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Thirteen days. Less than two weeks. She had to figure this out by her birthday or she’d be in huge trouble.

Savannah concentrated on the small object sitting on the table in her breakfast nook. It should be easy to change a simple vase into something else. It didn’t have to be fancy, or expensive, or unique. She’d be happy to see the vase shift into a different color and shape...a color and shape she chose.

She clenched her fists, closed her eyes, and drew in a deep breath. In her mind, she saw the blue glass change from a slim bud vase to a round one. One more breath and she opened her eyes.

Instead of a round vase on her table, she saw a teddy bear.

Savy gripped her short hair in both fists. “Aarrgghh! Why can’t I do this? I can send a refrigerator across a room, I can make it rain with a snap of my fingers, but I can’t change a simple vase into what I want!”

“You’re trying too hard, darling,” a feminine voice said from behind her.

It didn’t surprise Savy to hear that voice. Her mother always seemed to pop in whenever Savy experienced a failure. She turned to see Ruby sitting cross-legged on the kitchen island, looking as gorgeous as ever in the color that matched her name. Although now 349, she looked no older than forty-two.

People guessed Savy’s age at twenty-six, even though she would turn 100 on Halloween in thirteen days. She had to appear before the Coven’s Board on her birthday for her final evaluation, and pass every test they gave her.

If she failed...

She shuddered to think about what would happen if she failed.

“I have to try hard, Mother. I have less than two weeks to get this right.”

“You’ve had years to get this right, Savannah.” Uncrossing her legs, Ruby floated to the floor. After straightening her tunic so it hung perfectly over her slacks, she approached Savy. “Tell me what you’re doing. Exactly.”

“What I always do. I close my eyes and concentrate on changing an object into something else. It changes, but not into what I want.” She gestured toward the teddy bear. “That’s not what I wanted.”

“Well, darling, if you always do something one way and it doesn’t work, you need to change it.”

Way to state the obvious, Mother. “I’ve tried everything. I’m lost as to what to try now. What do you suggest?”

“Have you tried hand gestures?” A simple wave of Ruby’s fingers and the teddy bear changed into a tall, yellow ceramic vase of white calla lilies. “Now change it back to the bear.”

Savy had already tried hand gestures, arm gestures, tossing her head, jumping up and down. Nothing had worked. But for her mother—one of the most powerful witches in the Coven—she’d try again. She twisted her fingers together to loosen them, then threw all her magic toward the vase.

And got a loaf of bread.

Savy sighed. “Well, at least I can make a sandwich.”

Tapping her lips with one finger, Ruby studied the loaf. “Something is blocking your ability to turn an object into what you want. Are you having trouble with any of your other magic?”

Savy shook her head. “I can move things, I can dematerialize and materialize, I can change the weather...pretty much anything any other witch can do. It’s just when I try to change an object that I mess up.”

Saying the words aloud to her mother emphasized what a serious problem Savy had. She grasped her mother’s hands, gazed into the same sapphire eyes she saw when she looked in the mirror. “Mother, I have to get this right. I only have thirteen more days. If I fail before the Board—”

“You won’t fail, my darling. I won’t allow that to happen.” Ruby squeezed Savy’s hands. “I’ll talk to Dominic—”

“No!” Savy said in a rush. “Please don’t do that.”

Ruby’s eyebrows drew together, a feat Savy considered a miracle considering the amount of Botox her mother used. “Savannah, Dominic can help you. He’s helped other witches when they had problems with their magic. He’s a wonderful man.”

And powerful. He’d lived for over five hundred years, and each year gave him more strength and influence. Savy had no doubt he’d soon rule the Coven’s Board.

He stood an inch or two above six feet, with a husky body, olive skin, midnight-black hair that brushed his shoulders, and emerald-green eyes. Savy had lusted after him for years. She’d done her best not to let him know that, or how much she loved him. However, her magic always turned wonky whenever he came near her. A trail of strange objects appeared every time she came into contact with him.

“Dom is the Master warlock of our Coven, Mother. Only the Board has more power than he does. He has more important duties than to help me.”

“Nonsense. It’s part of his job to assist the witches and warlocks in his Coven. I’m sure he’ll be happy to visit with you. I’ll arrange for a meeting with him right now. You keep practicing.”

“Mother, I don’t...”

Ruby disappeared before Savy finished her sentence, leaving behind the scent of her special flowery perfume. She couldn’t have talked her mother out of going anyway. Once Ruby made up her mind, no one could change it.

Savy peered at the loaf of bread on the table. “White bread. How boring. If I’m going to change a vase of flowers into bread, why couldn’t it be oatnut?”

With a sigh, she picked up the loaf and carried it to the pantry. She didn’t have to work tonight since Ruby’s Pizza didn’t open on Tuesdays. She’d updated the website last night with the new menu items and upcoming daily specials. She’d already cleaned her house today—at least her magic worked for that—so she had nothing pressing to do, other than more practice to change objects into what she wanted them to be.

The best place to do that would be in the woods behind her house, where she couldn’t hurt anyone or anything.

As if he sensed she planned to go out, her black Lab, Eclipse, wandered into the kitchen.

Savy chuckled. “I can’t get anything past you, can I? Okay, you can go with me. Just stay back when I unleash my magic, okay?”

A deep chuff in his throat answered her. Savy grabbed her everyday coat off the hook, opened the door, and followed Eclipse to the woods.

* * * * *
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Dom leaned back in his chair and studied the latest report from the Board. All quiet in his sector of northern Minnesota, other than a few close calls of mortals witnessing magic. A simple memory-erasure spell solved those problems.

The members of his Coven didn’t flaunt their magic, as witches and warlocks of other Covens did. They followed his example and lived their lives, worked their jobs, the same way mortals did the greatest majority of the time. He had no problem with them letting loose and having fun, as long as they didn’t put the Coven in danger of discovery.

Pleased with the report, Dom placed it on his desk, then swiveled his chair to look out the large plate-glass window. From his home on the hill, he saw the town of Biwabik and miles in all directions. Heavy gray clouds filled the sky, a prelude to the snowstorm due to arrive this afternoon.

He had no reason to venture into town today, yet he would travel to Ruby’s Pizza simply to see Savannah. He couldn’t do that since the pizzeria didn’t open on Tuesdays. Other than buying a pizza, he had no other excuse to see the lovely black-haired witch with the huge sapphire-blue eyes.

Being Master of his Coven and past the half-millennium mark in age meant he should become involved with an older witch, one who had proven herself before the Board. Yet none of the more mature witches in his Coven or other Covens close to his interested him in the least as far as a life partner. He could find sexual partners anywhere, and did. All warlocks possessed a powerful sex drive. Witches always accommodated him, yet sometimes he turned to the mortal realm for his pleasure. Women seemed to be amazed—and appreciative—at his prowess and “staying power”.

Yet every time he experienced a climax, no matter the witch or mortal woman, he saw Savannah’s face in his mind.

She would turn 100 on Halloween. Still so young, compared to his age. He should consider someone closer to Ruby’s age than Savannah.

Only Savannah held his heart.

Whatever he felt for her didn’t matter, since she didn’t return his feelings. She avoided him, even going so far as to call another waitress to take care of him when he entered the pizzeria. She always spoke to him, but then seemed to find a reason to leave him with someone else to take his order. Even if he stayed in Ruby’s Pizza for an hour while he enjoyed the hot pie and pasta, he never saw her again.

He thought of her, longed for her, every day, yet today he couldn’t get her out of his mind. Something was off in her world, something that caused her stress and grief. He knew she had trouble with her changing spell. With her evaluation before the Board approaching, this must be a stressful time for her. Should she fail...

Dom shivered to think what would happen to her should she fail.

A soft knock preceded the opening of his office door and the arrival of his assistant, Alcott. “Excuse me, sir, but Ruby is requesting an audience with you.”

Ruby’s visit had to mean Dom was right, and Savannah must be in trouble.

“Have her come in, Alcott.”

“Shall I serve tea, sir?”

“Yes, please.”

Alcott gave a stiff, half bow before opening the door wider so Ruby could enter. She breezed into his office with her head high, not the least bit cowed by his power. “Good morning, Dominic.”

Dom stood and rounded his desk to greet her properly. She offered her hand, which he raised to his mouth and kissed the knuckles. “Good morning, Ruby. Alcott will bring in tea shortly. Please, sit down.”

He led her to the sitting area before the fireplace, waited until she’d perched in one of the burgundy leather chairs before he sat in the other. “What can I do for you today?”

Ruby crossed one leg over the other in a whisper of red silk. “I’m here about Savannah. Her final evaluation is coming up soon, and she’s having trouble with her changing spell.”

“Yes, I know.”

Ruby blinked, as if surprised by his statement, then smiled. “Of course you know. You’re the Master warlock and know everything.”

Dom chuckled. “I wouldn’t say everything, but I do keep up with my Coven.”

Alcott’s return halted the conversation. He poured tea into two china cups and placed three small shortbread cookies on each saucer. Dom waited until his assistant left the room before speaking again. “What do you want me to do?”

Ruby took a small bite of one of the cookies, followed by a dainty sip of tea. “I want you to help her. I’m sure a little encouragement from you would give her more confidence.”

He doubted that. Being near Savannah seemed to fluster her more than boost her confidence. “I can’t make her magic work, Ruby. She has



d2d_images/cover.jpg
E N 4 J . .: ..- 2 ..
. " o &
L A o 05 N e S
el K D S S
ey v. . o D@ e %
_ G R ¥
A s | ) 3 ] R | B .
. vy y i R ' B .
Xy | &
- - d o % .. .
. e VA Fe
i . o> . 4 N . - _ ¢
o o ~ . ‘. :

-t

Lynn. LaFleur





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





