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  Chapter 1: Mrs. Appletree

  
  




Since finding out that my teacher is working with an evil group called The Wickeds, nothing has been the same. Two months ago my friends Andrea, Jason, Adam, and I began our journey as warriors. We had no idea what we were in store for. We became part of an ancient society of warriors known as Fighting Supernatural for Humanity or FSH. The leader, Mr. McGee, as it turns out, has a totally evil sister. Wanda McGee is out to destroy us, and well, humanity. She is in charge of The Wickeds. And my teacher has been working with her.

I’m not sure what it is about history teachers. First, Jason and I had Mrs. Heath. She also worked with The Wickeds and was unfortunately possessed by a demon. I still don’t completely know what happened to her… But then Mrs. Appletree came…

I don’t honestly know who has been worse. All I know is that she has fangs that no one else seems to notice. I even had to point this out to Jason. I mean, really?! She has a sickeningly sweet voice that pierces my ears. Her blonde hair always flows in some breeze that seems to exist. But I know the truth: she’s pure evil. 

“Brrr!!! It’s so cold out here,” Andrea remarks. The cold air bites at my cheeks as we sit underneath a tree on our lunch break. The fall air is now turning towards a harsh winter chill.

“Agree,” says Adam. “Maybe we should go back inside.”

“No,” I insist, “we need to discuss Mrs. Appletree.” Jason rolls his eyes.

“I don’t see what the big deal is, Mabel,” he says through mouthfuls of a ham sandwich. “Yeah, she maybe sort of has some fangs. But honestly, she’s not as creepy as Mrs. Heath. And…” He takes another big mouthful. “Even if she is a real creeper, are we really going to try to get the demon out of her this time?” He shoots me a know-it-all glance.

“Jason’s right,” Andrea pipes in. “We should just stick to training with Mr. McGee and working with everyone else at FSH.” I shoot her a look. I’m surprised she’s taking his side. But, then again, she’s grown obnoxiously friendly with Jason lately…

“Ugh, fine,” I groan. “Let’s just go back inside.”

* * *




Later that night I toss and turn in bed. I still think about the vampistas we fought about two months ago. I often have nightmares of their cold blue eyes and frighteningly sharp claws. I hope I never see one again… Suddenly, something invades my thoughts. It’s not like when I’ve had visions in the past. It’s also not something that I can control. It found its way into my brain and planted itself there. What is going on, I wonder? I see Mr. McGee talking to Marium. He looks alarmed. Is that fear on his face? Wait, no… It appears as though he is trapped almost. He talks hurriedly to Marium, as lines of worry etch across her face and creases appear under her dark eyes. “I know that Mabel will know just what to do when the time comes.”

* * *

I awake with a start, sitting up in bed wide-eyed. My forehead is covered in sweat. My T-shirt sticks nastily to my body. What was Mr. McGee talking about? What did he mean when he said I’d know what to do?! A million thoughts race through my brain as I get dressed and ready for school. I barely care about what I’m doing.

“Mabel, aren’t you going to eat breakfast!?” My mother shouts as I go to grab my backpack near the kitchen door. I spin around too quickly and almost fall. I wish I weren’t so clumsy!

“Oh, yeah, I, um…” I mutter awkwardly. I grab a banana from our fruit bowl on the kitchen counter. “I’m not that hungry,” I finally manage to say. My mother gives me a look.

“Hopefully you’re not coming down with something.” I smile back at her. “No, just busy thinking about school.” She looks at me, unconvinced, but then shakes her head and returns to putting dishes away. I grab my big, puffy blue coat and white hat with a pom-pom on top. I zip up and place my backpack over my shoulders. Then I open the door and a blast of cold air hits my face. I’m really not a fan of winter, which is fast approaching. However, I’m in New England, so… I take a deep breath and walk out the door. I typically take the school bus. It’s an overcrowded, noisy place. Luckily, my school’s close by. Mom could drive me, but it would cut the time she needed to be at work pretty close. She does the marketing for a small children’s book publishing company. I don’t know much about it. However, she sure does love books. It’s the same as my dad. He’s an English teacher, so it’s like a match made in heaven. They are both always reading something.

* * *




“Ahhh!” I scream in my seat on the bus. I jolt upright in terror as a buzzing vibrates loudly in my jeans pocket, sending ripple-like sensations down my leg. I take my amulet out of my pocket, keeping it curled up in my fist. I furtively look around. I have now unnecessarily caused a scene. Several people around me are staring.

“Mabel, sit down.” Andrea hisses at me. “Someone is going to notice.” I sigh audibly and take a seat, as Trevor, who is in my English class, stares at me with dark eyes. I quickly jerk my head away and take a seat. When the typical school bus chatter returns, I take the amulet out of my pocket. For a second, I admire the shiny golden ball attached to the chain. However, I realize that it’s still buzzing. I half expect it to be Mr. McGee calling me. But he knows better than to do that. After all, I’m on my way to school. I take another furtive look around and decide to open it quickly. It just won’t stop buzzing! The second I open it, I catch a glimpse of green light and then bam!

A wave of nausea overpowers me. Andrea quickly grabs the amulet from me and snaps it shut. The buzzing immediately stops. What were you thinking? I hear her say. But her words become distant… A jolt of searing pain hits the top of my forehead. I breathe heavily and sit back. Sweat drips down my face. I see a creature with dark eyes and greenish skin growl at me. He has sparse black hair. The image is so frightening; almost as frightening as those vampistas. I feel my heart pounding and worry that I’m going to be sick. The image of the monster makes me want to physically vomit. It’s as if I can tell how horrible and putrid it smells. Then, suddenly, I’m jerked back into the present. Andrea is staring at me angrily. No, she’s actually giving me a worried look.

“Mabel, are you okay? I don’t think anyone noticed, but why the heck would you bring the amulet onto the bus and to school?!” I give her a look.

“I just wanted to have it, just in case Mr. McGee or someone from FSH needed us.” I feel my face burn. I give Andrea a sheepish look. Her face doesn’t soften.

“This is dangerous, Mabel,” she says. I really don’t feel like being scolded like a child, especially not by my best friend. After all, she’s been known to have some real blonde moments.

“I had a vision, though.” I give her a half smile.

“You did?” She looks worried again. “I was wondering what you were doing.”

“Yeah, I, uh, saw some sort of monster, I guess. It was a really quick vision, though.”

“Monster? What sort of monster?” She bites her lip and looks scared.

“Don’t worry. Honestly, I don’t know. It happened so fast.”

“We should tell Mr. McGee later,” she says. “Also, why was your amulet even buzzing?”

“I have no idea,” I say. The bus goes over a speed bump, sending the girl in front of me sliding out of her seat. We both laugh.

“Well, let’s fill everyone in later.” I nod at her. Finally, we’ve approached school.

“Ugh,” I groan. I’m just not in the mood today. I blow a piece of my frizzy, red hair out of my face and get up to get off the bus.

* * *




School is nothing short of weird. My math teacher calls on me out of the blue and I don’t know the answer to the question. Lunch is some mystery meat that’s never been served before, with a side of mashed potatoes and peas. And then there’s Mrs. Appletree, the weirdest of them all. I still can’t quite figure her out. At least Jason’s in my history class. At least he can witness her crazy tangents. I also swear she stares directly at me, like she’s trying to reach into my soul.

“Mabel, what do you think about dark magick as part of Salem’s history?”

“Uhhh, dark magick?” I ask, eyes wide.

“Yes,” she stares at me blankly. Her pink painted lips slowly curve upward in an eerie smile. “Have you not been paying attention to our lesson?” She scoffs.

“I guess I don’t understand the question,” I say, sitting up straight. “I don’t really have an opinion one way or the other. Isn’t this history class?” I ask slowly, wearily. She gives me an evil grin.

“That is correct,” she says too sweetly. “However, I was curious as to what you and the class think about this.”

But just then, Jason cuts in. “It’s weird, is what,” he says very matter-of-factly.

“Is that so?” Mrs. Appletree counters. Her green eyes widen.

“Yeah. Also, what does this really even have to do with history?”

“What does this have to do with history? What does this have to do with history?” She shrieks. “It’s part of history. That’s what. I just thought you might have an opinion, given that we have such a strong history of witchcraft in Salem.” She brushes off her skirt, looking cross. No one says a word after that. She quickly walks back to the chalkboard, clears her throat loudly, and begins writing something else on the board.

* * *




“Dude, that was the weirdest class,” Jason says when we’re all sitting under an old oak tree and waiting for our rides home. No one has any after school activities today, which is unusual. But we do have a meeting with Mr. McGee and the other warriors tonight. I convinced my mom that I’m going to be studying with Andrea, and Jason convinced his mom that he’s studying with Adam, and then we have to sneak out.

“Hands down weirdest class yet,” Jason says again when no one responds.

“I dunno, Jason,” I say, looking down at my cold, chapped hands, “Mrs. Heath had something on her.”

“What was so weird?” Andrea chimes in. She’s wearing a sparkly pink winter headband.

“She kept asking my opinion on dark magick,” I say.

“Uh, that is super weird.” Adam crunches some rocks under his sneaker.

“Yeah, let’s ask Mr. McGee what her deal is,” I say. “He should know.” Adam nods.
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  Chapter 2: Warrior Business

  
  




“Brrring!” The doorbell to the old mansion rings loudly when I push on it. Mr. McGee’s mansion is not the same wonder that it was the first time we saw it. The first time I was so drawn to it. I can now see how old and dilapidated it is. I wonder what it really looks like without spells placed on it. Mr. McGee tried to charm us initially, but he also doesn’t want to stand out from his neighbors.

“Why, hello!” Mr. McGee’s cheerful face lights up in a smile. His white-grey hair is perfectly combed to the side and his brown eyes twinkle as always. “Come on in, everyone. We have much to discuss.” We make our way down the hall and into his large den. Marium is sitting on an ornately decorated sofa and drinking a glass of something. Gabe and Raffi are grinning in the corner and seemingly teasing Tom, whose cheeks are turning pink.

“Hey, guys!” Jamil jumps up and runs over to us as his dreadlocks flap in the breeze. “It’s been a hot second since I’ve seen you.”

“Yeah, a few weeks now,” Adam says, looking down at his shoes. After our battle with the vampistas, we continued training sessions here and there in smaller groups, but haven’t really gotten together with everyone from FSH since.

“It’s good to see you, man.” Jason shakes Jamil’s hand.

“Let’s go grab a seat,” I say, noticing that we’re the last ones to arrive and that everyone else is already hanging around. I see Brendan and Kaitlin talking casually to each other, also holding drinks in their hands. What is that? Wine? Enrique joins them.

“Welcome!” Mr. McGee’s voice booms over everyone else’s. The room goes silent as we slip onto a shimmery gold sofa. “We haven’t all seen each other in some time. I would like to change that and start meeting at least every other week.” He blinks and looks around. Marium nods her head in agreement and so does Enrique. “Mabel, Andrea, Adam, and Jason have been doing very well with their training sessions.” Jamil claps and looks at us. Kaitlin smiles our way. “But the fight isn’t over.” Everyone stiffens up. Andrea’s eyes go wide. “We have known for some time that The Wickeds are working with demons.” Andrea gasps. Tom clears his throat awkwardly. “They have been persistently trying to work with whatever creatures they can. They held out on the next new moon after our battle with the vampistas, but I’m sure they are just getting themselves more prepared. I have seen them with vampires as well.” Marium lets out an audible gasp this time. I look around the room in panic. I feel my heart start to race.

“Is that what Mrs. Appletree is?” I say out loud, not meaning to.

“Yes,” says Mr. McGee. “Precisely.”

“So are those better or worse than the vampistas?” Jason smiles, looking around. No one else smiles back.

“Neither is anything short of evil,” Mr. McGee replies. His eyes take on a darker look. I shiver.

“I would put nothing past my sister Wanda,” Mr. McGee says. He shudders slightly. “We must all be ready. One way to do that is to learn about some of the other worlds and creatures that we might be up against. This will be especially helpful for our new warriors who must continue training as well.” I nod my head in agreement and slowly peer around me. Tom is looking at his shoes. His cheeks are still pink. Adam is looking intently at Mr. McGee with his blue eyes.

“What other creatures are you worried about, McGee?” Brendan asks, very matter-of-factly. He brushes a hand through his light brown hair.

“Well…” Mr. McGee clears his throat. “I have seen in my crystal ball both the vampistas, some vampires, and some demons working with them. We need to figure out what else we’re up against. They will stop at nothing to protect the sacred curse that we so diligently work against.” Marium looks grim.

“So what do you propose we do?” Kaitlin asks. She brushes off her skirt and sits up straight.

“We need to spy on The Wickeds. We need to be able to figure out what they’re up to. My crystal ball can only tell me so much.” Andrea’s teeth chatter next to me and she begins biting her nails. “We’re going to come up with a game plan. I’ll continue to use my crystal ball and we’ll all utilize our powers to gain as much information as we can. If all else fails, well then we’ll just have to spy on them the old-fashioned way.”

“Cool, like Mission Impossible?” Jason asks, smiling.

“Exactly.” Mr. McGee grins at him.

* * *


The cold night air feels a million degrees colder walking home than when we were headed towards Mr. McGee’s mansion earlier. Maybe the chill has intensified because of the fear that was instilled into us. I mean, I know we’re warriors, but this is a lot for a 12-year-old to deal with. “What are we going to do with all of these monsters running around all over Salem?” Andrea looks wide-eyed and nervous.

“We fight them, is what. We fight them just like we’ve done before.” Adam looks stern and up for the task.

“Stop worrying so much.” Jason playfully nudges her and she smiles weakly.

“Well, we have a plan. Mr. McGee will help us be prepared,” I say. Although, as I say it, I’m not sure that I’m convinced. I’m going to continue working on controlling my visions and trying to will myself to see certain things. I’m not sure if this will ever happen, but I guess it’s worth a try. Andrea is going to continue working on seeing the color of people’s souls, which will help us identify the really dark ones and better pinpoint the monsters. Jason is going to try to communicate with more creatures when given the chance, so that we will know what they want and how to deal with them. And Adam is going to continue understanding the weaknesses of these creatures and our enemies so that we can protect ourselves from all of them.

Each of the other warriors also has a specific task, although they are much more advanced than we are. Some can even do simple spells, calling on the power of Mother Earth herself. It’s funny because people think that witches don’t really exist in Salem and that the Salem Witch Trials involved murdering innocent victims. While that is true, witches do truly exist; it’s just that not all of them are evil.

* * *


I wave to my friends as we approach Centre Street, which is ironically the middle meeting point from where we all live. It’s just a couple of blocks until I get home. The sky is dark and the air nips at my face. The sudden feeling of being alone starts to get to me and I find myself walking faster and faster. My breathing continues speeding up. I better stop so that I don’t hyperventilate. All of a sudden, out of nowhere, it hits me. Just like most of my other visions, I’m wracked with a searing pain in my forehead. I fall to my knees. The ground beneath me is cold and hard. I press a hand to my head as I hear my breathing accelerate even more and can feel my heart start beating loudly in my chest. Suddenly, I’m pulled into another place. It’s not like Salem at all. It’s ruined, decayed, decrepit. Buildings and warehouses are abandoned and falling apart. Windows are broken. Graffiti lines the walls. No one is in sight. And the stench; the stench is unbearable. It’s truly awful, and a sense of sadness washes over me. Just then, I’m ripped out of the ruinous world, like I’m being pulled right back into mine. I look at my surroundings, taking in a big breath and a large gulp of air. I let out a long sigh of relief. My forehead is covered in sweat. What was that place? I wonder. I’ll have to tell the others about it. I never did get to ask Mr. McGee about what happened with my amulet on the bus.

So many questions race through my head as I hurriedly walk the last block home. It feels like light-years, even though it’s just a few minutes. I take another deep breath before I quietly turn the doorknob and walk into my house. My mom and dad are watching TV in the living room. My little brother Evan is writing something on some papers on the floor. I quietly tiptoe to greet them.

“I’m home!” I call.

“About time,” my father answers. “We were starting to get worried. It’s dark out. You could’ve called us for a ride.”

“It’s fine Dad,” I groan. “It’s just a short walk from Andrea’s house.”

“But still,” my mother says firmly, “it’s getting quite cold out there. I hope you’re bundled up.”

“I’ve got my coat, hat, and gloves.” I show her and she looks pleased. She returns to the TV. It looks like they’re watching an episode of Everybody Loves Raymond.

“Do you want to join us?” Mom asks.

“No, thanks,” I say hurriedly as I make my way to the staircase. “I’ve got something to finish.”

“Okay then,” she says casually.

So many thoughts are swirling through my head. I’ve got to call Andrea.

* * *


“Hey, Mabel. What’s up?” Andrea says into the phone.

“I had a vision,” I say, breathlessly.

“Okay, so tell me about it,” She says calmly, but I can sense the nervousness in her tone. “We’ll have to keep track to keep the others updated. You seem to have visions so frequently, or at least you did when we were battling the vampistas.”

“Yeah.” I sigh. “So this one was of a weird, deserted, and ruined area. It was all old abandoned and torn-down buildings and warehouses. There weren’t any people or any creatures around. It was just desolate. But the smell was just AWFUL!”

“Smell? What do
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