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      Life imitates art - or is it the other way around?

      Life has a funny way of becoming a story – and in the twisty tale of the Castle Point Witch Series, my own life decided it wanted to be the star of the show.

      So here's the scoop: I'm basically Alexandra from the series. Yep, it turns out I’ve got a bit of a past as a witch – the healing, herb-brewing, ‘village doctor’ kind, not the “bubble, bubble, toil, and trouble" sort. So, been there, done that, got the T-shirt (and the broomstick to match).

      Learning—in detail under hypnosis—about my past life as a village healer who was burned at the stake in France in 1640 has left an indelible mark on my life and, clearly, my work.

      As a child, my bedtime stories came not from books but from ghostly drop-ins of my past life self whispering, "Guess what? You're magic!" Alexandra discovered that she was actually Evelyn of Cumbria. Similarly, I came to understand that the mysterious woman with long black hair, green eyes, and a dark cloak who used to visit me in my childhood dreams was actually my past life self. She would visit me periodically to ensure that I was doing well and to impart knowledge about my true identity.

      As a Hypnotherapist (I became one in direct connection with seeing the value in hypnosis through my own past-life experiences and trauma healing). I seem to have a neon "Open for Business" sign that attracts spirits needing a cosmic boot out the door. Just like my bookish alter-ego, I've been helping individuals with unwanted, otherworldly squatters – it's all in a day's work.

      Believe in Magic? You betcha. The real magic is in the everyday stuff – the belly laughs, the love and forgiveness, the "whoops, burned the bacon again" moments. It's my mission to help us all find that sweet spot where the mind, body, and spirit high-five each other and say, "We’ve got this."

      Now, I thought three books and a prequel were IT for this series, but my characters say otherwise. As the first arc of the Castle Point Witch Series wraps up, don't think you've heard the last from Alexandra and her crew. They are just getting warmed up. They have more tales to spill and more demons to whack, and they're not about to zip it anytime soon.

      Big thanks to you, the reader, for jumping on this broomstick ride with me. Your ticket's good for the next leg of the journey, too.

      Stay magical,

      Tammy Tyree

      **Within the following pages are scenes of emotional and mental child abuse, as well as bullying, that may be disturbing to some readers.  Please feel free to skip ahead, or if you do read on, I hope you will allow the words to be a healing comfort to you, knowing you have never been, and will never be, alone in your journey.
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      Blake and I snuggled under one of Mom’s ancient crocheted blankets on the chaise in front of the fire. Blackjack, finally succumbing to acceptance of Blake being a permanent fixture in our lives, traded snuggling on my chest to his comfy bed in front of the fire.

      It was only hours since our hand-fasting ceremony, and the remnants of our party were marking the room. A wine glass here, a sprinkling of confetti there, and paper plates laid to rest on any blank surface.

      Tucked into the crook of Blake’s arm, my legs resting over his, we watched the fire crackle in peaceful silence.

      Blake lifted my chin for yet another kiss. “What do I call you now?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Well, we were hand-fasted. That’s not the same as getting married by law…so what do I call you? Wife? Girlfriend? Hand-fasted maiden?”

      I chuckled softly. “How about Alexandra? My love? My best friend?”

      He wrapped his other arm firmly around me, cocooning me. “Okay. To all of the above. Maybe one day, wife?”

      I peered up at him and smiled. “Law be damned, Blake. I’m your wife, so ‘wife’ would be fine.”

      Satisfied, he pressed my head against his chest once again. “I like that. You know, you’ve never told me your life’s story. We’ve never discussed it in all the months we’ve been together. I have questions.”

      “True. We’ve been kind of busy reorganizing an entire world and all. I’ve been busy creating new laws with the cooperation of the Society of Witches and Wizards and the Order of Witch Hunters.  You’ve been busy implementing those laws and keeping Witch Hunters in check. We haven’t had much time for…talking.”

      He growled. “Other things, yes, but talking…no.”

      I smiled into his chest, my cheeks burning with a warmth of connectedness. “What questions do you have?”

      “Well, lots. What you were like as a kid and a teen. What actually happened to Belinda and Waldo, how you decided to become a Therapist, all of it.”

      “That’s a lot and a long story. Could take awhile.”

      “I’ve got time. The rest of my life, actually.”

      “Well, it won’t take that long…I’m not sure where to start.”

      “How about the beginning?”

      I took a deep breath and began…
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      LEVITATION

      As a child, I found levitation to be a simplistic thing to do. Not on myself, of course, as when I discovered my hidden talent at the ripe young age of eight, I was much too tall, gangly, and heavy for even my oddly long fingers to maneuver.

      No, lifting Penny’s pug, Pepperoni Powers, was much simpler.

      He was, after all, a bit of a runt.

      “Blooey Patchooeeee and…lift!” Penny shouted as we focused on lifting the pug’s rotund body—you know, from all the pepperoni they fed him, hence the name—off of Penny’s bed.

      “It’s not Blooey Patchooeee, Penny. It’s Abracadabra. Don’t ya know?”

      “It is what I say it is, and I like Blooey Patchooeee,” Penny insisted. “So, you can kiss my…” she puckered her lips and pivoted away from me, sticking out her booty and pointing to it.

      We fell off her bed with a thud and a peal of giggles. Pepperoni pounced on us, barking and twirling in circles on his butt on the colorful fabric scrap throw rug. Penny's room featured an odd assortment of paraphernalia, none of which matched. The quilt on her bed was handmade by her mother, using scrap fabric and sewn in odd shapes. None of the furniture matched, either. She got most of it from her family or purchased it at rummage sales.

      While everything in Penny's room suited her personality—wild and unique—it was the stark opposite of my room. Mother had hand-selected each piece of furniture for my room, most of which were antiques, all of which matched, from the furniture to the gingham quilt and matching curtains. Because of the value, my mom didn't allow me to have snacks or drinks in my room, fearing that I would spill or leave a ring stain on the furniture. Penny’s mom didn’t care.

      My mom and my house were ‘fussy.’ Penny’s house and mom were not.

      Therefore, we usually played at Penny’s.

      Sitting up, we reached for Penny’s wacky Barbie dolls—which looked incredibly different from mine. Mine were in perfect condition, hair always neat, outfits perfectly kept—the ones I wasn’t using carefully hung on tiny pink plastic hangers in Barbie’s closet. My Barbies always dressed for success. As much as I wished I could find a witch costume for them, I knew there was no point in looking for one unless it was only for Halloween.

      Penny’s Barbies and all the paraphernalia that went along with them were completely chaotic. Penny had either buzz-cut or short-cropped and colored their hair with food coloring. She had used her mother’s nail polish to paint vibrant shades on their eyes, eyebrows, cheeks, and lips. She used black and colored felt pens to create full-body tattoos.

      Meanwhile, her mother had sewn unconventional outfits using leftover fabric scraps. Most of the clothes seemed outlandish to me. Penny tossed them around the room or threw them into an old shoe box, leaving the tiny pink hangers in Penny's Barbie house completely bare..

      Penny and her mom were unique, but if you asked, my mother described her as ‘odd’—as if it was a bad thing. But I didn’t care. I loved Penny like a sister and her mom, as if she were my own.

      Penny’s mom didn’t care that Penny used her abilities at home as long as it was only at home.

      My Mom had a stinking hissy fit if you even mentioned the word magic.

      Penny grabbed the Barbies and tossed them in the air with a jump and a great booming yell, exclaiming that a bomb went off and blew them all up.

      We flopped on the floor in a peal of giggles once again.

      Her mom, Penelope Powers, called from the kitchen.

      “Girls? What are you doing up there?”

      “Magic and stuff, Mom!” Penny yelled back.

      “Sure, sure. That’s enough for now. Cookies are out of the oven. Come down before you break something!”

      We needed no convincing. Penny’s mom was the best cook in the whole of Dagon County. I was sure of it. She won the bake-off every year at the county fair. Cookie baking day was the best day of the week to visit Penny and play with magic.

      Penny was born with the ability to ‘see’ things. Her mom was the same. She called it ‘psychic sight or ‘Clairvoyance.’ It was a pretty fancy word in a whole gamut of fancy words that started with ‘Clair.’ Penny was developing a bunch of the Clairs. Sight was one, touch was another, feeling and knowing were a couple more, according to her mom.

      She was also developing her magic skills like the ones I had.

      Something called; ‘Magic Intention.’

      Which, apparently, works pretty darn well to lift small objects—or rotund pugs—off the ground. I could not see much use for it other than moving objects around a room. Maybe I’d be able to clean my room faster when my mom yelled at me to do so.

      Not that I could use my magic at home.

      Or anywhere.

      And, if my mom found out, I’d be in the closet, under the stairs.

      Alone.

      For hours.

      I preferred being at Penny’s, where I could let my magic run free. Her mom wasn’t the stick-in-the-mud (what did that mean, anyway? Who’s stick got stuck in the mud?) that my mom was. Mrs. Powers was pretty cool about it.

      As long as we “didn’t practice in public,” she would say, “lest a Witch Hunter see you. Then it’s game over.”

      I never really knew what ‘game over’ meant until we learned world history in school.

      And I learned witches were apparently evil.

      Therefore, I must be evil.

      Except I didn’t feel evil. I just felt…normal.

      As normal as an eight-year-old kid with ‘special’ abilities could.

      Exactly what all of those abilities were, I wouldn’t find out until later…

      Until then…

      Secrets.

      I admitted to Mrs. Powers that sometimes my fingers tingled.

      When they did, I’d notice brief flashes of light, almost like lightning, coming off them.

      I didn’t know what it was, but when I asked Mrs. Powers, she said it was my energy and to be careful with it, and then she fed me another cookie.

      Not very helpful, but the cookie was enough of a distraction that I left it alone.

      For now.
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      THE CLOSET

      One day, Mom caught me juggling balls of various sizes in the backyard.

      With my mind.

      That was the first day she locked me in the closet under the stairs.

      It definitely wasn’t the last.

      It was a perfectly ordinary Sunday before then. We had just returned from Sunday church service. Mom insisted we go weekly, but I didn’t understand what Father Donovan was preaching about. And I was sure I wasn’t like any other kids in Sunday School. For kids who were constantly being preached to about ‘loving thy neighbor’ and ‘doing unto others what you would have them do,’ they were stupid bully-heads.

      I ran to our backyard to play when we got home. Overlooking the ocean, sun flashes glinting off the waves blinded me, but I loved it. I closed my eyes, smelling the freshly cut lawn from when the neighbor boy had cut it the day before.

      “Mind your knees, Alexandra.” My mother warned, pointing to the grass. “Sit on a chair, or you’ll get grass stains, and I’ll have to throw away a perfectly good pair of tights.”

      “Yes, Mother.”

      I dragged an antique-looking lawn chair from the table beside it and sat. Everything in the house was an antique. Right down to the old-timey bell-clank wooden phone hanging in the kitchen. It rang, the bells clanking loudly as Mother returned inside. She picked up the phone and started chatting with a neighbor.

      I sat, talking to the trees and Mother’s roses. She kept a greenhouse next to the kitchen, connected with one of those fancy French doors. Mom’s favorite flower to grow was roses. I loved their scent; it was so fresh and intoxicating. With the roses ‘ permission, I would pluck a few petals when Mother wasn’t looking and rub their scent on my neck and wrists, just like I saw Mom doing with her perfume when she got ready for her day.

      I saw three balls lying on the lawn: one tennis ball, one rubber ball, and a small one from my set of Jacks. Peering behind me and seeing Mom on the phone, I looked at the balls, squinting my eyes and focusing on what Mrs. Powers called my intentions.

      My intentions were to move the balls.

      And, with a little concentration, I was doing just that.

      The balls wiggled in the grass like they were full of Mexican Jumping Beans. They wiggled faster and faster until they appeared to be spinning like tops. They spun off the grass, getting higher and higher, coming closer to me. I intended for them to swing in the air, juggling them one at a time, up, down, up, down, up, up, down.

      Super cool.

      I imagined being the star of the circus. “Come one, come all, see the amazing Alexandra as she juggles several balls at once with her mind.”

      I giggled and juggled the balls faster until they spun so fast they were just a blur.

      My concentration broke when Mother had me by the shoulders, crouching slightly to look me in the eye. The balls dropped onto the ground as I gasped, pulling my legs up onto the chair and tucking myself into a ball.

      “Young lady. Whatever it is you think you’re doing, stop it now!” Mother hissed.

      “Mother, I’m sorry, I was just…”

      “Alexandra Heale. Get. Inside. Now.” Mother commanded through gritted teeth.

      I opened my mouth to protest, but it came out as a small scream. Mother grabbed me by the hair, forcing me to walk hunched over quickly into the house, down the hall, and into the little room under the stairs.

      A waft of cold, damp air hit me. It smelled of old ladies and mothballs.

      I hated that smell.

      I fell to my knees, feeling the throbbing in my head from the hard pulling of my hair..

      Scrambling, I turned toward the door. My lower lip quivered. “Please, Mommy. I’m sorry, I’ll be good. I won’t use my magic⁠—”

      “Hush! Don’t even say the word in this house.” Mother held the door open and looked down at me, “Get. In. Now.” Mother’s voice, often soft and caring, was more often firm and reprimanding.

      I stepped into the dark space, ducking to avoid a perfectly constructed cobweb as I did so. The door snapped shut behind me. I turned, banging my fists against the door. “Mother, please! Let me out! I’ll be
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