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        To all my sweet readers,

        Remember, goodies are for everyone, regardless of age. Hope you enjoy this story!

        Xoxo,

        C.D. Gorri
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      He’s a big bad wolf with a sweet tooth, and she’s sweet as candy.

      After leaving home for a jaunt in the woods, local twins, Hansel, and Gretel, were missing for two whole months before returning to their parents’ loving arms. As if that wasn’t enough headline fodder, the cherubic children named a beloved Pinesville business owner as their kidnapper!

      My Granny.

      When the owner of The Sweet Shoppe is arrested and forced to face criminal charges, of course, she called the one person she could depend on to uncover the truth.

      Me.

      My name is Candice Bellamy, and I am a Witch just like Granny. Someone has framed her for this heinous crime, and I am going to set things right. Only, I might be in over my head.

      Thank goodness for Luke Lawson! My lanky and tongue-tied childhood neighbor is all grown up, and this hunky Shifter just happens to be the detective in charge of Granny’s case.

      Will I clear Granny’s name and hold on to my heart before this is over?

      *Find out in this Howlin’ Good Hansel & Gretel Retelling.
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      The story I am about to share is my story, or really, our story. Mine and my mate’s.

      You see that guy over there? The one with the thick brown hair carelessly tossed back from his handsome, slightly scruffy, chiseled face. Yeah, that’s the one. Okay, now. Easy! I said, put your tongue back in your mouth, sister, or I’ll zap you.

      Anyway, yeah, that’s him. The sexy man rockin’ a solid eight pack, sitting on the rubber duckie floatie, and trying to coax the little blonde toddler down the slide and into our pool.

      My mate.

      It's been a few years since everything went down, and believe me when I tell you, I am one lucky Witch. Luke, that’s my guy, is a Wolf Shifter and that little blonde toddler is our baby girl. Her name is Cece, and we still don’t know if she’ll take after her mom or dad in the gift department. Sometimes supernatural offspring take after neither parent. Only very rarely does a child take after both.

      I’ll be happy either way, Wolf, or Witch, but I know Luke is secretly hoping for a Wolf. It would certainly be easier that way. You see, Witchcraft comes with a heck of a lot of responsibility, and not a small bit of prejudice from other supes.

      I’ve learned to let go of all that now. Luke helped me see past the anger and animosity I had towards folks I thought had judged me unfairly. But this story is not about them. It’s about me, us, and how we got together.

      But first, I have a question for you. Do you believe in fairytales? Cause this is a howling good one…
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      About three years ago…

      I woke with a niggling, nagging, annoying, little feeling in the forefront of my mind. No, it wasn’t because my roommate Red didn’t come home last night. It was something else. I got out of bed and shuffled to the bathroom, listening for sounds of anyone in the cramped apartment we shared in Downtown Jersey City. It was all I could afford at the moment, even with a roommate.

      Who knew rents would skyrocket after a global pandemic kept everyone in lockdown for over a year? I sure as shit hadn’t been banking on that. What was that smell?

      Ugh. I looked down and found my dirty apron from the night before still on the counter. Waitressing sucked. But it was the only thing I could do to make money while working on getting my master's degree.

      I was almost finished, thank fuck. I finally handed in the first rough draft of my thesis and was still waiting to hear back from my professor. But this feeling I had that something was very wrong had nothing to do with school or my dismal, and oftentimes messy, job.

      The phone rang and I spit out the chug of spearmint mouthwash I’d just swished around my gums. I always rinsed before brushing. It was my morning ritual. When you grew up with a Candy Witch for a Granny, like I had, you learned early on to watch out for cavities.

      Yep. You heard me. Magic is real, and I am a Witch. Cornelia Bellamy is my Granny, and she is the best Candy Witch of her age. Oh yeah. I am totally serious. Witches had all sorts of talents that made them one thing or other. Regular Kitchen Witches were gifted in cooking, but Candy Witches stuck to treats.

      Granny’s store was named The Sweet Shoppe, and she was famous for her delectable goodies. So popular, in fact, that she had her own delivery route and trucks to supply restaurants, department stores, and boutiques with her specialty goods. The Sweet Shoppe delivered all up and down the entire east coast.

      Granny’s talents were such that she not only created the perfect confections with just the right amount of sugar and spice, but her Magic allowed a customer who indulged to be transported back to their childhood’s happiest memories. It was comfort food to a t.

      Perfection in every confection.

      That was her slogan, and I could not be prouder of my heritage. The Sweet Shoppe was only recently incorporated. And by recent, I meant in the last sixty years or so. But there was always a Bellamy owned shop to be found somewhere throughout history.

      Ever since my ancestors came to America, one Bellamy or other had owned and operated a candy or dessert boutique somewhere in the continental united States for the past eight generations. I was destined to inherit Granny’s legacy, which is why I was going to get my MBA.

      I’d been groomed for the job, learning all her secret recipes and techniques before I left for school. Heck, even my name was chosen with that in mind.

      All the Bellamy Witches had first names starting with C. My father, Claude, had carried on the tradition with my name. It was also something of a tribute to the Magical talents the Bellamy Witches all shared.

      Candace, aka Candy. You get the idea.

      Mom had indulged him, as always, by allowing her only daughter to be called Candy. A name I had resented in my youth. Didn’t matter one bit to my parents that Granny literally owned a candy store, and my peers were sure to mock me.

      Sigh.

      My folks simply doted on one another. My Dad had certainly thought it amusing. He used to call my room Candy’s land, a sort of play on the popular board game. I sure missed my parents, more with every passing day.

      I know it’s a cliché and all for the heroine of the story to be orphaned, but I was and at the worst possible time for any kid, especially a girl. Puberty was a bitch.

      My parents died together in a tragic traffic accident when I was just in junior high. I’d been raised by Granny Bellamy. Boy, did I love her! The older Witch was fun loving and kind, strict but not too strict. She taught me everything I know about cooking and baking.

      Oh, the torture that was my childhood! NOT.

      Granny was great. She’d taken in her only granddaughter with open arms and a loving attitude. Some kids in the neighborhood teased me about being called Candy, and the fact that I ate cupcakes and chocolate every day for lunch, but I ignored them. Mostly. Unless it was Halloween. That was the only time I pranked those little bastards with candies flavored like vomit and boogers.

      Good times.

      There was a Wolf Shifter family who’d lived next door, and they had the nastiest little brat son. He was a year ahead of me and always pulled on my ponytail whenever he passed me in the hall. But even with all that to bear with, Cornelia Bellamy was an amazing grandmother, and I loved her dearly.

      It broke Granny’s heart when I moved from our little South Jersey town of Pinesville all the way to the big city. Not that Jersey City was New York, but it was close enough as far as Granny was concerned. She was good about it, but she missed me. I missed her too, and I visited as often as I could.

      My nose started to itch, and the butterflies in my stomach were flapping their wings. The telephone was still ringing insistently, and I hurried to get to it. Why was Granny so strongly on my mind?

      I walked through the small hallway to the kitchen. The apartment had one of those older wall-mounted phones near the stove, spiral cord, and all. I grabbed the receiver and took a steadying breath.

      “Collect call from Pinesville Correctional Facility from a Cornelia Bellamy. Do you accept the charges?”

      Trepidation turned the blood in my veins to ice. Why the heck was Granny calling me from jail?

      “Hello?”

      “Um, yes, I accept the charges,” I replied.

      “Oh Candy! They think I did it!”

      “Granny? What happened? Are you okay?” I asked, twirling the cord around my hand to quiet my nerves.

      “Come quick! The Sweet Shoppe is closed, and I have orders. Can you believe they think I took those kids and hid them in the woods? As if I would do such a thing! This is awful! I might go to prison and—”

      I listened to the unthinkable as my grandmother ran the gamut of emotions from hysterical to frightened, to angry, and then again, several times over. I jotted down what info I could get from the hysterical woman obediently and promised to find out what the heck was going on.

      I made two calls after hanging up. One was to the Realta Law Offices. The Witch run law firm was the best in the state at representing supernatural clients. In a World where Magic was secret, there were only so many people a Witch could trust. After hiring Granny the best damn lawyer I could find, I hung up. At least they could get started on getting her out of jail.

      The second call was to my roommate, Red. I quickly told the other woman what was happening. Red loved Granny, so I spared a moment to calm her down. I had to arrange to leave town, but a few minutes wouldn’t hurt.

      “Oh no, not Granny. OMG! Candy, don’t turn on the news!” Red yelled into the phone.

      So, of course, I turned around and switched on the TV. There on the screen of the 24hours New Jersey News channel was a picture of my grandmother.

      “Those fuckers!” I yelled.

      The news was portraying my sweet grandma as some candy peddling kidnapper! I gasped, eyes popping as the two rescued children, Hansel and Gretel, proclaimed their two month long absence had resulted from a terrible kidnapping gone wrong.

      “The children have named their neighbor and local entrepreneur, owner and operator of the much loved Sweet Shoppe, Cornelia Bellamy, as their kidnapper. When asked why she would do such a thing, the children had this to say.”

      The screen cut over to the two blond haired, bright eyed twins.

      “She said she wanted to fatten us up so she could cook us in her oven!” Hansel exclaimed through tears.

      “There you have it, folks. The people of Pinesville are in shock and it’s no wonder why. The famous Sweet Shoppe may very well be a little shop of horrors—”

      I switched off the TV and stomped my foot. Unbelievable! Those, unfortunately, pudgy and freckled children were lying through their
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