
Witch Mystery: Ruby

by S. H. Marpel



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WITCH MYSTERY: RUBY

    

    
      First edition. February 24, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 S. H. Marpel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386177579

    

    
    
      Written by S. H. Marpel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Witch Mystery: Ruby (Mystery-Detective Fantasy)

I

II

III

IV

V

Don't Miss Out!

Find Other Books by S. H. Marpel...

Sign up for S. H. Marpel's Mailing List

Also By S. H. Marpel

- - - -
[image: ]


WHERE I HAD COME FROM, how I had got here, I didn't know.

All I knew were my powers, the one's I knew from my childhood. The one's I'd spent my youth learning and perfecting. Witchcraft that could kill someone, or save their life.

But now I was here in a strange world, different people, unusual customs...

I didn't even know if my spells would work here - or if they burned witches at the stake - or tortured non-witches.

And on top of that I was on a farm of all places. When I though I'd been born and raised on city streets. 

All I had to remind me of this were my high heels from last night's party. 

Not much good on a dusty gravel road, miles from any real civilization...
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I'D KNOCKED AT THE door of this house, hoping for answers. 

Because I'd found myself wearing a black one-piece knit mini dress, an off-white cotton sweater, and a brown wool shawl. But the only spells I could remember were minor ones, like how to change my black spike heels to sensible black flats. Although the dust of the half-mile or so of country road I'd just walked had left them looking more tan than black.

I didn't know why I was here, or my name, or even what party I had been to. I only supposed it was a party due to the dress and heels. Almost nobody but a masochist would want to wear those for very long – especially if they had to walk in them the whole day. 

But what I would give for a brush to groom my hair into something more presentable. While I hadn't seen any mirror or reflection, I could feel by the itchiness and the way my Irish-red locks fell down my front that my hair had been put through quite a bit. Like a windstorm or riding in a convertible with the top down. And I was going to have some knots to work out when I did find a brush.

My feet eventually took me up to this farm-house. Small, neat, tidy. Something out of a fairy-tale book. And my knock at its solid front door  was answered by a strange-looking fellow, who was wearing a sandy-brown tunic down to mid-thigh and mustard-colored pantaloons. Somehow, his dark-brown leather shoes came to points that curled up slightly. I couldn't decide which of us had worse fashion-sense. 

At least his outfit was probably more useful out here on a farm than what I was wearing. And he smelled like craft beer.

“Can I help you?”

“Well, I hope so. And this is going to seem strange, but I don't know where I am. Actually, I don't know who I am, and I don't have any ID with me.” I was blubbering on, my nerves showing. He didn't need all this data. 

That cute guy just looked at me through his blue-gray eyes with a blank look of his own.

“Look, if you're busy or something, I can simply go up the road to the next house and ask there....”

“No, that's fine, that's fine. Come on in. My name is Trimble. And I'd ask you yours, but you just said you can't remember it. OK, OK.”

He looked so nervous, like something had just gone very wrong.

Then I saw her through the open bedroom doorway, an unmoving body on the bed. Eyes closed, arms across her middle and for some reason, tied together with twine. You don't have to tie up sleeping people - and they don't tie themselves.

He saw me looking and turned right away to go and close that door.

"No, wait." 

Trimble stopped with his hand on the door edge, looking at me.

"She's not just asleep, is she?"

Trimble was downcast, that polite smile leaving his face, the worry lines returning. And shook his head no.

I was drawn to walk into that stranger's bedroom and sit down beside the young lady on the edge of her bed. She was wearing a long blue satin dress that flowed down past her ankles, with hair and make-up that made her look like a princess. Her stilleto-heeled black lace-up boots were more for a party than farm work. The patchwork comforter covering the bed beneath made her satin dress completely out of place. And made me think we were more connected somehow.

And I could sense something else. I touched her forehead and learned about that "something else". She was a witch like me. 

But a war of spells was happening inside. So I pulled my hand back a little too quick, before I was caught up in it, too.

Trimble saw that, and cocked his head to the side. "You're not just lost on a back gravel road in the middle of nowhere, are you?"

I looked up at him, and shrugged, but said nothing.

He pulled up a chair to sit nearby. "It's OK. I thought I sensed it when you came in. Well, at least you're not an evil witch, or you wouldn't have gotten as close as that farm stand outside."

"Evil? Wait, why do you think I'm a witch? We've never even met before - have we?"

Trimble just smiled, for he first time since I'd been there. And it made his cute face turn handsome when he did. 

But then I checked myself. That's all I need is to fall for some guy out here in the middle of nowhere, completely powerless other than being able to change my shoe color and style. 

"We don't know each other, do we?"

"No, we've never met before. And I've been coming here for months now. Although I'm not a permanent resident, Beth has told me about most of her any regular customers. Meaning that this was your first visit, or you don't visit much."

"With my memory, let's treat this as 'first visit', OK?"

He nodded again, and I felt myself going dreamy-eyed again.

So I shook my head and stood up, then started to leave that bedroom with the tied-up witch. I couldn't see that any of this was going to help me. Not by getting involved in someone else's magic.

Trimble also stood, and took my elbow with his hand, in a light grip. "Wait."

I stopped. Not that anything was holding me here. But because I needed some help, and he seemed (in a very rakish way) able to help me with what I needed most - answers.

"Yes, you're a good witch. And I can feel that Beth here isn't the only one who's been spelled recently. You're also conflicted."

I shrugged, and looked down. "Story of the long half-hour history of my life that I can remember."

"Well, I'm sure I've been a bad host compared to what Beth would do for you. I'm sorry for everything you've been through today. Come into the kitchen and we'll get you something to eat and drink. Even Beth's leftovers are to-die-for." He waved me to follow him.
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HER KITCHEN WAS OLD-style. Oak table at its center, surrounded by ladder-back chairs with woven-rush seats. Long built-in counters with shelves above them up to the ceiling on two sides, equipped for feeding ranch hands, or processing garden produce. And a window above the sink, overlooking scenic pastures and forest beyond.

Trimble gestured for me to sit, while he walked over to a large industrial-sized refrigerator and opened it. I only got a glimpse at the vast stock of food in there, as well as stacked cartons of eggs and glass gallons of milk.

He pulled out a dishes of casserole, baked chicken, and vegetable stew. Then three-quarters of an apple pie. 

His second pass provided us with plates, cutlery, and tall glass tumblers. 

Finally, he pulled out a pitcher of skimmed milk. "Go ahead, dig in. I know it's all cold, but I can warm anything up you want."

And then proceeded to pull out two more small plates and slide a slide of pie onto each, then slipped them in the front door of the microwave on an open shelf just next to the refrigerator. Pushing the buttons for the timer, he at last sat back against that counter to wait.

All I had been able to do was to settle into my chair while his blur of activity swirled on his side of that oak table.

I just had to smile. "So it's true that you are a frequent visitor here."

He smiled back. "It did take
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