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For every child who is still learning that their magic takes time.
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Chapter One
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The Family Secret

Mandy sat snuggled on the floor of her grandmother’s cozy living room, surrounded by her mom, Ella, her grandmother Elizabeth, and her favorite aunts, Freida and Emma. They were the best aunts in the world, according to Mandy. Freida was always dressed in jeans and a T-shirt, with a sweater if it was cold, and Emma dressed like a model even on lazy days.

They gathered at her grandmother’s house every Saturday for food, stories, and fun, but this Saturday was different.

The fire crackled in the fireplace, casting a warm glow across the room as her grandmother shared stories about their ancestry. She spoke of a distant great-grandmother, a powerful woman who could harness the wind with her thoughts, make the earth tremble, and heal the most complicated illnesses with herbs, a bell, and a candle. She possessed remarkable powers, many kept secret. Those same gifts, she explained, had been passed down through the family... even to her grandmother, Elizabeth.

As the stories filled the room, Mandy’s eyes shone with wonder. The idea that something like that could live inside her made her sit up a little straighter.

“Am I magical?” Mandy asked.

Her mother smiled gently. “Yes, we believe you are.”

Mandy turned quickly. “And Aunt Freida, you too?”

Freida smiled and pointed her finger toward the fireplace. She slowly swirled it counterclockwise, and the fire disappeared. Mandy stared in shock, her jaw dropping. Freida swirled her finger the other way, and the fire returned, rising higher this time. The flames shifted and curled, forming shapes that danced along the logs.

“I can harness fire,” Freida said.

“Wow,” Mandy said softly.

“And I—” Emma began, lifting her hands in the air, “can put the fire out.”

A wave of water poured down over the fireplace, and the flames vanished with a soft hiss.

“Why do you always do that?” Freida asked.

“I’m simply demonstrating our powers,” Emma said.

“You could’ve poured water into a cup or something.”

“That’s boring,” Emma replied. “Besides, you get to make shapes and animals. I have to be plain.”

Freida shook her head. “Whatever.”

Mandy turned back to her mother, her curiosity growing. “Mom? You too?”

Ella smiled softly. “I can’t harness wind, fire, or water, but I can—”

Mandy blinked. “Where did she go?” she asked, looking around the room.

“We never know,” Elizabeth said calmly. “Your mother has been disappearing and reappearing since she was eight.”

“Hmm,” Mandy said. “That explains a lot.”

A light breeze brushed across her hair.

“I was nine,” Ella said, now standing behind her.

Mandy jumped slightly. “Mom! Where did you go?”

“To the kitchen,” Ella said, smiling. “I was checking on the steaks.”

Emma stood quickly. “I’m taking mine out. I like mine medium rare.”

Mandy looked back at her mother. “So, you were nine? Then why hasn’t anything happened to me? Do I have powers?”

The room grew quiet.

The women glanced at one another.

“What?” Mandy asked.

“We don’t know yet,” Ella said. “We’ve been trying to detect your abilities for years.”

Her grandmother leaned forward slightly. “Has anything ever happened to you that you couldn’t explain? Something confusing or unusual?”

Mandy pressed her lips to one side and thought carefully. “Nothing that I can think of.”

The room went quiet while Mandy tried to remember. Emma returned, balancing a half-eaten steak, carrots, and a croissant on her plate.

Elizabeth wrapped her scarf around her neck. “Freida, light the fireplace, please. It’s getting a bit chilly.”

Freida swirled her finger, and the fire came back to life.

Mandy watched closely.

Then she lifted her hand and tried to do the same.

Nothing happened.

She tried again.

Still nothing.

She frowned, then closed her eyes tightly.
“What are you doing?” her mother asked.
“Trying to disappear like you,” Mandy said.
When she opened her eyes, her mother was watching her more closely, her expression thoughtful, as if she were trying to understand something new.

“Well,” Emma said, taking another bite, “keep practicing. You have to have something. Magic is in your veins.”

Mandy lowered her hand and looked back at the fire, wondering why it came so easily to everyone else.
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The Boy in the Water

Over the next couple of months, Mandy tried desperately to discover her abilities, searching for even the smallest sign that something within her would respond. She read her grandmother’s Book of Shadows over and over again, practiced spells in her free time, and worked alongside her aunts whenever they allowed it, but nothing happened, and each night ended the same way—with Mandy lying in bed, staring at the ceiling, quietly wiping away tears she didn’t want anyone else to see.

One warm afternoon, not long after the summer solstice, Mandy walked down to the neighborhood pool where children from nearby houses gathered almost every day. The air was filled with laughter, splashing water, and the sharp whistle of the lifeguard every now and then, while parents sat in lounge chairs or stood nearby talking, only half-watching as the children played.

Mandy slipped off her sandals and stepped into the water, joining a group of kids who were swimming near the middle of the pool. For a while, everything felt normal, and she let herself forget about spells and magic, focusing instead on racing from one side to the other and diving beneath the surface just to see how long she could stay under.

It wasn’t until she stopped to catch her breath that she noticed something didn’t feel right.

A boy, not far from her, was moving differently than the others. At first, it was easy to miss, hidden between the splashes and laughter, but as Mandy watched more closely, she realized he wasn’t playing—he was struggling.

His arms were jerking unevenly, his head dipping under the water longer each time it disappeared, and when he came back up, his movements were frantic, not playful.

Mandy looked toward the lifeguard’s chair, but the guard’s attention was turned toward the shallow end where a group of younger children were arguing loudly over a pool toy.

By the time Mandy looked back, the boy slipped under again.

Without thinking, she pushed herself through the water and swam toward him, her strokes quick and determined as she reached him just as his head dipped below the surface once more. She grabbed hold of him, pulling him upward, but the moment she did, she felt the weight of him, heavy and panicking, his arms clinging without control.

“I—I can’t—” he gasped, choking on water.

Mandy tried to steady him, but his movements made it difficult to keep both of them above the surface, and for a moment, she felt her own balance begin to slip as water rushed around her face and into her mouth.

She kicked harder, trying to keep them both afloat, but her arms strained under the effort, and the noise around them seemed to fade into something distant as her focus narrowed to the boy, the water, and the growing pressure in her chest.

For a moment, she doubted her strength.

Then something inside her shifted.

It wasn’t something she thought through or planned, but something that rose up quickly and without warning, as if it had been waiting for exactly this moment.

Mandy opened her mouth and let out a loud, sharp cry, the sound cutting through the air in a way that startled even her.

In that same instant, the water beneath her seemed to steady, her footing returning as if the pool floor had risen to meet her, and the boy’s frantic movements slowed just enough for her to hold onto him securely.

She didn’t stop to question it.

With both hands gripping him tightly, Mandy moved forward through the water, her steps finding balance until they reached the edge of the pool where an adult, now alerted, rushed forward to pull the boy out.

Voices rose around her as the lifeguard blew his whistle and hurried over, but Mandy barely heard any of it. She rested her hands on the edge of the pool, breathing heavily, her heart racing as the moment replayed in her mind.

The boy coughed, then cried, and someone wrapped a towel around him as his mother rushed over, pulling him into her arms with shaking hands.

“Thank you,” she said, her voice unsteadies as she looked at Mandy. “Thank you so much.”

Mandy nodded, still catching her breath. “You’re welcome.”

She climbed out of the pool slowly, water dripping from her clothes as the warmth of the sun settled over her
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