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I HATE FRIDAY THE THIRTEENTH.

Nothing good ever happens on this day. Even more so when you live in a weird town full of weird people and things like Yverwood, and when you make a living helping people with the weird problems that come with a weird, magical town.

Even when I brace myself and prepare for the worst, things somehow turn out worse than I could have imagined.

My phone rings almost nonstop.

"Ezra, will you come check if my garden is haunted?"

"Ezra, can you exorcize this ghost terrorizing the children at the school?"

And the last, obviously a prank, "Oh my God, like, there's totally a ghost in my bathroom." Must be some funny ghost, since I heard the laughter of other teenagers in the background.

My favorite (and by favorite I mean the worst) are pranks that I can solidly say are untrue, such as being bitten by a vampire (there are no vampires in Yverwood) or a werewolf (the current werewolf residents are not known to bite people).

Without fail, on this day it's always Ezra, Ezra, Ezra, Ezra, Ezra. Nonstop.

I really need some help.

I could put up a help wanted sign. Trouble is, no one wants to help the poor enby whisper who is already the strongest whisper in town. They all probably think I don't need any help, or even if I did, no one else would be good enough to be of any help.

But I really need some help.

I need more than myself, and more than the company of ghosts day in and day out. Ghosts are terrible company, if you aren't aware.

The phone is ringing. Again.

"Hello?" I say on a sigh, not even bothering with the official phone greeting of "Ezra Collins, Whisper, how may I assist you?”

"Ezra," a familiar, too proper voice says, and I'm glad I didn't waste time on the intro now.

"Yeah, what is it, Robert?"

"I know this is your busy day—"

"Yeah, it is. So hurry up and come out with whatever silly thing it is you want."

"There is...a strange fellow in my shop."

"And? Is he a ghost?"

"No. However, he seems to have a hex on him that cannot be broken."

I blink. "You're telling me the most powerful warlock and only soul wender in Yverwood can't break a simple hex on a person?"

"You don't have to rub it in. Will you come see him, or not? You’re the next best warlock in town, even if your whisper work occupies most of your time. I want another opinion."

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Ghogs

Yverwood Witches #4





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





