. Why are you doing this? Is this just because I took away your magic? That’s no reason to kidnap me. That won’t make me change my mind. You have to be working with someone though. You can’t put a spell on this place. We took away your magic. Are you going to tell me who you’re working with? Is it Arthur?” 
Cora gave me a wicked smile. “I can’t tell you that information, but wouldn’t you like to know.” 
“Yes, I would. That’s why I asked. You won’t be able to keep this from me forever. Your ass is toast when I get out of this situation,” I said. 
For a moment her smile faded as she contemplated her situation. Something told me she wasn’t scared. 
“You’re not as strong as you think you are,” she said. 
“We’ll see about that when I’m done with you,”I said.

I had to get her to talk to me. Maybe then I would find out why she was doing this. 
“Do you want the book?” I asked. “Is that the reason you’re doing this?” 
She looked at me with a confused expression. “I don’t want the book, no.” 
Now I was confused. If she didn’t want the book, then what? The spell had worked some, I just needed to give it another shot. But I couldn’t do it with her standing right in front of me. She would never allow that to happen. 
“Are you going to tell me why you’re doing this?” I asked. 
“I will tell you when the time is right.” She gave me a smug look.
“What better time than now?” I said. 
“Oh, you’ll find out. I just can’t have you here alone right now. I’m waiting for my backup to show up.” 
“You’re waiting for your partner in crime?” I asked. 
She shrugged. “Sure, if you want to call them that, I guess.”
“Well, since you’re committing a crime, yes, I think that’s an appropriate name to use,” I said. 
She briefly turned her back to me. “I’m not talking to you anymore.” 
I didn’t particularly want to talk to her either, but I wanted an answer now. Just then we heard a noise. 
“That must be my helper now,” she said with a smile. 
I was almost positive that it would be Arthur who would come to the door. She went over to the window and peeked out. Then she moved to the door and opened it wide. No one was there. She gave me a cross look as if this was my fault. I had nothing to do with it. I couldn’t take credit for that trick. 
“Maybe you’re hearing things,” I said in a mocking tone.




 
Chapter 26
Now that Cora was distracted, it was time for me to try my spell again. She was standing by the door still looking for the person I supposed was helping her with this magic. Whoever was doing it wasn’t doing a very good job because I could feel the energy dissipate around me. At the same time my energy increased. I recited the words in my head again. This time I felt as if they were working. Cora really had no idea who she was messing with.
Just as my spell increased, the ropes holding my hands loosened and fell to the ground. Then the ones around my feet came off. Whoever was trying this magic would have to get up a lot earlier in the morning to get one over on me. It had been easier than I’d thought. 
I pushed to my feet and went over to the door. Cora was still standing on the porch and she didn’t hear me. Wouldn’t she be surprised? 
Cora turned around and saw me standing in the doorway. Her eyes widened with fear. She knew she was in trouble now. 
When I moved out onto the porch, out of nowhere the bat came swooping down. It zoomed past the porch, diving toward Cora’s head. She screeched out and I screamed a little too. That thing creeped me out. What was it doing here? Had it followed me here? It had followed me to the party. What did this thing want? I couldn’t let the bat distract me from stopping Cora. Now that it had vanished, I focused my attention on Cora again.
“What made you think you could get away with that?” I snapped. 
She moved toward the steps, but I cast a spell her way, making her slow down so that I was able to catch her quickly. 
“Where do you think you’re going?” I asked. I looped my arm through hers and guided her through the door with me. 
“You won’t get away with this,” she said. “The person helping me will be here soon.” 
“Oh, good, I’m looking forward to meeting them,” I said as I led her over to the chair.
Cora reluctantly sat down in the chair. 
“Are you going to tell me who did this?” I asked as I secured her hands to the back of the chair. 
“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she said. 
“As a matter of fact, I would.” I picked up the ropes and started securing her legs to the chair. 
“I can’t believe you’re doing this to a little old lady.” She sniffled. 
“You did it to me,” I said.
“Yes, but I’m fragile, don’t you know?” She flashed me a sad-eyed look. 
“I saw the way you were dancing at the party. I don’t have moves like that,” I said as I backed away from the chair. “Now I know you’re working with someone else since you can’t do magic anymore, so it would be best if you tell me now. It would work out better for both of us,” I said with a big smile. 
She glared at me. “That’s something you’ll have to figure out on your own.” 
I narrowed my eyes. “Oh, I’ll figure it out, and then both of you will be in trouble. I’ll be back for you,” I said as I headed out the door. 
I stepped out onto the porch to see if I could spot the person who was helping Cora. I had my suspicions that it was Arthur—I was just waiting for him to pop up. I was really going to let him have it when I saw him. I couldn’t believe he’d thought he could pull this off. 
Nicolas and Liam must be wondering where I disappeared to. Nicolas probably thought I had taken off because of his question. 
I heard what sounded like footsteps, so I went around beside the house. I didn’t see anyone. He was probably playing games with me. I peeked in the window to make sure that Cora was still where I’d left her. She was fidgeting with her hands, but I knew there was no way she would get out of the ropes. The noise came again and this time I looked down to the tree line over beside the house and spotted something. I was sure I had seen someone.
I moved across the yard and reached the tree line. Silence filled the air except for the slight rustling of the leaves. It was hauntingly creepy. Movement caught my attention again and that was when I spotted Arthur. I’d known it was him who had helped Cora. He turned to the right and spotted me. I glared at him. 
“Hallie, don’t come any closer.” He gestured with his hands. 
Oh, he was afraid of my magic now that I’d caught him. I wasn’t about to do what he said. I moved into the tree area. 
“Hallie, don’t come in here,” Arthur said again. 
Why was he telling me this? Movement came from the right. Jolene appeared and stared me right in the eyes. The glare on her face looked as if she wanted to annihilate me. 
“What are you doing here?” I asked. 
“I came to get rid of you,” she said. 
I looked to Arthur and he frowned. Now I understood why he’d told me not to come closer. I should have listened. 
“What’s happening?” I asked. I didn’t know who to trust. “Arthur, did you place the spell on the house?” Did I really expect either one of them to give me a truthful answer? 
“He didn’t do it. I did it.” Her voice was filled with satisfaction. 
“Why did you do that?”
“We want to get rid of you,” she said matter-of-factly. 
“So you do want the Book of Mystics?” I asked. 
She scoffed. “We don’t care about the Book of Mystics. We just want you gone.” 
That sent a shiver down my spine. The look in her eyes was chilling. I knew that she was serious. They wanted me gone. 
“Why?” I asked. 
“We want to eliminate the Underworld altogether and you’re the leader. With you gone that means the Underworld will be gone.” 
“You’re with that coven. You’ve come back, haven’t you? That was why Cora had the bottle.”
“Nice detective work.” Jolene flashed a wicked smile.
“Why do you want the Underworld gone?” I said. 
“Cora and I have set up our own Underworld.” 
Oh, this didn’t sound good. And I was sure it wouldn’t end well. 
“What are you talking about?” I asked. “You need the book to be the leader.”
She shook her head. “We don’t need your silly book. Are you dumb? Did you not understand what I said?”
“I understand,” I said, placing my hands on my hips. “I think it’s the stupidest idea I’ve ever heard.” 
She glared at me, clearly unhappy with my comment. 
I scoffed. “Well, the Underworld isn’t going anywhere, so you can just forget that idea.”
“That’s what you think,” she snapped. 
Arthur had moved closer to me now. “I didn’t have anything to do with this,” he said. “I came to find you.” 
“How did you know I was here?” 
“I was outside at the party and saw you when they took you. So I followed you here.” He attempted a smile, but under the circumstances, it was hard. 
“Thank you,” I said softly. And I’d thought he was bad all this time. 
She waved her hand. “That’s enough talk for you too. We must go back inside so that Cora and I can finish what we started.” 
There was no way I was going to let that happen. “We won’t be doing that,” I said. 
“You can’t stop us.” Anger filled her voice, sending a chill down my spine. 
Her magic would be no match for mine. Jolene lifted her hand and gestured toward an old oak tree. The energy zoomed from her fingertips, whizzing through the air and then hitting a tree. The branch fell, barely missing my head. 
I scoffed. “Is that the best you’ve got?” 
She glared at me again, and then raised her hand, making the other branch crack and fall to the ground on the other side of me. 
I laughed. “Your aim is terrible.” 
A physical alteration wouldn’t be necessary in order to stop her. I would slow her movements just like I had with Cora. 
“What’s the matter? Are you afraid to fight back?’ she said, teasing me. 
“I’m hardly afraid of you,” I said. 
Just then someone grabbed me from behind. Just like before the scarf was placed over my eyes and I was being dragged away from the area. How had Cora gotten untied? Someone had to have helped her. Where was Arthur? Why wasn’t he helping me? Maybe he really wasn’t there to help me after all. The person must be taking me back into the house. Apparently they really were hell bent on getting rid of me and the Underworld. 
The more I tried to use my magic, the more someone was trying to block me. It wouldn’t work though. They couldn’t fight me off forever. I could last much longer than anyone. I cast a spell as the person was pulling me. Their movements slowed down considerably. I would do another spell and that would probably cause the person to lose their grip on me. I recited the words in my head again and the magic swirled through the air. 
The restraints dissipated by the second. I had to find enough magic right this second in order to get out of this. I broke through their spell long enough to get out of the grip that the person had on me. 
“I can’t believe you made this pathetic attempt at stopping me. I guess you’re having second thoughts about that right now.” I yanked the scarf from my face. Being blindfolded was terrifying and I hated it. 
I spun around to see who had grabbed me. Beth Sallee and Williamina Hamilton were standing behind me, the ones who claimed to have been poisoned also. So they were all in on this together? There had been no reanimation at all. They had tricked me, but now I was onto them and it was going to stop here. They looked stunned that I had been able to get out of the hold. 
“So it was you two.” I pointed at the women. 
“Cora made us do it,” Beth said. 
“We didn’t want to,” Williamina said. 
It was too late for that now. I needed to do more magic so that my spell would stop them from trying anything else right now. They were going to lose their witchcraft powers forever if I had any say in it—and as the leader, I did. 
“What are you going to do with us?” Beth asked. 
I recited the words. “Element of Earth, I call to you. Help me banish the wicked. Give me your power.” I pointed at the women. “Element of Air, I call to you to rid these women of their magical powers.” Energy zinged from my fingertips. “Element of Fire, I call to you for protection from the evil.” To complete the spell, I recited the words: “Element of Water, I call to you for strength to banish the evil.” Magic spun around them. “I’m going to stop you from doing any more damage.” 
“Listen, we had nothing to do with this,” Williamina said. 
They both shook their heads in unison. 
“You expect me to believe that?” I said. 
I had to find out what they’d done with Arthur. I went back over to where Jolene and Arthur had been. Jolene was still trying to get up from the ground. Arthur had been subdued too. How did they think they would handle both of us? They wouldn’t be able to stop us both at the same time. Arthur was trying to get up from the ground. I ran over to him. 
“Are you okay?” I asked. 
He got to his feet. “Yeah, I think I’m okay.” 
I needed to do more magic to get rid of the spell cast on this place. 
“I saw that they had you,” Arthur said. 
“You did that for me?” I asked. 
“Why are you surprised?” Arthur quirked an eyebrow. 
“You have to admit you were acting a bit strange,” I said as I looked over my shoulder. 
“Okay, I’ll admit just a bit,” he said.
“You’re the bat, aren’t you?” I studied his face.
He didn’t take his eyes off me. “How did you know?”
“I finally put it all together. When I saw the bat earlier on the porch and then you were here… I knew that had to be you. Now I think I’ll call you Arthurbat.” 
He grinned. “You wouldn’t be the first person to call me that. I hope I didn’t scare you too badly.”
“How did you get into the party tonight?” I asked.
He quirked an eyebrow. “Are you serious? I walked in the back door. It was too easy. No one even noticed.” 
“What about the conversation you had with the other guest Ben? Who is he?”
“Remember I said I had a friend in Enchantment Pointe?” 
I nodded. “The one you said wanted to open a witches’ bar. I guess that was a lie.”
“No, we do want to open a bar. I asked him to come to the manor because I was suspicious of Jolene and Cora. I thought he could help me figure out what they were doing and then I could stop them and prove myself.”
“That’s risky. What were you trying to prove?” I asked. 
Before he could answer, the women had managed to push to their feet, although they seemed a little dazed as they rubbed their heads. Jolene was stumbling, trying to remain upright. 
“We have to do another spell, this time to make them stop,” I said.
“You lead the way.” He gestured.
We joined hands and recited the words, casting the magic out from our fingertips and over to the women. “Element of Earth, we call to you. The power to stop this evil is ours. Banish the wicked.” We concentrated harder. “Element of Air, we call to you to block the supernatural force from the evil ones.” Continuing the spell, we recited the words: “Element of Fire, we call to you for strength and power to continue our magic.” To complete the spell, we recited the words: “Element of Water, I call to you peace and tranquility. The evil ones can do no harm. Bind them from doing harm.”
The women stumbled over to the front of the house. They had no other choice but follow us now that their magic was gone. 
We’d just reached the house when the hum of a car engine caught our attention. The car raced up the dirt and gravel driveway. Dust and pebbles stirred behind the wheels. It had barely stopped moving when Nicolas and Liam jumped out. They ran toward us, but instead of stopping to say hello, they tackled Arthur, knocking him to the ground. Everything was a blur as I ran over and attempted to yank the men off Arthur. 
“Guys, he’s okay. He didn’t do this,” I yelled a couple of times until they finally heard me. 
As soon as they paused, Arthur jumped to his feet and dashed over to a nearby oak tree. He knocked Spanish moss out of the way and continued on toward the tree’s giant trunk. Once there, he turned to face us, positioning his body into a fighting stance. He still looked a little stunned. 
I hurried over to Arthur. “Are you all right?”
He released a deep breath. “Yeah, I’m fine.” 
Nicolas and Liam looked a little confused and still a little bit angry. 
“Who’s this guy?” Liam’s body was tense with fists clenched by his sides. 
I looked at Arthur. “Actually, I don’t know. But I do know that he helped me.” 
We stared at Arthur, waiting for an answer. Did we have his real name? I wasn’t sure since we’d found the fake name on the driver’s license. He owned us an explanation for that trick. 
“Well, you going to explain?” Nicolas said in an irritated voice. 
Arthur ran his hand through his hair. “Okay, if you want the true answer.”
I nodded. “I would prefer that rather than a lie. You said you were here to open another bar to compete with the Bubbling Cauldron.” 
“I came for a position with the Underworld.” 
“What? You just told me you’re opening a bar with your friend.” 
“No, we want to do that, but I want to work for the Underworld too,” Arthur said.
It’s a funny way to apply for a position,” I said. 
“I’m a little shy and I didn’t know how to bring it up and then all that stuff started happening. I figured if I could help you out then I could prove myself.” 
I stared at him. “Then why the fake name? Which one is your real name?” 
“Rankin. I didn’t want you to think I was using my family name to get a position.” 
I frowned. “Rankin?” 
He looked at Liam. “Rankin. I’m Liam’s cousin.” 
“I’ve never met this dude before,” Liam said. 
“Actually, we’ve never met, but when I found out that you were the leader of the New Orleans Coven and that you knew the leader of the Underworld, I figured maybe you could help me get in.” 
“If you’re who you say you are, then I could’ve just helped you. It doesn’t help to be conniving and sneaky,” Liam said. 
Cora and Jolene caught my attention. It looked as if they might be planning a getaway. I stepped over to deal with them and caught part of the conversation. 
“I don’t know why the spell didn’t work,” Cora said. 
“You really messed this up again,” Jolene said. “Obviously the board members never fell for it.” 
“I never thought it would work in the first place. I mean, making her the best witch ever? What’s wrong with that?” Beth said.
The women looked at each other as if a giant light bulb had just gone off in their heads. 
“We forgot to reverse the spell that made her good at everything,” Williamina said.  
“No, Cora forgot to do it,” Jolene snapped. 
“Me? Why is everything my responsibility?” Cora pointed. “You forgot!”
“It was your job.” Jolene sighed. “The plan was that the Underworld would be so suspicious of her that they would demand she step down. It would make the Underworld so weak that we would be able to destroy the Underworld and create a new one.”
“That is one of the worst ideas I’ve ever heard,” I said. 
The witches looked at me. 
Jolene narrowed her eyes. “It would have worked if Cora hadn’t messed up.”
“Don’t blame me for your failed plan,” Cora said. 
“So you cast a spell on me that would make everything I do great?” I didn’t want to believe it. What was the spell and what was honestly my skills? 
“There was the winning lottery ticket, all the witches turning up to praise you, and then inviting you to the party and following you around there,” Cora said.
“Don’t forget both Nicolas and Liam proposing to her within two minutes of each other,” Jolene added. 
My heart sank. Had they really only asked me because of the spell? I wouldn’t even respond. I didn’t want to hear another word. I’d leave them to their bickering. That explained why things had been good for me lately. Unfortunately for the witches, their magic wasn’t good enough to make the plan work. However, now I wondered what was real and what had been enhanced by their spellcasting. Maybe I wasn’t that great at witchcraft after all. 
After telling Cora and Jolene not to move, I glanced back over at the men. They were still standing at the edge of the driveway talking. The women were sitting on the porch, waiting for me to decide what to do now. Luckily, the spell placed on them kept them from trying anything else. It was like having an invisible hold on them, but it wouldn’t keep them like that forever. 
Liam looked up and saw that I was watching. Our eyes met and I knew what was on his mind. 
Nicolas noticed Liam walking my way, but he continued talking to Arthur. I guessed to give me time to talk with me Liam alone. Though as far as I knew Nicolas had no idea what Liam had asked me, unless they had discussed it in the car on the ride over. 
When Liam approached, he smiled and asked, “Are you doing all right?”
I was worried that our conversation would be awkward now. I didn’t want to lose his friendship. He meant too much too me. 
“I just wanted to…” We both started to talk at the same time. 
Liam laughed. “You go first.” 
I shook my head. “No, you go first.” I really wanted to hear what he had to say. 
He looked down at his feet for a few seconds and then met my stare. “I want to apologize for bombarding you with that question.” 
I wasn’t sure if he was taking back the question, or just apologizing because I hadn’t answered. 
“The magic probably had something to do with my emotions,” he said.
So he was taking back the question. I wouldn’t lie and say that I wasn’t a little disappointed, but again, I wasn’t going to answer yes either, so it was unfair of me for to even have these feelings. 
He was staring at me, then he said, “I have a feeling you were going to say no, am I right?” 
I grinned. “What would you have done if I had said yes?” 
“No doubt you’d make me the happiest man in the world,” he said. 
Okay, why did he have to go and say something that made my heart melt? He reached out and hugged me. His arms were strong and he smelled like spicy aftershave. Maybe I stayed in his arms a little too long, but I kind of lost track of time. For a brief moment, the future flashed in my mind. A pretend future, one where I was with Liam, not Nicolas. It was a good scene, but something didn’t feel right. Was that something Nicolas? Maybe Nicolas would tell me that he had only proposed because of the magic also. I had a feeling that would be the case. 
I felt a stare on me. Finally, I stepped back from Liam. That was when I looked over and noticed that Nicolas was walking toward us. I supposed he had seen the hug and thought that it lasted too long. 
“Is everything all right over here?” he asked when he stepped up. “It looks like you two were saying goodbye forever.” 
I tried to act normal and laughed. “Not saying goodbye forever. I guess we were just happy that this didn’t turn out a lot worse than it did.” 
Liam winked at me. Apparently he hadn’t shared his question with Nicolas. That was probably a good thing. It was something we would keep just between us.
Movement caught my attention and when I looked over, the women were trying to slip away. 
“Hey, where do you think you’re going?” I yelled out. 
The guys looked over and noticed what the witches were trying. They ran with me as we moved closer to the porch. 
“We need to cast a spell again,” I said. 
We grasped each other’s hands. My patience had run out with these women long ago. This spell would be so tough there was no way they would get out of it. Without the guys extra energy, I didn’t know if it would have worked. This was like a showdown between good and evil. 
I started the spell and the men followed my words. 
Bind the witches from all spells and magic. They can no longer practice the craft. 
We chanted the words so quickly that dizziness took hold of me. The energy around was overpowering between us. Flashes of lightning bounced from our bodies and over to the witches. The spell had incased them in our energy. The wind whipped the trees around us, snapping branches and tossing them about. 
Williamina and Beth screamed. Nothing seemed to bother Cora and Jolene though. Anger covered their faces and I knew if they could get at me I would be in huge trouble. But the spell had worked. They were frozen now. Of course the women tried to move, but they couldn’t leave the spell-covered area. The only way out would be if we gave them an escort. That was exactly what they would get… right into the car and directly out of here. They would take a trip to find out their witchcraft fate. 
We released hands and the energy dissipated. The guys and I walked over to the women. I stood in front of them and placed my hands on my hips. 
Jolene glared at me. "You think you’re so good. This isn’t the last you’ll see of us.”
“Yeah, that’s what they all say.” 
Liam and Arthur laughed. Did they really think they would get by with this? 
“Don’t laugh at us. We’re much stronger than you realize. We’ve been planning this for years,” Cora said.
“Obviously you didn’t plan it long enough,” Nicolas said. 
Jolene tried to move forward, but was instantly stopped. The anger came off her in waves. It was a good thing we were able to control their magic. They weren’t nearly as strong as they thought they were. That was a good thing for me. And I’d thought it was bad when people had wanted the Book of Mystics. These witches wanted way more than a book. What made them think they could ever take over the Underworld? Just the four of them. 
Liam, Nicolas, and Arthur guided the women from the inner circle of the magic spell over to the cars. 
“Where are you taking us?” Jolene demanded. 
“Oh, just get in,” Cora said. “We’re not going to be able to stop them now.” 
Finally the guys got the women in the car. It was a relief just to know that we had them in the car now. Jolene shook her fist at me as Nicolas closed the door. 
“Well, she really is a tough one,” Arthur said. “But then again I suspected it all along.” 
“If you suspected it, then why didn’t you say something earlier?” I asked. 
He shrugged but didn’t comment. 
“I guess now that we have them we should head back to Enchantment Pointe,” I said. 
“Why did they do to this?” Liam asked. 
“You’re going to like this.” I smiled. 
“Should I sit down?” 
“Maybe. They thought they could get rid of the Underworld and create their own version.” 
The men laughed. 
“That’s a big goal,” Nicolas said. 
“At least they had objectives,” Arthur said. 
Jolene had to know we were discussing her. She was still glaring at me from the backseat of the car. With the magic still binding them, the witches weren’t going anywhere. 
“Do you know why they wanted to take over the Underworld?” Nicolas asked. 
“I’m not completely sure. My guess would just be they wanted to be in charge. I don’t think they liked the way things were handled.” 
“Well, they should let everyone else have an input on whether things should be changed or not,” Nicolas said.
“I totally agree,” I said.
Luckily, the guys had helped me and we’d stopped them with more magic. It would keep them from doing any witchcraft for a long time. I would meet with the board members to figure out what the next move was for the witches. 
At least it was a relief to know that no one had actually been killed or reanimated. They’d only tried that stunt to attempt to get me in trouble with the Underworld. Liam rode with Arthur and the two women and Nicolas and I drove Liam’s car with Jolene and Cora. 
Nicolas and I had only been on the road a few minutes. So far I’d avoided the marriage topic. As we headed down the road, up ahead we spotted a car pulled over on the side of the road. 
“Looks like someone’s having car trouble,” Nicolas said. “Should we help?” 
“Well, we’re on a lonely road at night… it’s dark and the person is a complete stranger,” I said. 
“We can just see how it goes. We won’t get out the car if he looks like a creep.” Nicolas slowed the car. 
“There are serial killers who look innocent. It’s not like they have a sign that reads ‘I’m a murderer.’ You should know that… we’ve come in contact with plenty of people. Look how sweet and innocent Cora looked.” I sighed. “You’re right though. I’d feel bad if we didn’t try to help.” 
Nicolas pulled the car over to the side of the road. The headlights illuminated the person standing next to his car. As soon as I saw his face I knew right away it was the guy Phillip. 
“That’s the one who talked to me in Enchantment Pointe. He was at the party,” I said.
Nicolas shut off the car and shoved it into park. “I don’t think this is a coincidence. I’m going to find out what this guy’s up to.” 
I hoped Phillip didn’t have something sinister in mind. I thought this was all over once we’d caught Cora and Jolene. 
As Nicolas climbed out, I opened the car door and I got out from the passenger side. I met Nicolas at the front of the car. Nicolas and I stared at Phillip. 
“I’m glad you stopped. Thank you,” Phillip said. 
“What seems to be the problem?” Suspicion was evident in Nicolas’ voice. 
Phillip motioned over his shoulder. “I just have a flat that I‘m changing, but I’m having a bit of a problem with one of the lug nuts though. I could really use some help.” 
Nicolas and I exchanged a look. I shrugged. 
“Yeah sure, I can help out.” Nicolas rolled up his shirt sleeves. 
I watched for a bit as the men worked on the wheel. I couldn’t handle it anymore and I had to say something. Phillip was practically acting as if he didn’t know me. Phillip knelt down in front of the wheel.
“Phillip, I just wanted to ask you a question,” I said. 
“What’s that?” Phillip asked as he peered up at me. 
“Back at the party, why were you there?” 
Nicolas watched for an answer too. 
Phillip stood. “I’m not sure. I was given an invitation, but I never figured out why I was there.” 
“Who gave you the invitation?” I asked. 
“The lady, Cora was here name. She gave it to me right before I saw you that day in Enchantment Pointe.” 
“I should have known Cora was behind it,” I said.
“You told Hallie that you’re a member of the coven. I’ve never seen you before.” Nicolas handed the lug wrench back to Phillip.  
“I’m part of the coven. I just joined last week, remember? You were there.” 
Nicolas stared at Phillip for a couple seconds, and then I saw the recognition in his eyes. 
“Oh, yeah, now I remember you.” 
Phillip acted a lot different now. I suppose my charm had worn off. Things were back to normal, which made me happy. The charmed life wasn’t for me. 
Phillip thanked us again and then got back into his car. Nicolas and I hurried back to his car.  Talk about an awkward ride home. Now we had to discuss the little matter of the marriage proposal. 
“I’m just glad you’re okay,” Nicolas said. 
Had Liam and Nicolas only asked me to marry them because of the spell? I was pretty sure I knew the answer. It stung a little to know that the proposals had only come because of magical influence. 
Nicolas glanced over at me as we drove and I knew he wanted an answer. 
I watched him for a moment, and then said, “I guess you’re wondering what I thought about your proposal.”
“Hallie, I’m sorry if I sprang that on you. I’m not sure what came over me.” 
“I know what came over you… magic,” I said softly. 
“I hope you’ll let me ask you again sometime,” he said. 
“My answer was yes.”
Nicolas swerved when he glanced over at me. “Are you serious?” 
The only problem was at that moment Liam flashed through my mind. What would I tell Liam? What would I tell Nicolas? 
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