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    I dedicated this book to:
 
Scott for always being there for me and believing in me when I did not believe in myself.
Arthur Hays, my favorite uncle, may he rest in peace. A man who never thought I was evil. He taught me a lot; I miss him with every part of my being. 
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​Prolog

This is the powerful story of a girl standing confidently at the intersection of two worlds. This is not merely a story of triumph; it stands as a vibrant testament to the strength and compassion residing within each and every one of us, waiting to be unleashed.

The evening air was infused with a crisp November chill, invigorating and bold, announcing the imminent arrival of winter. As the sun dipped below the horizon, a thick, swirling blanket of mist enveloped the landscape, transforming it into a mystical realm bursting with enchantment and endless possibilities. The stars and moon, usually vibrant and radiant, surrendered to the fog’s embrace, their light softened to a ghostly shimmer that cast an alluring glow over the ground. Each breath I took was filled with palpable magic, as though the night itself was thrilled to showcase its beauty and mystery.

Just a stone’s throw from my home, the lake lay in serene stillness, its surface a flawless mirror reflecting the world above. It sparkled like a finely polished opalescent gem, deeper hues of blue and green glimmering beneath a veil of silvery mist. The moonlight, fighting to pierce the dense fog, broke through in shimmering ribbons, spilling across the water like liquid starlight. Each glimmer resembled scattered jewels adorning the lake’s glassy expanse, transforming it into a canvas of radiant light and shadow. The reflections danced playfully on the surface, their gentle movements akin to fleeting specters drifting through a dream. This ethereal light pooled along the water’s edge, teasing the mysterious depths below to reveal their hidden secrets, where shadowy figures glided gracefully, whispering forgotten truths that enriched the night’s profound allure.

Towering trees stood resolutely along the banks, their ancient, gnarled silhouettes serving as vigilant guardians of the night. Each robust tree wore a velvety moss cloak cascading down like a regal robe, adding a sense of majesty to their commanding presence. Their rugged bark, marked by the passage of time, told stories of seasons past, deep crevices emanating a sense of history and resilience. The branches, intricately woven and reaching towards the sky, pulsed with a rich legacy, vibrating with tales ready to be shared. As the wind rustled through their leaves, it transformed into a soft, inviting whisper, beckoning the brave to approach and listen closely to the echoes of ancient wisdom.

A powerful yearning surged within me, a compelling call to rise from the warm cocoon of my bed. The soft sheets wrapped around me like a nurturing embrace, initially blocking out the night’s chill. But with unwavering determination swelling in my chest, I swung my legs over the side, my bare feet touching the cool, smooth wooden floor, sending an invigorating shiver coursing through me.

I stepped purposefully toward my desk, each stride resonating with intention and resolve. The floorboards creaked softly beneath my weight, harmonizing with the rhythm of my heartbeat and wrapping me in the serene quiet of the moment. The house held its breath, amplifying my solitude and introspection. Outside my window, the fog twisted and curled like ethereal tendrils of smoke rising from our coven’s flickering fires. The flames danced energetically, crackling and popping with life, casting a warm golden glow that sparkled like fallen stars. This intimate light enveloped me like a comforting shawl, inviting me into the magic that awaited beyond my door.

Soon, we would gather in a sacred circle beneath the watchful gaze of the moon, ready to engage in ancient rituals that intricately bound our destinies, forging connections that celebrated our deep ties to nature’s wild and untamed essence.

Our coven is a vibrant tapestry of life, woven together with diverse threads of powerful beings, each possessing unique strengths and ethereal abilities that enhance our collective experience. As witches, we are wise and formidable, adept at channeling immense reservoirs of power drawn from the elemental forces of earth, air, fire, and water. With skilled hands in herb craft and spellcasting, we weave intricate charms, each resonating deeply with the natural world, establishing a powerful connection with the energies surrounding us.

We are warlocks, too, delving into ancient tomes and worn scrolls, unearthing profound secrets just waiting to be discovered. Each meticulously drawn symbol pulses with the weight of age-old wisdom, its meaning as rich and intricate as the stories that have withstood the test of time. Together, we boldly explore the exhilarating mysteries of the cosmos, uncovering truths obscured by shadows that loom just out of reach. Among us are lively sprites, their laughter ringing out like joyous chimes, fueling our gatherings with warmth and creating a spirited celebration of life and magic.

Despite our diverse gifts and abilities, we maintain respectful boundaries with those who choose different paths, particularly those devoted to the Moon Goddess. Shapeshifters, vampires, and other mystical entities linger at the edges of our sacred circle, their enigmatic presence a captivating reminder of the delicate balance we navigate. We approach every encounter with reverence and mindfulness, fully aware of the interconnectedness of all life, recognizing it as part of the expansive tapestry of existence that envelops us in this enchanting world. Each moment serves as a reminder of the magic flowing through us all, binding us together in a shared quest for understanding and harmony within the universe.

​Chapter 1: “The Night Before”

Hello, my name is Melica. At fifteen years old, I stand five feet two inches tall, but my presence is anything but small. My long, strawberry-blonde hair flows down my back in vibrant, wild waves. When the moonlight catches it just right, it transforms into a river of flames, flickering and dancing against the cool night air. My deep sea-green eyes, reminiscent of stormy waters crashing against rugged cliffs, radiate confidence and an unquenchable curiosity. They sparkle with the thrill of adventure, with the promise of incredible experiences waiting to unfold. As I approach my sixteenth birthday, mere hours away, I feel an electric pulse of anticipation coursing through me, like a vibrant tide poised to crash against the shore, sending exhilarating ripples throughout my entire being.

The prospect of finally joining the coven ignites a fierce passion within me, awakening dreams and aspirations that have long been ready to take flight. Since childhood, I’ve sensed a quiet stirring of magic deep within my soul, a powerful force my mother has nurtured with love and encouragement. She has expertly guided me toward this momentous occasion, sharing stories of our family’s unique gifts that begin to blossom at the age of sixteen. These gifts, she explains, are like resilient flowers pushing through frost-kissed earth, destined to greet the sun after winter’s oppressive hold.

The anticipation of stepping into my authentic self fills me with an intoxicating mix of excitement and hope, intertwining with a powerful desire to fully embrace the extraordinary identity that is rightfully mine. I vividly recall the day I effortlessly floated above my crib at the age of four, my mother’s astonished expression perfectly capturing the blend of wonder and alarm. Shimmering with disbelief, her wide eyes showed me the miracle I was creating; it was a moment that defied the very laws of nature, a beacon of pure joy illuminating our small room. Her affirmations of my extraordinary nature became an unshakeable belief within me, a steadfast anchor amid the tumultuous seas of self-doubt and challenges that life presents.

I refuse to see myself as anything less than exceptional; I am a girl destined to carve out a unique path in a world that often struggles to celebrate those who shine brightly. From day one at school, I faced relentless taunts and cruel jibes aimed at undermining my spirit. Each harsh word struck me like a piercing dagger. Still, I stood resolutely against their bitter insults and dismissive labels, such as “freak” and “unwanted bastard.” Each derogatory term merely bounced off my unwavering confidence like arrows failing to pierce impenetrable armor. I wear my self-assurance like a shield, unyielding and steadfast.

I recognize their cruel comments for what they truly are: fragile reflections of their own insecurities and unhappiness. Each hurtful remark only serves to fuel my resilience, bolstering my determination to rise above and embrace the exceptional individual I know I am meant to be. I grew stronger with every challenge I faced, much like a sturdy tree that bends before the fiercest storms but never breaks. My emotional struggles have transformed into a deep reservoir of strength, granting me the courage to persevere through adversity. On the days when despair threatened to engulf me, flickers of hope emerged, whether in the form of small victories, supportive friends, or the tantalizing prospect of my impending journey into the world of the coven, illuminating even the darkest paths before me.

A chill wind whispered through the trees, threading between the towering trunks like unseen spirits weaving through the shadows. From my vantage point atop a rocky hill






















































































































































































































“Arkadia a Druids Tale”

“Arkadia, The Dark Mist Legend”

“Arkadia a Druids Tale & The Dark Mist Legend”

“A Dream All Her Own”

“One Fine Morning In a Town All Its Own”

“The Forgotten One”

“The Coffee Shop a New Beginning”

“The Unwanted Little Witch Shifter”

One that I want to add that is  not mine but my mother’s is “Mom’s Silent Cries of The Children.”
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