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Saffron

“We need to talk about this, Saffron,” Dad said as he sat at the kitchen table. My eyes were filled with tears, and I shook my head sadly.

“Dad you are telling us we are moving out of Sherbrooke. All of my friends are here, my cousins, everything I’ve ever known. I don’t know anyone in Enchanted Forest.”

Dad smiled and reached his hand across the table to hold mine. “I know sweetheart, if I had a choice I would stay here. I love Sherbrooke as much as you do, but the witch council has made the decision that I need to be in Enchanted. I’m sorry.”

I sighed and wiped at the tears that dribbled down my cheek. I knew that Dad had a very important job. He was the head of security for the witch council. It meant that when they needed him, he had to go. But it didn’t make it easy. We’d never moved away from Sherbrooke before. Dad had gone on trips for a while, but we’d never been expected to move.

“It will be alright, Saff,” my brother Anan said as he threw his arm around my shoulder. “We will be together, we can navigate it together.”

“Don’t forget me,” our thirteen-year-old sister Primrose whined, making Anan laugh.

“I could never Primmy.”

I sighed and nodded my head. “When do we have to leave?”

Dad cleared his throat. “I will be going out there on Monday. We have been given a house, and I need to start work immediately, but your aunt Lilian will be organising the move from this end.”

“What about school?”

Dad nodded. “That is all sorted. You will be going to Enchanted high school, apparently, they have a fantastic witch program there.”

I tried to smile. I didn’t feel the excitement that Dad was trying to push into his voice, but I would try for him.

Nodding my head I stood from the table and pressed a kiss to his cheek. “Alright. I’ll give it a go.”

Dad looked up at me and caught my hand, giving it a squeeze. “That’s all I ever ask Saff.”

I nodded again before leaving the room to start packing my personal belongings. My whole life had been spent in Sherbrooke Forest, and I was terrified of leaving. I looked around the room and sighed. My eyes fell on the picture of Mum. She had been beautiful. I only had fleeting memories of her, but what I remembered I held dear. Her bright blue eyes would look at us with so much love. She had long blonde hair that hung in waves. Primrose loved those long locks when she was a baby, she would twist her fingers in Mum’s curls and sleep for hours on her chest. And Mum never complained. She would look down at our little sister with a smile and continue to hold her. 

I thought my whole world was going to crumble to pieces the day that she died. My heart had shattered. But Dad did his best to make everything alright. He would do everything for us. And I knew that by sulking I was only making him feel bad. He didn’t have a choice, he had always worked for the witch council. 

That was what a lot of witches did. The headquarters was here in Sherbrooke Forest. While a lot of the supernatural creatures in the world would stay hidden and secret, Sherbrooke Forest was different. We celebrated being supernatural. The humans in the area would buy our magic potions and herbs, and they would join us in our celebrations. But Enchanted Forest wasn’t like that. Enchanted Forest was secretive, ruled by the Creed Wolfpack, and not very welcoming to witches.

I sighed again as I thought about what it was going to be like. I hated the idea of having to leave, but I didn’t have a choice. It wasn’t like I could stay here on my own. I was fourteen. I couldn’t join the council until I was sixteen. That meant two years at least of living in Enchanted Forest. Blinking back the new batch of tears that wanted to fall down my cheeks I wiped at my eyes. 

“Mama, please help me,” I whispered as I stared at the photo. I needed something. I needed to see that everything would be alright.
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Chapter Two
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Apple

“Stupid, flea-ridden, idiot,” I growled as I slammed into the house.

“Apple?” my twin brother, Oliver asked as he sat the cup of milk on the bench that he’d poured himself.

I rolled my eyes. “Yuri and his pig headedness. I hate him.”

I was fuming. I hated everything to do with Yuri and the stupid Creed Pack. They walked around like they owned Enchanted Forest. I guess they probably did, they ran most of the businesses here and the majority of the houses. But Enchanted Forest was supposed to be run by the witch council. It didn’t feel that way though.

“What did he do?” Oliver growled as he narrowed his eyes.

“Yuri and that ugly pig shifter, Maclean, they decided they would wait on the Blessing path and mug anyone that went past.” I pointed down at my bare feet. They had tackled me to the ground and ripped my shoes away. I was angrier about that than being manhandled. I loved those shoes, not only were they really comfortable, but I’d decorated them myself.

“Something needs to be done about them,” Oliver growled again through clenched teeth.

I sighed and nodded. “I know. But no one seems to care. I told Mrs Jolynn, and she told me to just ignore him. I’ve told Mum and Dad, and they said to stay away from him. I try to stay away from him and all of the Creed Pack, but I can’t control them coming to me.”

“I know,” Oliver said as he slung his arm around my shoulders. “It’s a shame that we can’t use magic against them. I’d love to zap them into dust.”

I snorted. “And end up in supernatural prison? You’d never survive.”

Oliver threw his head back and laughed. “Yeah, alright. Come on, I’ll make you a milkshake and then we can go and play games. Sandy said he was going to be waiting for us on Discord.”

I smiled and nodded. Inside I was still fuming. I would love to be able to pay Yuri back for his bullying. I swear that boy had been menacing the kids of Enchanted Forest since before he could walk. I hated him. I would love more than anything to get revenge. But the use of magic wasn’t allowed to be used here. We learned about magic in school and were allowed to practice potion making and herbs, but outside of those classes, magic was prohibited.

I’d asked Dad why that was the case, and he said that the council had made it illegal because we weren’t just a witch population, she shared the forest with shifters, elves, fairies and vampires. All of us had different types of magic. As witches, we used potions and herbs, but we also had magic inside us. But because of the other species of supernaturals, the witch council decided that it would be unfair for the witches to use their power.

That alone didn’t make any sense. The Creed Pack and the other shifters were allowed to shift once a month on the full moon. Fairies were allowed to use glamour to hide our village from the eyes of humans and vampires were allowed to use their speed. It felt more like witches were being punished for being born witches. And we were being punished by the council that was supposed to be there to protect us.

“Come on, Apple, I can hear you stewing,” Oliver laughed as he handed me a chocolate milkshake.

I smiled and sucked the cold milk through the straw and followed my brother into our media room and sat in front of my computer before logging into Discord. The games and chatting with our other friends from other areas of the world would help lift me out of the funk that Yuri put me in.
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Chapter Three
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Saffron

Murmuring voices woke me from my sleep. I groaned as I glanced at the window, it was still dark out and I didn’t think I’d been asleep very long. I’d spent most of the night tossing and turning. The voices spoke quietly, and I could hear that it was Dad and Aunt Lilian. I knew it was wrong to listen in on their private conversation, but from the tone of Aunt Lilian’s voice, I could tell she was worried.

“Marsden, you need to tell them, that moving is already going to be stressful for them,” Aunt Lilian spoke. Her voice sounded upset.

“I know,” Dad answered. I rolled in bed so that I could hear better. What was it that he needed to tell us? “I don’t know how to. Their lives haven’t been easy Lil, with losing Gwendolyn and now being uprooted.”

Aunt Lilian sighed. “I know. It’s not going to be easy for them, but this is going to be a huge shock. They don’t know these people. They have no idea that Gwendolyn even had another family.”

My eyes widened and I gasped. I cast my eyes over to the picture of my mum that sat on the bedside table. I’d never given a thought about Mum’s side of the family. Aunt Lilian was my dad’s sister. And they had been so close that I never thought that maybe Mum had family out there. Were they in Enchanted Forest? Was that part of the reason we were going there?

“I’ll tell them in the morning,” Dad said quietly. “I need to get some sleep.”

I heard the shuffling of feet as Dad and Aunt Lilian went to their bedrooms. I pulled my knees to my chest and closed my eyes. My heart thumped in my chest. I was scared. But if it were just a case of, we were going to meet Mum’s family, why would that be kept a secret? Wouldn’t Dad be excited to share with us this part of our lives? I was unsure of what to think about it all. The uncertainty made me nervous and the desire to leave Sherbrooke was even less appealing than it had been.

I lay awake for the rest of the night. By the time the sun started to break through my window, my body was aching, and my head was full of questions. I was exhausted but I couldn’t sleep. I dragged myself out of bed and slowly got dressed. I wasn’t looking forward to today. I was going to have to break it to my friends that I would no longer be living here. All of the friends I’d made since I was a baby. And suddenly I was going to have to leave all of that behind for something new. Something unknown. Something terrifying.

Aunt Lilian and Dad both looked as exhausted as I felt when I moved into the kitchen and started to pour some cereal into a bowl.

“Are you feeling alright, Saff?” Aunt Lilian asked. “You look pale and like you didn’t sleep.”

I sighed. “I didn’t sleep well.” I bit into my lip as I tried to decide whether I should tell them what I’d overheard last night. With another sigh, I sat down at the table. “I woke up last night when you were both talking.”

Dad and Aunt Lilian shared a look. Dad cleared his throat and nodded. “I take it you heard something about your mother's family?”

I nodded. Aunt Lilian clasped my fingers. “It’s not really as scary or as sinister as it seems, my love.”

“I don’t know what it is,” I murmured quietly.

“I was wrong in not speaking more about your mother's life to you all,” Dad started before he shook his head. “I don’t know why we didn’t. Your Mum didn’t really get along with her family. She was the black sheep. Then when she turned sixteen and joined the witch council she was sent to Sherbrooke and that’s where I met her. I didn’t meet her family for probably ten to fifteen years after we met.”

I frowned. “Why so long?”

“Your grandfather, your mum’s dad, he wasn’t a very nice man. He was anti-the witch council, in fact, he hated them. And the thought that his daughter would willingly go to work for them disgusted him.”

“Why did he hate them so much?”

Dad sucked in a deep breath. “From what your mum told me, he practised dark magic. In Enchanted Forest, the witch council prohibited the use of any magic in public, but dark magic is banned across all lands.”

I shook my head. “I don’t understand. Why would they ban magic in public places? And I don’t know what dark magic is?”

Dad gave me a small smile. “You haven’t learned about the existence of dark magic, as it isn’t something they teach in school until the students are sixteen. However, dark magic is using blood as the magic base, we use herbs, potions and energy for all magic, but those that use dark magic use blood.”

“Their own blood?” I queried.

Dad shook his head. “No. That is why it was outlawed. To practice dark magic the witch needed to use the blood of a sacrifice.”

My eyes widened and I gasped. “So, they murdered someone to make their magic?”

Dad nodded. “Yes.”

Nausea filled my stomach. “And that’s what Mum’s Dad did?”

Dad nodded again. “That’s right. Your mother hated it. She was disgusted by it. She never told me everything she had witnessed growing up but by all accounts, it was bad. So, when she was sixteen, she joined the witch council and worked hard to have her father arrested and stripped of his magic.”

My mouth dropped open. I had heard of witches having their magic stripped but I hadn’t ever known someone that had experienced it. From the history books I read it was horribly painful and not something that anyone could really survive.

“Is he still in prison?” I questioned.

Dad shook his head. “No. He is dead now. However, your mother has a sister and two brothers who live in Enchanted Forest. That is what Aunt Lilian, and I were talking about last night. You have a large family there that you haven’t met and for not telling you about this sooner, I’m sorry.”

“Are they bad people?”

Dad smiled and shook his head. “No. In fact, your Aunt Ravyn works for the witch council. Her husband, Katar is an Elf and is the Erlking.”

“What is that?” I frowned and shook my head, having never heard of the term before. While I knew that there were other supernatural beings, Sherbrooke didn’t really have them, this was mostly a witch forest.

“Erlking is the king of the elven kingdom,” Aunt Lilian explained. “We don’t have an elven kingdom here, but Enchanted Forest does.”

“Wow,” I said with wide eyes. “Wait so what does that make my cousins if they have children?”

“Ravyn and Katar have two children, twins, in fact,” Dad said. “They are both witches. Their DNA is decided by the gods, and in their case, they took after their mother.”

“What are their names?”

“Apple and Oliver.”

I smiled. I had cousins. “Are they nice?”

Dad chuckled and nodded his head. “Yes. I believe they are.”

“And they know about me?”

“I believe that your Aunt Ravyn will be telling them about you today also.”

I smiled again. “Maybe that might be something to make Enchanted Forest tolerable.”

Dad chuckled. “I’m glad you can see the good in this.”

“I’m trying,” I said through a yawn.

“Why don’t you go and get back in bed, school can be skipped today,” Aunt Lilian said as she stroked her fingers lightly through my dark curls. 

I yawned again and nodded. That sounded like a very good idea to me.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Four
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Oliver

We sat around the kitchen table. Mum had called a family meeting. I kept going through everything that I could think of that I might have done wrong but couldn’t come up with a reason that Mum wanted a serious chat. It was the only time that Mum and Dad normally would call all of us to the table.

“I wanted to talk to you both about something,” Mum began. “As you’re aware, I have a sister who passed away ten years ago, her name was Gwendolyn. Before she passed away, she was married to a man named Marsden who works for the witch council. Together they have three children, Anan who is fifteen, Saffron who is fourteen and Primrose who is thirteen. The witch council has asked for Marsden to come to Enchanted Forest to work, this means that your cousins will also be coming. They are going to stay with us for a few days until Marsden and his sister Lilian can get their home sorted. The kids will be going to Enchanted high school, and I’d really like it if you would please show them around. Especially Saffron as she will be in a lot of your classes.”

“When are they going to be arriving?” Apple asked. From the look on her face, I could see that she was excited to meet our cousins.

We always knew they existed, and we knew that our Aunt Gwendolyn had left to join the witch council when she was sixteen and had nothing more to do with the family here in Enchanted Forest. I didn’t know all of the details about what happened, but I remember Mum saying that Aunt Gwendolyn and our grandfather, Earthan had a huge fight which resulted in Aunt Gwendolyn having nothing to do with him. Grandfather Earthan had died well before I was born, and I knew that people hated him and were glad he was dead. But like with a lot of the family secrets we weren’t told the details or why everyone hated him.

“They will arrive tomorrow. I spoke with Marsden, and he said that Saffron was really afraid to leave Sherbrooke Forest, which is why I’m hoping that you will both treat her with kindness and be gentle.”

“We will,” Apple answered with a smile.

I nodded my head. “Why is Uncle Marsden being sent here?”

Mum sighed and shook her head. “I’m not allowed to talk about it, but there are some changes that are coming to Enchanted Forest from the witch council. Marsden is an investigator for the witch council, so he will be busy and away a lot, which means that Anan, Saffron and Primrose will, unfortunately, be left alone regularly.”

I frowned and shared a look with Apple who gave me a subtle head nod. A witch council investigator was normally sent to where crimes against supernaturals occurred. While other supernaturals had their own kingdoms or councils that took care of the legal side of being supernatural, the witch council typically oversaw everything. They upheld the laws of the supernatural and were the leaders of all supernatural species. 

If Uncle Marsden was being sent here to investigate something that meant that a crime was suspected. I couldn’t help but think about the Creed Pack. I wondered if perhaps they had crossed a line this time. They were always trying to push the envelope of how much they could get away with. They wanted the position that the witch council held. They wanted to be able to rule all of the supernaturals in Enchanted Forest. It would be a disaster if that were to ever happen. What was worse was that if they did become the leaders of Enchanted Forest, we wouldn’t be able to leave. Dad was the Erlking for the elven kingdom here in Enchanted. There was no way that he could abandon his role. We would be stuck here and someone like Yuri would get away with so much more than he already did. It would be a nightmare. One that I didn’t even want to think about.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter Five
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Saffron

My best friend’s Mirabella and Sahara stood with tears running down their cheeks.

“You could come and live with us,” Mirabella said hopefully.

I sighed and shook my head. “Dad would never let me.”

Mirabella nodded. “I know. But we can ring each other.”

“Yeah,” Sahara said. “I wish you didn’t have to go.”

“Me neither.”

“I’m sorry girls,” Aunt Lilian said. “I’m afraid we have to start heading off now.”

I could see from the look on her face that she understood the pain in my heart. I’d been friends with Mirabella and Sahara since I was a baby. My mum and their mum were best friends. We spent so much time at each other’s houses. And if it weren’t for their mum, I don’t think I would have got through Mum’s death as well as I did. She had wiped my tears and allowed me to cry on her shoulder. Now having to leave all that seemed too scary.

My sobs became louder as Mirabella and Sahara hugged me tight. “We will call you,” Mirabella promised.

I lifted my face and saw that they too were crying as hard as I was. “Come on girls, we need to let Saffron go now.”

“One more hug,” Mirabella said as she pulled me into her arms again. “You will always be our best friend.”

“You will both be mine.” I turned and walked away, climbing into the backseat of the car.

“It’s going to be alright,” Aunt Lilian promised, but I wasn’t sure that I could believe her. I turned to look out the back window where Mirabella, Sahara and their mum stood, huddled together with their arms around each other. Aunt Lilian pulled the car out onto the road and pointed it toward Enchanted Forest.

Silently, Primrose slipped her fingers into mine and gave my hand a squeeze. I glanced over at my sister and tried to smile. I couldn’t wipe away the pain I felt. I knew that the pain would ease, but right now it consumed all of me.

“Do you know much about our cousins?” Anan asked Aunt Lilian.

“I’ve met your mum’s side of the family a few times. They appear to be all good people.”

“What about Mum’s brothers?” Primrose asked.

Aunt Lilian glanced in the rearview mirror. “She has two brothers, Calder and Damek, they are both witches. Damek doesn’t have a lot to do with Calder or your Aunt Ravyn.”

“Is that because of his father?” Anan asked.

“I don’t know for sure. The witch council did investigate him and his family, but no evidence was found that he was practising dark magic.”

“It just seems so weird that because of Mum’s father practising dark magic, they would all turn their back on Mum,” Anan said with a frown pulling at his brow.

“I can’t speak on that,” Aunt Lilian answered. “I don’t know why they turned their back on her. I’m not even sure your mother knew why.”

“If they did turn their back on Mum because they wanted to protect their father, then is it really safe for us to be going there?” I questioned.

Aunt Lilian glanced in the rear view mirror again. “I think you will be safe. I trust your Aunt Ravyn.”

I frowned and shook my head. “How though? How can you know her?”

“Enchanted Forest might have a rule that no magic can be practised in public, but not all magic requires some elaborate spell or potions and herbs.”

My eyes widened. “What do you mean?”

“I suspect that you will probably learn about this once you are sixteen and if you choose to join the witch council. But clairvoyance, mind reading and mediumship, are all part of magic.”

“You can read people’s minds?” Primrose gasped making Aunt Lilian laugh.

“No. But I am a medium, which means I can speak to the dead.”

I gasped. “You can speak to Mum?”

There was a look of sadness on Aunt Lilian’s face as she nodded her head. “I have done, yes.”

My heart hurt. Jealousy surged through me. I wish I could speak to Mum. There were times when I really needed her.

“I can tell from the look on your face Saffron that you are sad that you don’t have the same ability,” Aunt Lilian noted. I looked up at the rearview mirror to see her watching me. “Witches don’t start to get their power until they are sixteen to seventeen. That is why you haven’t developed any skills yet. I can’t tell you what kind of magic you will be given by the goddess Morrigan, but there are several things you could be gifted.”

“Is that why we can’t join the witch's council until we are sixteen?” Anan questioned.

Aunt Lilian nodded her head. “That’s right. They want to be able to train your magic.”

“That makes sense. How do you know when you get the power?” Anan asked. He was going to be turning sixteen in two months, so I knew that he was interested in discovering everything.

Aunt Lilian frowned as she glanced over at him. “Anan you should have started being taught this in school.”

Anan shrugged his shoulders. “They never mentioned anything about magic, only the potions and herbs.”

Aunt Lilian hummed. “Maybe because humans were at that school. But in answer to your question, at midnight on your sixteenth birthday, you will be taken through a ritual, led by the witch elders. It is during that time that the goddess will gift you with a power. Have you noticed the blue tattoo on the back of mine and your father’s necks?”

“Yeah,” we all answered in unison.

“Well, that tattoo is a rune or symbol. Each symbol represents the power that you have. So, mine is the all-seeing eye, which means that I am gifted in mediumship. Your father’s mark is that of the triangle, which represents astral projection.”

“What does that mean?” Primrose asked.

“It means that he can push his thoughts out to other supernaturals, and they can read what he is thinking. It is a little like talking inside another person's head.”

“Wow,” Anan gasped. “Why did either of you tell us about this?”

Aunt Lilian shrugged. “That was definitely a mistake we’ve made. We had assumed that your school would teach you. In fact, they are meant to teach you about magic and what to expect. I don’t understand why Sherbrooke High School didn’t. That might be something I have to bring up with the witch council.”

I stared out the window at the passing scenery. I wondered what other abilities there could be. Suddenly I was saddened at not being taught. Maybe that would be a positive about going to Enchanted Forest. At least they would learn everything we needed to know.
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Apple

Oliver and I sat with our cousins Regan, Delano, Storm and Amoda on the front porch of our house. Our Uncle Calder and Aunt Lantana were in the house preparing for the arrival of our new cousins.

“Do you think they will be nice? Or will they be like Sill and Asha?” Regan pondered. Sill and Asha were our other cousins, but we didn’t see them. The last time we saw them Oliver and I were twelve, and Asha had spent the whole time pinching us under the arm. We ended up with horrible bruises, and Mum promised that we wouldn’t have to bother with them again. They were horrid people. They were never taught manners and treated everyone, even adults like they were their servants.

“Gods, I hope not,” Oliver groaned. “I can still feel all the bruises from Asha’s last visit.” He shuddered making me giggle.

“I don’t think they will be like them.”

“I hope they are. I’d like to have some friends,” Amoda said with a small smile. She was the youngest of our cousins, at ten years old. She was a fairy and looked so much like Aunt Lantana that a lot of people were shocked when they found out that we were related. All of the witches in our family had dark hair that was almost black and was so curly. But Amoda and Storm were fairies. Their hair was blonde almost white. Their eyes were so blue that they appeared to be almost translucent. Unlike my eyes which were almost black. I knew that Anan, Saffron and Primrose were all witches, our Aunt Gwendolyn and Uncle Marsden were both witches and had the same dark hair. 

“I hope that they are nice too. Primrose is thirteen, she would be closest to your age, Amoda,” I said.

Amoda looked up at me and smiled. She had the prettiest face. Her eyes looked at me widely. “I’d like that. I really hope they are nice.”

I smiled and nodded. I’d been thinking about the arrival of our cousins all morning. I was so curious about what they would be like. I’d met our Uncle Marsden a few times when he’d come to Enchanted Forest to visit, but he never brought his children with him. I couldn’t imagine what a shock this was going to be for the kids, they apparently hadn’t even known about any of us. 

I stuck my legs out in front of me pulled my pants up so that the sun shone on my legs and leaned back closing my eyes. We all fell into silence, which was until we heard the car pull into our driveway. I sat up and looked at the dark SUV that pulled in behind Uncle Calder’s car.

“Is that them?” Oliver said as he stood from the porch.

The driver's door opened and a tall, thin woman with dark hair stepped out with a bright smile.

“Wow, this is a wonderful welcoming committee,” she laughed. “My name is Lilian, I’m Marsden’s sister and the aunt of Anan, Saffron and Primrose.”

“Hello,” I called. “I’m Apple, this is my twin Oliver, and these are our cousins, Regan, Delano, Storm and Amoda.”

“It’s lovely to meet you all.” Lilian turned back to the car and spoke to the passengers. “Why don’t you come and meet your cousins?”

The passenger doors opened, and three kids all stepped out. My eyes widened as I took in their faces, you could have mistaken them as being the complete carbon copy of us.

“Gods,” one of the girls said quietly. “You have my face.”

I couldn’t stop the giggle that fell from my lips. “You have my face.”

The girl snorted and nodded her head. “I’m Saffron.”

I walked over to her Saffron and felt an instant connection. She was nothing like Sill or Asha. I held my arms open and as soon as she stepped into my hug, I could feel it. They were going to become more than a cousin. These were now my siblings.
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