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            Witchery and Bedlam

          

          Melancholy Maine Magicks Book Three

        

      

    

    
      Melancholy, Maine. Home of the Moonfall sisters.

      

      Helena’s spent an entire lifetime absorbing others’ emotions. She’s done it so much that she is no longer sure when she’s feeling her own emotions or someone else’s.  She’s got feelings for a demon hunter named Douglas. Or does she? Is she picking up and reflecting his feelings?

      

      Douglas has spent years trying to get over the heartbreak of watching his entire coven die. He thought his heart would never feel again. And then he met Helena.

      

      Too bad Douglas and Helena are trapped in a blizzard with the wizard who slaughtered Douglas’s coven. How can Helena survive the dastardly evil that surrounds them, much less decipher emotions that are threatening to drown her?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          Helena

        

      

    

    
      Snow fell from the sky, and I leaned my head back, watching. Cold flakes landed on my forehead and became stuck in my eyelashes. It would’ve been a beautiful sight if we weren’t in danger. Most people had stepped out into the streets by now, wondering what was going on. It’d be nice if we could give them some sort of answer. After Rina pointed out we were trapped in a snow globe, I’d been wracking my brain, wondering if this was a curse or had been caused by another hex bag.

      Nothing I came up with explained our current predicament. Douglas, Vick, Lincoln, Edric, and Norn had gone to search the perimeter of the town to see if we were indeed stuck under this shimmering dome.

      “You two have any idea what could cause this?” Hadley asked.

      I shook my head. “A snow globe spell? Fairly sure that would’ve drawn our attention when we were going through the old books,” I muttered. “You have to admit, though, it’s kind of pretty.”

      Hadley tilted her head and her expression indicated that maybe I’d gone crazy. Rina’s brows shot upward to her hairline.

      “What? I’m allowed to find beauty in yet another messed up situation,” I complained.

      Rina smirked.

      Hadley rolled her eyes. “Just because you’re floating high on cloud nine right now,” she mumbled, causing me to frown. “Never mind. I think we should head to the shop and see if we can find—”

      “What the hell is this?”

      We winced at the same time at Sheriff Bernie’s yelling. He stomped over, hands on his hips, shaking his head, eyes narrowed. I rushed forward to greet him with a charming smile and a comforting hand on his arm. I didn’t need to be an empath to understand precisely what he felt.

      “Sheriff, good morning.” I strove for a grin.

      He didn’t return the greeting. “Helena. Care to explain why I’m getting calls from people screaming about being trapped in Melancholy by an invisible barrier?”

      “We’re working on it. Nothing to worry about.”

      “You’re working on it?” he repeated loudly. “What does that mean?”

      “What you think it means, Sheriff,” Hadley chimed in.

      His eyes widened for a few seconds. Pinching the bridge of his nose, he muttered under his breath, “Why didn’t I take the job out in Montana?”

      “Hate to break it to you, but there are witches in every state,” I whispered to the Sheriff, patting his shoulder consolingly. “Well, every state but Utah, I think.”

      He gave me an odd look, still pinching his nose.

      “Mormons,” I added and shook my head.

      Sheriff Bernie’s lips thinned, his frown morphing into a scowl. “I want you three at the station right now.”

      “Sure, we can do that,” I assured him. “Hadley, you want to text Edric and let him know where to meet us when they’re done with their search?”

      She nodded and pulled out her phone.

      Sheriff Bernie watched her intently until Mayor Dillwood approached. He shook hands with the Sheriff and pointed to his wrecked car at the edge of town. The shimmering wall was still standing, undamaged by his vehicle. His car was banged up.

      Fixing it was the least I could do. I thought of the spell to repair an item and closed my eyes. The words flowed through my mind, and with a twist of my wrist and a little flick of my fingers, the Mayor’s car gave a metallic groan. I opened my eyes to find it good as new.

      Well, almost as good as new.

      “Helena,” Mayor Dillwood asked, while the Sheriff chuckled, “why is my car purple?”

      “I’ll uh, I’ll fix it,” I promised. “Just you know, maybe later. I think my mind’s a wee bit scattered. Besides, I think purple suits you.”

      He shook his head, glancing skyward.

      I picked up his agitation, followed by appreciation. Those two emotions didn’t last long, then he was back to worrying about what was going on in his town.

      Once Hadley sent the text to Edric, the three of us followed Sheriff Bernie and the mayor to the small police station. We moved through crowds of people catching snowflakes and musing about what had caused this strange phenomenon.

      Most gazes turned toward us, and I gave them an encouraging smile that we’d fix this. Somehow. Those who still didn’t believe there was magic in this town kept talking about it being a government conspiracy. I laughed when Mindy, our local crazy lady, shouted her conjectures to anyone who would listen. Thankfully, no one really did. Old man Jenkins helped to her out by calling her out for being a conspiracy nutcase.

      The ever-flowing tide of emotions in the crowd battered at me the longer I was around them all. I bit the inside of my cheek to distract my mind, while at the same time, I hummed loudly to tune them out. Fear was the prevalent emotion and it seeped into me like it was my own.

      Rina squeezed my right hand. Hadley took my left. They lent me their strength to push back the overwhelming sensations coming from every single person in town.

      “Thanks,” I mumbled, giving my head a shake.

      Most of the time, people’s emotions didn’t run this high. Over the last few days of dealing with Rina and Mazoroth, I’d been surrounded by my own terror at the idea of losing her. That, combined with Hadley’s fear and the demon hunters’ anger, had worn me out. I wasn’t ready to deal with so much so fast.

      Then there were the other emotions I had yet to understand, the ones that had caught me completely off guard when I was introduced to Douglas. Or maybe it was after I first met him and debated casting his ass all the way to Australia if it would keep him and Norn away from Rina. I still couldn’t believe my baby sister found her soul mate. And Hadley was finally with Edric.

      Then there was me, wondering if what I felt for Douglas was real or just my wanting there to be something between us so I wouldn’t be alone. I hated thinking I was going to be the sole sister who ended up without a happy ending.

      “Helena?” Rina asked, giving my hand another squeeze.

      “I’m good,” I promised, brandishing a smile. Her furrowed brow informed me she didn’t buy it for a second.

      Before she could ask anything else, we were at the station.

      Sheriff Bernie directed us to his office.

      I let go of my sisters’ hands and sat in one of the chairs surrounding a small, round table to the side of his desk. Absently, I picked at my nails. The bright green polish had chipped and needed a fresh coat. I hadn’t really fixed my hair in the last week either, aside from brushing it out. It was growing past its usual, short length, but maybe it was time for a change.

      I shifted uncomfortably in the chair, waiting for someone to start talking so I could distract myself with conversation instead of the confused torrent that was currently my mind.

      “So,” Sheriff Bernie said, leaning back in his creaky chair, studying my sisters and me, “lay it on me and no sugar coating. All of it. Every weird thing that’s been going on for weeks now.”

      Rina started to shake her head, but Hadley said, “You’re sure?”

      “Hadley,” Rina tried, but our older sister gave her a look, and she sighed, sinking into the chair next to me. “Yeah, sure, why not drag everyone else into our lives.”

      I understood her reluctance to bring up Mazoroth after the near-death experience she’d gone through with Norn, but the Sheriff was right. He had a right to know what was going on in his town and who the culprit was.

      Hadley’s gaze flicked to me.

      I shrugged. I gave her the floor to catch up Sheriff Bernie on everything we’d neglected to tell him, starting with the full details of the hex bag that had threatened to plunge the town into permanent darkness.

      Mayor Dillwood paled more with every word she said, and eventually, he too was sitting down, holding a hand to his face. I wasn’t sure his eyes could get any wider.

      When Hadley came to the part about Rina, Norn, and the demon now trapped in a magical cage formed between their souls, he slouched in his chair.

      Sheriff Bernie glanced at him, opened the bottom drawer of his desk, and pulled out a bottle of whiskey. He drew out two glasses, filled one, and handed it to the mayor.

      “It’ll help.”

      “It’s not even noon yet,” the mayor complained.

      “I think today’s an exception, Sean,” Bernie told him as he poured a second glass for himself and took a healthy gulp. “Right, demon. That explains a lot,” he added quietly with a nod toward Rina.

      She tilted her head back and forth. “Now you know, right?”

      “I’m not sure if that’s better or not,” Sean murmured into his glass. He shook his head, gave in and shot the entire glass back, coughing and sputtering as he held it out for more. Honestly, they were taking it better than I thought they would. “So, this snow globe. Is that because of the demon?”

      Hadley glanced at me as if asking what she should say next.

      “They want the truth,” I reminded her. “So, let’s give them the truth.”

      “And what’s the truth?” Bernie asked.

      “Heather,” I said when Hadley took too long to respond. “We think Heather’s back. And we believe she’s brought a friend.”

      “She’s back?” Sean sputtered. “You’re sure?”

      “There have been a few signs,” I admitted. “We’d hoped we were wrong, but you know the whole town being trapped in a snow globe kind of seals the deal. That and a few other hints. She’s back, and we’ll do what we can to stop whatever she and her boyfriend are up to.”

      When Heather turned against us, it hadn’t been quiet. The entire town heard the fight that went down at the house. Bernie, his four deputies, Sean, and a few others had rushed over. They had seen the commotion. The lawn had been scorched, and we’d sported a few bruises and cuts from Heather’s outburst of power. Logan’s presence when he’d taken her away hadn’t helped matters. I shivered, remembering the stench of his dark magic. It had tainted the grounds for months after. We had to cast cleansing rituals weekly to get rid of the traces he’d left behind. And now Heather was back to do who knew what.

      Voices came from outside the sheriff’s door. Edric, Norn, and Douglas walked in, their expressions and the brush of annoyance I sensed told me precisely what they were going to say.

      “Sheriff,” Edric said, nodding toward the older man. “The barrier is solid all the way around. There’s no getting in or out of Melancholy. Not even by water. We’re trapped.”

      Bernie picked up his whiskey and sighed. “Perfect.” He finished off the amber colored liquid, set the empty glass down, and stood. “What do you need from me?”

      I exchanged a glance with my sisters. “Just like that?” I asked.

      He placed his wide-brimmed hat on his head and laughed. “Yeah, just like that. This is your magic mess. I told myself when I took this post, I’d never try to understand how it all works. Save myself a few headaches, but I do have a town full of people who are confused and scared out of their wits. So, I’ll take care of them, and you deal with your sister. Deal?”

      Rina and I rose, making for the door.

      “Guess we’ll get started figuring out what this spell is,” I said. “Back to the shop, everyone.”

      Edric and Hadley walked out together, Rina and Norn right behind them, their hands clasped. He leaned over and whispered something in her ear. She laughed and smacked his arm.

      Douglas smiled at me and motioned me to go ahead of him. I did, careful to keep space between us. I was near the door of the station when I tripped over a chair and stumbled. A hand caught my elbow, preventing me from falling on my face.

      Douglas.

      I threw a thankful smile over my shoulder.

      His dark green eyes narrowed. He frowned, looked he wanted to say something. Then the moment passed, and he let go of my arm. The bit of distance between us wasn’t enough for me not to pick up on his swirling storm of emotions—identical to my own.

      I hurried out of the station, with him right behind me. We met up with the others at the shop. Vick and Lincoln were waiting for us, both extremely agitated.

      I gritted my teeth against their intense emotions and entered the shop.

      “We were able to get a few calls out, but it was hit and miss,” Vick informed us as the door closed behind her. “Communication is going to be a pain while we’re inside this… this…”

      “Snow globe,” Rina supplied.

      “Right. Snow globe.” Vick paced around the shop like a caged animal. “I don’t like this. Why trap us all here? What’s the end game?”

      “I think we need to worry about lifting the spell,” Douglas said. “We can deal with the why later. Once we know we can get out of here when the shit hits the fan. Helena, you said you had some books that might help?”

      “Upstairs. Not sure if there’s anything in them or not, but it’s worth a shot.”

      “I’ll see if there’s anyone in town who’s not supposed to be here,” Rina said, shrugging. “I have a spell or two that might flush unwanted visitors out.” She and Norn headed for the kitchen, leaving Hadley and Edric with Vick and Lincoln.

      “And I guess we’ll set up a command center.” Lincoln tugged on his beard. “Try to keep some sense of order with this sheriff of yours.”

      “Do you have a map of the town?” Vick asked Hadley.

      “I do, somewhere. It’s enchanted, so we can use it to help keep track of where everyone is, and you can mark the barrier around town.” She and Edric hurried away to find it.

      “Helena?”

      “Huh?” I turned  around.

      Douglas gazed at me expectantly. He raised his brows.

      “Right. Books. Upstairs, just uh, follow me, I guess.” I led the way, extremely aware of the hunter following close behind. I stumbled over my feet, and he righted me, a curious expression on his face. Figured, of all days, I’d be ridiculously klutzy while he was around.

      Inside the office, I opened the secret door to the hidden room and scoured the shelves for the oldest spell books.

      Douglas waited patiently at the doorway. When I glanced over, he had his arms crossed, a blank look on his face, his shoulder resting against the frame. His long, messy hair was pulled back, the scruff on his face was still there.

      I kept trying to search the shelves in front of me but found myself too busy taking in the sight of his lean form. The small rips in the knees of his jeans, the black t-shirt beneath the currently unbuttoned green flannel shirt completed his laid back, give-no-shits ensemble. When my gaze shot back to his face, his eyes crinkled at the corners, and his brow furrowed.

      “Sorry,” I mumbled, returning to the books, hating how my cheeks burned.

      “So that’s it then?”

      “That’s what?” I asked, refusing to look at him again.

      He came toward me. My heart fluttered, my hands shook.

      “We’re not going to talk about it at all?”

      I pretended I was reading a book title to buy myself some time to come up with an answer. Or I was, until Douglas reached for my hands, and I had no choice but to focus on his intense green eyes.

      “There’s really nothing to talk about, I mean, not right now. We’re trapped in a snow globe. That sort of takes precedence over what happened between us.”

      His lips twitched as he kept a firm hold of my hands. “We kissed, Helena. I think we need to talk about it just a little bit. Maybe decide what it means, or if it means anything. That’s all I’m asking.”

      I shifted from one foot to the other but couldn’t get any words to come out. We had kissed, and it had been beyond incredible. But that was last night, and today we were facing another crisis. That, and I honestly had no idea how I felt about the said kiss. Well, part of that was a lie. I knew how I felt, but I had no idea if what I was feeling was real, or if it was even me. I’d been surrounded by too many heightened emotions emanating from my sisters and the guys. They were jumbled inside my head now. Sorting through them was a challenge.

      Then there was Douglas. He was so damned easy to talk to about everything. He was as into potions as I was and had been interested in everything I’d been working on over the years. I’d never laughed so much with a guy. But after Rina had been saved from the demon plaguing her, he told me he’d be leaving with the other hunters. That had been last night. I’d been overcome with this horrible sensation of loneliness.

      The next thing I knew, I was wrapped in his arms, and we were kissing. I hadn’t wanted it to end. Panic set in when I realized I had no idea why I did it. Everyone else’s emotions pushed in around me. I’d apologized then hurried away.

      This morning, he acted like nothing happened, and I expected him to leave Melancholy and not look back. Only he hadn’t, and now he was standing awfully close, looking at me like he wanted to kiss me all over again.

      “I don’t know,” I blurted.

      He started to drop my hands, but I was the one who held on this time. He gave me a confused glance. “Then we just what, act like it never happened?”

      “Look, you know how I am around people and their emotions,” I rambled. “Sometimes I don’t know if it’s them or me, and lately, there’s been so much going on that I haven’t really had a chance to sit down and sort it all out. So last night, the kiss, and what I’m feeling right now, I can’t honestly say it’s me. At least not all me if that makes any sense whatsoever.”

      Douglas nodded slowly but didn’t let go of my hands. “Then why don’t you take some time to figure out what it is you are feeling?”

      “Trapped in a snow globe, remember?”

      “We are, but this is important, too. After talking to the three of you, I know how much you’ve given to your sisters over the years. Maybe this is when you need to step back and take care of yourself.”

      I tugged my hands free. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “It means Rina is safe, and Hadley seems to be doing fine, too. It’s time to focus on you.”

      “You make it sound like I’m falling apart.”

      “Aren’t you close to doing just that? You admitted you have no idea if what you’re feeling is you or someone else. Put your sisters and me and everyone in this town aside. Just re-center your mind.”

      “You want me to do that right now? Are you serious?”

      Douglas backed away, and the annoying emptiness inside returned, leaving a strange hollow feeling in my chest.

      “You and I both know our magic works better when we’re centered, grounded. When we’re not distracted.”

      I snorted. “I’m only distracted because you’re up here giving me a lecture.”

      He crossed his arms, staring me down, and the tension between us grew heavy. “Right, blame it all on me.”

      “I will,” I snapped. “You know what? I don’t think the book I was thinking of is here. You can keep looking, but I’m going.”

      I stormed past him for the door only to have him slide right into my path. His lips twitched, but I was in no mood to deal with him right then. I stepped to the left to go around him, but he simply moved with me until we were doing some ridiculous dance.

      I finally threw my arms up in aggravation and, with a flourish of my wrist, shoved him to the wall, out of my path.

      “Stay there,” I ordered, smirking when he couldn’t move from the wall. It wouldn’t last long, but long enough for me to get out of there.

      Or not.

      I was just at the door of the office when his hand closed around my elbow. He spun me around, and when he opened his mouth to probably lecture me, I found myself on my toes and dragging his mouth down to mine.

      That kiss was all heat.

      I wrapped my arms around his neck. His hands found my hips. His lips moved over mine like they belonged there, and then my back was to the wall. I ran my fingers through his hair, tugging the band free.

      Then I opened my eyes and pushed him away, shattering the moment as quickly as it began.

      “Shit,” I whispered and stormed out of the office.

      He called my name, but I didn’t slow down. When I passed Hadley in the shop, I told her I was heading to the house to see what I could find there. She was asking me a question, but I waved her off and rushed outside into the cold. I forgot my coat and crossed my arms tightly around myself, lowering my head and bustling down the street. Quite a few people were still outside, talking about the latest strange event to hit Melancholy. Thankfully, none of them tried to stop me, and I reached the gravel drive without incident.

      “it was just a kiss,” I muttered to myself. “Two kisses. Two extremely hot, intense kisses. They don’t mean anything.”

      My tingling lips and the rush of heat shooting through me as if Douglas were holding me in his arms all over again told me those weren’t mere kisses. I wanted to believe what I was feeling was real, but there was too much going on for me to feel straight. Everything he said was spot on, though. When was the last time I sat down and focused on myself and my emotions? The answer was years, which was probably why I was in this emotional whirlwind to begin with.

      “Just deal with the crisis, and you can worry about him later,” I told myself sternly.

      The temperature dropped as I neared the garden gate. The snowfall had picked up. The wind gusted at my back, making my teeth chatter. The tree branches groaned and creaked, urging me on faster. I was tempted to break into a run until a crow cawed, making me stumble over my feet.

      I skidded to a stop in the gravel.
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