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Prologue
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County Meath, Ireland - 1845

The moon overhead was a full ball of silver light without a cloud in the sky. A perfect night for the sisters to celebrate Samhain with their granny and their mam. Ranging in age from ten to twenty-five, the sisters entered the circle where Aoife and Niamh waited. The women sat side by side on the log, their hands joined and the scrying mirror on the ground at their feet.

One by one, the sisters kissed the cheeks of their elders before taking their spot in the circle. A circle like a wheel with one sister at each point marking the sabbats they represented by the order of their birth. A fire crackled within the stones in the middle of the circle, heating the air which was starting to become cold as the winter solstice approached on the heels of this important night of Samhain. Soon, they would limit their gatherings within the protective walls of Aoife’s barn among the animals who resided there.

There was something different about the elders tonight. They smiled but the light didn’t quite reach their eyes. It almost felt as though instead of celebrating, they should be mourning. Eight pairs of green eyes looked quizzically at each other over the glow of the fire. Finally, Aoife reached down to retrieve the scrying mirror and stood, Niamh standing next to her.

“‘Tis a night of celebration yet also it is to be a night of change just as the seasons change throughout the year.” Aoife tucked a stray lock of white hair into the woven plait hanging across one shoulder. “The scrying mirror called to me last night with a message I needed to see. It showed me what is to come and how we are to prepare for it.”

Niamh spoke then. “As much as it pains me to say this, I have also seen what your grandmother viewed in the mirror. There are difficulties coming to our beloved Ireland, and in the midst of those problems will come those who want to help. But those who want to help turn their noses up at who we are and will cause our friends to turn on us.”

An owl called out from a branch on a tree at the edge of the forest and the sorrowful howl of a wolf followed. The sisters raptly stared at their elders and watched as the light from their fire cast a dancing orange glow on their calm faces. They delivered a message of difficult times to come, yet they never once showed a wrinkle of worry on their foreheads.

Aoife ran her finger along the edge of the mirror and nodded before focusing her gaze on each of the younger ones in front of her. “Famine is coming to us. Three days, three weeks, three months, three years. I do not know for sure. What I do know is that if we are to continue our bloodline, you must each flee before that time comes. In turn for helping our people, the Quakers will ask them to turn on us. Sister against sister, brother against brother, father to son and mother to daughter. They see us as a threat to their religion which is, as you all know, made by man to control the masses. Our religion is that of the earth from which we have all come and to which we shall all go.”

Niamh reached into the pocket of her dress and took out eight small pouches, “In these pouches are coin enough to get you where you need to go. To places far away where you will thrive and marry and carry on our coven for hundreds of years to come. And those children will be needed one day many years from now to bring peace and love back to our beloved earth. To help those who have lost their way. Because you are needed, you must go.”

The eldest sister, Siobhan, tossed her dark locks and stood. “And just where is it we are to go? And who will watch over the two of you when you grow old? I’ll not be leaving you on your own if trouble is coming for us. I’ll stand by your side and fight for what is right and for what is ours.”

Aoife walked over and put a hand on Siobhan’s shoulder. “Spoken like a true warrior. There is a time to fight, but this is not the time. We will be fine, young Erin will stay with us and we will keep to ourselves when the famine is upon us. We have enough food stored in the cellar and enough seed in the cupboard to get us through this tragic time. There will be no starving at our safe haven, as long as there are not ten of us to feed.”

“Who will protect you?” The sword Siobhan never left their home without took on a glow as she extended it. “I’ll not allow some heretic bunch of men hurt my nan and my mam”

Usually the more quiet and gentle speaking elder, Niamh’s tone took on an urgent demand. “You will go. It is the only way our bloodline will survive. You are not the first to be faced with leaving home and you will not be the last. There will be no more defiance or argument. You will leave. One by one. Starting with the dark moon.”

“Tonight, we dance and celebrate Samhain as a family. It will be our last celebration and I have brought a jug of mead for us to enjoy with our pastries. We will honor our ancestors tonight and with the Goddess willing, many years from now, we will be honored as ancestors and be remembered for making the decision which needed to be made to preserve our bloodline for many centuries to come.”

Although the sisters tried to grumble and be sad, it was not to be. The elders led them in song and celebration in the clearing until the first glow of morning sun painted a line of golden light through the trees. They extinguished their fire and left their offerings on the log and made their way back toward the cottage. Anyone looking on from a distance would have seen the white robed figures through the mist rising from the ground and think it was the ghosts of Samhain’s past come to celebrate with the living.​
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New Orleans, Louisiana - Modern Day

Despite the overwhelming heat which radiated up from the sidewalks and burned down from above, tourists strolled along the streets of the French Quarter as if it was a comfortably mild day. It was like an oven. But living here all her life, Natalia Adelaide Malveaux was used to it. She also knew that on days like this, it wouldn’t be uncommon for a horrendous storm to roll in from the west and dump buckets of rain on the city and anyone who might not have gotten inside before the heavens opened up with the torrents. It was exactly the reason she decided to drive her classic black Dodge Charger to the shop today rather than hopping on the ferry from Algiers to the Canal Street dock. Getting caught in the rain wasn’t her idea of fun unless of course she planned it that way. Which she sometimes did. 

Parking in the Quarter was limited and today was no exception. Not wanting to leave her treasured car in a public parking lot all day and part of the evening, she pulled up to the valet at the Orleans and flashed the attendant her brightest smile. “Hey there, George! How goes it on this wonderful day?”

The elderly man, dressed in his black suit as always, mopped his dark leathery face with a pristine handkerchief. “Miss Natty! Are you here to see your daddy today?”

“I might grace him with my presence for lunch if you let him know I’m here, but I really only came for the parking. I don’t much feel like getting soaked going home this evening when I close the shop.” She reached for the black leather tote bag on the seat next to her and opened the car door, swinging her black fishnet stockinged legs out of the driver’s seat. 

George grinned and held out his hand to catch the keys she tossed to him and shook his head, clucking his tongue. “Lawd have mercy, you better change them there stockings before you have lunch with Mister Alexander. He’ll be having a conniption fit seeing you in those.”

Natalia shrugged her shoulders and tossed her long black hair. “Daddy will just have to get over it. I’m a grown woman and he doesn’t get to dress me in frilly pink dresses anymore.” She lifted a hand. “I have to go open the shop. Tell Daddy if he’s free for lunch to text me and I’ll come over and meet him.”

“I’ll sure do that, Miss Natty.”

Hiking her tote bag over her shoulder, she lifted her chin and headed toward her shop on ridiculously high heeled shoes. To onlookers, with her graceful lithe figure, she looked like a model gliding along the red carpet rather than a shopkeeper in the French Quarter. Beneath the graceful and svelte exterior was a fierce warrior who defended her friends and family with the powers bestowed upon her by her ancestor, Siobhan Briody who had been the wife of the pirate Sir Frances Delacroix. 

Stories passed down through the years painted Siobhan as a fierce warrior who fought alongside her husband as they sailed the seas, taking from the wealthy and giving to the poor. Rescuing slaves from their captors. And finally settling just outside New Orleans in the area now known as Algiers Point where they raised a son and a daughter and lived to an old age. Her mother had come from that lineage but had not shared her daughter’s interest in the powers bestowed upon them through their bloodline. 

Natalia reached the door to her shop and reached in her bag to remove the key attached to a set of witch bells. She admired her own handiwork in the window displays on either side of the door. On one side was the traditional jack-o-lanterns and black cats and on the other she had fashioned a department store mannequin to resemble the painting of Siobhan which hung above her mantle in her living room at home. One arm raised with her sword and the other holding up her many skirts. Scattered around her were trunks of fake gold and jewels.

She stepped across the threshold of Vieux Carre Magicks into the welcome cool of the shop. Natalia never dawdled when it came to opening each day. She flipped the open sign over and snapped her fingers resulting in the lights to come on and music to play through the speakers throughout the shop. 

There were racks of books and oracle cards, some of which she designed herself. Shelves holding bottles of herbs and other spell work ingredients. Crystals and stones along with her own line of jewelry. Candles, lotions, potions, perfumes and soaps. Artwork and photographs on consignment from one of her neighbors, Alexis Sanderson. Another practicing witch. And beyond the high counter which held an antique cash register she rescued from the trash behind a store in the Warehouse District was her private area where she used her mediumship powers to give messages from spirit to those seeking answers.

Glancing at herself in the mirror, she smirked as she remembered George’s warning about her father and her stockings. Today, she wore a form-fitting dress of shimmery amethyst fabric which hit her just above the knee, the edges of the neck adorned with black lace and a tree of life pendant in pewter hanging above the deep vee of her neckline. Her black fishnet stockings were a standard during Samhain season which would end on her birthday. Halloween night.

The witch bells on the door jingled to signal her first customers of the day. She put on her brightest smile and stepped forward to greet them. It was three middle-aged ladies wearing touristy khaki Bermudas and brightly colored tropical print shirts. “Hello, ladies. Welcome and blessed be. How can I help you?”

“Our daughters were here during Mardi Gras and when we decided to come here for a girls’ weekend, they told us to be sure and stop in.” One of the women stepped forward, she was the taller of the three, and her platinum hair was cut in a becoming bob that just skimmed her jawline. She held out a hand. “I’m Beatrice Banks from Iowa. These are my friends, Maria Cordova and Sally Timmons.”

“I’m pleased to meet you.” Natalia glanced up as the bells rang again. This time it was just Bert, the mailman. She lifted a hand and waved at him as he headed for the counter to leave her mail. “Feel free to browse around and if you have any questions, I’ll be right over here.”

The woman smiled. “Actually, I wanted to take a minute to thank you. You did a reading for my Susan and it gave her a new perspective on things.” She reached in her bag and pulled out a photograph. “She went back to college this fall to finish nursing school. I was worried she wasn’t going to get life together. Here she is with her young man. He’s a doctor at the hospital where she is doing her clinicals. They are getting married next spring.”

Natalia took the picture and smiled. She remembered the spunky little blonde who stopped in the shop in the midst of Mardi Gras season. Spirit had given her a message to tell the girl it was time to finish what she started. Obviously, college was that task. “I’m so glad I was able to be of assistance to her. She looks so happy.”

Beatrice nodded. “She is. And she is doing well in school, I never could understand how she could just walk away after spending a year in college. I thought our money was going down the drain.”

“Well, sometimes a little nudge is all a person needs.” 

“Do you think you could talk to spirit for me? Or do I need an appointment?”

Natalia put her hand on the woman’s arm. “I can do that. You’ll just have to wait until my assistant gets here to watch the shop for me if you don’t mind. She should be here in about thirty minutes.”

“I’ll just walk my friends down to the little coffee shop a block over and come back.”

“That sounds like a plan. Be sure and tell Stella I sent you over. She gives a discount to my customers. And be sure to try her berry scones. They aren’t beignets, but they are fantastic. I’ll be here waiting when you get back.”

As the morning went on, a steady stream of customers came in to browse and get out of the oppressive heat. Besides Beatrice, she did one other reading and between she and Delia Forrester, her assistant, they did a fair amount of sales. Around noon, the bells on the door rang and a tall distinguished man strode into the shop, his salt and pepper hair trimmed close to his head and his navy suit tailored to fit.

Natalia grinned. “Hi Daddy, I told George to have you text me if you wanted to meet me for lunch.”

Alexander Malveaux gave her the once over and shook his head before he gave her a smile. His blue eyes twinkled. “What in the hell are those things on your legs? Are you dressing up as a trollop for Halloween already?” His warm tone took away the bite of his words and she knew he was just teasing.

“You know how it is this time of the year. Customers expect the local witch and medium to play the part.” She walked over to where he stood and gave him a hug. “Do you have time to take your beautiful daughter to lunch or are you off to another one of your important meetings?”

It had just been the two of them after her mother died her junior year of high school. They lived in the big house on St. Charles until she finished her business degree at Tulane and opened the shop. Then she had found the little shotgun in Algiers and he sold the house and leased an apartment in the upper floor of the hotel which was part of the collection of businesses he owned. Natalia had hoped someday he would find a partner to spend the rest of his life with but so far, that had not happened.

“I have a couple hours and I’ve got a taste for a good shrimp po’boy. It’s hot as hell out there but it’s a short walk.” He extended his arm to her. “Good thing you drove today, I feel a bad storm is brewing and it wouldn’t be good to get caught out in it.”

She called out to Delia who was helping a young woman dressed in goth type clothing. “I”m going to lunch, Delia! I’ll be back in a little bit. Hold down the fort for me.”​
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County Galway, Ireland - Modern Day

Jamie Daly stared into the dark liquid in his pint, his mind scattered after another night of tossing and turning more than sleeping. When he finally dozed off right before the light of dawn tinged the horizon, a pair of blue eyes which sparkled like the water beneath the Cliffs of Moher haunted him. Eyes so familiar, yet unknown to him.

“Oy! Jamie! How long are ye goin’ to be sittin’ there starin’ in your Guinness?” His sister’s lilting voice cut through the fog of weariness lingering in his head. She smiled brightly, her amber eyes sparkling with mirth. “Have ye been dreamin’ of the girl again, mo dheartháir?”

“Leave me be, Erin. I’ve not the patience to listen to your ramblings tonight.” He tipped his pint and took a long pull of the dark drink and hoped his sister would go back to washing glasses or chattering with old Fergus Boyle who was holding down the opposite end of the bar. Just like he had for as long as Jamie could remember.

She opened her mouth as if to speak again, then clamped her lips together and shook her head before stomping off toward the kitchen. Most likely to bend her poor husband’s ear about her sullen brother who wouldn’t admit that the day of the return was nigh upon them. The legend which was written in the family grimoire which had been passed down through the years from the original Coven of Sisters. 

As much as he wanted to deny it, the signs were there. Erin’s magick had gone bonkers, at times beyond her control. They would be sitting at the dinner table and a glass would rise up on its own volition and dump its contents atop poor Kyle’s head. An owl had taken to sitting on the railing outside his cottage overlooking the water, staring at him through the window with his wise yellow eyes. Of course, at least it wasn’t like the flock of noisy magpies which had taken up residence at his sister and brother-in-law’s rambling stone farmhouse, driving Kyle into fits while he tried to conduct business in his home office. And then, about six months ago, the warrior woman showed up in his dreams. The ancestor of Siobhan Briody, one of the original sisters.

In the grimoire it was written the original sisters scattered just before the famine struck. As keepers of the original magicks of Ireland bestowed upon them by the faeries, they had to preserve that which was trusted to them to pass along for generations to come. To keep it alive.

And alive it was, only it was scattered like leaves on the wind to be one day collected and brought home to pulse as one heart in the green hills of Ireland.

Jamie had only a touch of magick to claim as his own. He could move things with his mind when he had a hankering to do so and he could see the rainbow colors of peoples’ auras about them. It went a long way in his profession as a solicitor because he could tell when a person was telling a falsehood just by the color of their aura. It helped him choose his clients wisely instead of wasting his time on the losing end of the scales of justice.

He caught a glimpse of a shadow in the corner of his eye and turned. Time stood still in the pub as a slender figure materialized next to him. The woman’s eyes were a fiery blue and her dark hair spilled almost to her waist. The sword in her hand glowed like it was fresh from the fire which forged it. She nodded her head and smiled. The return is near. You must fetch her. She is in the city on the great river. Across the grand ocean. One that pulsates with merrymaking for the sake of merrymaking. You can do this Jamie Daly. You must bring her home.

She was gone as quickly as she appeared, and the pub was once again bustling with life as if nothing paranormal had transpired right under their noses. Jamie was left with a rash of gooseflesh bumps on his arms, the fine hair standing at attention. And, as if he needed it, Erin appeared in front of him again.

“What just happened?” She hissed through her teeth. “I was in me kitchen with me husband and he froze on me for a bit. Have ye been tamperin’ with things?””

He looked up at his sister and shook his head before glancing around the pub. “I did nothin’ of the sort.”

Erin put her hand on his arm and studied his face. “Ye look as if a ghost has walked on your path.”

“Aye. I had a visitor. A lovely lass that I believe was no other than our Siobhan Briody. Appeared right there, she did.” He motioned toward the vacant space beside him. “If I questioned it before, I’ll not question it again. The return is near and I’m to find the woman of my dreams and I’ve nothing but some half-arsed clues to go on.”

“Well, we can’t talk about it here or now. I could use a hand running the pub tonight. Maggie rang me and said her little was feelin’ under the weather and she has nobody to stay with him.” She scanned the interior of the pub, which was starting to fill up, locals and tourists who had come to listen to the Friday night session. “We will have a discussion about what is to be done over our Sunday supper. Our house. And Jamie, don’t bring that tart with you.”

Jamie grinned at Erin’s description of his most recent lady friend. Tart was an accurate statement for sure. Claire Belmont. Blonde. Buxom. Sexy as hell. And not a faithful bone in her body. Luckily, he hadn’t been looking for a wife when he met her because the zipper on her dress only went one way when a rich man was around. Down. “I’ll be there. As usual.”

“Without the tart, Jamie. I mean it.”

“What if I bring a pudding instead?” He snickered and pushed his mug toward her. “Let me go use the loo and I’ll be back to help keep the lovely patrons of the grand Shamrock Pub full of drink and camaraderie.”​
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Lightning streaked across the angry sky over the city as Natalia stepped out of her shop and into the scattering of pedestrians trying to get inside before the melee hit with ferocity. She glanced down at her spiky heels and back toward the sky. If she were going to make a run for it, she would have to do it sans the heels. 

She slipped off her shoes and tucked them in her bag, then sprinted toward the hotel to retrieve her car. A gust of wind whipped her dark hair into a tangle against her face, obstructing her vision for a moment. Natalia pushed it aside and looked both ways before running across the street. Her fishnet stockings would be toast, but she had plenty tucked away in her bureau at home.

George greeted her with a grin. “I saw you coming and sent the boy to bring your car up. Not much time before those clouds start dumping buckets on us.” He mopped his face with a white handkerchief. “Going to have more than rain in this one. You go straight home now, you hear me Natty?”

“Yep! All I want to do is slip into a pair of pajamas and call for takeout. Netflix and chill.”

He held up a finger. “You don’t need to call for takeout. Your daddy had the chef fix you up a meal fit for the princess you are, Miss Natty.” George slipped inside the doors and when he returned, he was carrying a shopping bag with the restaurant’s name emblazoned on the front. As he handed it off to her, she heard the deep rumble of the engine of her car. “Your monster of a carriage awaits, Miss Natty. You get on home now.” 

Another flash of lightning cracked the sky wide open as Natalia set the bag on the passenger seat and climbed behind the wheel. She lifted a hand and wiggled her fingers at George as she put the car in gear and rolled out onto the street and headed toward Interstate 90 which would take her home to Algiers.

Just a little over thirty minutes later, she pulled in front of her house, a periwinkle colored shotgun with hot pink shutters. The beads and charms hanging from the tree out front swayed with every burst of wind and an empty plastic shopping bag went sailing down the aged and cracked sidewalk as she stepped out of the car. The first drops of rain pelted her arms and face when she hit the front steps and once she was on the porch, the skies opened up and the rain poured down.

Unlocking the front door with its vivid colored glass inset, she stepped inside the cool air of her home. Once rundown and neglected, Natalia snapped it up as soon as she saw it on the real estate website for a fantastic price. Even though it took over a year for her to get it completely refurbished, it











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ol
LS & E% ';”/) %
4\’. ‘C%V'V‘ 3 ;)%
*ﬁ@ @f" \,‘f&/‘ ’C@%

SAMHAIN

WHEEL OF THE WITCH

AWARD WINNING AUTHOR

TERESA KEEFER

mV
,\ﬁi;«.\ 919\\ ; ,}_Q —/3
‘.“2 ﬂ J ~

)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





