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DEDICATION

This one is for the sexy, smart, funny Robyn Peterman, who always makes me laugh and was gracious enough to invite me into her fantabulous universe.

 

She’s a kick ass friend, a wonderful mentor, a kind soul, and a fierce protector of the people she cares about, so don’t mess with her.

 

Thanks lady! You ROCK and I love you!


FOREWARD

Blast Off with us into the Magic and Mayhem Universe!

 

I’m Robyn Peterman, the creator of the Magic and Mayhem Series and I’d like to invite you to my Magic and Mayhem Universe.

 

What is the Magic and Mayhem Universe, you may ask?

 

Well, let me explain…

 

It’s basically authorized fan fiction written by some amazing authors that I stalked and blackmailed! KIDDING! I was lucky and blessed to have some brilliant authors say yes! They have written brand new stories using my world and some of my characters. And let me tell you…the results are hilarious!

 

So here it is! Blast off with us into the hilarious Magic and Mayhem Universe. Side splitting books by fantabulous authors! Check out each and every one. You will laugh your way to a magical HEA!

 

For all the stories, go to https://magicandmayhemuniverse.com/. Grab your copy today!


A WITCH POSSESSED

THE MAGICK & CHAOS SERIES, BOOK 1
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BOOK DESCRIPTION

 

Hildy and Chuck are desperate to begin their next ‘great adventure’, but the Goddess and Fates have other plans… to help the witch in danger embrace her destiny.

 

Until the Angels of Death, a talking cat, and a leotard wearing Healer invades her home, Zoe has no clue she’s been living a lie. Two claim to be ghosts, one claims to be her mate, and the other insists on her calling him dad. 

 

Desperate to help her unconscious Aunt Viola, Zoe doesn’t know who to believe. But one thing is for sure, there’s a warlock named Alaric, who wants her dead… and dead she will be. When the energy balls start flying, things begin to heat up. 

 

Will this band of misfits find common ground, or will magic as they know it cease to exist?

 

Strap yourself in and hold on to your funny bone because the little town of Bass Ackwards, TN will never be the same.

 

A Witch Possessed is an over-the-top novella based on the wonderful characters found in Robyn Peterman’s Magic & Mayhem series.


PROLOGUE
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Hildy and Chuck were confused when their next ‘great adventure’ looked a lot like Baba Yaga’s office. She wasn’t sure what her childhood friend was up to, but she knew it couldn’t be good if they had been derailed from boarding their train to Happily Ever After.

“Uh… Hildy… Sweetheart. What’s going on?” Chuck asked, dazed and utterly confused.

“I don’t know, honey, but I can guarantee you this is not what the Goddess or I had in mind when envisioning our next ‘great adventure’. I smell the workings of a rat dressed in hot pink 80s leotards and when she materializes, I’m going to smite her bony ass. Ghost or not.”

“Oh, simmer down Hildy. We both know you don’t have a mean bone in your body,” Baba Yaga said, as she and her entourage of Warlocks teleported into the room.

“Carol, start talking. NOW!” Hildy said in a deadly voice that brokered no argument and made even Chuck, her beloved mate, float a few feet out of the line of fire.

“Don’t get your panties in a wad, Hildy,” Carol sighed in exasperation.

“As your best friend since childhood, I’ve always respected your position as the Baba Yaga. But Goddess help me, you’re trying my patience. Now, quit ass-farting around and tell me what in the Goddess’s name is going on.”

“Look, I know you and Chuck had your heart set on starting your next ‘great adventure’, but I’ve just returned from meeting with those ass-farts, the Council of Witches, who have informed me that not only the Goddess, but also the Fates have other plans for you at this point in time. It’s the reason you’re in my office, instead of bumping uglies with your mate.”

Taking several deep breaths, Hildy did her best to channel her inner Shifter Whisperer. She needed to calm down before she turned her best friend into a frozen Popsicle. While the thought was tempting, she knew the consequences would be hell to pay. She didn’t have the time nor the desire to get into a pissing match with Carol right now. She had a ‘great adventure’ and a hot man waiting for her in the wings.

All it would take is one little touch and she would be temporarily frozen in time looking like a Flashdance reject, Hildy thought. Why does she insist on wearing these hideous 80s outfits? I swear, girlfriend is one step away from a serious fashion emergency intervention.

“Hildy… focus, please” Carol said in her Baba Yaga voice that put the fear of Goddess in everyone surrounding the powerful witch except her. Not only because they were best friends, but also because they were family and had been since childhood. Not to mention, she wasn’t afraid to turn Carol into a toad if the situation called for it.

Feeling deflated, Hildy gave in, lowered herself into the soft leather chair in front of Carol’s desk and begrudgingly said, “I’m listening.”

“Well, it’s about time,” Carol said in a relieved voice laced with a pinch of exasperation and sarcasm. “Since I’m not one to beat around the bush, here goes… There’s a witch in grave danger who needs your help according to the Fates. Therefore, I need you and Chuck to teleport to Bass Ackwards, Tennessee and do your thing.”

“Do what thing? I don’t know what thing you’re talking about, Baba Yaga. Moreover, I don’t appreciate how you’ve hijacked my next ‘great adventure’ and ordering me to teleport to Bass Ackwards, Tennessee to save a witch I don’t even know. Besides, is there really a place called Bass Ackwards, Tennessee and who am I supposed to protect her from? The boogeyman?”

“Funny Hildy, but No,” Baba Yaga replied in a deadpanned voice. “All I can tell you is that your new charge is named Zoe and that you’ll immediately recognize her. I can also wish you the best of luck as my dearest and oldest friend.”

“Carol, I’m your only friend, which is how I always end up in these messes.”

“You’re right and trust me when I tell you if I could have spared you from this mission, I would have, but the Goddess and Fates were having none of it,” Carol said with a tinge of remorse in her voice.

In fact, the more Hildy looked at her old friend, the more she realized how tired she looked, which was unusual. Although her best friend was still beautiful, it was obvious that her years as the Baba Yaga was starting to take its toll.

“Are you okay, Carol?”

“I’m fine. It’s just been a long month. Between your death, searching for your killer, bringing Zelda up-to-speed with her new powers and responsibilities, dealing with those asshats on the Council of Witches and the unwavering Fates, all while maintaining the balance of the magical world. It gets kind of tiring… you know. A girl could use a night out on the town every now and then followed up by a roll in the sack with a hot, sweaty Warlock.”

“Goddess forgive me for even bringing this up and before I do, let’s just be clear that I’m not fishing for details… but I thought you went out last week with my man-whore of a brother, Fabio?”

“He’s no longer a man-whore, Hildy.”

“Oooookaaaay! Don’t get so touchy. Obviously, he’s changed his man-whoring ways given your grumpy ass mood.”

“Don’t push me today or I’ll smite your ghostly ass all the way to Ass Backwards, Tennessee, myself.”

“Uh, I think you meant Bass Ackwards, Tennessee, Baba Yaga,” Chuck politely corrected.

“Ass Backwards… Bass Ackwards… it all sounds the same to me these days. Speaking of Ass Backwards and the trouble brewing there, do you and Chuck accept your mission from the Goddess and Fates?”

Hildy and Chuck looked at one another and silently communicated before asking the one question that had been on their minds since Baba Yaga had presented them with their mysterious mission. “Will we move on to our next ‘great adventure’ once we help the witch in danger?”

“Her name is Zoe and honestly, I don’t have a clue. I’ve told you everything I know, except that should you fail, the future of Magic as we know it will cease to exist.”

“Thanks Baba Yo Mama! No pressure there,” Hildy replied sarcastically. “What’s next, your merry band of warlocks start playing the Mission Impossible theme song?”

“What did you just call me?” Baba Yaga asked in a deadly voice as her body took on a bright green glow indicating she was pissed.

“Uh… Nothing. We’ll be going now Oh Great One! Bass Ackwards, Tennessee, here we come,” Hildy said right before a small bolt of bright, green lightning zapped her on the ass.


CHAPTER 1
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“I should have killed your smarmy ass years ago, Alaric when I had the chance,” Viola said as she dodged right to avoid the magenta bolt of lightning aimed straight for her head.

“Aw, I’m hurt sugar plum, especially considering you told me once that I was the love of your life. My how times have changed.”

“You wouldn’t know love if it jumped up and bit you on your proverbial, lying, cheating, womanizing, man-whoring ass. I was a fool to believe a warlock as self-absorbed as you in the bedroom could ever be faithful. My first clue should have been the amount of time you spent in the bathroom primping,” Viola countered with an orange energy ball that nicked Alaric in the shoulder and caused him to yelp in pain.

“Now-now, sweetheart. I suggest we let bygones-be-bygones. Besides, if you just let me kill the witch, we could kiss and make-up for lost time.”

“Make-up with this you arrogant, pompous jerk. I’m going to fry your ass into Never-Neverland,” Viola replied with another energy ball aimed directly at his gonads.

“Hey, you almost singed the precious gems responsible for creating all families.”

“From your lips to the Goddess’s ears, if it could only be.”

“You can keep lying to yourself, but I remember how much you enjoyed the motion of the ocean when we were together. Not to mention, the way you screamed my name in pleasure and begged to the Goddess for more,” Alaric countered with a knowing smirk.

“Keep telling yourself that, especially if it makes you sleep better at night. However, since we’re being honest, the only thing I enjoyed about our time together was when the ride was over. I mean really, a girl can only scream, Oh yes, Goddess. That’s it. Don’t stop! I’m coming Goddess… I’m coming; so many times before she needs a cough drop. I drank more honey, lemon tea when I was shagging you than I have my entire life. But hey, it kept up your confidence level and made you feel manly. The things women do to help out men who are infatuated with their Johnson is beyond me. It’s never-ending I tell you. Never-ending.”

Lost in her own reverie and the pleasure of finally putting Alaric in his place, Viola almost missed the two magenta fireballs headed straight for her heart. Unable to avoid the attack completely, she quickly dove behind the sofa. While the first one missed its mark, the second one seared her shoulder, causing her to cry out in pain.

“What was that whale’s breath? I didn’t quite hear you.”

Channeling her rage, Viola quickly stood and let out several short bursts of orange lightning that knocked Alaric on his ass, thereby, successfully wiping away the smirk his ugly mug had been sporting.

“Who’s laughing now ass-wipe?” Viola countered.

“You’re going to pay for that you evil mongrel. When I’m done with you, not even those stuffed shirts and old biddies on the Council of Witches will recognize your body. Hence, your sacrifice will have been for nothing.”

“Are you going to jabber all day long or are we going to fight? I have a date later on with a handsome, honorable warlock who’s the exact opposite of you, thank the Goddess.”

“Then you better cancel now because you won’t be making it and neither will the witch you’ve been protecting all of these years.”

“Kiss my grits,” Viola said as she aimed several short bursts of lightning toward Alaric while making her way toward the stairs. Unfortunately, her efforts were in vain, because just as she made it to the top and turned, Alaric blasted her with a magenta fireball laced with a blue substance that froze her in place.

“What have you done to me, you horse’s ass? Why can’t I move?”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out, my sweet Viola.”

“When this wears off, I’m going to tear you from limb to limb, you smug, overzealous nincompoop.”

“Yada, yada, yada. For years, I’ve had to listen to you go on and on about only the Goddess knows what. And while the sex was great, everything else was a royal pain in my Gluteus Maximus.”

“Gluteus Maximus? That’s the best you’ve got? Can’t you curse like a real man? Grow a pair already. As for the sex, it was only great for you. For me… not so much. Now release me so I can finish killing your sorry butt.”

“Viola, the only thing that’s going to die today is your bad breath after I seal your trap shut for good.”

 

Winds of the East,

Winds of the West,

Zip this witch’s lips,

So my ears can get a rest.

 

“Do you hear that Viola? It’s called silence. Oh, how I’ve waited for this moment since the day we met.”

Viola’s lips were moving, but no sound was coming out. Goddess, what has he done to me? I can’t move. I can’t speak. How will I ever protect Zoe? If I’ve ever needed your help, now would be the time to wield your power and save me from this imbecile.

“What was that Viola? I can’t hear you. Don’t be shy sweetheart, speak up,” Alaric goaded.

The more Alaric taunted Viola, the madder she got. From her red face to the fire lingering in her eyes, it was obvious if she ever got loose, he was a dead man. 

I’m going to smite his traitorous ass from here to eternity once I free myself. On my witch’s honor, I promise the Goddess; I will avenge anyone who threatens the life of my Zoe.

Alaric snapped his fingers to regain Viola’s attention. “Welcome back to the land of the living, sweetheart… at least for the moment. Now, where was I before you zoned out on me… again. Ah yes, I bet you’re wondering what’s going to happen next? Since I’ve never been one for suspense, let me spell it out for you. Get it? Spell It Out!”

I’m being held captive by an idiot of massive proportions. Goddess, say it isn’t so. Maybe if I close my eyes, click my heels three times and chant in my head–There’s no place like home. There’s no place like home –this nightmare will finally end and I’ll realize this was all a bad, bad, bad dream.

Figuring she had nothing to lose, Viola chanted in her head for all she was worth. She bargained with the Goddess and Fates offering up her closet full of fluffy, animal-like slippers, as well as her Beatles collection and the 150 year old bottle of cognac she’d been saving for a special occasion, but nothing worked.

All of a sudden, Viola’s eyes flew open when a burst of pain radiated through her good arm. I’m going to kill him were the last words that floated through her brain before she collapsed on the floor.

“Why does she always have to spoil my plans?” Alaric screamed in frustration as he continually ran his fingers through his hair while pacing up and down the stairs. “All she had to do was give me the witch and I would have gladly spared her life. But no, not Viola. That would have been too easy. I swear. Her damn righteous indignation and do-gooder ways are going to be the end of me.”

“Who do you think he’s talking to Hildy?” Chuck whispered.

“I don’t know love, but Viola is in serious trouble. We need to figure out a way to help her and fast.”

“I’m a ghost Hildy, it’s not like I can shift into my bear form and take him out. What’s that in his hand?”

“Oh dear, I’ve only seen a syringe like that one other time and that’s when the honey badger took my powers.”

Before Hildy could say more or come up with a plan, Alaric plunged the glowing syringe into Viola and drained her of her magic. Just as quickly, he turned and injected himself before losing his nerve. 

“I’m sorry it had to be this way Viola, but unfortunately, you chose the wrong side. My job was supposed to be simple. Kill the witch. No one had said anything about her being protected by a former member of the Council of Witches. You may have been able to temporarily stop me tonight, but I’ll be back because the powers that be want her dead, so dead she shall be.”

“Looks like we arrived just in time Chuck and I have an idea of how to save Viola.”

“I’m listening.”

“Once I get behind him, show yourself long enough to distract him so I can freeze him.”

“Hey, that’s a good idea. I can do that. Just tell me when you’re ready.”

Alaric kept talking and pacing back and forth while Hildy tried to execute her plan. Unfortunately, he wouldn’t stay in one place long enough for her to get behind him.

“You’re harmless to me Viola without your magic, which is the only reason I’ll spare your life on this day. But make no mistake witch, cross my path again and I’ll bury you where you stand. Once I’m healed, I’ll return for the witch they call Zoe and there won’t be a thing you can do to stop me,” he mocked with an evil laugh that set off every alarm bell in Hildy’s body.

Exhausted and in need of a healer, as well as a stiff drink, Alaric stopped pacing, quickly waved his hand and disappeared in a cloud of silver smoke before Chuck could say Boo.


CHAPTER 2
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Zoe unlocked the door and gasped in horror as she took in the destruction of her home. There were only two things running through her mind as she scanned the room. Find Aunt Viola and call the police. Her frantic search was momentarily interrupted by Nicolai’s mewing.

“Nicolai, where are you boy?” Zoe asked, turning her attention toward the sound at the top of the stairs. “Oh Goddess! Aunt Viola,” she screamed before quickly racing to her aunt’s side.

Fearing the worst, Zoe lets out a sigh of relief when she realized her aunt was still breathing.

“Hold on Aunt Viola. I’m calling for help. Everything is going to be okay.”

“Oh My Goddess, she’s the spitting image of Zelda. How can this be?” Hildy asked Chuck.

“I thought Zelda was an only child?”

“She was. I mean… she is. Oh, stop it! You know I’ve never been good with tenses. We need to figure out what in the Goddess’s name is going on here. Baba Yaga has some serious explaining to do, but before I can confront her, we have to stop Zoe from calling the police. We can’t let humans get involved in our magical disputes.”

“How do you suppose we do that?”

“We need to reveal ourselves to her. It’s going to freak her out, but desperate times call for desperate measures. So, on the count of three, show yourself.”

“I don’t think that’s a good… “

Hildy ignored Chuck’s objections and began counting. When she arrived at three, he did the only thing he could and revealed himself to the unsuspecting witch kneeling over her unconscious aunt.

“Zoe, you can’t get the police involved. It would be bad for the magical community.”

“Who said that and how do you know my name?” Zoe asked, frantically looking around the room.

“Oh for Goddess’s sake! Look up child.”

“Jumping Johosephats! Are you the Angels of Death coming to take my Aunt Viola? She’s not dead yet. I felt her breathing.”

“Goddess, I feel a migraine coming on already. No child, we’re not the Angels of Death. We’re ghosts sent by the Baba Yaga and the Fates to protect you.”

“The Baba Who?”

“The Baba Yaga.”

“The Baba Yo Mama? I’ve never met my mother. Aunt Viola has raised me since the day I was born. Besides, there’s no such thing as ghosts. You’re the Angels of Death and I will not let you have my aunt. She’s all I have left in this world.”

“Oh for Goddess’s sake! Once and for all, we are not the Angels of Death. We are ghosts sent by the Baba Yaga to help protect you from the warlock who is trying to kill you because you’re a witch,” Hildy retorted in a frustrated voice.

“Way to sugarcoat it, sweetheart,” Chuck admonished.

“Look, I didn’t ask for this assignment from the Baba Yaga or the Fates. All I wanted was for us to go on our next ‘great adventure’. Instead, we’ve been given the mission of saving a witch who is the mirror image of my niece, Zelda… might I add.”

“Hello, Angels of Death!” Zoe said, waving her hands to grab their attention. “I don’t mean to interrupt your bickering and I’m not sure why Bob Saget interfered with your next ‘great adventure’ or why he feels the need to protect me, but Aunt Viola needs medical attention.”

“Did she just say Bob Saget? What the hell does Bob Saget have to do with any of this?” Hildy exclaimed to Chuck.

“I’ve always loved Bob Saget and Full House. I still get a chuckle out of watching the reruns,” Chuck said.

“I need you to focus on the task at hand love,” Hildy pleaded with her mate. Then, she turned and said, “Zoe, I need you to listen to what I’m about to tell you without any interruptions. I realize that your Aunt Viola needs help, but I assure you she will be fine once I summon a healer. If you understand what I’m asking you to do, nod your head twice.”

Zoe did as she was told for fear that the Angels of Death would change their mind and take her Aunt Viola instead of getting the help she desperately needed.

“My name is Hildy and I’m the former Shifter Whisperer of Assjacket, West Virginia. This hunk of burning love is my mate, Chuck, who also happens to be a Bear Shifter. However, in a recent battle with the honey badgers, we were badly injured and are now ghosts. Are you following me so far?”

Zoe nodded twice, so Hildy continued her story.

“The most powerful witch of all time, the Baba Yaga, sent us here to protect you from the warlock who is trying to kill you and to preserve the future of Magic as we know it. I understand that this is a lot for you to take in and that you’re worried about your Aunt Viola, but if you could just trust us, everything will become clear when your aunt regains consciousness and confirms our story. Please nod your head if you understand what I’ve just said.”

Zoe did as she was told more in an effort to get her aunt help than the belief she was a witch or that the Angels of Death were here to protect her. She wasn’t sure who Baba Saga was, but if she sent these Angels to save her Aunt Viola, she would be forever in her debt.

“Good! Now that that’s settled, let’s get someone to help your aunt.” Hildy closed her eyes and began chanting the following words.

 

Goddess I ask for a favor of thee;

To heal a witch who has fallen before me.

I call upon the forces you have bound to me;

To summon Fabio the Healer before me.

 

“What the hell Hildy?” Fabio groused as he materialized shirtless, wearing a tight pair of navy, Lululemon yoga leggings.

“For the love of Goddess, do I want to know why you’re still wearing women’s yoga pants? Once you started dating the Baba Yaga, I thought you had given up on trying to lick your nads?

“How many times do I have to tell you that’s preposterous? I happen to like yoga. Why do you continue trying to embarrass me in front of Zelda? Wait! Zelda? What are you doing here?”

“Newsflash, you douche knocker, that’s not Zelda. Surprise! You’re a father again.” Hildy countered as she showered Fabio in colorful confetti. 

“Enough with the damn confetti. What are you talking about you old hag? I have only one daughter and her name is Zelda.”

Hildy made an annoying buzzer sound before saying, “Wrong answer you testicle slurper. Looks like the Fates and your new Baba Love have been keeping secrets from us.”

Fabio took in several deep breaths, then really studied Zoe. Where her facial features, auburn hair and green eyes were identical to his and Zelda’s, it was obvious their keen sense of fashion had skipped Zoe. Instead of high designer clothes that made you go WOW, she had on an outfit that came right off the racks from Wally World and wow wasn’t quite the word rolling around in his head. But despite the homely clothes, he knew with everything in his being that the lovely, frightened creature standing in front of him was his baby girl.

Holy smokes! My pain-in-the-ass sister is right. I have another daughter. I’m the father of twins, Fabio thought right before he promptly fainted.

“Fabio, this is not the time for your dramatics. I need you to heal Viola.” Hildy shouted.

When Fabio didn’t respond, she snapped her fingers and a bucket of ice water appeared in front of Zoe. “Looks like we’re going to have to do this the hard way. Zoe, take the bucket of water and pour it on that fart nozzle. It’s the only way to wake him up so he can heal your Aunt Viola.”

“Are you sure? We have some smelling salts in the bathroom. I could run and grab them.”

“There’s no time child. Go ahead. Douse the douchebag with the water,” Hildy said with an evil glee in her voice.

Shrugging her shoulders and desperate for the strange man in the women’s leggings to heal her aunt, Zoe did as she was told.

Fabio let out a shriek loud enough to wake up the neighborhood. “Hildy, I’m going to smite your ghostly ass the first chance I get. How dare you trick Zoe into doing your dirty work?”

“Bring it on leotard boy!”

Zoe had reached her limit with these two and their shenanigans. Aunt Viola was still unconscious. She had a headache a mile long that was quickly morphing into the mother of all migraines. It had become obvious that the Angels of Death and Leotard Dude didn’t like one another; and she was still unsure of what the heck had happened in her home today.

She put two fingers in her mouth and let out a loud whistle that silenced the entire room. “Enough. I’m not sure what the deal with you two is, but I don’t have time for your antics right now.”

Quickly looking up at Hildy, Zoe said, “You promised that someone would heal my Aunt Viola if I didn’t call the police. Either keep your word, or I’m dialing 911.”

“Well, don’t just stand there Fabio. Get the lead out of your leotards and heal Viola before she gets the humans involved,” Hildy pleaded.

“Oh! Now you want my help,” Fabio countered as he kneeled over Viola and released a light purple flame that began healing her shoulder. 

“Whoever she battled did some serious damage, so it might take longer than expected,” Fabio said feeling the drain on his power.

“But she will be okay when you’re done, right?”

“She’ll be as good as new, Zoe. I promise,” Fabio replied. When he had done all he could, Fabio gently lifted Viola and carried her to the bedroom.

“Why is she not waking up?” Zoe asked in a panicked voice.

“I’m not sure. Most witches would have awakened by now. She is a witch, correct?”

“I didn’t say she was a witch. The Angel of Death up there keeps insisting that she’s a witch.”

“Once and for all, we are NOT the Angels of Death,” Hildy admonished. “We are ghosts sent here to help protect you Zoe, but that’s neither here nor there right now. Fabio, the warlock she was battling took her powers. I’m sure that’s why she’s not immediately waking up.”

“I see.”

“Do you? Because I don’t!” Zoe snapped. 

“Zoe, I need you to calm down.”

“Don’t tell me to calm down. The Angel of Death promised that you would heal Aunt Viola, but she’s still unconscious. That’s it! I’m calling 911.”

“Noooooo! They all screamed in unison.”

“Do you have any smelling salts?” Fabio asked.

“Yes, in the first aid kit we keep in the bathroom.”

“Good. Please go get them for me. I think your aunt needs a little extra help waking up since the warlock drained her of her powers.”

“Fine! But this better work or I’m calling 911. I’ve had enough of your antics for one day,” Zoe countered as she stomped toward the bathroom.

Once she was out of earshot, Hildy quickly brought Fabio up to speed on what had happened and the mission Baba Yaga had saddled them with.

“UN-freaking-believable! Smiting Baba Yaga’s boney ass when I see her again will totally be worth spending time in the pokey.

“We don’t have time for your foreplay with Baba Yaga. We have to help Zoe before Alaric returns.”

“Wait! Who’s Alaric?”

“Alaric is the warlock who attacked Viola and he’s a nasty son-of-a-humper. From what I could gather, Viola and he were romantically involved at one time, yet he had no qualms taking her magic.”

“Why is there always one warlock determined to make the rest of us look bad?”

“Just one? Seriously? That’s what you’re going with?”

“Enough, Hildy. We don’t have time for this bickering based on what you’ve told me. We need Viola conscious… like yesterday.”

“I know that ass-fart. What do you think I’ve been trying to tell you?”

“Um… guys. Zoe’s on her way back. Maybe we should table this discussion for later.”

“Good idea, luv,” Hildy said before giving Chuck a smoldering kiss that instantly triggered Fabio’s gag reflex.

“Ugh! Get a room already. I don’t need to see my sister fornicating with a big, burly Bear Shifter. Mate or not.”

“Don’t hate the player Fab-a-douche. Hate the game,” Hildy replied smugly.

“Hildy, ghost or not, I can still smite your annoying ass into a black hole for a century or two.”

“Try it and you die leotard boy,” Chuck said in a deadly tone that raised the hairs on the back of Fabio’s neck.

“Fine! Let’s call a truce until we can sort this mess out and eliminate the threat to Zoe. Deal?”

“Deal,” Hildy responded with a knowing smirk. She loved how protective her big, burly man could be and big he was. Let’s just say being mated to a bear had its advantages both in and out of the bedroom and she wasn’t complaining one bit.
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Zoe entered the room and immediately handed Fabio the smelling salts. She paced back and forth like a caged animal as he broke the seal and waved it under Viola’s nose. 

What will I do if she doesn’t regain consciousness? She’s the only family I know. I can’t lose her now. Please Goddess let this work, Zoe rambled in her head.

Aunt Viola pounding Fabio in the chest as he screeched in pain was music to Zoe’s ears. “Who the hell are you? Where’s that backstabbing, two-timing, ass-wad, Alaric?” she furiously asked, but no sound came out.

“Ouch! Stop hitting me, you crazy-ass witch. I’m only trying to help,” Fabio exclaimed.

Zoe quickly rushed to her aunt’s side and wrapped her in a hug that threatened to cut off the woman’s air passage. “I thought you were dead. Thank the Goddess for answering my prayers.”

“Um… Zoe, I hate to interrupt the tender reunion with your aunt, but we have another problem in case you hadn’t noticed,” Fabio said in a soothing tone.

“What do you mean?” Zoe asked as she wiped tears from her vibrant green eyes that mirrored his.

“Hmm. How do I put this? From what Hildy tells me, Alaric not only stole your aunt’s powers, but also casts a spell to prevent her from speaking.”

“What? Is this true, Aunt Viola?”

Viola feverishly nodded in agreement before slouching down in the bed and dropping her pounding head into her hands in defeat.

“Look at me,” Zoe demanded. “We will fix this and get your powers back. Wow, you really are a witch! How did I not know this?”

Viola made a writing motion with her hand, which was Zoe’s clue that she wanted something to write on. Once Zoe had obliged, she quickly wrote, “It hasn’t been easy over the years, but I’ve always done my best to only use my magic when you were out of the house. It was easier when you were a kid because I could use it to entertain you.”

“I just thought you were a cool magician. It never dawned on me that you were actually a witch.”

“I know, sweetheart. I’m sorry for deceiving you all of these years, but it was for your own protection.”

Zoe leaned in for another hug and softly whispered, “What about the Angels of Death? Why are they still here?”

“Are you freaking kidding me? We’re back on that again?” Hildy shouted. “What is it going to take for you to believe that we are actually ghosts and not the Angels of Death? For Goddess’s sake, how can you believe in witches and not believe in ghosts, especially when they go hand-in-hand?”

“Hildy, calm down, sweetheart. I’m positive she’ll eventually come around,” Chuck said in a soothing voice.

Zoe moved closer to her aunt, as Hildy’s iridescent form glowed brighter and brighter the longer her tirade continued. It was Fabio’s turn to let out a loud, ear-screeching whistle that once again momentarily silenced the room.

“Well, now we know where she gets that from,” Hildy said sarcastically. “Am I the only one who’s concerned that Alaric is going to eventually return and try to kill Zoe? We don’t even have a plan yet.”

“No, you are not. But it’s kind of difficult to devise a plan when you don’t know what’s going on. Therefore, shut your trap and let Viola tell us the rest of the story,” Fabio seethed.

“Fab-a-douche, you’re trying my patience today.”

“If only you knew the meaning of the word, Hildy. Now zip it,” he ordered with an exasperated sigh.

“Just ignore them Aunt Viola. From what I can tell, this is their normal behavior around one another. It quickly became clear to me that the Angel of Death doesn’t like Leotard Dude.”

“Not again with the “Dude.” I just got your sister to call me dad for the first time in forever and now I have to start all over with you? The Fates have a shitty sense of humor that I’m not finding funny… not one bit.”

“I sure hope you can shed some light on what he’s talking about Aunt Viola because I’ve yet to make heads or tails of all their ramblings.”

“Let me save your aunt the trouble. Hello Zoe! My name is Fabio. I’m a warlock, a healer and your father, but I suspect your Aunt Viola already knows that and has for some time now. The iridescent Spawn of Satan that you so fondly refer to as the Angel of Death (good one by the way), is your Aunt Hildy, my evil, pain-in-the-ass, canker sore of a sister; and the big, overprotective burly guy is Chuck, who is a Bear Shifter and her mate.”

“Oh my Goddess, she was telling me the truth earlier?”

“Yes, dear,” Aunt Viola wrote on her notepad before handing it to Zoe.

“What else have you not told me?” Zoe asked in shock, handing the notepad back to her aunt.

Letting out a heavy sigh, Viola started writing out the whole sordid affair.

“Alaric, the warlock who wants to kill you, was my lover for over a century. When I caught him cheating, I left his sorry ass and asked the Goddess to relieve me of my duties on the Council of Witches. Instead, she offered me an opportunity to raise a child as my own who was destined eventually to become one of the most powerful witches of all time. You are that witch, Zoe.”

“You’re lying. I’m not a witch. I’ve never exhibited any powers. Even if I had, how could you have kept something like this from me for all of these years?”

“I know you’re upset with me, sweetheart. But I assure you, I speak the Goddess’s honest truth. You are a witch and a very powerful one. The reason you’ve never exhibited any powers before is because they were bound by the Goddess, herself, when you were born.”

“What?” Hildy and Fabio screamed in unison as they read what Viola had scribbled on the notepad after it had slipped from Zoe’s hand.

“Zoe, sweetheart. Are you okay?” Fabio asked with concern in his voice.

“Mm-Hmm! No. No, I’m not okay. This is a bit much to take in all at once,” she said hysterically fanning her face.

Fabio continued softly speaking to Zoe with soothing words of comfort while rubbing her back in a circular motion. Hildy decided to ask the question everyone wanted an answer to. “Viola, are you telling us only the Goddess can unbind Zoe’s powers?”

Viola picked up the pad and quickly jotted down her response. “No.”

Agitated by the short, unhelpful witticism, Hildy gritted her teeth and asked again in a sweet saccharine voice laced with danger, “Let’s try this again, shall we. How do we unbind Zoe’s powers?”

“I don’t know. My instructions were that should a situation like this arise, I was to summon the Baba Yaga and she would know what to do. However, since I’ve lost my powers, I can’t do that right now.”

“Oh for Goddess’s Sake! Why didn’t you just say that? It would be my pleasure to summon Fabio’s Baba Lover’s lying, boney ass.” 

Chuck had never seen his mate so furious. He knew she had a legendary reputation for being a little crazy and unstable, but always in a good way. However, this dark glow she was currently sporting meant all hell was about to break loose because his mate was about to bust some serious Baba-ass.

 

Goddess’ from the past;

Hear me roar.

I summon the witch to me;

That’s bopping my brother, the man-whore.

 

“I told you he’s no longer a man-whore, Hildy,” Baba Yaga refuted as she materialized in Viola’s bedroom.

“Oh, save it for someone who gives a rat’s ass, Baba Yaga. I have bigger fish to fry today as you well know. Now quit stalling and start talking before I turn your boney ass into a toad like I used to do when we were kids. Trust me, I will make sure my spell lasts for at least the next hundred years or so. We’ll see how Fabio likes bumping uglies with a toad for the next century.”

“You wouldn’t,” Baba Yaga bellowed.

“Try me! Now start talking. How do you unbind Zoe’s powers?”

“Oh! Is that all you needed to know?”

“For starters, yes.”

“Hildy, the Goddess gave you the power to unbind Zoe’s magic when we were kids. Don’t you remember? Just say the spell she whispered in your ear and it shall be. Why do you think I sent you to help her?”

“I don’t know Baba Yaga. Maybe it was because the mission you gave us was as vague as all Hades?”

“Nonsense, I told you exactly what you needed to know. Now say the spell woman, I have bigger asses to fry.”

It wasn’t that Hildy didn’t trust the Baba Yaga. She was just skeptical whether or not her magic as a ghost was powerful enough to undo the work of a deity as powerful as the Goddess herself. It’s the reason she had to ask. “Do I really have the power to undo a binding spell the Goddess cast years ago?”

“Of course you do Hildy. We’re two of the most powerful witches of all time. We can do anything.”

Hildy closed her eyes and focused on her time at Witchery U with Carol (aka Baba Yaga), the Jezibaba, and the one instance she had met Morgana, the Goddess. As the memories floated over her, she began chanting…

 

On this night during the midnight hour;

I call upon the Fates and the Goddess’s ancient powers.

Unveil the secrets they hid in the night;

Hear now the words in this witch’s plight.

To unbind a witch’s bond that should never have been done;

Give up the power to see it undone.

As the oldest of Goddess’ are called upon tonight;

To restore the magic of this witch in our sight.
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Every light in the room began flickering as Hildy continued chanting the spell to summon Zoe’s powers. It was obvious that something had happened because even the Baba Yaga reacted to the extra surge of power circulating in the room by blowing up a vase.

“Are you okay, Babalicious?” Fabio asked in a concerned voice.

“Don’t call me that in front of mixed company,” Baba Yaga retorted through gritted teeth. “Besides, I’m not the one who blew up the vase. If my suspicions are correct, it was your daughter, which means Hildy has succeeded in unbinding her powers and my job here is done.”

When Baba Yaga tried to avoid the wrath of her best friend by teleporting herself anywhere other than Viola’s bedroom, Fabio placed a firm hand on her shoulder and softly said, “Don’t run! Stay and explain what’s going on.”

“I can’t Fabio. The Goddess and Fates won’t allow it. All I can tell you is that the Goddess handpicked this mission for Hildy and it involves helping Zoe reach her destiny. It is imperative you remind her that the one thing we’ve learned in all of our centuries together is that everything happens for a reason. Destiny always gets its own way.”

“What exactly does that mean for Hildy and Zoe?” Fabio inquired, desperate to figure out a way to protect his family.

“She needs to trust in the Goddess and Fates like never before, or we are all doomed. The fate of Magic lies in their success. Tell her I wish her good luck and will see her soon. Blessed be,” Baba Yaga said in a whisper, disappearing as quickly as she had appeared.

Hildy finished the chant and opened her eyes. It took only a nanosecond for her to realize Baba Yaga had fled the scene. You can run, but you can’t hide Baba Yo Pain-In-My-Ass. We’ll finish our discussion later, Hildy thought as she took in the amount of rainbow power flowing throughout the room and slowly seeping its way through the rest of the house.

“I’ve seen some magic in my lifetime, but this is amazing,” Viola had jotted down on her notepad and held it up to the group to read.

* * *

Zoe felt a twinge in her stomach right before all hell broke loose. All of the emotions permeating the room attacked her at once. “Please, make it stop,” Zoe pleaded.

“Zoe. Sweetheart. What’s wrong?” Aunt Viola asked in a deeply concerned voice.

“My head feels like it’s about to explode. The emotions all of you are giving off is making me nauseous.”

“Hildy, what in the Goddess’s name is going on?” Fabio asked, as panic bells went off in his head.

“Stop it!” Zoe screamed as every lamp in the room exploded. “All of your doubts, anger, and fear are screaming inside of my head and I can’t take it,” she yelled, as the windows in her aunt’s bedroom shattered into pieces.

Watching her niece suffer in agony, Hildy quickly realized why the Goddess and Fates had assigned her this mission. In over two hundred years, she had only ever encountered one other empath in her lifetime. 

Oh Goddess! She’s a witch who has been granted a power normally reserved for mortals, Hildy thought as she suddenly realized what needed to be done.

In a soft, soothing voice, she said, “Fabio, I know this is going to pull on your magic, but for Zoe’s sake, you need to put her in a protective bubble that shields her from all sound and emotions. I’ll explain what has happened when we get downstairs. But for right now, please do as I ask without any arguments.”

Unable to watch his daughter suffer in pain any longer, Fabio quickly did as Hildy asked. Before they left the room, Aunt Viola wrote Zoe a note encouraging her to relax and to not panic because they would fix this mess. She further explained that they were going downstairs and would be back shortly.

“What in the Hades is going on Hildy? What did your spell do to my daughter?” Fabio raged.

“Yeah, what he asked?” Viola had furiously scribbled on her notepad.

“Both of you need to calm down. Your out of control emotions are not helping Zoe.”

“If you want us to calm down, then tell us what the Goddess is going on?” Fabio countered.

“I’ve only met one other witch who has experienced what Zoe is experiencing right now and things didn’t end well for her.”

“Stop being so damn cryptic Hildy and tell us how to fix this mess you’ve created,” Fabio shouted, throwing all caution and what little patience he had left to the wind.

“So help me Goddess if you don’t sit down, shut the Hades up, and let me finish, I will turn you into the man-whore toad you are for all eternity. There was nothing wrong with my spell. The Goddess, Fates and Baba Yaga weren’t lying when they said Zoe would be one of the most powerful witches of all time.”

“I’m still not following you, Hildy.”

“Um… maybe I can shed some light on the situation?” Chuck said. “What Hildy’s trying to tell you is that Zoe’s an Empath.”

Grateful for his directness, Hildy squeezed Chuck’s hand and mouthed a few words of gratitude.

“That’s impossible!” Viola exclaimed, but once again, no words came on. “Only mortals are blessed with the gift of being an Empath,” she finally wrote on her notepad.

“Wait! All of you have lost me. What’s an Empath?” Fabio asked.

“An Empath is a mortal who can feel what other people feel. It’s a rare gift that’s bestowed upon them after they die and then return to Earth. They blend into the human world by working as counselors, Elders and
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