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Greta Hexe is looking forward to graduation.

After a year filled with magical adventures, she and her friends—the Misfits—are preparing to leave Keaton Middle School behind and begin a new chapter together at Gleason High School.

But dark forces are gathering.

When a powerful tornado tears through town, an ancient secret is uncovered. Hidden within Frieda Hexe’s wall safe was the legendary Blegosi Amulet, the very artifact that had imprisoned Frieda’s evil sister, Zatanica, for years. The storm destroys the amulet, releasing the Dark Enchantress back into the world.

Hungry for revenge against Frieda and determined to reclaim the power she once lost, Zatanica begins assembling allies from the shadows. At her side are the sinister sorcerer Ruprecht Knecht, the ruthless whip-wielding Barium Kupter, and a mysterious young witch named Zenaida, who believes Frieda is responsible for her father’s death.

With graduation only days away, Greta and the Misfits must prepare for the most dangerous battle of their lives.

As old enemies return and long-buried secrets are revealed, Greta discovers that defeating Zatanica may require more than powerful magic. The truth about Zenaida’s past could determine the fate of everyone she loves.

Can Greta, Frieda, and the Misfits stop Zatanica before she destroys everything they have built?

Or will graduation day become the day darkness finally wins?

Join Greta Hexe and her friends for their biggest, most emotional adventure yet in a thrilling tale of friendship, family, forgiveness, and the power of choosing what truly matters.
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Copyright ©  2026
​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One



[image: ]


Greta Hexe slept soundly beneath the warm blankets of her bed while Alice lay curled beside her pillow, the cat’s black tail twitching occasionally in her sleep.

The past week had been exhausting. Final exams at Keaton Middle School had pushed everyone to their limits, and Greta had never been happier to see the school year finally ending. In only a few days she and the Misfits would officially graduate. Better yet, all of them would be attending Gleason High School together in the fall, only a few blocks from their old middle school.

For the first time in weeks, Greta felt completely relaxed.

Outside her bedroom window, dawn had begun creeping over the town. Pale morning light filtered through the curtains.

Then the curtains moved.

At first it was only a gentle flutter from the breeze drifting through the slightly opened window. But within seconds the movement grew stronger. The curtains snapped violently back and forth as the wind intensified.

Outside, the sky darkened unnaturally despite the rising sun.

Alice’s eyes suddenly opened.

The cat lifted her head, ears flattening.

A low growl rumbled from deep in her throat.

Still half asleep, Greta shifted beneath the blankets.

Alice immediately pawed at her shoulder.

“Mmnn...” Greta murmured sleepily.

The wind outside roared louder.

The bedroom windows rattled violently.

Alice leapt onto Greta’s chest and meowed sharply.

Greta’s eyes flew open.

The room had gone strangely dark.

The wind screamed outside now, powerful enough to shake the walls of the house. Greta sat upright just as her bed gave a slight jolt beneath her.

Then another.

The entire house trembled.

“Greta!”

Her bedroom door burst open.

Oma Frieda stood there in her robe while Nobu loomed beside her in his massive armored form.

“There’s a tornado,” Frieda shouted over the noise. “Come with us! Down to the basement!”

Another violent gust slammed against the house.

Greta jumped out of bed clutching Alice tightly against her chest. She hurried after Frieda and Nobu as the lights flickered overhead.

Downstairs, Sir John was hammering wooden boards across one of the windows while the storm raged outside.

Rain blasted against the glass.

Wind shrieked around the old house like some giant unseen beast.

“Sir John!” Greta called. “Aren’t you coming downstairs with us?”

The animated suit of armor drove another nail into place before turning toward her.

“I am already dead, young Greta,” he replied calmly. “My duty is to protect this house and everyone inside it.”

Another powerful gust shook the walls.

“You will be safe in the basement. I shall join you shortly after I secure a few more windows.”

Greta hesitated.

“Hurry,” Frieda urged.

The four of them descended into the basement while the storm howled above them. Moments later the lights went out completely, plunging the basement into darkness.

Only the sound of the wind remained.

It roared above them with terrifying force.

Greta sat beside Frieda while clutching Alice tightly.

“Oma,” she asked nervously, “can’t we stop the tornado?”

Frieda slowly shook her head.

“I’m afraid not. Light witches can conjure rain, snow, or even small storms. But a tornado...” She paused as the house shuddered again. “A tornado is a powerful force of nature. We are compelled to respect the balance of the natural world.”

Another violent crash echoed upstairs.

“We will simply have to endure it like the Typicals.”

Several tense minutes later Sir John finally descended the basement stairs and joined them. The five of them huddled together in darkness while the storm raged overhead.

⸻

Across town, Amy and her family sat together in their basement wrapped in blankets while the storm battered their home.

The wind outside sounded like freight trains roaring through the neighborhood.

Amy hugged her knees nervously.

“I hate tornadoes,” she muttered. “Do you think the house will be okay, Mom?”

Her mother attempted a reassuring smile.

“We’ve gotten through storms before. But this one does sound worse than usual.”

Amy’s father sat nearby listening to emergency reports on a battery-powered radio.

“So far they’re calling it an EF-3 tornado,” he said grimly.

⸻

Meanwhile, Lucas and his mother had taken shelter inside the bathroom of their apartment.

The building groaned around them as the wind screamed outside.

Oddly enough, Lucas looked excited.

“This is kind of awesome, huh Mom?”

His mother stared at him in disbelief.

“Forgive me if I don’t share your enthusiasm.”

Another gust rattled the plumbing pipes inside the walls.

“At least this building is solid brick,” she added. “That makes me feel a little better.”

⸻

Upstairs inside Frieda’s bedroom, destruction swept through the room.

One of the windows exploded inward.

Shattered glass scattered across the floor while rain poured into the house. A chair overturned and slammed against the wall. Books, papers, and decorations flew wildly through the air.

The painting hanging above Frieda’s hidden wall safe crashed onto the rug below.

Inside the safe, several magical objects violently collided against one another as the house shook from the storm.

Then—

CRACK.

The small box containing the Jester’s enchanted snow globe slammed into the Blegosi Amulet.

The amulet split cleanly in half.

A pulse of dark energy erupted from the shattered relic.

Thin streams of smoke began seeping from the broken amulet. Purple. Blue. Black.

The smoke twisted together like living shadows before drifting out of the safe.

It moved through the ruined bedroom, slipped out through the shattered window, and disappeared into the raging storm outside.

The colored vapors spiraled through the tornado winds for nearly three blocks before finally slowing.

Then the smoke began taking shape.

Three figures slowly emerged beneath the pouring rain.

Two men.

One woman.

The former prisoners of the Blegosi Amulet.

The dark enchantress Zatanica...

...and her loyal servants Ruprecht Knecht and Barium Kupter.

Rain poured over them while lightning flashed across the sky.

Zatanica slowly lifted her head.

For a moment she simply stood there, allowing the storm winds to whip through her long dark hair.

Then she smiled.

Ruprecht laughed joyfully.

“We are free, my Dark Enchantress!”

With a casual wave of her hand, Zatanica altered the storm itself.

Beside her, Ruprecht raised his arms toward the sky.

The tornado immediately slowed.

Then, impossibly, it changed direction.

The massive funnel cloud veered away from town and began moving north toward upstate New York instead.

Inadvertently, the two dark sorcerers had spared the town from millions of dollars in destruction.

“Yes,” Zatanica said softly, “we are free...”

Her expression slowly changed as she looked around.

“But this is not Yllek.”

She studied the streets, buildings, and electrical lights in the distance.

Then realization crossed her face.

“I believe we are in my old world once again.”

Barium shifted uncomfortably beneath the rain.

“I do not know this place,” he grunted. “I do not like it.”

Zatanica quickly realized they could not remain standing in public dressed as they were. Her elegant dark gown and jewelry would attract attention immediately, and Barium’s appearance alone would terrify anyone who saw him.

“We need new appearances.”

She waved her hand.

​

Dark magic swirled around the trio.

Moments later, Ruprecht and Barium now wore expensive designer suits and fedora hats that partially concealed their faces. Zatanica herself now stood dressed in black boots, jeans, and a fitted leather tank top.

“Now what, my enchantress?” Ruprecht asked.

Zatanica turned toward him sharply.

“For now, do not call me enchantress. In
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