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  Chapter One
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She doesn’t move fast. She doesn’t have to. The fright usually brings them to their knees, the rush of trying to escape causing them to panic and bring about their own downfall. It’s always the same. And, if she were honest, it was the part she found the most thrilling. Outside of draining them of their life source and magic, that is. 
The blond witch kept shooting furtive glances over her shoulder, her hair flying in the wind, almost obscuring her vision. Panic widened her eyes, her lips twisted in fright as she turned back around and kept running. However, panic blinds people, and the blonde didn’t see the tree root sticking out of the ground. She felt it though as her toes slammed into it, her arms flying out in front of her as she tumbled to the ground. But they didn’t stop the harshness of her fall, and she screamed as she hit the ground, bouncing with the force.
The one following her smelled the blood that scored the blonde’s flesh, felt the pain that lanced through the woman, bringing tears to her face that streamed down her cheeks to fall onto the dew-covered grass. It was the moment the blonde knew it was over, and the one chasing her savored that feeling, the way it vibrated through the early morning air to fill her senses. Fear. She loved it.
The woman rolled over onto her back, pulling herself backward by her elbows while pushing herself by digging her feet into the damp ground. Her body shook, her mouth twisted into an anguished scream, and tears streaked her cheeks, but she clung to the hope that she would escape what was about to happen. It was a false hope, to be sure. 
The woman’s elbow slipped on the grass, causing her to tumble to the side, her body sliding slightly. Dirt and grass covered her arms and the side of her face, and by the time she rolled back over, the woman who had been chasing her was on top of her and already kneeling beside her.
“No... no… please no. You don’t have to do this. You don’t!”
The woman grinned as she tilted her head and reached out to place her palm on the blonde’s chest. “Oh, I assure you, I do.” And then she closed her eyes and started chanting.
The woman on the ground screamed, snatched at the witch’s arm to jerk it away, calling on her own words of power, but it was too late. Of course, it was too late the moment the woman saw her.
The woman’s voice grew louder.
The blonde’s voice softer.
Until her eyes closed and her head fell back on the wet ground.
The woman called the blonde’s magic, as well as her life force, into herself, draining the young witch as the sun would dry a husk. She felt the power course through her, filling her with youth and vitality. She could literally feel her skin growing younger, felt her hair shifting to a brighter blond, felt her vision growing stronger as strength returned to her ancient muscles. When it was over, she sat back on her heels and stretched out her arms, running her gaze over her rejuvenated flesh. A satisfied smile slipped across her face as she pushed herself to her feet. She would be good for another few decades.
With a sigh, she brushed the dirt from her pants and then stood, tucking the blond hair behind her ear. She dropped her gaze to the dead witch on the ground, a pang of guilt that the woman had to be sacrificed in order that she could live, but, well, that’s the way it’s always been. It had to be this way to protect her family.

      [image: image-placeholder]Julianna was alive. It just couldn’t… It couldn’t be true.  
But it was.
Jasmine Burkehart stared across the table at Jeremy, her hands wrapped around one of House of Joe’s ceramic mugs as steam curled from the top while she listened to him tell her about his experience at the morgue. Her nerves caused every muscle in her body to tense with each whispered word he uttered, describing the blonde who climbed off his metal autopsy table, grabbed her personal effects, and then walked out the door after slipping her dress back over her naked body. “And somehow, she knew you. ‘Have fun explaining this. And tell your friend Jasmine that Julianna said thanks.’ That’s what she said. Who the hell is Julianna? And how did she do that?”
Jasmine sighed as she slumped in her seat. If she knew this is what Jeremy had wanted to talk about, she would have answered his calls days ago. As it was, she had simply wanted to ignore the world after the chaos that happened a week ago when Julianna Adler stole her best friend’s body. “I’m sorry, Jeremy. I didn’t know she would have heard what I said or that she even would have acted on it.”
His brows arched as he leaned further across the table toward her. “You sent something to steal one of my bodies? How is that even possible? Dead bodies don’t get up and walk off, Jasmine. They think I stole that woman’s body, for crying out loud.”
“I’m sorry,” she hissed, looking around to make sure no one overheard him. Blowing out a breath, she leaned back and dropped her gaze to her coffee. “Things got weird a couple of weeks ago. I’m still trying to process it all.” She gave a slow shake of her head. “You wouldn’t believe half of what happened.”
“Jasmine Burkehart, I just watched a dead person come back to life and tell me to thank you for the idea. I think my belief level is kind of high right now. So, spill it. What the hell is going on?”
She took a slow sip of her coffee, stalling for time, as she debated how much to tell him. Finally, she decided, there was no way she could freak him out any more than watching a corpse come back to life had, so she told him everything. Well, almost everything. She was sure she forgot some details. Still, she told him about Ericka finding the hidden storefront and how she got possessed by Julianna. From there she explained how Amber had saved her and a Witch Hunter tried to kill her, how they had to perform a spell to cast Julianna out of Ericka’s body but right then Marcus walked in and stabbed her in the stomach. They had to save Ericka, not knowing whether or not it was actually Ericka or Julianna they were saving. She left nothing out, not seeing the point at the moment.
“Well, from what I’ve seen of our friend, she’s back and in full snobby force.” He pressed his lips into a thin line. “And why didn’t you tell me all this was going on? I could have helped.”
Jasmine shrugged weakly. “For the same reason you didn’t tell your teacher that the body just walked out of your morgue. I didn’t want people thinking I was crazy. We’re talking about witchcraft here. Most people don’t believe in that stuff.”
A dry chuckle bubbled out of him. “Well, color me a believer.”
She smiled over at him, hating that Julianna had dragged him into her nightmare.
Jeremy asked some more questions, and she was grateful he didn’t call her nuts and storm off. Of course, seeing the dead rise to life again would do that to a person, she supposed. And she still had so many unanswered questions running through her mind, the biggest at the moment being who her ancestors were. 
“You could always do one of those DNA tests and see what it reveals?” Jeremy shrugged as he bit down on his cheese Danish.
She hadn’t told him the reasoning behind her sudden curiosity. After all, how do you tell someone you could be related to a two-hundred-year-old witch who wants to destroy Savannah? It was bad enough he had to experience what he did in his class. “What if it reveals that I’m related to criminals or something?”
He finished chewing and wiped his mouth. “You don’t have to reach out to them. Just know who might be out there. What harm could it cause?”
Too much, to be honest. She sighed, still weighing her options and not really caring for any of them.
“There you are. I should have known you’d be here.” Ericka Fletcher dropped into the seat beside her, plopping her backpack in the middle of the table and almost spilling their coffees. They barely managed to lift them into the air before the sudden jostling of the table. “Why didn’t you give me a heads up you were coming here?”
Jasmine bit her tongue as she set her cup back down, sucking in a slow breath to steady her temper. Jeremy did the same, rolling his eyes. “You knew we were coming here. I told you yesterday.”
Ericka tilted her head, pinching her face in doubt. “Are you sure? I’m positive I would have remembered that.” She huffed as she straightened in her chair and clasped her hands together in front of her. “I don’t think you told me.”
Now Jasmine rolled her eyes. “Whatever you say.”
Ericka shot out of her seat. “I’m getting a drink.”
Jasmine watched as her friend—her best friend—sashayed her way around the tables to the counter. “I know I told her we were meeting here.”
“I have no doubt.” Jeremy chuckled as he lifted his Danish once more. “You sure she’s still not possessed?”
Jasmine sighed as she slumped down in her chair and pulled her cup closer. “I think something’s going on at home with her. She said some relatives reached out to her parents, and it seems to have started some sort of family drama. She hasn’t filled me in on the details yet, but it seems almost as if she’s embarrassed or afraid to talk about it.”
He licked his lips when he finished his sip of coffee, and Jasmine caught herself staring at him as he did it. When he started speaking, she gave herself a mental shake, chasing away the thoughts that Zora, the psychic she met a couple of weeks ago, had put in her head when the woman thought Jasmine and Jeremy were already a couple. “Well, at least she’s come down off her royal high-horse. Obnoxious Ericka I’m used to. Stuffy, prissy Ericka, too. However, condescending snob Ericka I can do without.”
She laughed softly, bobbing her head slowly. “You and me both.”
Ericka returned with a blueberry muffin and a latte, sat down again, and took up too much of the table for someone who had no intention of doing any actual work. She peeled the wrapper from her muffin and took a slow bite, moaning as if she had just finished some sexual act. Still chewing, she said, “I needed that.”
Jasmine and Jeremy both looked at her weirdly, Jasmine shaking her head. “No one needs a blueberry muffin. What gives?”
Ericka sighed as she fell back in her chair. “Family. That’s what gives. Apparently, some relatives my parents were trying to ignore caught wind of my little…” She glanced over at Jeremy, panic registering on her face because she didn’t know he already knew everything, Jasmine knew, “Episode and are insisting on coming down and helping.” She rolled her eyes. “There’s nothing to help with. I’m fine and simply want to move on with my life.”
Jasmine snickered as she lifted her coffee cup. “Good luck with that. Do you even know these relatives?”
Ericka shook her head. “No. I mean, I knew I had relatives that lived somewhere, but my parents never really talked about them.” She glanced over at Jeremy, an uneasy look on her face. Jasmine was sure her friend wanted to spill her guts right then, but didn’t want Jeremy thinking she was some sort of loon. Too bad he already knew everything, and she was wasting her time. Still, Jasmine decided it was best to keep that part a secret for now. Ericka had endured enough. “Apparently, my mother didn’t like my grandmother, and my dad moved us here to get away from the fighting. They’ve had little contact since because, and I’m quoting my mother here, Stella Fletcher is the most controlling, judgmental, pigheaded, grudge-holding freak she has ever met.” She shrugged and lifted her latte to her lips.
It echoed why Jasmine worried about finding out more about her family. What if they turned out to be like Ericka’s grandmother? She didn’t need that headache. Her life was crazy enough.
The three of them opened their laptops and got down to their homework assignments, pushing the chaos of the past couple of weeks out of their minds. 
Forty-five minutes in, Ericka’s phone went off with a notification, and she growled when she looked at the screen. “Well, there goes the rest of my day. Apparently, the relatives are in town and I’m required to go make an appearance. I don’t see why. I didn’t invite them here.” She cut a quick glance to Jasmine, her lips downturned into a frown. “We really need to get that apartment like you suggested.”
Jasmine laughed, nodding. “That we do.”
After Ericka packed up her stuff and headed out, Jeremy leaned over to Jasmine, his brows furrowed. “You’re really going to move in with her.” 
Jasmine sighed as she followed Ericka out of the coffee shop with her gaze. “That’s the plan right now.” However, at the moment, she was seriously reconsidering that decision. Ericka was overbearing on her best days. But with what happened to her with the body possession, she had seemed to go up a few notches in annoying behavior, and Jasmine wasn’t sure how to calm her friend down.
After another hour of working, she decided it was best to head home for dinner. She had mentioned the idea of getting her own place to her foster father, and the idea didn’t excite him at all, especially when she told him she intended to move in with Ericka. He wanted to talk to her more about it, but she wasn’t sure she wanted to hear it. She loved her father, and, truth be told, she didn’t really want to move out, but with everything that happened, as well as the possibility that Julianna was still around, she didn’t want to put her family at risk.
Jeremy packed up his stuff and walked out with her. “You want to meet up tomorrow for lunch on campus?”
She bobbed her head, gripping her backpack strap. “Sure. I got humanities until noon. I can meet you after that.”
She couldn’t miss the grin that slid across his face, and it caused a blush to warm her cheeks. “Sounds good. See you then.”
However, before he could walk away, she heard someone call out her name. Turning toward the sound, she saw the redheaded Zora heading straight for her, determination on her face. 
Jasmine sighed. “This won’t be good.”
“Who is it?”
However, she never had time to answer him before the psychic reached them.
“Jasmine, you need to talk to Amber. She’s been trying to get a hold of you.” She glanced over at Jeremy, indecision on her face. Then she gave herself a quick shake of her head. “Something’s happened.”
Jasmine sighed as she gestured to Jeremy with a side tilt of her head. “He knows everything. And I think I already know what happened. Jeremy witnessed it.”
“Tuwhoo.”
Her eyes went wide as she jerked her gaze to the nearby tree. Perched on the nearest branch was the same massive white owl with the beige and dark brown markings that had followed her around a couple of weeks ago. All right, now I know this won’t be good.






  
  Chapter Two
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The old oak tree loomed over the small cemetery, its branches stretching out like skeletal fingers reaching for the heavens. Marcus stood before his father’s grave, a sense of dread washing over him. He could almost hear his father’s voice in his head, a constant reminder of the family’s dark legacy. 
Shea shuffled beside him, his hands in his pockets as he looked everywhere but at the tombstone. “I don’t get why we’re here. It’s not like the bastard didn’t chew you out all morning long.”
Marcus scoffed, “Yeah, as a ghost, he’s talked more to me than he ever did when he was alive.” His father’s words that morning rang in his head once more. It’s not over. You must finish what I started. Now get off your ass and get busy. The witches must be stopped. The problem was, Marcus didn’t really care whether it was finished or not. He just wanted out. “Of course, he’s still a giant prick.”
He clenched his fists, his jaw tight with anger and frustration. His father, a renowned Witch Hunter in his time, had passed down a heavy burden, one that he insisted Marcus had to accept. But now, as Marcus faced the reality of hunting down witches in a city steeped in paranormal history, doubts gnawed at him.
He knew some witches had done unspeakable things, but he couldn’t help but wonder if there was more to the story. He had met a few of those witches, one a young woman, barely out of her teens, if she even was. They didn’t look dangerous to him. The city of Savannah had always been a haven for the supernatural, and not all witches were evil. He had heard tales of witches who used their powers for good, protecting the innocent from malevolent forces. Hell, if the journals he discovered at his father’s house were to be believed, even Julianna had used her powers to help others at one point. Of course, that was before his family killed her.
“You know it’s going to be difficult to get a witch to help you break the spell trapping you in this town if you’re trying to kill them.”
He glanced over at the smaller man, Shea’s shaggy brown hair constantly falling into his eyes. He was a good five inches shorter than Marcus, if not more, but what he lacked in stature, he made up for with heart. Of course, that was when he wasn’t whining about the way life had turned on them. 
He had arrived in Savannah last week, brought into town by Philip since Marcus couldn’t leave the historical section of the city. At least, not for very far, anyway. Marcus’s father, of course, had immediately taken a dislike to the smaller man, especially when he spent the night in Marcus’s bed. The problem with ghosts is that there was no way to lock them out of a room. Why his father was still there and hadn’t moved on yet, Marcus didn’t know, but he sure as hell wished the man would vanish.
“I need to talk to someone about getting rid of a ghost.” He sighed as he stuffed his hands into his pockets.
A bark of laughter erupted out of Shea. “Does Savannah have a Ghost Busters?”
“I wish.”
Then Shea reached out, gripping Marcus’s arm and bringing him to a stop. “Didn’t you tell me you met a psychic a few weeks back? Maybe she has some answers for you. Or, better yet, maybe she has a way to send your father to the other side.”
Marcus cocked a brow as he turned and continued walking. “Other side?” He scoffed as he shook his head. “I never imagined we would be talking like this. Using these types of words.” He shook his head. “And the psychic knows what I am. I’m sure she’d freak out if I walked through her door.”
Shea shrugged. “Still worth a shot. Just walk in with your hands up.” He cocked his head to stare at Marcus. “You don’t shoot magic bolts out of your hands, do you?”
Marcus merely rolled his eyes.
As he walked among the weathered tombstones, Shea a silent weight beside him, Marcus couldn’t escape the memories of his father’s death and the way he had found his father crumbled on the dirty floor of Julianna’s herbal shop, a hole through his chest. It was the moment everything changed. His father’s death triggered powers within Marcus, the same powers his father apparently possessed without ever telling him. The same ones Marcus’s siblings would now possess because he didn’t do things the way dear old dad wanted him to do them. Marcus hadn’t reached out to his brothers and sister yet. He should. But how in the world would he handle that conversation? Hey, the stories we heard about Dad are all true and guess what—you now possess the powers of a Witch Hunter. He ran his hand through his hair. No. That conversation wasn’t one he wanted to have.
The city of Savannah had been relatively peaceful in recent years, according to Philip and his father, but rumors of a witch resurgence had reached their ears. And then they had faced her. Julianna had returned from the dead and was plotting to wreak havoc on the city. And, even though he swore he had killed the witch while she possessed some nineteen-year-old’s body, his father wasn’t so sure. Then he felt her once more and knew the truth. Julianna was back. How, he had no idea, but there was no doubt she had somehow survived the stabbing a couple of weeks ago. Marcus couldn’t ignore the signs any longer; it was time to confront this threat head-on, regardless of the fact that he wanted nothing to do with any of it. The question, however, was where to start?
With his father’s ghost as a constant, critical presence, Marcus knew he had no choice. He would delve deeper into the city’s paranormal history, seeking answers, allies, and the truth about the witches. But in doing so, he would also have to confront his own doubts and fears, all while navigating the complex web of supernatural forces that had entangled Savannah for centuries.
As the ghostly memory faded into a distant whisper, Marcus made a solemn vow to himself. He would uncover the secrets of Savannah’s paranormal past and, in the process, determine whether the witches posed a genuine threat to the city or if there was room for coexistence. The path ahead was uncertain, but one thing was clear: the choices he made would shape the destiny of Savannah and the lives of those entangled in its mystical web. He didn’t have to follow in his ancestors’ footsteps. He could forge his own path. He would forge his own path. He just needed to figure out how.
“I’m hungry.” Shea glanced over at him. “That great descendant of yours made breakfast, but I’m still leery of eating anything he fixes. I don’t think he likes me.”
“Maybe you should complain less.” Marcus headed for the exit, his own stomach growling, even though he had two platefuls of Philip’s cooking that morning. Ever since he triggered the curse inside of him, he discovered he needed more food to sustain his thickening body. And not thickening in the way of flab, but muscles now rippled where there had been none before. He could feel himself getting stronger. The whole thing was unsettling. “Come on. We’ll grab a bite at that deli we found a few days ago by Chippewa Square. I could go for a corned beef sandwich right about now.”
“Gross. Can’t you just eat something normal?”
“Corned beef is normal.” He shook his head as he headed down Bull Street. “You need to try something besides turkey all the time.”
“Hey, I add bacon.”
Marcus rolled his eyes. “Shea Weatherspoon, you are more than predictable. You actually border on redundant.”
“Rude.”
Marcus sighed, slipping his hands into his back pockets as he walked, dropping the subject. Shea would never change, no matter how hard Marcus pushed him. He supposed that was all right, though, especially these days when nothing seemed predictable or even slightly normal.
Ruben’s Deli was a small place nestled on the corner of a strip of shops looking across to Chippewa Square. While the building was red brick, the front was a large plate-glass window with the deli’s logo emblazoned in large letters. A crotchety old woman by the name of Ruth worked behind the counter, fixing sandwiches and cold salads in her gruff way as she barked at her younger helpers. The look on the teens’ faces was almost as if they feared the woman would serve them up as a side dish for one of her sandwiches. Marcus didn’t care, however. The food was delicious enough that he could tolerate the cranky woman’s antisocial behavior.
He grabbed his corned beef on rye, with some corn chips and a sweet tea, and headed for one of the small wooden tables they had crammed into the tiny deli. It was still early for lunch, so the place was only half-filled, which suited him just fine. He wasn’t much for crowds or he would have gone to River Street or City Market. 
A few seconds later, Shea slid in beside him. “Have you thought about work yet? Or did your father leave you a ton of money?” He sighed as he stabbed the lid of his drink with his straw. “I only ask because I need to find a job.”
Marcus arched his brow. “What’s wrong with your job in Jupiter? I thought you liked it.” He had agreed for Shea to come to Savannah to see for himself that everything was all right when the little man wouldn’t stop pestering him about not checking in. However, he never intended for the other man to remain there. They had lives in Florida, and even though the man’s family didn’t really approve of him—or Marcus for that matter—that’s still where they were.
Shea didn’t look at him. “I quit.”
Marcus fell back in his chair, staring at the man, his mouth slightly ajar. He should have known. Shea had been there two weeks already. A little long for a vacation. “You quit. Why didn’t you tell me?”
Shea shrugged, reaching for his bag of chips and ripping it open. “Because you wouldn’t have allowed me to come if I told you.” He glanced up at Marcus, a sheepish look crossing his face. “If you’re stuck here, then here is where I intend to be.”
“Shea, there’s too much happening. The entire reason I didn’t want you here in the first place is to keep you out of harm’s way. You need to go back home.”
“Harm’s way? We shouldn’t even be saying things like that.” He shook his head as he popped a chip into his mouth. “I’m staying until we figure out how to break that spell that’s keeping you here.”
Marcus bit into his sandwich rather than snap at the smaller man. He never should have told him how his father tricked him, trapping him in Savannah. It was another part of the curse. Once he or one of his family members crossed into Savannah, they couldn’t leave thanks to a trap set by whoever drafted them into this nightmare because Philip had already run away from them once before. They were taking no chances that anyone in his line would walk off the job again. It was a minor fact his father conveniently forgot to tell him when he summoned Marcus to Savannah. 
“You’re not happy.” Shea sat there, crestfallen, his sandwich barely held onto with his limp fingers. “I thought you’d want me here with you. Was I wrong?”
Marcus finished chewing his food as he tried to decide the best way to answer the other man’s question. It wasn’t that he didn’t want Shea there, because he did. The two had been inseparable since they were both three, quite often spending the night with each other on weekends, and later even growing into a more intimate relationship at times. However, Shea wasn’t the strongest person Marcus knew, and with everything happening right then, he didn’t want to see something happen to his friend. Julianna had already killed Marcus’s father, who could defend himself against a witch, and Marcus didn’t want to see her do the same thing with Shea. The safest place for the smaller man was back home in Jupiter, around the family that didn’t really care for him. Sad, but true.
“I don’t know what the future holds, Shea.” He shrugged. “You know everything that’s happened. Julianna is alive, and we have no idea what she’ll do now, especially after I tried to kill her. I have to find her and stop her. It’s the only way out of this mess.”
“Or you could just sit back and do nothing.” Shea bit down on his sandwich as if making an exclamation point.
Marcus sighed, wishing it was that simple. “Julianna’s sister, Claire, tried to burn down the city in 1796. If Julianna tries that, then I’m stuck here. I can’t get out. I burn with this damn city.”
“Julianna’s sister? You think she’d try the same thing? Do you think she’s here with Julianna? That would be weird, right? I mean, isn’t she like… old?”
Marcus thought about it for a moment and then shook his head. “I honestly don’t know. But I do know Julianna is here, and she’s hellbent on destroying Savannah. I can’t let her do that while I’m still trapped here.”
“I kind of think we have better fire departments these days.” Shea fell back into his chair, still holding onto his sandwich. “Either way, I’m not leaving until we can both leave. Deal with it.”
Marcus stared at him, wanting to argue, but not really having the energy anymore. Dropping the subject, he took another bite of his sandwich and fell back in his chair.
The silence didn’t last long, however. “So, what do we do now?”
He glanced over at his friend, feeling his brows furrow. “What do you mean?”
Shea shrugged, popping a chip into his mouth, and then talking around it. “Well, we both know your father won’t give up, and you can’t avoid a ghost. We also can’t get out of here until we break that spell, and that sounds like something we need a witch for. So, how can we pull that off?”
“Good question.” He only wished he had an excellent answer. 
Taking another bite of his sandwich, he turned his gaze back out the plate-glass window, wondering if the witch down on River Street could help him. She had figured out how to cast Julianna out of that teenager’s body, after all, so she wasn’t exactly powerless. Did she have enough power to break a centuries’ old spell, though? He had no idea. He also didn’t know if he even wanted to find out.
Marcus’s phone vibrated along the table. Glancing down, he noticed his younger brother’s name on the screen. A ripple of nervousness washed through him as he reached for his cell and swiped the screen. Placing the phone to his ear, he greeted his brother, remembering the last time he talked to Lane was to tell his brother that their father had summoned him to Savannah. He hadn’t spoken to Lane since. “What’s up?”
His brother’s heavy breathing came through the phone, and when he spoke, he heard the tremor of fear in his brother’s voice. “Um, Marcus, I’m seeing dead people.”






  
  Chapter Three
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As Amber Bastian finished restocking the crystal bins, she heard the familiar scrape of buckets on the walkway in front of Faerie Dust. A small smile turned up the corners of her mouth as she put the last crystals in place and then moved to the door, tossing the empty box behind her front counter. Opening the door, the bright Savannah afternoon almost blinded her, and she held her hand in front of her face for a moment to allow her eyes to adjust to the outside. Beside her, Whistler had already taken his spot on his five-gallon bucket and was reaching inside another one for a small piece of wood. 
“Getting a late start today, aren’t you?” She stepped out a little further, glancing in each direction to see how many people walked along the cobblestone River Street.
Whistler pulled out his Helvie knife as he glanced up at her. His lengthy gray beard hid his neck, but there was no way it could ever hide his jovial smile. “I slept in for a bit.” He shrugged as he pulled the second bucket a little closer to him so it would catch the wood shavings as he carved. 
The last piece she saw him working on was a growling wolf, and it had given her nightmares. Whistler’s creations were almost too realistic at times. “Not like you to sleep in. You doing all right?”
He smiled up at her as he lifted his wide-brimmed fedora and wiped his forehead with the back of his hand before setting the chocolate hat back on his head. “I am. Just felt a little lazy this morning.” He turned the piece of wood he had pulled out of his bucket in different directions, examining it with his head tilted. “You have to admit, it’s been an interesting few weeks.”
She sighed as she crossed her arms over her chest and gave a slow bob of her head. “That’s an understatement.” While the past two weeks had been quiet, she still worried that something loomed over her city. There still hadn’t been a definitive answer to the Julianna Adler question, and that left a bad feeling in the pit of Amber’s gut that kept her on edge, no matter how many times she meditated. 
She glanced down at the older man as he took knife to wood. Whistler still had too many secrets. A Mirador. That’s what Reverend Kearney told her the old man was. And she still had no idea what that truly was. He had told her it meant that he was a watcher of life, a recorder of history, and that he had been alive longer than the Great Burnings that started in Salem. Furthermore, she somehow thought his carvings were more than mere decorative pieces or toys for kids. She simply didn’t know enough yet to form a true opinion, and he had been fairly tightlipped since their last real conversation about events just before Jasmine got herself in trouble with the Witch Hunter in Madison Square.
Whistler glanced up at her, pursed his lips, and started whistling Someone’s in the Kitchen with Dinah as he bounced his brows at her. It was almost as if he knew what she was thinking.
With a slow shake of her head, she let a soft laugh bubble out of her as she glanced across the Savannah River to Hutchinson Island. Somehow, she knew bringing up the subject right then would only frustrate her. Whistler had his secrets. She supposed he deserved them. Everyone did, really. Except for when those secrets threatened her city.
Turning her attention down the walkway, she noticed Zora, Jasmine, and some boy she didn’t know heading her way, and Jasmine did not look happy. Well, this day just got darker. 
Whistler chuckled. “Looks like you’re about to be busy.”
She sighed. “Forecast calls for storms.”
The older man laughed even harder. “Good thing I brought an umbrella.”
Jasmine stomped her way over to where Amber stood, cutting a quick glance to Whistler before shoving her way inside the store, a scowl twisting her features.
The boy with her followed her inside, confusion masking his face. Zora paused when she reached her, however, shrugging. “She wasn’t too thrilled about coming. She says she doesn’t care about what happened and just wants to forget it.”
Amber nodded as she glanced over her shoulder, as if she could see the dark-haired girl on the other side. “And the boy with her?”
“Jeremy. A friend of hers. At least for now. I also think he knows about everything.”
“Great. Just what we need. More people involved.” She gave a slow swing of her head as she turned back to the entrance of her store. “Enjoy the solitude, Whistler.”
His only reply was a soft chuckle.
Amber entered her store, Zora right behind her, to find Jeremy browsing the merchandise while Jasmine stood off to the side, her arms over her chest and a scowl twisting her face. “Good to see you. After everything that happened, I was worried about you.” She then turned to Jeremy. “And a pleasure to meet you. Zora here says you know about some of the excitement that’s happened lately. Care to share?”
Jeremy turned to her as he swiped his shaggy black hair out of his chocolate eyes. He cut a quick glance over to Jasmine, but the sour girl didn’t offer him any support. With a sigh, Jeremy turned back to Amber. “You can say that. I actually had a dead person walk out of the morgue on me a week ago.”
Amber felt her brows arch as she stared at the kid. “A dead person.” She tilted her head. “Did this dead person have a name?”
He gave a curt nod. “Her death certificate said Scarlet Calloway. However, before she left, she told me to tell Jasmine that Julianna said thanks for the suggestion.”
Amber turned to Jasmine, and the young woman no longer looked pissed but more nauseous than anything. “Suggestion? You told her to take possession of a dead person?”
Jasmine dropped her gaze to the floor as she shuffled on her feet, tightening her arms over her chest. “Not exactly. It was when I confronted her outside of Ericka’s room. I told her she could get a different body. One that no one would try to take back.” She glanced up at Amber and made a weak shrug. “She made the leap to the corpse.”
“And scared the shit out of me.” Jeremy ran his hand through his hair.
Amber cut him a quick look and then turned back to Jasmine, remembering the night to which she referred. It had been a foolish move on her part to confront the ancient witch on her own, but it had also revealed to her she had a power inside of her she never knew she possessed. It was that power that made Amber nervous. Jasmine needed to learn how to harness it and use it, if only to protect herself.
With a slow shake of her head, she moved to sit on the stool behind the counter. “Well, I guess that answers the question about what happened to Julianna.” Clasping her hands together, she rested them on the counter and leaned forward. “How’s Ericka doing?”
Jasmine shrugged, refusing to look at Amber. “She acts fine. Almost obnoxious.”
“She’s always been obnoxious,” Jeremy added, only to duck his gaze when Jasmine shot him a scathing look.
“Apparently, some family from Draven Falls is visiting to discuss her witchy background.” She twisted her lips in a grimace before dropping her gaze back to the floor. “Her parents are as unhappy about the visitors as she is.”
“And you? How are you holding up? Any other… issues with what you felt inside of you a couple of weeks ago?” She tried to will the young woman to look at her, but Jasmine refused to lift her head.
“I’m fine. I just want to forget it all.” Finally, she looked up at Amber, determination pinching her features. “I want nothing to do with magic or witches or whatever the hell Ericka dragged me into. I just want to be left alone.”
Amber nodded. “I get that, but Jasmine, you really need to know what’s inside of you so you don’t inadvertently hurt someone.”
“If I never use it, I can’t hurt anyone.” She shrugged. “Seems simple enough to me.”
“Magic is never that simple,” Zora cut in as she moved over to stand in front of the counter. “Aren’t you the least bit curious about your past? I could do a reading and we can attempt to reach out to them if you want.”
Amber glanced back at Jasmine. Just before all hell broke loose, the Witch Hunter had come in and told them he thought Jasmine was related to Julianna’s sister, Claire. Of course, with Jasmine being stuck in the foster system her entire life, they had no way of verifying if any of that was true. She had no idea who her parents were, nevertheless her ancestors. The Lehmans, her foster family, had no clue, either. Apparently, there had been nothing in Jasmine’s files to give them any sign of her background. Her parents abandoned her. That was all anyone knew. That is, until she faced off with Julianna and discovered a churning ball of magic deep inside of her, magic that saved her from Julianna, countering and blocking the ancient witch’s power. They would be better off, especially Jasmine, if they knew whether or not the Witch Hunter was right, but there simply wasn’t any proper way to find out.
“No,” Jasmine said with a sad shake of her head. “I’d rather not know. Like I said, I just want to be left alone to live my life.” She glanced over at Jeremy, the boy wearing a blank expression. “I just want to go home.”
Jeremy nodded as he gestured for the door.
Jasmine dropped her arms to her sides and headed in that direction.
Amber stood, sliding off the stool, but stopping herself before she rounded the counter. She couldn’t push the young girl into doing what she wanted, no matter how much she desired to do just that. “Jasmine, there will come a time you’ll need to figure it all out and get a handle on what’s inside of you. I hope you come back to me when that time comes. I’ve only ever wanted to help you.”
Jasmine simply nodded, saying nothing as she crossed the store and stepped in behind Jeremy as he reached for the door.
“And Jasmine,” Zora said. “If you ever want me to help you make sense of the past, you know where to find me.”
Jeremy opened the door, and Jasmine paused, glancing over at the other women. “Thank you. Both of you. But I just want to put everything behind me and move on. Ericka’s fine now. That’s all I really wanted.” She stared at them for another second that seemed to drag on for an eternity, and Amber swore the young woman wanted to say something else. However, she simply made a curt nod and stepped out into the Savannah afternoon.
Amber stood there, staring at the door until it closed completely. With the click, she sighed and fell back down on her stool. “Well, that didn’t go as well as I wanted.”
Zora moved over to stand in front of the counter, sliding her arms up into her flamboyant sleeves. “You know, we could do a reading without her. A seance. The two of us could reach out to her family. Surely, she’s left something here we could use to connect my power to her past.”
“And then what? She’s already said she wants nothing to do with her past. We can’t force her. You know that. It’ll only drive her further away.” She shook her head, blowing out a heavy breath. “No. She has to come to want this on her own.” She turned toward the door. “I just hope she doesn’t wait too long. If Julianna is still around, then I’m not sure she’ll give Jasmine a chance to determine her own course.”
A panicked expression pinched Zora’s face. “Do you really think she’s back?”
“I don’t think we can afford to think otherwise. She said she wanted to destroy Savannah. Somehow, I doubt her goal has changed. If anything, it’s probably stronger now after everything that happened in her shop.”
“So, what do we do about it?” Zora pulled her arms out of her sleeves and leaned on the counter, one brow cocked. “I know you. You won’t let it go.”
Amber sighed. “How can I? She wants to destroy my city. She still needs stopped. The only difference now is that I don’t have to worry about protecting the body she’s in. Scarlet Calloway was already dead.”
Zora shook her head. “Could you imagine someone who knew her suddenly seeing her on the streets again? How does Julianna expect to get away with it?”
It was a good question. Amber only wished she had a suitable answer for her friend. She turned to stare at the entrance to her shop, wondering how much Whistler knew of what Julianna had planned, and if the man knew where the ancient witch would go. They couldn’t stop her if they couldn’t find her.
“And what about that Witch Hunter?”
Amber turned to her friend, shrugging. “I haven’t seen him since he stabbed Ericka in his attempt to kill Julianna.”
“Do you think he knows where she is?” Zora cocked a brow as she stared over at Amber.
Amber didn’t answer right away, considering the psychic’s question. After a couple of seconds, she made a slow bob of her head. “You know, he quite possibly could. The question is, do I want to get in his line of sight again after he tried to kill a witch, even if that witch was hellbent on burning Savannah to the ground? He did try to kill Jasmine, after all. And was willing to kill Ericka.”
“I think that’s even more reason to know what side he’s on. Is he still after us? If so, I’d like a heads up before meeting him in one of the squares at night, wouldn’t you?”
She sighed, nodding once more. “I’m not sure how to find him, though.”
“Then that needs to be our next project, I would think.” Zora pushed herself off the counter and turned toward the entrance. “I’d rather find him before he finds us.” She lifted her hand over her shoulder and waved back at her friend. “Talk to you later, dearie.”
Amber sat there and watched as her friend left Faerie Dust. The redhead had a point. If the Witch Hunter—what was his name? Mark? Marcus?—was looking for them, still intent on killing witches, then she would rather know where he was before he turned up out of nowhere with one of those damn black daggers in his hand.
Running a hand through her hair, she stood and moved around the counter, the day’s stocking calling to her on top of everything else that demanded her attention.
Before she could get too far away, however, she paused and turned toward the front door. Curiosity pulled at her, and she moved to the entrance and opened the door. Glancing down, she stared at Whistler as the old man whittled away on his creation, still whistling a merry tune. She stared at it, thinking of the owl he carved on the same night an owl appeared to follow Jasmine around. She watched as his knife dug into the wood, shavings falling into his bucket. He still had a long way to go before he finished his carving, but she could already make out a few of the details behind the effort.
Licking her lips, she stared down as he wiped his finger over his carving of what looked like the biggest feline she ever saw. “Is that a cat?”






  
  Chapter Four
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Julianna Adler—No. No, she was Scarlet Calloway now, and she had to remember that. Closing her eyes, she took in a slow breath as she pictured the fear from that trembling young man a week ago as she brought this body back to life. Lucky for her, no one had shot or stabbed the woman whose body she now owned. It wouldn’t do well for her to go traipsing around town with holes in her body. 
Opening her eyes, she stared across W. Congress Street at her store. It had taken her a little time to figure out how to get her shop up and running again and in Scarlet’s name, but with a bit of magic and the manipulation of the poor man at City Hall, she finally managed it, and now her altar was once again hers. And she needed it. If it hadn’t been for that special place at the back of her store, she wouldn’t even return to this ramshackle storefront, preferring to remain somewhere where no one would consider looking for her. However, her magic had soaked into her floor over the years when she was alive, strengthening her power when she performed a spell. It was that power she needed now if she was to find her sister.
A grin pushed up her cheeks as she crossed the street toward her shop. It was time to finish cleaning up. She didn’t have a desire to reopen her store and start a business, of course. She just wanted access to her altar. 
“Welcome back.”
She came to a stuttering halt, bristling at the sound of the voice. Turning slowly, she sneered at the old man beside her. “You truly are an annoying sod. Do you know that?”
He shrugged as he glanced up into the bright sky. “I get that a lot.” He pulled the chocolate fedora from his head and swiped at his forehead with the back of his hand. Dropping his arm to his side, he grinned over at her, an annoying smirk on his face. “I’ve gotten used to it over the years.”
“And just how old are you, anyway?” The Mirador had been a thorn in her side for… well, for centuries.
“Age is but a number. However, now that you bring up the topic of age, are you going to count over two centuries of birthdays, or are you simply going to pick up where you left off?” He cocked his head. “Or, even better yet, are you going to use this lady’s age and claim her birthday for your own? It would be a clean slate, wouldn’t it?”
She made a slight shrug. “I haven’t decided yet. I guess we’ll just have to wait and see.” She clasped her hands in front of her, waiting him out. There was no way she intended to invite him inside her shop. “So, what are you going by these days? I mean, I should at least know what to call you.”
He shrugged. “Unnecessary. Just as it was the last time we met.” He glanced at her door, running his gaze up and down the glass. “Interesting that you came back here. The scene of the crime, so to speak.” He turned back to her. “Interesting.”
“I don’t think so, Mirador.” She turned, following his gaze to the entrance to her shop. “It is home, after all.”
He made a slow bob of his head. “I would think there were too many terrible memories here. You don’t want to move on? Start over. Clean slate and all.”
“Clean slates are so overrated.” She shrugged, feeling a grin slip across her face. “Besides, my plans haven’t changed.” She leaned forward. “I’m still going to destroy this city, and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it. After all, Miradors merely watch. Isn’t that right? They don’t intervene.”
He grinned at her, and she wanted to scream. “I know how it all works. I’ve been doing this for a while, I assure you.” He glanced back at the storefront, almost as if he knew something she didn’t. “You know, interesting thing about your boyfriend.” He turned back to her, a curious expression twisting his features. “They never found him after he turned you in to the City Watch. A couple of weeks ago, I did, however, see his ghost.” He cocked his

      [image: image-placeholder]




OEBPS/cover.jpeg
A WITCHES OF
SAVANNAH NOVEL






OEBPS/images/858a0449-dc9e-4541-9304-bdaa913f450b.png





OEBPS/images/8edaaf6e-6af6-41dd-b8ac-4d423923d787.jpeg
uuuuuuuuuu





OEBPS/images/b9dc9a66-12fc-4c59-82ab-53ad7cf33f10.png







