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In case you forgot……

 


Jodie is
book number three in The Reluctant Witch
Series. If you haven’t yet read book
one, Magenta and
book two, Charlie – you might want to before starting this book. However, if
you want to jump right into reading Jodie, here is some background
information which I hope you’ll find helpful. This is also a good
refresher if it’s been a while since you read Charlie. I hope you enjoy
reading The Reluctant Witch Series
about sisters, Magenta, Charlie, Jodie and
Teddy.

 


Setting:
Current day. Carlsbad, California. Carlsbad is a beautiful beach
city 34 miles north of San Diego and 86 miles south of Los Angeles,
California. It’s a picture perfect place to live.

 


Characters:

 


Magenta –
Twenty-four years old. Unmarried. Boyfriend named Justin. Youngest
sister, but first to receive her magic. Magenta is a book editor
who works for Peacock Publishing. She is currently living with her
parents as her apartment is being remodeled into a condo. She has
auburn hair, brown almost black eyes, porcelain skin color. Serious
sort of gal with a drive to succeed. Her familiar is named Agador
and he is a cat.

 


Charlie- Twenty-six years old and second sister to receive her magic.
Unmarried. Somewhat romantically involved with author, Boston
Riley. She is older that Magenta but younger than Teddy and Jodie.
Charlie is a graphic artist who has just set up her own business.
Her trademark is her beauty and she knows it. Blonde haired, blue
eyed. Her familiar is Mrs. Charlotte McKenzie – Mrs. M. She is a
cat.

 


Jodie- Thirty years old. The oldest of the Stewart girls and third
to receive her magic. She is five eleven, blonde, gray eyed beauty.
She is a pediatrician with a new practice with Brian Strotter.
Funny.

 


Teddy- Twenty-eight years old. Second oldest sister and last to
receive her magic. Blonde, green eyed and nerdy. She is an
Assistant Dean at Mount Hollyrock Community College. Single. No man
in her life… yet! But just wait.

 


Stephen and Lucinda Stewart
– Parents of the four sisters. Dad is a
baker who owns and runs several bakeries in and around Carlsbad.
Mom is a stay at home mom and past Coven Head Mistress. Both are
witches.

 


Aunt Cressida – Sister of Lucinda and aunt of the
four Stewart sisters. Witch, herbalist, natural healer, crystal
expert, Head Mistress and owner of the Lavender Moon Apothecary.
Phoebe is her familiar and a cat.

 


Justin March – Magenta’s boyfriend. A home builder who is from
England

 


Riley Boston – Famous author who is interested in Charlie







 


 


Jodie


“All things are possible
with gemstones and mascara.”

Unknown

 



Chapter One

 


Magenta

 


“Oh, come on. Cut it out Charlie,” I said for
at least the fifth time. “You are getting on my last nerve with all
this nonsense. Just stop already.”

“What?” asked my older sister; her face and
tone reflecting a pixie-like, albeit insincere
innocence.

“You know exactly what you’re doing,” I said
with a theatrical sigh. “Come on Charlie; how many times are you
going to change outfits?” I asked, watching as my sister snapped
her fingers repeatedly, using her magic to switch from one outfit
to the next. In the past twenty minutes Charlie had modeled an
incredible array of garments, each one totally different from the
last. Leggings, jeggings, jeans and jumpsuits were swiftly replaced
by pleated, pencil and miniskirts. I’d seen sheath, shirt and wrap
style dresses in every pattern, color and texture fashionably
possible. A whirlwind of colorful sweaters, jackets and cardigans
hurricaned on and off my sister. Her magic was working overtime as
Charlie rehearsed far too many wardrobe options. Fad, fancy,
Bohemian, chic or classic? Who knew what style she was actually
looking for? Certainly not me.!

“Sheesh Charlie, just pick one outfit and be
done with it! My eyes can’t take much more and this room is heating
up from all of the magic you’re expending. You and I both know how
dangerous that can be!”

Ignoring me completely, Charlie continued her
“shopping”. Rubber, waffled and cork soled sandals, leather boots
and brightly colored canvas tennis shoes paraded by. Eye catching
hats, sparkly hairclips and outrageous hair pieces popped on and
off her head. I was getting dizzy watching her rotating parade of
fashion. I really did wish she’d stop and I was on the verge of
using my magic to make that happen.

“You have been in front of that mirror preening
forever and I bet you’ve had on over five dozen different outfits;
not to mentions the cavalcade of shoes, hats and
glasses.”

“Cavalcade? Ooh I like the sound of that word
Magenta,” Charlie laughed. “I think I’m going to adopt it. But come
on, you must admit that this new ability of mine is really cool,
right?” she said, turning to stare at me, her eyes wide with
amazement. “Can you think of a better way to use my new magic? I
mean it. Think how much time I’m saving. I don’t even have to zip a
zipper or button a button. I simply snap my fingers and my next
ensemble appears on my body. I for one think that this is really
cool and a perfectly good use of my talents. And don’t you think
that these clothes fit really well? They’re impeccable. It’s like
I’ve got my own mystical, magical tailor,” Charlie laughed, looking
like a twelve year old.

“Just like Cinderella!” she whispered,
excitedly cavorting in front of the mirror in some flowy boho chic
sundress with golden sunflowers painted all over the skirt. She
looked ready to be planted in a garden.

“Too bad I haven’t been able to
teach my magic how to style my hair yet,” she sighed, as she pulled
her thick blonde ponytail back and swirled it into a messy bun.
“But never fear, Magenta, I’ll master that soon enough.”

“Cool yes, but right now? Not so much,” I
answered. “Who are you getting all dressed up for anyway? I thought
that we were going over to Aunt Cressida’s to help Jodie with her
magic today.”

“I know that and we are. But
afterwards, I’m meeting up with Riley Boston and I need to look my
best. He asked me to join him at some big book signing event. His
new book, Panther On The
Run, has been a big success thanks to your
hard work and mine.”

“And his of course,” I added.
“He did write the
book after all.”

“Oh yeah: I guess he did,” Charlie said with an
impish grin. “Anyway, I guess weekends are a very popular time for
book signing events. People are off work and ready to venture into
some stuffy little bookstore to rub elbows with a famous author. Of
course they’re always more willing to buy a book or two with the
promise of a free autograph. I think the women come just because
they want to get up and personal with the gorgeous Riley Boston,”
Charlie said, looking as if that last fact really bugged her. “I
designed some cute little business cards with my studio name and
address and the bookstore owner said I could put them on the
signing table where Riley will be seated. The offer of free
publicity for me and my business is just too good to pass
up.”

Looking at my raised eyebrows, Charlie shot
back indignantly, “What? It was Riley’s idea. He thought it would
be good PR for my graphic arts studio if he mentioned that the
designer of his book cover was in the audience. And you know
Magenta; he credits me for encouraging him to change the name of
his main character; a change that clearly added to the success of
the book.”

“Do you think your head could get any bigger,
Charlie?” I asked, shaking my own head and smiling. With that,
Charlie turned back to her mirror and snapped her way into another
new outfit; this time a chartreuse mini skirt and matching jacket
with clear round buttons down the front and some Picasso like
artwork stitched on the back. Very seventies: it was a little over
the top for me, but oh so Charlie. I actually really loved the
entire outfit.

Yes, I was happy for her success
creating the book cover for Riley Boston’s new best seller. And
yes, I was pleased to see that their friendship slash work
relationship was apparently growing. I just wanted her to slow down
a little. I knew that Riley was a successful, confident man, but I
was afraid Charlie might just overwhelm him with all of her
Charlie-isms. She could
be a handful, albeit a beautiful one. Truth be told, Charlie could
also be a sweetheart when she wanted to be, and I wondered if she
and Riley might be a perfect fit for each other.

“Ah yes, this will do,” Charlie said, looking
completely satisfied in front of her floor length mirror. A black
pencil skirt, an open-necked black and white striped blouse, a red
cardigan tied over her shoulders and red suede pumps. Not at all
what I had expected her to choose.

“Now this outfit makes a statement; don’t you
think Sis?”Charlie asked, wiggling her hips suggestively, before
spinning around on her squatty suede heels.

I took my time to respond. I mean, I wanted to
be fair to my sister and not too critical. Taking in a deep
fortifying breath, I slowly said, “It does … it definitely does.
Just maybe not the statement you were looking for?”

“What?” Charlie gasped, her smile fading as she
whipped around to stare at me. I’d clearly surprised my sister with
my response. “Um, Charlie… you look like a librarian or a legal
secretary maybe,” I answered. “More sedate school teacher than sexy
siren. If that’s what you were going for, then okay.”

“Yikes! I don’t really like the sound of either
of those.” Charlie shrieked, pulling the sweater from around her
neck. “I’m already naturally sexy, so I don’t need to pump up that
element,” she giggled, her cheeks pinking self-consciously. “But
I’m also a professional graphic artist and I definitely want to be
treated as such. What a conundrum. Ooh, I think your vocabulary
skills are wearing off on me.”

Her hands on her hips, Charlie crinkled her
brow and stared intently at her reflection. Letting out a loud
sigh, she said emphatically. “Damn, damn, damn. This will not do.
No, not at all. I can see that now.”

Snapping her fingers repeatedly, Charlie
finally appeared in a casual black jumpsuit with harem pant legs.
The cardigan was gone, replaced by a chunky gold necklace and large
gold hoops. The red heels traded in for shiny red
sandals.

“Better?” she asked nervously.

“Much. You look professionally artsy,” I
giggled. “If that’s even a term. But I’d ditch those glasses,” I
said staring the top of her head where the glasses currently
rested. Do you even wear glasses?”

Pushing out her lower lip, Charlie said,
“They’re a really cool fashion accessory, but if I must,” Charlie
snapped her fingers and the black horn-rimmed glasses instantly
disappeared. Charlie never let on that she needed those glasses
more and more for doing close up design work. No need for her to
give out that little secret just yet.

“Now we really do need to head over to Aunt
Cressida’s. She has a full day of training planned for Jodie. And
our sister will need our support too… both of ours,” I said loud
enough to force Charlie’s attention away from her mirror. “I think
that Jodie’s still in shock. Finding out that she was a witch was
really mind crushing for Jodie and we both know what that’s like.
We really do need to be there for her.”

“You’re right,” sighed Charlie, temporarily
pulling her eyes away from the mirror.

I noticed that my sister had secretly added a
bright shade of red lipstick to her pouty lips and a heavy wand of
mascara to her lashes. With a quick finger snap, newly manicured
nails shone bright red too. A tiny golden ring of rubies adorned
both little fingers. Charlie was nothing if not fashionably
thorough. I suddenly felt terribly underdressed.

Styled from head to toe and looking quite
pleased with herself, Charlie wiggled her fingers and said, “This
is just so darn handy, especially since I never have time to shop
or visit my manicurist anymore.” Smiling brightly at her
reflection, Charlie adjusted the backing on one of her gold hoops
and said, “Okay, Magenta, let’s go. What’s taking you so long
anyway? Jodie needs our help.”

“Oh brother,” I sighed. I was pretty certain
that it was going to be one of those days.







“Magic is believing in
yourself.

If you can do that, you can make
anything happen.”

Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe







Chapter Two

Jodie

“Thanks for calling to let me know, Brian,” I
said, resting my head on the back of my couch and letting out a
sigh. “I’m so relieved to hear that. I’ll sleep better tonight
knowing that she’s finally turned the corner. And hey, don’t be
afraid to call me if anything does change,” I said, trying to sound
livelier than I felt as I balanced my cell phone precariously on my
shoulder. I should have just put his call on speaker phone mode, I
but didn’t want to risk dropping the call. Especially since I knew
that he was tired too after doing both his rounds and mine at the
hospital. I guess it’s a good thing that we both love practicing
medicine and are happy to cover for each other when needed. And boy
did I need his help now!

Being a pediatrician makes my heart happy. But
far too often it also leaves my body and soul completely exhausted.
As much joy as my practice gives me, I regularly find myself
running on fumes by the end of the workday. There’s not always
enough time in my day or fuel in my tanks to keep me going. And yet
when I should be recharging those tanks, I frequently find myself
spinning my wheels and mentally worrying about one or more of my
patients instead of actually sleeping. And now, between balancing
the demands of my practice and my newly discovered witchy
abilities, my tanks are flat out empty. That’s why I’d scheduled a
few days off work to catch up with my life. I was relieved to have
Brian take over, although that hadn’t stop me from
worrying.

“I knew you’d be happy with the news Jodie, so
I wanted to let you know right away.” His words acted like a
comforting tonic sending warm waves of relief throughout my body.
If Brian felt better about my patient, then I did too.

One of our younger patients had come down with
an unexpected and dangerous case of Chicken Pox. Her high temp and
itchy, painful rash had scared her mom to death and she’d brought
her right in to our office. It’s unusual these days to see a child
with this disease and my anxiety had only mounted as the tiny one
had lost her appetite and grown lethargic. Chicken Pox can be
especially harmful to babies if not treated early on. How or where
she’d been exposed to the disease had not yet been confirmed, but
having this highly contagious disorder is not good for children or
adults alike. Although she’d had her first vaccine for the virus at
twelve months, the toddler hadn’t yet turned four when she would
receive her second injection. I had hospitalized the three year old
last Wednesday night and thankfully Brian had taken up the job of
monitoring the sweet little girl for the weekend. It sounded like
she was doing much better and would be released soon. Beth or
Bethie as we’d all started calling her was finally improving and I
was greatly relieved. I knew I’d be keeping my eyes on her for many
months to come just to make sure she had no future
problems.

“I wanted to tell you about Bethie in case you
were worrying about taking time off and might try to sneak into the
hospital for a quick look at your patient,” Brian
chuckled.

“Damn, you know me far too well partner. Right
before you called I was thinking about coming back in to the
office. And you caught me, Brian; I might even have been
considering heading over to the hospital for a quick peek at
Bethie,” I snickered softly.

“I figured as much,” he laughed. “I’m glad I
got a hold of you before you had a chance to do either of those
things. Please don’t rethink your plans Jodie,” Brian said so
earnestly that it touched my heart. “She really is doing better and
you need some quality time away from work for yourself.”

“Thank you for taking over Brian. I’ll be back
in the office before you even have a chance to miss me.”

“I doubt that.”

I knew I’d heard Brian’s words, but had he said
them out loud or just thought them? I really wasn’t sure. Either
way, I’d heard them and they’d touched my heart. My witchy
abilities are still kind of confused and I’m often caught at a
disadvantage trying to figure out if I should respond or just
continue to listen.

“Your turn next; I promise,” I offered. “You
work just as hard as or maybe even harder than I do!”

“If you say so,” Brian laughed good
heartedly.

“How are her mom and dad doing?” I
asked.

Bethie’s parents were a young couple in their
late twenties and I’d grown quite fond of them both. She was their
only child and I knew how worried they’d been. Bethie was their
dream baby and she was dearly loved by both. It had taken several
years for mom to conceive and her pregnancy had been a difficult
one. Thankfully, Bethie was born with all of her fingers and toes,
a head of curls and a heart melting smile. I wanted nothing but
smooth sailing in the days ahead for this young family.

“They're both doing much better now that they
know Bethie has turned the corner,” Brian answered. “Did you know
Bethie’s mom hasn’t left the hospital once since you admitted her
baby? Not that her daughter wasn’t getting enough attention
already; the nurses at St. Luke’s absolutely fell in love with that
little doll. I don’t think that anyone on our hospital team is in a
hurry to send Bethie home. And hey, don’t worry; I’ve got her case
under control. I’ll keep a close eye on her. I promise.”

“I know you will,” I sighed.

“Oh, and I think we’ve finally figured out the
source. One of Bethie’s playmates was not vaccinated and had been
exposed to a relative who’d come down with an active case of
chicken pox. After seeing what happened to Bethie, the child’s mom
couldn’t get her kid into their pediatrician fast enough.
Thankfully, the child is now vaccinated. We’re also checking on all
of the other children who came in contact with the virus. Such a
shame; never should have happened. I’ll never understand the
choices that some parents make.”

“Indeed,” I answered. There was so much
misinformation out their frightening caring parents out of making
good medical choices for their kids. It was something that both
Brian and I were committed to changing by spreading the word on the
importance of pediatric vaccinations.

“I’m glad you’re taking a couple of
days away from the practice, Jodie. We all know how hard you work.
I hate to tell you this Dudette, but you’ve been looking a
little tired for a while now. Take some time for yourself. Put your
feet up and try to relax.”

When I didn’t respond immediately, Brian
paused, took a deep breath and let it out slowly with a knowing
chuckle. “And just as I’m saying all that, I know that you probably
won’t do a thing I’m telling you to do. Right?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I laughed. “I hear you loud and
clear doctor.”

“Listen Jodie,” Brian said, his tone turning
serious. “You’re no good to our patients or their families if
you’re too tired to think straight.”

“I know. I know. You’re right Brian. But I feel
guilty dumping everything on you,” I said smiling. And I did.
Unfortunately, I was past exhausted and there was way too much
going on in my life right now for me to even consider ‘putting my
feet up’ anytime soon. And as far as thinking straight went; well
that was another story. How does one collect their thoughts when
they’ve been told they come from a long line of powerful witches
and magic is supposed to be a daily part of their new life? I was
yet to find the answer to those questions.

“Thanks for the call Brian and for covering for
me while I’m out. I’ll make it up to you. See you soon.”

“Hey Jodie,” Brian said before I could hang up.
“Maybe we could grab dinner once you get back? Seems like forever
since we’ve just sat and laughed or even talked about anything but
our patients.”

The phone line crackled.

“Bad line?” I asked. “Where are you right
now?”

“Sorry; I didn’t hear you. I’m just heading out
of the hospital and it’s pretty noisy here. What did you
say?”

“Nothing. Never mind, it’s not important. I was
just asking where you were.”

“I said I’m just leaving the
hospital.”

The crackling sound got louder every time Brian
spoke and it was weird. Was there something wrong with the line or
did it have to do with the raw emotions Brian was suddenly pumping
my way? I swear, something that felt a lot like anxious uncertainty
was charging at me straight through the phone. And the sender was
my friend and work partner, Brian. It wasn’t just what he said; it
was how every syllable of every word he spoke made me feel. Like a
tiny zap of angst hit me with each crackle of the line. This was
crazy. Why would Brian be anxious around me and how had I even
picked that up? This had to be part of my new witchy abilities. It
was way too soon for me to fully understand all of my paranormal
particulars, but I was pretty certain that I had sprouted empathic
abilities that allowed me to zero in on Brian’s feelings. Maybe
that was because of our tight friendship more than my newly
inherited magical abilities; I couldn’t be certain.

Brian and I have been friends since we did our
Residency together at St. Luke’s Hospital in the hills between
Carlsbad and Temecula. It was a small private hospital and a
wonderful place for Brian and me to learn and grow as
professionals. Since completing our residency, we’d been partners
in our own pediatric practice. After hours of dreaming and
planning, the two of us had established our practice with a lot of
hope and a big fat loan. We were both committed to making our
venture a success and after three years, we were thrilled with the
results. Things were going so well that we were considering adding
another doctor to our team. But with that success came hours and
hours of hard work and there hadn’t been a lot of extra time for
fun.

Brian was a good friend, perhaps my best
friend, a great doctor and a wonderful business partner. We worked
well together and shared many of the same beliefs as to the
professional care and treatment of children. On a personal level,
our even tempers and love of humor made us a compatible match. I
liked being around him and I couldn’t imagine spending this much
time together with anyone else. But his request to have dinner made
me realize that it had been all work and no play for way too long
and that made me sad.

What caught me off guard was the hesitancy in
his tone. It felt different today and I found it kind of confusing.
It caused me to stop and ask myself if I had missed some kind of
signal. Was Brian looking for something more? Was I? I’d never
really taken the time to think seriously about having anything more
than what we already had. We’d both been too busy setting up our
practice, seeing patients and paying the bills. And even if I did
want “more” what would that look like? “More” felt kind of
overwhelming and not something I felt equipped to offer right now.
The demands from the practice were one thing, but finding out I was
a witch was something quite different and just made things even
more complicated. I cared for Brian; he’d become a very important
part of my life and I didn’t want to say or do anything that might
mess with our friendship or working relationship. I needed to do a
lot more thinking about this before considering my next
steps.

“Dinner would be great Brian,” I said, playing
with the fuzz on my sweater. “I’ll see you when I get back into the
office and we can talk more. How about we head over to El Norte’s
for some Cadillac Margaritas and tacos on Wednesday after
work?”

His relief was palpable and pushed its way
through the phone lines and straight into my heart. “That sounds
super. Talk to you soon. And Jodie, please get some rest. You
deserve it,” Brian said. “Oh, hey, before you go I wanted to tell
you something.”

“Okay,” I answered, presuming he had some last
minute work related info to share with me.

“I stopped by your Aunt Cressida’s shop
yesterday and we had a really interesting exchange about the
healing powers of crystals.”

What? That was not at all what I had expected
to hear. I wondered how he even knew about my aunt or her shop. I
sat down on my couch and drew my knees into my chest, anxious to
hear more.

“Really?” was all that I could think to say.
Taking a moment to collect my thoughts, I finally asked, “What
brought you to the Lavender Moon Apothecary? I didn’t think you
were into that sort of stuff.”

Brian didn’t answer me right away and I
wondered what this was all about.

“Well, I’m not really sure how I feel about
crystals and what they can supposedly do,” I heard him say, his eye
twitching nervously. “It’s just that I read this intriguing article
about the calming effects that some crystals can have on people,
and I wanted to know more. My mom is always into wearing crystals
for good luck or to help her concentrate, or something like that.
And I’ve always been sort of interested. I hope you don’t think
this is weird, but I wanted to consult an expert.”

“An expert?” I gasped a little too
loudly.

“Yeah, you’re not the only one who does their
research,” he said, laughing anxiously. “I did some reading and
then well, I was looking for someone to discuss it with. Your
aunt’s name was the first name that came up when I Googled
crystals, so I got in touch with her. And man, she really knows her
stuff.”

“So, what did she tell you?” I
asked.

“Amethyst. She said I should get a couple
Amethyst crystals the size of my palm or bigger and put them in our
office.”

“Do really think that we should add
some kind of wu-wu crystals to our practice, Brian? And why
Amethyst?”

“Well for one thing, they are really beautiful
rocks. Cressida says that Amethyst is known to promote harmony and
tranquility and reduce stress.”

“Is that for our patients or us?”

“Both I guess,” he laughed. I find
Crystallography fascinating. I even signed up for one of your
aunt’s workshops. She said there’s room for one more person if you
want to join me.”

Brian sounded so excited, like a little boy
discovering some secret treasure. His interest in crystals
surprised me and I wasn’t sure how to respond. “Did you buy some
Amethyst?” I finally asked, not agreeing to join his
class.

“I did and I got a couple of really cool books
too. She has everything you’d ever want to know about the power of
crystals. Really hooked my interest!”

“Wow, that’s great. Glad you’re having fun,” I
said, wondering if I’d sounded a little condescending just
then.

“I’m surprised you’ve never mentioned what your
aunt does. She is a very intelligent woman. I really enjoyed our
time together.”

“Yeah, my aunt is pretty special,” I said with
a smile. If you knew the true Aunt Cressida, Brian, you might find
her “special” for altogether different reasons.

“Oh, I also took your aunt’s advice and bought
my mom something. Mom’s been pushing for a big promotion at her
job, so I bought her a bracelet with Smokey Quartz, Citrine and
Rudnaksha seeds. Cressida said it should give Mom the energy she
needs to remove obstacles from her way and allow her to succeed.
Sounds perfect doesn’t it? I told Mom to wear it to the interview.
There is a mantra about finding success that Mom is supposed to
repeat six times after she first puts the bracelet on. I also got a
couple of other things for our office that I’ll tell you about when
we have dinner.”

“Wow! Sounds like Aunt Cressida made a believer
out of you.” I laughed.

“Maybe,” he answered. Brian gave
me a look like he hoped I wasn’t laughing at him. I
wasn’t.

“Well, I for one can’t wait to
hear all about it. And please tell your mom good luck with her
interview.”

“Thanks, I will. Looking forward to those
Cadillac margaritas!” he laughed.

Now this was certainly a quirky twist. Brian
had no idea what he had just jumped into by visiting the Lavender
Moon Apothecary and meeting my aunt. Our conversation ended and I
could tell that he had been smiling as he shared his excitement
over his new find and that made me smile too. Just before I hung
up, his inner glee must have slipped through the phone, and I
gasped as I felt my chest expand expectantly. What the heck had
just happened to me? I placed my palm over my racing heart and
willed it to slow. I was pretty sure that whatever Brian had been
feeling, he’d unknowingly shot my way. Was it his excitement over
the crystals or his joy at speaking with me? I couldn’t be certain.
Thinking about Brian was making me a little crazy; causing my
stomach to rock and roll and bright lights to flicker in my head.
He really was a wonderful guy, something I’d apparently not given
enough notice to until now. Standing six feet tall, we were almost
eye to eye; something that didn’t seem to bother him one bit. Some
men found my five foot eleven inch height off putting, but not
Brian. He accepted all of me in stocking feet or heels. Brian was a
unique sort of guy in so many ways. He wore his hair short, almost,
but not quite, a crew cut. His green eyes were deep set and
charming and when he smiled he had a dimple, just one, in his left
cheek. He referred to it as his “personal defect”, questioning why
he had one dimple not two and declaring his face to be lopsided. It
was not; he was handsome. Maybe I’d been too busy getting through
our residency and establishing our practice to really see him – all
of him. Maybe it was time I started to look a little closer at this
man and our friendship. Maybe there was or could be something more
there. But that would have to wait for a while more; I was already
juggling far too many balls in the air. My work life had been
demanding enough before, but the arrival of my magic had caused way
too many complicating wrinkles in my world. I found myself suddenly
hoping that Brian’s newfound interest in crystals would open the
door for future discussions that might smooth out a few of those
same wrinkles.

I looked down, surprised to see that I was
still holding my cell phone. Pushing the button to hang up, I stuck
my cell phone into my pocket and grabbed my keys. I was due over at
Aunt Cressida’s shop and I was late. I couldn’t wait to hear what
she had to say about her visit with Brian. Wouldn’t he be surprised
to learn that he’d spent an entire afternoon with a witch! I let
out a laugh that sounded more like a cackle and headed out. Ouch! I
needed to work on that laugh.

For the past three weeks I’d been trying to
balance the demands of my pediatric practice with my new life; a
life which now included magic, spell working, telepathy, tinctures,
crystals and more. I wanted to laugh at the absurdity of it all.
But there was really nothing funny about any of it. I was a witch.
A very reluctant, unpracticed witch who had no earthly idea what
she was even doing. The good thing was that I wasn’t alone. In the
last month I’d learned that my sisters Magenta and Charlie were
witches too, along with Mom, Dad and Aunt Cressida. My aunt is the
Grand Puba, so to speak, of the local coven and is known as Her
Ladyship or the High Priestess. In addition to being an herbalist,
potion master, crystal aficionado and natural healer, Aunt Cressida
is one powerful, no-nonsense witch and today she is going to be
giving me some much needed help with my fledgling skills. I’d had a
couple of freaky things happen lately that had grabbed my
attention. Apparently my magic wanted out and I needed to make sure
it came out the right way. I was afraid that I’d need more than
good will and a little knowledge to tame some of those abilities. I
could only hope that Aunt Cressida could create some sort of spell
to make a fast learner out of me.

I’d never asked for any of this witchy
business, but then, neither had my sisters. My parents had given up
their mystical skills years ago and totally walked away from their
magic. They had no way of knowing, that their mystical spigot had
never actually turned off. Or that, years later, one by one, magic
would begin blooming in their offspring. Three of their four
daughters had come down with magic already. Only Teddy remained
outside of our witchy circle. She had no idea what was going on
with us and we had no idea if she too would ever join our
paranormal world. It made for more than a little stress as we all
wondered when or if we should tell her anything about her magic
filled heritage. Thankfully, Teddy has been too tied up lately with
her duties as Assistant Dean at Mount Hollyrock College to take
much notice. She’d figure out soon enough that her three sisters
were involved in the wild and crazy world of witchcraft. I just
prayed that when her unveiling came, it would not be as dramatic as
mine had been.

The first time I came down with magic, I’d just
finished an incredibly long day of work and returned to my office.
An outbreak of the flu had hit our small community of Carlsbad,
California and our office had been packed with tiny ones sporting
high temps and all sorts of uncomfortable tummy symptoms. Luckily
for me, I had been alone in the office when magic hit and my world
turned upside down. I’d felt an incredibly urgent tug on my heart
and instantly knew that my sister Charlie needed my help. That was
the last thought I had before being plunged into darkness. Without
understanding any of it, I woke up in Charlie’s studio, bewildered
as to how I’d gotten there or why. I had no idea that I had
teleported myself there. Unfortunately, right after arriving, I’d
passed out again only to awaken at my parent’s house. It had been
dark outside when I finally came to, sporting a pounding headache;
the first of many more to come.

As a doctor, I am a very self-disciplined
individual, and I must tell you that being yanked out of my
well-programmed world and dropped into the uncertainty of a magic
infused life was not something I desired. I had chosen to be a
doctor because I liked using science to logically solve problems.
I’m an analytical thinker, a good listener, a good communicator and
I have always had tons of compassion; sometimes too much. I often
absorb the problems of my patients and it can be quite painful;
something I am just now coming to understand why. Empathic skills
can be hard to control. I am also like a dog with a bone; I will
hunt until I have all of the medical information needed to make an
educated diagnosis. The down part of that equation is that I tend
to lose myself in worries over my patients and spend way too many
hours researching medical data to the detriment of my personal
life; of which I have none.

The good thing is that I love, love
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