
  
    [image: The Cursed Teapot]
  


  
    
      THE CURSED TEAPOT

      HAUNTED HEARTS SHORT STORY #3

    

    
      
        CHERA CARMICHAEL

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Chera Carmichael]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by Chera Carmichael

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      No AI was used in the creation or publication of this story. Author does not consent to AI usage or training.

      Cover Design by Starlight Book Cover Design.

      Editing by Excel Designs

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        The Tags

      

    

    
      
        1. A Necessary Break - Oscar

      

      
        2. A Triad In Agreement - Cypher

      

      
        3. The Teahouse - Violet

      

      
        4. Teahouse Dreams - Violet

      

      
        5. Something Not Quite Right - Oscar

      

      
        6. Haunted Or Not? - Cypher

      

      
        7. Simple Solutions - Cypher

      

      
        8. Haunted Teapot - Violet

      

    

    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        Also by Chera Carmichael

      

      
        GLOSSARY

      

      
        Ghost-Hunting off-Realm?

      

      
        Have You Read The Prequel?

      

      
        Character List

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE TAGS

          

        

      

    

    
      To my faithful readers who requested my ‘rambling fic tags’. This is for you. I now tag this as:

      

      Violet’s unexpected adventures continue. Cypher and Oscar remain as supportive soulmates through this ghostly time. Is it a ghost or a curse? Dragel Triad Dynamics. Cozy tea house date. Cute food to go with the date. Ghostly dreams. Bittersweet ending.
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            A NECESSARY BREAK - OSCAR

          

        

      

    

    
      The soft hum of an activated ward sent a tiny ripple of energy through the cool, grey stone hallway. An embedded alert to announce his presence without startling anyone in the floor. Oscar tapped lightly on the heavy wooden door of the third floor library in Castle Helios.

      From the tense expression on his darling Violet’s face, she was either about to murder her manuscript or jump out the window.

      The very tall, pristine, third-story window with a moat at the bottom.

      Definitely not ideal.

      He knocked a bit more firmly when she didn’t even twitch in his direction. Following it up with a gentle tug to her bond, he stepped across the threshold when her aura retracted, allowing entrance.

      For the briefest of moments, her magic twined around his, before retreating at once.

      It took another half-second before tired purple eyes flicked over in his direction. Violet heaved a sigh and pushed away from the large, ornate wooden desk tucked against the wall.

      It was a good writing spot, but the only thing that ever put that big of a furrow in her brow was editing.

      Never mind that she had better editors and handlers these days, it was just that the words always seemed to get tangled up in each other when she had to actually sit and poke at them.

      “Bad writing day?” He asked, offering her a warm smile.

      Her bond was sluggish and tired, reflecting her current physical state when probed. It seemed like he'd neglected her a bit in the quest to stay on top of his current workload. Perhaps he needed to pay extra attention until they had a Pareya or two of their own to help balance all of that out.

      “Need a distraction?” he asked, when she didn't answer the question. Clearly, the current manuscript was making itself a problem without her permission.

      “You’re plenty distracting on your own,” Violet said, tiredly. She turned to face him with open arms, a silent request for a hug.

      He laughed, pulling her up to stand in front of him and folding his arms around her warm body. She always fit so well in his arms and the soft, near-rumble of sound that petered out was quite close to an actual purr.

      She leaned into him a little harder than before, a sleepy yawn slipping out. There were dark circles under her eyes and some of her hair was frizzing at the ends, despite the neat style curled and pinned in place.

      Ah.

      He could recognize the telltale signs without having to ask. “You're working yourself to the bones. Is it that bad already? I thought you said you were making good headway yesterday.”

      “Yesterday was last week. I thought I was too. I mean, I probably was and then you know—poof. Brain empty.” She made a wiggling gesture with one hand, as if her thoughts had wandered off and vanished on their own.

      They probably had. He'd witnessed enough of her writing-editing-slowly-dying phases to recognize when she was deep in the throes of the one of the transition phases from one point to the next. Hopefully, it wouldn't take more than a few days to straighten it all out.

      “…sounds rough.” He rubbed a spell-warmed hand up and down her back, smoothing across her shoulders just to feel her relax, tension easing from tight muscles.

      “Oscar!”

      “I’m not laughing at you,” he said, smiling into her thick, wiry hair. “But I can offer a good distraction. You've been sitting in that chair for hours, I'm sure. It's time for a break. Stretch your legs, sneak in a few cuddles, hm?"

      "...keep talking."

      Oscar laughed. "We also have poor Cypher working himself up into a fit too. Why don’t we go and get him, then we can all step out for a quick snack? Some tea and sweets. Get out of the castle for a bit and breathe some fresh air.”

      Violet leaned back, squinting up at him with suspicious eyes. “The way you say that makes it sound like you want me to walk.”

      “Maybe?” Oscar tried to school his features into something appropriately innocent, well-aware that if he gave in to even the slightest hint of amusement, Violet was likely to step on his toes and bite at his chin.

      “I am not an outdoor creature,” she said, flatly. “You know this. And I am not in the mood to go traipsing around outdoors when I could stumble into something that would turn our entire-“

      “It doesn’t happen every time you go for a walk,” Oscar said, trying and failing to hide a smile. It was only partially true, after all. Violet had an uncanny knack for stumbling across the kind of trouble that often pulled them all along for the ride.

      "Right. Only some of the time." Violet eyed him skeptically. "I hope you know that I don't believe a single bit of that."

      “Alright, some of the time. But you had plenty of fun wandering around outdoors before. There's not reason for-"

      "Every time I do, I find things—ghosts—that I don't want to find!"

      "Alright, alright," he said, soothingly. "Hush. I hear you, but when Cypher wrangles the wards, it usually works well enough for simple spirits and the like. We've been cooped up in this castle for the past two weeks. The routine is getting to me too. Besides, Cypher will cast something before we leave. He always does. You won't even have to ask.”

      “And you want to risk that? This?” Violet gestured to the ghost-free library, courtesy of the memorable event that had gotten her bonded to both of them. "If I never see another ghost again-"

      "You'll be bored," Oscar said, cheerily.

      "Will not!"

      "Will too!"

      "Will not," he said. "But when you put it that way, I realize that there’s probably a few things that I ought to clarify,” he said, bending to scoop her up into his arms.

      Violet gave an adorable squeak, her arms locking around his neck, before she gave a slight kick of protest that was really more celebratory than protest-worthy. “Oscar!”

      “You need a break. So does Cypher. I sure wouldn't mind one and we both know he won’t take a break unless we drag him out of here, which means it's going to take two of us to do the actual dragging.”

      “I thought you were the one who was stuck to his desk,” Violet said, nose wrinkling cutely. “Didn't you have paperwork? Building things?"

      "Plenty. As do you. It doesn't end, but that doesn't mean it has to be finished today. I finished the important ones. Is there a point in there somewhere?"

      "...fine. Carry me downstairs.”

      “Oh, so now I’m personal transportation?” Oscar said, amused. He adjusted his grip, pleased to have her in his arms again. She really did feel so wonderful. “How lucky.”

      She slapped a hand lightly on his chest, fingers walking up to his shirt collar and tracing over the claim mark on the left side of his neck. Warm fingers smoothed over the mark, but she didn't try to manipulate it, apparently just content to see and touch.

      Gentle threads of happiness and contentment flowed through the bond, chasing away the earlier sluggishness and replacing it with something light and soft.

      “I guess I could use a break.”

      “Breaks are good,” he said, carrying her out into the hallway and making his way towards the stairs.

      Sure, he could cast a quick portal, but where was the fun in that?
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            A TRIAD IN AGREEMENT - CYPHER

          

        

      

    

    
      Cypher turned out to be buried in the kind of paperwork that made Oscar’s eyes cross on principle. He lifted red-rimmed eyes to meet their gaze, pushing away from the desk much in the same way Violet had.

      His shadows had taken to peeling off of his tense shoulders in very obvious wisps of darkness, falling to the ground to pool at his feet. A rather terrifying vision for any dragel that couldn't recognize the signs of a Shadow elemental in stress-mode.

      Oscar winced inwardly, but entered the office when he felt the wards shift to admit them both. Due to the nature of his work, Cypher tended to ward himself, his personal spaces, and his paperwork whenever he had to sort through the mess for longer than a few minutes. He was clearly sorting through something of minor importance, hence the warding.

      “Violet. Oscar,” Cypher said, wearily. “Did I miss something?” He reached out through their bonds, checking that both of them were in good health and with decent magic reserves. A telltale slump of relief was noticeable once he verified that there was nothing physically wrong. “What happened?”

      "Nothing. You look half-haunted though.” Oscar circled around the desk so Cypher could see his lovely armful, lips twitching when Violet gave a shy little wave.

      She was tucked close against his chest, clearly content to be there and without the slightest inclination to be moving anywhere anytime soon, so as long as she remained in his arms.
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