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Present Day, Miami Beach

Viola awoke to the smell of bubble gum and old beer. The distinct scents mixed into an odor she wished she could escape. A voice wafted in the warm night air, but she couldn’t hear what was said. She was weak. Her eyes fluttered open and then shut. She struggled and sat up.

She frowned and rubbed her black jeans, noticing that some of her pink nails had broken off. This was supposed to have been a perfect South Beach visit in the beautiful sunshine state of Florida.

But tonight was anything from perfect. Instead of being by the pool, Viola was here, about to die, she thought. She should have never accepted that invitation. It was too good to be true. She swayed and steadied herself on the nearby wall, and finally saw someone standing in front of her.

“Help me,” she whispered.

“Help you? I’m going to kill you and make lots of money.” The man pulled out a machete. Its rusty blade sliced the air as he swung it.

She jumped to the left and held out her hands without knowing why she’d done that. The machete grazed her arm.

“Aaaeek!” Viola screamed and was surprised at her first instinct of holding up her hands. She must have been losing her mind. She covered her head and huddled near the wall. Viola tossed her phone and wallet on the floor. “Take it and leave me alone,” she cried. 

The pain burned her bicep. Viola stood up as a surge of energy shot through her and coursed through her, sending her leg out as she did a roundhouse kick, knocking her attacker in the face. She did not know what was happening to her, but was glad her mysterious knowledge of fighting was stopping her attacker.

“I don’t want your phone or money,” the attacker said, as he stood up, wiping his chin.

“Just leave me alone,” Viola said.

The assailant swung the machete in circles and sliced near her again, grazing her neck.

She felt nothing except a sting.

“Oh, you must be under one of those vacation spells. Lucky for me, you don’t even know your full powers,” the man said.

Viola touched her neck, feeling something warm and liquid. She looked up at him, quizzically. She didn’t know what was happening.

Viola reached for him. “Don’t kill me. I’m visiting South Beach because I won a prize. I don’t know what’s going on, honestly...”

The more she thought about it, the more she realized it wasn’t a contest that she won. She couldn’t remember why she was there, but remembered an urgent feeling that she had to be here at this place tonight. Was it a birthday party invite? Or was she there for a concert? She shook her head. Thoughts and memories layered one upon the other until she wasn’t sure what was real. She slumped back to the floor, weak once more.

She shut her eyes and took a deep breath. “Look, I’m just visiting from Orlando. I don’t know who you think I am. I’m just me. A teenager who works at Sunrise Cascade Mall.” 

She hoped she had convinced him, but was finding it hard to believe it herself. Flashes of another more exciting life overlaid her boring life. She bit her trembling lip, hoping to stop the whirling memories.

“I must be losing my mind,” she said.

He held up his hand, holding up a device. “When I passed you on the sidewalk earlier, this thing went off.” He held up a palm-sized gray device which emitted three beeps. “My Enchanridge device is reading you right now,” he said.

“What does it detect?” she asked, not sure if she wanted to know the answer.

“It detects supernaturals, like you,” he said. “You can’t hide among regular people anymore.”

“I’m not a supernatural,” Viola said. “I mean, if supernaturals are even real.” She shook her head and covered her face with her hands. Surely this crazed man would be stopped by police or a good Samaritan soon. “This isn’t happening,” she repeated in a faint voice. She kept her eyes shut.

She couldn’t believe he thought she was a supernatural. She rented a room from two retired librarians. The only supernatural thing in her life was a show she watched. That was it.

He went for her with his machete, about to make the ultimate move, when there was a loud crackle and a blinding flash in the alley.

“Stop!” two voices said in unison.

A brown swirling light illuminated the alley and then disappeared after two figures jumped out of it. One guy ran toward the man and knocked him against the wall. A second figure swooped in and tended to Viola.

“Ow,” she said, as he bandaged her neck. Her curly, long brown hair was plastered to her face with sweat. Viola’s heart raced as she tried to figure out what was happening to her.

The alley hummed with the sound of air conditioners cranked to their full capacity during the tropical night under the blanket of city noise.

The shorter of the two guys turned to look back and said, “Nicolas, now this is the real world. Not some scribbled scroll telling of old ways that you like to bury your head in.” 

Dask flung the attacker’s machete up as Nicolas raised his hand and shot a fiery bolt, obliterating the weapon.

“You know I’m older than you, right?” Nicholas told Dask as he bandaged Viola’s neck.

“Whatever. Watch me and learn. Her name’s Viola and all we’ve got to do tonight is retrieve her from the Slumber Spell. I compelled her here through a different spell. She decided the day she wanted to come back and here she is, ready to jump back into her reality of being a supernatural.”

Viola tried to wake up, but drifted deep down into the darkness.

Nicolas stood up. His dark hair and broad shoulders were imposing, but his fierce look on his face made the man gasp.

“I know you. You’re on that TV show,” the attacker said.

“I told you they’d recognize you,” Dask said in a mocking tone.

Nicolas was handsome and his chocolate brown eyes and brown skin bathed under the streetlights only amplified his drop-dead gorgeous looks. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’m not on a TV now. Now hand over the device,” Nicolas said.

The man’s eyebrows shot up. “What device? I don’t have any device.” He leaned back into the wall and took a step back as if he expected it would open up and suck him in.

“We all know you have it. Stop your lying!” Nicolas shouted. “I’ve got this, Dask. Now, you watch and learn.” He walked toward the attacker. With the flick of a finger, Nicolas seized the man’s neck, making it difficult for him to breathe.

The attacker gripped his neck. “Stop! Ok, ok! I threw it! It’s over there! Let me go!” the attacker said.

Nicolas turned his head, and then swooped his fingers. The device slid toward him and he crushed it under his boot.

“Where did you get this?” Nicolas demanded.

Viola’s eyes fluttered open. She watched as the two men spoke. What was happening? She wondered if magic was real as she watched them. 

“I got the device at a club run by some witch named Dean.”

The Enchanridge combined the best of technology and magic to create a device that could essentially wipe out each a specific group of witches.  

“Just let me go. I didn’t know that there was a retrieval in progress. Aren’t retrievals illegal, anyway?” the attacker said. “I’m no Tapestry law expert, but I think they are.”

Tapestry, the council of Witches had outlawed the use of the Slumber Spell, which was used by V Witches to escape their lives. Witches felt that although a huge percentage of V Witches were turned without their consent, more damage was done by allowing this dangerous spell to be abused. To tighten their laws, they also banned the retrieval process, which brought V Witches back into their regular lives.

The attacker’s face was lined. He had a swollen eye from where Viola had kicked him. His tattered denim jacket revealed a shirt with a wave logo.

Nicolas grabbed the man by the collar, pushing him up against the wall. “You almost killed her using that thing and you’re talking to us about illegal?” He lifted him higher, and then let go.

The man fell to his knees. He cursed under his breath and then stood up again, scowling at the two, and lurched forward.

Nicolas was taller than the man, by a foot. But that didn’t stop him from trying to take Nicolas down. He freed an arm and threw a punch, but missed when Nicolas swiped the air, creating a shimmering silver light.

The man’s knuckles hit the force field. “Oomph,” he said, rubbing his hands.

“Ok, enough, Nicolas. This isn’t one of your vigilante nights where we are ridding the town of evil. This is my retrieval time. So, back off. I’ll look good if I take him in unharmed. Tapestry is promoting that now,” Dask said.

“Tapestry is run by evil witches. I should know, since my sister’s one of them.”

“Yeah, I know they’re evil. You don’t have to remind me. And your sister is so evil, but so hot.”

“Don’t go there,” Nicholas said. He sat near Viola and held her hand, turning toward Dask. “Ok. Do your thing so we can get this witch back to her regular life, whatever that may be.”

Viola felt a hand brushing her long curly hair from her sweaty face. She opened her eyes a fraction of an inch and watched Nicolas, glad he didn’t notice her gaze. His hair was dark, drinking in the light from the streetlights and the almost full moon above. His eyes were dark, too. He had a scar on his chin. The scent of wet wool and coffee seemed to quicken something inside of her, but as quickly as the memory surfaced, it was pulled back into the depths of her mind by a force she didn’t quite understand.

Viola closed her eyes just as Nicolas’ eyes fell back on hers. She said, “I just want this night to be over with. I’m going to have to get someone to cover my shift at the mall tomorrow.” Her hand fished around for her purse. She looked for her inhaler, feeling a tightening in her chest, knowing that an asthma attack was near.

“What are you looking for?” Nicolas asked in a soft voice.

“My inhaler,” she said. A wave of panic washed over her as memories sped by. Viola wasn’t sure whose memories she was looking at. She felt like she was going crazy. She thought maybe if she’d keep her eyes closed, everything would go back to normal. She was wrong.

“We’ll give you your inhaler in a minute. Dask, can we get this going?” Nicolas said tersely. “She’s beginning to panic.” He held a hand over the bandage on her neck.

“Just give me a second, and I’ll have you back to normal,” Dask said to Viola as he pulled out the man’s wallet. “You’re much tougher than you think. You’ll see. It will all make sense soon,” he said to Viola.

“This seems like a great time to let me go. I learned my lesson,” the man said, flashing a smile.

“Good thing she won’t die, otherwise, you wouldn’t make it out of
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