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Witch Happens  (The Summer Sisters Witch Cozy Mystery, Book 1)
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Some people come from a long family line of lawyers, doctors, teachers and even cops. Febe just found out she comes from a long line of...witches!

Febe Summer is not having a good day. Or a good year, for that matter.  She lost her fiancé, her job, and her apartment all in one day—on her 25th birthday! Talk about the worst. Birthday. Ever! 

She’s jobless, penniless and soon to be...homeless.

Will she be able to rebound and pick herself up again?

Oh, and she just found out, thanks to a dark family secret, that she’s not who she thought she was. She’s a witch! And she’s not allowed to practice magic—yet.

When she moves back to her small hometown of Blackshore Bay, there’s more family drama than she can handle. Her aunties are out of control, her sister is being secretive and someone has murdered the malicious town gossip. Will she be able to find out whom, before it’s too late?

Life’s a Witch  (The Summer Sisters Witch Cozy Mystery, Book 2)

Being a witch is a lot more complicated than it looks. 

Febe’s just getting used to her magical powers and needs to pass a few tests before she is fully licensed to practice magic without restrictions. But after the murder of someone close to her, she becomes the prime suspect. 

Can she clear her name in time and find the real killer—with a little help from magic?

​

Witch You Were Here (The Summer Sisters Witch Cozy Mystery, Book 3)

After years of dating Mr. Wrong, Febe’s finally met Mr. Right. Trouble is, she can never tell him she’s a witch.

Will that change everything between them if he finds out?

Meanwhile, Mr. Dawes, her creepy neighbor’s real identity is revealed. A suspicious death during the Blackshore Bay’s Festival of Witches to celebrate the 326-year anniversary of the end of the Salem witch trials, is written off as an accident. 

But Febe knows differently. There’s a killer on the loose—and they’re so good, he or she is making the deaths look natural. Now Febe is racing against the clock to prove a crime has been committed—before the killer strikes again.
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“Women are angels. When someone breaks our wings, we simply continue to fly—on a broomstick. We’re flexible like that.” –Author Unknown

-Febe’s Favorite Quote of the Day

––––––––
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Febe Summer made her way up the steps of the subway station to the street level. Her pulse pounded hard in her throat. She needed to make it to the Frutenac Comic store by 8:30 a.m. 

It was an overcast day with cloudy grey skies and the promise of rain to come. The gusts of wind blew her brunette curly hair into her face as orange and yellow leaves swirled around on the pavement on the ground.

She felt a tear in his stocking but she would have to fix that later. Her name tag slipped out of her pocket.

She picked it up and glanced at it. She hated the spelling of her full name, February. Her late mother had a thing about months and meanings. She was named after the Roman festival of purification called Februa where people were ritually washed. There was a Roman god called Februus. Her mom told her the month symbolized humility, and sincerity.

But everybody called her Febe, pronounced Feebee. Thank the universe for that. Her sister was named after January, but in French, Janvier, meaning determined—and man did she live up to her name. And her other sister who was estranged from the family was named Marsha, a variation of March from Mars, the Roman god of war—well, she was certainly at war with the family right now. Hadn’t spoken to anyone since forever—or a few years to be precise.

Everybody used to poke fun at the Summer sisters in school because of that. She was used to being an outcast. Even at the ad agency. Some of the office bullies, and you know office bullies were everywhere these days, liked to pin point her name out. Jonathan was different though. He would sit with her through lunch and they would go over ad campaigns together. In fact, he loved her creative ideas. She helped him out on a few of his campaigns, too.

It was 8:29 a.m. in the morning and she knew the store had opened. She'd made arrangements to meet the store owner but she hoped that the object that you ordered would be ready. She had to zip back to the office pronto. She also had a presentation at work at 10 o'clock.

When she finally arrived outside the storefront on Acme Street near Yonge Street, she noticed Halloween decorations covering the store windows. There were pasted images of large orange pumpkins, tall black hats and black cats and a witch on her broomstick. 

It was close to that time of the year again. Halloween. Everyone got their decorations up and merchandise out ready for spook fest and corporate costume parties. In fact, the office was having its own next week.

Thankfully, the store had just opened and there wasn’t a lineup. The last thing she would need would be a lineup that would ruin her plans for the day.

Her mission had to be accomplished. She didn’t have much time.

When she went up to the door her heart sank. It was closed.

Crap.

What’s going on? He told me to be here at 8:30. I’m here. He’s not.

She knew the store owner, being a bit of a comic nerd herself, she always collected the latest editions. Her boyfriend Jonathan was the same way. They had so much in commons. She really thought she lucked out meeting him.

She was to go the store as soon as it opened. Grab the merchandise after she paid the balance. Hop back on the subway and bring it to Jonathan’s apartment at the next subway stop at 9 o’clock—thankfully his condo building was right next to Bay Subway station. 

Then she was to hop back on the subway to make it back to the office by 9:30 a.m. It was a good thing she had her metro pass so she wouldn’t have to pay again. The plan was perfect. Only life was not. Things got into the way. Like a storeowner, opening up his comic shop minutes late.

Time was everything. Every second counted, just like the person waiting for the bus. Each minute mattered. And like the Olympian sprinter, seconds counted. Well, right now, she timed herself to be back at the office precisely 9:30 a.m., at her desk. Her boyfriend, Jonathan’s birthday was today and he worked at the same office as an account executive. Only he had to fly out to Vancouver for a special conference then fly back tonight. She wanted to surprise him before he flew out. He’d be leaving his condo to head to the airport soon. Like at 9:00 a.m. She didn’t want to miss him, but it looked as if she would. 

Things were getting pretty serious between them. In fact, he’d unofficially proposed to her. He had a mountain of student debt and said when he clears things up a bit, he’d buy her a ring she deserved. Still, it was the thought that counted.

He was hot. He was everything she’d wanted in a guy. Caring and popular. In fact, she was still on a six-month probation at Harlington Advertising where she worked as a trainee account coordinator—the pay wasn’t that fantastic but it helped cover the cost of studio apartment just west of Toronto on the subway line, the interest on her student debts and take care of her little kitty—Ebony, a Bombay short-haired sleek, shiny black rescued cat with a muscular body and friendly temperament.

According to the animal shelter, black cats had the lowest adoption rate, yet they were known to be the gentlest of breeds and the smartest. 

There was no member of the cat family that was so maligned like the black cat. For some reason black cats carried an enigma of being revered, feared, witchy or bad luck. Mostly in North America. In Europe it was good luck to have one, just as long as one never crossed your path—she’d heard. 

Well, her baby crossed her path with a limp and mangled fur one day. 

Ebony had been badly abused by her previous owner and Febe took her into her arms and found a home for her. She’d never looked back since. Her kitty guarded her tiny apartment while she was out during the day working long, politics-driven-caffeinated hours at the office.

She nervously glanced at her watch and then the glass display facing a large red sign marked closed in white block texts. 

He’d promised that he would be there on time. She had to make it across town to Harlington Advertising Agency. She was still on probation she couldn't afford to be late. Her boss, Amanda Harlington would kill her. Like literally. 

Amanda was not one to be reckoned with. Her 88 year-old grandfather was the founder of the entire boutique agency which opened in the 1950 and had offices in Japan, Milan and New York. Damn! And she was—well she could be overbearing sometimes. Actually, all the time.

Still, Febe wanted to pick up the surprise for her boyfriend’s birthday. They both shared the same birthday. She was stoked about how much they had in common. Even the same birthday in October. Imagine that!

When she’d first met him at work she knew it was her destiny. He’d started at Harlintgon just a year before she did. So he knew what it was like to be a newbie on the block.

She was so thrilled to be going out with one of the upcoming executives—and to work with him. She’d been assigned on some tough campaigns with him.

She wondered what he saw in her. She was just an ordinary girl next-door, who liked to work extremely hard—and who was far from perfect. Okay, like totally far from perfect, but had a knack for solving puzzles for clients.

She’d only been at the agency for five and half months—she had a degree in liberal arts but could not for the life of her find work after graduation and the interest on her student loan wasn’t going away soon. 

She still hadn't completed a six-month probation yet. But things looked very hopeful—in her job and her love life. Yay. 

Jonathan said that he wanted to start an agency of his own. Talk about ambition. And he wanted she to handle his client accounts for him. He even spoke about marriage in their future.

Just then she saw something through the glass door. She saw a shadow move then a man appeared out. He had a Tim Horton’s coffee in his hand and he walked up to the door, yawning and turned flipped over the red sign to open.

A sigh of relief escaped Febe’s lips.

He then unlocked the door and opened it. The door chime sounded with a Count Dracula theme.

“Oh, thank God," she said to him. 

He took a slurp of his coffee. "You’re Febe right? Febe Summers?"

"Yes I am. Sorry to sound rushy but I have to drop it off then head to work and you know with rush hour and everything.” She pulled out her purse and got her credit card ready to make the transaction.

"Oh, right.” He sauntered over to the area behind the counter. “You ordered that first edition Somicani comic."

She walked in her heels tapping on the hardwood floor of the store. “Yep, that’s it. Please tell me it’s here.”

Her satchel bag was slung across her shoulder cross body.

She had her fall coat on. 

He yawned and took another loud slurp of his coffee. "I know you have to get to work across town so I had everything prepared. It just came in late last night.”

“Great.”

“Now let me see.” He pulled it out of its package and laid it on the table.

"Wow! Thank you so much. It’s...beautiful." Well, in a vintage sort of way. It smelled of old paper and was yellowy but it was in a special display package from its previous collector.

"I hope your husband—"

"My fiancé," Febe corrected him.

But the sound of husband sounded so dreamy.

"Well, I hope your fiancé really appreciated what you went through to get this thing. It’s one of a kind. Can’t get it anywhere else.”  

Febe observed the wonderful artwork and the vintage feel of the comic book.

"This is going to cost you quite a fortune."

"I know. I'll put on my credit card"

She knew that when she became a full-time staff member at Harlington advertising she’d more than cover the cost. This was so worth it.

"He said he's always dreamed of having the first edition of the this comic. It's his favorite. He talked nonstop about how much his father tried to get it for him when he was younger but they couldn't afford it at the time."

"Sweet. Well, I sure hope that he appreciates you and what you've done. It's quite expensive not to mention the amount of time it took to get this."

"It is worth it. He's really a good guy."

The man scratched his head and sighed deeply. "I guess nice guys don't finish last after all."

"It's his birthday today. Actually it’s both of our birthdays."

"Sweet. Happy birthday."

"Thanks." Febe had just turned 25 today and her fiancé, Jonathan, 27. 

They were supposed to celebrate their birthday together but Jonathan had to go on a trip to Vancouver for special meeting so he was going to be at his apartment he didn't come into work today. But he also told her last night over the phone that he had to be out by 9:00 so she would see him later tonight.

"So here it is." He told her the amount and Febe's jaw dropped open.

"Wow, that's a lot."

"Yeah, I know. But it also includes the shipping charges as well overseas."

"Of course."

Febe grabbed at her credit card and swiped it she then entered her pin number.

“There you go ma'am." He handed her the carefully wrapped merchandise.

"Thank you so much."

Febe then looked at her watch and panicked. 

She had to stop by Jonathan’s condo and then zip across town back to the office to do her presentation. She knew that he would probably be gone by the time she got there, but she wanted him to see it as soon as he got back home. She was going to have to let herself in with her key that he’d given her and place it on the counter by the doorway. 

She didn't want him to miss his surprise she couldn't wait to see the look on his face.

*    *    *  
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When she finally got up to the apartment Febe drew in a deep sigh.

He had given her the key to his apartment in case of emergency and she never used until today. But she really wanted to surprise him.

She was going to place it on the countertop since he'd probably already left for the airport that way when he comes back home he would see his birthday surprise and he'd be so surprised and she’d explain to him that she was able to get the first edition of his favorite comic after all.

She loved to surprise people close to her. It was one of her things. She’d done the same thing when her mother was alive. She’d wanted to see a baseball player and when she was very ill, she’d asked the school if it was possible and they’d made arrangements since he was in the area anyway. It had brought to tears of joys to her mother’s eyes. She really missed her mom and could not believe that she was really gone.

Febe turned the key in the lock and opened Jonathan’s door.

She froze when she thought she heard the sound of someone struggling.

Her pulse pounded hard in her throat again.

My God, what’s happening?

She reached into her pocket to call 9-1-1, but stopped. She slid the phone back in her satchel and grabbed a metal frame off the counter. Like she could possibly slam a burglar in the head with it.

He sounded as if he was in pain.

Was he in trouble? 

She went to the room with the metal frame held firmly in her hand to strike whomever was attacking her fiancé. 

But when she opened the door to his bedroom, her jaw fell open just as wide.

In bed was Jonathan, Febe’s fiancé—with her boss, Amanda!
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Chapter 2  
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Under the sheets, there he was. Jonathan, her fiancé—with her boss, Amanda Harlington.

She kept playing the words over in her minds, still not processing it.

Seeing was not believing. Because what she saw, she did not believe. She had to be dreaming. No, she was having a freaking nightmare.

Her lungs squeezed tight, trying to suck in air. Dizziness and nausea swept through her body.

Talk about the wool over her eyes. She was blinded. By disappointment. 

There she was clutched to her a valuable piece of historical comic for her boyfriend for his birthday.

“Febe! What are you doing here?”

“I came to surprise you...but instead, you surprised me!” 

She looked helplessly from her boss to her boyfriend, back to her boss again.

He didn't even seem disappointed, or fearful or embarrassed. 

Damn it! Show me some remorseful emotion.

Jonathan just lay there under the cover as he rolled his eyes. “What you doing here?" he asked again.

Oh my goodness he isn’t even sorry?

“I'm here for your birthday? I thought you were already at the airport so I let myself in.”

“Who the hell gave you the keys to come into here?"

“You did."

“I'm sorry Amanda,” he said, turning to his boss, their boss, who, by the way, always wore that dreadfully enormous diamond necklace around her neck. Did that woman ever take off that diamond necklace? It was as if she had to always rub her bling in everyone’s nose to let everyone know how super rich she was.  “I can explain everything,” he said to Amanda. 

“I can't believe you. I...” Febe was just too stunned to speak.

He then got up out of the bed. The boss seemed to look inconvenienced and rolled her eyes.

Thankfully, he wasn’t nude. He had his boxer shorts on. He walked out of the room and he then closed the door behind him.

“Listen, Febe,” he sighed.  “I'm sorry you had to find out this way but I was going to break off of you. 

Her heart stopped beating.

"Break it off with me—today?” Not that she wanted to be with that creepy cheat now. But the audacity to plan to break off with her today. After all she’d done for him.

“You do realize this is my birthday, right? And yours." She held the comic book in her hand.

“What's that?” he said and grabbed it from her. “Oh, man! This is the first edition. You got this for me? You shouldn’t have?"

She took it back from him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have. I’m going to donate this to a shelter.”

“What? You crazy witch!”

She turned around, stunned. “What did you just call me?”

“A witch! All you women are the same. You just want to have your cake and eat it too. You think I wouldn’t date other women?”

“We’re supposed to be engaged. How could you?

“I was just saying that. Come on doll, you didn't really think we’d always be together. I mean look at you. Look at me. Come on. I don’t need you to hold me back. I mean, with Amanda I can reach heights. Connections.”

“What is that supposed to mean? When I was helping you with the orientation and with the ad campaign, you didn't think anything of it back then."

“That was different. This is now."

"I can't believe you. I can't believe I had the wool over my eyes this whole time."

"Wake up doll. You’re just an average girl. You’re nothing compared to Amanda. She's beautiful and perfect and has a lot of power and connections. She really knows how to move her way up in the world. And her granddaddy is the owner of the company. She’s got everything. Hey no hard feelings, eh?"


What? 
No. Hard. Feelings?

Okay, so Amanda Harlington was perfect on the outside. Flawless smooth skin. Size 1 dress size. Slim. Perfect hair with no split ends. Perfect make-up. And yeah, she was also twenty-five years old with a powerful position in the company but that was because her granddad owned the joint. They had a lot of money. She probably grew up with governesses and trust funds. 

Febe had none of that. She was the same age as Amanda and struggling to pay off student debts, had a bit of shape on her thighs, a little stomach bulge, and her hair wasn’t perfect. Neither was her make-up. And she didn’t wear designer clothes like Amanda. Her clothes were department store bought. Bargain section sale-priced threads. Still, she was twice as nice as Amanda was. Not that being nice counted for much right now. 

She didn't want to do something irrational. Her head was spinning. Amanda might be able to waltz into the Harlington offices at any time she chooses because her granddaddy owned the joint, but Febe was still on probation. Amanda ran the show at Harlington Advertising. Staff members were terrified of her. Even her own grandfather feared her. She treated her granddaddy like a child! Amanda treated everyone as she pleased and there was nothing anyone could do about it.

Febe spun around on her heels and stormed out of his apartment leaving the door opened. He came to the door but stood inside the doorway. He started to say something else but a gust of wind came out of nowhere and all of a sudden the door just slammed hard while he was still talking.

That was weird.

Febe didn't think about at the time but he was nowhere near the door.

Was there a sudden burst of wind in the building? Was there an open window somewhere?

She was too upset to think about it too much but then she just made her way to the exit doors and swung it open and practically flew down the stairs, taking two steps at a time. She didn't bother to wait for the elevator. Before she knew it, in one second, she was already down at the bottom level.

She stomped on the street her hair flying in the wind. Hustling through the busy morning rush-hour crowd on the sidewalk as she walked over to the subway station to get on the train to Bay Street.

While she sat on the train she fought hard not to cry. She was better than that. She really needed to get a hold of herself.

He wasn't worth her tears. She could not believe how foolish she was.

This was her worst birthday ever. This morning she thought everything was all right.

––––––––
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Thirty minutes later, she arrived at the Harlington glass office building on Bay Street.

“Good morning, Febe." The wonderful security guard said to her.

"Good morning, Sam." 

"You all right this morning?" He said. 

He was such a sweetheart always saying good morning to her. 

In fact, he always told her that she was the only executive there that actually acknowledged him as he stood guarding at the main doors.

He appreciated that she spoke to him and treated him like a person unlike some of the other executives who were too busy to bother to know his name. 

"I'm good, thank you,” she said walking by his desk.

“Have a good day,” she said. 

Why should anyone else feel the brunt of her unhappiness? Mother always taught her to be polite and be kind to people and never take out your frustrations on others. She wished everyone at work was the same, but that was another story altogether.

Right now, she felt her world crashing down on her right now. 

Where did she go wrong?

*     *     *  
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Febe grabbed a coffee from Tim Horton’s café right near to the elevator on the main floor.

Boy, she really needed her caffeine fix to jolt her up for the day. She had to try hard to erase the horrible scene at Jonathan’s apartment earlier. Get out of that frame of mind and step into a new frame of mind. She played over Katy Perry’s upbeat pop tune Roar in her mind. She really needed that boost right now.

She pressed the button on the elevator to the eleventh floor.

When the double steel doors opened to her floor, she was greeted by the new company logo on the double glass doors across from the elevator. 

Welcome to Harlington. Where magic happens.

Ha! That was her idea. 

She came up with it during the company’s brainstorming session as they were going through a major revamp of their image five months ago. 

Well, she came up with the tagline but Jonathan told the team about it. So he got the credit.

She was new at the time, her first week on the job...

Wait a minute.

Crap.

He took credit for her work. Gosh, how could she have been so blind?

He’d used her. 

He told her that he mentioned her name to the big bosses, but no one ever came to her to tell her thanks. They just used it and the next thing she knew, he got the promotion to account exec from coordinator.

Double crap!

She took another dose of her delicious hot coffee.

She needed to brace herself for the day ahead. Amanda was supposed to be at that meeting later, so...

“Hey, Febe,” Rebecca, the receptionist said when she walked through the double glass doors

“Hey, Rebecca. Any message?”

“No, but I hear the boss is not too happy,” she said in a low voice.”

Febe’s pulse hammered.

“Not too happy? Why?” Febe played naïve.

“Oh, she must’ve been at her boyfriend’s place and they got stuck.”

“Stuck?”

“Yeah, stuck in his apartment. Don’t know who that guy is but what a dud. How could he have jacked up doors like that?” Rebecca continued typing away at her computer while she spoke to Febe.

It was very clear to Febe that Rebecca and probably no one in the office knew that Amanda, the boss, was having relations with Jonathan, their co-worker. She didn’t know if that was a good thing or a bad thing that no one suspected Amanda’s affair.

“Wait a minute, tell me more about the door?”

“I don’t know,” she said, not looking up from her computer, “something about the fire department had to go there and break the door down. It was jammed shut from the inside. Like somebody put crazy glue on the joints or something.” She shrugged. 

Febe’s jaw fell open.

“Anyway, she did not sound too happy and said she might be a little late for the meeting but to go ahead and start without her,” Rebecca continued.

“I see. Got it. Um...thanks.” Febe walked away from the reception desk, feeling dazed.

What the heck just happened?

Her mind swirled back to the moments when she last saw Jonathan and she’d walked out of his apartment, then bam! The door slammed shut while he started to give her some sort of lame excuse and put down about why he needed to be with someone better—like Amanda, who had connections, unlike poor little Febe.

Crap.

If she was being honest with herself, she did feel a weird feeling, a powerful wave of energy zap inside her body the moment before the door slammed shut. 

She didn’t think anything of it at the time. She’d just thought it was heartburn or stress or something. Or shock over what she’d witnessed. Her boss and her boyfriend—fiancé, in bed. Together. It was too much for her mind, right now. She took another chug of hot coffee.

She then glanced at her opened satchel handbag and sadness filled her heart. 

Peaking out was part of the packaging from the comic book she’d bought him. She really should have just let him have it.

Nah, girl. You should’ve let him have it all right, but not the comic book, a swift whoop upside his head would have been good, a strange voice swept inside her mind.

What was that?

Was she going stir crazy all of a sudden?

She took a deep breath and sat down at her cubicle, taking her handbag off and placing it in the desk draw beside her. Later, when she wasn’t so angry, she’d give him the comic book. It was his present, after all.

Just then, Dave from the mail room and the receptionist came to her desk.

“Is everything  all right?”

“No, it isn’t Febe. We all have something we need to say to you to get off our chest,” Rebecca said in a serious tone.

Next minute, a few more of her team members crowded around her desk.

“You think we didn’t know?” Rebecca said, with her arms folded across her chest. 

Febe’s eyes opened wide. Oh, crap! Did they know about she and Jonathan? And now Amanda?

“Listen guys, I can explain...”

Before she could, they all broke out into a wide grin and sang Happy Birthday.

Febe’s blood pressure went down a bit. She could feel it.

“We knew it was your birthday, girl. Why didn’t you say anything?” another co-worker said when they’d finished singing and handed Febe a large creamy, rich cupcake topped high with frosting and a single candle on the top. That was the Harlington tradition to at least get a cupcake and a candle for whomever’s birthday it was, unless it was one of the top dogs. They got a bit more.

“Thanks so much, guys. I...I’m speechless,” she said. And she was. Good thing, she didn’t start blurting everything out about Amanda and Jonathan. Not that it was anyone’s business.

An hour later, Febe got ready for her meeting but was greeted instead by Amanda Harlington. She stood at the opening of her cubicle with her arms folded across her chest. Her blond hair cascading down her shoulders, her manicured fingertips tapping on her sleeves.

“Hey, Amanda. I was just about to head to the boardroom.”

“Well, you needn’t bother.”

“Why?”

“Because,” she said, taking out a folder she had at her side. “Here is your evaluation. I don’t think you’ve got what it takes to be here at Harlington. As you know you’re on probation and neither party has to give any notice if it’s not working out. And truth be told we need people, like Jonathan, with creative talent.”

Febe’s eyes widened in shock. There was that feeling again inside her. 

“What?”

She was seriously going to fire her on her birthday? Did this woman have no heart? She stole her fiancé, now she was stealing her joy?

Just then Sam, the security guard, looking so apologetic came to escort Febe off the premises—as was the case whenever anybody was let go.

Febe was too stunned to speak. Emotions climbed inside her. She was dazed. Shock. 

“How could you?”

“I don’t want to hear another word,” Amanda said. “I’m sure you’ll find something else more suitable for your skills.”

Was Amanda afraid of Febe blurting to the whole company how she was sleeping with a subordinate—who happened to be her now ex-fiancé? Was this what this was really about? Febe was on probation, so technically, she didn’t have much power to go to HR, even though she could fight it.

Febe shot up from her desk. “I don’t need to work for someone like you,” she said with what little pride she had left. She knew this was Amanda’s company, her granddaddy’s company. 

There were some battles she should fight and some she shouldn’t. She knew she would have to let the universe take over here. This was too big for her right now.

“And oh, happy birthday,” Amanda said with a snarky tone.

Her co-workers looked as stunned as Febe did when she marched pass them with the security guard and a box in her hand with her belongings at the office.

She could not believe she was having the worst birthday ever!

Not only would she lose her apartment because she could not afford to pay her rent based on her salary that she was expecting. She no longer had a fiancé, she was penniless waiting for another pay check that would never come and now she was about to be homeless, too.

Aside from waking up this morning, what the heck went wrong? This was a nightmare. It couldn’t be happening.

She really needed to get a new life. It couldn't get any worse than that. Katy Perry’s Roar started playing harder in her mind now. They haven’t seen the last of her—or have they?
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Later that evening, after walking around the city trying to figure things out, Febe stood in her kitchen, getting Meow Mix for Ebony, her furry four-legged baby. It looked as if they would both be eating cat food soon if she didn’t find another job pronto.

“Ebony, come here baby.”

Her beautiful black Bombay cat curled her soft tail around Febe’s ankle which brought warm feelings inside her. Ebony was the only friend she could count on right now. Her world revolved around her.

“Baby, it looks as if you and mommy are going to have to find a cheaper place to live while I try to find a new job.”

Her kitty purred gently and she scooped her up and hugged her close to her chest.

Ebony was a bit fussy for the moment. Then Febe said, “Oops. I almost forgot your favorite tune.” Her little black Bombay cat loved to listen to her favorite rock tune Black Cat by Janet Jackson. It was like her kitty’s anthem. Funny thing was Ebony responded almost like a real person, more than a cat sometimes. Or maybe it was Febe’s overactive imagination.

Febe touched the iPod and it came to live. The sound crooned through the Bose sound dock system and Ebony started getting all playful. That was the first time this morning it brought a smile to Febe’s lips.

Just then her open laptop made a sound. It was an incoming call. 

Crap.

She almost forgot her family was supposed to call her on FaceTime from Blackshore Bay to wish her a happy birthday. They usually did that around this time of the year. The women usually huddled on grandma’s old sofa in that old Victorian house on the cliff where Febe had spent many memorable childhood summers. She wished she could go there and hang out, but she couldn’t. They always acted a bit strange toward her.

Blackshore Bay would be the perfect place to regroup and take a much needed stress-relief break from the big city. It was a cozy small town nestled near cottage country just an hour’s drive north of Toronto.

Well, aren’t you going to answer it? A voice inside her said. 

Of course, I am, she answered back in her mind, thinking she really needed to take a break or she was going to go insane talking to herself like that. 

She sighed deeply. 

As much as she didn’t want to speak to anyone right now, she was always taught that friends could come and friends could go but your family will always be your family. 

She placed Ebony down on the kitchen floor and went to her computer and sat down on the couch.

“Hey,” she said as cheerfully as she could after she pressed the accept call key.

“What in Sam’s name is wrong with you?” Aunt Trixie said. 

Aunt Trixie was the aunt that always spoke her mind. She was a spitfire in the family, but she was always there for her kin, no matter what.  

“What?” Febe said, stunned.

“Trixie!” Aunt Eartha said, playfully tapping Aunt Trixie’s arm. “It’s the girl’s birthday. Have some manners.”

Aunt Eartha was like Mother Earth. Motherly, loving, always there. She was the wise one of her aunties.  .

“Sorry, darling,” Aunt Eartha said, apologetically on her little sister’s behalf. “How are you by the way? Happy blessed birthday!”

“Thank you, Aunties and no worries.”

“Vannie, are you coming?” Aunt Trixie called out.

“Yes, yes, I’m here. I’m coming.”

Her Aunt Vanity, whose real name was Vanessa but everyone called her Vanity because seriously, she was always into herself. Always had a mirror, obsessed with her looks, her status and how everyone else saw her. She was in the background. 

“Happy Birthday to you. Happy Birthday to you. Happy twenty-fifth birthday. Happy Birthday to you,” they each sang out of tune so badly, it almost gave Febe a warm sentimental smile. Well, at least something was back to normal in her life.

Her late mother’s older sisters Aunt Eartha, Aunt Trixie and Aunt Vanity were each there singing their dear hearts out. Bless them.

“Thank you,” Febe said and burst into tears.

“Hey, what’s wrong sweetie,” Aunt Eartha said soothingly. “I’m sorry it wasn’t in tune, you know how...”

Febe shook her head and waved them on. “No. No it’s not that.” She couldn’t contain her emotions any longer. 

Heck, if she couldn’t be herself around family, what was the point?

“I lost my job today, my fiancé and I’m going to lose this apartment.”

They froze.

She dabbed her eyes with a tissue from the box on the side table while she sat legs folded on the couch in her living room opposite the laptop on her coffee table. Ebony was busy nibbling on her treats in her kitty bowl. 

When she looked back up at the computer screen, she saw them all huddled around the computer with looks of shock and pity on their faces. It was the first time she saw them speechless. Really speechless.

Then when she appeared closer, she realized they weren’t saying anything or moving. She leaned closer. What was happening?

Then she realized the computer screen had frozen.

Crap.

She pressed on a key and another one but nothing happened for a moment. Just then Ebony, who had finished her kitty meal, strutted across the table and onto Febe’s lap curling up.

The moment that happened, the computer screen unfroze and they were talking.

“What happened?” she asked.

“You froze out on us, girl,” Aunt Trixie said.

“You froze on me, too.”

“Anyway, Febe, I’m not sure if you caught what I said earlier but we’re so sorry this all happened on your birthday,” Aunt Eartha offered.

“Would it have made a difference if it happened any other day?” Aunt Trixie said, sarcastically.

Aunt Eartha rolled her eyes at Aunt Trixie, while Aunt Vanity seemed oblivious to the whole situation. 

Aunt Vanity was still fixing herself up while looking into her compact mirror, touching up her bottle-blond hairdo. Febe remembered how traumatized Aunt Vanity got when she received her first gray hair. Ever since, she swore she’d never be gray again—in that same Scarlet O’Hara way when at the end of Gone With the Wind, Scarlet swore she’d never go hungry again. Aunt Vanity could be such a drama queen sometimes.

“You know what I meant, Trixie. You know what I meant, don’t you darling niece.” Aunt Eartha’s voice was filled with genuine concern. “Darling what happened?”

Febe was suddenly glad that her sister Janvier wasn’t there to watch this. She was usually at the old Victorian house with their aunties since moving back to Blackshore Bay, but she’d already texted Febe and told her that she would be working late at the Summer Café, owned by the family, and wished her a happy birthday already. If only she knew how unhappy it was...

“Well,” Febe sniffled, trying to gain her composure. “First, it started off with...”

“Vanity, pay attention,” Aunt Trixie said while Aunt Vanity started to powder her face. She was always powdering her face. Febe was sure someone had put a hex on her auntie so she’d be glued to a mirror—not that she believed in witchcraft.

“Huh.” Aunt Vanity looked embarrassed. Even though she was seated on the sofa turned to the side, she didn’t realize that she was in view of the camera.

“Pay attention. Don’t you see the girl’s trying to tell us about her pitiful birthday.”

Well, that made Febe feel more confident.

“Yes, yes. I’m listening. She lost her boyfriend or something, right? Did she find him?”

Aunt Trixie rolled her eyes. “Sorry, Febe. What were you saying?”

“I was just saying that,” Febe knew how protective her aunties were of her and her sisters, especially since their mother had died last year. They could drive her up the wall sometimes but they’d drive a stake knife into anyone who dare messed with them. So Febe decided to tell a condensed version of the breakup and not go into too much detail.

“He just broke it off with me.”

“What? That scoundrel.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that, Febe. And on your birthday? He knew it was your birthday, right?”

Febe nodded slowly and dabbed her eyes again. She knew he wasn’t worth the tears but she just couldn’t help herself. It wasn’t that she was crying over him as much as she wanted to rid any emotions of him. 

Crying was cleansing, she’d once read somewhere. 

“What a waste,” Aunt Trixie said, her arms folded tightly across her chest.

“Excuse me?” Febe asked, confused.

“What a waste. Instead of spending your time wiping away your tears, you need to spend time wiping away the people that caused you to shed a tear in the first place,” Aunt Trixie said. “I’ve got a spell I can cast on him, if you want.”

Febe didn’t quite get the last part of her aunt’s sentence about a spell and thought maybe she heard wrong or aunt Trixie was up to her tricks again, telling her crazy jokes.

“Trixie Summers!” Aunt Eartha scolded with shock. “Do not give the girl such nonsense advice. And you will not be casting spells on anyone!”

“What? She should just forgive him and forget what happened?” Aunt Trixie shot back.

“Forgive and move on. Forgiveness is not for him. It’s for her. She needs to release toxic feelings about him. You know they only serve to hurt the holder of the feelings, not the target. Never let anyone who’s not worthy of your priceless precious time on earth take up any room in your thoughts. You need thoughts to get ahead. Time spent on getting even is time wasted for getting ahead. Toxic feelings are harmful feelings,” Aunt Eartha finished.

“Not to mention what it does to your pores. All those toxic emotions seeping through you.” Aunt Vanity glanced into her compact mirror, looking at her cheekbones, touching her face with her free hand.

Febe wanted to break out into a grin at her Auntie’s non-stop self-concern.

“That’s not all,” Febe said.

“Yes, dear. You were telling us about your job.”

“Yeah, I...I didn’t cut the probationary period.” Febe bit down on her lower lip. 

She didn’t want to excite them too much. It would just make her feel worse, not better. She’d tell them another day. But not now. Besides, she was feeling bad enough about her twenty-fifth birthday.

“What? How come?” Aunt Eartha said. “I thought you were doing so well. All those wonderful campaign logos you were coming up with.”

“I know,” Febe said quietly. “It just wasn’t working out, okay? I’ll explain more another day. I’m too tired to go into it all right now.”

“Oh dear. Okay, sweetie. But what about your apartment. Do you need money?”

“Sis, you know we’re broke, right?” Aunt Trixie arched her brow and leaned toward her older sister.

Aunt Eartha sighed deeply. “No, we’re not quite broke, Trixie.”

“I’d hardly call being house rich and cash poor, a windfall, dear.”

“Trixie! Do you mind?”

“Fine.”

“Sorry, darling,” Aunt Eartha turned back to the screen to speak back to Febe. “Now what makes you think you’re going to lose your apartment?”

“I...I was counting on getting a raise once my probation was over in a couple weeks in time to pay the next installment on my rent. I already used up my savings as it is. Toronto’s not the cheapest city in the world to live.”

“I hear you, girl,” Aunt Vanity said, while still fixing herself up in her small vanity mirror. She was trying on a new shade of lipstick. That woman was hexed or something. She was always into herself—couldn’t tear herself away from a mirror for one single second. It was unreal. “I used to live on the lake in the downtown core, remember? The theatre district?”

“Oh, yeah, right.”

“Anyway, you should move back to Blackshore Bay, darling?” Aunt Vanity said, not looking into the computer.

“Actually, she’s right,” Aunt Eartha agreed.

“Where’s she gonna stay? I’m not sleeping on the sofa,” Aunt Trixie teased.

“No one is sleeping on any sofa, Trixie dear.  This mansion that was left to us by our dear grandmother has plenty of room. She can have her mother’s old room. Janvier is already in there.”

“The two of them, together?” Aunt Trixie arched her brow.

“For now, until we get the spare room set up. Anyway,” Aunt Eartha said turning back to the screen, “You can come here and stay with us and work at the Summer Café. We always need an extra hand there.”

“Are you sure, Aunt Eartha?”

“You worked there one summer before, remember?”

“Yeah, when Mom was alive. She really wanted me, Janvier and Marsha to work in the family business.”

“Yes, I know, darling. That was her dream.”

“Well, I’d told her that I wanted to live in the city and work in advertising after my degree, but...”

“But what?”

“I’m a total failure, let’s face it,” Febe blew out a puff of air.

“Well, nobody’s perfect,” Aunt Trixie said.

“Trixie!” Aunt Eartha chastised. “Sorry, sweetie. Listen, and listen to me good. If you haven’t gone through life without any blemishes, upsets, letdowns, disappointments or pain, then you haven’t lived, got that?”

“Whoa. I guess you’re right.”

“I know I’m right darling,” Aunt Eartha said. She then exchanged glances with Aunt Trixie and looked back at the screen. She could hear Aunt Vanity whisper something like, aren’t you going to tell her?

“Sweetie,” Aunt Eartha finally said.”

“Yes, Auntie?”

“Um...have you been having any strange feelings, lately?”

“Strange feelings? Depends. Like what do you mean?”

“Well, any weird energy levels? Or anything strange happening to you, especially today?”

All ladies leaned forward with their right ear directed to the screen of the computer camera as if waiting for her response.

“Um. No.” Just then Ebony’s ears stretched up. She started to hiss and Febe felt another strange sensation.

“Hey, wait a minute,” Febe said, “Come to think of it. I did. Today.”

“What was it dear?” Aunt Eartha asked, concerned.

“Well, I...um, thought something strange happened today at Jonathan’s apartment.”

“Like what?”

“When we were arguing, I left and stood outside the door. He stood inside his apartment and started to ramble off something insane that really got under my skin. I got angry. I could feel my core body temperature rise, then it was like there was a swift burst of wind or weird electrical energy that just zapped through me or around me and the next thing I knew, the door slammed hard in his face and well, on me, too. I never thought anything of it at the time, but it was really weird. I felt so, so drained afterward, like I’d just ran a marathon without sleep or something. And then later...I found out that he’d been locked in his apartment for a while.”

Febe watched as their eyes widened with shock. 

Well, Aunt Vanity was still fixing her hair looking in the vanity mirror in her hand.

They each exchanged funny glances with each other and said nothing for a moment.

“Darling,” Aunt Eartha finally said. “There’s something we need to talk to you about.” Her tone was more serious this time.

Febe’s heart thumped hard in her chest. “W-what? What is it?” 

Febe had a sinking feeling that she really didn’t want to know.

“Well, how should we say this?” Aunt Eartha chewed on her lower lip. That wasn’t like her. She only did this when she was super nervous and she wasn’t usually. Not these days. “You’ve come of age, Febe.”

“Of what?” Febe arched her brow, dubiously. 

She thought she’d come of age when she turned eighteen. Was Aunt Eartha feeling all right? Febe was long past coming of age.

“In our family, there is...well, something that is not shared with anyone. We had this discussion with your sister Janvier when she turned twenty-five two years ago and then she came here to live with us. We won’t be speaking to your sister Marsha until she comes of age which is another year or so.”

“What is it?”

They each exchanged funny glances again. 

“You’re not normal, honey,” Aunt Trixie blurted out.

“What?” Febe said stunned.

“Trixie!” Aunt Eartha shouted, angry. “Do you know anything about breaking something gently to someone?”

“Nah!” Aunt Trixie just folded her arms across her chest with her chin up.

Aunt Eartha took a deep breath and sighed deeply. “Sorry, darling.”

“What does Aunt Trixie mean by that?” Febe asked, suspiciously.

“It’s just that...well, it’s time we had this talk.”

“What talk? Please tell me it’s not about sex.”

“More like hex, darling?” Aunt Trixie said, grinning widely.

Aunt Eartha gave Trixie the look. She then turned her attention back to Febe.

Aunt Eartha then cleared her throat. “What she meant to say, sweetie, is that...”

Aunt Trixie leaned forward and blurted out, “You’re a witch!”
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“What?” Febe’s jaw fell open. 

Did her auntie just call her a witch?

That was the second person who’d told her that today. And her ex-fiancé was being a jerk when he called her that. 

But her aunties were not being jerks towards her. They were being serious. But this couldn’t be. She must have heard wrong. She searched their faces while staring in horror at the computer screen for any sign that she could have possibly heard wrong.

“Did you just call me a witch?” Febe finally blurted out, unable to control herself, as insane as the word witch sounded coming from her own lips. 

“Well,” Aunt Eartha looked uncomfortable and cast a sideways glare at Aunt Trixie before looking into the computer camera. “What she meant to say, sweetie, is that...”

“You came from a long line of witches,” Aunt Trixie interjected.

“Trixie!” Aunt Eartha said.

“What?” Aunt Trixie feigned innocent. “It’s true. Why are you going to sugar coat it? It is what it is. You know I’m always one to speak my mind, right?”

“Too much,” Aunt Eartha said.

“Aunt Eartha,” Febe said, dazed “None of this makes any sense to me.”

“It will when we see you, dear. It’s better that we speak in person. We were hoping you’d be here with us when you had your...coming of age, but we understood that you had work obligations at the time.”

“I see. So that’s why you were trying to get me to be there for my birthday, in Blackshore Bay?”

“Yes, darling.”  Aunt Eartha exhaled sharply.

“Are you trying to tell me that we’re all witches? Even Janvier?”

“Yes and no.”

“Yes and no?”

“Well, yes we have the gene.”

“The gene? What gene?”

“The magical gene, darling.”

Febe stared at her computer screen in horror. She could see her aunties hovered over their computer, well, Aunt Vanity was busy filing her nails now. Ebony crawled off Febe’s lap and went to take a nap in her kitty basket by the electric fireplace in her apartment near the TV. She curled up and fell asleep as if no care in the world. Right now, Febe wished she had no cares in the world.

This morning, everything seemed so normal. She had a good job, a way to pay off her debts, a cozy apartment on the subway line near her job, a fiancé and a normal family that acted crazy at times. 

Now, she had no job, no way out financially, no apartment as of next month and she’d just found out her family members were witches.

Some people came from a long family line of lawyers or doctors or accountants or police officers...why oh, why did she have to come from a long line of witches? Was that even possible?

She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“Okay, let me get this straight,” she said, looking into the computer screen again. “We’re from a long line of witches? Even my... mother?” She felt squeamish saying that. But she had to know the truth. As strange as everything sounded to her, for some reason it seemed to resonate inside her, and she found that very thought disturbing.

“Yes, darling,” Aunt Eartha said, calmly.

“Unbelievable,” Febe said, grabbing a chunk of hair in her hand on top of her head.

“Yes it is, isn’t it? Your sister Janvier had trouble with it at first, too, when we first told her on her twenty-fifth birthday.”

“Okay, whoa. Wait a minute. What’s this about twenty-fifth birthdays?”

“It’s a lot to go into dear. When we see you, we’ll explain everything and there’s more for you to see.”

“There’s more?” She arched her brow.

“Yes. You see, Blackshore Bay, is a small town, not really on the map and there’s a reason why.”

“Why’s that? Don’t tell me because everybody’s a witch there?”

“No, no darling. Don’t be silly.”

“Don’t be silly? You just told me that we’re all witches—women dressed in black that fly on broomsticks.”

Aunt Trixie squirmed on her seat. “Oh, dear God. Please do not say that!”

“Say what?”

“The stereotypes, darling,” Aunt Eartha interjected. 

“What stereotypes?” Febe was lost now. If she wasn’t lost before, she was certainly lost now.

“The stereotypes of witches. We’ve come a long way from the Salem Witch Trials but Trixie and I are on The Council’s Voluntary Board for Advancement of People with Magic.”

Febe grabbed a bottle of wine, that was supposed to have been for her birthday dinner, that was on the side table near her couch, looking dazed at the screen. She then poured herself a glass and took a swig.  

“You can’t be serious,” Febe said slowly a moment later.

Aunt Eartha and Aunt Trixie exchanged funny glances again then looked back at the FaceTime screen. “Yes. We are serious, darling. When you come back here, everything will make sense.”

“No disrespect, Auntie, but I seriously doubt that.”

“Anyway, darling,” Aunt Eartha continued. “For centuries our people have fought to eliminate these harsh negative stereotypes against our people.”

“What harsh stereotypes? Witches on broomsticks, cackling with their long black hats...?”

“Uuuuurgh!” Aunt Trixie shrieked again, this time covering her ears with her hands.

“Darling, those are horrible stereotypes and only makes things harder on us,” Aunt Eartha interjected. “We need to fight it but we certainly can’t have members of our family accepting those. Do we really look like that or behave like that?”

“Well, no. Of course not.”

“Did your mother look like that or behave like that?”

“Of course not.” But then again, she still wasn’t convinced that her mother was a witch. Her mother was beautiful and had long flowing ebony hair that was silky. Her skin was soft and glowing and her voice as soothing and kind as her heart. She resembled Catherine Zeta-Jones, the Hollywood actress. People always told her mother that she was a dead ringer for Catherine. Now, sadly her mother was no longer with them.

“Do we behave in such a hideous manner wearing long black cloaks, tall black hats, cackling at the moon?”

Febe grinned with embarrassment. “Well. No.”

“Then please don’t hurt the cause by buying into that negative stereotype that only seeks to keep us all down as a group. We are not like that in reality. It’s the media’s perception about us.”

“It is?” Febe arched her brow.

“Yes. And I’ve been fighting to get this Halloween business straight.”

“What? What do you mean? I thought witches loved Halloween. Not that I thought witches really existed.”

Aunt Trixie cringed again. “Oh, pull-ease! Are you crazy, girl? No self-respecting witch would buy into that negative hype. It makes us all look crazy and evil, riding on broomsticks wreaking havoc. Who’d ever heard of such a thing?”

“But...how do you...get around?”

“The same way you do, silly.” Aunt Trixie was not amused. 

“Some of us do get around on stick, dear,” Aunt Vanity added. “Depends on the type of stick, of course.”

“But not those horrible old broomsticks. Do you really things those things could fly with all the magic in the world?”

“Trixie! Be kind to the girl.” Aunt Eartha was her usual protective self with Febe, to which she was grateful. This was all a lot to sink in, especially on her birthday. Not that if she’d found out on any other day, it would have made a difference.

“Well, actually, it’s not entirely true,” Aunt Vanity said, still filing her nails and glancing at her long fingers and manicured work. “You see we can levitate and move swiftly to get around, some of us anyway,” she said.

“Oh, I see.”

“No, you haven’t seen anything yet, but you will darling,” Aunt Trixie said. 

“But be warned, you are experiencing things now, like magical feelings, intense energies, but you will not be able to practice magic fully until you become licensed.”

“What? Licensed? For what?”

“To practice magic darling. Just because certain people might be able to drive, doesn’t mean they should drive on the road unless they’ve been tested in their abilities and learned the proper rules of the road. I’m sure any idiot can get into a car and switch on the engine and steer it on the road. Or take something like healing. That’s more in line with the craft.”

“The craft?”

“Yes, dear. The craft. Anyway, most people know how to nurse a wound but you need a license to call yourself a nurse or to practice in a safe manner with the public. Magic is similar. It’s all in the handbook we have for you.”

Febe took another swig of her drink. “Okay, now I know I’m going insane. This is all a dream. I’m going to wake up soon and this will all be over like...puff.”

“No, darling. I’m afraid it’s real. Very real. We’ll have you registered with the Council of Witches in no time.”

“The Council of Witches? There’s a council for this thing?”

“Yes, it’s like a secret society around here. We’ll explain more later, dear. Madam Techer will be your teacher. You’ll be taking classes with her soon to study for your license.”

Febe took another swig of her drink, trying to drown out the truth or soak it all in without getting sick. “So I’ll have to go back to school, after I’ve just finished uni?”

“Yes. But as you know in life, you never stop learning. You can’t know it all. Everyday we learn something new.”

“You’re telling me,” Febe said with a glazed expression.

“But you must be careful. Not everyone knows about us or wants us to be around. There are certain elements of society that would rather that we don’t exist. Now the Bay is a safe town for us but it’s a magic-free zone. We can only practice or use our powers when it is very necessary and only in certain controlled environments.”

“Or what? We’d have our license revoked?” Febe arched her brow, trying hard not to grin. 

“Worse than that, dear.”

The smile was wiped off Febe

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
*

"
The Summer Sisters
el
Cozy Mystery Collection
= Books 1-3





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





