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  Foreword



Darlings of the Deep South: The De la Cour Sisters




In the heart of the Deep South, where magnolias bloom and whispers linger in the sweltering air, the De la Cour sisters—Auli, Jaxie, and Tansy—seem like the epitome of innocence. But beneath their sweet smiles lies a powerful, enigmatic force that transcends generations, a legacy that others may fear to uncover.




As the sisters navigate the complexities of childhood and friendship, they unwittingly awaken the ancient magic hidden within their family lineage. With each playful giggle and secret shared, a sinister energy simmers just below the surface, longing to unleash itself upon the unsuspecting world. Those who grow curious may soon discover that the De la Cour sisters are not just darlings of the South; they are the keepers of a breathtaking yet terrifying secret.




Join Auli, the nurturing eldest with a penchant for protection; Jaxie, the mischievous middle sister whose laughter can charm even the hardest of hearts; and Tansy, the innocent young dreamer whose visions often point toward ominous truths. As they grapple with the duality of their gifts, readers will be drawn into a lush, atmospheric tale where friendship and fear collide, and the consequences of their powers threaten to tear them apart.




Darlings of the Deep South: The De la Cour Sisters is a haunting exploration of family, the weight of hidden legacies, and the struggle between light and dark. As you immerse yourself in the haunting beauty of the South, prepare to be captivated by the sisters’ journey—a dance between innocence and the chilling allure of power. Will they harness their gifts for good, or will the shadows of their lineage consume them? The choice is theirs, but the consequences echo in ways they never imagined.




Dive into this spellbinding tale and discover whether love can triumph over the ancient forces that dwell within.






I

Part One: The Present

Kass De la Cour and Her Daughters 
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The humid breath of New Orleans wrapped around Loxley Chalamet the moment she stepped off the plane, a thick, sweet embrace of jasmine and exhaust fumes. At twenty-eight, Loxley possessed an air of bright, untroubled competence, her long, lustrous wavy golden-blonde hair and corn-flower blue eyes a stark contrast to the city’s shadowed corners. She’d come seeking a fresh start, a change of pace from the predictable bustle of New York, and the De la Cour family had offered just that: a live-in nanny position in a grand, historic home in the Garden District.




The house itself was a vision of Southern Gothic charm, all wrought iron lace and peeling white paint, shaded by ancient oak trees draped in Spanish moss. A grand magnolia tree, heavy with fragrant blossoms, dominated the front lawn, its branches reaching like gnarled hands towards the upper windows.




Kass De la Cour, Loxley’s new employer, greeted her with a harried but warm smile. Kass, thirty-four, with shoulder-length ash-blonde hair and kind brown eyes, looked perpetually on the verge of exhaustion, a testament to her demanding career. “Loxley, so glad you’re here. The girls are just finishing up their after-school activities.” Her voice, though welcoming, held an underlying current of stress.




“It’s beautiful, Kass,” Loxley said, genuinely impressed as she took in the soaring ceilings and gleaming hardwood floors of the entryway.




“It’s a lot to maintain,” Kass sighed, gesturing vaguely. “And with my work… well, that’s where you come in.” Kass worked long hours, a successful architect whose designs dotted the city’s skyline. Loxley understood the need for reliable childcare; she’d expected demanding parents, not terrifying children.




The first meeting with the De la Cour sisters was a tableau of angelic innocence. Auli, twelve, with her short, thick, silky-straight ash-blonde hair and dark brown eyes, was the picture of a thoughtful, studious child. Jaxie, eleven, with her short, straight, silky black hair and toffee-brown skin, exuded a quiet, almost shy charm. And Tansy, ten, her soft, bushy dark reddish-brown shoulder-length hair a fiery halo against her mocha brown skin, was all wide-eyed sweetness.




“Girls, this is Loxley, your new nanny,” Kass announced, her voice softening as she looked at her daughters.




“Hello, Loxley,” Auli said, her voice surprisingly mature for her age, offering a small, polite curtsy.




Jaxie gave a shy wave, a faint smile playing on her lips.




Tansy, the youngest, rushed forward, wrapping her arms around Loxley’s legs in a surprisingly strong hug. “Are you going to tell us stories?” she chirped, her brown eyes sparkling.




Loxley’s heart melted. This was the fresh start she’d envisioned. Three sweet, bright children, a beautiful home, and a chance to explore a new city. What could possibly go wrong?
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The first week passed in a blur of domesticity. Loxley quickly established a routine, guiding the girls through their homework, crafting elaborate afternoon snacks, and supervising their play in the sprawling, sun-dappled garden. Kass worked late most nights, leaving Loxley in charge, a responsibility she embraced.




Yet, subtle cracks in the perfect facade began to appear. Nothing overt, just fleeting moments that pricked at Loxley’s subconscious. Auli, the eldest, had an unsettling habit of knowing things she shouldn’t. “You’re worried about your friend, Orla, aren’t you?” she’d ask one afternoon, completely unprompted, while Loxley was mentally reviewing a text she’d sent to her best friend complaining about a minor house issue. Loxley chalked it up to childish observation.




Jaxie, the quiet middle child, possessed an unnerving stillness. She would sit, watching Loxley with an intensity that felt less like childlike curiosity and more like careful study. Once, Loxley caught her mimicking her exact gestures in a reflection, a perfect, eerie mirror.




Tansy, the youngest and seemingly most innocent, had a mischievous glint in her eyes that sometimes bordered on predatory. Loxley found her own personal items subtly rearranged or hidden – a favorite book tucked into a kitchen cabinet, her phone charger coiled under her pillow instead of on her nightstand. Each time, Tansy would deny it with a wide, innocent smile, and Loxley, unable to prove anything, would sigh and move on.




The first incident that truly gave her pause involved Mr. Brewbaker, the elderly gardener. He was a kind, stoop-shouldered man who pruned the roses with meticulous care. One Thursday, Loxley overheard the girls discussing him.




“He always weeds around the hydrangeas first,” Auli observed, her voice low.




“He doesn’t like the color of the new roses,” Jaxie added, picking at a loose thread on her dress.




“He thinks Miss Kass should plant more azaleas,” Tansy finished, a sly smile on her face.




Later that day, Loxley found Mr. Brewbaker in a heated phone conversation with Kass. His face was flushed, and he gestured wildly towards a patch of newly planted azaleas – directly where the hydrangeas had been. Kass, over the phone, sounded exasperated. Loxley later learned the “new roses” had been mysteriously pruned down to stumps overnight, and Mr. Brewbaker was being blamed. He insisted he hadn’t done it, that he was being set up. Kass, however, was firm. “Mr. Brewbaker, my daughters told me you’ve been talking about azaleas for weeks. And now the roses are ruined. I have no choice.” He left that afternoon, his shoulders slumped, without saying goodbye.




Loxley felt a prickle of unease. The girls’ conversation had been too specific, too prescient. Had they manipulated the situation? It seemed preposterous. They were just children. But the way they looked at each other, subtle glances exchanged when adults weren’t looking, gnawed at her.




“Girls, did you… help Mr. Brewbaker with the gardening?” Loxley asked softly later, watching them play a board game.




Auli looked up, her dark eyes wide and guileless. “Oh, no, Loxley. We wouldn’t touch his precious flowers.”




Jaxie shrugged, not meeting her gaze.




Tansy just giggled, then rolled a pair of dice that landed on double sixes, winning her the game. “Beginner’s luck,” she said, winking.




Loxley tried to dismiss it, but the seed of doubt had been planted. There was a delicate, intricate web of manipulation being woven, and she was starting to feel its silken threads against her skin.















