
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

Darkness Revealed

 

by TS Paul


Legal Stuff

Copyright © 2017 T. S. Paul, All Rights Reserved.

Reproduction of any kind is strictly prohibited unless written permission granted by the editor of the anthology and the individual author.

The scenes, characters, and places included in this story are works of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Darkness Revealed, Copyright © 2017 T. S. Paul, All Rights Reserved.

Camilla’s Obsession, Copyright © 2017 T. S. Paul, All Rights Reserved.

[image: ]


Dedication

Special thanks to my wife Heather who keeps me grounded and to Merlin the Cat, we are his minions.

[image: ]


Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Introduction - Camilla's Obsession

Camillas Obsession

Author - T.S. Paul

Author Notes

Acknowledgments


Chapter 1

The last thing I remember was a fireball coming straight for me. Set saved me, I think. Rubbing my head, I jerked my hand away in shock! “Where is my hair?”

Hair, hair, hair. The sound of my voice echoed all around me. Sitting up I could see I was in a barely lit room, rock walls with just a cot to sleep upon. Gone was my dress and even my expensive Louboutin shoes. I was in a rough wool robe barefoot. Rubbing my arms, I could feel numerous cuts and barely healed scratches. What happened to me?

Concentrating I tried one of the very few charms I remembered from my childhood. Like a whirlwind, much of the past few days came back to me. Agatha Blackmore! Her return to Briarwood is what started it all! In my mind, I could see my spell of desperation and the way she blocked it. It was her! She is who did this to me!

“Arrrgh!” I screamed to the heavens and blasted the door with the strongest fireball I could summon. The wood was already blackened from flame and took the hit without a shudder. Already breathing heavy I blasted it again. And again.

“Why!” Disregarding the hot surface, I pounded on the door continuing to scream.

Collapsing to the floor in despair I gazed at my bruised and battered hands. Blood dripped onto the floor leaving little smears every time I shifted my body.

The redness of the blood drew my eye. In the dim light, it was a deep red that sucked you down into what felt like the depths of hell. In that hell, I remembered more of the past. Horrible and horrendous things. Peter. He needed to learn his place. He was a puppet. Someone to see to my wishes and be there as support. He wasn’t allowed to think or reason. That is what memory charms and spells were for. To bend and twist those who disagreed with you. Even your children.

Children. I wondered how my two girls are. Winter is most likely sucking up to that bitch of a niece at this very moment I bet! Fire appeared again at my fingertips, and I threw another fireball. This one hit the cot, destroying it.

Why is the whole world against me! The memories continued to lash my brain.

I saw myself destroying the house one chunk of furniture at a time. Piece by piece by piece I smashed and tore at the things that filled the house I no longer wanted and the town I could no longer control. Peter was just another one of those things. Only Henry mattered, and he was long gone.

Another memory clawed its way to the surface at the mention of Henry. “No! I buried you! I will not remember that! NO!”

Grabbing my head, I moaned as the long-hidden memory broke through.

“I’m sorry Mrs. Fredricks, but he didn’t survive. The crash was too sudden. Henry was thrown from the boat into the lake. He wasn’t wearing a life preserver, and due to his inebriated state was either unaware or unable to swim to shore.” Captain Jenkins, the State Patrol representative, bowed his head.

“No. He can’t be dead! The promises he made to our children and to me.”

“I am sorry, Ma’am.” The State patrolman stepped back a pace.

Shaking my head, no, I grabbed the policeman’s arm. “I need to see his body! Where is he?”

“The morgue I believe.”

“Take me there! Right now.” My only thought was my husband.

Dropping the girls with a neighbor, I followed the police to the county morgue. The building was a dark, imposing concrete structure I didn’t know even existed in our part of the State. Ignorance can be bliss. Captain Jenkins then passed me off to one of the administrators at the main desk.

“Name?” The bored civil servant barely looked up at me.

“Camilla Fredricks. My husband is supposed to be here.” I looked around the room in desperation. He just couldn’t be dead!

“Sign here please.” The man laid a sheet of paper in front of me.

“What’s this?”

“A receipt for your husband's personal effects.”

“No! He can’t be dead! Show me his body. Right now.” I demanded as I threw the paper back at the man.

“Mrs. Fredricks the coroner isn’t finished with him yet. I can schedule a time…” He never finished his statement for he stood frozen staring at me in surprise. I barely remember casting the spell.

My fingers still tingling, I walked through the door that read ‘Law Enforcement Only.’ Henry made promises to me. It had to be a mistake.

The morgue contained only two operating rooms and a very large cooler. A lone white-clad man stood over a still form laying on a table. Medical instruments lay on the table next to him. “The subject is approximately six feet in height with black hair. Slight contusions can be seen along the skull as well as upper body. Incident reports indicate trauma occurred when the subject was thrown clear of the boat he was…”

“Is that him? Is that my husband?” I pointed to the still form.

“Ma’am you can’t be in here! You need to leave.” The doctor, if that is what he was, turned toward me and pointed at the door.

Waving my hand and muttering the spell I froze him to the floor. My only thought was on Henry.

“What have they done to you, sweetheart?” His body was cut open from chest to navel. Henry’s once strong face was crushed and misshapen. A faint odor of alcohol hung over him.

I slapped what was once my husband across the face. “Bastard! You promised me. No more drinking you said. Lies! Was it all lies? Damn you to hell!”

Shaking my head, I cried out in pain. “NO! I will not remember this part. It’s forbidden.” The memories paid me no heed and continued to batter my soul.

As if watching a television program, I could see myself place both hands on my dearly departed Henry and make a plea to my patron God.

“Mighty Set! You promised me I would have companionship. I can’t live without him. It isn’t possible that he’s dead,” I cried out in my grief. In my mind’s eye, I watched as I laid both hands upon my husband's broken body and willed life back into him.

Marcella, my mother, taught me very little Magick before I shunned her ways. But she did instill in me some of the most important rules. Never change the unwilling. Never tamper with nature. And never ever tamper with the dead. Necromancers and those that follow the so-called left-hand path were considered outlaws by the Witches Council. That name carried with it a death sentence. So, the shocked look on my past self’s face was real. My dead husband was no longer bound to the Earth!

“No, no, no!” I pushed the body on the table back down as it tried to sit up. Henry’s bruised and battered face stared at me as a faint moan escaped his lips. I thought for a moment that he was asking why.

My past self shook her head and looked around. The only two witnesses were frozen in place and unmoving or seeing. Henry struggled to stand up. His body wobbled here and there as his animated corpse tried to gain traction on the floor. Unlike the zombie movies that mundanes were so obsessed with, he didn’t desire brains or human flesh. It would be almost comical if he didn’t represent my death. He couldn’t stay here, and our house would be the first place law enforcement looked. I remember seeing a sign that read cremation room.

Dragging a two-hundred-pound man even twenty feet would have been a chore. Having him walk under his own power was almost worse. Zombies don’t navigate all that well.

“Left!” I shouted yet again. Not wanting to touch Henry’s cold body I was pushing him along with a couple of tools that might have come out of my kitchen. The spatula looking thing was useless as a prod but seemed to work to wave him in like I was landing something. The ladle worked to prod him. I didn’t want to even imagine what it was used for here. Fortunately for me, it was dark outside. Only the Coroner and the State Police Captain were in the building. The crematorium looked a bit like an industrial smoker. Put the body in on one end and pull out the ashes at the other.

“Get in the hole. Henry! Get. In. The. Hole.” I pushed and prodded my dead husband to the entrance. He moaned and waved his arms at me. Henry’s motor functions were getting better as he gained more strength. It had to be the Magick’s fault I had to get rid of him soon, or he would be far too strong to do this too.

There was a flat sliding tray that extended out of the hole. Giving the switch a push it slid out on its own. One hard push and Henry was sprawled out upon it. “Sorry Henry. I hate you for leaving the girls and me, but you can’t be seen. Who would take care of the Winter and Autumn when the Council kills me?”

One push of the button and it was all over. I ignored the muffled moans as the purifying flames destroyed everything. The County had yet to install cameras in here, so I was safe. Memory charms were some of the very first spells I learned how to do from my teachers and the two frozen officials never knew what hit them.
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Chapter 2

There was an investigation. I expected that. My neighbors and everyone else for two blocks had no memory of that night. I left nothing to chance, burying it under memories of my children. Even my mother suspected nothing. It was a perfect crime. Except I never actually committed a crime. I just used Gods-given-magick. Shuddering, I tried to cram the memory of what happened to Henry back into my brain. Stupid memory charms! Over and over, husband after husband I continued to see them. Their proposals. Their betrayals. Everything. They all had to die. It was that simple. Finding someone to do the dirty work is harder than you think it is. And of course, the stupid memory charm let me watch it happen again in vivid color.

The ad said “Get rid of the pests that plague your life. Results guaranteed.” According to my few contacts in the local underworld that ad was how you got rid of the competition or anything else you needed to be killed. How I got contacts in the underworld wasn’t that much of a secret. Henry’s former job was that of an attorney. More than a few of his former clients searched me out after the funeral wanting information or items Henry had stored for them. Illegal items. It turns out my sweet and gentle husband was something of a criminal. You just can’t trust anyone anymore. So, went my belief in human nature, which is what brought me to a deserted parking lot at two in the morning.

It gets cold in Maine at night, especially in winter. My luxury sedan wasn’t used to running the heater this much. It was my custom to call taxis or have things delivered instead of driving… Actually driving there. I could hardly see out of the car’s view-screen. Heat from the vents blew warm air at full blast into my face making my eyes tear up. Peering through the glass, I could see headlights. Two dark-colored cars pulled into the lot. The larger of the two dropped dark figures off at intervals at each of the entrances. The smaller of the two stopped in front of my car, this scared me. A woman, alone, at night, in an isolated location, was the stuff of nightmares and serial killer movies. Grabbing my purse, I opened the car door.

Frigid, bitter air ran up and down the exposed skin of my neck and arms leaving frost trails. It gave me the shivers. Carefully I leaned up against the car. The freezing wind could be felt through my parka. Trust me to buy something for how it looks rather than how effective it was. My hands started to hurt, I was clutching my purse so hard. I nearly got back into the car, but the lure of my goal kept me outside. To get everything that I wanted, I needed help. Outside help. Briarwood isn’t exactly the crime capital of the world, and there are too many busybodies around. My breath froze the moment it left my mouth making it appear as if I was smoking. For just a moment I thought of my girls. This would be like a game to them playing in the freezing snow.

“Are you the Witch?” The guttural voice of a man broke me from my thoughts. Standing in front of me were two snow-covered men. Their white outfits blended into the night hiding them from view.

I blew out a frosty white breath and replied. “I am.”

The taller of the two looked at me. Only his eyes were visible to me. “We have rules. Follow them and survive, don’t and die. For pest removal or extermination contact our associates at this number.” He handed me a white card with a number on it.

“In the future, you will be instructed to leave information about the job at a secure location. Tell no one of us. Give no one that number. Ask no questions of us. If we wish you to know something we will tell you. Do you understand?” Both men now stared at me. For just a moment their eyes flashed green. I remember thinking at the time that it was a trick of the light.

This was the moment of truth for me. To get what I truly wanted I would have to eliminate the competition, permanently. I nodded my assent to the men.

“Excellent. What is the assignment?”

Both men twitched as I reached into my coat. The icy air froze my already cold body as the wind blew my coat open. Shakily I removed the envelope and passed it over. The smaller man took it, giving it to someone or something in the car. “How much do I pay you?”

The tall man shook his head. “No. If we require payment, you will be contacted. Not before. Welcome to the Missionaries of Death.”

Both men turned and climbed back into the car. All the windows were tinted denying me any clue of who they truly were.

Driving home my mind was awhirl with possibilities and doom. Who were they and what could they do? The gains from this sort of deal could be endless. My contacts in the Boston underworld spoke of the men I had just met with whispers. They had tried to prevent me from contacting them. Too much of a risk, my contacts all said. But I wanted the best of the best to do the dirty work I needed to be done. Besides, I was a Witch. I had the power to cloud their minds if I needed to.
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Chapter 3

When will it end! My overactive mind is battered by these thoughts. I want it to end! Please, Lord Set let it end. I wasn’t proud of the trick I played on my husband’s former partners.

Henry wasn’t alone in his practice, but he was in charge. Pretty good for a young lawyer. I just didn’t know how good. At least not at that time. The others, of course, came at me. A young widow is an easy victim, isn’t she?

Lawyers. By Set I hate lawyers. It doesn’t matter that Henry was a lawyer or that his death had brought about my new fortune. I stood in Henry’s office looking at the books and community awards on the walls.

One of his partners stepped into the room without knocking first. “Ah, Camilla. Thank you for coming.”

I looked up and frowned. Zacharia MacDonald was the definition of a slimeball lawyer. Henry may have been crooked, but at least he wasn’t a pervert. “Didn’t your mother ever teach you to knock first before entering a room?”

Zack paused and turned toward the door. He laughed. “This is my firm now. Why would I knock in my own office?”

There it was. I shook my head. Now I see why they wanted me here. “Your office? Was there a board meeting that I was unaware of? I was under the impression that you were the junior partner here.”

My stressing the word ‘junior’ made Zack frown at me. “I’m the one next in line. That puts me in charge. That’s why we asked you here. To inform you of that fact. It’s been six months. Time to move on.”

“Why don’t we have this conversation in front of that board. That way it’s all legal like since you are supposed to be lawyers.” Grabbing my purse off Henry’s desk, I slung it over my shoulder. Pushing past the slimeball, I left the room.

Henry’s building was three floors. Henry didn’t like sharing all that much, and the entire upper floor was his. It held a conference room and secret vault. I doubted very few knew about the vault. Below us on the second floor was the boardroom and junior partner offices. The main floor was where all the work took place. I took the elevator down to the second floor accompanied by Zack.

“We just want to talk. Everything is set up in the boardroom.” Zack led the way out of the elevator. He had a smile on his face.

“Let’s just get this over with.”

The room was filled, which surprised me. The partners went all out for this one. The board was a general partnership originally made up of Henry and the other four partners. Those men were here along with what looked like every associate and assistant employed here. Sitting in the corner was Henry’s former assistant Lori Lokitty. It was she that gave me the means to deal with these greedy men. I winked at her when she caught my eye.

“If you would take a seat, Mrs. Frederick, we can begin.” While I knew who Zack was, I didn’t know the other partners except by name.

“And you are?” I gave the older man a sharp look.

“Peter Gan. It was I and the rest of the junior partners that asked you here.”

“I’ll stand, thank you. So, what is it you want from me?” I gazed out at the crowd.

“OK. We thought we would ease into this, but here we go.” Gan held out an envelope towards me.

“This is the buyout package we have put together for Henry’s shares in the business. You will find it is very generous.”

I took the envelope and opened it. From the corner of my eye, I could see the other partners nudging each other and smiling. The check inside was generous. I scanned the settlement paperwork. It was as Lori told me. They wanted all of Henry’s shares in the firm. But they forgot a couple of rather important things. I smiled as I closed the envelope. “Interesting. And I should take this offer why?”

Peter started to say something, but Zack laid his hand on his arm stopping him. “It’s illegal in this country for a non-lawyer to hold any kind of position on a law firm board. You have to sell Henry’s position.”

“It’s not enough. I want you to double it.” I looked Zack in the eye.

“Double? That’s insane. You must sell his position, Camilla. You don’t have a choice.” Peter practically shouted at me.

Since I was still standing, I could see everyone in the room, and they could see me. “Don’t I? Henry left everything he owned to me, his loving wife, and the mother of his children. I recognize that a non-lawyer cannot be on the board of a law firm.”

Both Zack and Peter smiled and nodded to each other.

“But I’ve been offered quite a bit more than this amount for Henry’s shares.” All the members of the board sat in shock.

“What! You can’t do that!” Zack jumped up out of his chair.

“Sure, I can. There is nothing in the charter of this law office that forbids it. In fact, Henry had a running list of law firms that made offers. Currently, this is the high bid.” Pulling out a card I tossed it at Zack.

Both men peered at the card flipping it over to check the law office's information. Peter said something to one of his assistants who stood and walked briskly from the room. Peter spoke first. “Camilla, how long have you had this?”

I tried to not smile. The card was from one of the biggest law firms in Rochester. They had a reputation of being unethical and would do anything to win their cases. The representative that spoke to me said they were branching out and thought Henry’s law firm perfect for their needs. “A couple of months. The offer is still good by the way. I actually showed you the low number. They have mentioned spending at least ten percent more. If you double the offer you gave me, you can prevent the bidding war.”

“That’s highway robbery!” Peter showed the other members of the board the offer from Rochester.

It was interesting to me to watch the reactions of the lower ranking members when the name of the firm was mentioned. Many had looks of disgust on their faces. The assistant returned with a packet of files and set them between Peter and Zack. As she whispered into Peter’s ear, he pulled back and looked at her in shock.

Zack grabbed the files and opened them. After reading the top page, he passed it to Peter. I gave them several moments to freak out before speaking again. “As you can see, I’m not lying. Henry borrowed the money to start this firm from both his family and from me. Do you really think that I would allow him to cut my daughters and me from any future financial dealings? My mother didn’t raise a fool. It is totally and completely within my rights to sell his share to another firm.”

“We can’t give you double. There aren't enough liquid funds in the firm's coffers to cover an expenditure such as this. The very best we can do is this.” Peter scribbled a number on a pad.

I glanced at the number. I ask for ten million, he offers seven. Interesting. Lori was the one that told me how much to ask for. The firm had right at eight million easily available without tapping their individual funds. This much I knew for an absolute fact. “Add an extra five hundred thousand to that, and I’ll take it. If not, I call Rochester.”

Peter and Zack exchanged glances again. “Deal.”

“Excellent.” Reaching into my purse, I pulled out a contract and offered it to them. “I have the deal prepared, actually. Feel free to read it if you like.”

Zack muttered as he took it. “You bitch. You planned this didn’t you?”

“I just took advantage of your sense of superiority and willingness to strongarm me.”

Peter held up the contract. “This is very well done. Who prepared it for you?”

My eyebrows went up, and I just stared at him. Really?

“I understand.” Peter shook his head and gave me a wry smile. “You have to have some secrets don’t you.”

Ignoring his commentary, I scanned the table around him. “It’s a good deal. I give up any and all claim to Henry’s percentage of the firm’s control, and you pay me seven and a half million dollars. For that sum, I will cut off negotiations with Giovana Ponzo and the firm in Rochester.”

Everyone at the table froze at the name Ponzo. It told me that they knew the mob was behind the law firm that wanted them. I began to wonder about who else here was in deep with the criminal element. My plans might need to be changed.

Peter recovered first and pulled out a pen. He wasn’t a senior partner, but he was acting like one, which was very interesting. He glanced at the others and signed my contract. Passing it around he stared at me. “The money will be in your account by tomorrow. Is that satisfactory?”

I inclined my head but didn’t answer him. Not yet. I had one last card to play in this little game, and I needed them all to see it. The document made its way to me after everyone signed it. I carefully checked it over. One thing both Henry and Lori taught me was always check a contract. If it’s been out of your hand's, someone can add or subtract a clause without your knowledge. If you sign it, you’re screwed. On page three I found a tiny notation changing the clause about Henry’s personal property. I took this to mean the contents of the vault.

“No.” I slid the paper back to Peter without signing it.

He looked at me incredulously. “What? This is your contract!”

“Not anymore it’s not. Who changed the clause on page three?”

Peter opened the contract to page three and scanned it. “Dammit, Zack! Get your ass over here and change it back.”

Zack crossed the room and leaned next to Peter’s ear. He tried to keep it quiet, but hiding things from a Witch is never that easy. “We can’t let her have the vault, Peter. You know who some of that stuff belongs to. If they find out, it’s our ass, not hers.”

Peter never once looked at my face. He covered his mouth and whispered back into Zack’s ear. “She may not even know it’s there. Besides, to get the big stuff out, she physically has to remove the door and part of the wall. We would notice that. It’s our building. We can object.”

My expression never once changed, but inside, inside I was cheering. Sometimes you just can’t fix stupid. How and why Henry ever chose to work with these people is beyond me. They were just stepping stones to me on my way to greater power and influence. I would get what I wanted no matter the personal cost. Besides, seven point five million was nothing to laugh at.

Zack practically growled at Peter, but he erased his change and initialed everything.

“I want a quick affidavit made up that he changed the wording and then changed it back. Not going down the road of you people trying to invalidate this contract.” I glared at them.

“Fine. Whatever.” Peter scanned the room. “Lori can you print up a general form. Zack will sign it.”

Lori stood and went out to the outer office.

Zack bitched at Peter about it until she returned. I took the time to scan the others in the room. As far as my limited Magickal senses could tell no one here, except Lori, had even a trace of power. That surprised me. Henry did some work for my mother’s coven. Or at least he said he did. Lori was a known factor and would be coming to work for me just as soon as this mess was settled. My fee was going to gut the firm, and it was only going to get worse for them when I dropped my news on them. How dare they try to cheat me? Everything has a price.

“Everything is changed, and the affidavit is signed and witnessed. Will you please sign and get this over? We all have work to do.” Peter handed the papers back to me.

I gave everything a quick scan to make sure nothing else changed including the affidavit. Then I signed it.

“Excellent. Lori, since you’re up will you please make copies of this and prepare one for the court?”

Turning my eyes toward Peter, I arched an eyebrow. “Court?”

“Just a formality. We will hold that copy in case you try to change the deal. Standard procedure I promise. When are you coming to retrieve Henry’s things?” Peter pulled out a date book.

“I’m not. His office is now my new base of operations. City Council elections are in a few months, and my campaign will need a headquarters.” I smiled at him.

“Wait. What? You can’t do that. We just signed a contract with you buying Henry’s share of the business. That office is now part of the firm.” Zack yelled at me.

I glared at Peter. “Curb your dog, or I’ll take care of him myself. This firm doesn’t own the building. If you check your rental agreement, the third floor isn’t included in it. That was Henry’s and Henry’s alone. Other than the name of the firm, you have no claim on that space. Prying the name off the door is easy.”

“That’s impossible. When I was made partner, Henry told me this building was ours.” Zack turned towards Peter and the others. “She’s trying to weasel out of the contract!”

“Think back, Zacharia. I was at that partner’s dinner as were the rest of the junior partners. What did Henry really say?” My tone held a certain amount of malice to it.

The man to Peter’s left frowned and answered before Zack could. “I was at that dinner. Henry talked about several things, but he said the building was his, not ours.”

Peter’s face took on a look of horror. “If we hadn’t agreed to your price, would you have told ‘them’ about this?”

“No. I would have made a separate deal. I’m not stupid enough to dance with the bear.” Pulling a fast one on the mob wouldn’t have been smart.

Zack looked at Peter. “What is she talking about?”

“Henry owned the building, not the firm. She can do anything she wants to now. It’s her building.” Peter looked at my evil-looking smile. “How much will our new rent be?”

Grabbing the original contract off the table, I replied. “I’ll think of something. It will be commensurate with your treatment of me. Nice doing business with you.”

The entire table and most of the room looked like they were in shock. I expected Zack or any of the others to attempt to get into Henry’s vault before I could move in. Over the past few nights, I had security cameras and a new alarm system installed when I changed the locks. Should be fun to watch.
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Chapter 4

“How long are we going to permit this?” Giovanna Ponzo stood at the doorway watching the coven’s newest acquisition.

“As long as it takes. Her line is very powerful. I wish we had known of her years before rather than now. We could have moved up our plans.” Horatia Lucchese commented.

“No. Those plans, while years in the making, were dependent upon several factors completely out of our control. What use is power if there isn’t a vessel to contain it? Besides, her memories hold many secrets. Secrets and lies that may advance the purpose and goal of our coven. Keep her sedated and put pressure on her to finish her story.” Ysabel Luciano stepped away from the fire-blackened wooden door behind which the Strega’s newest prize lay. She led her two advisers back towards the throne room.

“Has the Dragon Ambassador arrived yet?” Ysabel looked at her security contingent.

“He is just now clearing the gate. His companions caused some issues with the quick reaction force.” The leader of the guards was a tall man with every exposed part of his body covered in tattoos.

“Humans?” Ysabel asked.

“No, Milady. He is accompanied by two Dracaenae. Both are young for that species.”

“Interesting. Those have not been seen in this world for a millennium. Post extra guards in the throne room. Be sure to issue everyone spears and shields.” Ysabel directed.

“Spears, Milady?” The guard captain looked at her with wide eyes.

“You forget yourself Captain Orlando. I will allow you this one break in protocol. But just this one, understand?” Ysabel’s eyes looked as if they could melt steel.

Captain Orland went down on one knee and bowed his head. “My life is yours, Milady.”

Ysabel ignored his comment. “Scylla was a Dracaenae, as was Echidna. If the myths are to believed, they are formidable opponents. Keep your guard up at all times. The Dragon Empire are nominal allies with us. Until our alliance is secure, your job is to protect us from them. As a whole, they are very dangerous.”

The Captain opened his mouth to say something but changed his mind and stayed quiet.

“Speak.” Ysabel cocked her head and stared at the cowering man.

Orlando shook his head no.

“Speak. What is your question?”

Resigned, the Captain asked his question. “If they are so dangerous, why do we invite them inside our wards?”

“You were wise to not speak. That is a question for the Coven only, but I will answer you.” Ysabel paused and gazed at the trophies lining the walls. Almost a thousand years of history was in this room. From humble origins to real power, the might of the Strega was unfolded.

“Dragon kind once ruled this world. There is a reason they persist in our legends. The beings we call the Gods, drove them from Earth banishing them to the voids of space and time. But they have covertly continued to hold influence here. The Gods as we know them are waning. Belief in them isn’t with the masses any longer. The white god still holds some sway, but the old ones scrabble for the scraps. The Dragons seek allies for their return. There is much power in the hands of men. That power must be subdued before they can openly act. Our pact with them will accelerate their timetable. We will get our revenge on those calling themselves Americans and at the same time weaken the barriers allowing our ally access to this world.” Ysabel smiled.

“But that doesn’t explain why they are coming here?”

“Ah, yes. They are delivering something. Our price for the alliance. Nothing is free in this world. Everything has a price. You just must be willing to pay it. Prepare the men, the Coven will meet in session shortly.” Ysabel watched him leave.

“Did you hear?” Ysabel spoke into the room.

“I did. The Dragons are a wild card in our plan. If the book they hold weren't so important, I would advise leaving them be.” Set’s voice seemed to come from the very walls. Even Ysabel shivered when the God spoke.

“Are you sure there is no other copy available?” Ysabel backed up to her throne and sat down.

“There is, but it is protected by forces far greater than you can overcome. The Dragon’s copy is easier to obtain.”

Ysabel persisted. “Is it off the planet like their copy?”

“It is now. My agents were about to claim it in Haiti when it vanished. Someone has been meddling and breaking the rules along the way.” Set almost growled the last part of his statement.

“Another God?” That worried the Strega Queen. The Gods were fickle and very troublesome.

“Yes. Athena has been collecting knowledge for centuries. What her ultimate plans are is unknown. If you see an owl nearby kill it. She has spies everywhere.”

“Yes, Milord. Can we raid her storehouse? If she has claimed it, the knowledge there must be great.” The very idea made Ysabel’s head spin.

“Put it from your mind. The library of Alexandria is protected by space and time. For now, it is untouchable. If we can upset the balance here on Earth, you may gain access. Time will tell.”

“Milord, Set?” Ysabel called out to the God, but he was gone. If the library still existed, it could advance the Strega’s cause more than siding with Dragons. She would have to consult the Oracle and her historian.

<<< >>>

“Why are we here in this cold, dark place?” The oldest of the Dracaenae spoke to the human ambassador of the Dragons.

“Lord Leomaris sent us here. These Witches wish an alliance with the Empire.” The ambassador was human. He had fought tooth and nail up the chain of command to gain the trust of his masters. Fighters that started in the gladiatorial games didn’t usually live long.

“What do they want from us?” The other Dracaenae spoke with a sibilant accent.

“Amongst the books left by the fugitive Sarkany was a work of great power. These Strega wish to use it to raise a Dark Prince. Our master wishes this world to fall. The death and destruction of its inhabitants will ensure we gain control of the system. We were driven out once. That will not happen this time.”

“Yes. We know this world. Our ancestors feasted here.” The oldest of the two scanned the room.

“And we will again. Someone comes, my brother.” The younger Dracaenae moved to stand between the ambassador and the oncoming person.

“Ambassador Dimachaerus? Queen Ysabel and the Strega will see you now.” Captain Orlando stood in the doorway.

<<< >>>

To have a full quorum of all the Strega Witches was unusual. Despite their recent losses in the United States, the women that controlled their criminal enterprise were needed in key positions worldwide. But the alliance with the Dragon Empire took precedence. All thirteen thrones were filled when the ambassador and his guards entered the room.

“Thank you for joining us, Ambassador,” Ysabel spoke from the highest throne.

Dimachaerus scanned the room before answering. “The Dragon leader Lord Leomaris sends his greetings.”

Ysabel licked her lips. “Do you have the book?”

The ambassador smiled. “Of course.”

“May we inspect it before the agreement?”

The older of the Dracaenae came forward with a cloth wrapped bundle. He held it out to Dimachaerus. “Were you aware this came from your world originally?” He spoke casually as he began to unwrap it. “It was last seen by mortal eyes during what humans call the Demon War. It was spirited away by followers of the Dark Prince and hidden. Somehow, one of the few Dragons on this world acquired it and reserved it for his own use. Not knowing the power, they possessed, the American Witches Council passed it to us when I asked for it. Ah, here we go.” The book was now exposed to the light.

It was small, dark, and foreboding looking with indecipherable symbols covering the outside. Dimachaerus held it out to the Strega. “Who wants to look at it?”

Ysabel waved her hand, and Sybil Tomasso left her throne. She served as the librarian and was an expert in such works.

Sybil ignored the monstrous forms of the Dracaenae and approached the ambassador’s outstretched hand. The book called to her saying her name as she took it from his hand.

“I would suggest wrapping that in silk to block the whispering. Items such as that one can be dangerous on their own. But then again, you don’t have to listen to me. Is your group aware of the deal that my masters present?” The Ambassador smiled up at the Queen.

“Enough of it. We will use that book to gain the prize that we want and to accomplish our goals here on Earth. Can you define your master's part more precisely?”

Both Dracaenae hissed as the ambassador moved a few feet closer to the throne. “My master and his brethren wish to include Earth in our empire. To do this, we must control some of the external gates. While a multitude of gates on this planet exists, only a few can accommodate a Dragon. We require that after your own goals are accomplished that you make one of the large gates accessible. That is our only request.”

“Where are the larger gates located?” Ysabel asked as she watched Sybil examine the book.

“In this half of the world Stonehenge, the Hellmouth, and the Garden. Only Uluru, in what you call Australia, and the valley of Shangri-La in the Kunlun Mountains are big enough in the rest of your world.”

“Interesting. The Asian locations are not accessible by our people. The Hellmouth is at the center of a very intricate American installation. Any incursion of any kind will result in nuclear weapons being used there against you. Stonehenge is the optimal location of the three.” Ysabel pointed out.

“You didn’t mention the Garden. Are you not strong enough to take over a small town such as Briarwood?”

Ysabel growled to herself. “You’re well informed. The Garden is a problem. The Blackmore family controls that gate. We have clashed many times with that group of Witches over the years. They are very formidable.”

Ambassador Dimachaerus inclined his head. “It is my master’s first choice, but I leave the final decision to you who are here. Failure to gain access to any of the gates we seek will bring down the wrath of Dragons upon your organization. Be warned.” He looked at Sybil and asked. “Does the book meet your expectations?”

Sybil looked up from her inspections to find all eyes upon her. “My Queen, this is the book we have searched for.”

“Then we have a deal. The Strega will acquire one of the sacred locations and hold the gate for Dragon use. This we promise.” Ysabel stood and gave a short bow.

“Excellent. I will inform my master, Lord Leomaris. Good luck in your endeavors.” Dimachaerus turned and left the room. The two Dracaenae hissed at the guards and followed after him.

Ysabel waited until the group was beyond hearing. “And?”

“It’s the book we searched for. According to our spies, the Dragon killed in California was named Sarkany. His hoard contained many crates of rare books and other Magickal artifacts of great power. When the Dragon Empire requested them, the Witches Council gave in quickly. They also appear to be making deals with them.” Sybil gave the book a stroke as if it were alive.

“Yes. All of our Oracles predict we are entering into a time of troubles. Even the Gods speak of it. We must have the advantage our plans call for. Prepare the ritual. Camilla Blackmore must be ready when the time is right.”

<<< >>>

“Will they live up to the bargain?” The older Dracaenae hissed his words.

“That book is a trap. Its makers imbued it with the soul of a madman. The pages and binding come from the skin and bones of an Israelite general whose name has been lost to the depths of time. He spearheaded the effort to eliminate the two tribes that stood in the way of that ancient kingdom's founding, the Amalekites, and the Midianites. Both peoples were hunted down and killed to the very last child. Making this unknown madman guilty of genocide. If you do not protect yourself, the book will whisper at you. Whether they succeed or not in their endeavor, our master wished that book loose upon this world once more. In the chaos, there is opportunity.”
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Chapter 5

Why, why, why did I ever get married a second time? Or even a third? The many men in my life were flashing before me like billboards on the highway. I used and abused the ones that loved me. Henry was the first but not the last. Harrison French was a nice man in the wrong place and time. All I wanted was a campaign manager. What I got, was a father for my girls and a patsy for my crimes.

A tall, good-looking man stepped into my office. It sounds like the beginnings of a joke or a romance novel, but that was how I met Harrison. I placed an advertisement for political assistants on one of the hiring boards for that sort of thing while I planned my run for city councilwoman. Briarwood was a small town, but politics are politics. If I wanted to run the town and ultimately control the Coven, I needed to get my feet wet. Magick would only take me so far where my mother was involved.

“Ms. Fredericks? My name is Harrison French. Are you still looking for a campaign manager?”

Putting on a smile, I nodded. “Yes, of course, I am. Are you familiar with small-town politics Mr. French?”

“Some. I worked several campaigns in the lower half of Maine last year and in New York state before that. What are your ultimate goals with this? Do you intend to go further than councilwoman or does Mayor or Governor suit you more?” Harrison motioned to one of my chairs, and I nodded.

“Governor? Wow. I never considered that position. For now, I want to stay in this area, and Mayor would be enough. We can discuss the future later if you decide to stick around.” I batted my eyes at this handsome-looking man.

Harrison handed me a small packet of paper. “Those are my references and financial requirements. I’ll get out of your way now. Give me a call when you are ready, and we will put you into office soon.”

For me, it was a refreshing change. A man answered my ad and didn’t try to snow me. Almost every person that had walked through the door today was either a con artist or a shyster lawyer. I had enough of those from downstairs to suit me. None of the other applicants even came close to what this man offered. He was almost too good to be true.

“Lori, could you run a background check on someone for me?” One of the first things I did after taking over this office was to hire her away from Henry’s firm. She was better than them.

“Check out Harrison French. Run his history and previous employers.” I paused a moment in thought. “Check his personal life too. Thank you, Lori.”

Showing up at political events and dinners with a man like that would help me socially as well as politically.

<<< >>>

I blinked my eyes a few times. Why was the room so dark and cold? It was the same room. Where was I? The floor of the cell was cold. So very cold. The remains of what I assumed to be a bed still smoldered in the damp air. Was it my fireball that destroyed it? I can’t remember new things anymore. Only the past, forever the past.

<<< >>>

The phone rang in the night. I was sleeping when Harrison woke me.

“Camilla, dear. It’s your mother. Ken’s dead!” Harrison switched on the bedside light causing me to squint up at him.

“What did you say? Who is it?”

“Your mother. Your sister’s husband Ken has been killed. A drunk driver she said.” He held the phone out towards me.

I looked at the receiver and smiled. Harrison missed it, but it was a smile of delight. The missionaries came through with my first assignment to them. Make it look like an accident I told them. “Hello, Mother?”

“Camilla. You’re needed up here at the house. Ken’s been killed out on the North road. Cappy says a drunk driver clipped him causing his car to swerve into a ditch. Teegan is asking for you.”

Pulling the phone away from my head I stared at it. Why did Teegan want me? “Harrison, can you watch the girls? I need to go to my sister.”

“Yes, of course. Is there anything else I can do?” The tall man was quickly getting dressed.

“No, just the girls. This shouldn’t take long.” I heard what sounded like yelling and blushed. I forgot about my mother and the phone.

“Sorry, Mother. I was just arranging for the girls. I’ll be there as soon as possible.”

“I heard. You could have brought them. Minerva would have watched them. I will leave the lights on for you.” Marcella hung up the phone.

“Old busybody.” I shook my head. She should just mind her own business.

“Did you say something, Camilla?” Harrison stuck his head out of the en-suite bathroom.

“No. Just talking to myself.”

He laughed. “You’re only crazy when you answer.”

“True.” I nodded but added a second part to that silently. Except when the Gods speak to you.

Grabbing my clothing, I dressed quickly. With all my preparations for the upcoming city council race, I’d forgotten about the contract out on Ken. If the Missionaries of Death were this efficient, I would have to use them again.

My big white house was in one of the newest parts of town. Ocean views and quiet streets were the selling points for Henry and me. I grew specialty roses in the backyard as a hobby and for relaxation. My mother, on the other hand, lived on the highest point overlooking Briarwood. According to family history, we were here before the town. Before even the first English settlement in Maine if Mother was to be believed. Witch lore is hard to explain to mundanes. So much of it was kept secret that you don’t know what to believe anymore.

When I was in my early teens, I made the decision to not believe any of it. I wanted to be in charge, but that didn’t mean I believed the BS my mother tried to force down my throat! As a result of my rebellion, she stopped teaching me Magick. At the time, I was ok with it. Who needed to know how to make poultices and set things on fire at a distance?

Sighing to myself, I turned off Main Street onto her driveway. The Blackmore Estate was massive if you included the Garden and warehouses. One of Mother's many businesses was transporting fruits and vegetables statewide.

I wasn’t the only one in the family that gave up Magick, my sister Teegan did too. All it took was a whisper here and a gentle push there to convince her. Why should she be more powerful than me? Once, as a child, I found a book that explained all about covens and such. Inheritance played a big part, and they were like the royal families of old. When our mother died, control of the local coven would pass to Teegan and I. My goal was to just hurry it up a bit.

I could see the house at the top of the hill. Everything was lit up, including the gas lights along the main driveway. As far back as I could remember, the house always looked this way. Change and modernization weren't in Mother’s vocabulary. That was one thing I would change quickly when this was all mine. I like modern things. Technology is a wonder.

Several cars, including Cappy’s patrol car, and what looked like a State Patrol cruiser were parked haphazardly in front of the house. From the parking lot, I could hear raised voices including that of my mother.

“… what do you mean it was intentional?” My mother voice could carry if she wanted it to.

I couldn’t hear the rest of the conversation and that in itself worried me. The Missionaries were supposed to leave no trace. This could be bad for me. I put on a frantic expression and hurried into the house.

“Mother? Minerva? Are you here?” I called into the house as I let myself inside.

“In here Camilla.” Mother’s voice came from the formal living room.

I took everything in with a glance. Teegan wasn’t there, but my mother and the police were. Children’s toys lying scattered near the fireplace told me Agatha was here somewhere. That child was a menace and needed to be sent away. This event might be the ammunition I needed to do it. But first I must know what is happening. “Mother, what’s going on? Where’s Teegan?”

Dropping my purse on the coffee table, I rushed past the officers and gave Marcella a big hug.

“Your sister is upstairs with Minerva and Agatha. Please sit with me. Cappy was just explaining how Ken’s death wasn’t an accident.” My mother patted a spot on the couch next to her.

Cappy took a step backward raising his hands, pulling off his police hat and running his fingers through his hair. “What Captain Jenkins is trying to say Marcella is this, the truck that hit Ken was a logger. It shouldn’t have been on that stretch of roadway, to begin with.”

My complete attention was on Cappy when he mentioned Jenkins. He was the same officer that told me about Henry and one of two, who might know of my Magickal mistake the night Henry died. Internally I cursed myself. It wasn’t smart to leave potential witnesses alive. I still had a whole lot to learn about being a criminal.

“We have logging trucks through here all the time, Cappy. How is that a crime?” Marcella questioned.

The captain spoke up. “Not on that road ma’am. There isn’t a logging operation for more than fifty miles in any direction that it could have come from. Plus, we have laws in this state about trucks carrying that much weight at night without safety precautions.”

“Accidents happen, Captain Jenkins. Drivers get lost and are unable to turn around for miles. He could be one of those. We’ve all seen that before. Aren’t they clearing forest areas west of us? Your argument is very weak.” Marcella pointed out.

“I said almost the same thing. Trucks get lost, and drivers who aren’t familiar with the area screw up. But this isn’t one of those cases.” The Captain paused for a moment. “Mrs. Blackmore, the trailer has Canadian plates. If it was that lost, it shouldn’t have crossed the border in the first place. I have investigative units on their way toward St. Steven and Vanceboro, local RCMP units are already investigating.”

“What about the driver?” The sentence croaked its way out of my mouth before I could stop it.

All eyes in the room turned to me as I cleared my throat and tried to take it back.

“The driver, Ma’am?” Captain Jenkins’s eyes seemed to bore right through me.

“Of the truck. Was he Canadian?” I answered.

“We aren’t sure. He was dead when rescuers pulled the truck out of the ditch. There was no identification on either him or the truck.” Cappy held up his hand when my mouth dropped open to say something.

“There were no plates on the truck cab, and all markings on the doors were scrubbed off. That part is really suspicious. All vehicles have numbers. Manufacturers use them to track parts, and they are required by law. Whoever planned this, wiped them away. All but one. On this particular style of truck there are four easy ones: under the hood, the top of the frame rail, inside the driver's door jamb, and under an inspection plate where a glove box would be found in a regular car. There are also numbers on the engine itself. Once the state gets the truck back to the shop, they plan to rip it apart to start solving this mystery. We wanted you to know the preliminaries, Marcella. Could the boy’s family be behind this?”

My eyes were already wide with shock when Cappy mentioned Ken’s family. They were one of the reasons I had him killed by those idiots! I’m sure the paper trail or whatever it is would dry up, and law enforcement would find nothing, but the suspicion was already there. Damn them!

“Ken was a special case. He came here to what he called the ‘end of the Earth’ to avoid them. We were as far away as he could get and not be in British territory. If they even knew where he was, I doubt they would have killed him like this. They are more of a “show up at your house and challenge you to a duel” sort of group.” Marcella looked over at the captain. Jenkins had a look that kept switching from surprise to one of puzzlement.

“They are Japanese Magick users, Captain Jenkins. They could have killed him without using a truck to do it. Trust me when I say they didn’t do this. They won’t be happy that he is gone. The reverse I think.”

“I’m going to need their names regardless, Mrs. Blackmore.” Jenkins pulled out his pad.

“Ken is short for Kenji Shinigami. He allowed my daughter to keep her name by calling himself, Ken Blackmore. I would check with the Japanese embassy before trying to interrogate any of the Shinigami family locally.” Marcella pointed out.

“I can handle my own investigation, thank you!”

Marcella stood and took the now upset captain’s hand. “Just a suggestion. Good evening to you. I need to take Camilla upstairs to see her sister. Cappy, can you see the captain out?”

My mother held out her hand towards me next. “Come, my dear, let’s see to your sister.”

Taking her hand, I stood up. Nodding towards Cappy and Jenkins, I followed Mother through the house. Way too many thoughts and contingency plans warred with each other inside my head. What are the odds that Jenkins is involved in my life over yet another accident? There is no such thing as a coincidence. Steps would need to be taken. I got rid of Ken to prevent the Shinigami family from interfering with my succession. If he was on the outs with them should I have waited? I needed more information. Fortunately, Mother was taking me toward the one person who could answer everything.
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Chapter 6

I barely recognized my sister. Teegan was curled up into a ball in the center of the bed. A literal mountain of tissues lays piled around her. Judging by the redness of her face she had been crying for hours. I carefully laid my hand on her shoulder. “Teegan. I’m here for you.”

Teegan opened her eyes and stared at me. “Milla! You’re here.”

I grimaced, trying to not let her see my face. I hate nicknames and that one more than others. She knows it too. I sat on the edge of the bed and held her hand.

“He’s gone, Milla. Just like Henry, he’s gone. Why does it have to hurt so much?” Teegan gripped my hand tighter.

“It will be OK. We will move on together, our mother raised us to be strong women.” Ugh. I couldn’t believe I was saying such sappy things. Move on. Really?

“Thank you, Milla.”

Hearing a slight noise, I looked up to see Marcella, my mother, watching us from the door. She had a unique expression on her face. Nodding to me she walked away.

I ran my free hand through my hair. Why did I feel as though I dodged a bullet? Did my mother suspect me of Ken’s death was the biggest question? I loved my sister and didn’t want to kill her. But she needed to go. My instructions to those idiots were she wasn’t to be harmed. It boggled my mind that death-by-truck was the only way they could accomplish this.

The plan I created when I was a teenager was still in effect. Find a way to make Teegan seem unfit to rule as coven leader. If I had to drive her insane with grief, I would do it if it meant the crown would fall to me as the only heir.

“Momma? Momma, what’s wrong?”

I spun around at the voice. My niece Agatha was in the doorway watching us.

“Aunt Camilla, is Momma OK?” The little girl was only a year or two younger than my own children. When she was born, her hair was lighter, more blondish, but as she grew it darkened to more of a brunette color. Influences from her father’s line, no doubt. Her Magick and lack of control worried me the most. She could be frightening with her Magick.

“Your momma isn’t feeling well Agatha. I’ll tell her you came by.” Carefully I pulled my hand away from the now sleeping Teegan.

“Let’s go back and see if we can find Minerva.” I led the little girl away from her mother and out into the hallway. Our old nursery was on this floor. I assumed that was where she had come from.

So far, my plan was working. Teegan was a mess, and my mother was distracted. I needed an edge here. Glancing downward, I looked at my five-year-old niece. From behind Agatha, resembled my own girls with same build and coloration. I’m not a monster. Killing a child is an unforgivable act that would mean a death sentence from both the Coven I wished to control and the American Witches Council. No. This needed to be more subtle.

As we passed the old nursery room, I blinked in surprise. Where was this child taking me?

“Agatha, where are we going?”

The little girl stopped and looked up at me with big bright eyes. “You said we were going to see Minerva. Her room is this way.”

I did say that. I continued to follow along as the child turned back toward the rear stairs.

Minerva was something of a puzzle to Teegan and me when we were growing up. She acted like a servant but was treated like a sister by our mother. She wasn’t. I know this because I checked the house records just in case. A random or missing heir was not something I needed.

Carefully trotting down the stairs, Agatha stopped at the bottom and turned left down the hall. I was very familiar with the house. We grew up here after all, but I didn’t remember this hallway. In fact, I remembered a wall or closet here.

Agatha watched as I touched the doorway and walls. “It’s just a glamour.”

I looked at the young girl sharply. “What did you say?”

“The door. It’s a glamour. You have to know it’s here, or it looks just like a wall. I come here all the time. Minerva is neat.”

Nodding I followed her. A glamour! That would explain how Minerva could appear and disappear at will sometimes. She never seemed to leave the house when we were kids.

“Agatha is that you?” Minerva’s voice echoed up the hall.

“Yes, Ma’am. Aunt Camilla is with me.” Agatha replied.

“Enter in peace and leave in peace. Welcome to my home Camilla.” Just like I remembered her, Minerva stood just inside the doorway at the end of the hall.

Recognizing the ritual greeting, I responded in kind. “Merry meet and Merry part. Thank you.”

“Good. You remembered. Nice to see all those lessons weren’t completely in vain. How’s your sister doing?” Minerva moved aside so we could enter.

“Not well. She’s sleeping, but Teegan's heart is broken.” I smiled sadly in response. Looking around the room, I was blown away. The walls were covered in stuff. Books, posters, musical instruments, and weapons of war were scattered here and there. It looked to be more than a lifetime of memorabilia all in one place.

Minerva smiled at my astonishment. “This is my sanctum. The place I go to get away and to rest. Your grandmother has her office, and I have mine. Please have a seat. Agatha dear, can you grab a couple of sodas for us from the fridge?”

The little girl skipped off to what I assumed was a kitchen.

Minerva sat watching me as I looked around. She steepled her fingers setting them on her knee. “What happened to Ken was a nasty business.”

“Yes, it was. Did mother tell you what the police said?” I tried not to meet her eyes.

“She did. It boggles the mind why someone would set Ken up to be killed. He was such a gentle soul. Both the community and the coven will miss him greatly.”

I looked down at the floor of her small apartment. “Both of our husbands gone in less than a year. It’s horrible.” Squinting I tried to force a tear out.

“It is a horrible thing. There is one strange thing about Ken’s death that the police missed. Ken shouldn’t have even been on that road last night.” Minerva continued to stare.

“Oh?”

“He was picking up a store-bought cake for Agatha’s birthday party tomorrow. Teegan wanted a special ice cream cake and didn’t trust me to make it the proper way. Sam’s bakery is located in town. Ken’s accident was way out on the coast road. Why was he way out there?” Minerva continued to stare at me.

“No idea. I haven’t spoken to Teegan for at least a couple of weeks, I’m gearing up to run for city council.”

“I’d heard that,” Minerva answered.

We were thankfully interrupted by Agatha.

“Here’s a soda Aunt Camilla. I couldn’t find the opener.” The young girl handed us both sodas and sat down on the floor between us.

Minerva stared at her for a moment. “Agatha, why don’t you go lie down in my bed. You have to be tired.”

“OK. Goodnight Aunt Camilla.” Approaching me the little girl suddenly gave me a hug. Shocked, I only patted her on the shoulder.

“Goodnight.” Glancing to one side, I could see Minerva still watching me.

Raising my eyes, I stared back at her. “I need to go. My girls will get up in a few hours, and I need to be there. Thank you for being here for little Agatha.”

“Of course. It’s my job to watch out for your family. It always has been.”

Standing up, I gave her a nod and retreated to the main house. Somehow that woman knew. She knew it was me that killed him.

<<< >>>

“Interesting. What do we know about that one?” Ysabel pointed to the image floating above the seer’s bowl in the throne room.

“Not much, my Queen. According to records, the woman known as Minerva has served the Blackmore family for more than a century. That alone proves she’s Witch born. As to origins, we know almost nothing. The weapons on the walls suggest a martial history, but the books are scholarly. Few Witches are able to perform both functions.” Sybil pointed out.

“Put someone on this. We must know more if we attack. Second time’s the charm. Dig deeper into Marcella Blackmore’s history too.”

“I will send my best scholars to Maine. Should we continue to watch her history so closely?” Sybil gestured to the pile of documents and those that recorded Camilla’s thoughts.

“Knowledge is power. Besides the ritual contained within the book requires that the sacrifice is emptied of all mortal memories. Increase the spells. We need to know everything she has ever seen or experienced. Doom is coming to the Blackmores, and one of their own is bringing it.”

<<< >>>

Half the town turned out for Ken’s funeral. I really had no idea just how popular the man was here. All I could see was the family connection. My research into his family name told me the Shinigami family were a powerful Witch family out on the West coast. That Ken was estranged from them slipped past my investigators.

“This was a nice funeral for a small town,” Harrison commented as he walked me to the car.

“Ken was very popular. My sister chose well. He’ll be missed by many.”

“Of that, there is no doubt. How’s your sister doing?” Harrison grasped my hand as we walked.

Being courted surprised me since it had been so long since my last non-husband related date. “She’s still in shock over the whole thing. My mother has her in hand and is making sure she eats at least. I wasn’t that bad when Henry died, but I can remember the stages of it. It sucks.”

“You’ve got me here now.” Harrison put his arm around me.

I sighed. The romantic spell that Set taught me is way too strong. Harrison isn’t supposed to get this close to me for at least another month. The idea was to foster a workplace romance ending in a marriage. To be a successful local politician, I needed to be married. Just not to a local. Never again to a local. Less trouble that way. “Thanks, Harrison.”

Because Ken was family, we got to ride in the main limo with Teegan, Agatha, and my mother, Marcella.

“Thank you for being there with me, Milla.” Teegan’s voice sounded loud in the quiet car. Glancing about I could see that Agatha was still red-faced and crying. My mother just stared out the window. Did she suspect me?

“That’s what sisters are for.” I reached out to take Teegan’s hand. My mother turned to stare at the two of us for just a moment.

In the back of my mind, I started plotting my next move. The large turnout here wasn’t a good thing for me. Changing the population's opinion of both my sister’s family and me was the most important thing right now.
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Chapter 7

Manipulating people is really easy if you know how. A word here, a comment there, and before you know it, half the town is afraid of your niece. That was my goal, after all. I needed them to be afraid so they would turn to me to fix it. My mother wasn’t making any sort of effort, and those damnable purple squirrels were everywhere!

I sat at my desk contemplating my next move when my mother came to see me.

“Just stop it!”

My mouth dropped open at her tone. Marcella Blackmore was not one to raise her voice. At least not around me she didn’t. “Something I can do for you, mother?”

“Stop this campaign to turn the town against your niece! I know it’s you. Stop hurting our family.” For just a moment it looked as though her eyes flashed at me.

“You have me at a loss. What campaign are you speaking of?” I needed an angle here.

“I’ve heard from four different people this week about how poorly Teegan’s doing and that Agatha… That sweet little Agatha is the one to blame! They all say Agatha is the devil, that she was the one that killed Ken, and we covered it up. The girls at the hair salon think she will turn them all into pink chickens if they mess up her hair. Stop doing this to her. She wouldn’t hurt a fly if it were biting her.”

I looked at my mother. “Once again. Not me.”

Marcella snorted. “Not you indeed. You made one mistake daughter of mine. The bit about the pink chicken. Four people in the world know the truth about her changing you into a chicken and two of them are in this room! Minerva would never say anything to others about us, and Agatha is too ashamed. It had to have come from you. Why?”

I let out a breath. The chicken detail was obvious, and I did overstep on that story. It was all I could do to not shake my head. That child really did change me for just a moment into a pink chicken. Thinking back I could remember looking up at my mother and Minerva. Food was the only thing I cared about as I pecked at the floor.

<<<>>>

“Teegan, you have to see that I’m right in this. It’s for her own protection.” With Ken gone, Teegan was wide open to the suggestion of others. Her weakened state was just a continuation of the grief cycle she was experiencing. I’ve been there. For my long-term plan to work, I needed both her and her brood out of the way.

“I don’t want to send Agatha away. She needs to grow up in a safe place. Like we did.” Teegan shook her head at me.

“People are scared, Tee. They are afraid she will turn them all into bushes or something. Please listen to me here, sis.” I pleaded with her.

“She’s my daughter, and I love her. Go away, Milla. I’ll take her and live with mom before I send her away. Forget it. Just go.” Teegan turned away from me and left the room.

Staring after her, I shook my head. Damn it I need to do something else.

All the way home I ran through different strategies in my head. My primary goal was to eliminate my sister and her demon spawn without actually killing her. Deep down I loved Teegan, but I was the heir, and nothing or nobody was going to stand in my way. The Coven was mine by birth if I could only get the others out of the way. Giving the Coven elders other choices like my sister could hurt me. Ultimately my mother would have to go too. She couldn’t live forever could she?

<<<>>>

“Hi, sweetie.” Harrison reached in and gave me a big hug and a kiss the moment I stepped through the door.

I embraced him in return. “This is nice. Why are you so romantic all of a sudden?”

“Nothing. I just wanted to be nice that’s all.” He looked into my eyes and smiled. I could almost see the gears working in his little brain. Harrison was terrible at keeping secrets. Something was up.

“Spill it.” I cocked my head and smiled at him.

His innocent look lasted about a second before he laughed. “I can’t get anything past you can I? Remember that new job I picked up after your campaign ended?”

I only nodded. That was how we met after all. I hired him to help get me elected and run my office. After I won, he stepped down. Conflict of interest or something is what he said. We were engaged and picking dates for the wedding at the time. A big-time judge in Portland hired him to run his campaign.

“Judge Poland is now our newest State Senator. He gave me the final payment plus a very nice bonus.” Harrison patted his shirt pocket.

“Really? How much?”

“Enough to take you to that resort you were talking about last week. We can get a sitter or put the girls with your mother. I haven’t paid for the airfare yet, I wanted to confirm with you first. So how about it?” Harrison smiled and gave me a wink.

“Harrison, you know I can’t fly. Something about the air pressure affects my inner ear. The one and only time I’ve flown was when mom took us up into Canada that one year. Teegan and I took a hot air balloon for a spin one night. Afterward, I could barely raise my head it hurt so much.” I smiled to myself about that ride. It was the one, and only time Teegan broke the rules and did something bad. The Alicorn Ranch had this balloon you could pay to go up in and watch the herds. Mom thought it was too dangerous and wouldn’t pay for it. We kids stole it that night and went up to the highest setting. The next day neither of us could sit down, but it was worth it. Any spanking would have been worth that tiny taste of freedom.

“OK. There’s a train we could take, or I could charter a bus.” Harrison tapped my shoulder.

“Sorry, hon. I want to drive instead. We’ll take my new car.”

“Really? Montana is pretty far away. Are you sure about that Camilla?”

I smiled. “It’ll be fine. We need to break it in, anyway. Let’s take the girls to either your parents or the Fredericks. They haven’t seen them since two winters ago.”

“Henry’s parents? Do the girls have fun with them?”

“Sort of. They live in Portland in this huge house. Last time I called, they offered to watch the girls anytime we needed someone. Personally, I forget about them. Henry never encouraged me to get to know them.” I shook my head.

“Why don’t you give them a call. That way we can stay off your mother’s radar and let the girls have a mini vacation at the same time. I really want you and I to have a good time, alone.” Harrison smiled and made his eyebrows bounce suggestively.

“OK.” I gave him a kiss and went in search of my address book.

<<<>>>

“Must I really have to watch this drivel?” The Strega commented to the empty room adjoining Camilla’s. In order to monitor someone's memories, the viewer needed to be very close.

Esta Genovese looked around at the bare walls frowning. These cells were used for initiates and prisoners. Sometimes they were the same thing. She could remember the early days of the twentieth century when recruiting a wife or daughter of a mafioso wasn’t as hard as it is today. Too much television and movies. Not every Witch had to come from Corleone to rule.

“Anything?”

Esta looked over her shoulder at the open door. “Nothing. She’s remembering some stupid trip to see Unicorns of all creatures. Would you believe she bought her daughter one of the beasts so she could ride it in a parade?”

Ysabel scowled. “Americans. They are soft, Esta. We would be ripping into their souls and feasting if not for these Blackmores and their World Council! Does she know anything of use to us?”

Esta shook her head then cocked it to one side. “What little she knows about the Coven is old and outdated. She had almost zero interactions with the Garden or Emesh, its guardian. Her memories of him were of a kindly old man that gifted her fruit. She doesn’t even know any of their spells or recipes! What sort of a Witch is this one?”

“A pliable one. Lord Set planned this fate for her from the very beginning. He saw how vain she was as a child and put the idea in her head that she was special. The chosen one and the heir apparent. Unbelievably, she listened to humans and took their advice. She was a ripe plum just ready for the taking.”

“She may not know anything, my Queen, but what you just described tells us a lot about the Blackmores.” Esta glanced toward Camilla’s cell and smiled.

“What?” Ysabel focused her complete attention on her council member.

“They are lackadaisical when it comes to both their children and their Magick. If they were from one of our families could an outsider get that close? Even to one of the mundane?” Esta pointed out.

“No. Our soldiers and guardians would kill them first. Even the boys are watched closer than this one was. Very astute Esta.”

Ysabel left the room to arrange the ritual preparations.

Esta started to laugh because she could see the fruition of all of their planning.
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Chapter 8

Sybil Tomasso, historian and sage to the Strega, sat in her cell staring at the Book of Undying. If it had a true name, it was lost in the depths of time. The art of Necromancy and the strange powers that come with it had been studied and experimented with for centuries. The book was there for all of them. The Dragon Ambassador actually told the Strega information they didn’t have, first, that there was more than one copy of the book and second, that there was a hidden library.

Carefully turning the pages, Sybil wondered which copy this one was. Was this one lost in Haiti or in California? Haiti was where its influence was felt the most and where it came into its own as a work of immense power. Magickal historians liked to gossip about great works, lost scrolls, and ancient masters of the art. Necromancy was one of those topics. The Book of Undying was supposed to be legend or myth. Paracelsus was said to have owned it, as was John Dee.

Dee had both the most to lose and gain from the book. Death if caught with it and acclaim and riches from his Queen if he could give her an army of the dead to fight Britain’s battle for her. Simply owning the book wasn’t the key to it. The holder must possess great power. He or she must have the will and the certainty to use the Magick found within. John Dee may have been a mystic and seer, but he was only human.

Sybil paused for a moment. A cold chill, colder than the walls of the cell, brushed across her body. She looked around checking for someone at the door. Its blackened surface was still bolted and barred from within. The safety of the book was paramount. Turning her head to one side, she listened carefully. Her ears caught the faintest whisper of sound like a muttered conversation in a closed room.

“My imagination is getting the better of me.” She said to herself. Much of the first part of the book was research. Pages and pages of experimental data conducted, written in many hands and languages. Only a scholar could read it now.

The cold chill returned. Icy tendrils crept up Sybil’s legs and back. Another whisper, this time in her ear, caught her attention. “Power.”

Sybil’s head came up suddenly as the word crept into her conscious mind. “Who?” She blurted.

“It could be yours and yours alone.”

Standing, Sybil walked over to the door. She opened it with a jerk and stuck her head outside into the hall. Looking both ways she didn’t see or hear anyone. Only the sound of dripping water echoed in the halls. Stepping backward Sybil closed the door and approached the book. As a historian, it was she who narrowed down the many other choices to this particular book and its twin. Only The Undying contained the necessary rituals of power to not only raise the dead, but to swap souls, and control those that live in the lower planes of Hell.

The book was black as night with runes of destruction and terror carved upon it. Sybil ran her fingers down the spine and over the runes themselves. “Why serve her when you could rule? So many worlds to take. Why not this one?”

Sybil’s eyes almost bulged out of her face. It was true! The book was possessed. Some of the stories about it claimed it could twist weak-minded souls and control them. Casting about with her mind Sybil could feel a very faint spell of both confusion and control. Quickly she stripped out of her blouse and reversed it as she put it back on. Sometimes it was the little things that countered an unknown spell. Reaching into her pocket, she pulled out packets of salt and sprinkled them across the desk. The spell traces faded, and the book was silent once more.

<<<>>>

“The book is very dangerous to the unaware, my Queen.”

Ysabel looked down at Sybil with faintly glowing green eyes. “Then don’t be that way. We are about to undertake the most powerful working of our entire lives, and you are giving out worthless warnings! What do you truly think of this book? Are the spells real?”

Sybil bowed her head. “Yes, my Queen. The book is the one we have searched for. It, and I assume its companion, were made from the flesh and bone of a living magician. Whether he was the general spoken of in the Christian’s book remains to be seen. Great power surrounds it in multiple layers. As the reader descends through each layer of spells, the voices become more distinct and powerful.”

“Voices? What sort of voices?”

Sybil swallowed then looked up. “At first it was but a whisper. I could feel it on the edge of my consciousness trying to get in. As I read further into the book, the voice started to ask me things. Cold chills ran across my body almost caressing me through my clothing. It was a man’s voice I heard.”

“This general?” Ysabel glared at the woman.

“Possibly, my Queen.” Sybil squinted as if concentrating. “There are spells built into the binding that can possess and even steal the soul of the unwary. Only the Gods know how many souls are contained within it.”

Ysabel nodded. “That would make a certain sense regarding the legends. Is the zombie spell included in the work?”

“Yes. It is one of almost a dozen highly advanced calculations. Ysabel, with this book we can change the entire world.”

Ysabel leaned back into her throne. “I know. It is better to divert attention away from us and onto these Americans. Showing our cards now might bring the Councils down upon us. Politics or no politics, they would unite in their desire to destroy us. We must be like the spider behind the picture. He waits until his prey is within reach. Ever watchful, ever hungry, the perfect silent predator. Let the world come crashing down as the Prince fulfills his contract with us. We will emerge to pick up the pieces and rule.

“Catalog the spells and take note of the ones that we will require to do this deed. I will need for you to take one of the corners. Do not worry. Someone expendable will read the final spell.” Ysabel stood and stepped down from her throne. She extended her hands and caressed Sybil’s face. “I won’t allow my best historian to be harmed. Do as I ask.”

Sybil bowed her head waiting for the Queen to leave. She touched her face where Ysabel’s fingers had touched her. Icicles and frost coated her skin. A slight chill ran up her spine. Ysabel led the Strega through the use of power and manipulation. What could the power of the book do for her?

<<<>>>

“Put out a call. All of our initiates are to be at the ritual site in three days, no excuses will be accepted. This will mark the beginning of our rule over the humans and others.” Ysabel made her proclamation from the throne room. Other high-ranking Strega surrounded her.

The Captain of the guard nodded. “It will be done as you have proclaimed, my queen.”

Massima Novara looked left then right. The other sisters of power either looked away or down at the cavern floor. “Ysabel, many of our husbands and other brethren are far away at work on tasks that you set for them. Would you have them drop everything to come home?”

“Yes. I would. I…” Ysabel paused. “We make the decisions, and they serve. It is our way and the way that we have lived for more than a century. If they wish to reap the rewards, they must hold the sickle. This is not a game, sisters. We will change the face of the Earth with this.”

“And if they are late, Ysabel? What then?” Massima asked.

“If they do not appear then they are dead to us. If they withhold support, then they are traitors to us. Traitors will be destroyed. This is the will of the Gods and me. This thing of ours requires loyalty and sacrifice. Tell them to remember that.” Ysabel pushed off her throne and stalked from the room.

“This could be the end of us,” Massima muttered to the others.

“Or the beginning. If this isn’t the goal we have strived for all these years, then what is?” The Strega known as Terza replied.

”We wanted power above all else and in doing so made a deal with the devil. I told you what she was a year ago, but none of you chose to listen to me. Including you, Massima. Now the great work is upon us, and you have misgivings? Foolish. Think of the fate of my husband and pray she doesn’t do that to you. Electrocution is a messy way to go.” Fabiana pointed out.

“Don Auletta was a traitor. Ysabel was just dispensing justice. He deserved what he got.”

“If you truly believe that Alegra, I feel sorry for you. What Ysabel will do when your husband fails to appear will make my own husband's death pale in comparison.” Massima smiled at the smaller woman.

“Enough of this!” Every woman in the room turned to stare at Sybil.

Standing in the doorway, Sybil glared at them all. “Keeping us at each other's throats is what she wants. How better to keep her throne. Ask yourselves this. Who benefits the most from the ritual? Remember your history. The last time a being such as this entered our world, millions died, and a world changed. Unlike last time, we have the power to control him. Do you truly believe that Ysabel is going to share it with you?”

“You should learn when to stay silent. We weren’t prepared for the sheer power of him last time. You forget that I was there to see. Your predecessor reached too far and brought up a Prince. He was not the one we prepared for. The circle was meant to keep him in, not allow him to possess our ally. That is not a mistake we will make again. We have the true ritual now, don’t we?”

“Yes, Esta. We do. But I am allowed to wonder. If the Demon we call is trapped, what incentive is there for it to help us? The last time we did this, we appeased it with blood and power. Why give up the very things that we expect to receive from it this time?” Sybil pointed out.

<<<>>>

“Is everything prepared?”

“Yes, my lord Set. The offering is in good health, and Esta has the requirements in place.” Ysabel knelt in front of the main altar.

“Good. You must keep the others off balance until the rising. The Prince has prepared many servants to aid you but will require offerings for them as well. You have done well, daughter.” Set’s voice echoed in the Strega Queen's mind.
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Chapter 9

“What have I done to you?” That was one of the many questions I cried out to my captors, these dark women and their servants. How was I to know that the men that I hired to take care of business were subservient to these?

None of the women chose to answer. They had come all at once, throwing open the door and binding me with their Magick. I could speak, but not resist. Visions of dark hallways and doors beyond counting flashed before me as I was dragged through their lair.

“I have family, and they will search for me. You won’t get away with this.”

The women stopped and stared at me. I could see the faint glimmer of dark Magick in their eyes. An unholy green light sparked and flashed in the darkness from their eyes. “Family? Friends? You have nothing, Camilla Blackmore. We have listened and learned as the spell you cast magnified itself. Your entire life has been as a tableau. A window into your thoughts and soul that all could see. We know the truth even if you choose to deny it.

“You shunned Magick because it got in the way of your fun. You scorned and shamed your sister. All she wanted was attention and help from you. You were too busy, so wrapped up in your own self that you allowed her to drift lifelessly in the world above. If you had been there, she might not have gotten involved with the Shinigami family. Terrible things are in store for her now. What is this yearning of yours for power over the Coven? Why would they select someone such as you over your niece?”

“The Coven is mine by right. Everything I’ve read says that I’m the heir. They have to pick me.” I can still see the books in my library at home. All my research, all my studies. I would rule the Coven.

Laughter filled the air as the women began to chuckle. “Witches Covens don’t work that way, child. Power is all that matters to them. Who is the most powerful to take the Coven to the next century and beyond? Why would they care about an heir?”

Struggling with my bonds, I answered them. “All the books, articles, everything says that is how it is. It’s my right. They needed to know that it should be me.”

“Stupid girl. Books are written by humans, not Witches. They are tools, nothing more. We watched your life flash before us and wondered. Why would a Witch believe humans over that of her own kind? Vanity. Vanity is your curse, Camilla.

“You drove your family from you until they didn’t care for you anymore. So, you married one husband after another in search of power, money, and that which you could bend and twist to your way. When the men in your life had nothing left to give or were about to gain insight into your soul, you had us eliminate them.

“Five perfect murders. So perfect that even the human authorities with all their science and technology couldn’t detect foul play. If we could get away with them, we can get away with this. They already believe you to be dead. Remember the battle? The family that you cry for left your scorched body upon the grass. No one is coming for you.”

“But… But the God! Set told me I was his chosen. He promised to give me power over others. He said I would rule at his side.” I know what I know. Why else would I go this far, do what I did? They were lying. Set promised me. I can even remember when it was. We were in the library at school.

<<< >>>

“What made you want to teach me Magick?” Running my fingers through Setesh’s  flaming red hair, I cupped his head. I really wanted to know more of this man who swept me off my feet with such passion.

Setesh pulled away from me and turned. “You are my chosen one, Camilla. When I look at you, I see a destiny unfulfilled. You are the one that I need to complete a great work that has been put in place for centuries. Such potential for one so young. You are perfect, my dear.”

Hearing compliments from one such as he made me feel alive. I had been seeing Setesh for about six months now. First as a student, and then as a lover, he taught me much of how Magick worked and its uses.

“Your initial training is almost complete. Soon you will join the ranks of my priestesses.”

We had been dating for several months when he first told me he was a god. At first, I didn’t believe him. Why should I? Anyone that believes such has a serious mental problem. His demonstration of power and the door he took me through changed everything. It looked like a normal door. A closet that you would find in any building anywhere in the world. But when this man opened the door there were no brooms inside. This door led to another world. A place of fantasy and terror. Storms and earthquakes. A place that only a God would find hospitable.

“Am I to be your High Priestess?” That was the job for me. If I couldn’t have the Coven, being High Priestess would be ideal.

Setesh laughed. “Not yet my dear. Not yet. You have a destiny and a Coven to rule first.”

It was all I could do to not laugh. “The Coven. Yes. Ruling my mother's coven has been my one and only goal for so many years. Does this mean you will help me take over?”

“The future is hidden to me. I can only affect the present. You are fated to rule the Coven in my name. That much cannot be changed. What I need from you is a commitment. A joining of our bodies and souls for a greater purpose. One that will bring power and glory to those that follow me and those that have brought about the great work.” Setesh smiled down at me.

A great work? “You will include me in a greater working? I thought you said they were not for beginners.”

“They are not. You need training before you should attempt any working. It used to be said that no magician should undertake any working unless they can understand both Latin and Hebrew. Both are at the core of the human Magickal systems. But we are not human.” Setesh pursed his lips.

“What does that mean for me?”

Setesh smiled. “You have the potential for great power, Camilla. Drawing it out will be the challenge.”

I nodded. In my mind, I envisioned a training program that would teach me what I need to know. “Training?”

“Yes. But not right now. I will come to you and teach you what you need to know. Conquer your fears and settle your affairs with the Coven. For in the future, we will fulfill your destiny.”

<<< >>>

Closing my eyes, I cursed. It was so simple. Set took advantage of my willingness and desperation to learn Magick. He manipulated me for years.

“You see it now, don’t you? We all have a purpose in this life. This is not your death, but the culmination of your life. Through you, we will control it all, the Covens, the governments, and the world. All will fall before us. We will celebrate the gift of your body for the rest of eternity.” The dark Witch stared at me with glimmering green eyes. “But first you must come with us.” She yanked the cord and continued to drag me down the corridor.

<<< >>>

The first thing I noticed was the sound of water dripping. It echoed with each drip. The sound took me back to when I was a child. Mother took us on many trips to acclimate us to our environment and to do what she called “broadening our minds.” One such trip was to Debsconeag Lake. The best part of the small resort we stayed at was an adjoining cave. It was the highlight of the trip and the largest natural cave in the state of Maine. I may have been young at the time, but I still remembered the damp air and echoing sounds of what the inside of a cave sounded like.

The Witches dragging me stopped just inside of what appeared to be a massive cave. “It’s almost time. We are going to cut your bonds. If you run, we will shock you. Are you going to run?”

Carefully I stood up. The wire binding my legs together bit into my skin causing a stinging sensation. My hands were tied in front of me but only loosely. Looking around, I could see very little. The cave was dark and had a peculiar odor about it. It almost smelled like freshly turned earth mixed with what the county dump smells like. I knew this from my days as part of the county commissioner's office. “What is this place?”

“We asked you a question. Are you going to run?” The second Witch asked me.

I shook my head resigned. “I won’t run. Now answer my question.”

“This is our sacred space. For thousands of years, the ancients used this place to worship their gods. The Phoenicians, Egyptians, Romans, and Greeks all were here at one time. Every religion has some subterranean aspect to it. The most recent group to use this place were Christians. They stole it, like much of what they believe, from the those that followed Mithra. We acquired it the same year the Strega was born. If Set had a hand in it, I do not know. Only Ysabel knows that story.”

I could feel my eyes widen. “How old are you?”

“Silly girl.” Horatia Lucchese laughed. “If you had not broken with your mother, you might understand so much more than you already do. Witches with power age slowly. Very slowly. How old do you think your mother is? What did she tell you?”

“My mother? You know Marcella?”

Horatia shook her head in mirth. “The God chose well. Ignorance as well as power. Of course, we know who she is. She has opposed us in the World Council for almost two centuries! At every turn, she fought us to a standstill. Your mother is a queen in her own right.”

I stared at the dark Witch in horror. “Two hundred years? How old do we get?”

“At least four hundred. But you should know this. All Witch children are taught the basics, even ours. The world is far more interesting than you believe it to be.” Horatia motioned to the guards and the other Witch. “I am cutting your legs free. Walk with me.”

The Witch cut my legs free. I could feel the sudden rush of blood seconds before the room began to spin. I breathed a sigh of relief. Maybe they weren’t going to kill me. “What is your name?”

“My name?” The dark-haired Witch looked startled.

“You know mine. I should know yours. Do you even have one?”

“My name is Horatia Lucchese.”

“Lucchese? Why does that sound so familiar to me?” I rolled the name around inside my brain. The way it was pronounced reminded me of something.

Horatia rolled her eyes, and I would almost swear one of the two guards chuckled under his breath. “It was in a movie. One of those that you Americans love so much you play it over and over and over.”

I didn’t watch movies. But several of my husbands were huge collectors of such things. “Which one?”

Horatia sighed. “The man from Corleone. Not the original but the newer one.”

I could only nod. I had seen the original. Who in the states hadn’t? For me, it was as a favor to Harrison, and I gained several business insights from it. Men are very predictable about some things. Mattresses indeed. “I’ve only seen the first one.”

We were walking down a sloping path. Every so often I would stumble or almost trip over something lying on the path itself. It was too dark to see, but it felt like chunks of wood.

“I hate that movie. Our Queen, Ysabel, loves it. One of her nephews was the adviser on it. She forbade me from hexing the producers or director.” Horatia’s eyes flashed red.

I kept my mouth shut. Ahead of us, I could see something glittering. Faint flashes of light projected strange shadows on the walls. “Can I have some light?”

Horatia muttered a simple spell, and a ball of light bloomed overhead. I could see the what surrounded us and was fascinated by it. Bones covered the floor as far as the eye could see. Human skeletons were scattered across the floor. In some places, they were several feet deep. Literal mounds of the dead. At the center of the vast room was an altar. The massive object appeared to be carved from the rock of the cave. I could see faint tracings of letters or figures on its sides. Five stone pillars surrounded the altar with one in the middle.

“It is here that the ritual will commence. Hold still, we must prepare the room.” The two guards led me to just in front of the altar and tied me to the pillar. Struggling, I discovered they switched the rope for chains.

“I said I wouldn’t run. Why chain me up?” This whole thing worried me

Horatia spoke as she set up the altar. “It is for our safety as well as yours. Calm yourself. Your body isn’t fated to die this evening.”

Leaning against my prison, I relaxed. But why chain me?

<<< >>>

“My Queen, it is time.” Esta stood before the Queen’s quarters. She, like the rest of the coven, was wearing ritual gear. Tonight would be a night to remember.

The door swung open soundlessly. “Is everything prepared?”

Esta bowed her head before replying. “Yes. The altar and all five corners have been cleansed. All three bosses, along with their underbosses and leading capos, are present.”

“Good. Inform the guards and any soldiers presently topside that no one is to be allowed below after the ritual starts. I mean no one. Any interruption could be disastrous.” Ysabel appeared in the doorway. She wore a small diadem on her head.

The Strega controlled the Mafia completely. Ysabel and the other leaders of the cult were once the wives and mothers of what was known as the ‘Black Hand’ in Sicily. Originally they had banded together for protection. Women and children were often collateral damage in the many family wars. Natural Witches all, the women secretly plotted the takeover of their families.

Striking the first blow, Ysabel used a magical ritual to kill her husband and gain power. The power she needed to take and control the organizations. This thing of ‘ours’ became this thing of theirs. While families might appear to plot and fight for territory, they were all in the same organization.

“Is the spell prepared?” Ysabel pushed her way through the dons and capos crowding the stairs to the cave.

“Yes, my Queen.” Esta held up her hand in a stopping motion. “Make way for the Queen! Make way for the Queen.”

The men blocking the way jostled and pushed each other ignoring Esta’s voice.

Angry, Esta formed a blue ball of electricity in each of her hands. “Make way or be destroyed!”

Looking back at Ysabel she muttered, “stupid men.”

Ysabel smiled at her librarian’s turmoil. To her, they were but a nuisance. Pointing a finger at the first man blocking the door she said, “Die!”

<<< >>>

Hearing a tumultuous noise, I opened my eyes. The entire cavern looked to be filled with people! My last thought had been one of surprise. The Strega had removed my personal shields days before, so I was unprepared for the sleep spell cast by Horatia.

“Welcome one and all to our organization's greatest day. This ritual will require all of your Magick and will. Instructions have been given. Follow them or die.” Ysabel pulled off her ritual robe and stepped into the circle drawn onto the floor of the cave.

Horatia, Esta, and three other Witches also removed their robes. Like Ysabel, each wore only jewelry underneath. In my mother’s coven nudity is used to show that the participant is completely committed to the work and hold no other attachments before it. I wasn’t sure what it meant for these women.

“I call upon the guardians of the East, lords of Air and masters of flight…” Ysabel held a sword in her hand as she walked the outer edge of the circle. As she reached each point, she crossed swords with the Strega holding the point. I recognized elements that were universal with what I knew of workings. Mother had only taken me to one such working. As the blades crossed, the woman holding the point glowed faintly.

Completing the circle, Ysabel struck the ground with her sword. “The circle is closed. Let all within bask in power and let the ritual be successful.” The entire cavern said the words after her like a mantra. “May the ritual be successful.”

I could only watch as the Strega known as Esta began to draw sigils and runes on the ground within the circle. Each concentric circle meant something different. My knowledge of runes and alchemical symbolism was incomplete. But it kept repeating about something in the circle. Completing the circle’s symbols, Esta moved to the altar and took up a book.

Esta held the book out in front of her. Carefully she began to read the Book of Undying. “I call upon Aradia, mother goddess and queen of the world to aid her followers in this great work.” Esta then began to speak in a language long forgotten by man. Clutching the book in a death grip, she continued to read as she mixed up some sort of potion on the altar.

I could feel the power rising inside the circle. Concentrating, I tried to break through the mental bonds that someone had laid upon me. If I could just reach some of it, I would escape this place.

Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my side. Looking down I found Ysabel there. Her sword a fraction of an inch from killing me. “Stop it.”

With potion in hand, Esta started muttering again. Slowly, another circle began to form in the middle of the room. It, like the others, glowed. “With this potion, I call you forth…” She poured whatever was in her cup over my head.

“Eew. What the hell was that?”

Esta looked up from the book. “Silence the sacrifice.”

Smiling, Ysabel slipped a ball gag over my head and tightened it down around my mouth. I could still breathe, but talking was out.

“Lords of Hell and Masters of the Outer plains. Hear our cry and receive this soul.” Everyone in the cavern repeated the phrase.

It started at my feet. A tingling feeling that was like pins and needles magnified a thousand times. The feeling began to climb across my body until it reached my head. Screaming through a gag is pure torture if you can’t remove it. Then everything began to feel numb. Only the chains upon my body kept me upright. An evil laugh was the last thing on Earth that I heard as two glowing red eyes filled my vision for the last time.

<<< >>>

The chanting in the cavern slowed to a halt. Ysabel stared at Esta. “Did it work? Is it here?”

Esta set the book down on the altar. All the energy had been drained from her body. “I believe so, my Queen. The wards seem to still be up.”

Ysabel looked toward Camilla’s body. Still chained to the pillar it was hanging limply by the chains. “Is anyone in there?” She poked at the body.

“Stay outside the circle, Ysabel. I’m not sure what came through.”

Ysabel’s sharp eyes turned to the librarian. “Do you not know?”

“I can feel… Something. It may have been thrown into shock by the possession. Do you want me to release the main working?” Esta pointed towards the now sagging watchtowers.

“As long as the cage still holds, release them.”

Quickly, Esta walked the circle counterclockwise or widdershins. At each watchtower, she released the guardian. The witches were completely exhausted. Several lay on the ground gasping for air.

“Honoria, check if she still lives?” Ysabel directed.

Everyone watched as the Witch approached the middle pillar, the glowing circle still surrounding it. “If I touch her, the circle will break.”

“Then don’t touch her. Check the eyes. If they glow, we were successful.”

Honoria bent down and looked up at Camilla’s face. If she still lived, there would be some sign of it here. Two glowing red eyes stared back at her.
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Chapter 10

Set was enjoying himself. To quote one of his favorite television shows, he loved it when a plan came together. Fooling Camilla Blackmore and stringing her along was child’s play. She was searching for meaning, and he was the one to give it to her.

The first part of the plan was to separate her from her family and their teachings. To do this, Set had become a student at her school. Carefully, he placed subliminal messages into conversations. Not as fun as whispering in people's ears like the old days, but still just as effective.

He murmured that she was the heir. She didn’t need her mother’s teaching. She was the golden child. All were things planned to feed and nurture her ego. Set further enhanced this by placing a book in an out-of-the-way location to give her even more ideas. The very ideas he wanted her to concentrate on. Heirs don’t need competition. She needed to be the one to eliminate her sister, not him. The Pact of Gods wouldn’t allow him to act directly against a mortal. He needed intermediaries.

Influence over mortals was so easy. A word here, an action there, and before you know it, there is a party on a boat in a lake. It wasn’t Set that put the drink in Henry’s hand. Henry crashed the boat of his own drunken free will. The God only paved the way for it to happen. A good kick in the pants was what Camilla needed to see that her power over the dead was there. That she, out of thousands of Witches, could do the impossible. Who cared that it was a death sentence? Certainly not him.

Phase two of the plan was for her to have closer ties to the Strega. They needed to see a potential recruit in her. Through their servants, the Missionaries of Death, the Strega could watch and carefully push her in the direction that he wanted. Kill your husband. Cheat a business partner. Steal from the city. Build an empire. All things are possible with Magick.

Phase three was getting her here. Into this cavern for this ritual. Everything that happened to her was part of his plan. Even the Strega played their part. They too were victims of Set. Patsies of the New World Order.

“You won’t get away with this Set.”

Set cut his eyes to the right. Sitting on one of the thrones was a small glowing figure. “You should leave Aeolus. Isn’t this place too much out of the way for someone such as you? No breeze down here.”

“You threaten the Pact. This abomination of yours is in direct violation of the agreement you signed with Zeus. They sent me as a warning.” The God of the Winds wasn’t actually sitting. He was floating a mere inch from the surface of the throne.

“Consider me warned. You go back to your masters and tell them they have no right to attempt to restrict me. None whatsoever! That bitch Athena has been meddling in the affairs of men since the pact was started. If anyone is in violation, it’s her. Make her follow the rules, and I will think about it.” Set’s eyes glowed a bright green as his face heated up.

Aeolus held up his hands. “Don’t kill the messenger! I just deliver their words.” With a flash of light, the god vanished.

“Pfft. Gods and their rules. I should never have agreed to any of it.” Set muttered to himself.

“Did you say something, my Lord?”

“No, Esta. I wasn’t speaking to you. Are you enjoying the show?” Set looked down at the Strega at his feet.

“Yes. Revenge is a dish best served cold. Ysabel and the others should never have killed my husband. I’ve waited two hundred years for this, My Lord.”

The God nodded. “Justice is served at last.” Outwardly he looked stern and commanding. Inside he was howling in delight.

“Esta! Help us!”

Both the God and his newest disciple looked up in the direction of the altar. Hundreds of Strega and mafioso lay dead and dying in the cavern. Demons of all shapes and sizes scampered here and there feasting on the dead.

“No. You are on your own.” Esta caressed the small book in her hands lovingly.

The ritual had succeeded. When Honoria bent down to check the sacrifice, Esta stepped out of the circle and left the room. She wasn’t there to see the Demon Lord that the Coven was trying to raise, turn out to be so much more than that. Honora was the first to die, followed by Ysabel. The ritual may have ended, but the inner circle remained open and active. Harborym was one of the Dukes of Hell. Under his command, twenty-six of the legions of demons began to pour into the cavern.

“Why choose this body for me?” Harborym demanded of Set.

“It has Magick, and it has power. Demons are not enough to conquer. We learned that before. Remember? Shock troops and living soldiers are needed to fight the battles. Humans have bigger and stronger weapons to use against your kind. The abilities that you now control can overcome and defeat those that defy us.” Set smiled.

The Demon Duke remembered his last attempt to take control of the Earth and nodded. The weapons brought against the horde were powerful. He could remember the look on that corporal’s face when the Imp he expected to raise turned out to be a Duke. “Much better than before. Are we still following your plan?”

“The Pact of Gods is weakening. Odin, Loki, and Athena have been meddling with the affairs of mortals. Even now some of my brethren and their servants awaken. We must break the bonds of belief and take control before they are aware of our complete plans.” Set pointed out. “Allow your legions to feed and gain strength here and above. The human authorities must remain clueless for a little while longer. I have a singular task for you to set the stage and give us an alternate entry point.”

Harborym licked his lips and smiled. “Where am I going?”

“America. A city by the sea called Charleston, South Carolina.”

<<<>>>

It’s hard giving up everything that you know and dream about, but Autumn Fredericks did it. With the death of her mother and the alienation of the family, Autumn had finally had enough. She cleaned out her bank accounts, packed a bag, and moved. Why stay in a town that hated everything about her? It wasn’t her fault that her mother was who she was. The sins of the parents shouldn’t reflect upon the children. Using trust fund money left to her by several of her stepfathers, Autumn bought a lovely house in a hip growing part of Charleston. The city was part of a government revitalization plan and was becoming a tourist town. There was a new aquarium as well as shopping and museums to keep her interested. This might be the start of a new life.

Knock, knock, knock.

Autumn looked up from her book toward the door. Checking the time she noted it couldn’t be the mailman. She approached the door and opened it without checking first.

“Hello dear. Mommy’s home.”
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Introduction - Camilla's Obsession

Once upon a time, there were two Blackmore sisters, Teegan and Camilla. Both were happy and content to be young Witches in normal society. All it took was a whisper here and a whisper there to change all that and a book was involved. This is how Camilla lost her way. Welcome to Camilla's Obsession.
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Camilla’s Obsession

This story takes place when Camilla and Teegan Blackmore were teenagers.

“Look Cammie, Unicorns!” Teegan pointed to the field across the road.

“Nice. Did you see the library here?”

“Is that all you care about Cam? Libraries? What sort of fun is that? Relax a little.” Camilla’s younger sister frowned at her.

“My name is Camilla. Not Cam. Not Milla. And especially not Cammie. It’s Camilla.”

Teegan made a face pantomiming her sister. “I know, I know. Camilla. Like I haven’t heard it my whole friggin’ life. Mom brought us here to have fun, not to stare at books all day.”

Camilla turned to her sister. “Books are important. As heir, I have to know things. How to run a coven, conduct a circle, spellwork. Stuff like that.”

“Mom’s never said which of us was the heir. You know that! One of the elders told me it was flexible.”

Camilla waved. “Those old biddies? They just say stuff to confuse us. I’ve tried talking to them before.”

“Some of those ladies are my friends. Do you have to be mean all the time?”

“I’m not mean!” Camilla protested.

“The question was rhetorical anyway.” Teegan stepped off the porch and ran for the fence containing the Unicorns.

“Idiot. She will never understand.” Camilla barely acknowledged that her sister had left. ‘Hereditary Witches and their Covens,’ was just too good a book to put down. She found the book in one of the many roadside gift shops they had stopped at on their way here. This was supposed to be THE best Unicorn Ranch and Resort in British Columbia.

“Camilla, where’s your sister?” Camilla looked up from her book into the eyes of her mother.

Marcella looked at her somewhat surly teenager and smiled. All teens are the same. “Did you hear me? Your sister?”

Camilla tried to hide her book behind her. “She’s over there.” Camilla nodded in the direction of the fields.

“Ah, I see her.” Marcella reached behind her daughter and pulled out the book.

“Wherever did you get this?”

Marcella flipped through the book and laughed. “This is very amusing. The publisher isn’t a magical press, it looks like one put out by the mundane press.”

“Can I have it back please?” Camilla frowned at her mother.

“Sure.” Marcella tossed it to her. “The stories that humans make up about us. Don’t believe that stuff. Coven rules and traditions aren’t like that at all. As you should well know by now.”

“I, uh, found it at one of the roadside shops we stopped at.”

“I hope you didn’t spend too much on it then. It’s time for lunch. Come on back inside, I have people I want you to meet. Teegan! Lunch!” Marcella called for Teegan.

Teegan ran across the field and up the stair. “Mom, did you see the Unicorns? They’re marvelous!”

“I did dear. They raise the best Unicorns this side of the Isle of Tir na nog. Later we will go see the young ones at the stables.”

“Can we?” Teegan practically jumped into the air with joy.

“We can. Unicorns are very special beasts. They are one of the very few to adapt to the New World so hardily. Camilla, would you like to see the Unicorns too?” Marcella peered at her oldest child.

“Can I just stay here and read? Unicorns are dumb.” Camilla looked up from her book to look at her mother.

“Of course, dear. We are on vacation. Now come inside and have lunch. You can read later.” Marcella pushed her two daughters toward the door. Alicorn Ranch was the largest of it’s kind in North America and a Blackmore family favorite for many years. The central lodge was three stories tall and could hold over twenty guests. The Magnus family owned both the ranch and the Spagyric Corporation that paid for it all.

Lunch, at least from Camilla’s standpoint, was a trial of nerves. Everything was Unicorn or Unicorn themed.

“Do we have to eat…This?” Camilla pulled the top off her hamburger in disgust.

“It’s beef, not Unicorn. It’s just a name dear. You’ve had burgers before.” Marcella looked over at her.

Camilla made a face. “It smells funny. Can I just eat dessert?”

Marcella shook her head. “No. Either eat your lunch or don’t. No rewards for not eating in this house.”

“Then I’m done.” She pushed her meal away and left the table.

“Teegan, what’s gotten into your sister? She didn’t used to be so... surly.”

Teegan shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. She’s been hanging out with the human kids at school and reading all the time. Can I have her burger if she doesn’t want it?”

“Of course, you may. What has she been reading?” Marcella scrutinized her daughter.

“Stuff. Heraldry, coven history, magick books, just books and things. She’s been sort of secretive.” Teegan dug into her sister’s hamburger.

“Hmmm, keep an eye on her for me. OK?”

“I can try. She hates it when I spy on her.” Teegan reached for more ketchup for her Unicorn fries.

“Do what you can. Thank you, Teegan.” Marcella stared toward the now empty doorway with regret.

<<<>>>

Camilla left the dining hall and went back to the porch to read. Regardless of what her mother had said, this was the book she had been searching for!

“… among Witch families in the British Isles. Tradition holds that the oldest child inherits all things in the Coven. Only the European Covens differ. There, magical inheritance is based upon power and ability. The most powerful magick user is the one that inherits, regardless of birth order. In America, only a very few of the New England groups hold with European rules. Most have adopted the British tradition of inheritance. This author attempted to obtain documentation on the American Covens particularly the Blackmore, Madl, and Carson ones. After negotiations  failed, all attempts were dropped after the memory of the visits were purged from the editors of this book. Later attempts, using legal means… ”

Ever since school last year she had been obsessed with finding the secret of inheritance. Her school was co-ed, both magical and humans went to school together. The Blackmore family was something of an obsession with some of them, and they befriended her to learn more about Witches. They were surprised that as the eldest, she wasn’t the heir apparent. So was Camilla. Asking her mother Marcella, was useless. None of the so-called ‘Elders’ would give her a clear answer either.  The libraries at school and home hid the answer too. Only this book, so far, held the key. She needed to be the most powerful to get it all.

Camilla snapped her fingers lighting a nearby candle. Her magic was just coming into its own. She made a mental note to study and learn. If she was good enough, her mother and the elders would choose her. No way could Teegan as powerful. After all, SHE was the oldest child.

The sound of running feet broke her out of her thoughts. Teegan burst through the door and ran across the field toward the Unicorns.

Camilla studied her. Something would have to be done about Teegan. Something, soon.
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Author Introduction – TS Paul

[image: ]I'm now into my second year as a published author. With over 25 works under my belt already my pace is relentless. Writing was never a goal of mine growing up. I really did fall into this accidentally. My wife and family knew of my love of books and urged me to try writing. It wasn't until an author i befriended gave me a short push off a long pier that i really gave it a go. And what a go that was!

Athena Lee and Agatha Blackmore have given way to over 50 short stories. I write a lot. The future is in books and I'm in it for the long haul. Keep your eyes peeled for new and exciting things coming from me this year. Don’t forget to check the Blog every week for a new Wilson or Fergus story.

I welcome comments and questions on my blog. Follow me on Facebook  or visit my Amazon author page.

I'm excited, are you?

The Federal Witch

Born a Witch Drafted by the FBI! - Now Available in Audio!

Conjuring Quantico - Now Available in Audio!

Magical Probi - Now Available in Audio!

Special Agent in Charge - Now Available in Audio!

Witness Enchantment

Night of the Unicorn

Invisible Elder - TBD

Blood on the Moon - TBD

Child of Darkness - TBD

A Draft of Dragons - TBD

Cat’s Night Out, Tails from the Federal Witch - Audio Coming Soon

Serpent Con

Darkness Revealed - Coming Soon!

The Standard of Honor

Shade of Honor

Coven Codex -July 2017

A Confluence of Covens -TBD

Conflict of Commitments -TBD

Standard of Honor -TBD

The Mongo Files

The Case of the Jamaican Karma -TBD

The Case of the Lazy Magnolia - TBD

The Case of the Rugrat Exorcist -TBD

Cookbooks From the Federal Witch Universe

Marcella’s Garden Cookbook

Fergus Favorites Cookbook

Marcella’s Summer Bounty Cookbook

Marcella’s Autumn Harvest - Coming Soon!

Read and Eat Cookbooks

Badger Hole Bar Food Cookbook

Athena Lee Chronicles

The Forgotten Engineer

Engineering Murder

Ghost Ships of Terra

Revolutionary

Insurrection

Imperial Subversion

The Martian Inheritance - Audio Now Available

Infiltration

Prelude to War

War to the Knife

Ghosts of Noodlemass Past

Athena Lee Universe

Shades of Learning

Space Cadets  - Coming Soon Late 2017

Short Story Collections

Wilson’s War

A Colony of CATTs

Box Sets

The Federal Witch: The Collected Works, Book 1

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 1-3

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 4-6

Chronicles of Athena Lee Book 7-9 plus the prequel

Athena Lee Chronicles (10 Book Series)

Standalone or tie-ins

The Tide: The Multiverse Wave

The Lost Pilot

Uncommon Life

Non-Fiction

Get that Sh@t off your Cover!: The so-called Miracle Man speaks out

Kurtherian Gambit

Alpha Class (The Etheric Academy)

Alpha Class - Engineering (The Etheric Academy)

The Etheric Academy (2 Book Series)

Alpha Class Book 3 (The Etheric Academy) - Coming soon

Anthologies

Phoenix Galactic

The Expanding Universe 2

Cupid’s Bow

Mysterious Hearts

Journal with a View: July - August - September

Non-Fiction

Get that Sh@t off your Cover!: The so-called Miracle Man speaks out

Study Guide and Timeline: The Athena Lee Chronicles
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Author Notes

Writing this story was hard for me. Camilla was the sort of character that is very memorable. She was Agatha's original nemesis. The one person in her life she just knew hated her and would do anything to ruin her life. But I still wanted a good story. Just killing her off didn't advance the plot or make things interesting later on.

If you are a fan of my work, you might have noticed I plan things. It's the little details that make my stories fun. It took me over a week to write the last three chapters. Figuring out who to kill, how to do it, and why took the longest time. My wife Heather was the biggest help for this. She is the one that gave me the idea for the ending.

The only problem is now I have to write about the second Demon war. Expect a mini-series on that topic sometime next year. I'm kicking around the plots and cover ideas now in the very small amount of spare time I have.

Up next is Invisible Elder. My plan is to start work on it this week. Most of my historical research is already completed. Also, expect several more cookbooks and some really cool short stories over the next couple of months. My co-writer, Taki Drake, and I have been working hard on them. My other co-writer, Bradford Bates, is hard at work too. The first offering from him is titled The Wild Hunt. Expect it this winter.

Keep in touch. Find me on Facebook , Bookbub, and my website for more information.

Thanks, TS
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