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THE OTHERWORLD

	 

	 

	Outside the dawn chorus welcomes the day

	As the sun peaks over the trees,

	The darkness of night departs once again,

	Bringing sweetness on a warm breeze.

	 

	Sunbeams on dewdrops make prisms of light,

	And colourful rainbows surround

	Inspiriting magic beyond space and time

	Only waiting to be found.

	 

	Beyond the moon and beyond the sun

	The Otherworld is calling.

	She lets go of the fears that hold her back

	And before she knows it, she’s falling.

	 

	The hidden worlds are far from sight,

	Until you know they’re there

	Then suddenly, without a breath

	You see they’re everywhere.

	 

	Everywhere and nowhere

	So limitless and free

	The Otherworld has called you now,

	Just believe and you will see.

	 

	
[image: A cat with fluffy tail

Description automatically generated]CHAPTER 1

	 

	 

	Misty woke with a buzzing noise in her ear. It had been happening a lot recently and she had tried to ignore it, but it was getting increasingly annoying. She’d first noticed it several weeks ago when she was walking to school. It came on suddenly and she wondered if a fly had crawled in her ear and got stuck, because that’s what it felt like. She had shuddered at the thought of that and imagined it burrowing into her brain. She had asked the school nurse to look, but she couldn’t see anything. The nurse advised her to “clean them out regularly, and no, there’s no insects in there!” But then it happened again, and again. Then it would stop as suddenly as it began, at least for a while, and then it would start again. Sometimes only lasting a few seconds but enough to irritate the life out of her. 

	Today of all days Misty needed a break. After all, it was her birthday, so this buzzing could buzz off, she thought bitterly.

	The sunlight was streaming through a crack in the curtains, illuminating the dust particles in her room. Misty thought she had done a better job of cleaning her room but obviously not. She watched the dust separate as she blew gently in the direction of the beams of light. Entranced by their chaotic meandering, her eyes flickered shut. A moment later her body jerked violently, and with the sensation of falling from a great height she fell back to sleep.

	Meanwhile, there was much activity downstairs. Misty’s father Robert was preparing her favourite breakfast of pancakes with chopped banana, squeezed lemon and cinnamon sprinkles. So far, he had collected the eggs from the chicken coop and was now rummaging through the cupboards searching for the flour. Michael was in the living room, downloading a music playlist for his sister and practising a new melody on his guitar, plucking and strumming with newfound confidence thanks to weekly guitar lessons from Eli.

	Misty’s mother Celeste was in the garden picking flowers to decorate the table for Misty’s birthday breakfast. She sniffed out all the most fragrant ones, then she chose the prettiest, and then just to balance it out she picked a few weeds. Celeste didn’t actually consider them weeds. Weeds, she said, were plants with a wanderlust and a strong will to survive. 

	“Yes, dandelions, they will do nicely,” she said to Jeffrey the cockerel who was strutting beside her. He nodded in agreement and then got distracted by a recently disturbed juicy worm.

	Upstairs Misty was tossing and turning in her sleep. She was still falling but this time it was more than a sensation, she could see flashes of white lines pass by as she plunged deeper and deeper through a cavernous tunnel. It seemed to be lasting forever and she couldn’t see the bottom. She wondered if there was a bottom and if she would ever stop. 

	What if there is no bottom? What if I land on rocks? What if I’m splattered into... 

	Looking past her feet she could see it was getting brighter with each flash of a white line. Then she started to speed up and feeling that she was close to the end of her fall, she closed her eyes and braced herself. She finally skittered to a grinding halt on ground that felt slightly bouncy. She felt a warm breeze on her face and the air around her smelled pleasantly fragrant. 

	Still dressed in her pyjamas, Misty sat there and stared at her feet wondering where on earth she could be. So, she shut her eyes tightly again, afraid of what she might see.

	“Misty!” she heard her name. No it can’t be? 

	She recognised that voice! Misty slowly opened one eye, then the other. Shadow! “Oh, Shadow!” She squealed as she saw him with his familiar sparkly green eyes and black fluffy coat, casually trotting toward her. 

	She quickly scanned her surroundings, and nothing looked real, everything was wobbly and out of focus with colourful blobs of light swirling in her peripheral vision. 

	“I’ve missed you so much!” Misty said as she held out her hands to smooth Shadow. He ignored her gesture and walked away. “Get up and follow me,” he said curtly. 

	His voice seemed to echo in what she could only describe as an invisible bubble that she was now occupying. He trotted quickly in the direction of what appeared to be a grassy hill that had a large tree on the top. Misty stood up. She could still hear the buzzing in her ears and her stomach turned over making her feel nauseous, but she managed to steady herself. Rather than question his request she just followed.

	Still feeling a little woozy, Misty stumbled behind but found that it helped to focus her gaze on Shadow’s bushy tail which he held straight and tall; like a tour guide with a flag leading the way. As she adjusted to the environment her fear faded and her curiosity took over. So, she took her eyes off Shadow’s tail, stopped and scanned the surrounding land. The sun was high in the sky and the warmth of the rays on her face caused beads of sweat to form on her brow. She wiped the wetness with her hand, put it to her mouth and licked. Her sweat tasted salty, and she wondered how this was possible or if it was just a dream.

	It wasn't long before Misty’s eyes adjusted to the strangeness and what she saw took her breath away. In the immediate vicinity were green fields with the most beautiful flowers in colours she never knew existed. There were trees so tall they reached the clouds and rocky hills with waterfalls cascading into a river that appeared to be flowing uphill. She thought she could hear birds singing, but she couldn’t be sure as there were so many other sounds that overwhelmed her senses. Then, she caught a waft of fragrance so sweet that she had an urge to close her eyes and inhale. Misty took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. When she opened her eyes, she saw that her breath shimmered like a shoal of tiny silver fish leaving her lips, before evaporating into the humid atmosphere. Astonished, she did it again, and then again, until interrupted by Shadow. Judging by the flick of his tail and look on his face, he was clearly irritated. 

	“Keep up, we haven’t got long,” he said as he continued up the stony footpath. 

	Misty breathed out one last time and smiled to herself before catching up with him as quickly as she could. 

	As they drew closer to the hill Misty could see the tree quite clearly. It looked like an ancient oak, not dissimilar to Old Jack back home. She had a momentary pang of apprehension until she noticed the figure of a woman standing beside it. 

	“Wendy?” she asked as she squinted her eyes to see more clearly. “Is that you?”

	Misty scrambled after Shadow as he effortlessly scaled the hill. Her heart was beating fast as she did, hoping against hope that her dear friend would be there to meet her. 

	“Wendy?” she asked again, hopefully. 

	When she reached the top, she stopped and raised her eyes to meet the eyes of the woman. The woman was known to Misty, but it wasn't Wendy. They had met before, in the forest of Duir.

	Disappointed, Misty tried her best to hold back tears, but she had a terrible feeling of foreboding and didn’t know what to say. The woman smiled at her and held out her long bony fingers to greet her. Misty held out her hand to touch them, and as their fingers met, she felt a sudden rush of energy. She felt a tingling sensation surge up her arm and then out through the top of her head. 

	“Crossroads... Goddess?” she mumbled before collapsing at the woman's feet.

	“Misty!” she heard her name being called. 

	Her body shook and then she felt a warm hand on her shoulder. 

	“Wake up sleepy head!” 

	Misty felt herself being sucked up the cavernous tunnel as quick as a blink and she sat up straight, gasping for breath. She opened her eyes and saw her father's brown eyes looking into hers. He smiled but his eyes showed concern. 

	“Dad?... am I home?” she asked as she sat up and rubbed her eyes. 

	“Of course, you are. Where else would you be?” Robert said with a shrug.

	Misty looked around the room. “Where’s Shadow?” she mumbled. 

	“Shadow’s not here darling.” Robert sighed. “Come on birthday girl, there’s a lovely surprise for you downstairs.” he said, trying to sound excited. 

	Misty wasn’t really up for another surprise. 

	“Is it pancakes?” she asked. 

	“Why don't you come and see?” Robert said and kissed her gently on the forehead before heading downstairs.

	 

	 


CHAPTER 2
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	Not really in the mood Misty paused and took a deep breath before opening the door to the kitchen. She was greeted by Celeste, Robert and Michael who were wearing paper party hats left over from Christmas. 

	“Happy birthday!” they cheered. 

	The hats made her giggle so she gave her best thank you smile, followed by a hug and the decision that she would make an extra big effort to enjoy her day.

	The kitchen table was laden with plates piled high with pancakes, freshly squeezed lemon juice in Celeste’s best china jug and a dish filled with sliced banana going brown and gloopy, which was exactly as Misty liked it. Vases of flowers were dotted around the room and beside the fireplace was a small pile of presents wrapped in paper and adorned with ribbons of every colour.

	Misty sat down at the table and helped herself to a pancake, but before she could take a mouthful Celeste stopped her. 

	“Wait a minute, before you eat, we have something very special for you.” She looked like she was going to burst with excitement.

	Robert nodded at Michael. 

	“Go on Mikey,” he said. “Your mother won't rest otherwise.”

	Michael smiled and left the kitchen. He came back a minute later holding a wicker basket with a big green bow on the top which he handed carefully to Misty. She held it in her hands and could feel something moving around inside. 

	“What is it?” she asked anxiously. 

	“Just open it!” Michael said rolling his eyes.

	Misty put the basket on the floor and pulled off the bow, then she pulled back the lid and looked inside. Two big blue eyes looked right back at her. The eyes were attached to a bundle of fluffy ginger fur and a pink nose. Misty didn't know what to say so she picked up the tiny kitten and held it close to her face. The kitten purred, and the vibration tickled her cheek, making her giggle. 

	“He’s a boy, of course, ginger cats usually are you know!” Celeste grinned. “Oh, and his eyes are blue now, but they’ll change as he gets older. I wonder what colour they’ll be?”

	“He’s gorgeous, I love him!” Misty said peering into the kitten’s eyes. “They’ll be golden,” she said confidently, “like the sun”.

	“I made this for him.” Robert said cheerfully and brought out a small wooden bed which had a soft cushion inside made of green fabric. 

	“Where shall I put it?” Misty asked as she looked around the kitchen.

	“By the fireside?” Michael suggested. 

	“Good thinking,” Robert said and placed it to the side of the hearth. 

	Misty then gently placed the kitten inside. He gave her one last look before closing his eyes and going to sleep.

	The pancakes went down a storm and Robert ended up making another batch. He hummed a tune to himself whilst stirring up the batter, thinking about how different their lives had become during the past year. He had never felt so happy. He looked at his family laughing and joking with each other and filled each plate with another delicious pancake. 

	“Crempog!” he said, quite out of the blue. They all stopped and looked at him. 

	“Eh?” said Michael with his mouth full of pancake. 

	“Crempog. It’s Welsh for pancake. You should all know that, now that we live back in Wales.” Robert replied with a shrug. “In fact, I’m going to teach you Welsh, if I can remember any, it's been a while!” he said chuckling to himself. 

	“That’s what I’ll call him. Crempog!” Misty said and she left the table to tell her little ginger fluffball. She picked him up, looked him in the eyes and told him. “You are Crempog.” 

	Crempog yawned and gave her a little squeak. She kissed him on the head then put him back in his bed to carry on sleeping.

	“Excellent! Now, listen everyone, I want to make a speech.” said Celeste clapping her hands to get their attention. They all stopped what they were doing and listened.

	“Misty, my darling daughter. The past thirteen years have gone quickly, and I missed five of those precious years away from you, but I know now that had to happen to bring us to where we are now. I have already told you about the vision I had on this day thirteen years ago, and you understand now what it really means. You may be frightened of the responsibility it brings, but you are ready to take the next step. Happy birthday shining one!” Celeste smiled at Misty with tears running down her cheeks. 

	Misty stared at her mother and noticed shimmering colours around her that seemed to emanate from the crown of her head. Misty was mesmerised and sat transfixed, watching the colours swirling motion create intricate patterns above Celeste’s head. Michael carried on eating his pancake and Robert didn’t seem to notice either. Misty closed her eyes and when she opened them Celeste had already dried her eyes and was eating her pancake as if nothing had happened. 

	That was weird! Misty thought.

	“Right then loser, time for MY present,” Michael said, and playfully flicked Misty’s arm. 

	Misty giggled. 

	“Yeah, I bet it’s crap.” she said poking her tongue out at him. 

	“Oi you two, cut it out!” Robert said stifling a smile.

	Michael left the table and returned holding a silver box. 

	“Happy birthday Misty.” he said and handed it to her. 

	Misty took the box and laughed when she saw that the box wasn’t really silver, but was just wrapped in tin foil. 

	“I couldn’t afford wrapping paper.” Michael said with a grin. 

	Impressed with his creativity, Misty opened it eagerly. Inside was a necklace made of amber beads. Letting the tin foil fall to the floor, she ran over to the window where the sunlight was streaming through. She held the necklace up to the light and admired the luminous golden balls that looked like hardened droplets of honey. 

	“Thank you, Mikey.” she said, holding back the tears, and threw her arms around his broad shoulders. 

	“You’re alright, Shrimp.” he said pushing her off, a little embarrassed by his sister’s affection. 

	Misty put the necklace around her neck and hurried to the full-length mirror in the hallway to see how it looked. The sun was also streaming through the glass panes of the front door, and the rays bounced off the necklace, illuminating it beautifully. She twirled and posed whilst lifting her copper-coloured curls to see the beads in their full glory. 

	“The colour of the sun.” said Robert. 

	Startled by his voice, Misty turned to see her father watching her from the doorway. Feeling embarrassed that he had seen her admiring herself in the mirror, she turned back to her reflection again. She heard the door shut and was alone in the hallway.

	Looking in a mirror wasn't something that Misty did often, at least not anymore. It was strictly reserved for brushing her hair and cleaning her teeth. Seeing what she thought were her flaws made her feel awkward. If she did stare at herself, she would normally end up exaggerating her expressions by pulling faces. In the dark days, when it was just her and her father, she spent hours in the bathroom mirror seeing how she looked when she cried, but that seemed like a million years ago now. 

	Today, however, Misty thought she looked different. She pressed her face right up to the glass until her nose looked like a pig snout. She laughed to herself, at the stupidity of it, and as she did, the warmth of her breath misted up the mirror. Misty stepped back and waited for the mist to evaporate, and her reflection to return. She stayed as still as she could and tried not to blink. Her pale skin had a sprinkle of freckles sweeping across the middle of her face and her almond-shaped hazel eyes were framed with golden lashes and brows. Her lips weren’t thin but weren’t full either. Her nose was bigger than it used to be and seemed quite prominent, not big but not a cute snub nose. She continued to stare and thought she wasn’t as peculiar-looking as she’d previously thought. She wondered if this was how others saw her. 

	“Who cares?” she said to her reflection and giggled.

	There was a loud clank of the letterbox behind her. She jumped with fright and gasped when she noticed the heap of mail on the doormat. 

	“POST!” she shouted excitedly as she noticed there were at least ten envelopes with her name on them. 

	Misty bundled them up and headed to the kitchen. As she walked past the old grandfather clock, she felt a warm breeze that blew the curls from her face. She smelled a familiar scent waft over her, making her heart skip a beat. Apple crumble!

	“Wendy?” she exclaimed. “Are you in there?” she asked tentatively as she looked through the glass door of the clock. 

	Hearing nothing, she opened the door to the mechanism where the pendulum usually swung from side to side, rhythmically, like a heartbeat. It had stopped. The only sound she heard was the sound of her own heart thumping in her chest. Another waft of apple crumple scent wafted over her, and the faint whisper of her name being called made her hair stand on end.

	“DAD! MUM! You need to come here right now! I think Wendy is inside the clock!”

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 3
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Description automatically generated]There was a time when Misty could easily fit inside the clock. She could remember looking up at the colossal wooden giant with the golden numbered face smiling down on her, protecting her from monsters. She would sometimes get inside and pretend she was in another world, avoiding the touch of the swinging pendulum or risk being captured. She would go to sleep listening to the gentle tick-tock in the hallway, and sleep more soundly in the quiet of the night knowing he was there. Now she was older she knew that the clock would not protect her from monsters, but it was still of great importance to her. She saw the clock as a friend.

	“I thought I fixed this old thing.” Robert said as he peered inside to check the workings. “Nobody in here either.” he muttered under his breath before removing the pendulum and the heavy weights that were attached to pulleys. Then he replaced the mechanisms and wound the clock using the winding key. 

	“Will you check your phone for the right time Misty?” he asked. 

	“Exactly ten past ten,” she replied, not even looking at her phone. “And three seconds.”

	“Hmm ok, I’ll reset the time now,” Robert said, trustingly. 

	“She’s right Dad,” said Michael, looking at his phone. “We don’t need a clock, we’ve got Misty.” he said raising his eyebrows. 

	“That’s my girl!” Celeste said proudly.

	Right now, Misty wasn’t bothered about the time. As all she could think about was Wendy. She had the strangest feeling, a kind of knowing, that Wendy was trying to contact her. But first, she did need to spend time with her family, after all, they had gone to a lot of trouble to make her day special. Misty made the decision to focus on one thing at a time and not get distracted. 

	“Maybe you can help me!” she whispered to Crempog, smoothing his soft fur as he lay sleeping in his basket. He stretched his little body and yawned before opening one blue sparkly eye that looked directly into hers. I dreamed of her last night, she thought she heard him say. Then he closed his eye and went back to sleep.

	With the grandfather clock tick-tocking again the family went out into the garden for Misty to open the rest of her presents and cards. Celeste laid out a blanket at the base of Old Jack and they each had a glass of homemade lemonade. Being mid-Summer, the weather was warm, and the garden was a hive of activity. Bees were buzzing around, birds were singing, and the diverse mix of plants were in bloom. Misty loved, more than anything, being back in this garden with her family. If it wasn't for Jeffrey continually crowing it would have been perfect. 

	“That blooming cockerel’s acting ever so strange lately, getting right on my nerves.” Robert said with annoyance. 

	“I’ll put some music on, drown him out.” said Michael who was itching to play the music he'd downloaded. “You’ll like this one.” he said and pressed the play button.

	Humming along to her favourite songs, Misty opened each present and card before reading out who they were from. She also had a gift from each of her friends, including books, candles and homemade sweets, but she especially liked the scarlet lipstick from Myla, which she put on straight away. 

	“I'll have to have a word with Myla when I see her!” mumbled Robert under his breath. 

	Celeste smiled and shook her head.

	“She's not a child anymore Robbie, at least let her wear it today.” she whispered.

	Before long there was a pile of ripped up wrapping paper, gifts piled up and thirteen birthday cards lined up in a row. 

	“There’s one more present, it arrived on the doorstep this morning,” Robert said handing Misty a shoebox-sized present ornately wrapped and topped with colourful ribbons, “but there’s no card to say who it’s from.” 

	Feeling uneasy she held it in her hands and started to tremble.

	“Something doesn't feel right.” she said and went to put it down. 

	“Open it Misty, don’t leave us hanging!” Michael said eagerly. 

	“I don’t want to! You open it, Mikey.” she said and plonked it on his lap.

	As soon as Misty put the present in Michael’s lap something strange happened. The song that had been playing suddenly stopped and something else started playing, something very different. A tune of slow beating drums and cackling laughter, followed by high pitched squealing that made the hair on Misty’s neck stand on end. 

	“I didn’t put that on there!” Michael said and they all looked at each other with eyes as wide as saucers.

	“Don't open it!” Misty pleaded. 

	Michael had already started to peel back the paper and before he could stop a black cloud covered the sun and everything went dark. The birds stopped singing, the wind picked up and Old Jack swayed and groaned above them. 

	“Michael stop!” Celeste yelled trying to take the present from his grip. 

	It was too late. The paper was off, and the box inside opened. Then something flew out of it, something black and shiny with wings that buzzed. It darted around them before flying off in the direction of the furthest wall, then disappeared. Misty shrieked when she saw what was left behind. Inside the box lay a torn-up heap of purple rags, bits of black feathers and what was left of a tiny cloak with a W sewn on it.

	“Noooooooo!” Misty wailed as she picked up pieces of Wendy’s poppet and held them tightly in her hands. “I was meant to keep you safe.” she whispered, before turning to face her family. “Now the poppet is destroyed and Wendy is no longer safe.” she said sadly.

	Misty brought the tattered pieces to her face, closed her eyes and breathed them in. The smell of rotten apples overwhelmed her senses and her eyes filled up with tears, but she held them back. Instead, she felt a surge of rage boil within her. Celeste moved closer to comfort her, but Misty pushed her away. She didn’t want comfort. She wanted answers. She wanted revenge. Mostly she wanted Wendy back. 

	Pushing Celeste away, Misty jumped up and let out a scream so loud and piercing that the sound reverberated around the garden, bouncing off the walls and windows. Jeffrey started crowing madly, and the hens ran frantically around the coop as a tremendous clap of thunder shook them in their seats. A strong wind howled around them like a tornado and Celeste, Robert and Michael sat covering their ears, squeezing their eyes shut and willing it all to stop. 

	Then the wind stopped and there was silence. The black clouds shifted, and the sun came back out. Everything, including the music, returned to normal. Celeste, Robert and Michael opened their eyes to see that Misty had climbed right to the top of Old Jack and was standing aloft the tallest branch. She was holding the remains of the poppet in one hand whilst her other hand was stretched high above her head. Then she shouted at the top of her lungs. 

	“WHOEVER YOU ARE, YOU WILL NOT SUCCEED!” 

	On her way down the tree, Misty stopped by the box nailed to Old Jack, that had once kept the poppet safe. She could see that it had been tampered with as the door was hanging on with just one screw. Inside there was an envelope. She picked it up and saw her name was written on it. Misty opened it and brought out a birthday card. The card had a picture of a cute fluffy bunny rabbit on the front, and inside, written in scruffy handwriting it said, Happy Birthday Mystery.

	“Charlie!” Misty muttered angrily. 

	Enraged, she ripped the card into little pieces and threw them down like confetti. The breeze picked them up and blew them to the furthest part of the garden, before a big gust took them away and over the wall. Misty climbed down and placed the tattered poppet back in the box it came in then closed the lid. She was shaking from head to toe, still furious but her mind was clear. Michael and Robert stared at her with their mouths open, clearly shocked by what they had seen her do. Michael especially, as Misty was his little sister. He had witnessed her energy, so fierce that he couldn't quite comprehend it and, it terrified him.

	Robert was concerned. He had been trying his best to protect her for the past five years and he now feared she was going to get involved with something so dangerous he would no longer be able to help. Celeste, however, was feeling more hopeful. She had known something was going to happen but didn’t know what or when. All she knew was her sister Bella was on the prowl. Celeste had felt Bella’s presence for some time now and had been looking for signs. She had also been brushing up on her spell-craft and communicating with the coven, who believed it wise to prepare themselves for whatever may come their way. Most importantly, Celeste had witnessed what Misty’s strength of will and powerful fury could do. She did not doubt at all that her daughter was ready.

	“I’m going to check on Crempog.” Misty said and calmly returned to the house. 

	Crempog woke as soon as Misty entered the kitchen. He stood up, yawned, stretched and scampered over to her. Misty scooped him up into her arms and gently kissed his head.

	“I'm so glad to have you with me.” she whispered. Crempog meowed softly and looked at her with his twinkly blue eyes. 

	“I've been waiting.” he said.

	 

	 

	 

	 


CHAPTER 4
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	Whilst the Morgan family were having a miserable time trying to celebrate Misty’s thirteen birthday, Bella and her coven of witches were celebrating their victory at their new residence. It had been a long time coming, and having licked their wounds for the past six months there had also been some radical changes. Bella, who was calling herself ‘High Priestess,’ had sold the hospital at a huge profit. She was glad to be rid of it as it wasn’t of any use to her anymore. She used the money to buy the most enviable property for the whole coven to live in. She had also been busy dealing with Emrick, since his most trusted nurse Mary had reported him for mistreatment of patients. It had made the news headlines and Bella was not impressed. Emrick was not in her good books and was also being sued by patients and relatives, but she had arranged for the best solicitor in the country to defend him. The solicitor’s name was Luka Stone, and he was famous for being a savage in the court room. He also happened to be her coven’s new Grand Wizard.

	Dressed in their best cloaks and gowns, adorned with gold and silver amulets, the witches’ spirits were high. Charlie and his mother Rita had recently moved into their luxury annex, converted specially for them and they were loving it. The tower block estate already seemed like a distant memory. The other members of Bella’s coven had rooms in the spectacular ten-bedroom gothic style mansion, and so far, it was working out well for them.

	Bella had a habit of acquiring historic properties. She had avoided any suspicion of where the previous owners had gone by glamouring the local councillors. It was one of her specialities, charming whoever she could to get what she wanted. This particular property, however, was of great importance to her. It took every last drop of her magical power to obtain it, but obtain it she did. 

	The property had been built in 1612, on a ley line which ran straight through the house. This line of invisible magnetic energy also happened to run straight through the stone circle. It wasn’t the only ley line to run through there, in fact several ley lines ran through it and crisscrossed at the centre, ultimately creating the portal. Some people, particularly witches, were able to harness the energy of the ley lines to enhance their magical powers. Bella, and Celeste of course, had been born where those lines crisscrossed, and Bella had been practicing hard on how to use the lines to her advantage.

	The communal drawing room in the house was massive and could fit at least fifty people with ease. As there was just thirteen of them, there was plenty of room for a twenty-foot-long banqueting table in the centre. Tonight, this table was covered in an opulent display of extraordinary delicacies. Unthinkable and grotesque dishes, some still alive and waiting for their grisly end and some so rare that they had been illegally imported. Bella had also ‘arranged’ for three servants to wait on them for at least the next few days. These poor souls had no idea what was in store for them, which was probably for the best. 

	Charlie wasn’t bothered about eating the spider monkey liver pate or the rhino tail soup. He was enjoying being the centre of attention. The whole coven sat around the oxblood antique chesterfield chair in which he sat, and with their glasses and plates full they settled down to listen to his story. 

	“As you all know, High Priestess Bella entrusted me with the responsibility of finding and destroying the Wendy poppet. I took that responsibility very seriously and I am pleased to announce it was a great success!” Charlie announced smugly. 

	He looked around at all the other witches who were clinking their glasses of wine and cheering him. He grinned his big toothy smile and noticed Rita was proudly smiling back at him, her teeth gleaming white against her dark crimson lipstick. 

	“Go on Charlie boy, tell us how you did it!” said Emrick, his mouth full of fresh seahorse tails. “Give us all the gory details!” he added, and everyone agreed with a resounding.

	“YES!”

	Charlie looked like he was going to burst with pride. He relaxed back into the chair and put his legs over the arm rest, lifting his empty glass in the
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