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        Spices. Succulent Cuisine. Potioneer.

      

      

      The clock is ticking.

      Ebba Mignon, a naturally gifted chef and owner of The Mignon’s Place, never envisioned partaking in the witchery craft or having half-sisters, Opaline, and Narda. But here she was with only 45 days to find her soulmate/future husband and her witch talents to reveal themselves to her.

      How was she expected to accomplish this burden in order to defeat Alyaaluladonati, the ancient one, from killing the three of them?

      Neal James, writer for the Best Places to Eat in MN, schedules an interview with Ebba Mignon, in the small town of Onamia. He isn’t prepared for the deep affection he experiences for her or to admire her culinary art skills when they meet.

      Believing in the supernatural takes Neal and Ebba on a journey that neither thought possible, transforming their passion into the right ingredients to last a lifetime.
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          ONE HAPPY FAMILY

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: 3 cups of love, 6 teaspoons of hope, 4 cups of loyalty, 1 spoon of tenderness, 1 cup of forgiveness, 3 quarts of faith, 3 cups of friendship, 6 parrels of laughter]
        

      

      Take the love and loyalty, and mix it thoroughly with faith. Blend it with tenderness, and don’t forget the forgiveness. Add the friendship and hope. Sprinkle with an abundance of laughter. Bake with sunshine. Serve daily with generous helpings.
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      Ebba Mignon still couldn’t believe she had two half-sisters, Opaline Lunn and Narda Hunt, as she leaned against the counter in the kitchen of her restaurant. They had just left, and she could feel a void surrounding her. Their presence had given her the strength to do things she hadn’t thought possible.

      Opaline was slender, with long blonde hair and green eyes. Narda was also slender but instead had coal-black hair with the same green eyes. She, on the other hand, had auburn hair, brown eyes, and a more curvy figure. They were so different yet have the same blood and witch powers.

      In the last few weeks, they had solved part of the secrecy behind their unusual births, because their mothers, who were witches, had put binding spells on them when the girls were children, which led them to their father, who was a creature from an unknown world. He had impregnated all three of their mothers, resulting in her and her sisters being born on the same day, November eleventh.

      Ebba frowned. That was only forty-five days away, for those who were counting. Time wasn’t on their side. Or should she say on her side at the moment.

      Opaline and Narda had given her an assignment to brew a potion. Not just a simple one, but one to protect them from their evil father.

      The other part of her assignment was to find the love of her life, her soulmate.

      Could she make such a potion? Or find this one special man?

      She wasn’t a witch yet.

      Recently moving to Onamia, Minnesota, a small Midwestern town, wasn’t giving her a good chance of finding him or him finding her. With not many eligible men in sight, Ebba was at a loss in that endeavor.

      Sure, her patrons loved all her creations. She knew she could cook amazing meals by adding a few spices or flavors to the dishes. And she had the ability to alter a dish to fit a person’s special dietary request.

      But brew a potion? Had her sisters lost their minds?

      Nope. That was not going to happen.

      It was one thing to find out she had sisters. That she could handle. But when Opaline had announced that their mothers had been witches, and that the three of them were too, was another story.

      For the past year, since she opened The Mignon’s Place, she’d been having dreams of her mother, Olexa, who would tell her about spices. She would tell her how to combine them to make other flavors so that when consumed, they could alter the person’s sensations. Just like coffee and sugar could.

      Ebba thought it had been her mind playing tricks on her and that the dreams were only old memories of her mother she’d forgotten. Never would she have put herself into a category of being a witch, of all things. That was just too out of this world for her.

      But then their discovery of their father was another mind-boggling realization. She’d always suspected she was special, but to call herself a witch was a pretty far-fetched idea.

      She didn’t have her powers like Opaline and Narda did.

      It turned out Opaline could do verbal spells and had caused quite a problem with a man named Pete Cline.

      Ebba held in her laughter at the memory of Pete handing out roses to women with auburn hair. Oddly and unknowingly, Opaline had put a spell on him during the speed dating event. That was the night she met Opaline, and they figured out they might be sisters because of a picture they’d found.

      Then Narda had walked into their life with the power of angel numbers. And they learned that the three of them were indeed sisters.

      “No. This can’t be happening.” Ebba’s words bounced off the walls. No one was there to answer her.

      How did a person begin brewing a potion? Maybe she should watch some of those old shows, like Sabrina the Teenage Witch or Charmed. Doubting anything they showed would really work, Ebba scrubbed those ideas.

      After determining she had no choice, she took a bowl from the lower metal rack to her left and placed it in front of her. Then she reached inside a cabinet, lifting out an old metal box. The box was cool to the touch. It didn’t have any markings on the outside or inside. It was simply a vintage recipe box.

      Opening the lid, a wonderful mixture of scents drifted upward. The old paper recipe cards brought back memories of her and her mother cooking side by side. They would pretend to be cooking for guests, but it ended up being only the two of them who would eat the incredible dishes. Her mother would always sing a song while she baked.

      “It’s your time to shine. Pick the flower with care, like I did with mine. You might think it’s a dare. Use the stone, the thyme, to make it fine. And all will disappear into the air.”

      To this day, the song never made sense. They’d never picked any flowers together but had used the herb thyme in almost everything they had made.

      At Opaline’s bookstore, a couple of months ago, both Opaline and Narda revealed similar songs. It was then she remembered her mother singing the first part of the song when she was a little girl.

      “Hush, hush, my only strength.”

      That was then. This was now. She stared at the empty bowl and all the recipe cards. Now what?

      How did she—no, how did a witch begin to brew a protection spell?

      She was about to throw the bowl across the room when her cell phone rang. The phone number was a six-one-two area code, which meant it was a Minnesota caller.

      Ebba put the call on speakerphone and answered, “Hello.”

      “Hi. Is this Ms. Mignon?”

      “Yes, this is. Who is this?”

      “I’m glad I got a hold of you, Ms. Mignon. I’m Mr. James from Best Places to Eat in MN. I was told The Mignon’s Place is a place I need to visit. I would like to come up next weekend.”

      Ebba’s eyebrows drew together. Mr. James, from Best Places to Eat in MN, wanted to try her food? And write a review?

      This couldn’t be happening. He was well-known for his critiques. It could make or break a restaurant.

      “Next weekend is going to be hectic. Mille Lacs Lake is hosting its yearly fishing competition, and I’m usually packed to the gills,” she said as she smiled at her play on words.

      “Gills. I got it. Are you always this funny?”

      “Not always. Just when I’m nervous.” She added a pinch of basil to the bowl along with a fourth of a teaspoon of thyme. “I’m sorry. Who did you say told you about my restaurant?”

      “I didn’t. I don’t mind eating with tourists since I’d be one too.”

      She rolled her eyes and took a leaf of rosemary from its dish on the counter, adding it into the bowl. If her sisters wanted a potion, the basil was good for confidence, rosemary for love, and thyme for courage.

      Her mother had drilled these things into her, but she had never guessed the true meaning of them. Had she been teaching her about potions back then? She forced her mind to remember more. What other ingredients could she put into the bowl?

      “Ms. Mignon? Are you still there?”

      Crap. She’d forgotten Mr. James was on the phone. “I’m here. Just planning tomorrow’s menu. It would be an honor for you to come. What’s a little more added stress? All’s good.”

      “Come now. Don’t be nervous. I’m just a customer.”

      Like hell he would be just a customer. His review could establish her restaurant as the place to eat at or put her on the list of drive-on-by places. “If you must come next weekend, then so be it. What do I need to do?”

      “Nothing. I like to give the restaurant I’m about to critique a heads-up. Don’t do anything special on my account. Your website says you open at eleven. Is that correct?”

      Oh goodness. He’s looking at my website.

      “Yes. The times are correct. Why wouldn’t they be?”

      Why was she being so snippy with him? Was it because she found his deep voice sexy? She rubbed the back of her neck and shook her head. Sexy? Why would she have thought of that? She hadn’t even met him.

      “Ms. Mignon, I can tell this is going to be fun. I’ll see you next weekend.”

      “Can’t wait to meet you. Thank you for choosing my restaurant to critique.”

      They both said their goodbyes and hung up.

      Sighing, Ebba closed her eyes for a moment. Her day became outrageous in a matter of minutes. When she opened her eyes, she saw she had unknowingly added other items to the original three ingredients, but what they were, she didn’t know. She decided to pour in some water and apple vinegar.

      After stirring the mixture, she poured it into a couple of canning jars. Narda had said she would use the liquid to make some candles that they might need in the near future. She wasn’t sure why they needed special candles though. Ebba once again leaned against the counter, deep in thought.

      Witchcraft, as far as she was concerned, was a tricky business to get into. Not that she had ever tried, but you had to believe in the supernatural to make it work.

      That would be like taking a leap of faith into the unknown. Was she ready to do that, all for the sake of family, and to save themselves from some unknown evil force?

      Ebba heard the front door of the restaurant open and shut in the distance. It meant the employees were showing up to prep the food for the day’s menu. She quickly took her mother’s old recipe card file box and shoved it onto the back of the shelf.
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      Neal James held his phone and smiled. The owner of the restaurant sure had an attitude. Her snappy replies weren’t what he usually got when he called an owner to inform them he was about to write a review on their restaurant.

      Clicking on the About Us on The Mignon’s Place’s website, he studied the owner, Ms. Ebba Mignon. Her auburn hair was pulled away from her face and arranged nicely in a bun on the top of her head, and her brown eyes stared back at him.

      Did she have an Irish heritage?

      That would explain her attitude toward him if she did. Fiery and unexpected.

      He studied the restaurant’s menu as a distraction. It was the second time she had affected his thoughts.

      There was a mixture of pasta, fish, and beef, which set off negative sentiments. Usually, when he saw that type of food, it ended up tasting the same. He understood the fish and beef, but adding pasta was just a way to take away from the other main courses.

      He wasn’t sure why he’d given in to the many emails he had received from someone named Mr. Horton about how wonderful this restaurant was. It wasn’t the normal cuisine that he critiqued. However, the online reviews were so powerful that he had decided to visit The Mignon’s Place.

      Neal went into his kitchen and pulled a bottle of red wine from the rack. After opening it, he poured himself a glass and then went outside to sit on the deck. The late afternoon summer air was still warm. Somewhere in the distance, the smell of something being cooked on a grill drifted over to him.

      He inhaled, and within seconds, he guessed it was a porterhouse steak, not a filet. Taking a second deep breath, he smelled onions and corn. His stomach growled, reminding him he needed to fix his own dinner. Neal took the almost-empty glass of wine and went back inside.

      From the refrigerator, he withdrew a few containers of different cheeses and a bag of grapes. It wasn’t much for dinner, but he would be critiquing another restaurant tomorrow night and didn’t like to eat a lot the night before.

      As he sliced the three different cheeses, his phone dinged. His iWatch told him it was his Uncle Morgan, who owned the publishing company he worked for. Tapping his watch, he answered the phone call. “Hello, Uncle.”

      “Neal, do you have time to talk this week?”

      He stopped slicing the cheese, wondering what he would want to talk about. “Sorry, but I don’t. I’m booked this week and the next for tastings. I’m trying to hit up the small-town diners and restaurants for our summer series.”

      “Right. I just need a few hours of your time, Neal. I’m considering selling the company.”

      As he set the knife down, he closed his eyes. Why would his uncle want to sell? Morgan had never hinted he wanted out of the publishing business.

      Crap. Once word got out, he might be looking for a new position. Then his phone wouldn’t stop ringing. “Sell?”

      “Yes. Mary and I want to retire. You know, do the things seniors do when they turn seventy.”

      Was his uncle really that old? His own parents hadn’t lived past thirty-two years of age. “That sounds like you’ve already sold the company.”

      “I have and haven’t. That’s why I need a couple hours of your time.”

      He took a sip of his wine, then set the long-stemmed glass down. “I’ll come in the morning. What time do you want to meet?”

      “Does eight sound okay?”

      “I’ll be there.” Neal closed his eyes and sighed.

      “Don’t worry. I have your back, as I always have since you came to live with us. You are the son I never had.”

      There it was. The guilt trip.

      “I’ll see you in the morning.”

      “Bye, Neal.”

      He said bye and tapped End Call on his watch. He shoved a slice of cheese into his mouth but couldn’t even enjoy the sharp flavor as he chewed.

      At the age of thirty-two, he didn’t want to start looking for a new job. Being a writer had its ups and downs until his uncle/father bought a publishing company. It had given him a permanent job in his early twenties. Staying under the radar had been his goal—until now.

      He wiped his fingers off on his pants and opened his financial app on his phone.

      Wow! When did he make over two million dollars? His initial investment had only been $200,000 dollars. Maybe he could purchase the company from his uncle.

      No. He didn’t want to be in an office all day. He enjoyed visiting restaurants around the state. Not to mention tasting the different foods and writing articles. But in today’s world, he didn’t need a company to hire him. He had enough followers on X, Facebook, and Instagram.

      Neal downed the last of his wine and ate the last few slices of cheese and some grapes, then cleaned up the kitchen and went to his bedroom. Before getting into bed, he picked out his clothes: a navy suit, a white dress shirt, and a tan Brooks Brothers tie. Once he was satisfied he would appear business-like tomorrow, he shoved back the quilt and crawled into bed.

      He was about to turn off the lights, but Ms. Mignon’s nonchalant attitude earlier today about him visiting her restaurant had him looking up her website again. He clicked on About Us for a second time that day. Her picture came up. The longer he stared at Ebba Mignon, the more he couldn’t stop thinking about her.

      Was she married? Or divorced? Or in a relationship?

      She appeared very young, which meant he shouldn’t be having sexual thoughts about her. He had a job to do, and he couldn’t allow her to distract him from doing it. It really shouldn’t matter what was going on in her life. He would only be there to taste and critique the restaurant.

      Breathing inward deeply, Neal chuckled and shook his head.

      Sexual thoughts about a woman on a website? What was happening to him? He must be overly tired, or the glass of wine had hit him hard on an almost-empty stomach.

      He clicked off his phone, put it on the charger, and turned off the lights. He would need his mind sharp when he talked to his Uncle Morgan in the morning. Neal adjusted the pillow, turned onto his side, and closed his eyes. The owner of The Mignon’s Place was off-limits. He didn’t need a girlfriend in his life.
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      “My lovely girl, it’s your time to shine. My lovely girl, it’s your time to shine. My lovely girl, it’s your time to shine.”

      Ebba rolled over onto her stomach and raised her hands to her ears. But she still heard her mother’s voice repeating the same sentence over and over. Giving up, she turned over and stared at the ceiling.

      “Please stop, Mom. I don’t understand what you want me to do.”

      And just like that, the voice she’d been hearing in her head fell silent. The only sound she heard was the air conditioner blowing cold air.

      She took her notepad from the nightstand and wrote, My lovely girl, it’s your time to shine. Whenever her mom spoke to her, she always wrote it down.

      Her two half-sisters had come into their powers already and were waiting for her to get hers. But there was one huge problem, according to them: she needed to find the love of her life for her powers to be activated. They could keep reminding her as much as they wanted to, but she had no prospect in sight.

      A knock had her grabbing her green satin robe and running to answer the door.

      “Coming.” Ebba unlocked and opened the door.

      “It’s about time. I’ve been pounding on it for hours. Well, maybe not hours, but what took you so long?” Her sister pushed her way inside, her cat, Athena, in her arms.

      “Good morning, Opaline. I don’t recall you saying you were coming over.”

      “I’m sure I did, but if I didn’t, I’m here now.”

      Ebba shook her head and smiled. “Why did you bring her?”

      “Her? You mean Athena. Just because she is a woman who can turn herself into a—my—cat, doesn’t mean you have to be mean to her.”

      “Opaline, I’m not being mean. It’s just…it’s very weird. I haven’t fully comprehended the whole shape-shifting thing.” Ebba reached over and gently scratched Athena’s head. “Would you like some breakfast?”

      “Do you even have to ask?” Opaline set Athena on the floor. The cat strutted over to the couch, jumped up, and lay on the cushion.

      “Give me a minute to get dressed. By the way, have you heard from Narda? Anything new on what we are supposed to do?”

      Her condo, which was above her restaurant, wasn’t very large and was very similar to Opaline’s over her bookstore. She didn’t wait for an answer as she walked out of the living room, turned left, and reentered her bedroom, leaving the door open. Quickly, she discarded her robe and pajamas and put on comfy shorts and a T-shirt.

      “She’s coming over too. My goodness, girl, what have you been ordering? There are so many boxes. Aren’t you sleeping?”

      Ebba exited her bedroom and went to the kitchen. She didn’t glance up as she poured milk and cracked a couple of eggs into a bowl. “I’ve been doing my own⁠—”

      A knock interrupted her.

      “I’ll get it.” Opaline did a one-eighty and opened the door. “Narda, good to see you. Ebba is making us breakfast. I told you she would.”

      “I brought some orange juice and fresh fruit, just in case she didn’t.” Narda entered carrying two grocery bags.

      “This sister thing is weird. Do sisters usually take advantage of each other?” Ebba opened a bag of bread that was lying on the counter.

      “I can’t say. You are my first one. Wow, look at all these packages. Has someone been infomercial-buying?” Narda set the two bags on the kitchen counter and began to remove the groceries.

      “Ebba was about to tell me what all this stuff is when you came in. I asked her the same question.”

      “Please stop, you two. Next, you’ll be asking if I found Mr. Right yet.” She grabbed a bottle of vanilla and a container of cinnamon from the cupboard. “I’ve been doing my own research. If we are witches, well then, we need certain things. All the websites say we should join or start our own coven. I didn’t think we would want others to join us because of you-know-who. Go ahead and start opening the boxes and packages while I prepare our breakfast.”

      The sounds of cardboard boxes being pulled apart and tissue paper crunching filled the air. Ebba smiled as she glanced at her sisters. Opaline had just taken out some wands. Narda was lifting pointy hats and dark purple robes from the box.

      “What do we need wands for?” Opaline held up three in the air.

      “I’d be careful with them. Don’t want you to let loose a spell on us. I remember in the Harry Potter books, all the wizards, witches, and warlocks had wands. It took me days to find them. What do you think? Which one is calling to you?”

      “These look like Halloween costumes, Ebba. I don’t think we need these.” Narda stood to drape one of the robes over her shoulders and place a hat on her head.

      Meeoooowww.

      “Athena says no,” Narda said.

      “I like them on you, Narda. We can wear them when we are in the safe room in your bookstore, Opaline. Aren’t you going to put one on too?” Ebba turned to face the stove and began dipping bread into the milk-and-egg mixture for the French toast. Once four slices were cooking on the pan, she turned around to see what her sisters were doing.

      “Oh goodness, you scared me.” Opaline and Narda were both now wearing the robes and hats and were at the counter. “Love them. Let me put one on too.”

      “Stop. I don’t think they will help you get your powers. Any luck on finding Mr. Right?” Opaline took off her hat and sat down at the counter.

      “I’m trying. Like I said, I’ve been researching what it means to be a witch. It’s all about knowing things and having the right items in your possession. Somewhere in all those boxes are some books about brewing potions and spells. I also read we need our own book of spells. Like in the show Charmed, they called theirs The Book of Shadows. What do you think about The Witch DNA for our book?” Ebba turned away from her now-open-mouthed sisters and flipped the slices of bread. Refacing her sisters, she waited for them to say something.

      “As much as I would like to disagree with her, I think Ebba might be correct,” Narda stated as she took off her hat and sat next to Opaline.

      “I agree, but I’m not wearing the robe or hat. We aren’t like the witches in the real world. Our special DNA is something different. We can’t let the world find out about us. We have to stay under the radar,” Opaline said.

      Turning again, Ebba used a spatula and placed one of the pieces of French toast on each plate. She then set them in front of her sisters. Narda had opened the containers of fresh strawberries and raspberries.

      “Bon appétit, sisters.”

      Opening a drawer, she took out forks and knives and placed them on the counter. Ebba then took her plate and walked to the other side of the counter to join her sisters. “I know I said I didn’t want to talk about Mr. Right, but I’m signing up for your next speed dating event on Wednesday after the fishing competition. You might get new people from out of town to attend. There is no one in town I would consider as my Mr. Right.”

      “I understand. I’ll promote it big time during the week’s competitions. Did you know the bookstore is sponsoring one of the prizes?”

      “Saw that on the flyers. I’m setting up a food stand at the weigh-in dock.” Ebba threw her hands into the air. “I forgot to tell you both. I received a phone call yesterday while I was trying to create a potion. It was a man, the well-known reviewer from the Best Places to Eat in MN magazine. The famous Mr. James is coming to do just that, critique my restaurant.”

      “That’s fantastic.”

      “How wonderful.”

      Opaline and Narda hugged her.

      “I’m not so sure it’s fantastic or wonderful. It’s right in the middle of the fishing tournament. I’m hosting a food booth, and I’ll have to close the restaurant one day. I’ve waited a long time for the chance to be featured in the magazine, and now that it’s going to happen, why does it have to happen during a frantic time? Not to mention we have Mr. Mean-Dad coming after us. Now you know why I have so many packages in my living room.”

      Narda took her hands. “Everything will be fine, Ebba. Look at the time. It’s 8:22. That means accept prosperity, if I remember correctly. I’m not a chef, but I could help with the food booth.”

      “I’d appreciate that, but what about your new location’s grand opening? Isn’t that this coming week too?”

      “It is, but I’ll help you.”

      “I’ll check with Paula. Maybe she can help at the food booth. Eamon said his sister is looking for new clients. It would be perfect for her. Who knows? Maybe some of the out-of-towners might want to move here.” Opaline took out her phone. “I’m going to text her right now. If we can cover the booth for you, that will be one thing off your plate, and you’ll be able to concentrate on the arrival of Mr. James.”

      “Just in case I haven’t told you both recently that I love you, I do.” Ebba hugged her sisters and felt the weight of her problems lift off her shoulders. She would be able to breathe easier now.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            four

          

        

      

    

    
      Alyaaluladonati hung his backpack over the back of the chair by the small table and then sat. He exhaled a deep breath. He was exhausted. Killing humans was easy, but it was a lot of work for the little power he was able to siphon off of them.

      Witches were a breed of the unknown on this planet Earth and this universe. On his home world, everyone had powers. They were born into it, not made into witches like here in this world.

      That is, except for his three daughters.

      Opaline, whose mother had been Neveah. Next was Narda, whose mother had been Eeva. And then there was Ebba, whose mother, Olexa, had figured out what he’d done and had put protective spells on the three babies when the children were born. His own DNA of God-like mystical powers mixed with the three witches’ human DNAs gave him the three half-godlike beings whose powers he’d be able to claim as his own.

      However, his plan had backfired after the babies were born. The witches, their mothers, had used their own powers to hide all of them. He’d had no idea where the deceitful women had hidden the babies. Using his powers, he’d put a spell on the mothers for their deception—to die on his daughters’ twenty-first birthdays.

      As the day of their pending death sentence drew nearer, the book he’d stolen from his realm began to emit strands from it. And so, after twenty years of using his own precious powers, they guided him to the mother’s locations, and he was able to fulfill what needed to be done.

      Alyaaluladonati relished in the glow of succeeding in the finalization of the spell that killed his daughter’s mothers on their twenty-first birthday. Even now, after four years, he savored the feeling of success from seeing them die.

      After their timely deaths, he spent all his time planning revenge on the ones who’d exiled him to this world and how to get back to his world. All his hard work was coming together.

      After years of research, he had set things into motion by first killing Opaline’s human male match, Eamon, in a hit-and-run accident. It had forced him to move to Onamia to fortify Opaline and Eamon meeting at the right time. It had been beautiful to see the power the two of them had created together. When it touched him, it had been like a drug. He had consumed it thirstily.

      Then there had been Narda’s human male match, Owin. He’d made it possible for Owin to purchase the property he was hiding out on from the world to keep an eye on how his plans were coming full circle.

      And now Ebba’s soon-to-be human male love match, Neal, would be coming to Onamia to review her restaurant for his magazine. All because he’d been emailing Neal to visit Ebba’s place.

      It was like chess.

      Strategic moves to capture the king for checkmate.

      None of those matches had been fate. He’d made it possible by using his powers to find the right combination of DNA to mix with his daughters. All they would have to do was kiss each other, and his daughters’ powers would break the spell the mothers had put on them.

      Humans were so easily compelled to do things. Most had no filters or defenses.

      Alyaaluladonati let his human mask fall away, revealing his monster-like face. He had two horns, each about two feet long, that had grown each time he killed a witch. His smooth skin was gone, replaced by scales, which were sharp to the touch.

      This is what this universe has done to him. He’d been so handsome in his world. The women and men raved about his beauty. His bloodline was pure.

      But here, it had become tainted. His banishment had cost him, and everyone would pay for their betrayal—in this world and in his universe.

      Alyaaluladonati leaned back in his chair and thought about how he had found his daughters. First, there’d been Opaline, who owned The One Bookstore in town. He had broken into it to search for the three stones he needed to complete his return to his world once he killed all three of his daughters.

      It was luck that had given him his next daughter, Ebba, who owned a restaurant, The Mignon’s Place, at the opposite end of the block. The two had become fast friends, which helped Opaline discover her powers.

      That led to Opaline unknowingly opening a hole into his universe by using her powers and drawing Narda to him. Her sudden appearance had forced him out of his hiding spot by her aura and the strands of her powers. However, he’d been able to pull away just in time so Narda wouldn’t know who he was.

      Now the three were ONE again.

      The book he needed to go back to his universe with had disappeared from the hiding spot. It explained how the three always became ONE. He knew his daughters were in possession of the book and had received help from his wife, Tatiana—who was actually Opaline’s cat, Athena—in retrieving it. Her silver strands were poking at his protection spells even now.

      Standing, Alyaaluladonati took a pinch of salt from a dish on the table and raised his hands.

      “Begone. I protect this sacred space. My door is not open to you.”

      Once he spoke the words, he threw the salt into the air. The white specks fell onto the silver strands, and they recoiled quickly away from his door. He breathed a sigh of relief at the sight. If Tatiana were here, it could only mean the other side was worried about his return. With satisfaction, he smiled, knowing his days in this universe were numbered.
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