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Golden sunlight glazed the receptionist’s back as she removed a stack of manila folders from a filing cabinet, and Caitlin was still blinking from the change in brightness when Beth greeted them. “Welcome to Gweinyr and—” She turned, paused. A smile bloomed, crinkling the wrinkles at the corners of her mouth. She was a little older than Michela—though what Caitlin knew now about Michela flipped that picture in her mind.

“Oh. Good morning, Caitlin.” Beth glided away from the filing cabinet with more energy than Caitlin mustered on a normal morning, and plucked up the phone receiver. “Michela, Mrs. and Mr. Fulmer are here.” She set the receiver down. “She’s waiting for you.”

Trevor thanked her and laid a hand to Caitlin’s back, guiding her into the main office.

Michela rose from her desk. Today, she’d opted for elegantly cut taupe pants with deep brown pin stripes, a matching jacket hung on a coat hook in the corner. She’d topped off the suit with a long-sleeved, light coffee-colored silk blouse. She offered them the seats opposite her desk, then asked Beth to bring in tea.

Trevor didn’t wait for Beth to return; he wiggled his fingers at Caitlin. “This is what I called you about, last night. It’s... It’s... I don’t know.”

“A map.” The map was precious, a clue to Trevor’s family history. Yet, Caitlin neither wanted to hold it, nor let it go, yet she relinquished it into Michela’s eager hands.

“Of Wales, I see.” Michela studied it a moment and her green eyes softened as she took them both in. “Do you know what area this depicts?”

As Beth entered with the tea, Caitlin shrugged. “I know what our friend claims it was.”

Not saying that the gift-giving friend was a dragon until Beth left seemed the best course of action.

Trevor folded his hands in his lap. “I know what I’d like it to be. But in the hours since Rhetgar granted it to us? I’m not sure.”

“Dyma Cantre’r Gwaelod.” Caitlin spoke in Welsh saying, I believe this is Cantre’r Gwaelod. “Felly Meddai.” So he said.

“Very good, dear. You have learned our language.” Michela rose from her desk, rounded it and patted Trevor’s shoulder on the way to close her door. “She speaks it, now, better than you do.”

“Cait cheated, I’d say.” Trevor sent Caitlin a wink.

Caitlin stuck her tongue out at him. “It wasn’t my fault.”

“Of course not, children.” Michela took her seat again and raised the map. “This is astounding.”

“It is. I never thought we’d find out my family lived there. Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Would it have done any good? You know the stories of that place.” She touched the map, wistfulness softening her features. “It’s gone.”

“A thing of legends. I guess you’re right.”

Caitlin took Trevor’s hand and rubbed his wrist. “Sunk into the ocean. To be funny I might say Florida will, one day. But how does this concern us—Trevor’s family, I mean?”

Michela studied the map. “This map in itself is a legend. I didn’t know it existed.”

Caitlin glanced at Trevor.

“I’ll research it. However, I’m a little pressed for time, this morning, I’m sorry to say.” Michela laid a hand to the map. “Would you mind if I keep this a while to study? Given a day or two with it, I’m sure I’ll find its provenance.”

Trevor agreed; Caitlin thanked her and Michela ushered them to the front office. Trevor led her to the truck and she glanced back to see Michela watching. She paused and tucked her hand into her purse. “Honey, wait. I left my sunglasses inside.”

“I’ll get them.”

“No, it’s okay. I’ll be right back.” He nodded and slipped into the cab while she met Michela at the door. “You thought of something?”

“The map from your dragon. It is to do with the Fulmer family.”

“What about them, though? Do you think it has something to do with—” Purposely not naming Trevor’s family’s trouble with the paranormal, she twiddled a finger in the air. “Everything we went through? I mean, is it from that era, or is it, like Rhetgar said, an heirloom?”

“If it’s authentic, it’s more than an heirloom, but I need to research it.”

A bee’s buzz drew Caitlin’s attention to the tree nearby and her gaze unfocused as she thought. “If anyone can learn its secrets, I trust you can. ‘Cause I’ll be damned if I know.”

Magical maps weren’t her expertise.

“Oh, Caitlin. One more thing, I forgot. I have something for you.” She held up a wooden thimble.

As soon as Caitlin cradled it in her hands, a vision flashed through her mind:

At a summer house party, with several dozen guests filling his father’s mansion, Roland caught Kate Lynn admiring a wooden thimble. “It’s my mother’s,” he said. “Do you like it?”

Kate Lynn’s gaze softened at his regard. “It’s charming, Mr Fulmer.”

Strains of a waltz sounded from the ballroom. “What did I do to make you forget my name, Kate Lynn?”

“You know better, Roland. But now you mention it, I may be cross with you.”

“With me? What have I done to offend you, miss?”

Kate Lynn lowered her lashes, flirting with him, Caitlin thought. “We missed the last dance.”

“Then, I do owe you.” He picked up the thimble, and folded it into Kate Lynn’s hand, kissed her fingers. “Take it.”

“Thank you, but no.” Kate Lynn’s chaperone took it away from her. “We’re not stealing something from your mother.”

“Pay her for it. Come visit me tomorrow. We’ll draw you up a contract saying you’ve purchased it, and present it to her.”

Kate Lynn blushed and dropped her hand, brushing his. “That won’t be necessary, Roland. But you may come see me, if you wish.”

“Caitie?”

Taking in the entrance to Gweinyr and Partners, Michela standing before her, quiet, intent, Caitlin blinked. “This was Kate Lynn’s wasn’t it?”

Michela patted her arm. “I knew I wouldn’t have to explain much to you.”

She cradled it in her palm. “Thank you.”

“I’m sure you’ll find a good use for it.” She hugged Caitlin. “By the way, congratulations, dear.”

Caitlin and Trevor shared a glance. “About what?”

“Your little one.” She blinked. “You didn’t know? My girl, you’re pregnant.”

Trevor stared when she relayed their guardian’s message. “I guess we’d better get a test.”

Pregnant. Gads! She slipped her glasses on. “I’m calling my doctor as soon as we get home.”

After the new year’s celebrations, Michela’s pronouncement was confirmed.

“Well, she was right, the test was too. I really am pregnant.”

Trevor stared at her, and after a moment coughed out, “I don’t know how to feel about this.”

“That was my reaction—with a little cursing on the drive home.”

Still, he pulled her into his arms. “I’m thrilled.”

“No you’re not. You’re murderous.”

“Not of you. Or our daughter.” 

“You think it’ll be a girl?”

“I can hope, can’t I?”

He kissed her and treated her like a china doll.

This mid-March afternoon, they discussed names.

“Dad says I should name him after me.” Trevor set an antique spy glass on a shelf. “I’m not sure I want to do that.”

“What about Gordon? Or if it’s a girl, Dellyth Bonnie—or Bonnie Dellyth. Wait.” She paused, and scratched the names out. “What am I saying? That might be courting trouble, too.”

He wandered over to kiss her. “You’re pregnant. I’ll let it slide.”

“Roland, or is that me being silly too?”

“I like it, but...What about after your dad?”

“Howard?”

Trevor grimaced. “Forget it. It’s a fine name, but ... not for us. What’s his middle name?”

She looked up from her pad. “Arthur.”

“Arthur?” A smile bloomed. “Even better. How about Roland Arthur?”

“Roland Arthur, hyphenated?” Caitlin crowed in delight. “Perfect.”
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Chapter Two


Fourteen Months Later
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Their son was born in early August and they spent the rest of the year celebrating. No ghosts or anything supernatural popped up to interrupt their joy.

This morning, Roland-Arthur proved playful, throwing his toys whenever she had her hands full.

She handed him back a rattle he tossed away, brushed out his dark hair and dressed him in a denim jumper from her mother. He resembled Trevor in his hair but his eyes were green like hers and his build a little pudgier than her mother liked. The rattle occupied Roland-Arthur’s time as she cleaned house and then headed for Starfort Collectibles. As she entered, the shop phone rang. Trevor shouted from the attic. Caitlin set Roland-Arthur against the desk and snatched the portable phone with her empty hand. “Starfort Collectibles.”

There wasn’t any answer for a moment, then. “Caitlin.”

Caitlin blinked, recognizing her sister-in-law’s voice on the other end of the line. She covered the phone. “Honey, Amelia’s on the phone,” she shouted before turning back to the call. “Merry ... er, happy new year.”

“I hope 2019 will turn out better than it’s starting.”

That didn’t sound good. Caitlin leaned against the checkout desk. Trevor’s footsteps pounded down the staircase. “What do you mean ‘I hope’?”

Trevor crossed into the office to pick up the other line. “What’s up, sis?”

Sister-in-law, technically, but Caitlin didn’t quibble.

“I’m in town. You remember my Uncle Ray, Trevor?”

“I do. How is he?”

Caitlin listened on the other phone, frowned when Amelia explained he wasn’t doing well.

They gave their wishes for his recovery.

“You should come by.” Trevor scanned the shop and touched an ornament they still had out. “The house is still decorated from Yu—uh, Christmas, but if you don’t mind tinsel, we’d love to see you.”

“I’d like that,” Amelia said. “I have something for you. I think it’s some stuff that belongs to your family, but how Uncle Ray got it, I’m not sure.”

Caitlin saw Trevor sit forward. “My family?”

“Maybe—” Amelia paused. “He thinks some of it came from Gordon.”

“Come by,” Caitlin said. “I’m making a big dinner. Is your husband with you ... Jake? You’re welcome to join us.”

“I don’t know. He’s a little—”

“What?”

Caitlin didn’t think Trevor needed to ask. She knew the answer already. “He finds us odd.”

Amelia let out a breath. “I wouldn’t say that.”

A little levity seemed in order. “He’d be right.”

In the office, Trevor laughed. “It’s fine, Amelia. If he wants to come, we’ll put out another plate for him.”

“Then, we’ll see you.”

Indeed, they closed at three-thirty and drove home and he took her bag for her as she got Roland-Arthur out of his car seat. “Ray is...” Trevor locked her car behind her. “Not someone I’d expect Gordon to go to.”

Caitlin watched him as he entered their house. “No one would call your brother predictable.”

“I suppose that’s true. But why not give it to me or Dad?” He mounted the stairs. “Forget I asked that.”

She followed him into their bedroom and set the baby in his bassinet. After that, she tucked her purse into the closet. “What do you think he gave him?”

“With my brother, who knows? More pictures of ghosts from Fort Pickens comes to mind.”

At the appointed time, Amelia arrived and Caitlin hugged her. Some gray strands stood out in her chestnut brown hair. Her makeup hid any flaws in her tanned skin, however, and her hands proved rougher than Caitlin remembered. Caitlin was glad to see her wearing the turquoise earrings she’d sent her. Trevor added that they complimented her eyes.

They hadn’t seen each other for years. Right now, though, her return to town seemed to weigh on her.

Caitlin wondered if part of it was because Trevor was an identical match for Gordon.

When her husband saw Trevor he hesitated a moment before he shook Trevor’s hand. “Nice to meet ya, finally.”

“Let me guess.” Trevor stepped back. “You’ve seen me before.”

“Only in—” Her husband paused, shook his head. “It’s stupid.”

“In pictures?” Trevor looked to Amelia. “You don’t like to think about the fact that her first husband and I were twins, I understand.”

Her husband carried a cardboard box under a bulky arm. He was short with muscles Caitlin had only seen on visitors to Navarre and Pensacola beaches, or in movies. In contrast to Trevor’s long hair, he kept his cropped so short, Caitlin wasn’t sure of its color and she wondered if he’d been in the military, but he said no. 

“Dad was in the army, though.” He rubbed a hand over his head. “I liked the look. It stuck.”

A cool breeze blew across the front porch; Trevor immediately invited them inside.

Amelia’s husband set the box by his feet when he settled on the couch. Though they passed the baby around and traded small talk for a while, Amelia glanced at the box more than once.

Trevor pointed to it. “So, what’s that?”

“My aunt’s cleaning out their attic and Ray seems insistent you have what’s in this box.” She nudged it forward with the toe of her tennis shoe. “I don’t know why. I mean, I know you own an antique store, but I can’t think much of what’s in it is worth your time.”

Trevor took a pen from the side table and nudged some of its contents aside, studying. “Hm.” After another shuffle, Caitlin spotted the tip of a stick.

“Sticks?”

“I think it’s a knitting needle.”

Trevor picked the box up and rose. “Give me a few minutes, Amelia?”

She shared a confused glance with Caitlin before shrugging. “Sure.”

He carried the box upstairs, Caitlin watching him go.

“Odd.”

“Oh, you know Trevor.” Caitlin imagined she felt the attic door latch as Trevor closed it behind him. “How is your aunt?”

A few minutes later, Trevor shouted for her. “Cait?”

“Yeah?” She smiled at her guests, asked them to excuse her, passed Roland-Arthur into Amelia’s eager hands, and bounded up the stairs.

He’d set the box on his workbench, not far from his table saw. He held her saltshaker in one hand while he rubbed their Hound’s head with his other hand.

Caitlin leaned against the doorjamb. “You all right?”

“Yeah, I’m okay.”

“Are you sure?” He and this attic didn’t have the best relationship.

He set the shaker down. “Cait, I know you worry, but I don’t need a babysitter anymore. My shadow work is stable—not one hundred percent of course, but I promise. Me and Arianrhod figured the worst of it out.”

They’d worked on his shadow for years. That, at least, she knew as something for which she thanked the goddess. Still, it was huge and the attic a large part of what troubled him. That he went here once again to retreat, gave her pause. “I mean about everything.”

“Oh.” He looked to the door. “Amelia and Jake?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s weird.”

She entered and touched him, sending him calming thoughts. “So you’re going to stay up here, hiding.”

“Can I?” He cursed. “Okay, you’re right. We’ll deal with—” He jerked a thumb to the box. “—that, later.”

But as he followed her out, he locked the door.

“Is there a problem?” Amelia asked.

“No. At least, not unless that box sets off some sort of earth shattering, wizardly boom.” Trevor chuckled to himself and Amelia’s husband frowned questioningly. 

For good measure, with half her attention on them, Caitlin wove a spell to protect them in case the roof did blow off before they left. A barely perceptible ribbon of blue light soon encircled the couple.

Roland-Arthur cooed; Amelia wriggled her shoulders, but made no more reaction than that. 

“It might. Who knows what Gordon kept?” Amelia paused. Her nose wriggled and she sniffled and changed the subject. “How are your studies going, Cait?  Or is this little one taking all your attention?”

“Of course he is. But since you ask—”
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THEY SPENT THE REST of the evening talking to their sister-in-law but all too soon, Amelia gathered up her purse and hugged Caitlin. “My, it was good to see you both.”

Trevor hugged her and returned the sentiment. “Come on back, any time.”

As the couple stepped off the porch, something shook the house. Caitlin thought the disturbance came from upstairs.

Amelia started, and Caitlin waved her back. “I’m sure it’s nothing.” She hated to lie to her, but given what Gordon put Amelia through, did she want to disturb her sister-in-law with this?

Amelia stepped forward, as if to hug Trevor, paused, glanced at Jake, and stepped back.

“Er, I’ll try to get back to town soon. Tell your dad I said...”

Jake threaded his arm around her. “Come on, honey. Look at Caitlin, she’s exhausted.”

“Right.”

Trevor closed the car door for her and waved.  As soon as the couple drove off, Trevor let out a deep breath. “That was truly awkward. I think I’d rather deal with ghosts.” He calmly opened the door. “Stay here. I’ll see what that was.”

She wrapped her arm around his waist. “What makes you think I’m afraid of a little thwack?”

“Do you want to guess what it is?”

“Didn’t sound like one of your surfboards fell over. I thought you said there was nothing to worry about?”

“Maybe not. But then again, there might be plenty. Amelia did bring me something of my brother’s.”

“Is it too much to hope everything in there is junk from before he met with ... well, you know who.”

Though he who she mentioned hadn’t shown his face in Gulf Breeze for years, they didn’t like to name him. But they both knew they spoke of Hofter, the imp who caused them trouble, until 2015.

Trevor shrugged. “I wouldn’t say so.”

Caitlin followed him inside. Trevor bounded up the stairs before her. He opened the attic door, holding a hand out to keep her back. While he surveyed, she put the baby in his crib and cast a protection spell around him.

When Trevor allowed space, she entered the attic. Everything here looked normal, and neither did she sense anything disturbing. What caused the noise? She reached out with her powers but felt nothing alarming. A static ripple, but not troublesome.

Beside the box was a stack of comic books, encased in plastic covers. One lay on top, out of its plastic and Caitlin flipped the cover open. “You already read this, didn’t you?”

Trevor laid a hand to his heart. “Me?”

“How far through did you make it?”

“Only a few pages in.”

Which caused Caitlin to smile. Weaving a quick spell to protect her family from any ill-effects, she picked out each item in turn with a repeated order, “Keep all evil contained herein, and far from my loves and kin.”

A slight variation on their usual spell. Once she’d cleaned the contents to her satisfaction, she was able to scrutinize them from an artistic point of view.

The first one was an old clipboard of cheap brown paperboard with an aluminum clip. The surface of the clipboard showed some wear and pen marks from where Gordon—or even Amelia’s uncle—used it countless times for various note-taking. But there was nothing here that triggered her heightened sense of the paranormal. She handed it to Trevor and took the next item out of the box: A collection of film canisters. Salt layered their caps.

She picked one up in two fingers. “This must’ve been your brother’s. Do you want to develop this film?” Given the last set of Gordon’s photos she’d seen, hesitation gripped her.

Trevor stared at the canisters there on his workbench. “You know what? If you don’t feel anything particularly compelling about it? No.” As he said this, he gave her his questioning look.

Caitlin studied the canisters again. “He wanted us to have the photos, maybe? They can’t be as morbid as his final set. You think Gordon’s ghost contacted her uncle?”

“Hard to say without asking Gordon.” Trevor kneaded her shoulders. Warmth and comfort flowed through his hands. Yet, his tense stance behind her told Caitlin he needed it more than she. “He’s come to us because—”

“Because this is his house, and you’re twins.”

“And he thinks he still owes you a debt.”

Caitlin frowned hard, but leaned into him. Damn straight he does.

“He’s tied to this house; I think this is the only connection that allows him to slip out of Arianrhod’s prison-bond. Ray’s probably had these for years.”

She took a deep breath and put the canister on the table. The next item in the box was unprocessed photo paper, and she set the glossy white sheets down.

Another piece met her fingers and she pulled it out to find it was a key ring. The fob resembled a shutter speed dial from a vintage 35mm SLR camera.

“That’s... just like Gordon.”

Trevor touched the key fob. “I think so too.”

Squished to the side of the box was the one thing she would never have expected to find in Gordon’s belongings. She held it up into the light to make sure of what she was seeing. “This isn’t a regular stick. Is it a knitting needle?”

“I think so.” Trevor took the needle out of her hand.

“D’ya think it came from Amelia’s aunt’s belongings?”

“Like she popped it in there for temporary storage.”

“And forgot.”

He ran his fingers over the smooth wood. “Honestly, I don’t think this is mass-produced.”

“It’s an antique?”

He turned it over one more time. “Hand turned, at least.”

Eyeing the needle, she rubbed a hand along Trevor’s shoulder blade. “You would know.”

“I’ll call Amelia and ask her if Sharon wants it back. But—” He hesitated.

“But what?”

Trevor’s argument phased out, along with his attention. After a moment, he grimaced, blinked.

Concern filled her. “What did you see?”

“I don’t know. Let me find out if she might want them.” He picked his phone up from beside his worktable and scrolled through his contacts.

Caitlin heard Amelia answer, through the handset. “A knitting needle? Aunt Sharon doesn’t knit. I don’t know how they got here.”

Caitlin picked it up. A thought pinged in the back of her mind; a soft breeze stirred the hairs on her fingers.

Amelia’s voice, further away than before. 

“Is it worth anything to the shop?”

Yes, it’s priceless. But not meant for an antique shop—not even Starfort Collectibles.

The thought faded.

Trevor closed out the call. “Amelia doesn’t want it.” He paused. “Honey?”

“I don’t think you should sell that needle.”

Trevor touched her arm. “For a particular reason?”

Studying the grain, the tiny incisions in the wood, she held it out by its tip. “I think it’s meant to be ours, alone.”

Trevor took the needle from her and set it right next to the drop spindle she’d claimed in November. “I bet you’re right.”
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Chapter Three
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Caitlin sprinkled nettle leaves into linseed oil in her pot and added beeswax and salt. The mixture bubbled and she added a drizzle of honey, a drop of lavender oil.

Maria watched her from the kitchen table, both reading from Caitlin’s Book of Shadows, and playing typist for Caitlin, doing the secretarial work of uploading a blog article she’d meant to post, and forgotten. “What else do you think this needs?”

She craned her neck to skim the text. “Add that I’ll post the new rain spell when I know if it works.” The mixture boiled and she went back to work, picked up a vial of oil she’d gotten from Rhetgar, hesitated to add it. “I’m not sure about this one.”

Maria flipped a page in Caitlin’s Book of Shadows. “You’re not going to be drinking it.”

“No. But we’re stuck inside here.” She waved a hand around her kitchen, the windows closed thanks to the thunderstorms outside.

“Wait to try this concoction on a day you can open the windows.” Maria flipped another page. “What’s this? You can shrink things? Show me!”

Caitlin put her vial down, stepped close to Maria, and flipped a page. “Don’t even consider it. I don’t need to hear you’ve been arrested for stealing something.”

“You have to admit, it would be funny to swipe a light pole or a cannon from one of the forts.”

“Don’t you dare! We’ve already been banned from Pickens. We don’t need to be banned for all eternity.” Caitlin took the love spoon from where it hung on the wall since Trevor carved it for her—an early Valentine’s Day gift. Thinking the Welsh words devised by one of Trevor’s more mischievous ancestors, she shrunk it to fit in her palm.

Maria clapped. “That’s cool!”

“But it’s gray magic.”

“Depends on its use, doesn’t it? If you use it to shrink trunks to go on a trip, that’s not bad.”

Caitlin returned the spoon to normal size, and tapped her on the back of the hand with it. “Point taken, but it’s not for shoplifting or grand theft.”

Maria went back to typing and Caitlin reminded her, “Don’t post anything from that particular book.”

“I won’t. But why today? Why not wait until tomorrow to try this recipe?”

“Because tomorrow is the third Monday in January. That’s a bad day for bleeding. I’d rather keep us from bleeding, if possible.”

“Ah. Old wives’ tale from Trevor’s ancestors?” Maria toyed with the glass vial on the table. 

“One of many things from them.” Caitlin thought a moment. “That, you can add to the post. ‘Always pay attention to the preferable times to perform your magic’.”

“Why didn’t they give you a useful download, like where they stashed their gold?”

Caitlin scoffed. “This is useful.”

“Except that you’re worried about it.”

“Not their work, but this stuff Rhetgar gave us.”

“If the dragon’s contribution bothers you, use the wiccebane.”

“I don’t know how that will alter the mixture. This isn’t for a cold.”

“You’re not gonna necessarily ingest it.”

“No, but it’s a blessing for Trevor’s saws.” They were still looking for a way to block ghosts from coming into their home uninvited. Hopefully, this would do it. “He’ll be using it on his saws, so he’ll be touching it and we might be smelling it a) as it cooks, and b) when the blades heat up.”

“Oh. You don’t want to asphyxiate him.”

“Shh... Don’t even think it.” There was no need to tempt fate. Especially with the true gift from Rhetgar that sat stored in Michela’s office. Or her home. Wherever she’d taken the map to decode it. “You’re right, though.”

“Hm...” Maria flipped a few more pages in the book, and turned to Caitlin’s laptop, adding a notation to a file. “Try adding rose petals. Wait. White ones. Red ones and you might distract him from his work. If red equals passion.”

Caitlin scoffed as Maria tittered. “You are too young to think of such things.”

“I’m almost twenty.”

Not wanting to think about her young apprentice’s love life, she guided the subject back. “What else does the spell say?”

She flipped a page back. “I don’t know. I can’t read Welsh.”

“Let me see.”

Maria turned the book.

The pages flipped, Caitlin spied one spell, Spell to Unlatch doors. 

Not what I need right now.

Splaying her hand, she realized honey coated her fingers, so stopped it with an elbow.

Maria laughed at her. “Good save.” The baby gurgled next to her and threw his teething ring. Maria scooped it up and wiggled it back into his hand. “Stop throwing things, Roland-Arthur.”

Caitlin laughed. “He does it because he likes to watch you jump. There’s gotta be a different potion I can make for Trevor instead of this potentially foul one.”

“What if we weren’t witches?” Maria mused.

Caitlin washed her hands, ran a finger down the page. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, what if we were like Mama and Mrs. Holmes? We don’t know where our abilities came from. Are we freaks of nature?”

“What, all six of us?” Caitlin laughed. “You have no idea how many times I’ve asked myself that ever since I came out of that darned butcher’s freezer!”

Over the years she’d learned to live with the effects of her hypothermia. It was all a part of their mundane life now.

“Oh, Cait.” Maria shuddered and hugged her. “Maybe I should’ve said exceptional.”

“I suppose we are. Different, for sure.”

“I’ve never been anything else.” Maria looked to her mixture.

Giving the mixture another stir, Caitlin added more linseed oil until the tincture ran easily from the spoon. “I’ve had visions so long I forget what it was like before. Things might be worse, I suppose. We could be famous.”

Maria tapped the laptop wrist rest. “I think you are, judging by the comments here.”

Caitlin angled her head to read a few, snorted, and picked Roland-Arthur out of his high chair. “Shut that down, now, and help me cast this circle.”

While she set the baby in a bouncer outside the kitchen, Maria collected their athames. Caitlin called Trevor downstairs. “We’re ready, honey.”

He appeared at the top of the stairs, his dark hair brushing the shoulders of a black flannel shirt over a black t-shirt that read Bean on Tyme. Sawdust dotted both, and his jeans. “Finished?”

“How long do you think it takes me to mix up an elixir?”

He descended the stairs two at a time and at the bottom, kissed her. “What if I asked about lunch?”

“After. Let’s get your saws taken care of, first.”

Assembling in the kitchen, he stood by the door, Caitlin thought, shielding the baby. Maria picked up the salt shaker. Caitlin smacked her athame against the pot; the ring reverberated in the air. “I summon thee, O south, northeast, and northwest Watchtowers, cast this circle and protect our family, within and without.”

“This is our will,” Maria said.

Trevor added, “By Land, Sea, and Sky.”

Blue light flowed from Caitlin’s fingers, shooting north, then west, then south, past east to connect around them in a glowing circle. She looked to Trevor, and took the salt shaker from Maria, dashed a few grains into her mixture. “Now, behave, you, and do what I hope you will.” She poured the mixture into a vial.

The mixture glowed with white light for a second and settled.

“Looks good to me.” Trevor entered the kitchen and took the jar from her, kissed her cheek. “Be right back.”

Caitlin swatted his behind and followed, scooping up the baby. A glance to Maria and she thought better of letting her follow. “Stay here.”

But the young woman followed them up the stairs.

Entering the attic behind Trevor, he stopped her at the door. The baby gurgled and he kissed the top of its head, then touched her cheek. “Stay there, my goddess.”

“Will do, bossy.” She cast the circle again. Rhonabwy pushed between her and Maria to watch.

Trevor unscrewed the vial’s top. Caitlin nuzzled Roland-Arthur’s cheek as Trevor sprinkled the elixir on his saws, drills, and chisel. A light dusting of sparkles—the electric blue of her magic—glazed the metal surface before it toned down.

“Good.” Trevor screwed the cap back on. “I think that might—”

Rhonabwy howled.

The glow exploded, and shards of metal and wood flew across the room. Trevor threw himself in front of them, encircling them in a spiral of his deep, sea blue magic. Roland-Arthur cried out. A pained “Ah!” came from Maria, and a curse.

Caitlin whipped her gaze to her right to see the girl’s face bleeding. “Are you okay, Maria?” Even as she asked the question of her guest, Caitlin moved her hand away from her son’s face to see blood on her fingertips. “Oh, heck. Trevor?”

Trevor cursed a blue streak as he checked the baby. “Is he all right?”

“Cut, but well enough to scream.”

Trevor shoved a cloth at Maria and directed her out of the attic. “I got you. You’ll be fine.”

“We’ve got band aids.”

“Do you think that’s going to be enough? Maria’s mom’s going to shoot us both, but I’d feel better if she checked you all out.” In no time, Trevor coaxed them into Caitlin’s car, and sped to Gulf Breeze’s emergency room.
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Antiseptic smells assailed her nose as soon as they were through the door. A few people waited in the emergency room but she felt blessed there weren’t more. The nurse rounded her desk and started helping Maria while another reached out for the baby.

Maria stopped her. “Cindy, call my mom. She knows more about my baby than any of you here.”

“Yours?”

She closed one eye. “Closer to my nephew.” She jerked a thumb in Caitlin’s direction. “He’s her son.”

Caitlin touched Maria’s back, grateful for the girl’s affection.

The nurse looked from her to Maria. “Are you sure, sweetie?”

Maria nodded. Cindy tapped a number into the phone and paged Luisa.

Trevor scooted closer to her even though he filled out paperwork. It wasn’t long before Luisa sped through the door and lavished attention on her daughter. “Mija, what did you do to yourself?”

“A little accident watching Trevor work on something.”

Luisa narrowed her eyes but got right to work on them. A few minutes attention on Roland-Arthur and she thought he might need stitches. She calmed Trevor’s self-blame and soon led a doctor in to examine them, who indeed, administered stitches.

Trevor held on to Caitlin; she saw guilt settling over him. When the doctors let them, they took their son home, fed him, babied him, and put him to bed. As the boy snoozed afterwards, Rhonabwy settled himself at the head of the crib. Trevor wouldn’t stop checking in on the child. “I thought for sure they weren’t going to let us bring him home. They blamed me for Roland-Arthur’s cuts—which, of course, they’re right.”

“I was the one who brought him up to the attic.”

“Yeah, but I should’ve known better.”

He didn’t say it, but the thought rolled in her mind, all that happened in their attic, over the years.

“No one blames you.” But the explosion scared her. “But you can be damned sure I’m triple checking with Michela before I try one of those recipes again.”

She wasn’t joking and his solemn nod said he understood. Should she put it away in her lock-box?

What do I need to know old spells for, anyway? Though she did appreciate them, this showed her that working with old magic she didn’t know the whole truth of was dangerous.

Trevor flipped the book open and she pointed out the potion. 

He read it and pushed the book aside. “I don’t see what caused it to backfire.” He glanced at her. “Did you try that stuff from Rhetgar?”

“I deliberately left it out.”

He read it over again. “Nothing in here, that I see, is explosive.”

“I didn’t think so, either.”

“Then it’s my lousy luck. Or—” Closing the book, he rubbed his eyes. “I need more sleep than Roland-Arthur is letting us have.”

“Then we’ll go to bed early. But first—” Gathering up dirty clothes, and diapers, she plopped them into his hands. “You can do the laundry for me to make up for the accident.”

Trevor grimaced and held the diapers at arm’s length.

“All right, I will save you, as usual.” She kissed his cheek and took the diapers.

“Cait?”

At the door, she turned back, head cocked.

He shook his head. “Nothing. It’s silly.”

“What?”

“Right before the potion exploded I thought I saw...” He frowned hard. “But that’s impossible.”

They settled down for the night and with music on, volume low enough not to wake up Roland-Arthur, Caitlin texted Heather about their evening.


Heather: If DCF comes asking questions, I’ll vouch for you, of course. T’s a woodworker, and I bet one or two of my colleagues have heard of him.



Caitlin frowned when she read that and showed it to Trevor. “She thinks you’re famous.”

“Humph. Well, good. I’ll tell Abby and see if she agrees enough to inch up my prices.”

With the baby in bed, Trevor took to whittling, instead of running his noisy saws. “I miss working whenever I want to. Don’t get me wrong, I love Roland-Arthur.” He spent a quiet moment whittling at a small block of wood. The slender oval of a spoon’s bowl took shape—another love spoon. “More than I thought I would, but my saws are too noisy.”

“They are. These are lovely, though. Why not go back to hand-work?”

He tapped the handle of his chisel. “Bigger than this would take forever.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that. But I suppose we can add a room onto the other end of the house for your workspace.” Caitlin washed a bottle and set it in the strainer. “Something on the far side of the house. Or maybe add on to your—” She shook her head. “Now who’s being silly?”

“Onto Gordon’s shed, you were going to say?” His hand-motions changed and she sidled up to him to see he’d cut out a child’s silhouette. Setting the wood down, he snatched up the pad on which they made grocery lists and drew out a square. To this, he added dimensions, “30 x 30”. “All right. The garage, it is.”

She tapped his nose. “Perfect. At least until we can build on.”

“Unless, of course, the noise carries through the house. I’ll try it this weekend and see how it goes.”

“Before I have to go back to class.” No one was waiting for a particular piece, this week. “You have more than enough to sustain any show Abby might set up for you.” Their old friend was trying to organize a show for him in Pascagoula, Mississippi. She’d come through with no particular details, yet.

Another slice at the wood.

“Give you a week and you’ll have twenty of those whittled down.”

“Twenty, in a week? Are you sure you want me to do that?”

The reminder of the plethora of small chairs he’d created several years ago, under the influence of a curse, gave her pause. He set his work aside to hug her. “I’ll take my time with this one.”

Caitlin snuggled into, and took comfort from, his embrace. “One or three a week is okay.”

“No more than three, it is. You can put a spell on me to make certain.”

Her gaze went to her pot, and she bit her lip. “I don’t want to think about spells for a while.”

“What do you think happened?”

That’s the question. “I wish I knew.” She recapped everything she’d added to the recipe. “I followed the recipe to the letter, except for this one ingredient.”

“You think that’s what did it?”

He went to her cabinet and removed herb jars, picked out a pinch of each, here and there. She slid her cauldron closer and he added each to the pot. “Nettle leaves, salt, honey. That’s not dangerous.” The ingredients sat in the pot, quiet and cool as they had for her. “Henbane. What else did you put in there?”

“I didn’t add the henbane, but I was thinking about the potion Rhetgar gave me.”

He swooshed the mixture with his finger. A slight, blue haze hovered over the surface. “That must’ve been it. Because this? Ain’t even smoking.”

Not even with his wizard’s touch in the mix, she thought, taking the cauldron from him. “Thank you. Now I have to rewash the pot.”

He took it from her and dumped the contents into the trash. Next, he drizzled soap in and washed it out. “I can’t see what the problem was. Don’t let your mind wander again to dragon potions, that’s for sure.”

He set the cleaned pot in the strainer and Caitlin handed him a tea towel. Drying his hands, he frowned harder. “I don’t really want to blame our friendly dragon for anything, do you?”

“Not a bit, no.” She leaned against the counter. “I’m flummoxed about what happened. At least I didn’t try it tomorrow.”

“Why? Oh, the Physicians thing.”

“It’s not a Monday, thank gods.”

He looked up to the clock. “What time was it when you mixed that?”

“Seven, I think. Why?”

He checked his phone. “It’s now about three AM in Wales. Monday. If we’re right about the time, it was roughly one AM Welsh time?”

“What?” She snatched his phone and read the time translation there. “Oh, for the love of. That’s what happened? Either way, I won’t be trying those recipes again.”

“Oh, don’t stop practicing.”

“But Roland-Arthur—”

“Is growing up with a witch for a mom and a wizard father. Magic is bound to happen around him. We spent too long fighting all this. If that’s not enough, think what Arianrhod would say if you stop.”

She flexed her hands. “She didn’t put any geas on me about practicing magic. It may be a handy tool.” He caressed her arm. “Next time, listen when I say you don’t need to stand over me while I work.”

Writing down everything that happened tonight, before she went to bed, still brought her no closer to an answer as to why her potion caused that flash. Even in her dreams she saw herself mixing the potion again. Instead of other ingredients she mixed in henbane, mandrake, belladonna, and other such poisons. Things that she didn’t even have in her own herb garden nor knew where to get—except online. This she knew she would never do, thanks to her son. Even within the dream of it she told herself the dream was absurd. And it brings you no closer to an answer. Goddess of Light, what in the name of Branwen, Cerridwen, Arianrhod, and Brighid happened?

Not her usual pantheon, but lately she’d caught glimpses of all in the Otherworld. The fourth goddess was one of particular note to her Irish ancestors, while the third goddess was Trevor’s family’s patron and always giving him her counsel. Sometimes she gave it to Caitlin, too, whether she wanted it or not. Still, asking Arianrhod to analyze the potion seemed beneath the goddess who worried about galaxies and all life under her care. If, however, Brighid, Branwen, or Cerridwen answered, she wouldn’t ignore their advice.

None of the goddesses seemed talkative tonight, so she turned to her books.

As she studied for an exam, her mind wandered. A landscape presented itself in which an older woman, in her thirties, cutting a length of lace. The shape of her face, the sound of her voice as she sang to herself while she worked, it reminded her of someone. 

Who though? Deciding she needed a break, she set

her book aside, and went downstairs in search of tea. 

Caitlin preferred tea from a kettle. Her aunt—Uncle Dave’s wife—as well as Beryl’s influence trained her tastes, as far as all things tea was concerned.

The light from the computer monitor glazed Trevor’s face as she entered the living room. He’d decided to spend the evening doing the mundane chore of scanning his brother’s photographs into the computer. With their life, they never knew when the house would go up and take them with it.

“I’m going to make some herbal tea, honey. Do you want some?”

“What?”

She veered towards him; they exchanged a kiss and she ran her fingers along the back of his neck. “What are you doing?”

Aside from Gordon’s photos, she now saw he’d placed a scanned copy of the map in their collection of digital photos.

“Printing this, in case we need it.”

“Oh.”

“Bad idea?”

She shrugged. “No. It’s fine, I guess. You’re the antiquarian. You tell me.”

“I’m not selling it, so
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