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Thank you so much for reading i Witch you a Merry Christmas.

We hope you like reading it as much as we liked creating it. If you would like to know more about the Kitchen Witch Wars Series and be notified of all our new releases, plus have the opportunity to get free books make sure you sign up for our Bombshell Bliss Books Newsletter.

www.BombshellBliss.com/newsletter
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“Of course not,” Meadow said, crossing her arms across her chest. “Why would I even consider substituting Allspice?”

“I am not saying that you would. I am only exchanging ideas.” Adonia said.

“Well, now that we are finally here, we should be able to procure some soon. It really will jazz up our recipe, giving it that perfect zing that will bring all the flavors together.”

“Oh, I really do love visiting the Christmas market. It looks absolutely beautiful at this time of the year.”

“It really does, doesn’t it? I always love coming here. The grand tree in the center never fails to delight everyone!” Meadow said, looking around.

Even though she had been here so many times, she still couldn’t help but be awed by the atmosphere around her. It was a wonderful night, with light snow falling around them. The ground was covered in snow from last night’s snowfall, and it looked absolutely beautiful under the gorgeous moonlight. The air was alive with the sounds of laughter and merriment, as witches crowded the market, enjoying the beautiful Christmas ambiance.

She could see the children laughing and running around, enjoying the various toys and games that were only found in the market. The stalls that lined the streets were decorated with glittering fairy lights, and many of them played the most wonderful music. Meadow tightened her fur coat around her, her Grimoire clutched tightly in her arms. She closed her eyes as the breeze picked up, relishing the cool, winter air. 

“Come get your wailing Wassail!” A voice chanted nearby. “Come get this delicious drink! Let it warm your throats on this cool night! You know you want it! You ain’t got anything like it! You ain’t seen anything like it! Come try this exclusive drink! We only make it once a year! Come on, Ma’ams and Sirs!”

Adonia glanced at her friend and said, “Care to try?”

Meadow smirked, and the two friends shared a mischievous look.

“Race you there?” Meadow asked.

“Sounds great. See you at the finish line!” Adonia said with a grin, and a second later she was gone. Meadow was quick to follow, running as fast as her legs could carry her. She and Adonia were always having small friendly competitions amongst them and yet, at the same time, there was an air of rivalry between the two. Neither of them liked to lose, even if it was all in jest. 

The two of them ran through the snow, almost neck to neck despite Adonia getting a head start. Meadow could see the stall and the vendor up ahead, and she smiled as a devious idea came into her mind. It was a quick, short spell, barely requiring any energy to perform. As the spell weaved its way around her, she felt her body get light, and as a consequence, she felt her speed increase. Adonia was almost there when Meadow finally managed to get ahead, and as a result, win the race.

“Hah, should have run faster, slowpoke,” Meadow teased.

Adonia and Meadow stood near the stall, panting. Adonia looked furious at having lost the race, but there wasn’t much she could say. Winning by the help of magic was allowed and she just felt sour that she hadn’t thought of it herself.

“Loser buys the winner some wailing Wassail!” Meadow said, smiling at her friend warmly.

“Of course, it’s not like you can afford it!” Adonia replied, smugly. The comment instantly stung and Meadow took a step back, the smile disappearing from her face.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” She stammered.

“Look Meadow, just quit it. We both know you wouldn’t even be standing here if my parents hadn’t been so kind and generous to yours. We both know that you couldn’t really afford the lifestyle you currently have.” Adonia snapped. 

Meadow didn’t reply, too hurt by her friend’s comments to say anything. She knew Adonia hated losing, especially to Meadow, but she hadn’t expected her friend to be so rude. Then again, she should have expected it. How many times has Adonia used her higher statues to taunt her? How many times had she told Meadow that she didn’t belong with them because her parents were only merchants? She should be used to it by now, and yet, she still felt as upset as the first time Adonia had said it.

“Two wailing Wassail, please,” Adonia said to the Vendor, who instantly started pouring some into large, wooden mugs.

The moment the warm mead hit the mug, it instantly started producing the typical haunted sound. The two girls had always loved it and found it rather funny to drink the mead while it was actually wailing. Adonia offered a mug to her friend, who looked at her for a minute, hesitating.

“Come on, I was only joking,” Adonia said. “Don’t tell me you took it seriously?”

“No, of course not,” Meadow quickly replied, accepting the mug. That’s what Adonia always said. No matter how hurtful her comments were, she always played it off as a joke, and Meadow went along with it.

The two girls clinked their mugs together, before taking a sip. The mead wailed as they drank it and the two of them instantly burst out laughing. Whatever sourness that had risen up between them dissipated and Adonia wrapped her arm around Meadow’s before they continued their way into the market. There was a lot to be seen and a lot to explore, and they were only just getting started.
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“We should definitely search for a tree now that we are here,” Adonia said, looking around. 

“Well, there is a stall right there,” Meadow said, pointing towards one of the largest stalls in the market. It was one of the most crowded places, surrounded by many witches who were busy with last, minute decorations. Meadow already had a small tree for her own house, but Adonia needed multiple for her mansion. Even though she already had one on each floor, she was of the opinion that she should have her own personal tree in her own room. Hence, the two of them walked hand in hand towards the stall.

“Oh, I love this giant one,” Adonia commented, spotting one.

“Giant?” The tree said gruffly. “I am just big boned, Madam, thick trunked, if you will.”

“Well, we apologize,” Meadow said, pacifying it.

“It’s quite alright. What else can be expected from humans? Their ignorance is baffling.” The tree muttered.

“Well, I might be ignorant about trees, but I know all about Christmas decorations. I think it will look wonderful if decorated with beautiful singing balls and then a magnificent star on the top.” Adonia said, thoughtfully.

“Excuse me!” The tree protested. “I am not some cheap showpiece for you to dress me in singing ornaments and – Stars!”

The last part was said with an air of arrogance, and Meadow couldn’t help but grin. It always amused her how the trees were so snobbish about their own decorations and would actually create a huge fuss over it. Just last year Adonia had forced one of the trees on her mansion to wear tinsel, and the tree had protested by singing particularly morbid songs all throughout Christmas. Adonia had been furious, but Meadow had secretly found it funny and had actually given the tree an encouraging wink. 

“You will wear whatever I decide you wear!” Adonia was saying. “If you continue to be difficult, I will not be buying you! In fact, no one will buy you! You will spend Christmas in a warehouse somewhere, without any cheer or happiness around you! You will be the tree with no family to own it and love it!”

“Hah!” The tree gasped. “How dare you even wish a tree such pain? Regardless, I will not bow down to your wishes! I refuse to wear a star in my head! I refuse it!”

“In that case, I guess I will be looking elsewhere!”

“Good day to you, madam!” The tree huffed, rather offended.

Adonia didn’t seem to care though because she instantly moved along to another tree. It took her a while to find a tree that she could bully to wear her decorations, but eventually, the two of them managed to strike a deal. A few minutes later, the payment was made, and the tree was magically shipped to Adonia’s address.

“I should also pick up a few gifts. I mean I could go to the gifting booth, but you never really know what you are going to get there, do you?” Meadow said.

The gifting booth was well known to host some of the best, pre-wrapped gifts in the market, but they had a startling drawback. The gifts choose who they wanted to go to, which made things rather difficult at times. It was only two years ago when it had chosen Uncle Jared as its receiver. Everything seemed fine when the gift was opened and a beautiful tin of cookies was found, and then, Uncle Jared’s tongue had swollen, and he had to be taken to a healer. Turns out the cookies had peanuts and had triggered Uncle Jared’s allergy. Meadow had been mortified when she had found out and had since then vowed off against buying anything from the gifting booth.

“Oh, how about some candy canes?” Adonia asked. 

“Oh, I can’t believe we forgot that!” Meadow exclaimed. It was one of their favorite things to eat at the Christmas market, and it was almost like a family tradition. They passed by the Dickensian carollers, whose voices rang out as they sang “We witch you a merry Christmas, We witch you a merry Christmas, We witch you a merry Christmas and a haunted new year!” before finally reaching the stall.

“Two candy canes, please,” Meadow ordered, taking the coins out of her pouch. The old man who handled the stall every year smiled at them before taking out two beautifully striped canes and handing them over. Meadow handed him the money and the two girls looked at each other.

“Ready?” Adonia said. “1,2,3!”

At three, both the girls instantly licked the canes, enjoying the delicious, sweet taste of the candy. And then exactly in sync, the two of them stuck their tongues out, laughing when they saw each other’s striped tongue. Apparently, the secret of making this special candy that turned the tongue into a candy striped pattern was only known by the old man who made them. Meadow had often tried to convince him to impart the recipe, but he had remained firm. 

“That’s the booth of the Christmas tree toppers!” Meadow said as the two of them made their way deeper in. 

“Oh, I have never tried those. Aren’t they stars that are imbued with the soul of someone you love? Someone you lost?” Meadow asked.

“Yes, so you can spend the holidays with them. It doesn’t surprise me that you have never tried them. They are only made on pre-order and they are rather expensive. Not really made for people like you.”

Meadow forced a smile and once again ignored her friend’s underhanded snub at her social status. There was no point in picking a fight over a small thing like that. Plus, she was right. Meadow could never afford things like these.

“Come on, it’s getting late and we still need Allspice, and we need to get our Grimoire imbued with the power of a new recipe.”

“I don’t really understand the concept of this. Why are we doing it again?”

“There is a stall, it’s run by one of the most ancient witches the realm has ever seen. It is said that she can provide special Christmas recipes that have powers no one has ever felt before. Of course, it’s all rather conditional on the fact that there must be an appropriate Christmas spirit around for the recipe to appear within the book. She only shows up once every ten years to the market and grants the power of her recipes.”

“But why would she do that? Isn’t she afraid that they may be misused?”

“I am not sure. Mrs. Mogridge said that it’s because the recipe is so technical that many people can never follow it. Apparently, you need to be a very powerful witch and have a strong, pure heart to be able to use it. It only ever appears on Christmas and only if there is Christmas spirit around, I mean, such vague conditions. Either way, I think it’s worth having it in our Grimoire!”

“Alright! Where is this witch though anyway?”

“I don’t know. Her stall is supposed to be right at the end of the market, near the dark forest. It should be around here somewhere.”

“Hey, Adonia?” Meadow asked, her complexion pale. “I think I found it?”

Adonia looked to where Meadow was pointing, and her color faded away. Right at the very edge of the forest, was a small, morbid looking stall. Unlike the rest of the market, it was decorated with bats and spiders and was lit by a dim, blue light. On the side, sat a fat, old looking woman, dressed in a long black robe. What truly terrified the girls though, was the maniacal look in her eyes as she glared at them. Meadow didn’t know much about this witch, but there was one thing she knew instantly. This woman was dangerous, and if they didn’t tread carefully, they might not make out of this alive.
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“Well, will you just stand there? Or will you come?” The old witch snapped. Meadow looked around, wondering who she was talking to, but there was no one around. Everyone seemed to be making a point to stay as far away from this witch as possible, and Meadow could see why. The witch exuded so much power that it scared everyone within a mile of her. 

“I am talking to you,” The witch cackled. “You two idiot girls, standing there and gawking at me.”

Adonia and Meadow shared a terrified glance, and Meadow hoped Adonia would just decide to leave. But Adonia had never been the one to back down, and after a minute of hesitating, she mustered her courage and walked towards the stall. Meadow sighed, wondering why she even agreed to this and followed her silently. 

“Hello? Are you Witch Gretchen?” Adonia asked, her voice shaking slightly. They were two grown adult witches, and yet, the old woman looked so powerful and ancient they couldn’t help but be wary.

“Depends on who is asking,” The old witch replied gruffly.

“We wanted your Christmas recipe to be included in our grimoire.”

“A lot of people want my recipes. A few have the guts to actually ask me for it.” Witch Gretchen replied, glaring at the two girls. And then, a second later, her expression softened. 

“Of course, I will give you my recipes. My Christmas recipe brings such joy and happiness, and I would be a grinch if I decided to keep it to myself.” She said, sighing. “I wish more people would ask me for it. But most people would rather believe rumors.”

Meadow felt a pang of sadness for the old woman. She had a feeling that the ancient witch was surprisingly lonely and probably just wanted some company.  She didn’t know what rumors existed about Gretchen, but she felt a twitch of sympathy for her. Perhaps she wasn't as scary and bad as she looked.

“Give me your books, and I will imbue it with my spells and recipe. But be wary, the recipe will be hidden until the circumstances are right and only then it will reveal itself.” Gretchen said.

Adonia and Meadow hesitated, neither of them wanted to hand over their grimoire to some witch who might possibly steal it. And yet, why would a witch as strong as her need their grimoires? With that thought in mind, Meadow handed hers over and the witch took into her gnarly hands.

Meadow watched with apprehension as the old witch started to mutter and whisper words in an occult language that neither of the young witches understood. It was clear that Gretchen had knowledge that far exceeded their own. Blue light began to emit from her hands, which surrounded the book and the grimoire instantly began to glow. And then, just as quickly as it had appeared, the blue light disappeared, leaving behind a completely unchanged grimoire.

“The recipe is in there, and it’s a surprise. When the time is right, it will reveal itself.” The witch said, returning the book to Meadow.

Adonia’s book was given a similar treatment, and soon enough, both the young witches had a new recipe in their arsenal.

“Thank you,” Adonia said. “Tell me what you charge, and I will pay you.”

“You think I do this for money?” The witch growled, flaring up. “Do you really think I would stoop that low? I thought you understood the meaning of these recipes, which is why you came to me, but you—”

“We are sorry!” Meadow gasped, cutting her off. “That is not what we meant. I know your recipes and spells bring joy and warmth into one’s heart and you just want to share it with others. Adonia didn’t mean to offend you. We are just so grateful for what you have done for us that we just wanted to repay you somehow.”

Meadow’s words seemed to pacify the old witch, who calmed down. 

“You know, You two girls are the only ones to approach me all night? There was once a time when I was the hero of this realm. One of the most powerful witches anyone had ever seen. I had saved this realm so many times, from such awful creatures, and this is what I am reduced to. From being the most popular and heroic witch, I am now a simple vendor that no one even approaches.”

“I don’t understand, how come everyone is treating you like this?” Meadow asked.

“Simple it’s because my heroism is forgotten. Those who knew me, those that saw me fight are all dead, and the new witches don’t care to learn of their past. No one remembers me now, and no one cares. I am just the ugly witch that everyone is afraid of and no one dares to even talk to.” Gretchen said.

Meadow looked at Adonia, who was gesturing at her to end the chit chat and get moving, but in her heart, Meadow knew she couldn’t leave like that. She swallowed before walking over to the witch and sitting down beside her.

“I would love it if you could tell me one of your adventures!” Meadow asked. The look of happiness that spread on Gretchen's face confirmed Meadow's doubt. The old witch was just lonely and sad. Without wasting a minute, Gretchen started an epic tale of when she faced a four-headed beast, and Meadow smiled as she listened attentively. Adonia sighed, grimacing before joining Meadow, as Gretchen took them into the mystical land of her past.
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“I can’t believe you made me sit through that!” Adonia grumbled, standing outside their favorite spice booth. 

“I think she just wanted some friends and some company. Just someone to talk to. I felt so sad for her, she used to be so well known, and now everyone who knew her is long gone and she is alone. No one even talks to her or says good morning. I thought she would appreciate it if we sat with her for a while.”

“And what do we do about her parting gift?” Adonia asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Nothing. What can we do? We let him tag along.” Meadow replied, casting a gaze above her.

A red parrot was flying above her head, squawking loudly as they passed through the crowded streets. As a token of her gratefulness, Gretchen had given them the parrot. She said he was once a witch who got turned into a witch’s familiar. Gretchen didn’t know much about him; she said that he had just randomly shown up one day and had been accompanying her ever since. Apparently, he was getting more and more annoying by the day, and she didn’t really want to keep him anymore. It didn’t help that the parrot seemed to have a sudden liking to Meadow and had decided to follow her.

“You better get some food in my belly!” The parrot squawked, sitting down on her shoulder. 

“We just brought you a bag of seeds!” Adonia said, frustrated.

“You think that was food? A bunch of misers, aren’t you? Buy the man some proper food!” The parrot shouted in its high pitched voice.

“How dare you call us misers!” Adonia said, outraged. “Meadow are you listening to him?”

“We will buy some more food after we get the stuff we need,” Meadow said in a soothing voice. “Adonia, he is just a parrot, stop arguing with him.”

“I am not a parrot!” The animal shouted. “I am a witch! I am Sol! I am one of the cleverest witches of all time!”

“Really?” Adonia asked. “So, does that mean you were once a witch? How come you ended up becoming a familiar?”

“None of your business!” Sol squawked.

“Are you just going to follow us around? Can’t you tell you are not wanted!” Adonia said, her eyes narrowed.

“You think something like that will stop me?” The parrot shouted. “I do what I want, and when I want! I am the mighty Sol!”

“Meadow! This happened because of you! Why did you have become friends with the old woman?” Adonia said, exasperated.

“Look, she was happy that someone finally gave her some company after so long and it’s just a bird. If it bothers you so much, I will keep him with me, so you don’t have to deal with him.” Meadow said.

“Oh, alright. I guess she was nice enough to give us her recipe. Still, I think we wasted plenty of time and now we have a bird on our hands! We need to get some Allspice soon before the market closes! Dawn is almost here.”

“Here you go!” The shop vendor said, holding the pouch out. “Here is your Allspice!”

“Oh, thank you,” Meadow chimed, taking the pouch, and carefully putting it in her bag. Adonia quickly paid the money, and said, “Let’s hurry. If we manage to make it in time we might—.”

Meadow never got to find out what Adonia was ‘planning to’ because a minute later she ran face first into another man.

“Ouch!” She exclaimed, falling onto the floor. Her bag fell from her hand, spilling out all its contents.

“God, you are clumsy!” Adonia said, kneeling down to help.

“Hey, watch where you are going!” The man snapped, bending down to pick up his spice pouch which had fallen out of his hands.

“Excuse me! You are the one who should be looking!” Adonia snapped, instantly coming to her friend’s defence.

“What a jerk!” Sol squawked. 

“Yea, whatever!” The man said, sarcastically before walking away.

“Hey, you!” Adonia shouted. “Come back here and apologize!”

“Let it be, Adonia,” Meadow said. “He doesn’t care!”

“I swear, he is such a jerk. If I ever meet him again, I will—.”

“Excuse me? Can I help?” A smooth, deep voice cut off Adonia in the middle of her rambling. Meadow looked up and found herself staring into the most handsome, bright pair of blue eyes she had ever seen. 
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The eyes belonged to the most charming man. His face looked as if it had been sculpted from marble. His cheekbones were prominent, and his jawline was sharp enough to cut diamond. His jet black hair was set backward and not a single hair was out of place. He smelled of old spice, a manly musky smell that made Meadow feel weak in her knees.

“It’s quite alright,” Meadow said with a smile, quickly picking up her grimoire and stuffing it in the bag.

“Here, I believe this pouch is yours?” He said, picking up the spice pouch.

“Oh, thank you!” Meadow said, blushing as he gazed intently at her. “I am Meadow, by the way.”

“I am Bruno Amatto,” He said, his thick Italian accent sending shivers down her spine. “It is ever a pleasure to meet you, Madame.”

“Excuse me!” Adonia interrupted, suddenly noticing him. She pushed Meadow away, who had just stood up and smiled flirtatiously at James.

“Hi, I am Adonia. Thank you so much for your help. It’s really rare to meet someone so kind these days.” Adonia said, shaking his hand.

“And I am Sol!” The parrot shouted; not the one to be ignored easily.

Meadow rolled her eyes as she stood up again. It was such typical Adonia behavior that she wasn’t even surprised anymore.

“Miss Adonia, it really is a pleasure to meet you, principessa” Bruno said, placing a kiss on Adonia’s hand. Adonia flushed, then turning pink, and Meadow once again rolled her eyes.

“And Sol, I assume you are a familiar? It is wonderful to meet you as well.” Bruno said. Sol seemed happy to have been treated with such respect and perched himself on James’s shoulder.

“And you, Miss Meadow. Ciao Bella,” Bruno said in his deep voice, before taking Meadow’s hand and kissing it gently. Meadow felt a tingle run through her skin as his lips touched her and a goofy smile spread on her lips.

“The pleasure is all mine,” Meadow replied.

“Ahh, such beautiful ladies, belissima. Please, let me take you for some delicious hot chocolate or perhaps a festive mug of Vin Brulé.

“Vin Brulé sounds wonderful,” Adonia said, almost instantly, accepting the arm he had offered. “I think Meadow is rather busy tonight, but I will happily accompany you.”

“Ahh, is this true, Miss Meadow?” Bruno asked, turning to her. “We would love it if you can join us.”

Meadow smiled, resisting the urge to throw Adonia a dirty look, and said, “Oh, I think I can take some time out for some Vin Brulé; after all you can only get it this time of year.”

“Wonderful!” Bruno said, offering Meadow his other arm, which she happily took. She was well aware that Adonia was glowering at her, but for once, she didn’t care.

“So, what do you do, James?” Adonia asked in a sweet voice.

“Well, I am actually responsible for trade between the human world and the witch realm. It involves a lot of travel, but I wouldn’t change it for the world. I love going to different places and having new adventures every day.” Bruno said. Just the way he was talking about it all, with so much emotion and passion, it made Meadow want to know more.

“I have never been to the human world,” Meadow said. “What’s it like?”

“Never been to the human world?” Bruno asked. “You really are missing out on truly marvelous sights! It always amazes me how humans have managed to come up with all these inventions and actually manage to live so well without magic. It is especially beautiful there tonight; the Christmas market is at full flow!”

“You said you trade items?”

“Well you see, there are some witches who choose to stay in the human world for various reasons. Even though they usually live in secrecy, they often need spices, recipes, and various other ingredients for their spells and enchantments, which can’t be found in the human world. I provide them with such things. Likewise, there are some things only found in the human realm that some witches here enjoy, and hence, I procure it for them.”

“What a sad job.” Sol squawked, interrupting.

“Sol, that’s rude!” Meadow scolded.

“It’s alright,” Bruno said, chuckling.

“I can’t believe there are witches that would actually choose to stay in the human world.” Adonia scoffed.

“Well, it is not very surprising. Their world is magnificent. Believe me, such truly wondrous sights. You see a large monument in our realm, and it doesn’t bring that sense of wonder because we know how it was made. We know the magic that was used, and it doesn’t bring us any amazement. But if you see a monument in the human world, ahh. How did they do it? They have no magic. They have made these machines to do what we do with magic. Ahh, I cannot explain it. It is just wonderful. You must see it for yourself!”

“What a load of bologna!” Sol shouted, but everyone ignored him.

“Maybe someday we can visit the human world and see them for ourselves,” Meadow said, smiling at his warmth and passion.

“Why not right now?” Bruno exclaimed.

“What? Right now?” Adonia asked, surprised.

“The portal that connects the witches’ market to the human Christmas market is operational. In fact, we are quite close to it. Why not come with me and check it out?”

“You can’t be serious. We have work to do, and we don’t even have any clothes or—.”

“Adventure doesn’t wait for clothes!” Bruno said. “The time is now, and we must grasp it! What do you say? Will you let me show you around the world of humans?”

“Alright, let’s do it,” Meadow said, enticing a gasp from Adonia.

“Are you crazy?” She snapped at Meadow.

“Maybe, but I like Bruno’s plan. I want to see this world for myself, and we are close to the portal. And if we keep waiting for the right time, or for clothes, we will actually not end up going. It will be just one of those plans that get constantly delayed. I am going with James, but you don’t have to join us.” Meadow said. 

She could see the cogwheels turning in Adonia’s head as she thought it over. Meadow knew she had a lot of things to do, but at the same time, Adonia would never let Bruno go with Meadow alone.

“Of course, I will join you!” Adonia said, smiling brightly.

“Sol?” Bruno asked, turning to look at the parrot.

“Oh, what the heck,” Sol shouted in a shrill voice. “Let’s go.”

“Then, it’s decided. We shall go to the realm of humans!” Bruno said, his accent getting thicker with excitement.

As the three of them – and a parrot, walked towards the portal, Meadow just hoped that they weren’t making a mistake.
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“Wow, it really is wondrous!” Meadow exclaimed, looking around the human Christmas market.

“So, the portal leads us directly to the Christmas market in Italy? Why Italy” Adonia asked, peering into the small building where the portal, that they had just traveled through, was located.

“Yes, it does. It opens into this small building, which is enchanted to discourage humans from entering it and covering our entrance into the human world. The portal only opens into Italy at this time of the year and closes January 6th. It’s an ancient one that hearth witches still use to get to the human world. They dress up in black shawls as the Italian Christmas Witch La Befana and then on January 5th the eve of the feast of Epiphany at midnight they ride on broomsticks into the human world. Then cast a Naughty or Nice Spell to find the children that were good all year. They then go down their chimneys and fill their stockings with gifts and sweets, sometimes leaving coal for the naughty children. And before leaving they magically sweep the houses of the children sweeping away the problems of the year. It is marvelous, isn’t it?”

“How marvelous,” gasped both girls simultaneously.

“The market, It’s almost like our own!” Meadow exclaimed, looking around. “There is the candy cane stall.”

“Yes, only theirs doesn’t change the color of your tongue,” Bruno explained.

“Speaking of tongues, before we go any further, we need to do the Gift of Tongues Spell, that way we can communicate with anyone we want. So, now everyone stick out your tongues and try to touch your nose with your tongue three times. Now repeat out loud, “Glossolalia, shmossolalia, glossolalia, go!” A chorus of glossolalia’s rang out followed by hearty laughter as everyone realized how ridiculous they looked trying to lick their own noses.

“What a waste of time,” Sol shouted, alarming a few passer-by’s, who instantly turned around to look at him amongst them a toddler who tugged on his mom’s coat saying “Look, talking bird!”

“Shush, Sol!” Adonia whispered. ”They can understand us.”

“Yes, Sol. I am afraid the charming Miss Adonia is right. We have to be very careful not to show any sign of magic in this realm, and that means that you will have to pretend to be a normal parrot.” Bruno whispered.

“I am not normal.” Sol squawked, but Meadow cut him off mid-sentence.

“Sol, you play nice and I will buy whatever you ask for. Any food, no matter what it is. Okay?” Meadow said. The parrot considered her offer for a few minutes and then looked away, which Meadow took as agreement.

“Oh, there is the stall for Christmas trees! But I bet these ones don’t speak.” Meadow said.

“Yes, makes it mighty easy to decorate them,” Bruno said, as they all walked down the street. 

“Hmm, if I knew I was coming here, I would have just brought one from here. What must a girl do to get some obedient trees around here?” Adonia said.

“Well, Miss Adonia, as impressive as obedience is, it makes things rather boring. There is something fun and exciting about having a challenge on your hands. About being with someone who brings that spark in your life. Someone who may disagree or argue with you but still they make life beautiful and fun and charming.” Bruno said, looking into Adonia’s eyes. Meadow felt a slight pang of jealousy, but she ignored it. The human world was far too interesting for her to spend her time sulking around.

Adonia blushed as she looked at Bruno and then said in a soft voice, “I guess you are right.”

“Oh, the tree is beautiful!” Adonia suddenly gasped out, looking in amazement at the 70-foot tall tree that decorated the center of the market. It was decorated in stars and angles, and every Christmas ornament that one could think of.

“It is,” Bruno said. “But not as beautiful as the two beautiful women next to me.”

Meadow blushed as Adonia scowled at her then turned her face smiling brightly up at James. 

“Now, I must take you girls, and parrot, for the most delicious Vin Brulé that anyone has ever tasted. If you will follow me!” Bruno said.

“Couldn’t you have just stayed at home?” Adonai whispered to Meadow.

“Couldn’t you have?” Meadow snapped back.

“Ugh, you are infuriating!” Adonia whispered angrily before marching off to catch up to James.

“You shouldn’t let her treat you like that,” Sol, who had decided to perch himself on Meadow’s shoulder, squawked.

“I know. She really does get on my nerves at times; and she is so rude!” Meadow grumbled, crossing her arms across her chest.

“Then why you stick around with her?”

“Because she is my soul sister. We were born on the same day and at the same time and in the same place.”

“Interesting,” Sol said.

“Shush! The humans are looking!” Meadow whispered, and then increased her pace to catch up to Bruno and Adonia.

“Wait for me, please!” Meadow said. As she started to walk fast, her feet suddenly slipped, seemingly off their own accord. Her bag fell from hand and she saw her grimoire falling onto the slippery floor and skidding away from her. She fell to the ground and felt a sharp shooting pain through her body.

She reached out for her grimoire, which had slipped far away from her and ran the risk of being trampled by human feet. She saw a pair of hands reach out for it and her eyes widened as she saw a hooded man picking it up. She could feel Adonia’s arms around her as her friend helped her up, and she could hear James's deep voice as he asked her if she was okay.

“Yes, I am fine,” Meadow replied, even though her head was pounding. Her vision was blurred and dim, and her eyes sought the hooded man who had picked up her book. She saw him walking towards her, the grimoire wrapped in his arms. He was almost near her when all of a sudden, she saw him collapse on the floor. The humans had started to notice the situation by now and were slowly starting to gather around. 

Bruno instantly got up, walking towards the hooded man, and turning him over. Then, with a sleight of hand, he quickly picked up the grimoire and hid it in his coat. 

“What happened?” A human asked, running over.

“My friend fell down because of something sticky on the ground;” Bruno said. “I think this man fell down from the same reason, perhaps?”

“Maybe,” The human replied. 

“Sir, Sir? Can you hear me?” Bruno said, checking for the man’s pulse.

“Is he okay? Why isn’t he waking up?” The human asked.

Bruno didn’t reply for a minute, silently staring at the hooded man.

Finally, after a long silence, he said, “That’s because he is dead.”
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“Dead?” Adonia said, still in shock after an hour of the incident. “Is he really dead? How could he be dead?”

“Was it a heart attack?” Meadow asked.

“What a turn in the tale!” Sol squawked.

“We don’t know. The humans have their ways of finding out what caused the death,” Bruno said in a low voice.

“This is surreal. He picked up your book and then he suddenly collapsed. What could it be?” Adonia whispered.

Someone had called the ambulance to shift the poor dead man to the hospital. The police arrived and had asked everyone nearby about what had happened, and now had finally let them all go.

“I don’t quite understand what happened,” Meadow said. She was looking at James, who had a very thoughtful expression on his face. She had a feeling that he knew something but was keeping it to himself. She couldn’t help but feel a sudden wave of suspicion about James. After all, he had suddenly shown up out of the blue and offered to take them to the human world. Who meets two strange women and acts so friendly? She should have been suspicious right from the start. What did he know? Why wasn’t he telling them?

“I don’t understand it either,” Bruno said. “One thing is clear though, that man was murdered.”

“Murdered!” Sol suddenly shouted.

“What?” Adonia said, loudly.

“Shush!” Bruno said. “Not so loud. Too many ears around us.”

“What do you mean murdered?” Meadow whispered.

Bruno didn’t reply, but instead, he held out his finger.

“Smell it.” He said.

“Excuse me?” Adonia asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Just smell it!” Bruno said, insistently. 

Meadow and Adonia exchanged a glance before leaning over to sniff it. The pungent smell that hit their noses was unmistakable.

“Aconite,” Meadow stated, paling.

“He was poisoned,” Adonia stated, simply. 

“Aconite!” Sol said. “Whoever used it must have altered it to make it fast-acting and instantaneous!”

“Yes, it seems that he was. I also found a dart protruding from the man’s neck. I think it might have been used to poison him.” Bruno said, discreetly taking out the dart from his pocket.

“That should be simple enough to confirm,” Adonia said, her mind instantly kicking into gear. The two girls had always loved solving mysteries since they were little. They would often read mystery novels and have competitions about who could guess the killer. Meadow could feel the wave of excitement as the memories came flashing back. It had always been fun solving all those mysteries; and here there was another mystery, right in front of them.

“Yes, we can simply test the dart for the poison,” Meadow said. “It is a simple enough spell.”

“I found something else,” Bruno said, and after looking around to make sure no one was paying attention to them, he took out a piece of paper.

“What’s that?” Meadow whispered.

“Read it.”

Both Meadow and Adonia peered into the paper, which contained only one line of text:

“You know what to do. Dezz.”

“What could it mean?” Adonia asked. “You know what to do. Was he on some sort of mission?”

“The paper has a symbol on the corner,” Meadow said, excitedly. “It seems to be some sort of logo.”

“It’s from some kind of hotel, maybe?” Adonia whispered.

“We need to find out where this note came from,” Bruno said. “That will lead us to wherever the killer is. Or wherever he was.”

“Why don’t you use the spell?” Sol squawked.

“Sol, we told you to be quiet!” Adonia scolded, worriedly looking around.

“What spell?” Bruno asked.

“The spell of knowledge!” Sol replied as if the most obvious answer in the world.

“Of course, the spell allows us to access the ancient encyclopaedia that has all the answers,” Meadow exclaimed. “I read about the spell a long time ago. I think I remember how to perform it.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” Adonia hissed at her.

“I can’t do it in front of the humans!” Meadow snapped back.

“Come on, I know where to go,” Bruno said, and lead them down a small, dark alleyway.

“I will keep a lookout, but we should be fine here,” Bruno finally said after looking around.

Meadow didn’t waste another minute to start chanting the spell; only she didn’t remember the words as well as she had thought. Fortunately, Sol had perched himself on her shoulder and kept shouting corrections into her ear.

Finally, the spell was completed, and a book manifested itself into Meadow’s arms. It was huge, almost twice the size of her grimoire and beautifully embossed in gold. Snowfall started to fall, and as the snowflakes fell onto the book, a deep groaning voice emitted from it.

“Who dares disturb my slumber?” The voice roared.
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“Ahhh!” Meadow screamed, dropping the book down.

“And then you throw me down! How dare you!” The book growled.

“The book? The book is talking?”  Adonia asked.

“Squawk! You are a bunch of witches, why are you so surprised?” Sol said. “Hurry this up, I am hungry again.”

“Hi, Mr... book?” Meadow asked, tentatively.

“You get one question!” The book said. “I don’t have time to explain the rules to you. I am getting tired of you witches calling me at your convenience! Hurry up!”

“Well, you see, we just wanted to know,” Meadow stammered.

“I said, hurry it up!” The book grumbled.

“Alright. Can you tell us who murdered the man just now?”

“What man? Give me a name or don’t waste my time!”

“Well, we don’t know the name.”

“Then I don’t know! I am leaving now.” The book thundered.

“Wait! Can you tell us about this logo?” Meadow asked, holding the paper up to where she assumed the book’s eyes were.

“Hmmm,” The book mumbled. “Yes, that I know. That’s the logo for Chalet Verbier in Switzerland."

“Could you tell us who wrote it?” Adonia asked quickly.

“What am I? Omnipotent? How would I know? Plus, you only get one question.” The book boomed. “Now, if you will excuse me, I have places to be!”

Before Meadow could protest, a blue light started to glow around the book and within a few seconds, it disappeared.

“Well, he wasn’t very friendly,” Adonia said, crossing her arms across her chest. “He was rather rude.”

“Reminds me of you at times,” Meadow couldn’t stop herself from sneaking in a taunt.

“That’s a lot of sass coming from someone who couldn’t even afford her next meal without my parents.” Adonia snapped back.

James, who had been gazing into the distance thoughtfully, said, “I think we should go there. I think whoever murdered, or at least knew this man, is there. We should go investigate.”

“What is this place anyway? It’s a chalet?” Meadow asked.

“It’s a ski resort, I believe,” Bruno said. “But how do we get there? I mean we can use an airplane but that needs money and time and—.”

“Use the enchanted sleigh!” Sol shouted, interrupting him. 

“What’s the enchanted sleigh?” Meadow asked.

“It’s a sleigh that witches who live in the human world use for quick transport,” Bruno replied. “It has to be hidden from the eyes of humans, which is why they only run at night and it’s all rather technical. We must hurry though; they will stop running when dawn approaches and then we will have to wait another day.”

“How do we get to the enchanted sleigh anyway?” Meadow asked.

***
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MEADOW’S QUESTION WAS answered ten minutes later when she stood at what appeared to be a huge station. There was a track that ran throughout the area that no one was allowed to stand on. Every few minutes a magnificent sleigh, headed by a gorgeous bunch of reindeers would appear on the track, after which a bunch of witches would get on. Once the sleigh was full, the reindeers would start running as fast as they could down the track, until they reached the very end, after which they would take off into the night air.

The sleighs were magnificent, with beautiful golden embellishments and decorations. The reindeers themselves were huge, majestic beasts with powerful legs that allowed them to kick off the ground with enough force to project themselves in air. Their horns were their crowning glory, and Meadow could see the pride in each animal as they tossed their head, showing them off.

“I can’t believe so many witches live here,” Adonia said, looking around. 

Meadow followed her gaze, and even she couldn’t help but feel surprised. The station was filled with witches, who were all waiting for the next sleigh to arrive.

“A lot of witches have chosen to stay in the human world,” Bruno said. 

“And the humans don’t know?”

“Ahh, they don’t. Some do. Some witches, who have families here, tell their husbands and children about it. But mostly, it’s a secret. Witches have been living here for centuries. Sightings of our enchanted sleigh are what started the legend about Santa Claus and his magical sleigh! They even copied our reindeers!” Bruno said.

Before Meadow could ask any more questions, a sleigh landed in front of them and Bruno turned around.

“Time to go, signorinas” Bruno said, with a charming smile. He extended a hand towards Meadow, who smiled brightly at him before accepting it. He helped her onto the sleigh, and Meadow could see Adonia rolling her eyes.

“And now you, Miss Adonia,” He said, offering a hand to her.

Soon enough, all of them, including Sol, were sitting on the sleigh. The moment Bruno sat down, the reindeers began to walk, and then, within seconds they began to run.

Adonia screamed and grabbed onto James, clutching his shirt as she clung to him.

“I am scared!” Adonia said.

“Ahh, it’s alright, Miss! You can hold onto me!” Bruno replied, and Meadow scowled.

The sleigh went faster and faster until finally, it took off into the air. The cool night breeze grazed against Meadow’s skin and she shivered with delight. The snow was falling lightly, and as they soared higher and higher, she found herself floating in the clouds. She looked down and watched the beautiful snow coated streets and trees. Even so high above, she could see the glimmering and glittering fairy lights that decorated the houses.

As Adonia clung tighter against James, Meadow didn’t even care. The night air was wondrous, and the sigh was so beautiful that she was simply happy that she was here.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 9


[image: image]


“This place is beautiful!” Adonia exclaimed as they looked around the beautiful ski chalet. “I can’t believe it; it looks like a scene out of some fairy tale.”

Meadow didn’t reply, she was too awed by the sight in front of her. The beautiful alps, covered in bright, white snow that seemed to glow in the first rays of sunshine. The chalet itself was perhaps, one of the most magnificent buildings Meadow had ever seen. She finally understood what Bruno had meant when he talked about the powers of humans. She had seen such glamorous buildings before too, but they had been all been made with magic within a matter of days. It was amazing that humans had managed to do so much without any magical aid to assist them. 

The chalet was decorated with fairy lights and covered in layers of snow. The beautiful windows were lit with small lanterns, giving it almost a vintage appearance. The Sleigh had dropped them at the station that was quite near to the chalet, and then they had taken one of the human vehicles to reach the chalet itself. Smoke was coming out of the chimneys, promising warmth, and fire inside. 

Bruno smiled at Adonia’s comment and said, “The place is truly glamorous. The majestic snow, covered alps have always entranced me. Perhaps later we can head towards the ski slopes and I can introduce you to the world of skiing.”

“Wait!” Meadow gasped. “What’s our plan? How are we going to move on with this?”

“Well, I think barging in and demanding information about them will make it rather awkward. Also, we don’t even know the man’s name or any other information. I suggest we perhaps get a room here and stay for a day or so. We can enjoy some skiing and spend Christmas together. Meanwhile, we can befriend the staff and see if we can perhaps find this Dezz; the man who wrote the note. We are going in this rather blind, and we will have to be rather careful.” Bruno said.

“Alright, let’s do this!” Adonia said, excited. “This is just like when we were little, and we used to solve those mysteries together!”

“Makes sense!” Meadow said.

“What a waste of time!” Sol shouted. “I want my breakfast and I want it now! And I want a warm bed!”

“I can’t believe the demands of this animal!” Adonia huffed. 

“Well, he did help us out twice. Both times he was the one to suggest how we should move forward. I would say he is a rather clever bird.” Bruno said.

“I am a witch!” Sol squawked angrily.

Meadow giggled as Bruno laughed and pacifying said, “Yes, Of course, I apologize.”

“Shall we go in?” Bruno said as he looked into Meadow’s eyes. She blushed lightly and took the arm he offered before the two of them walked in. She could see Adonia scathing from the corner of her eyes; clearly, she didn’t like it that he was giving Meadow more attention than her.

“Hello and welcome to Chalet Verbier; one of the best ski resorts in Switzerland. I am Jonas and I hope to make your stay wonderful. Do you have a reservation?” The receptionist asked.

“Hello, nice to meet you,” Bruno said, taking charge. “I am afraid we don’t have any reservations. Do you have any vacancies available?”

“Well Sir, we have one of our cottages available. They have two bedrooms, one kitchen, and one living room. It is accompanied by a fully functioning bathroom and 24 hours available hot water.” Jonas said.

“Ah, we will take it!” Adonia said before Bruno could reply. 

Barely ten minutes later, they all found themselves staying in one of the coziest cottages that Meadow had ever seen. It was beautiful, with a raging fireplace and stockings hanging from the mantle. They could see the snow falling through the windows as the sun rose into higher into the sky.  There was even a small Christmas tree in the corner, decorated with ornaments, tinsel, and fairy lights. A cute little angel acted as the tree topper, giving it an ethereal feel. 

Sol squawked loudly, before perching himself between the sofa cushions. 

“Food! Food!” He demanded, and Adonia rolled her eyes and ignored him.

“I am tired. We have been up all night, and I honestly don’t think I can stay awake anymore!” Meadow said, yawning.

“Food!” Sol shouted. “Breakfast! Give me my breakfast!”

“I will give him his breakfast,” Bruno said. “Why don’t you two girls head over to the bed and get some rest?”

“See, this is why I said we should have clothes!” Adonia sighed. “I will have to sleep in these clothes now.”

“Teleportation!” Sol squawked.  “Are you witches or not?”

“Of course, the teleportation enchantment should bring our clothes to us!” Meadow said. “Thank you, Sol.”

“Alright, I guess,” Adonia mumbled, before heading to her room.

“Thank you for all your help today, James,” Meadow said, smiling at him.

“It’s my pleasure, Miss Meadow,” He whispered. He took her hand and leaned down to kiss it. Meadow still felt suspicious about the man in front of her, but there was one thing she couldn’t deny. The man had a special charm about him, and she just hoped that it wasn’t all a disguise.
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“Meadow! Meadow!” Adonia hissed in her ear.

“What?” Meadow grumbled, turning over in her bed. The two of them had gone to sleep after dawn, and Meadow just hoped that there was a good reason for Adonia waking her up, otherwise, she might just explode.

“Wake up!” Adonia hissed, shaking her.

“What time is it?” Meadow groaned.

“It’s six in the evening!”

“Oh, just give me five more minutes.”

“Meadow wake up! I think there is someone outside our room!”

“What?” Meadow gasped, sitting up.

“I think there is someone outside. Look, you can hear the footsteps.” Adonia whispered.

Sure enough, the unmistakable sound of footsteps could be heard outside their door. Meadow could see the shadow of someone standing there through the slit in the door. 

“Maybe it’s James?” Meadow whispered.

“It’s not James! It’s someone else. I can sense a new aura.” Sol squawked in a low voice, which made Meadow even more worried. If Sol was going out of his way to be quiet, then it has to be something serious. The creaking of the floorboards outside alerted them, and they exchanged a look before silently sneaking to the door.

Adonia pressed her ear to the door, trying to see if she could hear anything else.

“Whoever it is, is in our kitchen!” Adonia whispered.

Meadow could hear the sound of pots and pans echoing through the cottage. Who could it be? Did someone figure out that they were here to investigate a murder? Was the murderer rummaging around? Was he here to kill them?

“We have to do something!” Meadow hissed.

“What can we do?” 

“Well, one of us needs to go out there. The other one can—.”

“Use a bait!” Sol squawked in an abnormally low voice.

“You are right. One of us has to go out as bait, and then signal the other.” Before Meadow could finish her sentence, a shout rang out throughout the cottage. 

Meadow’s eyes widened as she recognized it as James’s, and the two girls exchanged a glance before Adonia quickly opened the door and ran out. 

“Don’t you dare move!” Adonia shouted towards the kitchen. “I can fight!”

Meadow ran outside, and turned the lights on, as Sol flew out, squawking loudly and clearly ready to fight however he could.

As the lights flooded on, Meadow gasped. There in front of her stood a familiar figure, dressed in one of her favorite dresses and a long cape across her shoulders.

“Well, hello dears,” The kindly voice said.

“Mrs. Mogridge?” Adonia asked, shocked.

“What? You guys know her?” Bruno asked.

“She is our nanny!” Meadow replied, bursting into laughter.

Bruno sighed in relief as Adonia and Meadow ran into the open arms of their nanny.

“What were you doing sneaking around? What are you doing here?” Meadow gushed.

“I am here because your grimoires alerted me that there was some kind of trouble going around. Of course, once I heard, I had to come! I am sorry I scared you girls, but I arrived a while back and was trying to make myself tea, I didn’t want to wake you up. I really thought that two grown witches would recognize my aura and not be alarmed.”  Mrs. Mogridge said, with a warm smile on her face.

“You guys have a nanny? How old are you? Please, don’t tell me you are underage?” Bruno asked, looking worried.

Both the girls burst out laughing, before Adonia clarified, “She used to be our nanny when we were small. Once we grew up, she stayed on as our advisor and our companion. She is almost like a mother to us.”

“It is nice to meet you.” Mrs. Mogridge said, smiling at James. “May I know who you are? And I would love to know how you ended up with a parrot?”

Sol was sitting quietly in the corner, his clever eyes darting around as he tried to make sure there was no hidden danger. 

“I am James. It is charming to meet you, Madame!” Bruno said, flashing his best smile and shaking Mrs. Mogridge’s hand.

“And that is Sol. He is a familiar. He used to be a witch, but he somehow ended up a parrot.” Adonia. “We don’t know how that happened though.”

“Well, perhaps an update, girls?” Mrs. Mogridge asked once the introductions were made.

As they all sat down near the warm fire, Adonia and Meadow recounted the entire tale, from how they met Sol to how they entered the human world, and eventually ended up in this ski chalet.

“Hmm, this is rather suspicious,” Mrs. Mogridge said, thoughtfully. “Did you find any other clues?”

“Not really,” Meadow said, but Bruno cut her off.

“Actually, I think I found something, but I haven’t mentioned it to you girls yet. Forgive me Miss. Meadow, I should have said something earlier.”

Meadow narrowed her eyes, wondering if she was finally going to hear the thing, she suspected Bruno had been hiding.

“I don’t think you slipped by accident. I suspect that the surface was deliberately sprinkled with Trippo,” Bruno said.

“Trippo? That’s the powder that makes a surface so slippery that a person is bound to fall.” Adonia said, thoughtfully.

“You think someone deliberately made me fall? But why?” Meadow asked.

“To get your grimoire,” Adonia said, suddenly. “Maybe the hooded man was there to steal the grimoires. Remember the note? You know what to do?”

“Seems like a huge assumption,” Meadow said.

“There is more,” Bruno said. “When that man was dying; he whispered something. I leaned down to hear him, but it was difficult to understand.”

“What was it?” Adonia asked.

“The book! The book! I need the book!” Bruno whispered.

“So, he was here to steal the grimoires after all,” Mrs. Mogridge said. “Based on the note, it’s safe to assume he was hired. And I have an eerie feeling that he was killed because of it.”
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“Why would he do that?” Meadow asked. “Why would he want to steal our grimoires?”

“I am not sure,” Mrs. Mogridge said. “I mean they are just ordinary grimoires. It certainly doesn’t make any sense for anyone to want to steal it.”

“I agree. Why would he want your grimoires? And if he was hired by someone to do it, then why was he murdered?” Bruno said.

“Where is my dinner! Where is my dinner!” Sol squawked.

“Oh, that’s right!” Mrs. Mogridge said, sitting up. “We should prepare for our dinner! You all must be so hungry.”

“First, we must decorate the place! It’s Christmas after all!” Adonia exclaimed.

"And we can look into our recipe books to decide what to make for dinner! A Christmas feast like no other!” Meadow said, standing up.

“Well, I am here to help!” Bruno said, getting infected with the excitement as well. “I can arrange some gifts to go under our Christmas tree!”

“And then we can try and solve this mystery,” Mrs. Mogridge said. “With some food in our stomachs, we can all think better. Plus, Christmas should be spent being cheerful and being with your family and friends! We are all here together, in this beautiful cottage, with friends who care and love us!”

“Hear, hear!” Sol squawked, and everyone burst into fits of laughter. A quick discussion followed on which tasks were delegated, and the process of celebrating Christmas started.

“Hmm,” Meadow whispered to herself, as she scrolled through the grimoire. “What can I make?

“Some Basler Lackerli?” Mrs. Mogridge suggested. “Those swiss hard cookies, made with almonds, honey, and candied peel.”

“Of course, and maybe some gingerbread men cookies, I think they are of Swiss or maybe German origin.” Meadow suggested.

“Since we are in Switzerland how about a meat and a cheese fondue?” Mrs. Mogridge said.

“Oh yes, and but we still need something traditionally Christmas,” Meadow said, frowning as she turned the pages.

Adonia was running around the cottage, decorating the already decorated tree, and hanging stockings everywhere. The walls were covered in fairy lights, and the fire was raging brightly. Meadow didn’t even know from where Bruno had managed to find presents but soon there were enough there were gifts placed under the tree.

“I can’t find a Christmas dish in this grimoire!” Meadow grumbled. “Nothing in here seems to fit the occasion!”

“It doesn’t matter if you have the perfect dish or not,” Adonia said. “What matters is that we have food, and we all enjoy it together.”

Meadow looked up, surprised that Adonia had said something so nice. She had been so rude and mean to her lately, constantly bringing up her social status, that Meadow almost considered parting ways.

“Thank you,” Meadow whispered, smiling warmly at her friend. She returned to rummaging through the grimoire for the perfect recipe, and then a minute later she gasped.

“There it is!” She said excitedly.

“What?” Adonia asked, running over.

“The recipe! The one we got from Gretchen! The surprise Christmas recipe. It’s for Panettone!” 

“Ahh, Panettone,” Mrs. Mogridge exclaimed. “Truly a marvelous dish!”

“I didn’t know that it was so special,” Adonia said.

“I will tell you, girls, more about it as we cook,” Mrs. Mogridge said with a smile. “It is an old traditional recipe from Millan, and one needs a lot of experience to be able to make it properly.”

“Come on, we don’t have a lot of time!” Meadow said.

“Perhaps you girls should make two of it? Make one for us and one for the chalet owner, who was so kind enough to make room for us to stay on such short notice,” Mrs. Mogridge said.

“That’s a wonderful idea, Mrs. Mogridge” Meadow said. “Let’s get started, shall we?”

The two girls ran around the kitchen collecting the ingredients and started following the instructions. 

“Alright, let’s place the yeast in the warm milk with the sugar and leave it to rise for a few minutes,” Meadow said. Adonia and Meadow carefully mixed the yeast and the milk and left it to the side.

“Alright, now we need some butter and some sugar,” Meadow said. “And we need to whisk it together.”

“Leave that to me!” Adonia said, grinning. She whispered a quick spell and a whisk floated in the air before landing in the bowl and starting to viciously mix the ingredients together. The girls giggled as the butter flew everywhere and Mrs. Mogridge said, “I think your spell is perhaps a bit too strong, Dear.”

Meadow laughed as she wrestled with the voracious whisk and the two girls finally manage to calm it down enough to bring some semblance of peace back in the kitchen.

“Alright, let’s see. We need to add our eggs and flour, followed by orange and lemon zest.” Meadow read.

“Done!” Adonai said, dramatically sprinkling in the zest.

“Wait, where is the rest of the recipe?” Meadow said suddenly,

“What do you mean?” Adonia asked.

“The recipe? The rest of the recipe is missing!”

Adonia walked over and the two of them flipped the back over the front to back but neither of them could find any more of the recipe.

“This doesn’t make any sense. I knew she couldn’t be nice enough to give her recipes!” Adonia said, crossing her arms. “You are so naive, Meadow.”

“I don’t understand!” Meadow said. “Check your book. Maybe the complete recipe is there?”

“You are wasting your time. The witch made a fool out of us, that’s all there is to it.”

“Please, Adonia. Just check?”

“Alright, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

Adonia walked over to her grimoire and ruffled through it. “There is nothing here! She didn’t even bother giving me the recipe!”

“That can’t be true!”

“Look for yourself!” Adonia said, outraged.

Meadow took the book and slowly placed it next to hers. The moment the two books were together, there was a sudden change in the atmosphere. It was suddenly filled with power and magic of such intensity that even Bruno came in to see what was going on. 

What astounded Meadow, even more, was when the blank page of Adonia’s grimoire suddenly started to fill with ink, and before her very eyes a recipe magically appeared. 

“It’s the other half of the recipe!” Meadow said, filled with awe.

“I don’t believe it,” Adonia whispered. “She linked it so that the two sister grimoires had to be brought together to reveal the complete recipe.”

“Hmm, this Witch Gretchen used to be one of the most powerful witches of her time.” Mrs. Mogridge said. “She must have tied the two grimoires somehow.”

“Well, now that we have the recipe, let’s get back to work,” Adonia said, recovering from the shock. She quickly rattled off all the ingredients that they needed, and Meadow added them.

“The final ingredient is Allspice Merry! Just our luck that we brought it!” Adonia said.

“Allspice? That is definitely a surprise. This is rather odd. Panettone doesn’t normally have Allspice in it.” Mrs. Mogridge said.

Adonia sprinkled in the required amount of Allspice and instantly purple vapours appeared and dispersed into the air. The two girls looked at each other and giggled, before pouring the mixture into the pan and placing it in the oven.

“Do you girls know the history behind this beautiful dessert?” Mrs. Mogridge asked.

“We don’t. Tell us, please,” Meadow said, always eager to learn new things.

“Well, according to legend, San Biagio saved a child who was choking on a fishbone by giving him a piece of bread. And so, along with his list of other talents, he is said to protect throats. Some people still pray to him when they feel a sore throat coming on. On the feast day held in his honor, 3rd February, many people eat a slice of panettone that they saved from Christmas especially for his feast day. A log was burned in the fireplace, the family’s patriarch would cut up three loaves of Panettone, giving a slice to the other members of the family. After that, he’d save a slice for the next year. It was a sign of continuity, a sort of rite.”

“Wow, really?” Adonai whispered. “I had no idea that it had such deep roots.”

“It makes sense if you think about it,” Bruno said. “Gretchen wouldn’t just give you any old recipe. She is a powerful witch she would give you something that is truly magical and amazing.”

Meadow didn’t reply. She was still so awed by the magic and history of this recipe. It truly had been a magical time.
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“THIS DINNER REALLY is marvelous! Meadow, you have outdone yourself!” Bruno said, leaning back in his chair after a full filling meal.

“The panettone was heavenly. Oh, Gretchen truly is a magnificent witch! That recipe deserved to be shared and loved!” Adonia said. 

“I agree. Now, how about we clean up a little?” meadow said, getting off the chair.

“I will help you. Just give me five minutes to recover from this food coma,” Adonia said. 

Meadow picked up a few dishes and walked to the kitchen. She was suddenly feeling very lightheaded and playful, almost as if she wanted to do some mischief. A second later, she heard the sound of someone falling down, and she ran out of the kitchen to find Bruno on the floor.

“What happened?” Meadow asked.

Adonia was laughing her head off, and even Mrs. Mogridge was giggling.

“I am so sorry!” Adonia gasped. “I don’t know what came over me! I just thought it would be really funny if you tripped!”

Bruno slowly sat up and said with a smirk on his face, “You think you are the only one who can pull pranks?”

“I am going to get you!” Bruno exclaimed, picking up some whipped cream.

Adonia screamed and ran towards the living room, while Bruno and Meadow ran after her. They were all laughing as they chased her around and around the room. The air was heavy with mischief as they all continued to tease each other.

“You won’t catch me!” Adonia exclaimed as she vaulted over a couch.

“Too late!” Bruno suddenly shouted, appearing out of nowhere, and before she knew it, he grabbed her and the two of them collapsed on the ground.

Adonia fell on the floor, rolling laughter as Bruno continued to look at her with a huge grin on her face.

“Girls, girls!” Mrs. Mogridge exclaimed. “Why are we all acting like this?”

“I don’t know,” Adonia said, still laughing. “I feel strange and full a strong desire to prank everyone.”

“I agree. I feel so mischievous and light—I almost feel an itching to make trouble!” Bruno exclaimed. “What did you put in the dinner, Meadow?”

“Nothing unusual. Let’s see, there was citron, candied orange, lemon zest, and of course a little bit of magic to accelerate the proofing of the bread. The rest of the ingredients were pretty ordinary, except for the Allspice.”

“It was the Allspice, dummy!” Sol exclaimed.

“How can it be Allspice?”

“Let me have a look at that, please!” Mrs. Mogridge said, and Meadow handed her the spice pouch.

She opened it carefully and took a sniff.

“Ahh, as I suspected! This is Allspice Mischief! I believe the recipe calls for Allspice Merry?”

“Of course! The Allspice Mischief is what is causing us all to act in this manner. It must have gotten exchanged with the other man’s spice pouch when I bumped into him!” Meadow exclaimed.

For a second everyone looked at each other, and then a minute later, they all burst out laughing once again. They might have gotten Allspice Mischief, but it had still been a very Merry Christmas.
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Chapter 12
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“I really think I should thank you Miss Meadow, for making this such a fun Christmas after all,” Bruno said grinning after they had all settled down and the effects of the Allspice had worn off.

“We still haven’t solved the mystery. Someone named Dezz is after the grimoires, but why would he want them? They are just ordinary personal books.” Adonia said.

“Perhaps there is something about them that you girls don’t know?” Bruno suggested. 

“Not that we are aware of,” Adonia said thoughtfully.

“You do realize that we gave the other Panettone to the receptionist, right? He said he’d share it with all the guests. You do realize what will happen, right?” Mrs. Mogridge said. 

The two girls gasped, and Bruno burst out laughing. 

“It’s alright. We can’t take the gift back, but we will try and do some damage control as best as we can.”

“Thank you,” Meadow replied, a huge smile on her face.

“You really are rather enchanting,” Bruno said.

Meadow blushed and quickly tried to hide her face by picking up some plates and walking to the kitchen.

“Adonia, thank you for all your help cleaning up,” Meadow said once she was in the kitchen.

“Whatever,” Adonia scoffed. “Like I even care.”

“Adonia, what’s wrong?”

“You know exactly what’s wrong,” Adonia said, slamming the dishes in the sink.

“I don’t understand,” Meadow asked, confused.

“Just go away,” Adonia said angrily.

“Adonia, what happened?”

“Don’t act so innocent!” Adonia snapped. “Just go away Meadow!”

Meadow flinched back, hurt by her friend’s reaction. As used as she was to Adonia’s comments about her social status, this reaction was rather new. Adonia had never pushed her away like this before. Meadow shook her head, suppressing a tear, and walked back into the living room.

“I hope once we are back in our realm, we can continue seeing each other,” Bruno said, smiling at Meadow as she sat next to him.

“Of course! It will be my pleasure!” Meadow exclaimed.

“When I set out yesterday to the Christmas market, I was planning on buying some items that I needed to trade. I certainly wasn’t expecting to run into such charming company.” Bruno said, flirtatiously.

Meadow smiled, flattered, and unable to come up with a response.

“Well, Miss Meadow,” Bruno “Tell me something about yourself.”

“Why don’t I tell you about her?” Adonia said, walking in.

Meadow looked at her confused, as her friend crossed her arms and looked at her grinning.

“Umm, by all means,” Bruno said, feeling the tension but ignoring it.

“Meadow was born to a household of merchants, who sadly passed away when she was quite young. Unfortunately, they didn’t leave much behind for Meadow, mainly because as measly merchants they didn’t earn enough.” Adonia drawled. “I guess in a way she was lucky. My parents knew hers, and when they found out about their accident, they instantly took her in. They raised her with love and kindness. Without their generosity, she wouldn’t even be here. I mean clearly, she isn’t worth any of this.”

Meadow had finally had enough. She stood up, tears running down her eyes.

“Lucky? I am Lucky? I would rather be with my parents and live in a small cottage than be without them and live in a mansion! How could you say I am lucky? I lost my mom and Dad. Do you know how hard it is without them? Do you know how much I miss them? With every breath, I think of them. It’s been years. But I still dream of them. I lie in bed, thinking that someday the door will open, and it will turn out to be some miscommunication and they would be alive. That they would hug me and kiss me and love me. I would give up everything in a wink if it meant that I could get even a single minute with my parents!” Meadow said.

“Meadow,” Adonia whispered, her eyes wide. “I didn’t mean to.”

“It doesn’t matter what you meant. You hurt me, Adonia. I thought we were friends, but clearly, I am too beneath you to be your friend. I am tired of the constant taunts about how I am not up to your standards, or how I am not really one of you guys.” Meadow said, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“What are you suggesting, Meadow?” Adonia asked, her face unreadable.

“I think once we solve this mystery, you and I should part ways,” Meadow whispered. 

“Meadow,” Adonia whispered.

“Please, leave me alone,” Meadow said softly, and then turned around and ran away.
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Chapter 13
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Meadow sat out in the garden, which was covered in snow this time of the year. Tears were escaping her eyes as she thought over all that had happened. How could things have gotten so messed up between them?

“Excuse me?” A soft voice whispered. “Is everything okay?”

Meadow looked up and realized it was that human, Jonas, the receptionist.

“It’s okay. Nothing to worry about.” She said quickly, wiping her tears.

“Do you mind if I sit with you?” He asked.

“No, Please. Go ahead.” Meadow said.

Jonas sat down next to her, looking at her with a kind expression on his face. 

“Something really seems to be bothering you. I don’t mean to pry but when I saw such a beautiful woman crying, I really wanted to help.” Jonas said.

“Are you trying to flirt?” Meadow asked.

Jonas instantly blushed, “No! No. That was not my intention. I mean you are very attractive, but I was genuinely worried about you,” He stammered.

Meadow looked at his kind face and warm eyes and suddenly felt embarrassed for being so rude to him.

“No, it’s alright,” She said. “I am sorry about that. I just had a fight with a very old friend, and I am just a little upset.”

“That’s quite alright,” Jonas said. “Friendships can be complicated at times.”

Meadow sighed and looked up. Even though she had met him before, this was the first time she was properly looking at him. He had a kind, round face which was framed by light brown hair that flopped on his forehead. He wore a big, dark pair of spectacles, and he had the goofiest, widest grin he had ever seen. He was such a sharp contrast to James, who was so charming and handsome. Where Bruno had made her blush and had flirted with her, Jonas made her feel all warm and relaxed. There was just something about him that made her feel comfortable and happy. 

The tale of everything came spilling out. Meadow told him everything that had happened, omitting the part about magic.

“And I know she said all those nasty things because she was jealous that Bruno was paying me attention. I know she likes him! The thing is, I would have never taken her away from her. If she would have just talked to me, I would have backed off instantly. But it’s just too much. I am tired of being made to feel worthless. Like I don’t amount to anything. Like I everything I am is because of her, otherwise, I am some low merchant’s daughter!” Meadow said once she had explained everything.

“I think your friend was very wrong to say what she said,” Jonas said. “I don’t think you are worthless, or that you don’t amount to anything. I think the fact that you had to grow up without your parents and learn to live your life without their love is what makes you so brave. Money or social status isn’t what makes anyone great. It's their heart and the kindness and love that they show.” 

“Thank you,” Meadow whispered. “It really means a lot.”

“You know, when I first saw you, I thought you were the prettiest girl I had ever seen,” Jonas said, looking down. “I looked at you and I thought, why would a girl like that ever even look at me or talk to me? When I saw you here and I walked towards you, I was honestly expecting you to be rude and send me away. I am glad to see that you are as beautiful on the inside as you are on the outside.”

Meadow blushed and beamed at the man in front of her. There was something so warm and gentle about him and he instantly just appealed to her in a way Bruno hadn’t.

“Tell me about yourself,” Meadow asked.

“Well, I actually own this Ski resort. I work at the reception to make sure everything is operated smoothly, but I have the staff to handle the rest.”

“Wow, why didn’t you say anything earlier?”

“Well, I don’t like bragging,” Jonas said, sheepishly. 

“You know, I have never skied before? I was actually hoping to try it for the first time tomorrow.”

“Well, I would love to teach you! That is if you don’t mind?”

“Of course not! It will be my pleasure if you taught me!”

“Once again, I don’t mean to pry, but can I ask why you came here? I mean considering you don’t know how to ski? Normally people who come here know all about it.”

“Well,” Meadow said, hesitantly.

“Oh, it’s alright, you don’t have to tell me!” 

“Oh No! I was just wondering how to tell you.” Meadow said.

She once again started on a tale, but this time she talked about the man who had died, and how she suspected he had been poisoned. She had to be very careful about this part, mainly because she didn’t want to slip up and talk about anything magical.

“Are you serious?” Jonas asked with alarm. “You followed all the clues here? And you think the murderer might be here at my Chalet?”

“Yes? You wouldn’t happen to know anyone named Dezz, would you?”

“Dezz? No, I don’t think so. I can look around and ask, and you have my permission to question the staff.”

“That’s so sweet of you!” Meadow exclaimed.

“I just think it’s mighty brave of you to try and solve this mystery,” Jonas said. “So much could go wrong, please be very careful. The murderer might get suspicious and catch onto you. I would hate it if anything happened to you.”

“You are so kind, Jonas,” Meadow said. “I am so glad that I got to meet you.”

“Well, why don’t you tell me a little about yourself?” Jonas asked.

Meadow smiled shyly as she looked into Jonas’s big blue eyes. And as the two of them started talking about all things far and wide, the thoughts of intrigue and murder just drifted away. She didn’t know how long they just sat there, talking to each other, and laughing together. Jonas made her feel as if she were finally home, and she wasn't ready to let this feeling go.
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Chapter 14
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“Meadow,” Adonia said, the instant Meadow walked back into the cottage. “Can I please talk to you?”

She was suddenly interrupted by a knock on their door. They all looked at each other before Bruno got up and walked towards the door.

“Who is it?” He called out.

“It’s me. It’s Jonas!” A voice called out.

Meadow instantly got up and ran to open the door.

“Jonas? What is it?” She asked.

“Meadow, it’s nice to see you again,” Jonas said, beaming at her.

Meadow couldn’t stop the smile that spread on her face when she saw him. She couldn’t explain why his presence made her so happy.

“Jonas, it’s good to see you!” She said.

“I am sorry to bother you, Meadow, but I might have news on the murderer. You asked me for someone named Dezz. I just remembered one of my guests is called Desmond, and I once saw him sign a note Dezz. Do you think it could be him?”

Meadow looked at James, who was looking at Jonas thoughtfully.

“It could be completely coincidental, but it might be worth checking out,” Bruno said. “Do you think we could maybe investigate his room?”

“I am not sure,” Jonas hesitated. “He is my guest, and his privacy is important to me. After all, you said it might be coincidental.”

“Please, Jonas?” Meadow asked.

“Oh, okay. I guess when he leaves, we can investigate.” Jonas said, caving.

Meadow smiled brightly at him and thanked him by kissing his cheek. 
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“SO, THIS IS HIS ROOM,” Adonia said, sneaking around.

“Please do hurry,” Jonas said. “I don’t want to get caught. This will seriously damage the reputation of my business.”

“There is nothing here,” Meadow said in a disappointed voice. “He cleaned up everything and made a run for it.”

“I can’t believe this. He is really gone?” Adonia whispered. 

“It seems like it.” Mrs. Mogridge said. 

“Wait,” Bruno said. “Look at the fireplace. The fire was just recently put out. He even tried to burn some pages, but they haven’t burned completely yet. I think he might have just left!”

“We can catch up to him!” Meadow said. 

“What are you waiting for!” Adonia snapped. “Let’s go!”

All of them clamoured down the rooms, and onto the main reception, which was filled with guests who had recently had some dinner.

“I can’t see anything,” Adonia said. Bruno was standing on tiptoe to try and see above the heads, while Jonas was trying to ask the guests and see if he could get some clue.

“I think I see someone,” Jonas exclaimed, but a second later a snowball came flying and hit the wall next to him.

“What’ going on?” Adonia shouted, as the guests started to shout and laugh, throwing snowballs at each other.

“Jonas, did you serve the Panettone?” Meadow asked.

“Yes, I kept it for dinner tonight!” Jonas said over the shouts and fun-filled screams of the guest.

“It’s Allspice Mischief taking action!” Meadow said to Adonia, who looked at her with a knowing expression.

“Allspice what?” Jonas asked.

“Umm, it’s just an expression. That’s all,” Meadow said quickly.

“We are running out of time. This way he will be long gone before we get out of here.” Bruno said. 

“He must be trying to mingle in with the guests,” Jonas said. “How can we know where he is?”

“The Allspice will take some time to wear off,” Mrs. Mogridge said. “Let’s spread out! Sol, fly up above and if you see anything, squawk like your life depends on it.”

The parrot shrieked loudly and then launched himself into the air. Meadow and Jonas joined up and ran one way, while Adonia and Bruno went the other way. Jonas grabbed Meadow’s hand and pulled her through the crowd of guests, who were all gleefully shouting and playing under the effects of the Allspice.

“I think I see him,” Jonas exclaimed. “Hurry!”

He pulled Meadow through the crowd, deeper and deeper in. 

Twice Meadow was almost toppled over by a rushing guest, and each time Jonas held on and kept her safe. 

“Where is he? Who could it be?” Meadow shouted over the noise.

“He is heading out the door!” Jonas shouted.

Meadow’s heart sank. They had lost him.

She and Jonas managed to make it to the door, and as they finally reached the outside, they noticed a silhouette running away.

“We will never catch up to him!” Meadow said.

“Where is he?” Bruno said, panting as he suddenly appeared behind her.

“There!” Meadow pointed.

“He is too far away!” Adonia said.

Suddenly the dark figure who had managed to run away fell down on his knees.

Bruno wasted no time in running up to the fallen man and grabbing him. Jonas grabbed Meadow’s hand and the two of them ran over to the fallen man.

The man was violently choking, and Bruno had his arms wrapped around his stomach trying to perform the Heimlich Maneuver. The man coughed and retched and finally a piece of Panettone shot out of his mouth and onto the snow.

“So, you are the murderer!” Bruno said, grabbing the man.

“Of course,” Mrs. Mogridge said with a knowing smile on her face. “You ate the Panettone that Jonas served for dinner. But it is St. Blaise’s recipe after all. It is for the pure of heart. And on top of that, it was enchanted by the power of Allspice. St. Blaise saved a boy from choking with the Panettone, but when you took a bite of it, it recognized your corrupted heart and instead of guarding your throat, it choked you.”

“Who are you? Why did you kill that man?” Bruno shouted, grabbing the man’s head and forcing it up.

Adonia and Meadow gasped the instant the light hit the man’s face.

“It’s that guy! The one we ran into when we were buying the Allspice.” Meadow exclaimed.

“He was following you!” Sol squawked.

“Explain yourself!” Bruno ordered.

The man called Dezz roared, “I don’t have to answer any of these questions.” He tried to get up and away from Bruno’s grasp and suddenly started coughing and choking and collapsed.

“Answer, answer!” shrieked Sol.

“I told you that choking is caused by the Panettone and it isn’t going to stop until you are truthful.” Explained Mrs. Mogridge.

“The bird is right,” snarled Dezz. “I was standing there when you met Witch Gretchen. I had asked her for her spells and recipes, and she had the audacity to refuse me! Well, I decided to stand around and watch. And it was just my luck when two naive girls showed up asking for a recipe. I knew I had hit jackpot the moment I saw you!” 

“What do you mean?”

“You still don’t realize it? Gretchen truly wasted her magic on you! She didn’t just give you a recipe! She conferred great powers onto your grimoire! She joined them both together, so when they come together, they yield an unbelievable power! I knew I had to get my hands on those books! I followed you girls to the human world. And since I’ve been here plenty of times, I knew where to go. I hired a human to steal the books. I came to this Chalet, where I knew he worked and paid him good money to do the job. I’d hired him many times before. He knew about the realm of witches and I had often given him my spells to use. I gave him the Trippo and used the enchanted sleigh to transport him there while I hid out here. He was supposed to steal your grimoires and give them to me so I could finally have the ultimate power that Gretchen tried to keep from me!”

“Why did you kill him?” Adonia asked.

“Because I found out his true intentions. It was a coincidence, but I found a diary of his which revealed that he had plans to keep the grimoires for himself. I managed to reach him just in time. I shot him with the poison dart and then I came back here after planting the note, knowing you would follow the clue and come here.”

“I called the police!” Jonas said, running over. He had disappeared a few minutes back and had just shown up. “They should be here soon.”
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“WELL, I GUESS THAT’S it. Mystery solved,” Meadow said. 

“That recipe was truly magical, wasn't it? For it to appear suddenly at the right time? For it to ask for Allspice as if it knew that you had the wrong spice with you.” Mrs. Mogridge said. 

“Yes, it’s almost as if it knew what was happening and tried to help us. If Dezz had never eaten the Panettone, he would have never choked on it and we would have never caught him.” Meadow said.

“The panettone is a sacred recipe. His corrupted heart would never allow him to eat a recipe as pure as this. The fact that you enchanted it with your Allspice brought the spirit of the recipe to life.” 

“Meadow, can I please talk to you?” Adonia asked.

“Yes, of course,” Meadow said, hesitantly.

“I am sorry. About what I said. I realize that I am always taunting you about your parents or your status, and I want you to know that I am truly sorry. I never meant to hurt you, and I never meant to say any of those things.” Adonia said.

“Thank you, Adonia. It truly means a lot to me, and I forgive you. I forgive you for everything.”

“Oh, I am so glad! Now you can come back.”

“No, Adonia. I completely forgive you, but I think it will be better for both of us if we parted ways.”

“But Meadow—.”

“I think Meadow is right,” Mrs. Mogridge said. “You girls should go your own way. Learn to experience life yourself.”

Adonia looked at Meadow, and the two girls instantly pulled each other into a hug.

“Oh, Meadow, I will miss you,” Adonia said.

“I will miss you too, Adonia. But this the right thing to do.” Meadow said.

Adonia nodded, wiping away the tears that had fallen.

“So, what will you do?” Adonia asked.

“I am going to stay here. I like the human world and I enjoy it here. Plus, Jonas asked me out and I really like him. I think he is the one for me, and I want to stay here with him. It might not work out. After all, I have only known him for a few days, but I think there is something special about him, and I am willing to stay here for him.” Meadow said.

“Will you tell him?” Mrs. Mogridge asked. “About yourself?”

“No, I don’t think so. He is so simple and caring and warm. I don’t think he would be able to comprehend it. I think I will just keep it to myself.” Meadow said.

“What about you, Adonia?” Mrs. Mogridge asked.

“I think I will stay in both worlds. The human and the witch. I will shift between the two. It will be easier considering that Bruno has to travel between the two worlds.” Adonia said.

“So, Bruno asked you out?” Meadow asked, feeling happy for her friend.

“He was the one who made me see the error of my ways. He makes me a better person, Meadow.” Adonia whispered.

“Well, I think I will go with Adonia because of my history with her family. But I really hope you will visit often, Meadow!” Mrs. Mogridge said.

“Of course, I will!” Meadow said. “What about you Sol?”

“Meadow!” Sol squawked. “I will stay with the one who feeds me!”

Everyone burst out laughing at that, before becoming quite again.

“How about one more night of partying before we finally part ways?” Adonia whispered.

“I would love to!” Meadow said.

The End
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You’ve just finished the prequel to the Kitchen Witch Wars Series. 

It’s now time to experience a little magical time travel and jump many years into the future to see what happens next. You’ll want to start at the beginning of this delicious paranormal culinary cozy mystery series with the Kitchen Witch Wars and the Chopped Up Chef. Available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited November 20, 2020.
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