Auntie

Description:

Ashley Mackintosh is living the perfect life—a great job, a long-term relationship, and a nice house. Her world suddenly changes with a mysterious invitation from her Aunt Judith, an aunt she hasn’t seen since her father’s death. She knows nothing about her father’s family, and now she is, unwittingly, being drawn into a world of “immortals.” A journey beckons that only she can take. In a world of mystical truth, the spirits of those that were sacrificed slowly invade her mind. Judith is desperate to bring her niece back into the Mackintosh realm, and the invitation is their only hope to ensure her cooperation. Ashley is about to inherit a fortune, but there’s a catch—she must go to her aunt’s and take part in a type of Celtic ritual. Ashley must decide between the life she has now, or a life of riches and immortality. When the truth is discovered, Ashley is forced to cross the line between good and evil. A power play between the forces of the universe ensues. A web of intrigue, forged before time itself, traps Ashley in the ancient ways of the Druids, and in a battle with the forces of evil that yearn for her very soul.
First Chapter:

The invitation was lying on my desk. I wasn’t sure why it had been sent, and I certainly had no intention of accepting, or so I thought. I read it, tossed it down, then picked it up to read again.

     This is crazy, I told myself. Judith Mackintosh, your spinster aunt, is having this fancy celebration, and she wants you in on it. What’s the big deal? The big deal was that I’d not seen my father’s sister in years. She’d stormed in for her brother’s funeral, gave the usual, “I’m so very sorry,” and stormed out, her mink coat swaying in front of the “little people”. She did speak to me—a crazy kind of conversation that still haunts me. She took my hand, stared into my eyes, and said, “We will be together. You are chosen.”

     I read the invitation one more time before tossing it into the drawer. I had no intention of driving to her mansion and mingling with a bunch of snobs. If she’d cared about me, I would’ve seen her more and exchanged birthday cards, Christmas cards, and personal letters. It was stupid to think that I’d jump up and go to her party after all these years. I was a twenty-nine year old woman with a great advertising job. I couldn’t take a week off to go to North Carolina. What would David say?

     I sat at my desk and thought about the man I’d lived with for over three years. He would never understand and would forbid me to go. David had changed, and it wasn’t a good change. I was afraid of his rages but didn’t know how to get away from him.

     I was ashamed I’d let him trap me. It wasn’t all bad, however. He could be kind and considerate, as long as I played by his rules. If my father had not died, I don’t think David would have lasted this long.

     “Well, so much for reminiscing,” I whispered to the empty office. It was after five, and I knew David would be waiting. If I kept him waiting too long, there would be a scene. I debated with myself the merit of telling him about my rich aunt but decided against it. He wouldn’t let me go alone, but he would let me go if he were included. The smell of money would force him to compel me to go. No, if I went, it would be without him. I put on my coat, picked up my briefcase, and slowly walked out of the office. David was waiting for me by the elevator.

     “What took you so long?” he asked, as he ran his fingers through his thick, black hair. “You know I have to be at the spa by seven.”

     “I had some last minute details to work out. Some of my clients can be real demanding. How was your day?” We stepped into the elevator, and I pressed the button for the lobby.

     He ignored me so I stared up at the floor numbers, watching the light as it meandered downwards. I thought about his use of the word “spa” and how it had irritated me. It sounded so foreign. David was a tall, muscular man, and one wouldn’t expect the word “spa” to be a part of his vocabulary. He didn’t look or speak to me again until we were a few blocks away from the house. “You sure are in a lousy mood,” he said, staring straight ahead. “I can always tell when you’re going to bitch about everything.”

     “Now that’s real odd,” I said, looking at his profile. “I was thinking the same thing about you.”

     “Give me a break!”

     “Pardon?”

     “Look, I know what’s going on. Your aunt called me today. She sounded so charming and full of concern for you. She wants you to embrace your roots,” he said, giving me a quick glance.

     I couldn’t believe what I’d just heard. How did she know about David? How did she know where to reach him? I wasn’t sure if I should be angry or flattered that Auntie would go to all that trouble. Why was she pushing this?

     “What did she say to you?” I asked, hiding my confusion.

     “Oh, she went on about how special you are and how important this big party is. She wants me to accompany you. Are you surprised?

     “No, after the initial shock of the invitation wore off, I started to expect all kinds of strange things.”

     “You never told me about your aunt.”

     “She was never a part of my life. My father didn’t see her that much, and when she did make a visit, he made sure I stayed clear of her. I think he was afraid of her.”

     “What makes you think that?”

     “Just a feeling,” I mumbled. “Although, she did come to his funeral. After she left, my mother told me about her wealth and connections. She’d taken care of my father his whole life, and I never knew. I guess Judith wasn’t such a witch after all.”

     “See.” David smiled that greedy little smile he had when he sensed a financial opportunity. Judith could be his ticket to having his own business. “Judith sounds like she cared—by giving your parents money. You should let the past go and reconnect with your family. Family is all we really have in this world. Don’t you agree?”

     “Yeah, I guess,” I replied, thinking something was definitely wrong with this picture. I closed my eyes and tried to conjure up a mental image of my aunt. The one thing that had struck me at my father’s funeral was the fact she hadn’t aged. If I tried to explain this to David, he would just think I was being catty.

     “I told her we would be there.” He pulled the car into the driveway, shut off the engine, and waited.

     “I’m too tired to get mad,” I said. “But I don’t want to go.”

     “Your whole family will be there—the great, great aunt, the great aunt, Judith, and cousins from all over the world. It will be one big celebration!”

     “For a great, great aunt I’ve never seen.”

     “We’ll talk about it later,” he said.

     I opened the car door and got out without saying another word. I didn’t trust myself. The anger I was feeling would only have turned into a verbal assault. He didn’t wait until I was safely in the house before speeding off.

     “Love you, too,” I said to the red taillights, as they quickly disappeared into the inky blackness. I rushed to unlock the door and slammed it shut behind me. I stood in the foyer a moment trying to calm my racing heart. Something had frightened me, and it wasn’t tangible. I listened to the house sounds and found comfort in the ticking of the grandfather clock. Tossing my jacket and briefcase on the bench by the door, I walked to the kitchen. A cup of coffee would calm me down.

     The kitchen was my favorite room in the house. It was bright and cheery with lots of room. There was nothing cluttered in here—not like the rest of my life. I had always tried to keep things under control. “Everything in its place” was my mantra. But, now, people are trying to intrude into my world, and they have the upper hand because they’re family.

     As I waited for the water to come to a boil, I thought about my family and Judith. If memory served me right, hers was a very dominating presence. She could walk into a room, and all eyes would instantly be on her. She wasn’t that pretty, but the vibes she gave off overpowered everyone. Our conversation after my father’s funeral was starting to come back to me. More was said than I had admitted to myself. My mood could be attributed to her phone call. I replayed the encounter in my mind.

     “You have turned into such a charmer,” my aunt had said, before kissing me on the cheek. “You are one of us, without a doubt.” 

     “One of you?”

     “Yes, your father’s daughter. Did he talk about me?” she’d asked in a whisper, glancing around to make sure our words were private. My mother was sitting on the couch surrounded by her sisters.

     “No, I heard bits and pieces about your travels and all your charity work, but that wasn’t often.”

     Judith had sighed and patted me on the head. “I hate to admit it, but your father and I differed on so many things. Don’t get me wrong, we loved each other but had problems agreeing on certain issues—like you.”

     “Me?” I’d asked, confused. Papa had never said anything negative about her and had never said he was annoyed about anything she might have said or done in regards to me.

     “I’d wanted for you to spend your summers with me, but he refused.” Judith had paused and dabbed her eyes with a white, silk handkerchief. “But that’s water under the bridge. You can come and see me now.”

     “I don’t think so,” my mother said. She had walked over to us and quietly listened to our conversation.

     Judith stepped back and nodded understandingly. “I didn’t mean anytime soon, dear. I’m so sorry for your loss. I know my brother loved you very much.”

     My mother stared into her eyes and said just above a whisper, “I know all about you. You will not have anything to do with my daughter! There is a power that even your type is afraid of. My daughter is a Christian!”

     Judith had smiled and walked off. I stood there and waited for my mother to explain things, but she didn’t. Mama simply sighed and returned to the sofa. I put it out of my mind and never mentioned it. I wish I could call her on the phone and ask her about my father’s sister, but she was gone. A heart attack last year had taken her from me. It was one of those memories you take to the grave. I’d found her lying on the floor in her kitchen, teakettle screaming. I called 911 before cradling her in my arms. She’d been gone for a while so I held her and cried.

     I heard the phone ringing but decided to let the answering machine pick up. I listened as the voice on the other end identified itself as a cousin who’d just received Auntie’s invitation and wanted to know if I were going. How convenient, I thought, as I pressed the message button—a cousin I had never met. Auntie must be working overtime on this party. I decided it was time to go to bed. This day needed to end.

Review:

“Ashley Mackintosh was living a perfect life. She had a great career, a beautiful house, and the boyfriend of her dreams. Little did Ashley know that an unexpected invitation from her long lost Aunt Judith would change her life. Ashley finds herself confused as a whole new world is opened up to her as she realizes that her father’s family are all Druids who through an act of trickery serve the dark master.

Auntie is a dark story that illustrates the fine line between survival and imprisonment as well as good versus evil. As in real life, these lines are often blurred and difficult to define, especially when our own survival is on the line. This story is also about trust. Trust in our own decisions. Trust in what we feel is right. Trust in ourselves to make the “right” choice.

As I started reading this book, I expected this story to show a negative point of view of Druids, a very typical “witch, witch” reaction. However, I was surprised that the good versus evil aspect was directed not at the belief system itself but at the choices of those practicing these beliefs.” Tami Brady, TCM Reviews
