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Samantha never figured on falling in love.

Witches never do.

Love means giving up a witch's power, so a witch is careful never to fall in love. However, the female sorceress will play with a man's heart, arouse and tease him, and then walk away.

But what happens when the right man comes along and threatens to take her heart?

Can a witch resist? Or will she give herself to him and fall in love?

What if he’s not of the human world and belongs to hers? What if he tries to fight his emotions?

The powers of love, desire, and pleasures of the flesh are hard for a witch to resist. These needs are always a witch’s undoing, causing her to use her power to commit some very naughty toil and trouble.

If you enjoy some fun, heat, vampires and witchcraft, then Toil and Trouble is the story for you.

As always, this book is for those over 18 years old and contains adult content.
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The sun was blazing hot, and the sweat dripping down her face came across to those who watched her as a sign of fear. 

It wasn’t fear at all.

The fires beneath her were raging, and she wanted the farce over. Most of the young women with her, five at the present count, were scared and crying. Their fates were evident, as all of them were found guilty of witchcraft.

The pathetic town’s people feared them and planned to burn the lot of them. One young woman was guilty because one of them, was a witch. A raven-haired beauty named Samantha was the only witch among them. 

The rest of the poor, wretched souls were going to burn and die because so many people were ignorant. The town elders conducted the trials, and witnesses were found and coerced. Boredom and fear led the people to do the strange and most horrendous things. 

So, as people watched and waited, the flames grew. Samantha’s fate was sealed. She would burn with the poor, unfortunate women, except her soul would return to live another day, many more days, years, and centuries. Did these idiots think they could defeat a real witch with the likes of fire? 

Witches thrive on fire. 

During the Spanish inquisition, the Priests conducted witch-hunts. They burned those thought witches at the stake, but not one actual witch was found or destroyed. 

What they lacked was knowledge. You can’t kill a witch. You may be able to kill the body she’s in at the time, but their souls, damned for eternity, just move on. Yes, and warlocks have the same fate as their female counterparts: eternal damnation. Kill the body, and the soul lives on. 

She wasn’t sure how old her soul was, but she did remember being an Egyptian Priestess and vowing her essence to a higher being. Most know that being as Lucifer. It’s a simple pact with the devil. 

Over the years, Samantha tried to do only good with her powers. However, occasionally, an asshole crosses a witch's path, and she zings it to them. That’s how she wound up tied to a stake and about to be burned alive. 

Henry Wadsworth was a great-looking young man with one small problem. He liked to beat up innocent women. 

Samantha caught him whipping the daylights out of his young wife, and well, the rest is history. She turned him into a pig, the typical barnyard version. Sometimes, she’s not careful, and the wrong people spy on her handy work. 

Once the flames consumed them all, Samantha decided to lie dormant and watch the centuries go. She’d wait for the right time to be reborn. Three hundred years into the future should be long enough to lay idle. 

She needed a rest. 

The ignorant Puritans herded the women and girls together, then tied all of them to the posts. She tried to calm down those around her. The one young girl next to her was so frightened she shook uncontrollably. The kid couldn’t have been more than fourteen years old and kept sobbing and shaking. Samantha had to do something to rectify her horrible situation.

“What’s your name, little one,” she asked the sobbing girl. She turned her tear-streaked face and tried to speak. Had she said, Margaret? 

“Is it Margaret, sweetheart?” All the poor child could do was shake her head yes. “Margaret, what if I told you I could make this all better and guarantee you will not feel a thing.” The young girl now stared at her, her eyes growing wider.

“How?” was all she asked.

“Little one, none of these morons know that I am a real witch and can cast a spell on us all. No one will feel a thing, and I will save your innocent souls. They rise above the flames.”

“Cast a spell? You’re really a witch?”

“Yes, I am. Would you like to come with me?  Would you like to spend the next few hundred years learning to be a witch?” She had no idea why she asked the girl to join her. But if she could take one soul, it might as well be hers. The young girl smiled and shook her head yes.

“Then repeat after me: I will renounce this earth and its god; I will follow another more powerful entity, the mother and the god of the underworld. I will allow myself to open my mind and soul, live forever, and revel in the fires. I will become a witch and do his bidding. Take my soul,” she said. She wouldn’t be going with the others. Now, she belonged to the evil Master, and Samantha was her to train and nurture.

As the flames rose, she held the young girl’s hand. Together, they would enjoy the fire and revel in it. It would keep them warm for the next three years. As the fires began, Samantha closed her eyes and began to chant. 

“From the depths of hell, hear me, Master. Kiss us all and make us free. Oh, lovely fire, let us be, take these souls to the heavens and me, forsake those heathens. I, Samantha Anne Crump, vow to live another day, and all you here today will pay justly.”

It was over before the sun had a chance to find cloud cover. She vowed every human present would come to an extreme and terrifying end. That day, fourteen innocent women perished, and only one was truly gifted.

Samantha was distraught because she could only take one soul with her, Margaret. There was nothing she could do to save the others. 

Together, they’d wait until it was time to be reborn. Her pact was with the Master. Not until she chose another vassal would her powers surface and be useful again. But that would take years of growing in a body. It was important to pick her next life carefully. As always, she’d be beautiful and possess intelligence. Again, it was all in the choosing. 

The new soul had to be claimed upon conception. Her many past lives would stay with her and become part of the new person she’d become. But it all took time, and time was on her side. 

She’d spend her dormant years with the Master, learning new ways to use her powers. She decided that the twentieth or twenty-first century had to be better than the seventeenth century. She’d allow time to go by and wait. 

Her new protégé would be with her and learn at her side. She’d watch the centuries go by with her, and when she was ready, she would reenter the world, new and reborn. She would mature over time, and her powers would return.

Samantha would always be a part of the witch that schooled her, and they’d meet up now and then through time. They’d become sisters, and their connection would be there until they no longer existed in this world or any other. 

The young girl Margaret would no longer be a fourteen-year-old human girl; she would be a beautiful and mystical being like her. Their world ran parallel to the human world and was like no other. She would experience life renewed repeatedly. However, she would never experience love. Witches couldn’t love. Love would never be an emotion she’d truly experience. There was a price to pay. Immortality was the tradeoff. 

Samantha was aware of the price and was about to learn how dear a price, it was. 
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New York City, 1985 a witch is born.



The birth announcement read: January 30, 1985, a beautiful baby girl was born to Mr. and Mrs. Thomas A. Whatley. Mrs. Whatley, the Vice President of Hanover Bank, and Mr. Whatley have a New York stock exchange seat. Mother and daughter are doing fine. 
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Kings Point, Long Island, New York1995

Samantha Anne Whatley has turned ten, and her parents have given her a birthday party that any ten-year-old would love. On the grounds of their estate in Kings Point, Samantha entertained 50 children with pony rides, clowns from the Big Apple circus, and a children’s ballet from the New York Ballet Company. It was an event that would be one of the year's most photographed. 

****
[image: ]


Harvard Graduation 2006

Prominent banker and retired stockbroker Mr. and Mrs. Thomas A. Whatley celebrated the graduation of their only daughter, Samantha Anne Whatley, from Harvard. The beautiful Samantha Anne Whatley graduated with honors in the top ten of her graduating class and has accepted a position with International Geographic as a photographer. Her work has been lauded as some of the finest in her field. She is currently single and relocating to Los Angeles, California.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three

[image: ]



Samantha chose quite well, and now it was time to get out there and live. She was twelve when it all came together, and she realized she was indeed different from other children. She was a witch. Did it freak her out? No, who and what she was embedded deep in her psyche. It just needed the right time and place to appear. Coming of age as a witch can only be compared to when a person falls in love. Bam, it hits a person hard, yet the feeling is warm and cozy.

Samantha never gave her parents any grief. They were surprisingly good people and very loving. But there was one small snag: she wasn’t alone. It’s hard to explain, so maybe this will help.

Samantha once had a mother and a father; however, they weren’t gifted. She didn’t get the idea of becoming a witch from them. It was her mother’s sister who gave her the idea. She also was an Egyptian Priestess and, by pure accident, had made a pact with the devil. So, when her aunt approached her, Samantha was fifteen and quite adventurous. 

She trusted her aunt and was fascinated by the feats of magic she could perform. Samantha never really got the whole story from her aunt, but it took very little convincing for her to dabble in the black arts as her niece. 

Her aunt traveled through time, as did Samantha, and every so often, they’d wind up in the same century. Sometimes, that caused a problem because her aunt was very naughty. And it just so happened she was now with her in the twenty-first century, and Samantha was hoping she’d behave.

Samantha had a very lucrative and exciting job with International Geographic and loved every minute. But there was one small fly in the ointment, a gorgeous photographer named Ryan Gains. He was twenty-seven and too handsome for his own good. 

He was her coworker at International Geographic and was as dense as they come. If she were a water buffalo, maybe he’d notice her. She tried using her womanly wiles on him, not witchcraft, but the results were disappointing. The guy was oblivious to her and most of the women he worked with at the magazine. 

Her patience was wearing thin because she was used to getting what and who she wanted. Ryan Gains had avoided her for the last few months, which puzzled her. Why wasn’t he like so many of the other guys? 

Why was he able to shun her advances? 

Maybe he was gay? 

However, she put that thought to rest because Ryan looked at women, and there was no doubt he was interested. Yet, he never acted on that interest. 

The man was put together. The day he came in with his camera crew in a T-shirt and khaki shorts, she thought she’d choke on her coffee. He was a sweaty mess, his t-shirt plastered to
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