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      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!

      And if you would like to read the book that started all the madness, Switching Hour is FREE!

      https://robynpeterman.com/switching-hour/
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      Witchin' Up the Dead: Magic and Mayhem Universe is book 7 in the Magick and Chaos series. 

      

      A shifter stuck in limbo. A witch who brings back the dead, and a zombie apocalypse. What could go wrong?

      

      Dillen has loved Cecelia from afar for years. The one kiss they'd shared Christmas Day has left the beast inside of him hungry for more. But every time he tries to approach the skittish witch, she runs for the hills faster than he can blink an eye. When a battle with Paimon leads to his death, he ends up in Zombieland with Bridezilla. In order to escape before it's too late, he'll need the help of his family, a few good friends, and a necromancer to bring him back from the dead.

      

      Cecelia spends the majority of her year reviving the dead. While being a necromancer can have some real Debbie Downer moments, she's learned to embrace her destiny over the years. That is, until the love of her life is in need of her help. She's ran from Dillen for years, but this time, there's no escape. It's either put up or shut up.

      

      When the spell she casts goes haywire, will she go against everything she's been taught to save the one she loves? Or will he be lost to her forever?

      

      When the veil between the human realm and Zombieland is breached during a New Moon, all hell breaks loose in Bass Ackwards, Tennessee.

      

      Warning: Witchin' Up the Dead: Magic and Mayhem Universe involves a King looking for his Queen, a jilted lover out for revenge, and a talented group of zombies who love performing off-Broadway.
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      Cecelia groaned and tried to ignore the insistent pounding on her door. Maybe if she covered her head and remained quiet, they'd go away. She was exhausted from warding off all the freaks who had suddenly appeared from out of nowhere. For some reason, the Summer Solstice had the residents of Bass Ackwards on edge. If the light show on the outskirts of town near the old graveyard was a sign of things to come… someone was in trouble.

      She watched last night, or rather, this morning, as the sky lit up like the Fourth of July. It wasn't the first-time sinister activity had occurred in the graveyard. But it was the first time said activity had left her with an eerie feeling. Not only had something bad happened, but it was about to turn her world upside down. She wanted to scream at the injustice of it all, as the banging on her door continued. Tossing and turning to get more comfortable, she tried to ignore whoever was knocking, but it was no use. Finally, she gave up, crawled out of bed, and went to answer the door.

      "Somebody better be dead," she yelled, running her fingers through her fiery red mane. Stumbling to the door, she swung it open and froze when she discovered it was Dillen’s sister.

      "Dillen is dead and if we're going to save him, we need your help," Ariel said, matter of fact.

      Cecelia had never seen the formidable lioness look so distressed. She'd heard the words coming out of her mouth, but they weren't registering. Dillen? Dead?

      She stepped aside and motioned for Ariel to come in. She wasn't sure what had happened in the last twenty-four hours, but she was about to find out. The thought of Dillen dead was inconceivable. He was one of the strongest men she'd ever met... a force to be reckoned with on any given day. His sister had to have been mistaken because if she wasn't, then it meant the love of her life was no longer in this realm. Although she was still struggling to process Ariel's shocking declaration, there was a part of her that knew the lioness was telling the truth. Yet, the necromancer in her remained in denial.

      Wouldn't I have felt something if he were dead? If he's my mate, as everyone has told me over and over and over again, then I should have felt his spirit leave his body. Was the cold shiver that raked over me last night a message from the Goddess that I no longer had a mate?

      Ariel's matter of fact announcement continued to wreak havoc on Cecelia's mind, as she took a seat on the sofa. She wanted answers because there was no way in Hades her mate was dead. Just the thought of it left a foul taste in her mouth. The cold pizza she'd had for supper the night before was sitting like a lump of coal in the pit of her stomach. Regret for all the things left unsaid threatened to overwhelm her, but she forced them away. Having a meltdown was not an option.

      Looking into Ariel's somber eyes, she placed a reassuring smile on her face. To avoid creating further distress, she cleared her throat and spoke in a soothing voice. "Tell me what happened."

      Cecelia watched as the young lioness took in several deep breaths. It was obvious she was trying to gather her thoughts and regain her composure. But the longer Ariel remained silent, the more she wanted to scream to the Goddess above for patience. Her anxiety level was at an all-time high. She wanted—no needed—to know what had happened to Dillen.

      The last time she'd seen him, they were locking lips on Christmas Day, over a year ago. Yeah, she knew it was ridiculous to have avoided the man for so long. Camille and Symone had reminded her on a daily basis of her stupidity. But that was neither here nor there. It was obvious her mate was in trouble and needed help by the way his sister was still wringing her hands. The lioness looked so forlorn it would have broken her heart, if she hadn't been so worried about Dillen.

      The longer Ariel remained quiet, the more she thought about the last time she'd seen her mate. It sounded so strange to refer to him in such an intimate way. They'd only shared one kiss, but it had been spectacular. He'd wrapped her in his arms and took her mouth in the most sensual kiss she'd ever experienced in her life. Every time she thought about the kiss, butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She also remembered how at home; she had felt in his arms for the first time in her life. It had been both exhilarating and terrifying. It was also the primary reason she'd run as fast and far as she could, even if it had only been to her house.

      Yeah, she'd been a coward that day by running away, but it had all been too much. The kiss had been hot, passionate, and addictive. Her body had sizzled with pleasure; her senses had been on overdrive, and her mind had short circuited. The longer he'd kissed her, the more she'd wanted him. For the first time in a long time, she had felt desirable by a man and it had scared her to death. People who believed you could never get enough of a good thing had never been kissed by Dillen. The King had taken control of her mind, body and soul. He could have demanded anything of her that day, and she would have gladly done his bidding. Thank the Goddess, she had managed to regain her senses enough to make a quick escape.

      Deep down, she knew her mate couldn't be dead because if he was, she'd have felt a tremendous sense of loss. A void so deep that it would have left her inconsolable. No, Ariel had to be wrong. Yet, that still didn't explain the unexpected visitor sitting in her living room. Lost in her own dark pit of regret, fear, and scattered thoughts, Cecelia hadn't heard the lioness speak.

      "We were in a battle with Paimon and things began to spiral out of control. It seemed like no matter how hard we fought, we couldn't send him back to Hell."

      "Wait! You've lost me. What does the ninth Spirit of Solomon have to do with Dillen and why would you summon him here to Earth?" Cecelia asked in a high-pitched voice laced with a tinge of fear.

      Ariel's head snapped up at Cecelia's comments. She glared at the necromancer. Her lips formed in a tight line, which only emphasized her anger and frustration. "We didn't summon Lucifer's right-hand man. That dimwit, Brittney, did. And because of her stupidity and jealousy, we had to send him back to Hell before he captured Claire. That's when all Hell broke loose."

      "Brittney? Claire? Paimon? That still doesn't explain why you think Dillen is dead."

      Cecelia watched as Ariel gritted her teeth, closed her eyes, and blew out a breath. She wasn't sure if the lioness was trying to calm down or sending a prayer up to the Goddess for patience. It made no difference to her one way or the other. She was supposed to have still been in bed. But instead, she was listening to what surely had to be an exaggerated story about a jealous lover. One, who was maniacal enough to summon a Demon from Hell. And dumb enough to have put her mate in harm’s way.

      "I never said Brittney was the smartest witch on the block. May I finish the story now? We're wasting time," Ariel insisted.

      "Sure. I'm listening," Cecelia replied, trying her best not to agitate the lioness even more than she already was. The dread that had created a boulder in the pit of her stomach was back. If they had tangled with Paimon, who commanded a legion of Demons, then they were all doomed to Hell, she thought, before returning her attention back to Dillen’s sister.

      "The battle went on for what seemed like hours. The harder we fought, the more ground we lost. When Claire opened up Mother Earth, I lost my advantage on several of the Demons. One had gained the advantage on me and was about to strike when Dillen leapt in front of me. I watched in horror, as the sword went through his chest. Long story short, my brother died on the battlefield trying to protect me," Ariel said with a sob.
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      Dillen woke up with a headache the size of Mount Everest. His body ached and his mouth felt like it was stuffed full of cotton. The birds chirping in the distance only made the pounding in his head worse. The only thing he wanted to do was turnover, bury his head under the covers and go back to sleep. Except, there were no covers, or bed. Slowly, he opened his eyes to take in his new and unfamiliar surroundings. He was lying in a beautiful, peaceful garden that resembled a fairy village in the woodlands. The spectacular colors from the camellias, rhododendrons, candelabra primulas and azaleas looked like something one would have found in the Garden of Eden. Fairies, myrtle wood and a dragon had been created out of a fallen tree. The vibrant colors and smells threatened to overwhelm his senses. Yet, they were also soothing the pounding in his head.

      Where the hell am I? Dillen thought, as he stood and continued to scrutinize his new surroundings. To his left, there was a vegetable garden and a path that led to who knows where. To his right, there was a walled garden with a long border of herbaceous perennials filled to the brim with unique and interesting treasures. It too had a long, winding path. Where it led, only the Goddess knew. Mesmerized and intrigued by the enchanted garden, Dillen opted for the path directly in front of him that held a border of red, white, and yellow roses, dahlias, sweet peas, and banana trees. There was also a waterfall that reminded him of how thirsty he had been only a few minutes ago.

      The water in the garden was refreshing and seemed to soothe some of the anxiety building in his head. However, the more he explored the garden, the more his gut yelled that he wasn’t supposed to be there. Although he couldn’t quite put his finger on it, something was terribly wrong. Where was his sister, Ariel? His Pride? Had they defeated Paimon? How had he gotten here, but more importantly, how did he get home? Shaking his head to clear the cobwebs wrapping themselves around his memory like a cloak, he forced himself to concentrate. He wouldn’t be seduced by a garden, no matter how much its beauty called to him.

      The more Dillen explored the garden, the more his gut screamed at him that it was time to go home. The haze threatening to wipe away his memories forever was getting stronger by the minute. Thank the Goddess, so had his instinct to fight. Although it was a painful process, the harder he concentrated the faster his memories returned. The battle with Paimon at the old cemetery outside town. The horror and sorrow of watching some of his Pride lose their lives to such an evil being. The anger and frustration of feeling helpless and wondering would Paimon kill them all. Every painful memory was like a shooting dagger stabbing him straight in the heart. But the final blow came when he remembered how his sister had almost died at the hand of one of Paimon’s demons. His only thought had been to save her life, even if it meant sacrificing his own. He’d promised his parents on their death bed that he’d always take care of her. Had he kept his promise? Why couldn’t he leave this place? What in the hell was going on?

      Frustrated and angry that there was no one around to answer his questions, and worried sick about his sister and Pride, the King fell to his knees and let out a roar loud enough to shake not only the ground below him, but also the Heavens above.
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      Bertie watched the handsome stranger from afar. Given his level of distress, she wasn’t sure if now was a good time to approach him. The roar he’d let out had surely awaken everyone and everything within a hundred-mile radius. The golden glow in his eyes and the fierce determination on his face told her that he wasn’t a man to be toyed with. No, she had to be careful around this one, or he would destroy her. Yet, the insistent nickeling in the back of her mind, told her that he was special. That he’d be the one to help her out of this precarious predicament she found herself in. Desperate and tired of being stuck in this Goddess forsaken place, she straightened her spine and prepared for battle. Unlike the other times, she would make sure this handsome creature fell in love with her because the alternative was not an option.

      It took a few minutes, but Bertie finally mustered up enough courage to reveal herself. In a soft, soothing voice, she asked, “Are you okay?”

      When the man snapped his head toward her and roared, she wasn’t sure whether to run or kneel. His powerful presence was doing a number on her senses and that it never happened before. Could he be her salvation? Had the prayers she sent up to the Goddess been answered? Only time will tell. So, instead of running, she continued to approach the man like he was a wild animal waiting to attack.

      To regain what little courage she had left, Bertie quickly cleared her throat and said, “Hello, my name is Bertie. What’s yours?”

      “Dillen. Where am I?”

      “You’re in my garden,” Bertie replied, ignoring the man’s gruff voice. She knew the only way to get what she wanted was to remain calm, cool and collected. Her only objective was to coax Dillen into doing her bidding and she couldn’t do that if they got off on the wrong foot. Remembering her mother had always insisted that the way to a man’s heart was through his stomach, she decided to conjure up a meal as a peace offering.

      Anger and frustration radiating off him in waves, Dillen stood and faced the petite redhead, whose hair was the shade of pumpkin. “Maybe you didn’t understand my question. Where is your garden?”

      Waving her hands dismissively, Bertie replied, “You know. Here. There. Everywhere. Would you like something to eat? You must be starving.”

      “I’d like an answer to my question. Where the hell am I?” Dylan groused, undeterred by Bertie’s coyness.

      Plastering a fake smile on her face that would have made a Cheshire cat proud, Bertie looped her arm through Dillen’s and led them down the path near the vegetable garden. “I’ll make a deal with you Dillen. If you’ll have lunch with me, I’ll tell you everything you want to know.”

      Desperate for answers, Dillen simply nodded in agreement and let Bertie lead the way. Once they passed the pear trees, the area opened up to reveal a beautiful historical manor that looked more like it should have been in New England, instead of the middle of nowhere. On the left there was a rose garden, and on the right, there was an arched pergola made out of California Redwood. At one end there was a brick fireplace with comfortable, white sofas with red and green pillows placed in front it. At the other end, there was a kitchen area that contained an outdoor grill that would have made any grill master envious, a refrigerator stocked full of wine and prep area for the cook. In the center, there was a dining table large enough to seat eight people. The pergola was decorated with fairy lights, which at night, probably gave it a majestic feel.

      Once they were seated and the staff had poured them each a glass of wine, Bertie decided to make a toast. “To new friendships. May they bring me… I mean us, everything we desire.”
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      Dillen studied the beautiful redhead in front of him. The silky red locks cascading down her back in waves reminded him of Cecelia. Goddess he missed her; in spite of the fact the damn woman ran from him every chance she got. He vowed right then and there that if he ever got out of this mess, he was going to claim what was rightfully his. They’d pussyfooted around one another long enough. They were meant to be together for all eternity. He knew it. The Goddess knew it. The Fates knew it. Hell, everyone in town seemed to know it except Cecelia. But that was all going to change, once he returned to Bass Ackwards. He’d spend the rest of his life proving how much he loved her because life without her wasn’t a life at all. He knew that now. It took his world being turned upside down for him to realize that life was too short not to spend it with your heart’s desire. Lost in thought and a mountain of regret, Dillen hadn’t heard Bertie speak.

      “Dillen, I asked you a question.”

      “I’m sorry. What did you say?”

      “I asked where you were from,” Bertie replied.

      “I’m from a small town in Tennessee. You wouldn’t know it. It’s a small community near the Smoky Mountains, but I like it there. What about yourself?”

      “Oh. I’m from a small town in Tennessee, as well. You’ve probably never heard of it.”

      “Try me,” Dillen encouraged.

      “Okay. I’ll play along. If you’ve heard of my small town, I’ll tell you whatever you want to know. If you haven’t, I get to ask you about questions for the rest of lunch. Deal?”

      Dillen knew that it was a risk, but what other choice did he have. He needed to get home and soon. There was trouble brewing. His lion could feel it. So, against his better judgement, he agreed to Bertie’s challenge. “Deal. Lay it on me.”

      “Oh, goodie,” Bertie exclaimed, as she bounced up and down in her seat.

      “Don’t count your chickens before they hatch, darling.”

      “I like that.”

      “Like what?”

      “The way you just called me darling.”

      “Uh, Bertie. I need to be upfront with you. I’m already spoken for. If my endearment led you on, I apologize, as that was not my intent.”

      Bertie sighed deeply. “I’m not surprised. All the goods are either gay, dead, or taken. Just my luck. No worries, Dillen. We’re good.”

      “Good. I’m glad,” Dillen said, letting out a sigh of relief. The last thing he wanted to do was lead such a nice lady on. Not to mention, she was his only chance of getting out of this garden. When they both visibly relaxed, he spoke again. “Now that that’s settled, quit stalling and tell me where you’re from.”

      “Fine. If you insist, I’ll tell you. I’m from Boner Falls, Tennessee.”

      Dillen couldn’t stop the wine spewing out of his mouth. He wasn’t the only one who had been momentarily shocked by Bertie’s announcement. Their server had dropped the appetizers. “Are you fucking kidding me?” He was amazed that she could say it with a straight face.

      “Of course. I wouldn’t joke about a thing like that,” Bertie replied, incredulously.

      “Bertie, I’ve lived in Tennessee all my life and I’ve never, ever heard of a town called Boner Falls, Tennessee.”

      “See, I told you so,” Bertie said with a smug smile. This wasn’t her first time around the block. She knew how to entice a man. Hell, she’d managed to entice every man, who temporarily appeared in this hell hole of a place. She just hoped that unlike the others, Dylan would be her ticket to freedom.

      Holding up his hands in surrender, Dillen smiled and said, “You win. Ask me anything you like.”

      Before Dillen could respond, the cute brunette waitress who had cleaned up the wine he’s spewed everywhere lost her balance and spilled cold Walter on his pants.

      “You imbecile,” Bertie yelled. “How dare you embarrass me in front of a guest? Clean up your mess and leave us,” she demanded.

      Dillen was taken aback by the venomous words spewing from Bertie’s mouth. It seemed that the woman had a mean streak a mile long and had no problem taking it out on her servants, which left a foul taste in his mouth. In an effort to put the young lady at ease, he tried to assure her that everything was okay. When he bent down to help the young woman pick up the water pitcher and serving tray, it only enraged Bertie more, but he didn’t care.

      “Don’t trust her. She’s dangerous and intends to trick you into doing her bidding. Things aren’t what they seem,” the young woman whispered under her breath.

      Nodding his head in understanding, Dillen stood and watched the young woman scurry away. He had no idea who she was, but he would definitely heed her warning. The sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach returned with a vengeance. He wasn’t sure what game Bertie was playing, but he sure as hell was about to find out.
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      Three hours later and Cecelia was still unclear as to what had really happened the night before. All she really knew was that her head hurt; her stomach was queasy; and her mate was dead. Well, at least according to his sister. The shifter community was in mourning for the loss of their King and would be for some time to come. Unless she used her magical powers to bring him back to life. She’d tried explaining to Ariel, that’s not how things worked, but the lioness refused to listen to reason. She wanted her brother back, regardless of the risk. But it was the risk that had Cecelia on edge. What if Ariel was wrong and Dillen’s time was up? What if in trying to bring him back, she brought back something evil? What if he was no longer the Dillen they all knew and loved? When she thought about all the things that could go wrong, it made her stomach churn with worry.

      It was times like this she really hated being a necromancer. No one understood the pain and anguish she endured every time she brought someone back to life. Everyone thought her job was easy, which pissed her off. It was more than just saying a few words and poof, the person magically appeared. There was an art to being a necromancer, but none of her friends understood that, or even cared. If they did, she wouldn’t be in this predicament. No one wanted Dillen back more than her, but there were consequences. Why didn’t anyone care about the consequences? All the questions swirling around in her head made her nauseous. There was only one thing left to do when she felt like this. She needed to bake.

      Baking had always helped her to calm down, clear her head, and find her center. Running her fingers through her hair, she took in a deep breath before letting it out slowly. A few minutes later, she headed toward the kitchen. Several hours of baking would do her good. Then, she would call in reinforcements because she needed some advice from her best friends. The girls would know what to do. They always did. At least, she hoped so.

      Cecelia had just finished putting the final touches on the last of the gingerbread cookies when the insistent pounding on her door began. Again. Only this time, she knew exactly who was standing on her doorstep. She had to give it to the girls. Their timing was impeccable. She smiled as her body relaxed for the first time since Ariel’s visit. Surveying the cookies and brownies on every countertop in her kitchen, it was obvious she’d lost track of time and had been baking for hours. No wonder the girls had come looking for her, especially after her frantic call.

      She quickly cleaned the kitchen, hung up her apron, and took in several deep breaths. The house was full of cookie aroma goodness, which only made her relax more. Even though it wasn’t Christmas, she’d decided to make gingerbread men, which was one of Camille’s favorites. She also hadn’t forgotten about Symone’s love of her of her double chocolate chip, fudge brownies. Or, the sugar cookies Scroogess had admitted to loving. She’d decided to splurge and make a batch of ghosts and goblins for the new Christmas witch. In some ways, it seemed so weird that they were all friends now. Yet, it also seemed natural. Like they had been friends forever. Besides, if she was going to bring Dillen back from the dead, she needed all the help she could get. And what better help than a Christmas witch who rode the Northern lights and made wishes come true all year long. Once again, the loud banging on the door brought Cecelia out of her musings.

      “Open the damn door CeCe. We know you’re in there. We could smell the cookies a mile away. Let me at those gingerbread delights. You know they’re one of my favorites,” Camille demanded and pleaded simultaneously.

      “I swear Cami, you have the subtlety of an elephant sometimes,” Symone groused, as she shook her head in disgust.

      “Pot calling the kettle black much, Symone? You want those brownies, as much as I want those gingerbread cookies. You’re not fooling anyone.”

      “Ladies, I think everyone needs to calm down and take in a few deep breaths,” Scroogess suggested.

      “Scroogey, I know we’re all friends now, but stop patronizing us. We all know that you’re not immune to CeCe’s sugar cookies. You’re already salivating like one of Pavlov’s dogs,” Camille said with a knowing look.

      “Hey, that’s not nice. You better be nicer to me Cami, or I’ll smite your ass. I do control the Northern Lights after all.”

      “I’d like to see you try,” Camille replied in a deadly voice. It would have scared most demons. Yet, Scroogess was completely unfazed by the threat.

      “Bring it on Cruella,” Scroogess countered in a deadly voice of her own.

      Before Camille had time to reply, the door swung open and Cecelia yelled, “Enough. You two are loud enough to wake the neighbors and no one lives within a ten mile radius of me. So, that’s saying something. If you don’t behave, you’re not getting any cookies. Besides, we don’t have time for your antics today. Dillen is in trouble and needs our help.”

      Camille, Symone and Scroogess gasped in horror at Cecelia’s declaration. Symone was the first to speak. “Dillen? In trouble?”

      Camille was next. “No cookies? You’re not sharing the cookies?”

      “Focus, Cami,” Scroogess scolded.

      “I’m warning you, Scroogey. You’re trying my patience today. Besides, she can’t threaten to take away the cookies. If Dillen is in trouble, she’s going to need all hands-on deck. I do my best thinking when I’m floating on a sugar high. Everyone who knows me, knows that,” Camille groused, as she walked into the house. “Take away the cookies. That’s the most ludicrous thing I’ve heard all day. Hell, all year if I’m being honest. You can’t invite someone over to your house, bake scrumptious cookies, and then don’t offer them any. There has to be a rule about that in the Witches’ Bible. Check that out for me, Scroogey. I’m positive that’s a no-no.”

      Cecelia rolled her eyes at Camille’s antics. They’d been down this road before, so she wasn’t swayed by the older woman’s attempt to get her to concede. She wouldn’t. She needed them all to focus. Dillen was in trouble and if they were going to bring him back, she’d need their help. But first, they needed a plan and that was the problem. She had no clue of where to begin. It was embarrassing to admit that she knew very little about her mate, which was the reason she’d telephoned the girls. Maybe between everything they knew about Dillen collectively, she’d come up with a conjuring spell that would bring him back to this realm. Cecelia preferred sooner rather than later because something in her gut was screaming that they were running out of time. Once again, she was startled out of her musings when Symone gently touched her hand.

      “Tell us what’s going on,” her friend insisted.

      Cecelia spent the next thirty minutes telling them about her unexpected visit from Ariel this morning. After she was done, they were as stunned as she had been. It seemed as though they also knew and feared Paimon, ninth Spirit of Solomon.

      “I knew Brittney had fallen off her rocker, but what in the hell was she thinking? You don’t summon Lucifer’s right-hand man without there being consequences. If that cow wasn’t already in the pokey and I didn’t enjoy my freedom so much, I’d strangle her boney ass,” Camille said in a voice dripping with disdain and anger. “How could she have so recklessly put Dillen and the others in danger like that? I’m sorry honey, but I’m going to need some cookies to deal with this shit storm,” Camille announced before walking out of the living room and heading toward the kitchen.

      “Are we sure Dillen is dead?” Scroogess asked, ignoring Camille’s tirade.

      “One of Paimon’s demons stabbed him through the chest with a sword. Ariel’s positive that her brother is dead and that I’m the only one who can bring him back.”

      “I know this is a sensitive subject, but I have to ask. Does she understand the magnitudes of what it takes to bring back someone who has died? Not to mention everything that could go wrong if it was truly Dillen’s time,” Symone asked in a soothing voice.

      Cecelia’s head snapped toward her friend. She knew they all meant well, but she didn’t need the third degree from them. Of course, she had explained the ramifications of Ariel’s request. Well, she had tried, but the damn woman didn’t want to listen. She’s hell bent on getting her brother back and she doesn’t care whose body she has to step over to do it. “She knows,” Cecelia finally replied, through gritted teeth.

      Symone through her hands up in surrender and said, “Whoa, girlfriend. I’m just asking.”

      Before Cecelia could apologize to Symone, Camille returned from the kitchen with a platter of cookies and drinks. From the cookie crumbs on her dress, it was obvious she’d already sampled the goodies.

      “It’s obvious that you are Dillen’s only chance. It’s the reason Ariel was on your doorstep this morning at the butt-ass crack of dawn. You have to help her. It’s that simple. But you’re going to need some extra mojo for this one.”

      “I know. That’s why I called you guys. I can’t do this by myself,” Cecelia exclaimed.

      “Oh, we’ll be there to help, but it still won’t be enough.”

      “What do you mean?” Symone asked, as confused as everyone else in the room.

      “Dillen is a King and one of the most powerful shifters in the magical community. Even with Scroogess, we don’t possess enough power to bring him back by ourselves. We’re going to need the Charmed Ones.”

      “You do realize that the Charmed Ones aren’t real. It was a television show. Phoebe, Paige and Piper don’t really have powers,” Scroogess said in an exasperated voice.

      Camille turned and snarled at Scroogey. “I meant Zoe, Zara and Zelda you nincompoop. Now, where was I before I was so rudely interrupted? Oh yeah. I heard Zelda is in town visiting her siblings, so Dillen’s death couldn’t have come at a better time.”

      “Camille,” Scroogess yelled. That last comment was rude and uncalled for.

      Taking another bite of her gingerbread cookie, Camille waved the Christmas witch’s comment away and moaned in delight. “You know what I meant.”

      “I hate to admit it, but she’s right. To bring back such a powerful being, we’re going to need a kick ass spell and the power of the entire magical community, especially the Charmed Ones 2.0,” Symone concurred. “Damn. Cami’s a genius when she’s eating cookies. Who knew?”

      Cecelia was still worried about the consequences of bringing Dillen back to life, but she had no choice. She couldn’t let her mate die without trying to save him. She also knew that the girls were right. They were going to need help. So, with a heavy heart, she grabbed her cell phone and called Ariel. She’d need the lioness’s help bringing everyone together. She just hoped for Dillen’s sake, they weren’t too late.
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      After copious amounts of cookies, hot chocolate, and some coaxing, Cecelia and her girlfriends arrived at Sophie and Alex’s farmhouse an hour later.  Everyone had agreed that Cecelia had a better chance of bringing Dillen back from the dead since the farmhouse was where it had all begun, and his presence was the strongest. It would also help enhance Claire’s visions. Cecelia had no idea whom Claire was, or what role her visions played in all this mess, but she went along with Ariel’s plan, nonetheless.

      Before anyone could knock, Ariel swung open the door, startling everyone on the porch. The lioness must have been watching for them, Cecelia thought, as she extended her hand to greet the younger woman. Instead, Ariel pulled her in a tight hug that threatened to cut off her airway.

      “Thank you so much for agreeing to bring my brother back Cecelia. You have no idea how much this means to me. He’s all that I have in this world, since our parents’ death.”

      Confused by the younger woman’s comment, Camille was the next to speak. “Why wouldn’t she help? Dillen’s her mate after all.”

      “Zip it, Camille,” Symone said through tight lips. Unfortunately, her earning went unnoticed.

      “What? Everyone knows that CeCe is Dillen’s mate. Why are you acting like I just divulged a national secret that’s going to put us at war with another country? Geez! Now who’s being dramatic, Symone?”

      “Um. I’ve heard the rumors around town about you and my brother, but Dylan has yet to confirm or deny them,” Ariel replied, softly.

      It was obvious to everyone except Camille that the conversation was making the lioness uncomfortable. Yet, it also confirmed Cecelia’s worst fear. Dillen didn’t want to be mated to a necromancer. If he had, his sister would’ve known about her. Nope. It was better if she stuck to the plan. Help bring Dylan back and be on your merry way because nothing good will ever come of the union. She had been right to avoid him all these years. Yeah, they had kissed on Christmas day and it had been spectacular, but that was neither here nor there. She needed to focus on what was important, saving Dillen’s life. Granted, it would hurt like hell not to be near him, but she’d done it once and she could do it again. Sometimes one had to make sacrifices in life. Dylan was hers.

      To put the young woman at ease, Cecelia smiled and said, “No worries. Everyone knows how fast gossip can spray it in a small town, even if it’s not true.”

      “Cecelia, that’s not what I meant. Let’s face it, my brother doesn’t tell me everything. I wasn’t trying to be insensitive. Please forgive me.”

      “There’s nothing to forgive, Ariel. The only other thing Camille is good at sticking in her mouth besides her foot, is a cookie. Now, let’s go save your brother,” Cecelia said, trying her best to reassure the younger woman. “Besides, time is of the essence. The longer he’s dead, the harder it will be to bring him back. So, we need to get started.”

      “I couldn’t agree more,” Ariel said, as she reluctantly led them into the living room where everyone was waiting.

      The first two people to introduce themselves were Sophie and Alex. Then came Claire and Jasper, Sassy and Jeeves, as well as Zoe, Zara, Zelda, their respective mates, and of course, Fabio. Cecelia greeted them all pleasantly but knew she wouldn’t remember all of their names. She was too worried and wound up about Dillen. Unfortunately, or rather fortunately, depending on how you looked at it, Camille had no such qualms. She was already in fangirl mode over Zelda’s outfit, especially the Louboutin stilettos she was wearing. The shoes were an echo of elegance, combining finesse and an audacious curve. The pointed-tie revealed open-cuts designed so that the multi black satin bands formed a knot in the instep. The stiletto heel was adorned with spikes and Samurai laser striped straps. To say they were fierce looking would an an understatement. She had to give it to the Shifter Whisperer, the woman had excellent taste. No wonder Camille and Symone were so infatuated with her. Cecelia knew it was serious when Cami offered up some of her cookies. The woman never shared her cookies with anyone.

      While Cecelia loved a sexy shoe as much as the next girl, she was more intrigued by Claire’s visions. She couldn’t help wondering whether or not the woman could see into the future. If she could confirm Dillen would come back okay, maybe she could relax a little. Did she dare ask? I mean seriously, she barely knew the woman. But before she had a chance to ask, a bolt of lightning appeared from out of nowhere and made a bullseye out of Camille’s ass. Literally.

      “Hey, that hurt dammit! All I said was that Cecelia missed her calling and should’ve been a baker instead of a necromancer. Is it my fault you guys can’t get your shit together?” Camille exclaimed.

      “Will you never learn?” Symone asked, as she fanned the flames surrounding Camille’s ass.

      “Obviously not,” Scroogess quickly replied.

      “Been there and experienced that sister,” Sassy said, as she rubbed her ass in sympathy, causing everyone to laugh.

      “It’s good to know that I’m not the only one they pick on,” Camille replied, and she offered Sassy a cookie.

      “Thanks! I could use a little pick me up.”

      Cecelia was tired and ready to go home. Her heart and head felt like it had been on the roller coaster ride from hell and it was only getting worse. She hated roller coasters. While Camille’s antics had released some of the tension in the room, it was short-lived.

      Unable to avoid the terseness is in her voice, Cecelia said, “We need to get started now, if we’re going to bring Dillen back from the dead.” Although they were implied, she left off the words... before it’s too late.

      “Sorry,” Camille replied.

      “Dillen’s not dead. He’s stuck in limbo by an evil witch,” Claire countered, matter of fact.

      “I don’t understand. Then, why am I here?” Cecelia asked.

      “Because if what I’ve seen in my visions is true, then Ariel is right. You’re the only one who can bring your mate back. He’s in danger and needs your help,” Claire said in a soothing voice.

      Cecelia was still confused and unsure as to what in the hell was going on. So, instead of arguing with the Seer, she nodded in agreement and explained what they’d need to perform the spell. Once this was all over and Dillen was back where he belonged, she planned to go home, take a long hot bath, and try to forget about the last twenty-four hours including Dillen.

      “What will you need, Cecelia?” Ariel asked. It was obvious she was ready to get this show on the road.

      Camille spoke up before Cecelia could reply. “We need one pint of goat’s blood and one cup of well sifted sand.”

      Cecelia was grateful Camille had refocused her attention back on the task at hand. But if what Claire said was true, then goat’s blood and a little sand weren’t going to do the trick. She turned, smiled at her friend, and said, “Not today, Cami. I’m afraid that won’t be enough.”

      The two women had a silent conversation of their own before Camille nodded in agreement. “Strike that. We’ll need a black mirror, three black candles, an Azan flower, a pink candle, some rocks, pebbles or sticks, wooden matches, something of the deceased since we don’t have a grave, and faith. Lots and lots of faith.”

      Cecelia was surprised by the ease at which everyone prepared to help. They didn’t balk at any of Camille’s or her requests. They simply prepared to do Dillen’s bidding, which she was eternally grateful for in the end. Mesmerized by the flurry of activity taking place around her, she hadn’t noticed Claire approaching her.

      “I don’t know Dillen very well, but never doubt his love for you. You’ll need it to bring him home. I did that with Jasper and almost lost him. Don’t’ make the same mistake,” the Seer said before walking away.

      How had she known? Cecelia thought, a little dumbfounded by the woman’s ability to read her thoughts.

      When everything had been collected, she asked them to join her in a circle. Normally, Cecelia would have drawn a pentagram over the grave, but there wasn’t one because Ariel had refused to have a service. Not to mention, there was no body, which still left Cecelia a little perplexed. One-minute Ariel had been holding her brother’s lifeless body in her arms on the battlefield and the next, it had disappeared. Only, no one knew where to. There were so many things that could go wrong given they had no body, no grave, and a dead man who wasn’t really dead, at least according to Claire. While on all accounts, the situation made no sense to her or anyone else in the room, it was yet just another typical day in Bass Ackwards, Tennessee. If that’s what one would consider a typical day. It all depended on one’s perspective. And right now, hers needed to be on point.

      Once everyone was seated, Cecelia explained that the spell could only be said once. If it worked, a strong gale of wind would blow out each of the candles and Dillen would return. If not, then they would need to try another night because trying twice on the same night was forbidden. In addition, there was a possibility that instead of Dillen coming back, they would summon his spirit instead, which would either protect them or haunt them for the rest of their days. They were already taking a risk given that there was a New Moon. She needed everyone to focus because the last thing they wanted to bring back was an evil spirit.

      Then, she handed one black candle to Zoe, Zara and Zelda. She handed another to Ariel

      

      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/oct-22-2018-upload-cover-michealsisabel---witchin-up-the-dead.jpg
#WITCHINIUP"

SN

; .mnﬁ DEAD:,

) )
"
QI il \‘\q
BO0K7 \
‘:\ ; A B ‘,
- / : el (\ | :

UNIVERSE





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/micheals_isabel_mmu_cover_vol_3.jpg
THEMAGICK

COLL!

% X VULUM?K e,
—l THRE‘Ek






OEBPS/images/holly_zlote1-300.jpg
#

LN





OEBPS/images/zombiehand-converted-recovered-219.jpg





