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Final Circle

Ancestor’s Enchantment Trilogy

Book 3

By Jacqueline Paige 

Wes had been part of many rituals and spells, even a few darker-than-he-should moments in college and beyond, but tonight, this was a first for him, and at this moment, he wasn’t sure if it was a good one or otherwise. He watched the three women read from their journals, and then he could smell the musky scent of damp earth, which was impossible. 

When he closed his eyes to assess why he would do that, he felt a tingle move over his whole body. When he opened his eyes, he was no longer in the warehouse but was standing in the middle of a bush in the dark, without anything but the brilliant light from the full moon to light it. Ann had brought them with the women. These memories weren’t his, he shouldn’t be able to be here. He glanced down at the lake and could see the six girls standing there. It was impossible, but it was the six ancestors that had changed the flow of all magic since. He was seeing the night Alana cast their magic forward. But how?  This couldn’t actually be happening, he had to be dreaming.

He glanced to his left, and there stood a man who looked so much like Leland that he could have been his twin; his manner of dress was the only thing that told him it was not him. Jerking his chin in the other direction, he looked at the man on his right, it was a Mitch look-alike.  When he turned and looked at him, he could see the disbelief in his eyes.

“Ann brought all of us.” The man on his left said.

“Our ancestors...” 

Wes shook his head to silence Mitch or the man who looked like him; they needed to focus on the women. 

The girl that stood closest to their location looked right at them. Note us and aid if we have need. Her feminine voice was inside his head. He cocked his head to the side and looked at her again. I bind us three to three for all of the ages to fall upon us when this darkness returns once more. His eyes bulged as her words registered. What had she just done?

The one girl standing on the edge of the lake took the hand of each beside her. He knew it was Alana, and the other two were Eden and Bridget. Their resemblance to the women he worked with was uncanny. The hair on his arms raised, and he could feel the power suddenly moving in the air around them. 
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Putting the incense out, Ann flopped back on the oversized pillows that took up a large portion of the room. Nothing she tried this afternoon was working to quell the uneasy feeling that had been plaguing her for the last few days. “I don’t need this.” She sighed. “It’s been years of nothing, and now, for the past few months, I have had to fight this constantly.” Huffing out a breath, she sat up and looked around the room. It was meant to be a spare bedroom, but she’d turned it into her quiet space. It was filled with candles, pillows, and various items that made her feel at peace—none of it was working today. She rubbed her hand against the palm of the other one and then paused, it was itching, yet burning— Looking down at it, her eyes rounded. “No.” On the palm of her left hand was a scar. It hadn’t been there an hour ago.  Scrambling to her feet, she yanked her long skirt up and ran out to where she’d left her bag. “Scar. There’s something—” Pulling out the journal, she flipped through the pages. 

The whole first part of the book was miles and miles of relatives, any female born to her family in over three hundred years. Finding where the notes began, she skimmed down them with her finger. The writing was looking faded, and at some point, she was going to have to rewrite the entries. Maybe she’d print them out and seal them so they couldn’t fade. Then again, it wouldn’t have the same meaning as the handwriting. “Scar.” She stopped and went back a page and read the entry. It was one of the first. “Scored our palms.” She slapped the book closed. “It’s happening.” She bit her lip and hugged the book to her chest. “I won’t be able to block it out now.” Closing her eyes, she let her chin drop toward her chest. 

Opening her eyes, she looked at her hand again. The scar was darker and ugly looking, and it itched like crazy. “Why now?” Setting the book down beside her bag, she turned on her heel and went back to her little room. It wasn’t just for quiet, it had a dual purpose. She just didn’t require the other use often. Moving the candles, she pulled the cover off the large trunk and opened it. 

Inside were many magical tools, her grandmother’s words, not hers. She dug around in them until she found the right dish and candle. “I’ll need a map.” Turning around, she wondered where she’d put the map she’d used before when locating something. Spotting it on the shelf, she went over and got it. 

Kneeling beside the pillows, she spread the map out and set the bowl down. “What else?” She stood up and went over to the cupboard. “Sage, always sage.” Picking up the container, she stared at the cabinet, trying to decide what medium she should use. “Salt. Can’t go wrong there.” Adding that to her other hand, she grabbed the lighter, went back over, and sat down. The sound of rain suddenly pelting the window had her pause and look outside. “Lovely. A short jaunt in a torrential downpour, just what I wanted to do my Sunday evening.”

Settling down, she took a few deep breaths and centered herself. “If what I think is going on is this—” She looked at her palm. “—scar is the key.”  Nodding to herself, she set the candle in the bowl and then lit it. Taking a few leaves of sage, she lit them and then blew on them, so they were smoking and not on fire. She dropped those in the bowl with the candle and poured some salt into her right hand. 

Looking at her left hand, she held her right one over the map. “Show me where those that bear these scars are. Take me there.” She sprinkled some of the salt onto the map. “Show me.” She whispered and leaned over the map. The grains started to move, but not enough that would give her a location. “Show me where the descendants of Alana and Eden are. Take me there.” The salt moved over the map and then stopped for a second. “Show me where their power is right now.” She held her breath when the salt spread out and made a circle on the map. “Ridgeway Park. What are you up to?” She blew out the candle. “Thank you.”  

Getting up, she glanced at the map again. “Time to go tell them that this is not happening, not in my lifetime.” She stomped to the closet and pulled out a long waterproof jacket and some cute rubber boots. 

Being aware of the magic that had changed everything and messed up her life at the same time, but she’d come up with a plan years before. She’d been around fifteen when she’d decided to hide her magic and wait out the spell cast so long ago. If she didn’t have a child of her own, then it would never happen. No descendant meant no epic magical battle could take place. All they had to do was wait it out until her life had been lived. Simple. Now someone was messing up her plan. 

She ran to her car and cursed for not grabbing a jacket with a hood. Her hair was drenched. She knew Teegan and Kat were the other two. She also knew that Leland, Wes, and now, Mitchell were also from magic. She’d known about Celia and Bonnie, even though she didn’t hold much fear in what the undecided Bonnie could do. She suspected Liset was also one of the females expected to do evil things but wasn’t positive because the trace she picked up near her was so faint. It gave her hope that now was not the time.

Turning onto the next street, she turned the wipers up. “Now was not supposed to be the time.”

She turned the corner a little faster than she should have, and her car slid and bounced against the curb at the park entrance. At least the rain would make it so fewer people were wandering around. The pit of her stomach tensed. Strong waves from magic were hitting her. “Great. Just great.” She growled, jammed the gearshift into park, and turned off her car. 

Grabbing her bag, she opened the door and stepped out into the storm. She paused when she saw the rain was making a strange pattern on the other side of the trees. “If they’re just out here playing in the raindrops, I’m going to be so miffed.”

She stomped in that direction, her boots making slurping sounds in the puddles. 

There they were, under the gazebo. All of them were there. She glared at them and then turned her attention to Wes. How did he even look good when he was soaked? When she’d first come to work at the company, she’d had daydreams of the two of them having perfect blond babies. Of course, that could never happen, not unless someone guaranteed any child she ever had would be a male. 

Her skirt was soaked and wrapped around her legs. She jerked it up and kept going. When she reached the gazebo, she growled, “Whatever the lot of you are doing—” She flipped her long hair back from her face. “—you can just stop now.” She scowled at Leland, wondering if he was responsible. 

“Ann?” Kat looked at her and then at Teegan. “What...”

“This,” Ann held up her hand, “—just appeared on my hand.” She glanced at it and then held it out for them to see, “and it wasn’t pleasant.”

Kat stared at her hand and then looked down at her own.

“Wait.” Wes shook his head, “how did you find us?”

Turning, she looked at him, letting her feelings of loathing this moment show on her face. “I followed the power.” She scoffed. “How else would I?”

Wes and Leland gave each other a long look before Wes turned back to her. “You know?”

Groaning, Ann lifted her bag and dug around to find the book. “Yes, I know.”

“How?”

She pulled out a worn, tattered journal and went over to Wes; she slapped it against his chest. “This.”

Wes caught the book before it fell to the ground and opened it. He’s brows creased as he flipped through a few pages. “It’s every female relative in your line.” He glanced at Leland. “All the way back to Bridget.”

“Yes.” Ann took a deep breath and smoothed her hair back from her face. “Bridget, who made sure every female offspring since she drew breath would remember. Everything.” She looped the bag over her forearm and put her hands on her hips. “I’ve spent a lot of energy keeping the magic tucked away and was succeeding until recently. What the hell is going on?”
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Ann accepted the tea from Wes and gave a friendly smile. Even as perturbed as she was, she still smiled at his pretty god-like face. It had always been like that with him. Even when she wanted blood over something, all he had to do was smile, and she had no spine at all. It was maddening, and she loathed being weak in anything.

They’d decided to come to this cute coffee shop instead of standing out in the rain. She was warmer and drying off, but what they’d done to her perfect life plan wasn’t going to be cured by a warm cup of tea. She had made a lot of sacrifices throughout the years to move toward the end game, and now it was all for nothing.

Wes cleared his throat to get her attention. She looked at him and cupped the warm drink between her palms. “To answer the question that’s all over your face, I’ve known since I was a child.” She leaned closer and lowered her voice. “Do you have any idea how annoying it is to have some dead teenage witch chanting in your head your entire life?”

He shook his head. “How though? We believe that Alana’s spell made it so you don’t remember until it’s time.”

Ann shrugged. “Bridget’s relations, remember.” She sat back and took the book out of her bag again. “It’s in here, after the list of names.” She tapped it. “Names I was going to make certain ended with mine.”

“You were going to try to stop it?” Leland sat down and set the tea in front of Teegan.

“I thought if there were no more after me, then it couldn’t happen.”

Mitch shrugged out of his coat and put it on the back of the chair. “Every descendant would have to do that—” He looked at the bottle of water the waitress had set down. “A distant cousin, even far removed, could have possibly ended up with the gift.”

“It was worth a shot.” Ann sat back, “but now that all of you have mucked that up, I guess it doesn’t matter.”

“We didn’t want to muck up anything.” Teegan blew on the hot liquid. “Although knowing I’m not going crazy is nice.”

Ann realized what she was talking about and felt bad she’d only been thinking about herself.  “Your dreams weren’t dreams,” she sighed, “it was the spell.”

Teegan nodded.

Ann looked at Kat, “I knew your dream was our relatives. I just hoped it wasn’t going to turn into anything.”

“You knew?” Kat leaned so far onto the table that she may as well have been lying on it. “You could have given me a heads up.”

Ann smiled. “And say what? You have an ancestor’s magic trying to get out.?” Leaning back, she looked at each one sitting there. “It’s happening, isn’t it? Celia vanished...”

“Oh, she’s not far—” Wes nodded his head slowly. “She’s staying nearby and waiting.”

“Waiting?” Ann cocked an eyebrow, hoping he wasn’t going to say what she thought he was. 

“For Bonnie and,” Teegan glanced at Leland, a hesitant look on her face.

“Liset.” Ann supplied for her. “Bonnie and Liset.” She shrugged. “They hold magic, and I guess if they’re not with us...”

“They’re against us,” Kat said and then grinned. “Bonnie is on hold for now.”

“Is that what was happening tonight?” She pursed her lips. “I wondered if it would be a one-on-one thing.”

“It has been up until now, but if Liset and Bonnie can release Celia’s magic...”

She stopped Mitch with a look. “We’ll have one final circle with our sisters.”

“It sucks.” Kat pouted. “That you’ve known all this time and never...”

Ann held up her hand. “I hid it for a reason.” She gnawed on the inside of her cheek for a second. “—hoping none of it would happen in my time.”

“You had to have practiced at some point to know how to hide it.” Leland played with the cup of coffee in front of him. “That’s not something you’d just stumble on.”

“You’re right. There was no stumbling. It was more of a land-on-my-feet sort of thing. My mother knew, her mother before her, my aunt’s—” She waved a hand around. “—basically, any female born of Bridget’s blood.” She shrugged. “The journal is passed from the direct family line from mother to daughter.” She leaned forward. “My brother is completely clueless, and he’s lucky.”

“The men weren’t told?” Leland put his arm over the back of the bench seat and leaned closer to Teegan.

“Not many, no.” She took a sip of her tea and tried to clamp down the feeling of ‘I can finally talk about it’. “With the journal, I was taught early what had happened, even taken on a quick trip to see that night.” She ignored the curious looks. “I know how to use what is inside me, but I don’t.” She shrugged. “Knowing there’s going to be some good vs evil event because of it sucks the fun out of it.”

“Solid point.” Kat bobbed her head. “—but some of it is cool though.”   She leaned on the table. Ann watched her trace something on her palm, and then she splayed her fingers apart, and small bursts of colors exploded from her hand. 

Ann couldn’t help but smile. “That is cool, but I don’t think it was given to us to be the party favor.”

Kat sat back and shrugged. “No, but it helps not to think about the what if I fail part of it.”

Ann set her cup down and sat back. “There isn’t going to be any failing. This was sent forward to us so we would stop it, and that’s what we’re going to do.” 

“Good attitude.” Wes smiled at her, and she had to look away quickly so she wouldn’t sit there and give him gaga eyes.

She turned to look at Leland, deciding he would give her the most straightforward account; without side stories and explanations, she wouldn’t understand. She liked Mitch, but half of what he said left her feeling clueless. “What has been happening?” She sat straighter, leveling him with a cold stare. “From that night until right this minute.” She tilted her head. “—without droning on, please.”

Leland nodded and took a sip of his coffee. “The Brotherhood, in its very beginning state, sensed the magic from these young girls and decided to keep an eye on them.” He set the cup down. “Fully prepared to intervene if their safety was in jeopardy.”  He sat back and clasped his hands on the table as if this was a normal everyday conversation and not one about secret witches and evil spells. “When they witnessed what Alana did, they had to decide whether to walk away or keep an eye on the girls and future generations...”

“Can you imagine the mayhem if there was no knowledge of this and then Celia, Bonnie, and Liset succeeded?” Wes clicked his teeth together when Leland gave him a sideways glance. 

“Preparing the descendants for what is inevitable made the most sense, and with the balance of unfavorable events in our day and age, I’m glad they did.”

Ann nodded slowly. “Yes, if our—” She motioned between them. “—group failed; the sickos out there in today’s world would tip the balance if magic was unlocked for all.”

“Is that the endgame?” Kat looked from her to Mitch, “for Celia’s team?”

Mitch pushed up his glasses and nodded. “Close enough to that.”

“Shit.” Kat whispered, “I didn’t know it was that, not exactly.”

“We can’t say exactly what it would be now. What Ella intended then was bad; we can only surmise that now, all these years later, it would be...”

“Catastrophic,” Wes said softly.

No one spoke. The last word spoken lingered in the air around the table as if it were a bad odor. Ann pushed the cup away and clutched her bag to her chest. “I think that’s enough chatting about it for now.” She glanced at Teegan, hoping she would get the hint and move so she could leave. 

“I, for one, would like a hot bath after being drenched.” Teegan nodded and glanced around. “We can discuss this when we’re all warm and dry.”

“We could catch some good shots of the storm on the way back to your place.” Kat smiled at Mitch.

“We can do that.” He agreed.

Ann just wanted to go home. Have a hot shower and possibly smash a few things out of frustration. Years wasted, and it was still happening. Her grandmother told her nothing would deviate it, but she had hoped that it could still happen.

“We’ll make more plans tomorrow.” Wes stood up and reached to help Ann out from the bench seat. 

She took his hand and wanted to swear out loud when tiny jolts passed from his palm to hers. One more thing to be annoyed with, was her first thought. Pulling her hand away, she glanced up at him and huffed out a breath. “I don’t even want to know.” She shook her head. “Not right now.”

Leland gave Wes a curious look, and Wes shook his head.

“I’ll see you all around the office.”  With a quick nod, Ann headed for the nearest exit. 
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“Tonight is full of surprises,” Wes mumbled more to himself than anyone else. 

“Ann, being one of us is the best.” Kat grinned at him.

It wasn’t at all what he was referring to, but he smiled back so he didn’t have to go into detail right now. He needed to process it first. It wasn’t as if he’d had a warning in the few years he’d known Ann, not with her keeping her magic on lockdown. He glanced around at the others, seeing if they had noticed. It didn’t appear they had. “I need to get home and start doing some research.” He gave the men an abrupt nod and headed out the door nearest his car. 

Once in the car, he sat there with the engine off, watching the rain hit the windshield.  His magic and Ann’s were connected. What are the odds of that happening? All three women’s magic was the match for the three men who had been selected young and trained their entire lives to help them.  He believed in coincidences one or two times—but three was a setup. It had to be.  But how?  And who would have that knowledge?  Even those with the ability to see couldn’t know that. 

Grasping the key, he intended to start the car and then released it and pulled out his phone. He couldn’t call Leland and discuss it, not with Teegan right beside him. The headache that would go with listening to Mitch drone on and on wasn’t something he had the mindset for right now. 

Scrolling through his contacts, he tapped on Brother Kale’s number. 

“Brother Long, has something else happened?”

Wes opened his mouth to answer and then sat there for a moment. So much had happened in such a short time. “Yes.”

“We haven’t left yet. We can turn around.”

“No.” He shook his head. There was nothing they could do in this case. “Right after you left with Bonnie, Ann Walters showed up.”

“Oh?”

“She traced the power being used.” He closed his eyes and squeezed the bridge of his nose. “Bridget cast at the same time Alana and Eden did so that all of her descendants would know about the magic inside them.”

“That’s—we’ve never once considered that.”

“I know.”

“How have you not sensed it?”

Because she’s that good. “She said she hid it or turned it off to avoid detection.”

“That’s a very advanced thing to do.”

Wes grinned. “I think we can stop assuming the women were going to be at beginner level.”

“Yes. Yes, you are correct.  Katalyn was quite something tonight. The way Miss Jacobs and her worked together seamlessly is in our favor, they’re very connected still as they were when it all began.”

“It was something.” Wes had been so distracted watching Kat that he’d almost forgotten he was supposed to be holding one corner of the shield. 

“I suppose it’s good that Miss Walters is aware. I don’t think we’re going to have to wait long before things move forward.”

That was one of the things he was worried about, things moving too fast. “There’s something else.”

“Oh?” He could hear talking and wondered if he was in the car with Brother Archer or where he was exactly. 

“My magic, there’s a connection to Ann’s.”  He stared out the window despite not being able to see anything because of the heavy rainfall. “I find it odd that all three of their magic is connected to the three men that trained to help them.”

“It is incredible. The chances of it happening to anyone is quite...”

“How were we selected? Leland, Mitch, and I?”

There was a pause. “I can’t remember exactly.” There was a mumbled voice, and Wes realized that he must have covered the mouthpiece.  “I’m going to put the phone on speaker. Brother Archer knows more than I do.”  

“Okay.”

“This button? Oh, I see it now.”

“Wes.”

“Brother Archer.”

“The training was handed down from family member to family member.”

Wes scowled. “It’s been only the three families? We weren’t selected?”

“No. As far back as I remember, it’s been the three families.”

“Why?” That didn’t make sense to him. There could be much stronger members of the Brotherhood that could help. They may have been the best students, but that didn’t mean they were the strongest.

“That I don’t know. Just that my family was one of those selected. When my brother stepped away from the brotherhood, I was up for the next in training until Mitch’s magic manifested.”

“Someone has to know why.”

“Is there a reason you need to know this?” Brother Kale asked.

“I just find it almost unbelievable that all three of us are connected to the women’s magic...”

“You think there’s some hidden element in that we haven’t thought of? Something that could work in favor of the women we are not assisting?”

“I don’t know. I just feel like there is more to it.”

“I’m inclined to agree with Wes, Brother.” Mitch’s uncle said.

“It is odd. I will look into it when we get back. Go through the archives and see if there’s any mention of the why.”

“I appreciate that, Brother Kale.”

“It’s no problem. To be honest, I never thought I’d be alive when this time was upon us. To be part of those that bring it to fruition is quite exhilarating.”

Wes smirked. “It’s not dull, that’s for sure.”

“Keep us informed regarding Miss Walters. I’m curious about what her strengths are.

“I’ll do that.  I’ll let you go now so you can concentrate on driving in this lovely weather.”

“Yes, it’s much like driving through the carwash.” Brother Archer mumbled.

“We will talk soon.”

“Okay, thanks.”  Wes hung up and then stared at the phone.  He’d talk to Leland and Mitch about it tomorrow. Right now, he needed to get home and have a hot shower and then hit the tomes and see what else he could learn about Ann’s family. He still couldn’t believe that all her female relatives knew about magic all these years. Why would Bridget do that?
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