
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_e4a2cb4c8a3ddd8b85e5f895e1f6e55f_7His_R_html_4ac1dcd8.jpg]

Birthright

Wickford High

Book 3

By Karen Fuller

World Castle
Publishing


This is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as
real. Any resemblance to actual events, locations, organizations,
or person, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

[image: tmp_e4a2cb4c8a3ddd8b85e5f895e1f6e55f_7His_R_html_6eeda2d5.jpg]

World Castle
Publishing

Pensacola, Florida

Copyright © Karen Fuller
2012

Smashwords Edition

ISBN: 9781938243486

First Edition World Castle Publishing
June 15, 2012

http://www.worldcastlepublishing.com

Smashwords Licensing
Notes

All rights reserved. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in articles and reviews.

Cover: Karen Fuller

Photos: iStock and
Shutterstock

Editor: Brieanna Robertson


Dedication

 


I dedicate this book to you, my
growing list of fans. Your emails asking me for the next book
triggered my motivation. Thank you all. I had fun writing this and
I hope you enjoy it.


Chapter 1

 


Vicky slept fitfully. The events of
the last two weeks were plaguing her dreams.

Her mother’s face drifted above hers.
Vicky’s heart rejoiced. Her mother wasn’t dead after all. Her
murder must have been a nightmare. But when Vicky reached out to
embrace her, the scene changed and her mother’s body was tied to
the stake again, then erupted in flames as the angry mob taunted
and cheered. “Burn, witch, burn!”

Tears streamed down her face through
tightly clenched eyes. She whimpered. “No! Mama, I have to help
you! Don’t let them do this. Don’t leave me!”

Her body had become
entangled in the sheets as she thrashed. Then the scene changed
again when she couldn’t move. It was dark, the air was damp, and
she could hear the crickets in the background. There was something
else, a rustling in the bushes, but she couldn’t quite identify the
sounds. She could smell the foul stench of gasoline. The odor made
her head spin, pounding at the temples, and her mouth felt like
cotton. Had she been drugged? She struggled to move, but couldn’t
budge an inch. Why can’t I move?
Her heart raced as she lifted her head, prying her
eyes open. The same angry mob surrounded her and this time
she was tied to the
stake.

The leader spoke. “Good, the witch is
awake. Now we can get down to business.”

The mob cheered and a voice called
out, “Burn, witch, burn!”

“No,” Vicky whimpered. She
couldn’t bring her voice above a whisper. “Let me go.”

The jeering group erupted in laughter,
then the leader taunted, “Let me go! Let me go!” The group laughed
harder.

“No, please…”

The leader raised his hands
as he turned his back to her. “Listen to her beg, boys.” He threw his head back
and roared his laughter, then leaned forward clutching is
midsection in mirth. “I’m gonna enjoy this. She’s gonna burn just
like her mama.”

Then suddenly, he turned to
face her. The laughter was gone. A torch had somehow just appeared
in his hand. His face was twisted in a vicious scowl as his evil
eyes seemed to glow with a red flame. “Yep! She’s gonna
burn.”

As fear melded into anger, Vicky
lifted her chin. The earth began to tremble, and the wind whipped
savagely around her as the power grew within her. The bonds binding
her to the stake fell free, then she lifted her hands. “You will
pay for what you did to my mother!”

The scowl on the leader’s face
remained. He tried to put the torch to the kindling, but the wind
blew him back and snuffed the flame. “You will still die tonight,”
he shouted. Then he glanced over his shoulder and saw his followers
fleeing.

Out of the darkness they came. The
black shapes with glowing eyes advanced on the fleeing group,
taking them down brutally.

“The witch has summoned her
demons!” the leader shouted.

A black wolf stepped out of the
darkness, advancing on the leader, a low growl vibrating from his
massive body. The lips were drawn back and saliva dripped from his
canines.

The mob leader snarled, running from
the beast and toward Vicky, his hands outstretched and clawed. His
intentions of strangling her were evident.

Vicky took a step back, raising her
hand, summoning a bolt of lightning to strike at his
foot.

He recoiled from the flash, then the
wolf took him by the throat. The powerful jaws crushed his
windpipe, ending his struggles.

The wolf stepped away from the body.
The air shimmered, then Luke stood before her. He smiled, holding
his arms open for her.

Vicky smiled. “Luke, why didn’t you
tell me you were a shape-shif…”

Suddenly, Luke was gone and Vicky was
standing in the middle of her bedroom again. The rattling of the
doorknob had her turning her head sharply toward the door. Then the
door vibrated from the pounding of a fist.

“Who…who’s there?” Vicky
whispered.

“Oh, Vicky, you must open
this door right now and face your dear aunt!” Phoebe taunted. “I so
want to get to know my dear niece.”

“No! Go away!”

“That’s not going to
happen. Now open this door!” She pounded again. “I have to send you
to your mother and make room for my own daughter, Sara. You’re in
the way, you understand.”

“Understand?” Vicky gave a
bitter, somewhat hysterical laugh. “All I understand, Aunt Phoebe,
is that you are insane. You are responsible for killing my mother
and trying to kill me.”

“No, correction, dear
child—I am going
to kill you. You see, your father will never give himself to me
willingly with you alive. I have to remove you from the picture.
You are a distraction, and I have to remove all distractions.” Four coral snakes
slithered under Vicky’s door. “Enjoy my pets!”

Vicky’s heart slammed in
her chest frantically when she saw those snakes slink into her
room. “Luke, help me!” she screamed at the top of her lungs as she jumped and
stood on top of her bed.

Phoebe cackled. “He can’t help you
now. No one can! I have magically enhanced the snakes’ toxins to
speed the effects. Once they bite you, you will be dead in a matter
of minutes!”

“Vicky!” Luke’s frantic shout reached her ears. A loud bang kept
repeating. “The front door’s not locked, but I can’t open it!”

Phoebe cackled. “I told you he can’t
help you. You are as good as dead, so be a good girl and
die.”

Luke! There are coral
snakes everywhere! Vicky shouted
telepathically.

Oh, God, listen to me, and
listen carefully, Luke projected
back. I can’t breach her magic to get in
there. You have power over the elements, don’t you?

Uh huh.

Burn them.

She took a calming breath, then lifted
her chin defiantly. “Serpents, I command you to burn!” They
instantly flamed.

“No!” Phoebe shouted. “I felt that. This doesn’t mean anything,
you little brat! You still have to deal with me!”

What do I do
now?

You’re going to have to
face her! I can’t get past her magic to help you!

What? I can’t do that! I
can’t use my magic to harm someone. I’ve never done that. I might
accidentally kill her. Besides, she’s my aunt. Unfortunately, she’s
family.

You’re related?
Luke hesitated. Never
mind the kinship; you’re going to have to stop her, Vicky. She’s
insane. She will kill you!

The tumblers of the lock slowly
clicked into the unlocked position. The door crept open. Phoebe
stood tall and looming in the doorway. Her hair hung in unruly
strands around her face and shoulders. Her blue eyes were glassy.
“My dear niece, I see that you managed to kill my babies.” She
looked down at the charred snakes, shaking her head and clucking
her tongue. She looked up into Vicky’s eyes. Vicky could see the
insanity raging behind her overly bright eyes. “How unfortunate for
them, and for you,” she remarked calmly. “Now you’re going to have
to die a much slower death. More is the pity. I was hoping that
this wouldn’t have to be messy, but you’re not
cooperating.”

“Forgive me, Aunt Phoebe,
for not cooperating with you,” Vicky took a couple of steps back on
the mattress. “I’m not that easy to kill.”

Phoebe shook her head,
making a tsking
sound. “Pity…pity…” She raised her hand. “On your
knees!”

“White witches don’t
succumb to black magic, Aunt Phoebe. Didn’t my mother ever tell you
that?”

Phoebe squealed in frustration,
charging at her in a scowling and red-faced rage.

Vicky threw back her head, holding out
her hand. “Stop!” she commanded.

Phoebe sailed across the room,
slamming against the wall, striking her head. She fell to the floor
in an unconscious heap.

I did it! Try the
door!

Vicky heard the front door slam
against the wall and the frantic thumping as Luke raced up the
stairs, skidding to a halt at her bedroom door. Luke had never
looked better. She could see his mouth moving, but what was coming
out was not in sync with his lip movement.

Vicky, wake up.

Luke faded away. “Luke?” Vicky
shouted.

The room went black.

Vicky, honey, wake up.
You’re having a nightmare.

Her bedroom door flew open. “Pumpkin,
I heard you shout Luke’s name. Baby, are you okay?”

Vicky opened her eyes. A cold bead of
sweat dotted her upper lip and forehead. Her father sat down on the
edge of her bed, then gathered her into his arms in a warm embrace.
She sniffed as she hugged him back. “Yeah, Dad, I’m okay…I
think.”

Vicky, you woke me out of
a sound sleep. Do I need to come over?

“Baby, why were you
shouting for Luke?”

No, Luke, my dad’s with me
now.

Okay, I’ll see you
tomorrow in school.

Vicky shifted in her dad’s arms,
snuggling closer. “I was dreaming about Aunt Phoebe.”

“I’m sorry, pumpkin. I was
afraid of that…You know that it’s not over…”

Vicky pulled away, looking up into his
eyes. She saw the worry there. “I know…”

He shook his head. “No, baby, there’s
more…but you’ve had enough trauma for tonight. We’ll talk in the
morning.”


Chapter 2

 


Vicky put on a pot of coffee for her
dad and poured a glass of orange juice for herself. Taking her seat
at the table, she spread jam on her toast while waiting for her dad
to make his appearance. She knew this talk was necessary, but she
wasn’t happy about it one bit.

She picked up a piece of toast and
took a bite, the buttery, sweet flavor dancing on her taste buds.
She looked up when she heard footsteps coming down the
hallway.

Her dad entered the room, showered and
dressed for the day. “How was the rest of your night?” Her father’s
voice was soft and caring. “No more nightmares?”

She shook her head. “I couldn’t go
back to sleep.” She gestured her head toward the counter. “I think
your coffee’s ready.”

“Thanks,” he said as he
made his way to the counter and poured a cup, “but you didn’t have
to do that.”

“I know, but Mom always had
your coffee ready…” Her voice quivered as she let the sentence
die.

He gave her a weak smile as his eyes
watered. “Thanks,” he said again, then sat down across from her at
the table.

Vicky pushed a plate toward him. “I
made you some toast.”

He pushed the plate back toward the
middle of the table. “I’m not really hungry.”

She could tell that he was sad and
nervous. “Is what we have to talk about so bad?”

He
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