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Chapter One



“My Virginia has a heartbeat,” I whispered, keeping my stance very wide. “I think I made a huge mistake.”
Standing in the bright, beautiful and airy kitchen of my BFF’s house, I decided to come clean. Zelda was a healer witch and I was definitely in the market for some magical restoration.
“I’m going to ask a question that I really don’t want the answer to,” Zelda said, pulling on her wild curly red hair and staring at me like I’d grown two heads.
I got that look a lot—from everyone. Whatever… I was fairly certain I was being clear. I wasn’t sure how much clearer I could get than telling her my girly parts had a pulse.
“Go ahead,” I told her, holding my position. It was the only one that was working at the moment.
“Why does your nether region have a heartbeat?”
“If you’re going to speak French, I’m going to zap a massive hairy wart onto your chin. I’m having a crisis here,” I squeaked. “I’m talking about my va-jay-jay, not the weather season, for the love of the Goddess.”
“I said… never mind.”
I was pretty sure she was trying not to laugh. This was not a laughing matter. At all.
“I went to the Hooch sisters,” I confessed as I went ghostly pale at the recent memory.
“You did not.” Zelda groaned and winced like she’d been gut punched—hard.
Hanging my head in mortification I had to admit the ugly truth. “I did.”
It was not my best move, but I did it and I had to own it. My weather seasons were not going to let me forget it anytime soon.
“What were you thinking?” Zelda gasped and grabbed the table so her knees didn’t give out.
“I don’t know.” I began to pace and then thought better of it. Movement was not my friend in this predicament. “I thought it would be sexy—that Jeeves would think it was hot. Goddess, I don’t know what I was thinking. I guess I wasn’t thinking at all.”
“Well, there’s something new,” Zelda mumbled.
“I suppose I wanted to surprise Jeeves. He’s a total lights on kind of kangaroo. I thought an unvarnished Virginia would be a turn on.”
“Did you just say unvarnished?”
“I did.”
“Okay, never ever put the visual of you and Jeeves in any kind of compromising position in my head again. Furthermore, never refer to your bits being unvarnished in my presence in this lifetime. If you do, I’ll turn your blonde hair green. You’re a witch. Why would you go to the Hooch sisters? You could have done a little voodoo on your hoohoo and gotten the same result without having to walk like you’ve been riding a horse for a month straight.”
Dang, she had me there.
“Well, I heard Wanda and DeeDee talking about it and I just…” I trailed off and then tried to maneuver into a more comfortable position.
Not possible.
I had done a tremendous amount of stupid things in my twenty-nine and three quarters years on the earth, but this one may have taken the cake. Ever since spending nine months in the pokey for the misuse of my magic—or rather, my penchant for blowing up buildings and stealing other witches’ boyfriends, I’d gotten a little bored. I craved excitement. However, getting a Brazilian from the sadistic Hooch sisters was too much excitement even for me.
“Let me get this straight…” Zelda took a seat at the table and stared up at the ceiling. “You got your lady bits waxed and now said bits have a heartbeat?”
“Yessss. And it hurt like a motherhumper. Those sisters are violent. They threw me all over the table and then they…”
“Stop,” Zelda shouted, slapping her hands over her ears. “I do not want to have to go back to therapy because your Virginia got a hair cut. Trust me, I can imagine—no need to narrate.”
“Virginia’s bald.”
“Right,” Zelda replied, letting her head fall to her hands. “And you’re telling me this because you hate me?”
“No, I love you. You’re my best friend. I’m telling you this because I need to be healed.”
Zelda’s head snapped up and she pinned me with a stare that made me think this was my second bad idea of the morning.
“You do realize that whatever body part I heal, I take on that pain,” she ground out with her brows raised almost to her hairline.
“Really?” I asked, shocked. “That sucks.”
“For you,” she shot back. “I’m not taking on a throbbing Virginia because you’re an idiot.”
“I see where you’re going with this,” I told her. “Do you have any frozen peas?”
“Are you serious?”
“Yes. Very. If you’re not going to heal me, the least you can do is let me ice my Virginia with your vegetables,” I said, thinking it was a reasonable request. “I mean, I can barely walk. It was hell flying over here on my broom.”
“Dude, why in the Goddess’s name are you riding a broom if your Virginia is on fire? We don’t even need brooms to fly, dorko.”
Without waiting for an answer, Zelda stomped over to the freezer and ransacked it. Muttering something rude about fire crotches, she tossed me a bag of frozen mixed veggies. Easing myself to the floor while keeping my legs as far apart as humanly possible, I gratefully put the bag on my weather seasons. I was going to learn French soon. Zelda spoke it entirely too often for me to not at least try to learn a few words.
“I’ll return these when I’m done,” I promised.
“Umm… no. You can keep them.”
“Great. Thanks. Listen, do not ever go to those women. Ever,” I warned her. “They’re heinous. I’m pretty sure I created an entire new dictionary of swear words during my session.”
“Sassy, I have no intention of going to the Hooch sisters. They’re buzzard Shifters and they have beady eyes, but thanks for the heads up,” Zelda said, biting back her laughter.
“That’s what best friends are for,” I told her, giggling. “We have to look out for each other’s Virginias.”
“Can’t say I’ve heard those requirements for a BFF, but you’re my first best friend.” Zelda’s grin was huge as she plopped down on the floor next to me. “You really are an idiot.”
“Tell me something I don’t know,” I shot back with an eye roll and a laugh.
“I do have something to tell you that you don’t know,” Zelda said, looking serious. “But I think it can wait until you only have one heartbeat.”
“Will it be painful?”
“Define painful.”
“Shit. Even I know that’s not a good response,” I muttered. At least the peas and carrots were tamping down the inferno in my pants.
Did I want to add more yuck to my plate this morning?
No. No I didn’t.
Avoiding the truth had worked out just fine for most of my life. I was finally happy. I had friends and a kangaroo Shifter who adored me. Never in my witchy life did I think I would have a place to call home with people who truly cared. Crappy news could wait. As soon as my crotch was mobile, I wanted to go home to the adorable little house I shared with Jeeves.
“Let’s hold off,” I said. “Are the babies awake?”
“Nope, the gorgeous little turds have their days and nights mixed up. Mac and I were up all night with them,” she said in a dreamy, happy voice.
Audrey and Henry were Zelda and Mac’s one month old twins and the cutest wolf Shifter-witch babies in the world. Actually, they were the only wolf Shifter-witch babies in the world, but they were darn cute. They made me want some kangaroo Shifter-witch babies, but Jeeves and I weren’t mated yet.
Honestly? I’d be terrified to raise a baby. My own mother didn’t want me and I had no freakin’ clue who my sperm donor was. I wasn’t exactly prime motherhood material, although Jeeves and I had adopted four full-grown chipmunk Shifters—Chip, Chad, Chunk and Chutney.
My boys were as dumb as a box of hair but I adored them and they adored me back. And they weren’t really babies. If I had to guess, I’d say they were around thirty-ish.
“You’re so lucky, Zelda,” I whispered as she nodded off on the floor next to me.
I laid my head on her stomach and got comfortable. She smelled great and she loved me—well, she liked me a lot. She liked me more when I didn’t borrow her stuff. I was trying to give up my sticky fingered ways, but she had really good stuff.
“We’re both lucky,” she mumbled groggily, right before she conked out.
She was right. We’d been cellmates in a horrible prison for wayward witches and now we were BFF’s with bright futures ahead of us in the beautifully rundown Assjacket, West Virginia. I was never going to take my new luck for granted. Ever.
As soon as my Virginia stopped vibrating, or when Zelda woke up, I was going to get my magical hiney back to my little family and continue my new happy life.
No more life threatening or va-jay-jay ripping excitement for me.
I was a witch reformed—for the most part.



Chapter Two



“I love you freaks. I really do,” I said, giving my best mom-stare to my adopted, full-grown chipmunk Shifter sons.
At least I think it was a mom-stare. What the hell did I know about mothering—or mom-stares—or even moms in general? Mine had dropped me off at an orphanage for witches when I was seven. Whatever. I was doing the best I could, and as far as I was concerned, I was rocking it. All four of my boys were still breathing.
“But if I step in gum one more time, I’m gonna have to zap you little butt knockers bald.”
Chip, Chad, Chunk and Chutney nodded like bobble heads and smacked on their gum so hard, I was sure their jaws were going to come unhinged.
“Sorry, Mom,” Chip said, grinning his cute little rodent grin that melted my heart.
Goddess, for being such a naughty witch my entire life, I’d sure lucked out in the end. My boys were idiots, but they were mine and I was keeping them. They ate a lot, shed profusely and two of them snored—loudly, but that was a small price to pay for unconditional love.
“Wonthappeneveragainohgreatmommywhoilovesomuch,” Chunk added.
“I’m gonna say yes to that even though I have no clue what in the Goddess’s name you just said,” I told him with a hesitant thumbs up. Understanding Chunk was like trying to decipher Zelda’s French, so I usually just smiled and nodded. So far that was working out great. I did hear the words mommy and love, so I figured I was safe.
“Have you guys ever thought about chewing on straws or something like that instead of gum?” I asked, straightening Chad’s collar.
The boys were lined up side by side on the Shabby Chic couch Jeeves and I had bought for our adorable little house. It wasn’t quite big enough for the six of us, but we were making it work.
My chipmunks liked to dress in matching outfits—usually overalls or rompers. I think it threw some people off considering they looked about thirty. They were tiny in stature and all had a shock of wiry brown hair that stuck straight up on their heads—freakin’ adorable.
“Straws won’t work,” Chutney explained. “Has to be nuts or gum.”
“If we don’t eat nuts or chew gum, we’ll eat the insides of our mouths clean off. We’re vegetarians so self-cannibalism isn’t real appealing,” Chad said.
“Mmm… kay, I understand. The gum is necessary,” I repeated, patting each of them lovingly on the head. “I really don’t want you to gnaw your own faces off. That would be gross and I have a very active gag reflex. So, you can chew as long as the shit stays in your mouth.”
My boys were trying hard to walk a straight and narrow line of living a mostly legal existence. I was perfect for them as I was working on the same thing. Of course, the way they’d come into our lives wasn’t the best. Chip, Chad and Chunk had tried to kill Zelda. However, it wasn’t their fault. The boys were being blackmailed by the evil shithole of a warlock, Bermangoggleshitz. The nasty bastard had been holding Chutney hostage until the idiots repaid a gambling debt. In the end, because Zelda was totally amazeballs, she paid off the debt and pardoned the chipmunks. They were now working it off as permanent residents of Assjacket.
“Will do, Mommy,” Chutney said sweetly. “Shit will stay in the mouth.”
“Umm… okay.” I pulled on my blonde curls and hoped to hell and back that he knew I didn’t mean actual shit.
“Dontwannbebaldcantgetlaidwithnohair,” Chunk added.
I smiled in complete confusion and glanced over at Chip. He was a great interpreter for his brother.
“He said you can’t get laid if you’re bald.”
“Well, I sure as hell hope that’s not true,” I shouted, thinking about my violently de-haired Virginia.
If I’d gone to all that painful trouble and didn’t get laid for it…
“Bald is sexy,” I insisted.
“Really?” Chad asked with his face scrunched in doubt.
“It had better be,” I muttered.
My boys were cute in an inbred redneck kind of way—and I knew immediately they were the children for me. The chipmunks were definitely lacking in the brain department and couldn’t kill a flea. They would have never actually gone through with offing Zelda. They were vegetarians for crying out loud. Jeeves was all in because he too had been adopted. Mac, our Alpha and Zelda’s mate, had found him when he was just a tiny joey— abandoned and left on the side of the road in Australia. Mac took him in and brought him home to Assjacket.
“Aren’t you people supposed to be at work?” I asked.
I moseyed over to the freezer and put the bag of mixed veggies in there just in case my Virginia needed to be iced down again. Thankfully I was moving almost normally now.
Jeeves would be appalled by the frozen vegetables. He was a chef—a real one. My man cooked everything from scratch and it was unbelievably delicious. Walking back to the freezer, I buried the offensive bag under a tub of frozen eye of newt. He’d never find it there.
Jeeves steered clear of everything I used for spells. After his disaster of mistakenly adding eel eyes and moon milk to Mac’s birthday cake—which exploded while singing bad opera—I now labeled all my magical crap. Warbling and erupting desserts were not conducive to friendly gatherings.
“Umm… about that,” Chip said, chewing his gum at a speed that I was sure was going to blast him through the roof of the house. “We got let go.”
“Let go early?” I asked, my eyes narrowing.
“Wellllll, that’s one way to put it,” Chutney chimed in with a shrug as his gum smacking hit warp speed.
“Andanotherwaytoputitiswegotfired,” Chunk informed me sheepishly.
I was fairly sure I heard the word fired in that mangled sentence. Unacceptable. No one was going to fire my boys and get away with it. They were just children—wait, they weren’t exactly children, but they were my kids.
I was having a bad day. The Hooch sisters had tried to kill me with hot wax and now someone had fired my boys. Since the violent Hooches scared the living daylights out of me, I was going take on the person who’d unjustly terminated my rodents.
“Come on. Momma’s gonna kick some ass,” I said as I marched the four out of the house. “Wait.” I froze, racked my brain for a moment and came up with absolutely nothing. “Who in the Goddess’s name do you work for?”
I probably should have known this information as their mother, but whatever.
“Jango Fett,” Chip whispered with wide and terrified eyes.
“Boba Fett,” Chutney added with a shudder.
“And Fat Bastard,” Chad finished.
And now the day couldn’t get much worse.
I’d had no freakin’ clue my innocent little baby boys had been in cahoots with Zelda’s rotund and felonious familiars. Those obnoxious fat-ass felines had made my life hell before I landed in Assjacket, West Virginia. It was time for a little payback.
“Let’s go skin some cats,” I snapped as I shoved the boys into my crappy car.
“Seriously?” Chip choked out, shaking like a leaf.
Why did I always forget my kids were vegetarians when I was smack talking? I was trying so hard not to give them reasons to talk about me in therapy. Maybe I wasn’t a fit mother. Nah, I was awesome.
“It’s just a saying,” I told Chip, consoling him with a hug as I buckled him into the giant sized booster seats I’d conjured up for my kids. Babies R Us didn’t have anything I needed for my big boys. “My gag reflex precludes me from going all Hannibal Lecter on people.”
“Or cats?” Chutney inquired, still worried.
“Or cats,” I promised. “But those sizeable shitbombs are gonna get a piece of my mind. No one messes with Sassy’s little boys.”
Starting the car, it dawned on me that I was unaware of my children’s ages—so many dang things to remember when you were a motherhumpin’ mother. I mean, I’d only had them for a few months, but I should probably know how old they were. Thank the Goddess they could walk and talk. I’d be in a magical mountain of trouble if I had to remember to feed them.
“How old are you guys anyway?” I asked as they fidgeted in their car seats and poked at each other.
“How old do we look?” Chutney asked with a huge grin.
“Is that a trick question?”
“Maybe,” Chip replied with a giggle that made me smile. “Wanna make a wager?”
The smile fell from my face in a hot second. “Umm… no, that’s what got you little sons of bitches in trouble to begin with. Need I say the name Bermangoggleshitz to you? Or should we discuss your almost deadly debt and Chutney being kidnapped?”
All four shuddered and hung their undersized heads in shame. I hated playing bad cop, but they were my responsibility. I’d skin their asses if they got themselves killed for being stupid.
“Don’t tell Daddy we were naughty,” Chad begged, wringing his tiny hands. “He’ll be so sad.”
“Ilovemydaddysomuchhesthenicestmanintheworld,” Chunk explained very seriously.
“Mmm… kay,” I said, wondering if I recorded him talking with my cell phone if it would speak it back slowly to me.
“Daddy is the nicest man in the world,” Chad agreed solemnly. “Everyone loves Daddy.”
No argument from me on that one. Jeeves truly was the best person I’d ever known. Everyone loved him, but what was amazing was that he loved me. He never had a mean word for anyone. He was also every kind of gorgeous and a total animal in the sack. I thanked my lucky stars nightly for him.
“Here’s the deal,” I said, speaking my plan as I made it—very normal for me. “I won’t tell Jeeves, but you turds will get real jobs. Nothing will even remotely be illegal about them.”
“Can we work in the bar?” Chad inquired, chomping away on a wad of gum the size of my fist.
“Are you even old enough to do that?”
The laughter in the back seat gave me pause. The tiny idiots were cackling so hard I was sure I was going to have to Heimlich one for choking on a wad of gum.
“Not aware that I made a joke,” I said, whipping my head around and staring at the guffawing chipmunks.
I had to bite back a grin. Their laughter sounded like they’d swallowed a vat of helium. It was tremendously hard to stay mad at the little fuckers when they were so young, innocent and sweet.
“I’m ninety-five,” Chad squealed between giggles.
“Hundredandtwoandfortythreedaysold,” Chunk chimed in.
“Ninety-three,” Chip added, still laughing it up.
“Ninety-seven,” Chutney finished off.
I was silent. I was shocked. I was pissed. This was not right. They barely came up to my hip. I mean I was tall at five foot nine, but they were miniature. And how in the hell old was Chunk? It kind of sounded like he might be a thousand…
My babies were old enough to be my freakin’ great-grandfathers. And Chunk? Whatever. Chunk was Chunk. I simply needed to accept that I was never going to understand a word he said.
“We thought you knew,” Chip said, taking in my expression with worry.
“Nope,” I replied, trying to figure out how to deal with this. It simply wouldn’t do to have kids three times my damn age. People would think I was old, for the love of the Goddess.
I was twenty-nine and very aware that I didn’t blow chipmunks out of my Virginia. I adopted my rodents, but still…
“How about everyone says they’re twelve and leave it at that,” I suggested. “It’s too weird to have sons over three times my age. You feel me?”
Nodding enthusiastically, they agreed.
Good. One problem solved without magic or bloodshed. The next problem wasn’t going to be as simple.



Chapter Three



“I waxed the cats,” I confessed guiltily. The words tumbled out of my mouth quickly before Jeeves could ask why I was covered in fur. “They fired our babies, who happen to be in their nineties. Chunk might be a thousand—couldn’t quite make out what he said. Did you know that?”
I kept going as I was on a roll and desperately wanted him to understand my violent hairy episode… and still love me.
“The fact that they’re older than dirt really threw me. I’ve decided to pretend that I don’t know our children could be my great-grandfather—or grandfathers to be more specific. It would be odd to have four identical grandfathers with tiny heads, but I suppose no odder than the fact I’m a witch, you’re a kangaroo Shifter, and they’re chipmunks. Right?”
My entire confession had come out on one long breath. I was literally dizzy. Grabbing the back of the couch, I said a quick prayer to the Goddess that my latest smackdown with the inhabitants of Assjacket wasn’t going to be the one that made Jeeves leave me.
I knew he would eventually go—everyone did in my experience.
“You waxed the cats?” he asked, biting back what I really hoped was a grin and not a wince.
“I did.”
I wasn’t in the same goodness league as Jeeves aka Kyle aka the man of my dreams. He was kind, talented, gorgeous, and way too good for the likes of someone like me. He just didn’t realize it yet. I knew the other shoe would drop eventually, but I was a better person with him. I wanted to be a better person for him.
“You’re beautiful,” he said, startling me.
Jeeves leaned against the wall in our kitchen as a smile pulled at his full lips. His kangaroo side showed as he pushed off the wall and rocked back and forth on his feet. My girlie parts tingled. He was left of center gorgeous—just like I liked ‘em—six feet of hard bodied, long haired, silver-blue eyed beautiful. I almost fainted the first time I saw him shirtless. Of course his clothing choices were about fifty miles left of center, but everything underneath was 110% all man—muscular, sexy and umm… huge.
But best of all he was mine, at least for the time being.
“I’m beautiful because I waxed the obese cats?” I asked, confused. Not anything unusual about me being clueless.
“Nope,” he said with a sexy lopsided grin that made my heart flutter. “Because you love our children so much, you’d de-hair anyone that did them wrong.”
“Didn’t even use magic to do the deed—well only a little,” I bragged, feeling relieved that he hadn’t sprinted out the door.
The boys had been shocked by my actions. Actually, I was a little shocked too. I’d never done anything quite like de-hairing a cat—or three—but the violent Hooch sisters were still on my brain, and the aftermath of their debauchery was still vibrating in my pants. Next thing I knew I’d conjured up a vat of hot wax and went to town.
I was smart enough not to use magic directly on the rotund wise guys. Any magic shot at the cats came back onto the aggressor. I’d already been waxed today. My Virginia was enough, losing my long blonde locks and eyebrows was not an option.
“They’re a little put out from what I hear,” Jeeves said, stating it mildly as he bounced lightly on his toes. “Of course, they’ve gone into hiding.”
Fat Bastard, Boba Fett and Jango Fett were horrified at being kitty-naked. Their squishy, lumpy, albino-ish fat rolls were something I was sure was going to visit me in my nightmares. They’d hired back my chipmunks immediately after I’d waxed them. I figured it was fine as long as I kept tabs on exactly what the job entailed. With Chunk’s completely mangled handle on the English language, I was just happy he had a job at all.
“I’d guess it’ll take at least two weeks for them to grow enough hair that they’ll come out of hiding and take their revenge,” I told Jeeves with a giggle. “I’ll come up with something by then.”
“Beautiful,” he repeated, looking at me with such adoration I felt my heart skip a beat.
What in the Goddess’s name did he see in me? Oh, I was pretty, but that was genetics and most witches were attractive. Back in the old days, it helped to be attractive since we were so dang weird. Of course being ravishing didn’t stop the masses from wanting to fry us at the stake, but…whatever.
I knew I wasn’t exactly pretty on the inside and I kept waiting for Jeeves to figure that unsavory fact out.
“You’re not mad?”
“Nope,” he said, moving toward me. “I think you might have made a few wiser decisions, but I’m not mad.”
Not exactly sure what he meant, I met him halfway and wrapped my arms around his strong body. He smelled like amazing—all soapy, sexy man. I held on tight. Maybe he would rub off on me and I’d make better decisions or become a different person entirely. Although I still thought waxing the cats was a pretty good move.
“I’m so in love with you,” I whispered, burying my face in his chest and breathing him in.
“This is a good thing,” he replied huskily, as his blue eyes went green with desire.
Taking my chin gently in his hand, he made me look at him. That was hard for me—not the looking at him part. I could look at him for the rest of my life and be happy. The part I feared was the eventual look of goodbye in his expression. I was avoiding it at all costs.
“Sassy, I love you,” he said, brushing his lips against mine.
Goddess, I wanted to believe him—I really did. Nodding and deciding to say nothing was my first really good move of the day. Terrified that all the reasons he shouldn’t love me would come pouring from my mouth, I opted to zip it.
“Why won’t you believe me?” he asked, searching my eyes and tilting his head.
“Umm…” I couldn’t think of any other answer than the truth and that was a mood killer.
“You are lovable,” Jeeves insisted.
“I know,” I lied with a smile, as I wiggled out of his arms.
It wouldn’t do to cry. Jeeves needed a strong woman. I wanted so badly to be that woman.
Shaking his head and sighing, he grabbed me again and kissed me until my toes tingled. “Someday you’ll believe me, my Sassy girl.”
“I hope you’re right,” I whispered and pressed myself even closer to his beautiful body, trying to absorb some of his goodness and strength. Of course his hard body crushed against my softer one was an added benefit.
“I know I’m right,” he promised. “For the time being, I’ll believe enough for both of us. You’ll get there when you’re ready.”
“Will you still be here when I’m ready?”
“I will always be here. Always.”
Goddess, I prayed that was true.
Jeeves grabbed his keys off the kitchen table and then laid another hot smackaroo on my lips. I knew he had to go back to work at the Assjacket Diner, but I wished he would just run away with me and we could live happily ever after on some random deserted island. It would drastically cut down my need for smacking down on people and demolishing buildings if there weren’t any there. But that was just a dream.
We had geriatric children to raise, a home and friends.
“Can I ask you a question?” Jeeves gently brushed my blonde curls away from my face.
“Will it be in French?” I inquired.
“No,” he replied with a laugh. “No French today.”
“Okay, ask away.”
“What made you even think to wax the cats?”
Hmmm, how to answer this one…
“Well, I umm… kind of visited the Hooch sisters this morning and ending up with a vibrating, varnished Virginia,” I whispered, staring at my hands and praying to the Goddess that Jeeves would think bald was sexy.
“Really?” he asked, adjusting himself in his pants as his eyes blazed green with desire.
Bingo! Win-win for the varnished va-jay-jay.
“Yep. Wanna see?” I asked, batting my eyelashes and grinning from ear to ear.
“Yesssss,” he croaked out as he ran his hands through his hair making it stand on end. “Can you hold that action until I get home from work?”
He was now doubled over in pain and I’d never been so happy.
“What about the boys?”
“What boys?” he asked.
Clearly all the blood had left his brain and travelled south.
“Our kids,” I reminded him with a grin.
“Right. We have children. They can sleep outside tonight. Fresh air is good for them,” Jeeves insisted wildly as he limped-hopped over to the door.
His movement was as labored as mine had been after the Hooch episode. All. Kinds. Of. Awesome.
“You gonna be all right?” I asked with a delighted giggle.
“Nope,” he shot back with a pained chuckle, as he forced himself out the front door. “However, I will make you pay for this tonight.”
“Promise?”
“Yep,” he replied with a sexy grin that made my Virginia crank into overdrive. “You’ll be paying until the sun comes up.”
My life was very, very good.



Chapter Four



“That’s not going to work for me,” I said firmly, rearranging the photo collage of my four gum-chewing chipmunk Shifter freak sons on the shelf in my den.
I loved my little house. It was adorable and mine—well, ours. Our little family, all together; me and Jeeves and the boys. Shabby Chic and Mackenzie-Childs from floor to ceiling. The wild swirls of bold color and checkerboards of Mackenzie-Childs mixed with the muted floral patterns of Shabby Chic calmed my witchy soul. Jeeves was all for whatever I wanted. The only thing he’d insisted on was a state of the art kitchen. No one had a problem with that. Jeeves made delicious magic in the kitchen. The sweet rodents and I were the beneficiaries.
I’d never had an actual house to call home until now. Frilly and comfy made me feel happy and secure. My house was my safe place. Zelda wasn’t allowed to fuck up my safe place.
“Alrighty then.” Zelda scrunched her nose and flopped down on the couch. “Which part of ‘Bermangoggleshitz is your father’ don’t you understand?”
“I understand you because you’re not speaking French,” I snapped at her, hanging on by a thread. This day had turned from shit to awesome after I’d let Jeeves in on my Hooch sister visit and now Zelda was ruining it. “However, you just told me that a skanky, evil, smelly, butt-ugly warlock with the name Bermangoggleshitz is my sperm donor. That assmunch tried to kill my geriatric rodent children. Plus, Sassy Bermangoggleswhatever doesn’t work for me, so I decline the offer.”
“Not exactly an offer,” Zelda said, grabbing my hand as I whipped by the couch on my way to rearrange anything else I could get my hands on.
Pulling me down next to her, she threw her leg over mine and put her arms around my shoulders.
“He’s your dad. He’s gross, corrupt and appalling and if you don’t want to deal with it, I’ll make sure you don’t have to. And if you do want to deal with it, I’ll be right there with you when you meet him. That choice is yours, but he is your father—no choice there.”
“Sperm donor,” I repeated, correcting her. “Dads are guys who take you for ice cream, paint your nails, have tea parties, square dance, teach you spells and love you. He’s not my dad. My dad would not smell like a barely perfumed ball sac.”
“Point,” Zelda agreed, looking a little confused. “Perfumed ball sac?”
“Barely perfumed ball sac,” I corrected her.
“My bad.”
“No worries,” I told her.
“So that’s what your sperm donor smells like?”
“Yes, I think it’s accurate.”
“Seriously?” Zelda was biting down on her lips and trying not to laugh.
I was being totally serious—no laughing matter here. “Completely.”
“And you know what a slightly scented ball sac smells like because?”
“Well… thankfully I don’t,” I admitted with a small giggle. “It just sounded good.”
“Can I steal it?”
“My pleasure. Can I borrow your Birkin bag?”
I saw an opening, I took it. Always.
Zelda closed her eyes and let her head fall back on the couch. “Is that the cost of using the ball sac insult?”
“No, you can have that for free, but I really wanna borrow your Birkin bag. It matches my eyes.”
“The bag is black.”
“I know. Black goes with everything,” I told her with an eye roll. Everyone knew that.
“Fine,” Zelda huffed. “But if you scratch it or get anything on it, I’ll zap you bald for a month.”
“Can I wear a wig?”
“Nope. You still wanna borrow the bag?”
“I’ll get back to you on that one. We done here?” I asked hopefully.
“Not yet. Fathers square dance?”
“Yes.”
“You’re sure about that?” she asked with doubt written all over her face.
“Absolutely. All fathers square dance.”
“Don’t moms paint your nails?” Zelda inquired, running though my parental qualification list with a perplexed expression.
It was a legit question. She didn’t have a great mom either. At least mine had just dumped me at an orphanage for witches when I was little. Zelda’s mom had tried to off her—repeatedly.
“How would I know? Didn’t really have one of those either,” I said with a shrug that I hoped looked uncaring. “I did fine without parental units.”
Zelda’s silence spoke volumes—huge enormous ones that I never wanted to read—too many words. I hadn’t done fine, but I was fine now, and I didn’t need some absentee evil father figure coming into my somewhat orderly life.
Yes, it was true that I used to blow up buildings.
Yes, it was also true that I did a stint in the magical pokey for my misdeeds.
And yessssss, it was accurate to say I used to get around, but Jeeves put an end to that.
I was doing so well in Assjacket. A stanky, odiferous ball sac-y, asswank of a father was not on my agenda—not today. Not ever.
“Is that all you have to say?” I asked, trying to wiggle out of her hold.
Goddess she was strong. I couldn’t budge an inch.
“Can you take anymore information without doing structural damage to a building in Assjacket?” she asked.
“Depends on what other bullshit you have to spout,” I shot back.
“Fair enough,” Zelda replied with a barely suppressed smile. “Do you know what the word spout means?”
“Maybe.”
Zelda shook her head and morphed her iron clad hold on me into a hug.
“I know I’m not really smart,” I whispered as I held onto her for dear life.
“I call bullshit on that,” she replied, tucking a stray blonde curl behind my ear. “You may not be, umm… book smart, but you have gifts. My Goddess, you can crawl into people’s minds and read their thoughts. I can’t do that.”
“That is pretty cool,” I mumbled with a little grin. “But you’re the Shifter Wanker. You can heal people. You’re a big deal. I’m just stupid Sassy.”
“You will never say that again,” Zelda growled and gave me the mom eyeball, or momball as I liked to call it. “You’re far more special than you think. True, you’re not the sharpest tool in the shed, but you’re gorgeous, have amazing hair and a huge rack. You kicked ass as Christina in Mommie Dearest, and no one but you was insane enough to take the chipmunks in.”
“I’m not half bad,” I said, warming to the subject. As I rarely received compliments from friends—or anyone for that matter—I wanted her to keep going.
“You’re about a quarter bad—just like me. So you wanna hear the rest of the news?”
“I don’t watch the news. It’s boring.”
“News about you,” she said with a sigh and the tiniest eye roll she was capable of. “You should know this because she’s here in Assjacket.”
And that’s when the couch blew up and threw us clear across the room.
“Oh my GODDESS,” I shrieked, and began to smack out the flames on Zelda and myself. “My mother is here?”
“No,” Zelda shouted quickly as she tackled me before my magic could blast my now smoking house into oblivion. “You mother is not here. I don’t even know who your mother is. I’m not talking about your mother—witch’s honor.”
“Then who are you talking about?” I demanded in a muffled voice, since she’d knocked the wind out of me in her attempt to save my house—or me—or her—or all of us.
“Marge. Marge is here.”
“Cookie Witch?”
“Yes, Cookie Witch. The one, and hopefully only, sister of our deranged leader, Baba Yaga, is in town. You know, the nut bag that spreads the green goop around the world so our magic doesn’t get out of whack,” she told me while still sitting on top of me.
“What does that have to do with me?” I demanded, taking in my ruined couch with dismay. “Would it be bad if I replaced my couch with magic?”
“No. It’s fine. I won’t tell on you,” Zelda said, slowly letting me up. “Marge wants to chat with you.”
“In French?”
“Not as far as I know.”
“Do you think she’ll bring cookies?”
“Umm… no clue.”
Sighing, I crawled to my feet and tried to make sense of the mother load of crap Zelda had just deposited in my lap. I was a big girl and I had a ton of magic—not as much as Zelda, but I was no slouch. My building explosions were legendary. However, Marge was a powerful motherhumper. Why in the heck she wanted to chat with me made very little sense. Goddess, thinking was annoying.
“Look, I love my couch, Jeeves, my house, my rodents, my new friends, and you. I don’t speak French. Marge is weird and she makes me nervous—cookies or no cookies. I blow shit up when I’m nervous. To make weird even weirder, my children are in their nineties except for Chunk who might be a thousand. I don’t need a father that smells like testicles so I’m comfortable saying no to all of it,” I told her, as I wiggled my fingers and conjured up a brand spanking new couch.
“I followed most of that,” Zelda said. “And do you want to explain why my cats are hairless?”
“Umm… not really.”
“They’re pissed,” she told me, trying to bite back a grin.
“They’re always pissed,” I replied with a shrug. “I waxed the fat shits because they fired my boys. No one can fire my boys except me. I’m their mother.”
“Mmm… kay,” Zelda said slowly with her eyes squinted in confusion. “Makes a little bit of sense. However, you’re gonna have to deal with the felines when they come out of hiding.”
“No worries. Besides, I owed them for getting me run out of ten towns before we landed here.”
“Fair enough,” she agreed. “How is it that I have three pain in the ass familiars and you have none?”
“Do the chipmunks count?”
Zelda considered my theory for a second and then shook her head. “Nope. They’re Shifters. Shifters can’t be familiars.”
I chewed on that for a second and shrugged. “Maybe my familiar doesn’t want me. Goddess, no one did until recently.”
“Enough with the poor me bullshit,” Zelda reprimanded me like a child. “We were both a hot mess before we ended up in the armpit of the United States. Own your new life. Live it and love the shit out of it.”
“I’m trying,” I told her. And I really was. Being happy was new to both of us, but Zelda had embraced it way the hell better than I had.
“Should I tell Marge you’ll talk to her?”
“Do I have to?”
Zelda mulled over my request while fluffing the pillows on my new couch. “I suppose you could say no, but my guess is she’ll stay until you meet with her. She’s got enormous balls—just like Baba Yomamma.”
“Shut the front door,” I shouted, completely amazed and totally grossed out. “They have balls?”
“Actually, no. It was a figure of speech.”
“Cut the French shit. You know I don’t speak it. They either have nuts or they don’t. Which is it?” I demanded narrowing my eyes.
Damn it. I was going to start taking French tomorrow.
“No nuts,” Zelda said with a laugh. “I meant she’s pushy and probably won’t take no for an answer.”
“Why didn’t you just say that then?” I snapped.
“Because…”
“No worries,” I assured her. “I’m gonna take French and then we won’t have this issue anymore. I also got a word of the day calendar. Jeeves is super smart and I don’t want him to get bored with me.”
“Pretty sure you’re not boring—to anyone—more like terrifyingly amusing or slightly dangerous,” Zelda complimented me.
Or at least I think she did.
Whatever.
“Fine. I’ll talk with Cookie Witch, but as far as the odiferous sperm donor goes… I’m just not sure.”
“Word of the day?” she inquired, clearly impressed with my use of the word odiferous.
“Yep.” I sighed in relief that I’d used it correctly. Win-win for me. “I really can’t see myself as a Bermangoggleshitz. I’ll just take Jeeves’ last name.”
“Kind of uncommon for our kind to get married like humans,” Zelda pointed out correctly. “We just mate.”
Throwing my hands in the air and groaning, I nodded in agreement. “I know, but what would you do if you found out your freakin’ last name was Bermangoggleshitz?”
“I feel you,” she said with a thoughtful nod. “What’s Jeeves’ last name?”
I thought long and hard for about thirty-seven seconds and then shrugged. “No clue, but it has to be better than Bermangogglecrap.”
I really needed to get all my facts straight about the people I loved. My lack of knowledge was getting a little embarrassing. At least I was aware of my children’s ages now, so I just needed to find out my boyfriend’s last name and I’d be set. So much to fucking do…
“Did Jeeves ask you to marry him?”
“No, but I’ll work on it. He hasn’t even asked me to mate with him, but I know he’s the one.” I began to pace the room in a panic. “Why in the Goddess’s name hasn’t he asked me to mate with him? He says he loves me.”
“Have you told him you love him back?”
“At least one hundred and twenty times daily,” I assured her and then froze. “Dangit, I know what the problem is. He says that I don’t think I’m lovable.”
Zelda was silent as she watched me bounce around the room like a ball. Normally she had a comment for everything I said, but not this time. Son of a butthole, did she think the same thing? Was I that freakin’ obvious? Clearly the answer was yes.
Shitbuckets.
“I’m not. I’m not lovable, but I’m hoping he’ll love me anyway. I might never believe I’m lovable. He’s perfect and I’m a mess—a magical menace who can’t speak French,” I shrieked. My fingers began to spark ominously and my need to level a building began to simmer in my gut.
“Dial it back, dude,” Zelda said, lifting her hands to counteract any fires I might start. “You are lovable. I’m lovable. We’re both lovable.”
“You really think I’m lovable?”
Rolling her eyes and grunting in pain, she nodded. “If you tell anyone I said it, I’ll deny it, but yes. Being nice is fucking with my rep as an uncaring witch, but you are lovable in a slightly annoying fungal way.”
“French?” I asked with my lips pursed. My fingers were itching to zap her ass for speaking a foreign language—again.
“Umm… kind of,” she said with a long put upon sigh. “I meant you grow on people like a fungus—a non-deadly, alarmingly… umm… nice, sweet scented mildew.”
“With flowers?” I inquired.
“Absolutely,” she assured me.
“I can work with that. However, I still don’t believe it.”
“You better start believing it or you’re gonna screw up your happily ever after. I almost did.”
“How’d you get there?” I asked, worried that I couldn’t do it.
“I dealt with my mother—the woman who wanted me dead and didn’t love me,” she admitted in a tone that made my heart and head hurt.
“I don’t have any clue where my freakin’ mother is,” I shouted, and began to pace again. Deciding I was far too close to detonating my house, I dropped to the couch and sat on my hands.
“True, but we do know where your father is,” Zelda reasoned.
“Shitballs on fire,” I muttered and let my head fall back on the soft couch in defeat. “Fine. I love Jeeves too much to lose him. If I have to face my past, I’ll face it. I’ll meet the pungent, noxious, musty, funky asscanoe who claims he’s my father.”
“More words of the day?” she inquired with a wide grin.
“Yep—well, not asscanoe, but the rest were. Pretty good, huh?”
“Excellent, my friend. I’m proud of you, and I’ll be with you every step of the way.”
“Promise?”
“Witch’s honor.”
“So I’ll talk to Cookie Witch and Bermangogglefart. Okay. I can do this,” I said more for my benefit than Zelda’s. “Will you be pissed of we lose a few buildings in town?”
“Nope, just make sure no one is inside when you blow them up. Cool?”
“Roger that,” I replied.
I could do this.
I had to do this.
Shit, this was going to suck.



Chapter Five



“You’re joking,” I said, narrowing my eyes and wadding my panties into a ball, fully prepared to set them on fire and throw them at his head.
My strip tease had just taken a wildly wrong turn.
I was now completely naked and sparking like a firework. The evening had been going so well until I remembered to find out the last name of the man I’d been having fabulously illicit relations with for the past few months.
Remaining clueless would have been much safer for everyone in Assjacket, West Virginia. Becoming knowledgeable and responsible was screwing with my chi and the lives of the people I cared about.
“Nope. My last name is Pants,” Jeeves said, unsure why the information was horrifying news to me.
“You’re name is Jeeves Pants?” I shouted, hoping our children couldn’t hear me screeching like a banshee.
They were camping in the back yard, but freakin’ Shifters had bionic hearing. I’d already scared the living pee out of them by waxing the cats. Now I was screeching at the nicest man in the world. I was a craptastic mother and an even worse girlfriend.
“Actually, it’s Kyle Pants. Jeeves is my chosen name. Kyle is my real name.”
“Can you choose another last name?” I asked, calming myself a bit. It was a reasonable request since he’d changed his first name.
“Pants is one of the most respected surnames in kangaroo Shifter history,” Jeeves explained, casually moving behind the settee for his own safety. “I take great pride in my name.”
“Motherhumper,” I mumbled, thinking this day couldn’t get much worse. Sassy Bermangoggleshitz was unacceptable, but Sassy
Pants wasn’t any better—at all.
“What’s the problem, Baby?” Jeeves asked, coming out from behind the piece of furniture and taking my face in his hands.
His touch made me tremble. His gentleness was humbling. I didn’t deserve someone as good as him. And he certainly didn’t deserve someone like me making his life hellish.
Sassy Pants wasn’t such a bad name. Wait. Yes, it was, but it was Jeeves’ name. Jeeves was beautiful.
“Tell me what’s upsetting you,” he prompted, leading me over to our enormous bed and pulling me close.
“It’s dumb,” I muttered and wrapped myself in the comforter.
“Nothing you say or feel is dumb,” he said firmly, tucking the edge of the blanket in so I looked like I was wearing a towel made for a giant. “Holding it inside isn’t smart.”
“Really?”
“Really.”
“Okay,” I said slowly, hoping this conversation wasn’t going to be our last. “Zelda told me my father is Bermangoggleshitz, that smelly, evil, son of a bitch warlock who tried to kill our chipmunks. I simply can’t be Sassy Bermangoggleshitz. It doesn’t go with my style and it sucks ass. Sooooo, umm… I was thinking about asking you to marry me, which I know is a little pushy and not done much in our world, but your last name doesn’t go with Sassy either,” I finished in a whisper and then stared at the floor.
Oh my freakin’ Goddess in a jock strap. I did not just say all that. Did I?
“You want to marry me?” Jeeves asked with delight, cupping my chin and raising my eyes to his.
“Well, yes,” I admitted. “You’re the most beautiful man in the world. You don’t speak French to me and you’re a rock star in the sack. I’m surprised no one has snapped you up yet. I know I’m not good enough for you but I…”
“Stop,” Jeeves said, raising a brow and giving me a stern look. “I want to marry you, mate with you, love you, have children with you—which means massive amounts of sex—and chain you to me—forever.”
“Seriously?” I shouted, wanting to get all of that in writing just in case Jeeves changed his mind. The chaining and sex parts were hot.
“Seriously,” he said with a panty-melting grin.
“I accept,” I told him quickly, and then jumped on top of him knocking him flat on the bed. “Can we have a real human-like wedding with karaoke and square dancing?”
“We can have whatever your heart desires, my beautiful witch,” Jeeves promised, pressing his forehead to mine and holding me tight. “Should I ask your father for your hand since we know you have one now?”
What I wanted to do was play tonsil hockey with the smexiest kangaroo Shifter alive. What I did not want to do was talk about my sperm donor, but Jeeves did have a point. Maybe if Bermanspermdonorshitass wanted to be part of my life, I should treat him like a father.
No, no, no. What in the Goddess’s name was I thinking? My father was a stanky, evil warlock who practiced really dark magic. Everything was finally looking up for me, I didn’t need to screw any of it up on purpose. I screwed up enough without even trying.
“Hold that thought,” I told Jeeves as I wiggled against his hard body. “Not so sure I want the jackhole in my life yet, plus I don’t think he deserves to be treated like a real father considering I’ve never really met the jerk.”
“Fine point. Well made,” Jeeves agreed, pulling his shirt over his head and making my heart stutter with desire. “Okay, so we won’t ask the sperm donor. If we’re going human-style, would you like a ring?”
“Does the Pope tap dance?” I squealed.
“Umm… yes?” Jeeves replied, clearly a little confused.
“You bet your hot, sexy, bounce-a-quarter-off-of, perfectly sculpted ass he does,” I confirmed with a whoop of joy. “I want a huge…”
And then I froze.
Part of the reason I’d spent time in the pokey—along with blowing up buildings and being what some would call loose in the magical morals department—was because I was also wildly materialistic. While I really wanted a honker of a diamond that weighed so much my hand would be sore, I knew Jeeves worked as a chef at the diner. I had no clue what he made, but a rock on a chef’s salary wasn’t in the cards. I was truly amazed that I was totally fine with that. The last thing in the world I wanted to do was make him feel bad.
Honestly? I didn’t care if he gave me a plastic ring with a rhinestone glued to it. We could save up some money and buy a nice medium-large-ish ring sometime in the future. Besides, while a big ring would be nice, Jeeves already had something big that I loved even more. His man-junk was spectacular. I’d take that over a ring any day.
Goddess, was I actually maturing?
“We can save up for a ring later,” I told him, liking myself a whole bunch. “We have four kids who tend to get fired a lot. I think we should save our money for rainy days and groceries.”
Jeeves’ laugh made me proud for thinking about other people.
Yes! I was maturing.
“Baby, I work at the diner because I like having something to do that I’m good at and enjoy. I don’t have to work at the diner. Wouldn’t matter at all if I lost my job.”
Sitting up, I grabbed my panties and began to pull them on. I knew what was going on here and I was having none of it.
“Tell me who did it,” I snapped, grabbing Jeeves’ recently discarded shirt and yanking it over my head. “Was it Wanda? I know she owns the diner. I really like her and her cheesecakes, but she just crossed the line into Hairless-ville. I waxed the damn cats. I can wax a few Shifters too.”
“Whoa,” Jeeves said, pulling me back to the bed. “I’m not following you here.”
“It’s okay, sweetie. I’ll just march over to the diner and wax Wanda until she gives you your job back. You don’t need to worry about a thing. I’ve got your back. Anyone that screws with my family unit loses their hair—and maybe gets a wart or three. Period.”
“Honey, wait a minute.”
“It’s all gonna be okay.” I interrupted him before he could try to stop me. “And if Wanda won’t rehire you, I’ll get a job—after I wax her completely bald and lay a few gnarly warts on her face. I’m not good at much, but maybe there’s a Shifter construction company around here. I could save them tons on explosives to take down buildings. We’re gonna be just fine.”
Jeeves laughed and kissed me hard. “You are the best thing that has ever happened to me.”
Kissing my lips and then my nose, he pulled me close and nibbled on my ear.
“Honey, if you keep doing that, I’m gonna ride you like a bronco. Let me up. It’ll only take me thirty-two minutes or so to wax everyone at the diner if I take my broom,” I explained, writhing like a cat in heat as his lips moved to my neck.
“Sassy, what I meant was that I don’t have to work if I don’t want to. I’m rich—extremely rich.”
“Shut the front freakin’ door,” I gasped out, as his talented mouth moved to my breasts. “You’re loaded?”
“Obscenely,” he said, taking a nipple into his mouth and rattling my brain.
My back arched and a fabulous coil of heat began to consume my lower half. Thinking was difficult when I was at my best. Forming coherent sentences was almost impossible when all I wanted to do was play cowboy and cowgirl with the love of my witchy life.
“So I can have a mongo rock?” I asked, running my fingers through his thick dark hair and pulling on it the way he loved.
“You can have as many mongo rocks as you want.” His voice was muffled as he nipped and licked his way down to the Promised Land.
“Sweet Goddess on a bender,” I squealed as he hit the spot that made my eyes cross. “We can afford to send the boys to college?”
“Yep.”
“We can go on vacations to Disney World?”
“Yep.”
“I can get a Birkin bag of my own and keep my hair?”
Jeeves head popped up as he glanced at me quizzically. “What do Birkin bags have to do with your hair?”
“Nothing,” I said casually, running my hands over his strong arms and chest. Explaining my pilfering past and Zelda’s punishments for my transgressions wasn’t sexy. I was all about sexy at the moment.
“Remind me to send the Hooch sisters a thank you note,” Jeeves said with a wide grin as he stared at my varnished Virginia.
“You like?” I asked coyly.
“I love,” he replied hoarsely.
“You wanna show me how much you like?”
“Nothing would give me more pleasure,” he said in a husky voice and with a feral look in his eyes that made me squeal with delight.
In a flurry of hands and lips, we rediscovered every part of each other’s bodies. I loved every muscly inch of the man who was far too good for me—yet seemed to love me anyway.
“Goddess.” I groaned and bucked, as the heel of his hand ground into my girlie parts while his talented fingers discovered how wet he made me.
“So fucking tight—so responsive—so sexy,” he growled with hooded lids and a sexy half smirk that made me tingle all over.
His voice alone did it for me—the rest was a mind blowing added bonus.
“Need you,” I begged, biting at his full lips and pressing my needy body to his.
“You sure you’re ready?” His smirk had grown wider as he teased me mercilessly with his magical fingers.
“I’m so ready,” I informed him, as magic I couldn’t control burst from my fingertips and bathed us both in delicate crystals of pink and purple glitter. It looked as if our bedroom had been taken over by floating pixie dust and fairies—really horny fairies.
Pushing my knees to my chest and keeping his eyes glued to mine, Jeeves entered me slowly. I could tell the effort it took him to go slow by the vein bulging in his neck and his labored breathing. Of course my wriggling didn’t help much either.
“I love you, Sassy.”
Buried to the hilt inside me, his lips attacked my mouth as his gorgeous body invaded mine. Everything about him was so hard and delicious. Bursts of color ripped across my vision as my body clenched and tingled.
“I love you back,” I cried out as the speed of our lovemaking grew frenzied.
Magic swirled around the room, toppling furniture and dancing with carnal joy—and we followed suit. Sex with a kangaroo Shifter was like jumping around in a bounce house that gave you mind blowing orgasms. My screams sounded far away as my ears were ringing with an impending big O that was gonna make me see the Goddess.
“So good,” Jeeves murmured in my ear as we bounced from our couch back to our bed. “You’re mine. Are you ready?”
“For what?” I gasped out, rocking my hips in rhythm with his—meeting every forceful thrust with joyful abandon.
“To be mated with me,” he said as his eyes went unfocused with lust.
“Will it hurt?” I asked, noticing for the first time that my man had fangs.
Holy Hell in August. That was freakin’ hot.
“It will, but only for a short time.”
“And then we have mating sex?” I asked, so close to an orgasm I could taste it.
“Yes, baby. We’ll have mating sex and I will fuck you senseless.”
The orgasm that ripped through me at his words alone left me breathless and dizzy. It was every kind of awesome and I was pretty sure mating sex couldn’t be any better than what we already had done, but…
“Yes,” I said, throwing my head back and offering my neck to the man I adored. “I wanna be yours forever. And I don’t want a rock on my finger. I just want you.”
“We’ll see about that,” Jeeves said with a grin as his fangs descended to my neck.
“Do me, Baby.”
“With pleasure,” he ground out.
And he did.
And the mating sex was better.
It was so much better that I was pretty sure we’d died and gone onto the Next Adventure.
Thankfully, we were still alive—because mating sex goes on for hours.
And hours.
And hours.
Best night of my whole freakin’ life.



Chapter Six



“Feeling dizzy here,” I gasped out, as I pulled at the material plastered to my body. What in the hell had I been thinking when I chose a dress with boned, rib cracking corsets in it?
My wedding dress was going to be comfortable—not like this bullshit. Although as painful as it was, it was also unfortunately awesome.
“Well, I don’t think you’re supposed to breathe in an outfit like that,” Zelda offered as she admired the incredible vintage Chanel get up I’d chosen to meet Marge in.
The day had dawned bright and sunny. Jeeves and the boys had gone off to work while I was going to have my dreaded chat with Cookie Witch. When Jeeves had offered to stay with me for the witchy get together, I cried over his thoughtfulness. Being so unused to someone having my back made me emotional.
I needed to face the old bag alone, but promised my man I would let him know what went down when it was over. Jeeves got an amazing BJ for being my perfect hero. He went off to the diner with a ridiculous grin on his handsome mated face.
I was walking funny from having too much mating sex—not because my Virginia had been violently polished by the Hooch gals. I was mated and humanly engaged to a kangaroo. I was happy—stupid happy. Who knew I would ever be this dang blissful? However, the lack of oxygen going to my brain was making the beautiful day a bit blurry.
“I’m debating whether breathing is more important than fashion,” I choked out, trying to move naturally around the room. Not happening.
Zelda eyed me critically, while considering my statement. “You do look insanely hot. However, it’s one thing to suffer for your fashion. It’s an entirely different thing to die for it.”
“Goddess, you’re smart.”
With a snap of my fingers, I replaced the suffocating ensemble with a sexy Byron Lars number that enhanced my bosom and would enable me to live longer than an hour or so. “Good?”
“Perfect.” Zelda gave me a thumbs up. “You ready for Cookie Witch?”
“Yep. Bring her on. Nothing can get me down today.”
She eyed me with curiosity and tossed me a pair of fabulous Jimmy Choo stilettos that rocked with my dress. “What’s with the fantastic attitude? You’re usually a grumpy assmonkey in the morning.”
“Not today,” I squealed. “Jeeves and I are mated and I asked him to marry me.”
“And?” Her grin was wide and it made me giggle.
“He said yes!” I gushed and hopped around like my panties were on fire. “I’m gonna do it human style and I’m going to take his last name.”
“Goddess, you’re starting to remind me of a kangaroo,” Zelda muttered with a laugh. “So what’s his last name?”
I paused for dramatic effect and made sure I could see her face. I knew it wasn’t a great name, but yet it was at the same time. It was Jeeves’ name and it belonged to him and we belonged to each other.
And it certainly beat the snot out of Bermangoggleshitz.
“Pants,” I replied.
Zelda froze and then began studying her nails like they were the most interesting things in the world. She was biting her lips so hard I was certain she was going to have to heal herself.
“Sassy Pants?” Her question came out on a strangled whisper. My BFF’s swallowed grunt of laughter sounded like a wounded animal. “Are you sure?”
“Yep, and you can laugh all you want. I almost shit a brick when I found out, but then I realized I didn’t care—at all. I want Jeeves and his heart and his name and his enormous package that he….”
“Whoa dude,” Zelda shouted in a panic. She magically zipped my lips shut with a swipe of her hand before I could finish my sentence. “I don’t want to know about Jeeves’ privates—ever—as in never ever in this lifetime.”
Nodding and wiggling my fingers to reverse her spell, I kept dancing around the room. “He loves me and I love him. I don’t necessarily love me yet, but I’m working on it. If the nicest man in the world thinks I’m worth it, maybe I really am.”
“You are, Sassy Pants. You’re a pain in my ass and I want to zap you bald several times daily, but you are worth it.”
“Really?” I stopped my dance and stared at my friend as my eyes welled up with tears.
“Really, you can even tell people I said that—but only a few. If you tell too many, I’ll have to do something drastic and possibly painful. Clear?”
“Totally,” I promised and hugged her hard.
“Okay, Sassy Pants, I gotta go.” Zelda moved to leave.
“Where in the Goddess’s name do you think you’re going?” I shrieked, grabbing her by the waist and yanking her back into my living room.
“My boobs are leaking. Time to feed the twins. Witch’s honor, I’ll come right back.”
Slowly forcing myself to peel my fingers from her body, I nodded. “Marge is weird but nice—hopefully she’s bringing cookies. I can do this. Do you have any clue what she wants?”
“I think I might, but it’s probably better coming from the old freak herself.”
“Should I meet her on the front lawn?” I asked, narrowing my eyes in thought.
Zelda halted her forward progress and glanced back at me. “Why would you do that?”
“Cause if I don’t like what the crazy old bat has to say, I might blow up my house by accident.”
“Fucking brilliant, Sassy Pants,” Zelda shouted, making me giggle with pride.
“Seriously?” I was shocked and tremendously pleased.
“Yep, I don’t ever want to hear you say you’re not smart again. That idea is pure genius. Just plant yourself far enough away from your house and car, and everything should be fine.”
“I can do this,” I announced with more confidence than I actually had.
“Yes, you can,” Zelda said, looking as unconfident as I secretly felt. “Just don’t blow up Cookie Witch. Baba Yomamma will be pissed.”
“Got it.”
At least, I hoped I did.

* * *
“Drop the fucking cookies and back away slowly,” I snarled at Marge as she rolled her eyes in annoyance for the umpteenth time.
It had been a long forty-seven minutes, and it didn’t seem like it was going to get any better.
Marge the Cookie Witch was every kind of gorgeous—looked so much like her sister, our leader Baba Yaga, or Baba Yojackhole as I liked to call her in private—that I had to keep reminding myself this one couldn’t send me to the pokey for being disrespectful.
Blonde and stylish—unlike Baba Yaga who was stuck in the 1980’s—Marge was someone I might have admired or wanted to pilfer clothes from, if she wasn’t such a ridiculous butthole.
Why in the Goddess’s name hadn’t Zelda come back yet? How long did it take to feed tiny babies? My chipmunks could polish off a ten-course feast in four minutes and thirty-six seconds.
I was close to doing something really stupid. I needed my BFF.
“It’s not like you have to take over my duties yet, girlie,” Marge insisted, not moving an inch as her fingers began to shoot menacing little sparks. “I’d have to train you—and that could take a…um—a while. Possibly decades or centuries,” she muttered under her breath.
“Look lady,” I said, trying my best not to zap her uppity ass. “I’m not living in a cookie house and I’m not gonna spread green shit around the world like Tinkerbell just to keep the magical balance from toppling—whatever the hell that even means. I have four geriatric children. I do community theatre. I have a very active sex life and I’m going to have to deal with the last name Pants. I don’t have time for anything else.”
“Pants?” she asked, biting back a grin.
“Yessssss,” I hissed. I didn’t like her enough to let her laugh at my unfortunate last name yet.
“Sassy Pants?”
“You got it, lady.”
“I’m very sorry,” she said, bowing her head in what she tried to pass off as a condolence, but I knew the old cow was trying not to laugh.
“Apology not accepted,” I snapped. “I’m proud to take Jeeves’ last name. He loves me, which might make him every kind of crazy, but it works well for me. So you can shove your sorry up your rude ass.”
“Your manners are appalling,” Marge muttered.
“Thank you,” I replied. The meeting was going south fast. The very least I could do was accept a compliment when I heard one.
“That wasn’t a compliment, girlie.”
“Whoops. My bad,” I said with a shrug. “I don’t speak French, you big fat heifer.”
“I see… Sassy, darling.” Marge’s statement landed somewhere between a purr and a growl.
Her words belied her tone. She looked as scary as her sister Baba Yaga did when things weren’t going her way. However, I didn’t have to obey Marge. She wasn’t the boss of me or any other witch alive—as far as I knew.
“How about this?” she suggested through a gritted teeth smile. “Why don’t we table this traumatically fraught conversation and simply get to know each other instead?”
“If you can’t be polite enough to speak English in my presence, I’m gonna crawl into your brain and disconnect all the freakin’ wires. I haven’t found a French teacher yet and I’m getting pretty sick of this bullshit.”
Slapping my hands on my hips, I stared her down. Her absolute confusion at my statement didn’t sway me a bit. She was pulling the same crap everyone did when I spoke but I was onto her.
And the delicious looking cookies she was holding weren’t going to make me cave.
Hopefully.
“Okaaay, sorry about that,” she said slowly, clearly still playing the bewildered card.
Goddess, she was good. I almost believed that she had no clue what I was talking about.
“Just lay off the French and I’ll stay out of your grey matter.”
We stood in silence and glared at each other. Cookie Witch was clearly racking her brain to come up with conversation that wouldn’t end in an explosion. As much as I didn’t like what she had to say, nor did I trust her, I also knew I was being rude. Socially acceptable behavior wasn’t exactly in my wheelhouse.
The orphanage I grew up in hadn’t been full of loving caretakers. It had been loaded with cranky witches who weren’t fond of children. I learned at an early age to steer clear of authority figures. Cookie Witch was very much an authority figure. I knew her age was somewhere in the high three hundreds. Marge had been around the block a few times.
“I like your dress,” she commented carefully.
“I like yours too,” I admitted, testing the polite waters. And I did like her dress. She wore a blinding hot pink, figure hugging Prada that was totally my style. “What kind of cookies are those?”
“Oatmeal butterscotch,” she said, dangling the bait as close as she dared.
Shitmonsters, I loved oatmeal butterscotch.
“Did you burn them?”
“Goddess, no,” she said, insulted. “I never burn cookies.”
“I like my cookies burned.”
“So noted,” she replied, trying to sound upbeat when I knew she wanted to smite me where I stood.
I realized she probably knew about my penchant for blowing up things and was moving cautiously. Dang it, I kind of liked her. Cookie Witch was smart. She could bake and dressed like a model right off the runway.
But I didn’t want her job—at all—and had no intention of being her successor.
Goddess, it would be a clusterhump of enormous ramifications if I was in charge of something so important for our kind. The loss of structural buildings and monuments around the world would be at risk if I was running the show. She was all kinds of off base thinking I would be the perfect fit.
“You don’t want me,” I told her honestly. “I’m not the right witch. And I will eat those cookies even if they’re not burned… just so you know.”
Lightly tossing the cookies to the ground at my feet, she smiled and shrugged. “The Goddess is never wrong.”
“Unless she’s drunk, which she clearly is if she thinks I’m the one who’s supposed to help keep the magical balance in the world. I’d have to say the old bag went on a bender for a few decades to come up with that one,” I shot back.
“Incoming,” Marge shouted as she dove behind a bush.
I wasn’t as fast. The glittering lightning bolt of silver and fuchsia magic shot from the sky and landed squarely on my smoldering ass. The sizzle was positively brutal and my gorgeous Byron Lars now sported a large unsightly hole in the rump. The Goddess was a total butthole.
Doubled over in pain, I bit back all the shitty things I wanted to yell at the Goddess. Where the hell was she when I was little and I was dumped at the orphanage? Why hadn’t she zapped the asses of all the mean witches who’d raised me… for lack of a better word?
Now that she needed me for something, I had to deal with her crap? Well, I called bullshit on that one.
However, the ass zap was wildly unpleasant so I decided to keep my thoughts to myself—at least for now. I wasn’t in the mood for my other butt cheek to be blistered. My newfound maturity would hopefully save my fabulous wardrobe.
“Sorry,” I shouted up to the Heavens, keeping a firm check on my itchy middle finger.
“Are you okay?” Marge sounded concerned as she hightailed it over and checked me out from head to toe. “We should put some ice on that.”
With a snap of her fingers an ice pack appeared. She walked me into my adorable house and settled me on the couch, plopping the ice pack on my bottom. It was nice to be taken care of, but she was the reason I’d gotten pissed in the first place. The Goddess wouldn’t have singed my backside if Marge had kept her redonkulous job offer to herself.
And then it hit me. Ideas were rare for me so when I had one, I needed to go with it.
“Won’t work,” I announced.
Marge plied me with cookies and sat next to me on the couch while she rubbed my back. It was unfamiliar and a little odd to be taken care of by a woman. My mother, who I barely remembered, never touched me in kindness or love.
“What won’t work, girlie?” Marge asked.
“I can’t take your job. I can’t cook—at all.”
“At all?” Marge became distressed and stared in dismay.
“I burn water. I’m worse than Zelda,” I admitted, gleefully. Never in my life had I been so happy about my pathetic skillset. “Thank the Goddess that Jeeves is a chef. We’d all starve if I had to feed my rodents.”
“You have mice?” Her nose scrunched and she cautiously lifted her feet off the floor.
“Nope. Chipmunk Shifters. Four. I adopted them.”
“Interesting. And where’s your familiar?” Marge asked, letting her Gucci clad feet settle back on the floor.
“Don’t have one,” I replied, delighted to give her more reasons I was completely unacceptable.
“The Goddess was right!” she trilled, kissing the top of my head. “No one in this position has ever had a familiar—very rare for a witch not to have a familiar.”
Shit.
“Still can’t cook,” I reminded her, not liking the direction of the conversation.
Cookie Witch’s lips pursed in thought and she eyed me critically. Tilting her head to the left, she wiggled her fingers and repaired the hole burned into the backside of my dress.
“There might be a way around it,” she murmured. “I’ll have to check on that and get back to you.”
“Take your time,” I shot back sarcastically. I was grateful she’d fixed my dress, but I could have done that myself. I’d always fixed my own mistakes. I didn’t need some crazy witch pretending to be my mother figure.
“Okay. So I have to meet my sperm donor now, and that’s going to be a shitshow. I’m a bit tied up at the moment and don’t have any more room in my brain for this shit.”
“You don’t know who your father is?” Marge was surprised.
“Oh, I know who he is—just never been formally introduced to the douchewad. I don’t have a mother either.”
“She died?”
“Nope, got rid of me when I was seven. I did just fine without the losers,” I said with bravado.
Why was I even telling her this shit? It was none of her business and I hated it when people felt sorry for me. Marge definitely pitied me. I could tell by the look on her face.
It was time for Cookie Witch to go home.
“It was a long time ago,” I said, getting up from the couch and leaning against the door so she would get the message.
Shit, bad idea. My dress might be repaired, but my ass was still on fire—yesterday my Virginia and today my butt. Not good.
“Sassy, I think all of this will work out fine. I have a good feeling,” Marge said kindly, yet still clearly feeling bad for me.
I realized in that moment that I had an ace in the hole—or I thought I might. No witch in their right mind could trust the spawn of Bermangoggleshitz to protect our kind. The thought made me a little ill, so I grabbed a cookie and shoved it in my mouth.
Was I loaded with dark magic like my sperm donor? Goddess, that ugly possibility hadn’t crossed my mind until now. Was that shit passed down by genes or was it a choice?
Zelda… Zelda will know and she won’t lie to me.
“Cookie Witch, with all due respect, you’re wrong.” I swallowed my sugary treat and pulled open the door so Marge could run when I hit her with the smelly news. “It will never work out. My father is Bermangoggleshitz—the stanky ass, black magic loser. Pretty sure that disqualifies me.”
The look on her face confused the crap out of me. I expected her to run for the hills or poof herself out of my house, but no… she laughed.
“I know,” she replied easily, but avoided all eye contact.
Interesting.
“Do you know him?” I asked.
“Mmmhmm…” She nodded way too casually. Heat crawled up her neck and landed squarely on her lovely cheeks.
Even more interesting.
Why would the mention of my father make a powerful witch like Marge blush? Unless she… Ewwww, gross.
“Did you do him?” I asked, reaching for the most obvious answer in my mind. Something was very off here.
Her eyes snapped to mine and narrowed. “You’re impertinent.”
“And you’re a well-dressed cookie baking butthole who may or may not have played hide the salami with my sperm donor,” I shot back, eyeing her closely. “I think you did bang the barely perfumed ball sac. Gotta say that’s pretty gross.”
“He wasn’t always bad—or smelly,” Marge insisted and then shrugged. “You don’t have any regretful relationships in your past?”
“Tons… and I wouldn’t call them relationships. I’ve never had a relationship until Jeeves. I love him and he loves me—even though I don’t love myself.”
“And yet another reason you’re perfect for the job,” Marge muttered, trying to throw me off the topic by handing me more cookies and making cryptic statements.
Almost worked. The cookies were delicious.
“If I didn’t know better—and I usually don’t—I’d have to say you’re still carrying a torch for my odiferous, evil, douche-knocker dad.”
“Done here.” Marge stood up, straightened her dress, and scooped up the cookies in her hurry to get away from me and my prying questions. Of course in her haste, she promptly dropped the cookies in her panic and swore like a sailor. Damn it, I was really beginning to like her. I had no clue that shit-titties was even a swear word. Point for Cookie Witch.
“Your father is a deplorable, hateful, deranged piece of shit on a pointed stick. Whatever I felt for him hundreds of years ago was a grave mistake. The bastard almost sabotaged our world. I’d as soon smite him where he stands than give a second of thought to our shared past.”
“Whoa,” I said with an impressed laugh. “Was all that in English?”
“It was.”
“I thought so, but I wasn’t sure.”
“Definitely English,” Marge confirmed.
Ideas were coming to me fast and furious today—first time in my life and I wasn’t sure I liked feeling smart. However, I loved the thought of getting out of taking over for Cookie Witch. A lot.
“Mmmkay, I have a deal to purpose.”
“You mean propose?” Cookie Witch questioned.
“Same thing,” I told the now confused woman with a wave of my hand and a roll of my eyes.
“Actually it’s… never mind. What’s the deal?”
Marge was wary and quite honestly she had every right to be. It wasn’t a nice thing I was about to purpose-propose. But, I knew she would say no and I could happily say goodbye to Cookie Witch forever.
“You go on a real date with my father and I take your job.”
“What?” Marge screeched, and then accidentally—or possibly on purpose—blew up my couch.
Damn it, why the couch? I’d just replaced it.
“So I take it that’s a no?” Grinning from ear to ear, I wiggled my fingers and replaced my couch for the second time in as many days.
“You’re a horrible little witch,” Marge hissed, pointing at me with her perfectly manicured nails. “You’re evil.”
“Possibly—Bermangogglefucker is my father after all,” I agreed with a shrug. “But clearly the Goddess gave me a good sense of perspiration.”
“You sweat?”
“Everyone sweats. What in the hell are you talking about?” I demanded. She wasn’t going to trick me now. I had her by the balls—even though Zelda said she didn’t have them, I wasn’t so sure. There was no way on the Goddess’s green earth that anyone would get close enough to my father to go on a date. His aroma was nose searing and every kind of gross—plus the bastard had horns.
“It was nice to see you,” I said, finding my politeness and dragging it out of hiding. “Thank you for the cookies and for fixing the hole in my ass. I suppose I’ll see you around if you ever visit again.”
Cookie Witch looked like she had a whole bunch of things to say. She was obviously disappointed that I didn’t want the job, but I was truly doing her a favor. I knew my limitations—they were enormous unless it had to do with demolishing large structures or getting into other magicals’ brains. Someday she’d thank me, but for right now, I’d let her yell at me for a bit. I was used to authority figures yelling at me.
“I’ll do it.” She clutched her chest, let out a strangled cry and dropped to the floor like a sack of potatoes.
Not exactly what I’d been expecting. Shitballs, I needed to keep my ideas to myself from now on. I was screwed six ways to Sunday…
Son of a bitch. I might have just killed Cookie Witch.



Chapter Seven



“Where did you get that dress?” Zelda asked, admiring the shocking pink Prada lying on my coffee table.
“Cookie Witch was wearing it.”
“Holy shit,” Zelda shouted, gaping at me in shock. “Tell me you didn’t blow up the Cookie Witch for her dress.”
“What do I look like to you?” I demanded.
She continued to stare at me wide eyed.
“Never mind. Don’t answer that. If I’d blown her up, her dress would have been torn to shreds. So logically speaking, I couldn’t have blown her up if I have her dress. Unless I made her strip, stole her dress and then blew her up. But that’s not my style—too many steps.”
Zelda dropped to the couch and narrowed her eyes at me. “Call me cray cray, but you just made an argument that made sense. Are you alright?”
“I did?” I asked, wildly impressed with myself.
“You did. Now explain how you got her dress.”
“Technically, I didn’t get it… yet.”
“And now we’re back to the land of confusion. I was only gone for an hour,” Zelda muttered and ran her hands through her wild red hair. “I see Marge’s dress, but I don’t see Marge.”
“That’s because she’s wearing one of Chunk’s t-shirts and a pair of Chip’s PJ bottoms.”
“Go on.”
Huffing out a huge sigh, I plopped down on the couch and idly fingered the gorgeous dress. “I cut a horrible deal and now I’m fucked.”
“Still doesn’t explain the dress.”
“This is true.”
“Spit it out, Sassy Pants, or I’ll hang you upside down, zap a beard on you, and take pictures.”
“You wouldn’t,” I shot back.
“Try me. Now talk.”
“Fine. Cookie Witch wants me to take over her job. No way in hell that’s gonna happen. The world needs its buildings, ya know? And then the freakin’ Goddess got pissed when I called her a drunk hooker and now I have a hole in my left butt cheek that I want you to take a look at. Marge used to do the horizontal mambo with my father so I told her that I’d take the job if she dated the reeking turd-ass and she said yes. I really, really thought she would say no.”
Zelda stared with wide eyes and said nothing. Whatever. I still had more to say.
“So I’m a little worried about a couple of things. One—if I’m Bermangoggleshitz’s spawn, does that mean I’m full of dark magic? Two—is it okay to not hold up my end of the deal if Marge gets it on with the horned fucktard? And three—would it be terrible if I hid her dress and pretended I don’t know what happened to it? I think I would rock that Prada so much better than she does.”
Zelda looked dazed… and very confused.
“Dude, you okay?” Waving my hand in front of her face, I snapped her back into the moment.
“You called the Goddess a drunken hooker and you’re alive?” she whispered.
“I didn’t actually say hooker,” I admitted, glancing up to make sure there wasn’t a lightning bolt blasting through my ceiling. I stepped away from the couch just in case. I didn’t want to replace it again. Standing near the armchair, I felt better. I hated the armchair. If the Goddess wanted to set it on fire, I’d be good with that. “I just said she had to have been wasted to think I could do a job where the future of our kind was on the line.”
“That is a good point,” Zelda agreed, also cautiously glancing up.
“Right? I mean who’s gonna trust me with maintaining the magical fucking balance for the world. Not to mention I can’t cook—at all.”
“I’d trust you with anything,” Jeeves said, walking into the room and laying a kiss on my lips that made me forget we had company. “And I can cook—you don’t need to. Hi Zelda.”
“Jeeves, my man,” Zelda said and gave him hug. “Congrats on the mating and the engagement! Have you told Mac yet?”
“Just came from telling him,” Jeeves said with a grin so wide it made me giggle.
He bounced on his toes and took my hand in his. Zelda’s mate, Mac, was Jeeves’ dad even though they were different Shifter species. He’d adopted him and raised him and loved him. Mac was the King of the Shifters and was all kinds of fair and awesome, and a little scary, too.
“Sweet Goddess in jockey shorts,” I shouted and pointed at a startled Zelda. “You’re my mother-in-law.”
“I am not your mother-in-law, you asshead. We’re the same damned age. I’m no one’s mother-in-law. Got it?”
Nodding, I sucked back my joy with effort. Zelda was right. Just for a stupid second, I’d gotten excited about being able to call someone a name with the word mother in it who actually liked me.
“Who’s the witch passed out in the guest room wearing our children’s clothes?” Jeeves asked calmly, as if having knocked out visitors was a normal occurrence.
“Cookie Witch,” I told him. “And I didn’t head butt her or anything like that—in case you were wondering.”
“I figured she wasn’t too dangerous since you hadn’t waxed her,” Jeeves replied with a chuckle. “Is she all right?”
“Yep, she wants me to take her job spreading the green goop and maintaining the magical balance in the world.”
“Wow.” Jeeves whistled, impressed. “What did you say?”
“I told her she could shove the job up her ass, but then I screwed everything up.”
“You haven’t screwed anything up—yet,” Zelda said. “When Marge wakes up, bring her to my house. I’m calling my dad and Mac in on this. We need to have a sit down before you meet Bermangogglefuck.”
“Do I have to give her dress back?” I asked, staring at it longingly.
Zelda struggled for twenty-three seconds before she sighed sadly. “You do. Decisions suck and this one sucks hard. I’d want to keep it too, but …”
We both stared at the work of art on the coffee table with materialistic craving. My fingers itched to hide it in the back of my closet and claim it had been stolen. In the old days, it would have been so easy to pilfer the very expensive garment, but not so much now. I was trying to love myself, or at the very least, like myself a lot. Stealing wasn’t going to help my quest.
“We’re growing up, aren’t we?” I questioned unhappily.
“Dude, we are. But it’s time, Sassy Pants. We had to do it someday and it may as well be today,” Zelda agreed with one last longing look at the dress before she poofed away.
“You okay, Baby?” Jeeves asked, planting a loving kiss on my head.
I considered his question for only a heartbeat before I answered. “I am. I actually am.”
And I wasn’t lying. It felt pretty good to be good.



Chapter Eight



“Fabdudio, you have experience of being a formerly shitty dad,” Zelda said to her father who eyed her askance. “Can you give Sassy a few pointers on meeting Bermangogglebastard?”
Zelda’s dad, Fabio, was a very powerful healer warlock and didn’t know about his nutbag of a daughter for most of her life. When he found out and attempted to meet her, Zelda’s horrible excuse for a mother put a spell on him and turned him into a cat. Of course it took Zelda mowing him down with her car, spending nine months in the magical pokey for that particular accident, and then having Fabio almost die again in a smack down with vicious honey badgers before they were able to work it out.
Personally, I thought Zelda was the luckiest witch alive to have a father like Fabio. He had impeccable taste in expensive gift giving and he adored the heck out of Zelda and the babies. Not to mention he smelled really good. The only sucky part of the situation was that Fabio was dating our leader Baba Yaga aka Carol. The thought of Baba Yojackhole becoming Zelda’s stepmother was all kinds of frightening and hilarious.
“My darling, filter-less daughter, would you like to rephrase that question?” Fabio inquired with raised brows. “I didn’t know about you. And when I did, I moved heaven and earth to be with you. I wouldn’t exactly call that shitty.”
“He has a point,” Mac admitted grudgingly, leaning on the counter and watching the scene play out. With a baby in each arm, he looked like a scary, happily domesticated, really handsome, werewolf King.
“Thank you,” Fabio huffed. He had wanted Zelda to mate with a warlock, but he got Mac instead. Fabio loved his daughter and his grandchildren so much, he was learning to live with it.
I didn’t know any witch who wanted to mate with a warlock. They tended to be self- absorbed in the sack and pains in the ass. We were lucky as witches because we could mate across species. My life was pretty much complete now that I was mated to my kangaroo.
“To be fair,” Jeeves added with some skepticism in his voice, taking my hand in his, “Bermanspermdonorshitz didn’t know about Sassy either.”
“True,” Fabio agreed. “However, he’s dangerous—and I’m not. Cheating at cards and amassing a fortune is one thing. Trying to destroy our Mother Earth with dark magic is entirely another. Although having a daughter does do something to a man, but with Roy…”
“Who in the Goddess’s name is Roy?” I asked, annoyed that Fabio had gone off subject.
Fabio tended to do that. Being the artistic director of the Assjacket Community Theatre, he had my respect, but he talked in circles as far as I was concerned—and spoke in French. I couldn’t get too pissy with him though because I wanted the lead role in the new show he was writing and directing. The role of the shark in the world premiere of Sharknado: The Musical! was something I was born to play.
“Roy is his first name,” Marge explained, haltingly. She’d been awfully quiet so far.
She was mixing up a batch of cookies with such violent strokes, I was pretty sure she was going to dislocate her arm. Cookie Witch was not pleased. I didn’t blame her. A date with a smelly evil guy wasn’t anyone’s idea of fun. She’d agreed to it, but…
“His name is Roy Bermangoggleshitz?” Zelda asked on a snicker. “That sucks for him.”
“Understatement.” I said with a nod.
“Look, here’s what you need to know—he’s bad,” Fabio explained as he took Baby Henry from Mac and bounced him gently on his knee. “At one time he was good though—good looking and full of light magic. I have no clue what made him turn dark, but he did in a very big way. From what I understand, he runs a syndicate of fiendish warlocks.”
“No French,” I snapped with sizzling fingers and an enormous eye roll. Fuck Sharknado, Fabio was grinding my witchy nerves speaking in a language I didn’t understand.
“He means Roy was very naughty,” Marge cut in quickly before I could bring the house down around us.
“Wait.” Zelda’s eyes narrowed. “There’s more than one of him?”
“No, there’s only one Roy Bermangoggleshitz.,” Marge explained with a shudder, tasting the cookie dough and searching for a baking sheet. “The warlocks that work for him are vile, but not as dishonorable, monstrous and disgusting as he is. Last I was aware, he had an army of about twenty.”
“Not a very big army,” I muttered, deciding to let the fact that Marge was speaking French go. I understood her meaning anyway. Maybe since everyone insisted speaking in freakin’ tongues, it was starting to rub off on me.
Fabio shrugged and handed Baby Henry to Jeeves. “Doesn’t need to be big. They wield dark magic. Trust me—twenty is an army.”
“I’d like to point out that we need a code name for the piece of shit,” Mac said with a wince. “If we keep saying his name, he’s going to show up.”
“Sweet buttholes on fire,” I shouted. “No one say his name again. We only have to say it once more in this conversation before the stanky motherhumper appears.”
We stood in silence and stared at each other. To summon my father, you had to speak his name three times. It would be all kinds of stupid to bring him here without some kind of plan in place—even if it was half-assed.
“What do you want to call him?” Fabio asked me.
“I get to pick?” I asked, surprised.
“He’s your father. Of course, you get to pick,” Zelda chimed in.
She was right. He was my father—a father I really didn’t want, at all. I had many choice names for him in my head, but they all made me kind of sad. I’d always secretly hoped that my dad would turn out to be an awesome dude who loved me, but had gotten stolen away by evil toothless trolls and had chosen to stay away for my own safety. I pretended he had a big house with a frilly pink bedroom all fixed up for me—just waiting until all the trolls died off before he could come save me and take me home.
But trolls didn’t exist and there was no frilly pink room waiting for me. Sperm Donor never showed up at the orphanage. I’d raised myself and that hadn’t turned out so great until I arrived in Assjacket, West Virginia. My father obviously didn’t want me the way I wanted him to. And I certainly hoped he didn’t think I was going to take over the family business.
Okay. My dad was a jackass.
“Motherfucker or Shit-titty?” I suggested.
“Or BPBS,” Zelda said with a giggle. “However Shit-titty has a lovely ring to it.”
“Should I ask a question that I don’t want an answer to?” Fabio inquired, paling considerably.
“I always do,” Zelda volunteered with a grin. “I say go for it.”
“Fine.” Fabio sighed dramatically and ran his hand through his red hair that was identical to his daughter’s. “What does BPBS stand for?”
Grinning at the thought of the look on Sperm Donor’s face when I insulted his nads, I laughed. “Barely Perfumed Ball Sac, but it’s too long.”
“Sweet Goddess,” Fabio choked out.
“How about assmonkey?” Jeeves suggested, ignoring Fabio and kissing Baby Henry on the head. “That’s a favorite of yours.”
I nodded and scooped Baby Audrey from Mac’s arms and cuddled her close. The babies were so calming and smelled delicious. “Assmonkey is a favorite of mine, but that’s what I call our chipmunks. It’s become a term of endearment—way too loving for Bermanbutthole.”
“Just don’t call him Dad,” Fabio said, glancing over at his daughter. “Dad has to be earned.”
Zelda grinned and blew her delighted dad a kiss. While that was neat to see, I had problems and a burning need to blow something up.
Pacing the floor and holding Audrey tight, I tried to make sense of all the ridiculous emotions ping-ponging inside me. I usually resorted to demolishing large structures when I didn’t want to deal with having to feel. However, I was trying to check my penchant for property damage.
I hated when Jeeves was disappointed in me and my blowing up buildings was not one of his favorite qualities of mine. Granted, I was good at it… and it did come in handy sometimes.
“Can you keep a secret?” a little voice questioned inside my head.
Glancing up sharply, I scanned the room to see who was talking. No one. No one was talking. What in the ever-loving hell? This was a bad time for me to go crazy. I had too much to do today.
I’d imagined the voice… or maybe I was just hungry.
Crossing the room at a clip, I yanked the bowl of overly mixed dough out of Marge’s hands and sat down on the couch with Audrey. Scooping a large spoonful into my mouth made the possibility of me saying anything stupid downright impossible.
Damn this was good—a little chewy, but freakin’ delicious.
“Don’t be scared. It’s me, Audrey,” the little voice continued.
Thank the Goddess I was sitting down and had a wad of dough in my mouth or I would have screamed and dropped the baby.
“Don’t let on that I’m talking to you. It would freak my mommy out and Henry will snore at nap time on purpose if he knows I’m talking.”
“Umm… okay,” I told her, without moving my mouth. Goddess, this was cool. “How come your mommy and daddy can’t know yet?”
“It’s not time, and Daddy wouldn’t be able to hear us anyway,” she replied. “He’s a werewolf.”
“How are you talking to me?”
“Because you are like us, silly Sassy.”
I glanced down at the gorgeous, diaper-clad baby in my arms as she smiled and drooled. I wasn’t a baby and I wasn’t a werewolf. We were both witches, but there were quite a few witches in the room. She was a girl and I was a girl, but so were Zelda and Cookie Witch. Why was I special?
“You have darkness and light in you, Sassy Pants,” Baby Audrey explained, popping her thumb into her mouth and snuggling closer.
“Shit, I thought so… Oh crapbaskets, sorry. I shouldn’t say bad words to a baby. You are a baby, right?” Goddess, I was confused here.
“Yep, but you’re easy.”
“Not anymore,” I protested, wildly insulted. “I stopped being a semi-hooker the second I laid eyes on Jeeves.”
“Oh Sassy, you’re so funny. I meant that you are dark and light. Just like me and Henry and Mommy.
Plus, you’re easy to reach since you’re a mind walker.
“Gotcha,” I said, relieved. I didn’t need the youth of Assjacket thinking I was a streetwalker. “So do you want me to give everyone a message or something? And just a heads up, I don’t speak French at all.”
“No worries. I don’t either. The message is for you.”
My stomach clenched and I peeked up to see if anyone was staring at me. Thankfully they were all talking amongst themselves—except for Cookie Witch. She was eyeing me with curiosity.
“Shoot. I think Marge might be onto us.”
Baby Audrey blew a raspberry and pulled on my hair. “Your dad still has a little light left in him. You will be the reason he comes back to us or falls so far into the dark he will never be able to.”
“Wanna be more specific? I do better with detailed instructions—pictures would be helpful too.”
“That’s all I know, Sassy Pants. But also know this… you are very special and meant for greatness.”
“You think I’ll get the lead in Sharknado?” I asked, getting excited. I mean, if Baby Audrey could see the future, I may as well find out early.
“What’s Sharknado?” she asked.
“Nothing. I was just… never mind. Do I need to know anything else?”
Baby Audrey’s eyes were closing. I was sure it probably took a lot out of her to communicate. Goddess knew it wore my ass out to make myself understood.
“Let Marge out of the deal. It will be too painful for her.”
“Got it, I feel kind of shitty—whoops, bad—about that one anyway. Does this mean I don’t have to take her job?”
“Not my decision to make,” Baby Audrey said, sleepily. “Fate will guide you.”
“But Fate’s a bitch… sorry… I meant, Fate’s a butthole.”
“Everyone can be a butthole at times—even you and me. Oh, and call your dad, Dada. My daddy cries when I do that.”
“Your daddy cries?” I was shocked. It was difficult to imagine Mac crying at all. He was one of the most stoic people I’d ever come across.
“All daddies cry over their daughters because they love them. I promise.”
“Can we talk again?” I asked.
“Only if the Goddess lets us. She loves you.”
And then she fell asleep.
Baby Audrey had made a few good points and a few redonkulous ones. I was still slightly shocked that we’d just had a covert conversation.
And I had my doubts about the Goddess loving me. If she did, she sure had a funny way of showing it—my butt cheek was still sore from her love.
And the part about dads loving their daughters was bullshit, but Audrey was just a baby after all. She only knew her own dad and Mac was the best daddy in the world.
However, it was good to know that along with the dark magic which I’d clearly inherited from my dad, that I was also capable of light. I supposed my Egg Donor was light. Well at least she’d given me that. Goddess knew she didn’t give me much else.
“Alrighty then,” I said, handing off a sleeping Baby Audrey to Zelda. “I have a plan. I’m pulling it out of my ass, so just hear me out.”
Everyone in the room looked a bit terrified. I took that as a good sign.
“First off, I take back the deal, Cookie Witch. You do not have to date my father. That was a mean and shitastic thing I did there.”
“But…” Marge said until I stopped her with my hand.
“You pissed me off and I had no clue you would say yes. I was just trying to get out of having to take your job. I’ll suck at it. I know this for a fact. I was trying to save the world from me.”
“Sweet Goddess on a bender,” Fabio gasped out and grabbed the table for purchase. “Sassy is taking Marge’s job?”
“Can it, Fabdudio,” Zelda snapped at her dad. “Sassy is getting smarter. We haven’t lost one building in Assjacket in a week.”
“And that’s smarter?” Fabio questioned, completely bewildered.
“Do you value your nads?” Zelda inquired as her fingers began to sizzle.
“Stop,” I yelled. “Fabdudio is right. I’m not the sharpest bulb in the ocean.”
“Tool in the shed,” Jeeves corrected me gently with a grin and a kiss to my lips. “And I’d have to disagree.”
“With what?” I asked, wanting to kiss him again. He never made me feel dumb. Never.
“You are smart and you’re loving and gifted. Do not underestimate yourself, my Sassy.”
“He’s right,” Marge chimed in. “You might not be, um… book smart… but the Goddess wouldn’t have chosen you if you were incapable.”
“The Goddess is a…” I slapped my hand over my mouth and prayed that I wouldn’t be zapped for what I was thinking.
“Dang it,” Zelda hissed, sniffing the air. “Do you smell it?”
“Smell what?” Mac asked alarmed.
“I do,” I said, glancing around the room wildly.
The atmosphere in the room went from confused and apprehensive to windy and weird on a dime. Sparkles in a rainbow of colors whipped through the living room and kitchen of Zelda and Mac’s house blowing everyone around the area willy-nilly.
Mac grabbed the babies and shielded them from the magical storm. Marge rolled her eyes and Zelda swore like a sailor. Jeeves sheltered me with his large strong body and pulled me close.
The only one grinning like an idiot was Fabio.
“Incoming,” Fabio yelled with glee.
Of course he was happy. His freak of a girlfriend was about to pay a visit.



Chapter Nine



“Why wasn’t I invited to this party?” Baba Yaga demanded, coughing up mounds of glitter as she poofed into the room dressed like she’d just been rejected from an open call for a Madonna video—cone bra and everything.
Thankfully she was traveling solo today. She’d left her nasty bobble-headed warlock posse at home.
“Not exactly a party,” Zelda grunted, waving the smoke away. “You’re gonna have to come up with a less lung burning entrance in the future. I have babies now.”
“Ohhhh, the babies!” Baba Yaga squealed with delight and waved her hands in the air. All of the smoke and glitter disappeared. However, teddy bears and lollipops began to rain from the ceiling.
“Nope,” Mac ground out. “No more damned stuffed animals, and they don’t even eat food yet—so no candy.”
“Spoil sport,” Baba Yaga muttered as she wiggled her nose and made the toys and treats vanish.
“Hello darling,” Fabio said, laying a juicy smooch on our leader.
Zelda’s gag was audible and I giggled. Carol aka Baba Yaga aka Baba Yoihavenotasteinclothes was our personal nightmare and also our savior. Our time spent in the pokey was probably the best thing that ever happened to Zelda and me—not that I would ever freely admit that piece of information. We were both headed down an unsteady path back then. I still thought that nine months in the Big House was excessive, but whatever. I got a BFF, and a new home, new friends, new rodents and the love of my life out of it. So I’d do it again in a heartbeat if I had to.
Goddess, I’d probably be somewhere like Iowa blowing up buildings of it wasn’t for Baba Yobuttinski.
“To what do we owe the pleasure?” Marge asked her sister as they air kissed and then hugged soundly.
Watching two of the most powerful witches that the Goddess had created hug each other was a little unnerving, but also kind of sweet in a terrifying way.
“Well,” Baba Yaga said playing with the hundreds of black rubber bracelets on her arms. “I’ve got a hellacious little issue that I need to make you people aware of.”
“If it’s deadly, we really don’t have time right now. I have to meet Bermangoggleasshole and I need to be at full power,” I said and then winced at the sheer and very stupid fact that I’d just backtalked Baba Yoicanputyoubackinthepokey.
“Interesting—and brave—that you would say that, Sassy,” Baba Yaga purred. She crossed over to me as I did my best to not run for the hills. She twisted one of my curls on her finger and examined me like I was a science experiment. “This timing couldn’t be better.”
“So I’m not going back to the pokey?” I whispered, standing as still as a statue and holding my breath.
“Of course not!” she said with a laugh. “I’m happy to see that you’re growing some balls.”
With a covert glance down to my crotch, I heaved a huge sigh of relief. One could never tell if the Baba Yaga was speaking literally.
No nads. I was safe.
“Carol, don’t say his name,” Marge warned. “We’ve already said it twice. Tell us what’s going on, but be careful.”
“What are we calling him?” Baba Yaga asked.
All eyes turned to me. Remembering what Baby Audrey had told me, I pushed it aside. She was a baby—albeit a telepathically- talking-magical-baby-witch-slash-werewolf—but she was wrong about all daddies loving their daughters. Although who could blame her? All she’d known in her short time on the Goddess’s green earth was love. There was no way I was calling that man Dada. I would stick with something more fitting.
“Shit-titty,” I announced to the room.
“Seriously?” Baba Yaga questioned my choice with a grimace of distaste.
“Yes,” I confirmed to snickers from the crowd. “It fits.”
“You’ve clearly been hanging around Marge,” Baba muttered. “Fine. Shit-titty, it is.”
“And?” Zelda prompted. “Has Shit-titty done something bad?”
“Shit-titty is always doing something bad,” Baba Yaga said flatly. “However, it seems it’s more his minions than him at the moment—which is difficult to grasp.”
“How so?” Fabio asked.
“Apparently, they’ve summoned a Legion,” Baba Yaga informed us.
And the group went silent—very silent. This news was unwelcome and unheard of. It was the stuff real life magical nightmares were made of. Only Jeeves and Mac seemed confused.
“A Legion?” Jeeves asked.
“Demons. Shit-titty and his dumbasses summoned a group of demons,” I choked out.
Why in the hell did I have to be saddled with the worst father ever? I mean, wasn’t the orphanage enough? Now this?
“I know Roy is vicious and unstable, but I find it difficult to believe he’s summoned a Legion. It’s against everything we believe—punishable by a fiery and gruesome death. Has he fallen that far?” Marge asked, seating herself at the large kitchen table and letting her head fall to her hands.
“My thoughts exactly.” Baba joined her sister at the table and gently rubbed her back.
“How many?” Jeeves asked.
“From reports, I believe there are two demons on earth right now,” Baba said, sounding very tired.
“So let’s just kill them,” I suggested. “Or send them back to hell.”
“And while we’re at it, why don’t we send Shit-titty and his evil minions there too?” Zelda added, clearly on board with my plan. I loved my BFF.
“Little easier said than done,” Fabio explained.
“Because?” I asked.
Baba Yaga glanced over at Fabio and nodded curtly. Marge’s head was still in her hands and I wondered if she was crying.
“Because only witches and warlocks with dark magic can banish demons.” Fabio was incredibly uncomfortable and uneasy. “It’s very complicated and tends to end in death.”
“For the demons?” Zelda asked, narrowing her eyes at her father.
“For the witches.” Marge’s voice was muffled due to her position, but we heard her loud and clear.
“So let me get this straight… Bermangooglewanker’s evil stanky douche canoes summoned a bunch of really bad fuckers from the underworld. Right?” I asked.
“So far so good,” Baba said. “Choice of language is appalling, but then…”
“Let her talk.” Marge shushed Carol and watched me closely.
“And we’re not sure my Sperm Donor has anything to do with it?”
“We’re not sure,” Baba confirmed. “However, we can’t rule it out.”
I began to pace. Ideas were coming fast and furious. This was not good considering the last few ideas I’d had were to make Cookie Witch date my bad father and getting my Virginia varnished, but whatever. We had a problem and the problem was quite possibly my father. Somehow, this was my responsibility. I wasn’t sure how I came to that conclusion, but it felt right. Plus my waxed va-jay-jay had turned out pretty good—not all my ideas sucked.
“Why? Why don’t you think it’s him?” I asked.
“Shit-titty prefers to kill with magic. The mayhem the Legion and the warlocks are causing is graphically violent and they’re using weapons.”
“Guns?” Zelda asked with an angry frown on her face.
“Machetes.” Baba Yaga stood and approached both Zelda and me. “Machetes bathed in hellfire.”
I wasn’t sure why Baba Yaga was coming for us, but I knew it wouldn’t bode well for my happily ever after.
“Who are they targeting?” Mac asked. “Other witches?”
Baba Yaga paused and glanced back at Mac. “All magicals. Witches, warlocks, Shifters… you name it.”
“Vampires?” Jeeves questioned.
Baba Yaga shrugged and puffed up her already huge hair. “Not sure,” she admitted. “None that I’ve heard of, yet. They’ve hit Chicago and Cleveland. Took out a number of witches and warlocks, but the Shifters aren’t city dwellers so the losses aren’t as dire for them.”
“Yet,” Jeeves said with a growl.
“Correct.” She nodded and then turned her attention back to Zelda and me. “So, what I…”
“Hold that thought,” I said, much to the surprise of Baba and the others. “I need to say a few things.”
“Go ahead,” Baba instructed with raised brows.
I wasn’t sure if she still liked my balls or if she was seconds away from zapping my ass like the Goddess did, but I didn’t care.
“I’ve got a plan,” I announced. I was certain someone groaned, but I couldn’t place it. “First off, we can’t meet Shit-titty in Assjacket. It’s too dangerous and I love too many of the people here. We need to find a large deserted area.”
“She’s making sense,” Zelda crowed and did a little jig around me.
“I am?” I asked, delighted.
“You are, Baby,” Jeeves said with a grin that made my heart sing. He then leaned in and whispered, “If you go too left of center, I have your back.”
“Promise?”
“With everything I am. I will always have your back.”
“You’re totally gonna score for that,” I said as quietly as I could.
Clearly it wasn’t quiet enough if the laughter in the room was anything to go by.
“While I’m impressed with your thinking—because who knew you could even do that—I beg to differ about Assjacket,” Baba Yaga said.
Was she high? Had she inhaled too much hairspray over the hundreds of years she’d been alive? No evil motherhumpers were coming within a two hundred miles of my people.
“You can beg the dipper until the cows lay eggs,” I told her with no intention of backing down, even if she sentenced me to more time in the pokey. “But my geriatric rodent children live here along with a bunch of Shifters who are not disposable.”
“Word of the Day?” Zelda inquired.
“Yep! So get that plan out of your over hair-sprayed brain or I’ll crawl in there and yank it out, old lady.”
“You should really stop while you’re ahead,” Zelda recommended, making the zip the lip sign.
With an enormous eye roll, Baba Yaga thankfully ignored my violent insult and went on. “Your people will be safer if you meet Shit-titty in your own territory.”
“Explain,” Fabio said, clearly wondering where the Yaga was going with this.
“Only dark can fight dark. If Assjacket—and is this town really named Assjacket?”
“No, but I renamed it,” Zelda chimed in.
“Of course you did,” Baba replied dryly. “But as I was saying, there’s a fine chance if Shit-titty and his minions know where you live, they will attack when you’re away. However, I do know two witches that could ward this town from dark magic and enable you to meet Shit-titty and his minions on your own turf.”
“You do?” I asked, amazed and a little pissed that she didn’t start with that nugget of information. “How much will it cost us to get them in?”
“Don’t know. How much do you charge?” she asked with a grin and the smallest eye roll she could muster.
Sweet Goddess in a mankini, she was talking about me and Zelda. We both had dark magic. I had no clue how to use it, but…
“NOPE,” Mac, Jeeves and Fabio yelled in unison.
“Hang on a second here,” Zelda said before the tension in the room resulted in a smack down. “What if we ward the town and meet him somewhere else? Wouldn’t that be safer?”
It was a good point, but…
“No,” I said, much to my surprise and everyone else’s. “Zelda, we’re stronger here. I feel it, don’t you?”
Sighing and pulling on her hair, Zelda nodded. “I do, but bringing him to Assjacket is risky, especially if the demons are with him.”
“You do have other assets here,” Baba Yaga reminded us.
She was correct, but I didn’t like it at all. Mac, our King had been given the gift of affinity with the earth and Fabio was a very powerful warlock in his own right. However, Jeeves was sweet and only a Shifter. There was no way I would let him get hurt. I’d die for Jeeves in a heartbeat. And no one in this town possessed dark magic except me, Zelda and the babies—and well, the babies were babies. They’d be napping during the showdown or my name wasn’t Sassy Louise Bermangoggleshitz Pants.
I had no plans to use the assets. Actually, I had no real plans at all, but that had never stopped me before.
“So we don’t invite him,” I suggested, as the rusty and wildly underused wheels in my brain creaked into action.
“Not following,” Zelda said. “We either bring him here or not.”
“Exactly,” I agreed much to the confusion of my friends.
“May I?” Jeeves asked me with a smile.
“Umm… sure.”
“I think what Sassy is saying is that we give him no warning. When she and Zelda are ready, we say Shit-titty’s real name three times and take him by surprise. If he doesn’t know he’s coming, he won’t have time to prepare.”
“That’s exactly what I meant! Goddess, that was so hot,” I gushed at my smexy kangaroo.
“It’s not a bad plan,” Baba Yaga said with an impressed nod to me.
“I still don’t like that we could be opening Pandora’s Box,” Fabio muttered, deeply concerned.
“They’d make their way here eventually,” Marge informed us in a no nonsense tone. “I’m surprised they didn’t start here.”
“Why?” Zelda demanded. “Shit-titty doesn’t know that Sassy’s his daughter. He only knows he has a daughter.”
“Whoa, shut the front door,” I shouted. “I thought he knew I was me and wanted to meet me.”
“Goddess no,” Zelda said, taking my hand in hers. “There’s no way in hell I would have thrown you under the bus like that. I wanted it to be your decision if you met him at all.”
“Oh, okay,” I said, trying to figure out why I was upset. I suppose it felt like more rejection, but Zelda was looking out for me because she loved me.
“Shit-titty will make his way here eventually because the two heirs to the future of witch-kind reside here.” Marge stood and moved across the room to her sister while pointedly looking at Zelda and me.
“I thought I’d hidden them so well,” Baba Yaga mumbled, clearly second guessing herself.
“The future is impossible to hide,” Marge told her sister with a sad smile.
Buttbaskets.
They were a formidable looking pair with more power between them than an army of witches. However, they were smoking crack to think Zelda and I could take over for them. We were a hot magical mess—well, I was. Zelda was pretty cool.
“Never said I would take the job,” I pointed out to Marge and Baba Yaga.
“And I’m fairly sure I told you I never want to be the next Baba Yaga. I’m very okay being the Shifter Wanker,” Zelda added.
The two semi-insane forces of nature exchanged glances and smiles. “I guess will just have to give Fate a call,” Baba said in a casual tone that sent shivers skittering up my spine.
“But Fate’s a bitch,” Zelda protested.
“Yep,” Marge agreed with a laugh. “Bitches get stuff done.”
Truer and crappier words had never been said.



Chapter Ten



It was seven AM and I was a cranky assmonkey. It didn’t matter that the day was bright, sunny and beautiful. As far as I was concerned, it was a terrifyingly bad morning and about to get worse.
“This had better be good,” Fate snapped as she appeared in a blast of shimmering light.
We all closed our eyes against the glare her impressive arrival created. Her radiance in the early morning sun was almost blinding. Cookie Witch, Baba Yaga, Zelda and I were on the far side of Zelda and Mac’s property, nicely hidden away from prying eyes.
Plus, Fate would scare the heck out of the Shifters. Fate’s visits were not usually kind.
She was gorgeous and every kind of insane. She made Baba Yaga and Carol seem stable and normal—no easy feat. Fate stood at least six feet tall and had an outstanding rack on her that put mine to shame. Clad in army fatigues and combat boots, her attire didn’t match her femininity. Tons of thick, curly, rainbow colored hair framed her breathtaking face. With skin as dark as night and sparkling silver eyes, she was unlike any other being on the planet.
“It is good,” Baba Yaga said, in a measured tone. “We have nonbelievers in our midst.”
“I was bowling with Destiny and Chance and I was winning,” Fate complained and stomped her foot creating a fairly large hole in the ground. “You don’t understand how difficult that is. And what is wrong with being a non-belieber? I can’t stand that little shit. Justin Bieber sucks even though he has lickable abs. I like Barry Manilow—now there’s some music I can get jiggy with.”
“I said nonbelievers, not nonbeliebers,” Marge corrected Fate.
“Oh, my bad.”
“Alrighty then,” Baba Yaga continued with forced politeness. “The issue at hand is that our replacements don’t want the jobs.”
“And that’s my problem how?” Fate asked, narrowing her sparkling eyes as the winds of change blew making her hair dance and shimmer in the streams of sunlight peeking through the trees.
“You’re Fate,” Marge pointed out. “You get to decide these things.”
Fate proceeded to throw a fit that would have made a toddler proud. Several trees split down the middle and fell to the ground, then she blasted a hole in the grass that an SUV would fit in.
“Sorry about that,” she said breathlessly when she was done. “It’s just hard to have everything on my shoulders all the time. Gotta let off some steam once in a while. So what’s the problem again?”
Baba Yaga inhaled through her nose and blew the frustrated breath slowly from her lips. Her magic was itching to break free—she was literally glowing. I was impressed that she hadn’t zapped Fate in the ass yet. Baba wasn’t one to fuck around. But Fate couldn’t have cared less.
“Zelda and Sassy have been chosen by the Goddess as our replacements—albeit far future replacements—and they don’t seem to be on board with the plan.”
“What do you want me to do?” Fate demanded with an eye roll like I’d never seen.
“Your job?” Marge shot back sarcastically.
Fate paused and sized up all of us with displeasure. “Fine,” she huffed. “Everyone back up. This can get messy.”
“What in the Goddess’s name is she going to do?” Zelda whispered, alarmed.
“I have no clue,” Baba Yaga said, pulling Zelda and me back about twenty feet. “Highly unusual.”
“And dangerous,” Marge added, joining us.
“We gonna live through this?” I asked, cataloging all the unfinished business in my life.
“I sure as hell hope so, it would be a clusterfuck of epic proportions if we don’t,” Zelda grumbled.
Fate was now dancing around like she had a colony of fire ants in her pants—trees were falling and rocks were flying. Ducking, I grabbed Baba Yaga by the hands and yanked her down to the ground next to me.
“How do we stop this? That crazy freak is going to level Assjacket if she keeps gyrating,” I hissed.
Baba shrugged her slim shoulders and dodged a flying branch by a mere inch. “Magic won’t work on her. She’ll probably destroy the countryside and then move on to the town. Possibly the entire state.”
“If not the whole country,” Marge added with a shudder of terror.
“What in the ever lovin’ fuck?” I shouted, watching more nature fly around, than if an EF5 tornado was blowing through.
“We’re all going to die,” Zelda ground out, smacking away branches and debris. “I don’t have time to die today. The Next Adventure is not on my schedule.”
“Reasoning might work,” Marge suggested as she flattened herself on the ground to avoid being crushed by an avalanche of boulders that came rolling through the field like a supersonic freight train had derailed from its tracks.
“How do you reason with a shit storm on steroids?” I yelled over the howling wind.
“Don’t know,” Baba shouted back.
I called bullshit on that one, but didn’t have the time to address it. Baba knew everything. Everything. Something was very wrong here, but if it didn’t stop soon, Zelda was correct. We were going to bite it.
“Son of a bitch,” Zelda squealed as the formerly lovely field began to fill with water and resemble a muddy lake. “I’ve had enough of this crap.”
So had I. I was getting married and I needed to kill some demons—not to mention meet my sperm donor. I needed to be alive to accomplish all that.
“Cease, you out of control whack job,” I shouted over the din. “You will stop behaving like a deranged brat this very minute.”
“Or what?” Fate demanded, pausing to see what I was going to do.
Zelda, Marge, and Baba Yaga were waiting too. The silence in the field was eerie. I had everyone’s attention and I wasn’t sure exactly what to do with it.
Shit.
What in the Goddess’s name was I going to do? Fate asked a fine question that I had no answer for…
Okay. Pulling it out of my butt hadn’t failed me yet. Wait. It failed me constantly, but it was all I had at the moment.
“Or I’ll blow up every tree, boulder and building in Assjacket and pile them on top of your violent ass,” I challenged. It would be hard, but doable. Assjacket would look bizarre without trees, but a witch had to do what a witch had to do. If we let her continue, we’d be ten feet under water anyway.
“You can do that?” Fate asked, impressed.
“Yep, I’ll also wax your entire body. Trust me that hurts like a freakin’ motherhumper. I still have a slight heartbeat in my Virginia because I got it violently de-haired several days ago.”
“Is she right in the head?” Fate inquired staring at me with awe.
“No, absolutely not,” Zelda chimed in proudly. “So I’d suggest listening to her.”
“So let me get this straight,” Fate said, trying her very best not to laugh. “You’re gonna wax me and then bury me in trees and boulders?”
“You bet your fabulously expensive combat boots I am. And I will.”
“While I find that intriguing—and completely bizarre—it doesn’t solve the issue,” she shot back. “And thanks about the boots.”
“Welcome.”
“Oh and take some ibuprofen next time before you have your va-jay-jay ripped. The heartbeat won’t last as long,” Fate suggested, clearly in the know about waxing etiquette.
“Seriously?” I asked, impressed.
“Totally.”
“I hate to get off the subject of vibrating Virginias, but what would solve this issue?” Zelda asked, stepping up next to me before Fate could start her destructive dance again.
Fate pondered for a moment and then scratched her head, perplexed. “What was the issue again?”
“Is she freakin’ serious?” Zelda whispered.
Elbowing Zelda before she called Fate a name that would end in the Apocalypse, I decided to just play along nicely. Not my usual behavior, but this shit was too real and I was sure waxing Fate wouldn’t end well.
“The issue is that we don’t want to take over for Marge and Carol,” I reminded her, wondering how someone so loopy ended up having the fate of the world on her hands.
“Right,” she said. “Just take the jobs and I’ll leave.”
“Really?” Zelda asked doubtfully.
“Yep.”
Nothing was that easy… or was it?
“So you’re saying if we agree to take the shitty jobs somewhere in the very, very, very, very distant future, you’ll quit behaving like a spoiled child ramped up on caffeine, sugar, and crack?”
“Yep.”
I glanced over at Zelda. She sighed in defeat and laughed.
“Fine,” I muttered in disgust. “You win.”
“Once you say it, it sticks,” Fate warned with a wide grin as she magically produced paperwork for us to sign. “And you, Zelda. Do you accept your fate?”
“Yesssss,” Zelda grumbled rudely. “Sucks, but yes.”
We signed the contracts with a few choice curses. Fate simply laughed. As soon as we’d signed, the legal proof of our stupidity poofed away in a small blast of silver glitter.
“Alrighty, now that that’s done… any more issues?” Fate asked as she snapped her fingers and restored the field to its former beauty.
“No,” Zelda said quickly.
“Questions?” Fate inquired.
“Umm… yes. Where did you get those kickass boots?” They were every kind of awesome and actually made me drool.
“Custom made,” Fate replied with a grin. “Destiny makes them. Shall I tell her to give you a call?”
“GODDESS, NO,” I shouted, and then tamped it back when the crazy lady’s eyes narrowed to slits. “I mean, no. Thank you, but no. Never. Ever. No.”
If Destiny was as nutty and destructive as Fate, I wanted no part of the dang boots—no matter how hot I would look in them. They were amazing, but not worth the amount of destruction that would go with getting a pair.
“Smart choice,” Fate said with a chuckle. “She makes me look tame. So Carol and Marge, you happy now?”
“We are,” Baba Yaga said, brushing herself off and giving Fate a warm hug. “You were fabulous as usual.”
“Wait a motherhumpin’ minute,” Zelda snapped. “We were set up? You freaks planned this?”
“Your point?” Baba Yaga asked with narrowed eyes and sparking fingers.
I could tell Zelda had a lot to say, but she bit it back with effort. Following her lead, I stayed silent and shook my head. They’d won. We’d lost. Nothing we could change now.
“Dear, this is par for the course,” Marge explained with a giggle, patting Zelda and me on the back. “How do you think we were convinced to take these jobs?”
“And let me tell you,” Fate added with a snort, “it took a heck of a lot more than demolishing a field to convince those two idiots.”
Baba Yaga’s bell-like laughter rang out and she shrugged unconcerned. “This is true. Thank you, Fate. I hope you win your bowling match.”
“I will… it’s fated,” Fate assured us, and then focused her silver gaze on Zelda and me. “You two have an interesting road ahead. I will allow one question each from you about your future.”
She crossed her arms over her ample chest and waited. The light fragrant breeze made her hair float around her head like a colorful rainbow. It would have been a real shame to have waxed her bald. She was otherworldly beautiful and was offering us something very rare—a peek into the future.
My mind spun with millions of questions I wanted to ask. Would Jeeves always love me? Was my father responsible for the demons? Did my Sperm Donor love me? Would I get the lead in Sharknado? Would my chipmunks get fired again? Or get girlfriends? Or ever move out of the house? How could I learn to love myself?
Zelda was as quiet as I was while she considered the precious offer.
It was unheard of to know the future and very tempting. But would knowing the future screw it up? Would I mess up the present by already knowing what tomorrow would bring? I messed up the present enough without knowing the future…
The tantrum Fate threw now made a little more sense. I realized how much it would suck ass to know everything.
“No,” Zelda and I said at the same time.
We looked at each other and grinned. There was a fine chance we’d blow up the world when we took over for Baba and Marge, but at least we’d do it together.
“Smarter than they look,” Fate commented dryly.
“Thank you,” I replied as Zelda made an unpleasant face. A compliment was a compliment—no matter how insulting. At least Fate hadn’t blasted anything else… or us.
“I’m out,” she grunted as she straightened her combat wear. “And just a heads up, young witches. Be careful. The present is very dangerous—more dangerous than knowing what the future holds.”
And on that cryptic and unwelcome note, she vanished.
And time marched on because that’s what time does. So we did too. Mostly because we had no choice.
“You ready to ward Assjacket?” Zelda asked me with a small grimace.
“No, are you?”
“Nope.”
“Great,” I said with a laugh. “Let’s go do it.”



Chapter Eleven



Everyone in town stood about a hundred feet from us and wore horrified expressions on their faces. Who could blame them? I was fairly horrified too.
Roger the rabbit’s nose was twitching so rapidly in his human form I was sure his bunny ears would pop out any second. That would be weird, but I was getting used to weird. My chipmunks took first prize for weird.
Roger worried his hands and paced a wide circle around us. “So explain how you two are going to ward the town against dark magic.”
“No fucking clue,” I told the crowd as Zelda nodded her head in agreement.
“We’re going to conjure up some dark magic to counteract what’s headed our way,” Zelda explained.
“And you’ve done this before?” Roger inquired hopefully.
“No,” Zelda admitted. “We haven’t.”
The gasps and groans were audible, but what other choice than the truth did we have? If we lied and fucked up, that would be far worse than telling the truth and accidentally blowing Assjacket to Kingdom Come… kind of.
“This is a tad concerning,” Roger went on, gaining momentum from the nods and murmuring of the crowd.
Roger was the town’s therapist and had a penchant for porn. According to everyone, including Zelda, he was a good headshrinker. Whatever. For the most part I liked him but his attitude was making my fingers itchy. I knew we were a bad bet, but a little support would have been nice.
“Look,” I said in an attempt to be reasonable—not my forte. “We have some dark bastards showing up shortly. They’re going to destroy the town anyway, so if we nail it by mistake first, at least it was done with good infections.”
“I think you meant intentions,” Roger corrected me.
“That’s what I said.”
“No. You said good infections.”
“I’ve never even heard of a good infection. Are you drunk?”
The rabbit threw his little hands in the air and started hopping in circles. “Bad idea, bad idea, bad idea,” Roger mumbled bouncing around and making strange gulping noises. “Zelda is a loose cannon, but Sassy… Sassy is, um… a very, very bad idea.”
“Dude,” I snapped, completely insulted. “What do you know about bad ideas? Rabbits weewee on their mates and pass it off as foreplay. I call gross-me-out on that one.”
Well, that certainly silenced the murmurs. All eyes were now on Roger who slunk back into the crowd still mumbling to himself.
“Is that even true?” Zelda asked with a wrinkled nose.
“Yep.”
“And you know this how?”
“Animal Planet. I watch it to get more familiar with my rodents. There is some seriously nasty shit going on in the animal kingdom.”
“Word,” Zelda said.
Jeeves, Mac, Fabio, Marge, Chip, Chad, Chunk and Chutney stood off to our right in solidarity with us. The rest of our town, made up totally of Shifters, wasn’t quite on board yet.
Glancing around Main Street, I sighed. I didn’t blame them for not wanting me to save them, but I knew in my heart I could do it—or I’d die trying. I loved these idiots and this town.
The charming town of Assjacket, West Virginia wasn’t charming on the outside at all. It was run down and shoddy looking. It was also brilliant. Humans drove right through the tiny, one street town without a backward glance. Their loss…
Behind the deteriorating exteriors of the buildings was pure magic.
The closest town to us was an hour away, which really put Assjacket in the middle of nowhere. The town square—if you could call it that, it was more of a cockeyed oval—was dominated by a huge statue of a cement bear missing one side of his head. The rest of the short block of Main Street included the scrumptious Assjacket Diner, the hardware store with the cozy bar hidden in the back that had an awesome jukebox, the disgusting grocery store that had a supply door in the back that led to all sorts of exotic fruits, veggies, meats, cheeses and Cheetos, an old timey barbershop, and a gas station that sported a sign that lied and told passersby that they were out of gas. The Shifters had created a dumpy paradise in one of the loveliest parts of the United States.
Bob the beaver stepped forward. Making eye contact with Bob was impossible for me. His unibrow was all I could focus on. I wanted to pluck that shit so bad I could taste it. I couldn’t even imagine how the waxhappy Hooch sisters felt about the look Bob was working. He’d played my brother Christopher in the Assjacket Community Theatre production of Mommie Dearest. The dork never even made it onto the stage. The one browed wonder froze up in the wings. I never wanted Bob to have my back in battle or on stage again. I hoped to the Goddess he wasn’t auditioning for Sharknado.
“Maybe the Baba Yaga could lend a hand,” Bob suggested carefully with his brow waggling up a very worried storm.
“No can do,” Zelda announced to the traumatized looking crowd. “She’s babysitting Henry and Audrey. The crazy old bag made it very clear that this is my territory to take care of.”
“Or blow to smithereens,” Bob added in a terrified whisper.
“Yes, that too,” Zelda agreed. “Sassy, would you like to add anything?”
I was certain I heard half the town groan in dread, but it could have been the wind. “I’d just like to say that while we have no fucking idea what we’re doing, we will be fully committed.”
“To the insane asylum?” one of the Hooch sisters asked.
“Listen here, you violent buzzard,” I hissed. “You aren’t the only motherhumper in town that knows how to wax.”
“So noted,” the larger of the Hooches said and hightailed it to the back of the group.
“So I say we get this party started,” I yelled to utter silence.
“Umm… Sassy come over here for a sec,” Zelda said, moving down the street.
“No worries,” I yelled to the still mute townsfolk. “Stay where you are, we’ll be back in a jiffy.”
I jogged down the street to where Zelda was pacing back and forth, waving at my kids and blowing Jeeves a kiss. “I think they’re coming around,” I told Zelda.
“Nope,” Zelda disagreed. “They are definitely not coming around. Have you ever used your dark magic?”
“Never knew I had it until yesterday, so I’m going with a no to that.”
“Shit,” she mumbled and continued to pace.
“Can I be of any assistance here?” Fabio asked as he approached us.
“Goddess, I hope so, Dad,” Zelda said and hugged him hard.
A little zing of jealously zipped through me as I watched what a father and daughter relationship should be. I knew it wasn’t in the cards for me and Bermangogglefart, but a girl could hope. Wait. What was I hoping for? We were about to ward the town to protect our people from my sperm donor. Sweet reunions were not in my future.
“Okay, so what’s the plan?” he asked both of us.
“We don’t actually have one,” I admitted, and Fabio paled so much his freckles stood out.
“I see,” he said. “Zelda what did you do when you went up against Bermangoggleshitz last time?”
“Not following,” she said.
“How did you pull on your dark magic?” he pressed.
Zelda thought for a moment and then shrugged. “I just got really pissed, let it rip, and faked it.”
“That’s certainly a recipe for disaster,” Fabio muttered.
“Should I try mine out? For practice?” I asked, wondering what would happen.
They both stared at me and considered my request until I felt wildly uncomfortable. Finally Zelda nodded hesitantly.
“Go a half of a mile down the road,” she instructed. “Let’s see what you can do.”
Taking a deep breath and saying a quick prayer to the Goddess who might or might not like me much, I got far away enough from those I loved. The road was straight so I could still make them out and I knew they were safe. Jeeves stood in the middle of the road, out in front of everyone, waving and giving me a thumbs up.
Goddess, I loved that man.
“Here goes nothing,” I muttered to no one since no one could hear me. “Get pissed, let it rip and fake it. I can do that.”
What pissed me off? Hmm… My unfeeling father. My uncaring mother. The witches from the orphanage. The Goddess when she zapped my ass. Ice when it melted in my cup and made my soda watery. When they switched Darrins on Bewitched and said nothing to any of us. People speaking French all the time.
All those things pissed me off, but they were kind of meaningless. Most of my angry choices were made in my past, but I wasn’t letting my past define me anymore.
Or was I?
Honestly, I was happy right now. Happier than I’d ever been in my life.
“Okay, fine. The pissed part won’t work. Move on to let it rip.” I knew how to let it rip, but I realized I didn’t want to. Shitballs. What was wrong with me? I was just going to have to fake it.
Glancing down the street I could feel the tension. Goddess, I was tense, too. I didn’t want to use my dark magic. I was afraid if I used it, it would use me right back, and possibly use me up. Not to mention the horns. I didn’t want to grow horns. I’d have a fucking fit if nasty ass horns sprouted out of my awesome blonde hair.
There had to be another way.
Being pissed made me blow up buildings. Blowing up buildings made me feel bad. Feeling bad made me pissed so I blew up more buildings. Goddess, I was pretty sure there was a pattern here. Bad just created more bad.
Happy created more happy. Right?
Decisions made me dizzy and thinking positively sucked.
Wait. One. Freakin’. Minute.
We were going about this all wrong. Waving my hands I poofed right back to a startled Zelda and Fabio.
“What the hey hey?” Zelda gasped out, placing her hand over her heart. “You scared the pee out of me. What’s the problem?”
“Seriously?” I asked, checking the crotch of her pants.
“No, you dumbass. It’s an expression.”
“French?” I asked, giving her the evil eye.
“Umm… yes,” she said with an eye roll. “Sorry about that. So what’s the problem?”
“Why are we using dark magic to ward against dark magic?” I questioned.
She and Fabio just stared and stared… and stared some more.
“Look, I know occasionally I’m a few fries short of a Happy Meal, but doing that doesn’t make sense. Seems like we should make this place so fucking happy that the dark will bounce off.”
Their silence unnerved me and their open mouths made me feel silly. What did I expect? Ideas weren’t my forte—just ask my Virginia—but I was sure I was onto something.
Dropping my chin to my chest, I sighed. “Sorry, I just thought…”
“That’s fucking brilliant,” Zelda shouted and tackle hugged me. “That was the most profound thing that has ever passed your lips.”
“Really?” I asked, grinning so wide my mouth hurt. “It makes sense?”
“Complete sense,” Fabio said, helping us both to our feet. “Sassy, you have humbled me.”
“And me,” Zelda added.
“And me,” Jeeves chimed in.
“Did you hear my idea too?” I asked, wrapping my arms around Jeeves and laying my head on his chest.
“Nope, but I’m with you always,” he said with a smile that completed me and made my girlie parts tingle.
“Can I tell the town?” I asked, more excited than I got on Halloween morning.
“Have at it, Sassy Pants,” Zelda said as she gave me a little push to our people. “It’s your turn to shine.”
Walking slowly with my head held high and Jeeves at my side, I approached our people. They watched me with curiosity and fear. Groaning inwardly, I wished that I was smarter like Zelda, or kinder like Jeeves, but I wasn’t. I was me—Sassy Louise Bermangoggleshitz Pants. However, I’d come up with a plan that would keep my friends safe and wouldn’t wipe Assjacket off the face of the earth.
It felt good.
I felt good.
Maybe I was becoming good—or at least a little better.
“We’re not going to use dark magic,” I explained, bouncing with joy as sighs of relief expelled from all the lips of those listening. “We’re going to put a spell on this place that makes it so fucking happy that the dark magic will bounce off and keep us safe.”
“Wonderful,” Wanda the raccoon and owner of the Assjacket Diner said, with a huge smile on her lovely face. “Did Zelda come up with the brilliant idea?”
“Umm… no,” I told her.
“Fabio?” Bob asked.
“No… I,” I tried to explain.
“Cookie Witch must have,” Roger called out.
“Nope.”
“Was it Mac?” Simon the skunk inquired kindly trying to help me out.
“Uh, no, I…”
“Had to have been Jeeves then,” DeeDee the deer Shifter told the crowd, who all nodded and smiled at Jeeves.
All of my excitement at having come up with a non-violent plan withered away as I realized how little faith anyone had in me. They were right. Why would anyone believe in me? I didn’t even believe in me.
“Sassy came up with the brilliant idea,” Jeeves said, speaking more sternly than I’d ever heard him. “Not Zelda, Mac, Cookie Witch or me. My Sassy thought it up—all by herself.”
Heads bowed instantly in contrition as Jeeves narrowed his silver-blue eyes at the crowd in displeasure. No one liked it when the nicest man in the world was disappointed in you. No one.
“Damn right, she did,” Zelda added, stepping up next to Jeeves and pulling me forward. “Sassy might be violent, have a few grammar issues, and a penchant for borrowing things and returning them in unrecognizable states, but she’s also got a terrific fashion sense. Not to mention, she fearlessly entered the minds of some really bad dudes to save us a few months ago and didn’t even blow their heads off. I call that great progress.”
“Thank you,” I whispered, staring at my hands. I was too afraid to look up at all my friends gathered. Their doubt and fear would undo me. I’d had too much of that in my life.
“Ijustwanttopointoutthatshetookusinwhennoonewantedus,” Chunk informed everyone.
“What in the hell did he just say?” Mac muttered as he joined Jeeves, Zelda and me.
“He said that our mommy loves us when no one else would even give us a chance,” Chad volunteered as my boys joined the group standing before our town.
“Sassy might not have the finest memory for detail, and maybe she waxes cats on occasion, but she voluntarily gave up carbs when Zelda was overeating during her pregnancy,” Fabio told the crowd, patting me on the back and kissing the top of my head. “I say she’s a hero.”
“You kind of blackmailed me into doing that,” I reminded him with a tiny wince.
“Semantics,” Fabio said lovingly.
I had no clue what he meant since he was talking in French again, but the twinkle in his eyes as he winked at me kept me from zapping his ass.
“And just so you folks know,” Marge said, joining our group and taking my hand in hers, “Sassy has been chosen by our Goddess to take over for me when I retire. If the Goddess believes in her, I believe in her.”
“I believe in Sassy,” Jeeves announced in a voice so strong and full of love, it made my eyes fill.
“As do we,” Zelda and Mac said.
“And me too,” Fabio added.
“We believe in our mommy!” Chad, Chip and Chutney shouted.
“Mymommywillwaxyourassesifyoudontbelieve,” Chuck added, making me cringe.
I finally understood the little fucker for the first time and it was kind of appalling. While I appreciated the support, I was glad most of my friends wouldn’t understand that he’d just threatened that I’d wax anyone who didn’t believe in me.
However, it was an interesting idea…
“I believe,” Roger called out, surprising me and making me glance up. “And I’d also like to point out that while some rabbits have poor foreplay habits, I’ve never weewee’d on anyone.”
“Congratulations, Roger,” someone called out for the crowd.
“Thank you,” he replied warmly.
The fear I thought I would see in the eyes of my people wasn’t there—at all. Everyone was smiling… at me.
“I believe in Sassy,” Wanda announced.
“I believe in Sassy,” Bob said, with an exaggerated unibrow waggle that made me grin.
And then a chorus of voices washed over me professing their belief. It was one of the most overwhelming moments I’d ever had. Light magic burst from my fingers and rained down on the town covering the good folk of Assjacket in pink bouncing crystals. Laughter—theirs. And tears—mine. It was every kind of unimaginable for someone like me.
Or maybe it didn’t have to be…
“Now let’s get this party started,” Zelda said, elbowing me with a wide grin on her happily flushed face. “I’m ready when you are, friend.”
“I’m ready. I’ve never been more ready.”



Chapter Twelve



“One quick question,” Roger asked with his hand raised politely.
“Shoot,” Zelda replied, rolling her neck and popping her knuckles in preparation for the spell we were about to cast.
“Will there be any property damage during this display of sorcery?”
“Sassy?” Zelda questioned with a raised brow.
I wrinkled my nose in thought—something new for me. “I’m gonna go with a highly probable yes on that. Even though we’re using light magic, both Zelda and I tend to be slightly-to-highly out of control in the mayhem department. Putting our unruly expertise together could result in an unintentional shitshow of shitastic proportions.”
I’d never seen so many open mouthed gapes aimed at me in my life. Did I give the wrong answer? Damn it, I must have.
“Sweet Goddess in combat boots,” Zelda crowed with delight and slapped me on the back so hard I fell forward. “Sassy! You were speaking French!”
As I crawled back up to my feet, an uncontrollable grin spread across my lips that would take weeks to remove. “I was?” I squealed, delighted with myself.
“Yes, my love. You were,” Jeeves said, with a wink. “Now get to work, Sassy Pants.”
“Everyone back up,” Fabio advised. “I’d stay away from the buildings and for the love of the Goddess, don’t stand under a tree.”
Our friends scattered, but not in abject terror. They were used to the hot messes we created with our magic. We were both still finding our groove with the big spells—and we’d never tried anything together before.
“You want to do the spell? Or should I?” I asked Zelda, as I gently pushed Jeeves and the boys to safety.
“We’re both going to do the spell,” Zelda informed me with an excited grin. “We need more than just one witch on this puppy.”
“So we’re gonna wing it?”
“That’s one way to put it. Another is that we’re gonna pull it out of our asses.”
“I’m in,” I promised with a laugh. “You first?”
“Yep, and you finish it off,” she instructed. “Oh and I find profanity is very helpful—spices it up.”
“Got it.”
We stood in the middle of the street and held hands. The air around us changed—it was charged with enchantment and tickled my nose. A light fragrant breeze blew up and filled the air with sparkling purple magic. It blew my hair around my head and I felt free and strong. Magic was part of me. It was a part I loved.
And then Zelda spoke.
Goddess on high, hear my call,
Fucking darkness is coming, we must make it stall
Give us the strength to protect those that we love
We need your help, your blessings from above
It was my turn and I had no clue what to say. Zelda was really good—the fucking part was positively inspired. Closing my eyes and taking a deep breath I spoke from my heart.
Goddess on high, my ass still hurts
You can be such a butthole for zapping holes in my skirts
But into our world comes a stanky dark blot
Surround us with much love, so it defeats Bermangogglesnot
Bermangogglerot, Bermangoggleasstrot, Bermangoggletrolltwat, Bermangogglestankclot…
Umm …
“You done?” Zelda asked, getting a little concerned.
“Not quite. I wanted to give her some choices.”
“Did you seriously just say twat to the Goddess?” she asked with a wince.
“Yes. Yes, I did. Was it too much?”
Zelda glanced up at the sky and shrugged. “She hasn’t zapped our behinds yet, so I’m guessing it’s okay.”
“Cool,” I said heaving out a huge sigh of relief. “I just have a little more.”
“Go for it.”
And I did.
Goddess on high, please hear my plea
I’ve learned the hard way that love isn’t free
This place is my haven, it’s perfect and kind
Keep it safe from the evil, smite the darkness—make it blind
I swear on my Prada and love for my mate, I place my faith in your hands—give you my fate
I’d prefer to live through this, I have freakin’ shitloads to do
So don’t be a butthole, guide us strong—guide us true
Bathe Assjacket in love, and let the… um… cows continue to moo or poo…
Wait. Moo is better.
Let the cows moo!
“So mote it be,” Marge shouted to the sky as a huge silver ball of magic exploded and burst into miniature sparkling snowflakes drifting down and covering the town in diamond-like glitter.
The cheers were loud and I’d never been hugged so much in my life. I could feel the spell had taken hold. As far as the eye could see, we were surrounded by a sheer iridescent bubble of light. The Goddess was not a butthole today—not even a little bit.
“The cow poo part was… interesting,” Zelda said with a giggle as she caught the magic snowflakes on her tongue and danced around me.
“I got a little stuck at the end there,” I told her with grin. “But it worked.”
I made a glitter ball with the flakes and lobbed it at her head.
“That it did,” Fabio announced proudly, taking both of us into his arms and squishing us hard.
Jeeves yanked me from Fabio’s embrace and swung me around until I was dizzy with joy. Kissing me soundly on the lips, he whispered in my ear. “Sassy Pants, my love is free and I freely give it to you. Always.”
I thought my heart would explode because it was feeling so many feels at once. “That’s not how I meant it,” I told him, staring into his beautiful eyes. “What I meant was love needs love to survive. You have to take care of it. You can love, but if you’re not loved back, it can die.”
Jeeves was quiet in the midst of the joyous chaos around us. His expression was thoughtful and so very beautiful. “So many people love you Sassy.”
“And I love them back,” I told him truthfully, not following.
“You do,” he agreed, bouncing on his toes and making me want to tackle him and kiss him silly. “How about sharing a little of that love with yourself? I don’t want any part of you to die. Ever.”
It took a lot to make me speechless, but Jeeves just had. It gave me something to think about. Normally, thinking sucked ass, but it was getting easier with each passing day.
“How long will the spell last?” Wanda asked, patting me on the back in congratulations.
“At least a week,” I told her. I had no clue how I knew this, but I did. I supposed the Goddess had whispered it to me.
Zelda barreled over with Mac in tow and gave me an enthusiastic high five that stung my hand. Dang, she was strong.
“I say we call it a day. Somehow I know that the ward will last the week. I say we call on your Sperm Donor tomorrow. Have a few big O’s tonight and get an hour or so of sleep. You feel me?”
“Yep, I feel you.”
It was a plan. It was a good plan. Magic made me horny and I had just the recipe to fix that.



Chapter Thirteen



“Did you tuck her in?” Jeeves asked softly as he entered the front door of our home and quietly shut it behind him.
Nodding, I dropped onto the couch and let my head fall back in exhaustion. “Are the boys okay sleeping outside again?”
“Are you kidding?” Jeeves asked with a chuckle. “They prefer it. I’m thinking of building a tree house for them.”
“You’re such a good daddy,” I told him patting the seat on the couch next to me. “Did you know Cookie Witch doesn’t really have anywhere to go?”
“I figured as much,” Jeeves replied, pulling me onto his lap and burying his nose in my hair. “The wrinkle where she lived is gone.”
“Why?” I asked.
“Don’t know. Maybe the Goddess wanted to force Marge back into the world of the living and gave her a little push.”
“The Goddess is such a wanky butthole sometimes,” I mumbled, as I concentrated on unbuttoning Jeeves’ shirt to get to the man candy underneath.
Glancing in alarm up at the ceiling, Jeeves sighed in relief when he spotted no bolt of lightning blasting through. “You might want to refrain from calling the Goddess names combined with the word hole. She’s apparently giving you a pass this evening.”
Giggling, I agreed. My mouth was going to keep getting me into trouble with our creator. I was certain of it, but I was pretty sure she liked me now.
“Wanna take this to the bedroom?” Jeeves inquired in a sexy voice and picked me up as if I weighed nothing.
“I most certainly do. It would be all kinds of embarrassing to get caught bumping uglies by Cookie Witch. Can’t you just imagine me riding you like a cowboy and Marge, Chip, Chad, Chunk and Chutney walking in?”
“Are you trying do deflate my happy camper?” Jeeves asked with a shudder as he tossed me on the bed, trapped my arms over my head and touched his nose to mine.
Wiggling underneath him, I laughed and arched up. The very hard evidence that his happy camper was still happy pressed against my stomach. “Seems to me your very impressive dude is doing just fine.”
“I know what would make him happier,” he said in a gruff tone that made my Virginia sing.
“So do I,” I squealed, hopping off the bed and tearing my clothes from my body. Magic would have been faster, but a strip show was all kinds of sexy. “I’ll be right back. I’m just gonna run out to the kitchen and grab the whipped cream and some chocolate sauce.”
“Are you trying to kill me?” Jeeves asked, grinning from ear to ear.
Goddess he was beautiful. Naked and sprawled out on the bed like a Greek god—pure muscle with a package that made me drool.
“I’m gonna kill you with love and a blow job that you will never forget in this lifetime,” I purred over my shoulder as I swung my hips suggestively making him growl with desire.
Jeeves loved my ass, my boobs, my legs, my face and the rest of what I was—the inside and the outside. Jeeves truly loved me. I was the luckiest witch alive.
“Be right back,” I promised as I sprinted away from his grabby hands. “Don’t start without me.”
Looking right and left to make sure the coast was clear, I hightailed it across the living room and into the kitchen. In my excitement, I didn’t notice that the kitchen light was burning bright and I certainly didn’t notice Cookie Witch… but she very much noticed me.
The clearing of her throat made me pull my witchy trigger finger. Son of a butthole, I hated it when I pulled my trigger finger. Without a thought in my mind, I accidentally blew up the fridge and put a sizeable hole in the wall above the sink.
“For the love of the Goddess, girlie. You have children and a house guest,” Marge gasped out, waving her hands and dressing me in a freakin’ fabu Chanel nightgown and matching robe.
“Motherhumper,” I hissed and looked at the mess I’d made. The homemade whipped cream lay in a goopy melting pile on the floor and the chocolate syrup had exploded and covered a good portion of the ceiling. “You are one shitty house guest, Marge. You’re supposed to be asleep. And I’m supposed to be making Jeeves lose brain cells and beg for mercy.”
“Yes, well,” she sighed and wiped something green-ish from her face and hair. “I’m a little out of practice with people. Sorry about that. And for the record, that was TMI.”
“What was?”
“The part about you and Jeeves.”
“Oh. My bad.”
“Maybe I should stay somewhere else,” Marge said quietly. “I don’t want to cramp your style. I know you’re newly mated.”
“It’s okay,” I said, wiggling my nose and cleaning up the table area where she sat. There was no way in hell I was going to sit in unidentifiable foodstuff in my expensive new nightie. “I want you here. I don’t know why, since you tricked me into taking your job and you’re a pretty major cock block, but I do.”
“Thank you. I think,” she replied with a small smile. Swishing her hand through the air, a shot of icy blue magic shot through the kitchen righting everything I’d just blown up.
“Thank you,” I said.
“Welcome.”
We sat at the table and stared at each other. She really was lovely and also very sad. Was it because the Goddess had basically locked her out of the only home she’d known in forever?
Somehow I didn’t think so.
She had to have been so lonely there. Maybe she needed to get laid. However, I didn’t think she’d appreciate me butting into her personal life.
But then again, she’d just seen me buck assed naked searching for whipped cream to give my man a BJ…
Having a filter wasn’t in my wheelhouse, so I decided not to grow one now.
“Have you ever been mated?” I asked a surprised Marge.
Her response was a laugh—uncomfortable and embarrassed. “No, not really.”
“Mmm… kay,” I said, giving her a look. “Some would say when the Goddess was giving out brains, I thought she said trains and decided not to take the ride, but not really seems to be a weird answer to my question.”
“Sassy girl, you need to stop putting yourself down. You may not have all the book smarts in the world, but you have heart, and your heart is true. There are beings with IQ’s through the roof that amount to nothing. You’re already something. You’re a mother, a friend, a mate and witch with a tremendous amount of power to do good. You’re slightly unstable and your spells are a bit on the violent side, but finesse comes with age and practice.”
“While that was nice and possibly accurate—though I’m not exactly sure because part of it was in French—but I am smart enough to know that you’re avoiding my question.”
“See?” Marge said, poking me in the side. “You are smart. You’re beautiful, obnoxious and smart.”
“I’ll take that as a compliment,” I said with a tiny eye roll.
“It was meant as one, girlie.”
“So you’ve either been mated or not. Which is it?”
“Not,” she replied vaguely. “But…”
When I was being uncertain about things, Jeeves always waited patiently until I figured stuff out. It worked like a dream. Would it work on Cookie Witch? Only one way to find out.
I clasped my hands together and placed them on the table. I put what I hoped was a concerned expression on my face and focused on Cookie Witch with all my might. Pressing my lips together so I didn’t blurt out something inappropriate, I sat quietly and looked at her.
“Are you all right?” she asked with an odd expression.
“I’m great,” I said through stiff lips.
“You look kind of strange.”
“Strange, how?” I inquired, barely moving my face.
“Like you’re constipated, girlie.”
“Seriously?” I asked, deflated. “I was trying to do the thing where I make you talk by not saying anything. Jeeves does it all the time to me.”
“And it works?” she asked, perplexed.
“Well, yes,” I told her, unclasping my hands and twisting my hair in my fingers. “But I wouldn’t say he looks like he has to take a dump. He looks all hot and sexy and caring.”
“You’re going to need to work on that one,” she said, reaching over and tucking a stray curl behind my ear. “You need to get comfortable being you. You really are special.”
“So you were mated and he died?” I pressed on. I was receiving far too many compliments lately and I wasn’t quite sure what to do with them.
“In a sense, yes.”
“Vague much?”
“You’re speaking French now?” she inquired with a smirk.
“Apparently,” I shot back with a giggle. “I think it’s just rubbing off on me. So the dude died?”
She sighed and gave me a stern look. I gave it right back to her. I had four wild, gum smacking chipmunk sons. Stern looks were becoming very natural to me.
“Fine.” She gave up and ran her hands through her blonde hair. “He changed so much that it was like a death. He asked me to be his mate. I said yes. He never really loved me like I loved him. He just wanted the recipe to the substance that maintains the magical balance in the world.”
“The green shit that you want me to cook up and spread around in about a thousand years?”
Cookie Witch cackled and glanced up at the Heavens. “I hope you know what you’re doing,” she muttered to the sky.
“She doesn’t,” I whispered just in case the Goddess was listening. “You and I both know I’m gonna fuck it up. She picked the wrong witch.”
“There is no success without failure, young lady. Remember that.”
Damn that was good. “Can I use that one on my rodents?”
“Be my guest. Just remember it applies to all of us.”
“Soooo,” I said, getting back to Cookie Witch’s story about almost mating. “He screwed you over and broke your heart?”
She nodded and stared at me strangely. “You look so much like him, it takes my breath away at times.”
Wait. She was talking about my Sperm Donor? She’d been in love with the evil fucker that spawned me? How sad and gross and weird and gross. Totally gross.
“I’m really hoping you meant before the jackhole grew horns.”
“Yes, definitely before the jackhole grew horns. I don’t know what happened to him, but he chose darkness over me.”
“And there’s been no one else?”
She shook her head and stared at the table. She really did need to get laid. It had to have been hundreds of years ago that she loved my sperm donor.
“Do you know my mother?”
“I don’t. The only thing I know about her is that she’s a creator witch—like you and me and Baba Yaga. That’s why you can do my job—eventually.”
Marge didn’t know my mother… I didn’t know my mother either. Goddess, I wondered if my Sperm Donor even knew who my Egg Donor was.
Lovely. I was a complete blank as a person.
Taking all of that in, I tried to remember what my mother looked like and I found I couldn’t. Sadness gripped me when I realized I had no memories at all, and then I pushed it away and locked it up for good.
The past was the past and I was going to leave it there. I’d found my own happy place with people who cared what happened to me. While it might have been nice to have a mother, I realized I didn’t need one, and I didn’t need her to make me a good mother to my own children.
Even though she sucked, I was completely rockin’ motherhood with my rodents.
“She didn’t want me,” I told Marge, but for this first time I didn’t want to cry when I said the words.
“Her loss. She missed out on a truly amazing daughter,” Marge said softly.
At first my gut clenched at her words but then something warm and lovely settled in my stomach. A magic I hadn’t realized I possessed danced through my body making my fingers and toes tingle. Gasping, I grabbed the table so I didn’t float up and get stuck on the ceiling. Clear crystal sparks mixed with flecks of gold burst from my fingertips and danced around my kitchen like the magic that was dancing around inside me. What was going on here?
“Sassy, look at me,” Marge commanded. “Stay with me.”
“What’s happening to me?” I whispered, oddly not feeling scared—just strange.
“How do you feel?” she asked, placing her warm hand on my cheek and searching my eyes guiltily.
“I feel good,” I told her with a giggle. “Really weird and good.”
Cookie Witch’s concerned expression melted into a smile as she leaned over and kissed my cheek. “I think something very good might be happening here.”
“I think you’re right.”
“About?” Marge prompted.
“That my mother missed, out and you know what? My father did too. They both missed out on being loved by me. I would have loved them so hard if they had let me, but it’s okay,” I said all on one breath.
Jeeves entered the kitchen quietly, came up behind me and placed his hands on my shoulders. “Can I join the party?” he asked, planting a kiss on my head.
“Are you still naked?” I inquired since he was standing behind me.
“Nope. Heard voices and got dressed.”
“Good,” I said. “No one but me is allowed to ogle your man junk for the rest of eternity.”
Marge’s eye roll and snort of laughter made me smile. Even though I was nuts, I knew she was happy to be with me… and she should be.
“I’m lovable,” I whispered, trying the words on for size.
“Are you?” Jeeves asked with a twinkle in his eye. “What makes you think so?”
Swatting at him playfully, I considered his question. “I’m loyal. I like that about myself. I’m a good mom and a good friend. I like that too.”
“And?” Marge pressed me for more.
“I’m funny and I mean well even if I use the wrong words. That’s a good thing. And I give a killer blow job.”
Marge groaned and let her head drop to the table. “TMI,” she muttered.
“My bad,” I agreed with a giggle. “I have no filter and probably never will, but I don’t lie. I love that about myself. I don’t use my magic for self-serving purposes anymore, or at least I try not to. That’s a good quality.”
“It most certainly is,” Jeeves agreed, seating himself beside me at the kitchen table and taking my hands in his.
“Although, I do admit Baba Yobuttbomb gets the credit for making me less selfish. Nine months in the magical pokey gave me a lot of time to think.”
“This is true,” Marge pointed out. “But you had a choice. You could have gone dark. It’s within you to do so, but you didn’t.”
“You’re right,” I blurted out, delighted with myself. “I freakin’ rock. I’m awesome and I love myself because I’m great!”
“Humility is a lovely trait too,” Marge pointed out, dryly.
“Shitballs, you’re right again. I’m just not used to caring much for me—got a little carried away there.”
Smiling, I sat at the table and told myself inside my head how much I loved myself and how I deserved the good things in my life. I didn’t want to say it out loud too much because Marge was right—it sounded pretentious. However, it felt really, really good.
“Will it last?” I asked, cautiously. “Will I still be lovable tomorrow? I mean, I think what did it was the strange magic inside me. Maybe it will go away.”
“Light magic arrives and it stays,” Marge explained. “As long as I maintain the balance, the light will always burn bright.”
“You guys wanna know something bizarro?” I asked.
“Absolutely, my Sassy girl,” Jeeves said.
“I think I may have had all this inside me always. I just didn’t acknowledge it.”
“Why do you think you’ve let yourself feel it now?” Marge asked, truly interested.
Wrinkling my brow in thought, I tried to puzzle it out. Too much thinking was wearing my ass out. “Because it’s time? Because I’m growing up? I don’t know… Did you do some hocus pocus on me?” I asked Marge, recalling the guilty look on her face.
“I may have pushed it along,” she admitted with an unapologetic shrug. “But I couldn’t have put it there if it wasn’t already in you.”
“You’re a sneaky old heifer,” I told her with a wide smile.
“Thank you.”
“Nope. Thank you,” I told her and meant it. “It could have taken me centuries to figure my shit out. And thank you for spreading the green goop. I think it’s working.”
Marge chuckled and shook her blonde locks making her look young and carefree. “Works for me. Which reminds me… may I use your kitchen tomorrow?”
“Be my guest,” Jeeves said, patting Cookie Witch’s hand warmly. “May I watch?”
Marge’s grin practically split her face. “Funny you should ask, Jeeves. The Goddess is impressed with your cooking skills. Since you and Sassy are bonded for eternity, and Sassy is a disaster in the cooking department…”
“Jeeves can make the goop and I’ll spread it?” I asked, feeling completely at peace with the arrangement.
“Yep!”
“It would be my honor,” Jeeves said, bowing his head to Marge in respect.
Her smile warmed me and I realized I loved her. Marge had been alone for hundreds of years. I needed her to know that she was loved too.
“I want you to be a bridesmaid in my wedding,” I blurted out impulsively.
“You’re really going to have a human ceremony?” she asked, delighted. “I’ve only seen them in the movies and on TV. I’ve never attended one.”
“Yes I am—with square dancing and karaoke. I’m having the whole ten yards.”
“Nine yards,” Jeeves corrected.
“Nope, I want the whole ten,” I insisted, giggling at his grin.
Tilting her head to the side and examining me with childlike wonder, Marge sighed. “I’d be honored to stand up for you, girlie. You will be a beautiful bride.”
“Awesome. Can I keep this nightie for my wedding night?”
“You can keep it, but I will gift you with something far more beautiful for your special night.” Marge promised as she stood up to retire back to her room. “Oh and Jeeves, I beg your pardon, but what kind of Shifter are you?”
“Kangaroo.”
Marge stopped dead in her tracks and paled. She gaped at my mate in confusion. “But there are no more kangaroos.”
“There’s one,” he said quietly. “Only one.”
Crossing back over to the table as if in a trance, Marge stood in front of Jeeves and repeated the gesture he’d just bestowed upon her. She bowed her head in respect. “Are you aware of your gifts?”
“I am.” He nodded, but said no more.
Wait. What in the hey hey was going on here?
“The Goddess truly knows what she’s doing,” Marge said with wonder in her voice, bowing once more and leaving us alone in the kitchen.
“That got a little hinky there at the end,” I said, staring at my mate. “What gifts was she talking about?”
“Kangaroos have many, my love,” he said with a suggestive gleam in his gorgeous silver-blue eyes. “Shall I show them to you in the bedroom?”
I knew he was avoiding the question, but I’d get it out of him sooner or later. However, the challenge he’d just laid out sounded far too good to pass up.
“Yes. Yes, I believe I would like that.”
“Race you to the bedroom,” he said as he hopped up and got a head start.
I may have lost the race, but the consolation prize was all kinds of awesome. My man really did have some gifts. Some really big gifts.



Chapter Fourteen



“Sweet Goddess buck ass naked on a tight rope fifty feet in the air over a fire pit of goblins,” I shouted, sniffing the delicious aroma in my kitchen. Jeeves and Cookie Witch worked the kitchen like they’d been cooking together for ages. “It smells like what I hope the Next Adventure smells like in here.”
“Do not eat the goop,” Marge warned as she swiped the sweat off her brow with her forearm. “I’m burning a batch of oatmeal scotchies for you and I’m making a batch of double peanut-peanut butter crunch for the boys.”
“Have I told you how much I luuuurrrve you?” I sang as I danced Cookie Witch around the kitchen. “You can live with us forever!”
“Well, now,” she said, a bit flustered. “I don’t think you…”
“She means it,” Jeeves said, putting the finishing touches on a pan of the sweet smelling goop. “And I agree with my mate and soon-to-be wife. You will live here. I’ll put another addition on the house and build the boys the tree house they’ve been angling for.”
“I really…” Marge protested.
“You can,” I insisted. “You really can. We can be a wonderfully fucked up dysfunctional family who love themselves madly and eat cookies.”
“Well, when you put it like that, I don’t know how I can refuse, girlie,” Marge said dryly, but with a delighted smile pulling at her lips.
“Good, it’s settled then. What are you two geniuses gonna do with the goop when it’s done?” I asked, peeking in the large pot. “Isn’t it kind of dangerous to leave it sitting around—especially since we’re gonna summon Bermangoggleshitballs?”
“No worries,” Marge assured me. “Baba Yaga stopped by earlier and we warded the property within an inch of its life. No one with ill intentions will make it within two hundred feet of this house.”
“Holy hell, Baba Yoassmunch is still in Assjacket?” I asked, pilfering one of the burnt cookies and sticking a few in my pocket for later.
“She is and I do believe she’s wearing out her welcome at Zelda’s. Apparently, she conjured up disco balls in the children’s rooms,” Marge informed us. “Didn’t go over too well.”
“Mac told me she’s leaving later this morning and taking the babies out of town until it’s safe. If Shit-titty gets wind of how powerful the twins are going to become, he’ll want them,” Jeeves said.
My dark warlock father was certainly a treat—a full-fledged psycho dick. I could only pray to the Goddess that when we summoned him those demons weren’t with him. Part of me hoped that he had nothing to do with the Legion showing up, but that was not very likely.
Grabbing a few more cookies, I kissed Jeeves and hugged Marge. “I’ve got to go to Zelda’s and finish making the plan to confront the asswipe.”
“Finish?” Marge inquired, surprised. “You only have part of a plan?”
“Umm… no. I actually have no plan. But I think winging it might be a sucktastic way to play this one. However, I do want everyone in Assjacket to stay in their houses—no one on the street and no one alone—including you guys.”
“Sounds like a plan to me,” Jeeves said, gently pushing me out the front door. “By the way, you look gorgeous.”
I kind of noticed that he didn’t exactly agree to my objective, but when he complimented my hot little Alice and Olivia mini dress, I forgot all about it.
“Right?” I squealed in excitement, spinning circles in our front yard. “And I’m wearing shorts under it since I plan on riding my broom. Don’t want Assjacket seeing my cute panties.”
“Baby, you know you can fly without it,” he pointed out, grinning from ear to ear at my little show.
“Yep, but I love my broom.”
Snapping my fingers, my broom floated out from the little shed of magical shit that I totally needed to clean out. Whatever, I’d get to that after I sent my father to hell.
“I love you,” I called out to Jeeves, as I hopped on my broom and levitated into the air.
“Babe, if your father wants to know what kind of Shifter I am, don’t tell him. Okay?”
“Why? I’m proud of you. Screw him if he doesn’t like kangaroos. He has horns and stankass breath for the love of the Goddess,” I said, confused as to why Jeeves would want to keep his identity a secret.
“Trust me on this. If it comes up, just make something up. We’ll surprise him with it when the time is right.”
“Whatever you want,” I told him as I waved my hand and created a wind that would take me to Zelda’s. “But you need to love yourself. You made me love me, and I love you, so you better love you too. Wait. Did that make sense? I might have just spoken French.”
Jeeves laughed and blew me a kiss. Goddess, he was hot in his apron.
“It made sense. Now go make a plan. I’ll see you soon.”
“Bye,” I yelled as the wind swept me up toward the clouds.
Flying during the day posed all kinds of risks if humans were close by, but thankfully humans never stayed long in Assjacket. It would be devastating if humans got caught up in the mess that was about to go down. Heck, it would be horrible if any of the Shifters got caught in it.
The ward still held and I zoomed up high to make sure there were no holes or rips. Nope. It was perfect and gorgeous. It literally radiated happiness and love. Nothing dark would penetrate it unless we called it here. Again, I really, really, really hoped my father was working solo today. Zelda and I were novices with dark magic, but I had a feeling I was going to be trying it out today.
Bring. It. On.

* * *
“She left, thank the Goddess,” Zelda ground out as she waved her hands wildly and removed all of the enhancements Baba Yaga had added to her lovely home. “I thought the disco balls were awful, but then I found about fourteen lava lamps. She has the worst taste ever.”
“Cookie Witch is going to live with us.”
“Repeat,” Zelda ordered with a horrified expression on her face.
“Zelda, she’s lonely and sad. I want her to be happy like I am.”
“Goddess, you have got to stop gathering strays—first the chipmunks and now an insane witch.” She mumbled swear words as she found a pile of multi colored Slinkys, a few Rubik’s cubes and a child sized PAC-MAN machine. “Damn it, Baba Yodumbass has a freakin’ problem. Why couldn’t she have gotten stuck in a time period that had cool shit?”
“I like strays,” I told her as I tried to untangle a few of the Slinkys she’d tossed in the trash. My boys would love these things. “I’m a stray.”
“This is true,” she said, pulling a banana clip, some fingerless lace gloves and a pair of leg warmers from behind a pillow on her couch. “I’m a stray too, or I was for a long time. I suppose now that I have Fabdudio, I’m not technically a stray anymore.”
“I don’t think you have to find parental units to not be a stray,” I said thoughtfully, as I took the leg warmers from her hands and stuffed them in my purse. “I chose my family. Just like I chose my friends.”
“Okay,” Zelda said with a perplexed expression. “Your brains are starting to scare me, and just what in the Goddess’s name are you going to do with those leg warmers?”
“I’m going to put them on my broom in the winter. The handle gets freakin’ cold when it’s below thirty degrees and it’s hell on my Virginia.”
“I should zap your ass for the visual you just burned into my brain.” Zelda groaned and tossed all the rest of the 80’s crap into a pile. With a wave of her hand it all poofed away in a cloud of amber smoke. “And why in hell do you ride that thing? We can fly without them.”
“Because I like my broom. It’s fun. You should try it. Makes me feel like I’m a flying fairy tale.”
“Seriously?”
“Yep. I know you like fairy tales…” I grinned and raised my eyebrows.
“Yesssss,” Zelda agreed with a laugh. “However, I like to act them out with Mac and they end in an R rated porn… but I can see how riding a broom might be interesting. Anyhoo, we have a summoning to discuss. You ready?”
“Nope. You?”
“Absolutely not, but that’s never stopped me yet,” she replied. “Baba gave me some more information.”
Grabbing my hand, Zelda pulled me over to the couch and yanked me down. My stomach was starting to tingle—and not with my new found self-love. It rumbled with fear. This wasn’t witchy child’s play we were about to conjure up. It was real and potentially very deadly.
“Her bobble headed posse of old as dirt warlocks have been running interference with Shit-titty’s minions. They haven’t eliminated any, but they’ve been able to save a fair amount of innocent magicals.”
“And the Legion? How many are there?” I asked, wondering if the bobble heads had suffered any causalities.
“Two,” Zelda confirmed what we had already been told. She stood and began to pace the room. “Twenty minions, two demons and one Shit-titty. Odds are not great if they all show up at the same time.”
“Can’t we just summon my Sperm Donor by himself?” I asked, confused. “Let’s get his stank ass here and then make another plan to go after the rest.”
“I agree, but Baba Yobearerofcrapnews said we can’t be sure that by summoning Shit-titty that we won’t bring the entire shitshow to Assjacket.”
Letting my head drop to my hands, I did some deep breathing. The need to blow up a bunch of stuff was overwhelming. Destroying Zelda and Mac’s house would solve nothing and probably piss my BFF off. Goddess, just when life was going great, the shit had to fly.
“Fine.” I quickly sat on my sparking hands. I hoped I didn’t burn a hole in the butt of my minidress, but that was the least of my problems at the moment. “Let them all come. We’re the only ones that can end them, so we may as well do it all at the same time.”
“Might not have a choice,” she said. “Have you ever popped anyone?”
“Um… no,” I said with a wince. “Just buildings.”
“Same principle,” Zelda told me. “You’ll feel the darkness inside you—or at least I did. Just go with it and let it guide you to do good.”
“It’s good to blow people up?” I asked, feeling ill.
“No. But when it’s them against us, we have no choice. And by us, I mean us and the rest of the magical world.”
I pictured all the people I loved. Every single one of them was magical—every single one. My stomach roiled with dread, but all reservations about what I needed to do disappeared. Jeeves’ face was in my mind. Nothing could ever happen to him. He was my happiness. While popping bad guys wasn’t exactly my style, I was in a hundred percent if it meant protecting him.
“I can work with that,” I said slowly. “I’ll just pretend they’re all buildings that need to come down. Permanently. What about the demons? Can we pop those fuckers?”
Zelda stopped pacing and let out the mother of all sighs. “No… we have to send them back to hell.”
“Mmmkay,” I said, feeling my butt heat as the sparks from my fingers ramped up. I was pretty sure I was going to burn a nice sized hole in her couch. “You have any idea how to do that?”
“Yes and no…and yes. Maybe—not sure, but I think so.”
“I know I’m not exactly the smartest witch in the world, but I didn’t quite get an answer from any of that.”
Zelda began to glow and not in a good way. Her frustration unnerved me. I was pretty sure I wasn’t going to like what I was about to hear.
“Can we go outside for the rest of this conversation?” I asked. “I really need to blow something up and I’m pretty sure you like your house.”
“Yes, let’s go.” She yanked me up by my spark shooting hands and flew us out the front door.
The first thing I saw when I landed with a thud on the grass was the lime green Kia that Baba Yaga had made her drive when we’d been released from the Big House. She hated that car—or at least I hoped she did.
With a wild wave of my hands, an unladylike stomp of my foot, and a shriek that belonged in a horror movie, I blew the hunk of metal into oblivion. Dropping to my knees, I placed my hands in the grass and clenched it for dear life.
“Goddess, that felt good,” I choked out, trying to get hold of myself.
“Dude,” Zelda said, impressed and a little scared. “That was pretty dang dark. Is that how you always blow shit up?”
“No,” I said. “Normally, it’s pretty fun. I just wiggle my nose and do a little squeaky noise. That was not my usual style.”
Zelda was quiet for a moment and then laughed. “Maybe the Goddess is helping us get in touch with the other side.”
I said nothing. All the words on the tip of my tongue were going to get me an ass zapping of massive proportions. When this was over—if I lived through it—I was going to have a little chat with the Goddess.
“Well, that was interesting,” Mac said as he walked up and examined the crater I’d created with my explosive tendencies.
“Sorry,” I mumbled.
“No worries,” he replied with a chuckle. “I hated that car. Zelda, I brought you what you asked for.”
“Are they still pissed?” she asked.
Was who pissed? What did Mac bring her?
“I’m going to go with a yes on that and they’re still bald.”
Oh, Goddess. No fucking way.
“You brought the cats out of hiding?” I demanded, shocked. I didn’t have time to deal with three fat felines who were going to want retribution for being waxed.
“We need them,” Zelda pointed out firmly. “While they’re not dark, any magic blasted at them will bounce back to the aggressor. They’ll buy us time and love violence as much as you do.”
She was sadly correct. Her familiars were pains in the ass, but having them in a battle was every kind of smart.
“They’re going to want payback for that little grooming mishap,” I said, wrinkling my nose.
“They’ll have to wait,” Zelda said. “Plus, I think you put a very healthy fear into the ball lickers. It’s kind of cute.”
“Fine. The damn day can’t get much worse than it already is. We may as well add some trash talking hairless cats to the mix.”
“That’s my girl.” Zelda laughed and called for the cats.
“All the plans in place yet?” Mac asked, taking Zelda’s hand in his.
“Not yet, but we’re getting there.”
She was right. Normally getting there was half the battle, but today I wasn’t so sure.



Chapter Fifteen



“So lemme get this straight,” Fat Bastard said, lifting his head from his kitty crotch after a thorough nut cleansing. “Youse two dingbats are gonna summon Shit-titty—which by the way has a nice ring to it—and a bunch of bad warlock fuckwads and two dicks that came up through from the Underworld?”
“That’s about right,” I said, wincing at the look the three cats were sporting. I actually felt a little bad, but they’d fired my babies. A mom had to do what a mom had to do…
They sat on the couch side by side, all going to town on their nads. Random tufts of hair had grown back all over their fat squishy bodies making them look like diseased, foul mouthed, albino freaks of nature. It was horrifyingly wrong and kind of funny.
“Youse broads is crazy,” Jango Fett announced, giving me the stink eye.
I knew he wanted to get me back, but thankfully they listened to Zelda—for the most part.
“Tell us something we don’t know,” Zelda griped.
“Okay, sweet cheeks,” Boba Fett chimed in. “Youse are gonna need more than just the twos of youse and us to make this facacta plan work.”
“I call bullshit on that,” I snapped. I had no idea what facacta meant but figured it was the French word for bad. “We’re the only ones with dark magic and you depilated catnip lovers are the only ones who can defend yourselves adequately from it.”
“When did youse start speakin’ French?” Fat Bastard inquired, impressed. Adjusting his wrinkly package, he gave me a nod of approval.
“Yesterday,” I told him, happy that he’d noticed. “I don’t even know when I’m doing it. However, compliments won’t get your fat ass anywhere. No one but us is going into the fight.”
“I always tell the truth. Even when I’m lyin’,” Fat Bastard shot back, shrugging his semi-haired shoulders.
“What in the ever loving hell does that even mean?” Zelda snapped, narrowing her eyes at her idiot familiars.
“Nothin’,” Fat Bastard said with a chuckle. “Just always wanted to say it. But youse have a shitty plan going here.”
“We don’t even have a plan,” I grumbled, starting to panic. “We’re just gonna summon my Sperm Donor and… um…”
“And what?” Jango asked. “Have a reunion? Do a little square dancin’?”
“Square dancing?” Zelda asked with an eye roll.
“All good fathers square dance with their daughters,” Jango confirmed.
“Told ya,” I said with a weak grin.
“Whatever,” Zelda grumbled. “We have a crappy plan. Do you testicle washers have a better one?”
“As a matter of the fact, weese do,” Fat Bastard informed us, hopping—or more accurately falling off the couch and waddling over to where we stood. “Youse are gonna need Mac to open the earth to send them demon dudes back to hell.”
“That’s fine,” Mac said. “I’ll stay out of the way until you need me.”
Zelda began to glow and her hair whipped around her head in displeasure. “I don’t like that at all.”
“I don’t either, but the thought of losing everything is not an option.” Mac sounded every inch the alpha King of the Werewolves that he was. “Cloak me and they won’t even see me until you need me.”
Mac’s gift of affinity with the earth enabled him to do some kickass things, but I’d had no clue he could open the ground up. Very cool and scary… and cool.
“That there wolf is smart,” Boba Fett said. “A cloaking spell usually lasts about ten minutes, but if youse both cast at the same time, it’ll go longer.”
“How much longer?” Zelda asked, tensely.
“No farkin’ clue, but longer than ten minutes,” Boba said.
Tamping down her frustration and fear with effort, Zelda nodded angrily. “Fine. Mac is part of the plan.”
“And youse are gonna need the kangaroo, too,” Fat Bastard added.
“Absolutely not,” I shouted and aimed my fury at a lava lamp that Zelda had missed. It blew into a thousand pieces and everyone ducked for cover. “Jeeves is a Shifter with no extra power—except in the bedroom, where he rocks it like a superstar.”
“Your point?” Fat Bastard inquired with a smirk.
“About what?” I asked.
“Jeeves, the rock star.”
“Oh right,” I said, slapping myself on the forehead to get my mind out of the gutter. “There is no way on the Goddess’s green earth that Jeeves will be any part of the shitstorm that’s brewing. He can’t defend himself against dark magic and he can’t open the freakin’ earth like Mac can. I know you asshats are pissed that I waxed your fat carcasses, but getting Jeeves killed is not going to be your payback. It’s vicious and it’s not happening.”
“There’s a lot youse don’t know about the rock star,” Fat Bastard said, shaking his head.
“Look, you naked skin flap,” I shouted. “I know I’m one taco short of a combo plate, but Jeeves is a no go. I can’t believe you would want to put his life at risk.”
“Me and the boys would never do nothin’ bad to the nicest man in the world,” Jango Fett protested. “Youse got it all wrong, dollface.”
“Explain,” I growled. “And it better be good because a vat of wax and a neutering without anesthesia has all three of your names on it.”
“Sassy, kangaroos are the only Shifter breed in the world known for banishing demons,” Mac said gently, stepping in front of me so I didn’t violently de-ball the cats.
“What?” I whispered, grabbing onto him so my knees didn’t buckle. “Jeeves can send demons back to Hell?”
“That’s why he’s the only one left.” Mac’s voice was full of sadness. “He’s the last of the Marsupial Demon Slayers. I knew this when I found him and brought him here to keep him safe. The rest of his kind has been killed off.”
Millions of questions crowded my brain as I tried to make sense of what I’d just learned. Marge’s reaction to knowing what Jeeves was now made sense. Jeeves’ pride in his last name made sense. I really wished that things would stop making sense. Figuring crap out sucked wads.
It was so much easier being clueless. And Zelda looked as confused as I felt.
“What in the ever loving fuck?” I shouted, blowing up a row of ceramic vases on the mantle. “How did I not know this about Jeeves?”
“Umm… I’d just like to point out you didn’t know his last name until a few days ago,” Zelda chimed in unhelpfully.
“While this is true and somewhat embarrassing, I think a last name is small cucumbers compared to killing demons.”
“Potatoes,” Fat Bastard corrected me.
“This is not the time to talk about food,” I hissed. “We have a life or death situation on our hands and I’m not happy. When I’m not happy I need to blow shit up. I really want to blow shit up right now. Are you seeing the pattern here?” I demanded, sparking like a firework.
“I believe it’s time to summon Shit-titty,” Jeeves said, as he walked in the front door of Zelda and Mac’s house, clearly having heard the conversation.
“Why didn’t you tell me you’re a Marsupial Demon Slayer?” I demanded, not sure if I wanted to cry, zap his ass, or hold on to him and never let go.
“Because most don’t remember the gift of my people. It’s safer for all of us if it’s forgotten,” he said, taking me in his arms and holding me close. “If the demons knew I was alive, they’d come for me.”
“Well, they’re gonna know after today,” I said, keeping my tears at bay with massive effort.
He nodded and smiled. “Probably, but I have a little something that will make them forget.”
Marge burst through the front door with my gum-smacking boys in tow. “We’re not staying,” she promised. “But you’ll need this.”
She thrust a bottle of the green goop into my hands and kissed my forehead.
“The goop?” I asked.
“Yes, all you have to do is wish for goodness and justice when you spread it. Use it on the demons before Jeeves kicks them back to Hell and the Devil will be getting two angels returning instead of the despots he sent to our plane.”
“Will this work on everyone?” I asked, hoping we could avoid a war by just sucking the dark out of everyone.
“Brilliant thought, but no,” Marge said. “Dark magic has properties that preclude it from working that way.”
“Then why will it work on the demons?” Zelda asked the question that was on the tip of my tongue.
“Because them demons ain’t magic like you and Zelda,” Fat Bastard explained with a shudder rocking his fat little frame. “They’s just pure evil.”
“Iloveyoumommydontdiepleasedontdieohandiusedyourpradadressforahanky,” Chunk said, shaking like a leaf.
“I love you too. I have no intention of dying and if you ever use my clothes to wipe your snot again, I will kick your ass into tomorrow. Clear?”
Everyone was silent as they stared at me in shock.
“You actually understood that?” Zelda asked with a surprised laugh.
“Yep. To the shock of everyone including me, I now speak French and understand Chunk. I do believe it’s time to meet my father.”
“We have to cloak Mac, and I say we cloak Jeeves too,” Zelda said in an all business tone. “We’ll just pray to the Goddess that it holds until we need them.”
“Not a problem,” Marge said, pushing Mac and Jeeves to the center of the room and moving everyone else back. “I didn’t get to three hundred and not know how to do a few things. Stand back everyone. I need some room.”
“How long will it last?” I asked, thanking my lucky stars Cookie Witch was in our lives.
She rolled up her sleeves and centered herself. “Five hours at the very least. A week at the most. If Mac and Jeeves need to drop the cloak, they probably can—not sure.”
That was a little weird, but I didn’t care. I’d happily live with an invisible Jeeves as long as he was an alive Jeeves.
“Ready boys?” Marge asked as a cookie scented wind blew up and made the house smell like a heavenly bakery.
“Ready when you are,” Jeeves replied.
Mac nodded and took his adopted son’s hand in his. “I love you, Jeeves. You make me proud to be your father.”
“And I love you.” Jeeves hugged the man who raised him. “I’m proud to be your son.”
“Holy shit, I’m crying here,” Zelda croaked out. “Let’s do this before I change my mind.”
I couldn’t have agreed more.
Then Marge spoke. And it was magic—real magic.
Goddess on high, so splendid in your care
What I ask of you now is specific and rare
Please cloak our dear warriors, without them we’ll fail
In your wisdom and love, hide them deep in the veil
We ask this in peace for the good of our kind
Let darkness have no clue, to these men make dark blind
In a flash of blinding white light, Jeeves and Mac disappeared.
“Are you still there?” I asked, reaching out to where they had stood only moments ago.
“We are,” Jeeves disembodied voice rang out clear and strong. “I say we get this party started.”
“Youse guys are my kind of crazy,” Fat Bastard said as his hairless posse whooped and cheered.
“May the Goddess be with all of you,” Marge said right before she gathered my chipmunks close and poofed away in a cloud of glitter.
We needed the Goddess to be with us. We had love and justice on our side, but a little extra bump from our creator would be nice.
“Ready?” Zelda asked, with excitement blazing in her eyes.
“Nope. You?” I asked as I realized I was just as insane and insanely excited as she was.
“Goddess, no. Let’s do it then.”
“Roger that.”



Chapter Sixteen



“Bermangoggleshitz,” I called out in a strong voice even though my insides were quaking.
“Bermangoggleshitz,” Zelda repeated and then looked over at me to finish it.
Taking in a deep breath and praying that we would see tomorrow, I finished the summoning. “Bermangoggleshitz.”
In an enormous cloud of black and green putrid smoke, hundreds of black snakes dropped from the sky and slithered all over the field—the very same field that Fate had destroyed and restored. Goddess, I’d rather deal with the crazy tantrum-throwing diva than what we were about to get, but that was all kinds of tough shit at the moment.
Still unsure if the whole wicked group would show up, we stood our ground and waited. I peeked over at Zelda. She was a terrifyingly beautiful force of nature. Her red hair blew in the wind and her skin glowed with magic. My BFF was magnificent.
“What are you looking at?” she whispered as the stinky smoke began to clear.
“You. You’re amazing.”
“Dude, you look like a freakin’ magic warrior princess,” she said, awestruck. “You’re a sparkling witchy bomb about to go off. Fucking incredible. Who knew we’d go from the pokey to this?”
“Who knew?” I repeated and then squinted out to the clearing. Something definitely didn’t look quite right.
“What the hell?” Zelda muttered as she spotted the same thing I did.
Twenty evil warlocks stood in the field while two horrifying demons floated overhead. Their long black coats and hair flapped in the wind—so freakin’ bad guy cliché. That was expected.
What wasn’t expected was Bermangoggleshitz tied to a chair in the middle of the group. He was bleeding profusely. He’d clearly been beaten within an inch of his life and was hanging on by a thread.
And he looked weird. Seriously weird.
The horns were still there, but half of his face was beautiful and half was the stuff nightmares were made of. He was enormous. The hideous side of his face was covered in cracked, oozing skin. One beady black eye was almost swollen shut, but it peered at Zelda and me in shocked surprise. The eye on the other side of his face was a beautiful clear blue.
The whole thing was kind of zombie-ish. Like the bad was eating him and the good was losing. The right side of his body made me feel breathless. He looked like me—or I looked like him. The recognition when both his beady black and blue eyes landed on me made time stand very still for me.
“Mine?” he asked in a coarse, deep voice.
“Maybe,” Zelda replied. “So you summoned a Legion? Are you stupid?”
“I didn’t…” he started brokenly only to be viciously sliced with a machete dipped in hellfire by one of what was supposed to be his followers. His scream tore at me in a way I didn’t understand.
“QUIET,” one of the minions roared. “Bermangoggleshitz did no such thing. He’s weak. He’s nothing and he soon will be finished. The bastard is trying to go light—imagine that… I am responsible for the Legion. I’m in charge here now. Not
Bermangoggleshitz.”
The asshole’s pride at doing such a heinous deed made me itch to blow him up where he stood, but he was too close to my sperm donor at the moment.
“Awesome,” I said, stepping slightly in front of Zelda. “You’d save me some time if you could take care of Roy, you ugly fuck. But I want to know why you smelly turds called up the floating freaks. That’s a pretty big no-no.”
“What do you know, witch?” he sneered. “The time has come for a new rule. The Goddess is worthless, as are humans. It’s time for the Goddess to die.”
“So your plan is you get rid of everyone—including the worthless Goddess?” I asked not quite following his warped train of stupid.
“Correct. And those who are not with us are against us.”
“Well, duh,” I said with an eye roll. He really needed some new bad guy lines. “If they were with you, they’d be here right? So I’d have to say a shit ton of people must be against you or you’d have a much bigger army than the teeny-weeny buttass ugly group you have going right now. Not sure your plan is too solid. You feel me?”
“What are you talking about, you imbecile?” his voice boomed across the field making my ears ring.
He was a first class douche. “I’m just saying you’re fighting an uphill battle. And I’m surprised you didn’t just get a massive ass zap for dissing the Goddess. She got seriously pissed when I called her a drunk hooker.”
“You didn’t actually say hooker,” Zelda reminded me.
“Right. Thanks. Not a hooker,” I clarified. “Just drunk.”
“Who are you?” the one who I supposed thought he was now in charge demanded, narrowing his eyes at me and looking completely confused.
“I’m your worst nightmare, Buttstring. I’m a dark witch with a low IQ who likes to blow shit like you up.”
“What did you call me?” he hissed as all the minions hissed along with him.
They sounded like a deflating hot air balloon from the bowels of hell. Nice. However, the deadly thick tension in the field was palpable. Maybe I needed to dial it back…
Nah, it was going fine.
“Buttstring… oh, and I also called you shit. I’m sorry, is that not your name?” I asked innocently, trying to get a grip on how well my father was chained to the chair.
It appeared as if Baba Yaga was correct about Sperm Donor not having anything to do with the summoning of the Legion. Didn’t mean he was innocent, but it also didn’t mean I was going to let the idiots kill him. If anyone was going to kill him, it would be me. I deserved it.
But he was chained in thick silver—not good.
“When I yell go, get to Bermangoggleshitz and get him out of the fray,” I heard Zelda whisper to the cats. “Not sure what’s happening here, but he’s trying to go light. I can tell from the fucked up way he looks. Clear?”
“Roger that, sweet cheeks,” Fat Bastard whispered back. “You want him alive?”
“Yes,” I instructed, under my breath. “I want the asshat alive.”
“Got it. Oh, and can weese kill them snakes?”
“Be my guest,” I whispered with a shudder. One less thing to worry about…
The cats slunk away, unnoticed by the posturing evil dudes. I supposed cats didn’t scare them, but they didn’t know Zelda’s cats. They were in for a treat.
“What is your name, dark witch?” the minion in charge asked in a smarmy and skin crawling voice. “Our army is looking for more.”
“Hmm… no. Sorry, I’m not interested in joining a bunch of odiferous crotch jockeys in tacky black coats. And there’s no way in hell I’m growing horns—not my style,” I explained nicely. “You see, I’m made up of a bunch of stuff, and even though I skipped most of high school, I think you dudes are a really bad bet.”
“Your name?” he bellowed making the ground tremble.
The grass withered and the flowers died. Overhead the sky turned black and trees uprooted. Their magic was powerful, but it was only fueled by hatred and greed. I might have no clue what I was doing, but I knew in my heart I was stronger. Love trumps hate. Always. It had trumped it in me.
“My name is Sassy Louise Bermangoggleshitz Pants, you rude motherhumper and that’s my daddy you have tied to a chair. So here’s how it’s gonna go down. You hand him over and I kill you fast. You make me come get the weird looking sperm donor and you die slow. Which will it be?”
“Umm… Sassy, do you know what you’re doing?” Zelda muttered, giving me a quick look.
“Not a fucking clue, but I figured I’d give them an option. You know?”
“Well, they certainly look confused,” she offered weakly.
“Confusion is good,” I told her. “I’ve got this.”
“And I’ve got your back. Always.”
Bermangoggleshitz cried out as he tried to reach out to me. My heart tore a little as I watched him, but I hardened myself against all of my stupid childhood wishes for him. He was a bad man, and whether or not he was responsible for this particularly deadly shitshow, it didn’t matter. He’d done horrible things in his life and he’d have to pay.
“I have no time for this,” Buttstring snarled, raising his hands and aiming.
“GO,” Zelda shouted. She raised her hands and fired a shot of magic so vicious ten of the warlocks exploded like tics. “Pull on your dark, Sassy. It’s now or never.”
She was right. Ten were down forever, but there were ten left and two seriously pissed off demons headed right for us.
Dark. Find my dark. Where in the ever loving heck was my dark?
“I can’t find it,” I shouted above the hisses and snarls of the advancing evil. “Where is it?”
No success without failure. No success without failure. Marge clearly said there was no success without failure. Only problem was there wasn’t a whole lot of room for failure. The only thing to fear is fear itself. I was pretty sure Sponge Bob had said that. I knew he was a cartoon, but…
What did I fear? I feared being taken over by the dark, but I was already dark and it didn’t own me. In fact, I’d always been dark and light. I just didn’t know it until this week. I’d turned out pretty good—well, mostly good.
I feared losing the people I loved more than I feared going to the dark side. A life with out Jeeves and my chipmunks wasn’t a life worth living—my friends, even the Baba Yaga. Fear would not keep me from protecting what I loved.
No. Fucking. Way.
“Hey, I found it,” I shouted, as my stomach churned with something wildly unfamiliar and unsettling. “Mine’s based in love, not fear. I own this bitch.”
Raising my hands over my head, stomping my foot and shrieking like a banshee from a really bad B horror movie, I let the darkness based in love burst from my body. Fire shot from every orifice and my fingers shot bolts of magic so aggressive it threw me backwards. Invisible hands pushed me back to my feet and I charged forward.
“I will always have your back, Sassy Pants,” I heard Jeeves yell as I went hand to hand with the ugly son of a bitch that had sliced at my evil father. The look on his face as I tore the arms from his body was priceless.
“What are you?” he roared as he fell to the ground in agony.
“I’m one of the good guys. I’m Sassy Louise Bermangoggleshitz Pants.”
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the cats drag my father to relative safety and then jump into the fray, ripping snakes apart like they were candy on Halloween—totally gross and totally awesome. I screamed as I watched a bolt of black magic head straight for Fat Bastard. The damn cat didn’t blink an eye. In fact the crazy feline positioned himself right in front of the deadly fire and took it right in his hairless chest.
My stomach rose to my throat and I thought I would heave, but the magic bounced right off of the whack job and flew back at the warlock who shot it. The shocked minion screamed in terror right before he blew up into so many pieces he was permanently unrecognizable.
“Behind you, Sassy,” Zelda yelled as she popped one gunning for her.
Turning on a dime, I shrieked for all I was worth and watch in morbid fascination as the horned killer exploded and disappeared into thin air. It was all kinds of satisfying, but the knife-like blast of magic to my chest wasn’t so great.
Hitting the ground with a sickening thud, I put my hands to my chest to ease the pain. There was no easing this kind of pain. I rolled and tried to move out of the path of the next shot, but the agony was so intense movement was impossible.
“Incoming,” Fat Bastard grunted as he landed on top of me. I was pretty sure his balls were in the vicinity of my mouth, but I was too out of it to care.
I saw the sizzling magic headed for us and in my panic I tried to push Fat Bastard to safety. I was unsure how many blasts the cat could take. I had a chance of surviving the dark magic, but if he got hit he would probably die.
“Go,” I begged. “Get away from me.”
“Not happenin’, dollface,” he grunted.
I was now sure his balls were even with my nose, but I didn’t care. The cat was brave… or stupid… or both.
The impact was horrifying, but the result was insane. We flew about ten feet in the air, but the magic didn’t pierce us. Nope, it flew right back at the piece of trash that sent it. The sound of his demise was the most beautiful music I’d ever heard.
I was never going to wax the cats again. Never. Ever. Ever.
“We got them,” Zelda yelled triumphantly. “All of them.”
“The demons?” I asked crawling to my feet with extreme effort.
“They’re next.”
They floated menacingly above us with smiles on their faces that made me shudder. Long pointed teeth dripping with blood protruded from their mouths. Fingernails that were as sharp as any knife I’d ever seen lined their seven fingered hands. Instead of two eyes, they had eyes all over their face and a tiny hole in the middle that I assumed was some kind of nose. They were hideous.
I’d expected them to be bigger, but with fangs and nails like that, I supposed nobody really wanted to fuck with them. I certainly didn’t.
“Jeeves, are you ready?” Zelda called out.
The demons looked around with curiosity. I was sure they thought Zelda had lost it talking to people who weren’t there.
“Yes,” Jeeves called out in a deeper voice than I’d ever heard him use. It was scary and hot, but considering the circumstances—mostly scary.
“Mac?” Zelda questioned.
“Yes,” he replied.
“Sassy. Green shit on stand by?”
Reaching in my pocket, I thanked the Goddess that it hadn’t been destroyed in the fight. “Yes.”
“All right, you demons. You have a choice. Normally I don’t give choices, but I like Sassy’s style. We can do this the hard way or the easy way.”
“And what is the choice, witch?” one of the demons asked in a voice so oily and haunted, it was all I could do not to run for cover.
“You can go back to hell of your own accord, or we’ll send you back the way we want.”
Their eerie laughter boomed through the decimated field. The black snakes slithered and danced at their feet as the demons descended to the ground.
“I’d like to see you try,” one demon snarled as he set the field on fire around him.
“You sure about that?” Zelda asked politely.
“Quite,” he replied, gnashing his fangs and brandishing his nails at her. “You aren’t capable of sending us anywhere. We’re here to stay.”
“Actually, you’re not,” Jeeves said materializing, much to the shock of both me and Zelda.
“Oh, my Goddess,” I gasped out in warning to the love of my life. “They can see you. The cloaking dropped.”
Jeeves shook his head and pressed a finger to his lips to silence me. “I dropped it, Sassy. It’s okay. I promise.”
How could it be okay? He was in his human form and had no magic to fight the demons. Why would he do something so stupid? As I moved to shield him from sure death, Mac’s invisible hands held me back.
“Let him do this, Sassy,” he whispered in my ear. “This is what he was born to do.”
“I love him.”
“I know you do,” Mac assured me. “And he loves you.”
“I can’t lose him. I’ll die.”
Mac was silent for a brief moment. “You won’t, Sassy. I promise.”
I just hoped Mac was making a promise he could keep.



Chapter Seventeen



“A Shifter?” the demon snarled with a bone-chilling laugh. “How fun.”
Jeeves smiled and began removing his clothes. His eyes never strayed from the demons and he took his sweet time. His naked body was a work of art, but this time I had no sexual urges. I was far too terrified for his life.
“So let me guess,” the more talkative of the two demons said with a chuckle. “You’re a wolf?”
“Nope. Try again.”
“A lion?” he guessed.
“No.”
“A hyena?”
“Definitely not a hyena,” Jeeves replied with a grin. “I’m something far more interesting.”
“I’m growing bored,” the demon said, feigning a yawn as his teeth clicked grotesquely. “I think I’d very much like to kill you... and then have you for an afternoon snack. Shifters—no matter the breed—can be quite tasty. Go ahead and shift so we can get playtime over with. I have a world to terrorize.”
“And I’m hungry,” the other demon added with a deranged cackle.
“You’re sure?” Jeeves inquired, approaching them with very sure footing.
“Yessssss,” the demon hissed. “Very sure. You have one minute until I fry you where you stand.”
“Medium rare to bloody, please,” his cohort said, eyeing Jeeves hungrily.
“Good to know you have a discerning palate. A minute works for me—gives you about fifty nine seconds before I send you back to hell,” Jeeves shot back flatly.
Goddess, I prayed he knew what he was doing. My man wasn’t a killer. He was a lover—he was my lover and I wanted him to stay that way. It took everything I had and then some not to fly over and pluck him out of the deadly mess. But Mac’s words were still in my head. This is what Jeeves was born to do. Shit, I was so okay with him just being a chef.
“Priceless,” the demon shouted with something I assumed was laughter, but sounded more like wounded animals dying.
The two vicious idiots doubled over at the assumed hilarity of their situation and bought us some time. Their stupidity was our gift and we took full advantage.
Mac materialized beside me and dropped to his knees on the ground. Zelda sprinted over so quickly I almost didn’t see her move. She shielded Mac with her glowing body as the cats moved in and made a semi circle in front of us. They’d pulled the unconscious and dying Bermangoggleshitz with them.
“Youse guys need to stay low. If them fuckers throw a machete, it ain’t gonna bounce,” Fat Bastard grunted.
“What will it do?” I asked, glancing down at my sperm donor to see if he was still breathing.
Bermangoggleshitz coughed and blood trickled from his lips. His eyes met mine and I think he tried to smile. It was so awful looking I wasn’t sure.
“Use me as a shield. The blades will kill you,” Bermangoggleshitz choked out as blood began to pour from his mouth.
“But the blades will kill you too,” I pointed out.
“Let me do something right. Please. It would be my honor to defend you.”
Silent glances were exchanged. No one spoke—what was there to say? Shrugging, the cats took him for his word and pushed his huge body to the front. Every fiber of me wanted to stop them, but I didn’t. I couldn’t.
The ground around us quivered and a breeze that smelled like grass after a spring rain permeated the air. Sunlight peeked through the dark clouds as Jeeves body shimmered and he shifted into his natural form. However, this was far different than the kangaroo I’d seen too many times to count.
He was more than twice the size I was used to and his fangs looked positively prehistoric. The growl that came from deep inside him was so loud it vibrated through my body. Fear and pride washed over me, but mostly fear. Losing Jeeves wasn’t an option.
Every single eye on the horrible demon’s heads grew wide and high-pitched screams left their lips splintering the trees still standing.
“Mac. Now,” Zelda shouted.
Mac closed his eyes and began to chant. The earth rumbled, but the demons didn’t take notice. They roared and began to retreat from the Demon Slayer—my Demon Slayer.
“Them cowards is running,” Jango Fett shouted. “Get ‘em Jeeves.”
Jeeves didn’t have to be told twice. With speed I’d never witnessed from a Shifter, he lunged at the gutless demons and it got ugly fast. They danced a macabre dance, fangs gnashing and blood flying. The power of Jeeves’ hind legs was something to behold, but it was all happening so quickly I wasn’t sure who was winning.
The ground groaned as it cracked and opened.
“Up, up, up,” Zelda yelled as she waved her hands and floated about three feet off the ground. She held onto Mac and used her other hand to throw a spell to lift the cats to safety. The semi furred felines hung like sacks of semi-hairy flour around her.
“Sassy, off the ground,” Zelda commanded in a voice that reminded me alarmingly of Baba Yaga.
Levitating so I didn’t get swallowed into the hole to hell, I realized I had a decision to make—an important one—a possibly a life changing one. Bermangoggleshitz didn’t have enough power left to take to the air for safety. My father lay dying on the ground and watched me hover over him. His eyes never left mine. My heart felt like a stone in my chest and my eyes blurred with tears of both sorrow and anger. It would be so easy to let him fall to hell, but…
I couldn’t do it.
He was bad. He was evil, but he was mine. Before I could let him die he had some explaining to do. He owed me that. Snapping my fingers, I raised him from the ground to safety. His eyes grew wide but he wisely said nothing. Bermangoggleshitz wasn’t my concern right now. The kangaroo who truly loved me and had my back was.
“Jeeves, go now,” Zelda bellowed. “Go, go, go!”
With a roar that tore through the burning field and echoed like an explosion, Jeeves bounced twice and bound toward the demons with such speed he literally disappeared. The screams from the furious demons were paralyzing and the nicest man in the world viciously demonstrated his Goddess given gift. Kick after brutal kick, Jeeves went at them like a kangaroo possessed. It was beautiful and scary and amazing. Trying to focus on what exactly was happening was impossible—but I was pretty sure Jeeves was winning.
Please Goddess, let Jeeves be winning.
And then with a battle cry that I was sure could be heard all the way to the Next Adventure, Jeeves’ massive feet kicked the demons so savagely they broke into several pieces.
“Them bad guys ain’t dead,” Fat Bastard insisted, frantically. “They’s gonna grow back together fast.”
“He’s right,” my father said, weakly. “You have about a minute.”
“Sassy,” Zelda yelled. “Green goop now!”
Flying over like a bullet out of a gun, I uncapped the bottle and spread it over the bloody pieces of the quickly regenerating demons.
“It’s open,” Mac bellowed as Jeeves heaved in a huge breath and kicked every single piece of the evil shits into the crack in the earth. They were now on a one-way trip back to hell.
Grabbing Jeeves by the fur on his massive neck, I held on for dear life as I dragged him away from the deadly opening. His enormous muscles twitched and jerked beneath my trembling hands, but I didn’t let go. I was never going to let him go. We were suspended over the mouth of hell. Fire and oozing goo sizzled beneath us. The screams of the now angelic demons were horrifying as they slid into the burning abyss. It wouldn’t go well for them upon their return. I was certain of it. However, I didn’t care. Not one bit.
As the demons disappeared into the pit, the hole began to close. It creaked and groaned just as it had when it opened. I could hear Mac chanting. The melody was haunting and beautiful and I seriously hoped I would not hear that particular song again any time soon.
By the grace of the Goddess, we were all alive. The black clouds began to waft away and the sky turned a brilliant blue. Sunlight bathed the bloody, charred field and one by one the bodies of the dead warlocks and all the snakes turned to ash and blew away on the breeze.
The Goddess was apparently on clean up duty.
Lowering Jeeves to the ground, I threw myself at his huge body and sobbed. He was everything to me and he was so much more than I ever knew. Marge had better have been correct about the green shit erasing the memories of what had happened from the minds of the demons—because she’d certainly fucked up the timeline of the cloaking.
“You were amazing,” I choked out to Jeeves as he shimmered and took back his human form. He was covered in deep cuts and bruises, but he was alive.
“And so were you, Sassy Louise Bermangoggleshitz Pants,” he replied, planting a kiss on my lips that was so loving my waterworks started up again.
“Don’t you ever do that again. Pretty sure I lost a few decades off my life,” I snapped, giving him the momball I reserved for our boys when they were naughty. Of course it probably didn’t have the desired effect since I was also crying and grinning from ear to ear.
“Let’s hope I don’t have to, Baby.”
“From your mouth to the Goddess’s ears.” Holding him wasn’t enough. I wanted to crawl inside him and keep him safe forever… but he was as strong as I was, in a different way. The nicest man in the world was also the last of the Marsupial Demon Slayers.
Goddess, that was all kinds of hot.
“Sassy,” Zelda called out as she stood over my barely breathing father. “What do you want to do with your sperm donor?”
Separating myself from Jeeves and walking over to the dying man on the ground, I simply stared at him. He’d lost consciousness and didn’t have long for our world. A small portion of the heinous side of his face had become beautiful again. My guess was that good deeds helped bring him back to the light. Offering to be a shield for us must have bought him a little more humanity.
Baby Audrey’s words rang in my mind and this time I didn’t push them away. Your dad still has a little light left in him. You will be the reason he comes back to us or falls so far into the dark he will never be able to.
Did I want to deal with this? Could I deal with this?
Sighing, I knelt down beside the man who’d been partially responsible for bringing me into the world. He was a horrible excuse for a father and he was a very bad man, but…
“Zelda, I’m about to ask you for a favor that I’m not sure I can ever repay,” I started haltingly as my heart beat wildly in my chest. “I want you to heal him.”
“Are you sure? I don’t know if it will work,” she said as she got down on her knees beside me.
“No, I’m not sure, but it feels right. I want you to try,” I whispered as I glanced over at my best friend. “Is this going to hurt you?”
She nodded tersely and rolled her neck. “It’s gonna hurt like a motherfucker to absorb all of his injuries, but I’ll do it for you.”
“I’m so sorry,” I said, taking her hand in mine. “Can I take some of the pain for you?”
Shaking her head, Zelda gave me an eye roll that made me smile. “No, Sassy Pants, you can’t, but I appreciate the offer.”
“Youse broads are making the Bastard cry. The Bastard never cries,” Fat Bastard announced as he wedged his lumpy body between mine and Zelda’s.
“This here’s an unusually farked up case,” Jango Fett added as he too crammed himself into our now foursome. “Youse boys ready to get your nads electrocuted?”
“Yep,” Boba Fett grumbled as he shoved me over to make room for his wide kitty girth.
“What in the Goddess’s name are you assheads talking about?” Zelda asked, staring down at her testicle-obsessed familiars.
“Well, sugar butt, as I sees it, healing this ugly motherhumper will put youse out of commission for at least a few months to a year. Right?” Fat Bastard asked.
“Possibly,” she agreed.
“A few months to a year?” I shouted, completely shocked. This was too much to ask. “No,” I began, only to be silenced by a kitty paw.
“As weese see it, we could knock down the recovery time to a few hours,” Jango said.
“How?” Zelda asked, confused.
All three of her rotund felines rolled their eyes and grabbed their balls in unison. “On account of us bein’ your familiars,” Jango told her as if that should answer the question.
“I already know that, you douchecanoes,” she snapped.
“But what youse don’t know is that we can share the love,” Fat Bastard explained.
“Or the pain,” Boba added, nodding his little head with pride.
“You can?” Zelda whispered, eyes wide.
“Youse bet your fine asscheeks we can,” Fat Bastard confirmed. “Course there’s a price.”
“Name your terms,” I said quickly. “I’ll pay them.”
“So will I,” Jeeves said.
“I’m in,” Mac added.
The cats grinned and exchanged conspiratorial glances. “Shall I take this one, boys?” Fat Bastard inquired, enjoying himself immensely.
“You bet your tremendously impressive balls, youse can,” Jango said as Boba nodded with enthusiasm.
Clearing his throat, Fat Bastard sat back on his haunches and crossed his paws over his fleshy chest. “The price ain’t money. Weese want free reign to lick our nads in public.”
“Fine,” Zelda said with only a slight wince.
“No more threatenin’ the removal of the jewels,” he added.
“No problem,” Zelda conceded.
“No more diets.”
“Done,” Zelda said, biting back a grin. “No more diets.”
“And weese was thinking to add a ball lickin’ festival to the Assjacket calendar. Ya know, bring in them cats from all over the world and see if anyone can out lick the Bastard. We’d hold contests for the fastest licker, most creative licker, most athletic licker… youse get my drift,” Fat Bastard explained in unfortunate and great detail.
“Umm… okay,” Zelda said as Mac gagged behind her. “Not sure you’d have too many attendees at that one.”
“Youse would be surprised,” Fat Bastard said. “Nut scrubbing is a huge sport.”
“Anything else?” I asked, praying he was done with the terms. There was no topping the ball licking festival—or I certainly hoped not.
“That’s it, dollface,” Fat Bastard said with a satisfied nod. “So are weese good on the terms?”
“We’re good,” Zelda said with a pained laugh. “You dumbasses ready?”
“Does that there Pope tap dance?” Boba demanded, doing a few pathetic pushups to warm up for the healing. His fat belly never left the ground as his little elbows worked like a dying engine.
Everyone looked confused—everyone except me.
“He does!” I said. “And I think he square dances too.”
“Alrighty then,” Zelda said, placing her hands on my father’s barely moving chest. “Let’s get this shitshow on the road.”
“Wait,” I said, needing to say a few things before Zelda and the cats went to work.
Everyone looked at me expectantly and waited. Taking a deep breath and feeling stronger and better than I had in all my years, I smiled at my beautiful friends.
“Zelda, I love you with all my heart. I never thought I would have a best friend and you are more than I ever could have dreamed of.”
“I love you too, Sassy Pants,” Zelda said with a silly grin.
“And Fat Bastard, Jango Fett and Boba Fett, I’m sorry I waxed you. I love you too—not your habits, but you.”
“Aww, that’s nice,” Fat Bastard said, looking up from his pre healing testicle wash. “Weese love you too, dollface.”
“And no worries about that there wax youse gave us,” Jango said, with a thumbs up. “My fur is comin’ back in curly—good look for me.”
“Yep,” Boba added. “Weese was thinkin’ bout gettin’ dehaired on a regular basis.”
I nodded and tried not to laugh. I was trying to have a serious conversation here.
“Mac,” I continued. “You kind of scare me, but I think you’re an awesome leader and an amazing father to Jeeves, Henry and Audrey. They’re so lucky to have you. And the fact that you love Zelda so much makes me love you even more.”
Mac chuckled and kissed the top of my head. “I love you too, Sassy.”
“Jeeves, I’m nothing without you. I mean I’m somebody, but I’m a better witch with you. I love you so much it hurts sometimes and I’ll love you forever. Oh, and your kangaroo is totally hot.”
“To the moon and back, my Sassy,” Jeeves said, gently wiping the tear that escaped from my eye. “Forever and always.”
I had one more person left to bestow my love upon. I wasn’t sure he deserved it, but I deserved the opportunity to say it. For some unexplainable reason I was pretty sure I loved the bad guy—or I could. I knew there was a chance he wouldn’t make it through the healing. He was so near death, it would be a miracle to bring him back.
That made what I needed to say even more important.
Kneeling back down next to my father, I touched his face—the beautiful side and the ugly side. His eyelids fluttered a bit, but I wasn’t sure he was going to hear any of what I had to say. However, it didn’t matter. This was as much for me as it was for him.
“I don’t know what happened to you,” I whispered as my tears fell on him. “I don’t know what made you so horrible, but I can see that you’re trying to change. I’d like to think it’s because of me, but if you die I’ll never know. I want you to live so you have a chance, but that’s up to you. There are people who used to love you here. I want to love you if that’s possible.”
My head fell to my chest and I searched for what else I needed to say.
“It might be a mistake to save your sorry ass, but it will be my mistake. I’ll end you if I have to, but… I really don’t want to do that. I used to pretend that you had a frilly pink room in your house waiting for me and that you were going to save me from the orphanage, but you never came.”
My father’s eyes opened and a faint moan escaped his cracked and bleeding lips.
“Don’t say anything,” I told him, gently pressing my finger to his mouth. “Just go with what’s about to happen. Fight to stay with us. Fight for me and the rest will be what it will be.”
His eyes fluttered shut, but a small smile pulled at his lips.
“I love you Dada,” I whispered so softly I wasn’t sure he would hear me, but that was okay. “You might not deserve it, but I do. Someone needs to love you and I’ll be that someone.”
“Ready?” Zelda asked. “If we don’t do it now, it will be too late.”
“I’m ready,” I told her. “And thank you.”
“You are most welcome, Sassy Pants. Now get out of my way and let me work.”
And I did.
And she did.
And time marched on because no matter what happened, that’s what time did.



Epilogue



“Sweet Goddess on crack, you’re a gorgeous bride,” Zelda said, squishing me in a hug so tight I could barely breathe.
“I’m nervous,” I admitted when she let me go and continued to admire me.
“About marrying Jeeves?” Marge asked as she pinned the gossamer light veil into my wild blonde curls.
“Hell to the no,” I said with a giggle. “I’d marry Jeeves everyday for the rest of my life if that was legal. I just have bees in my stomach.”
“Butterflies,” Zelda corrected me.
“Those too,” I said, admiring the exquisite, one of a kind Vera Wang wedding dress I wore.
I felt like a fairy princess and for the first time in my life I believed I was beautiful on both the inside and the outside. Learning to love myself hadn’t been easy, but it was so very worth it.
“Is everything okay out there?” I asked.
“Define okay,” Zelda said with a smirk.
“Tell me,” I begged, getting panicky. There was a hell of a lot that could go wrong considering the guest list. Since there was no church to speak of in Assjacket, Zelda and Mac had generously offered their home. It was perfect as Jeeves had grown up here—not to mention it was huge and lovely.
“Well,” she said sitting down on the couch in her bedroom and getting comfortable. “Your chipmunks have taken their jobs as ushers very seriously. They’ve moved the guests around at least four times and have insisted that all the guests chew gum. Everyone is completely confused, especially since Chunk is calling out instructions.”
“Shit,” I muttered with a giggle. “That’s not going to end well.”
“Baba Yaga is totally over it and wait till you see what she thinks is appropriate wedding attire.” Zelda’s eye roll was enormous and Marge’s grunt made me smile.
“I’m sorry. My sister has no taste at all.”
“Except in men,” I corrected with an evil little grin aimed at my BFF. “She is dating Fabio.”
“Don’t remind me,” Zelda groused. “That gives me gas.”
Zelda and Marge looked like they’d walked off the page of a fashion magazine in the insanely flattering hot pink Stella McCartney bridesmaid dresses I’d chosen for them. Mac was standing up for Jeeves and Roger the rabbit was officiating. I was a little iffy on Roger, but Jeeves promised me it would be fine.
Privately, I’d had a little come to the Goddess chat with Roger and got a firm pledge that no one would get weewee’d on before, during, or after the ceremony. I could work with that.
Ironically, the wedding was being catered by my husband-to-be, with help from Marge and Wanda—the best chefs in the world. They’d been cooking for days and our little house smelled heavenly. I’d peeked at the cake Marge had made and sobbed like a baby. On the very top was a kangaroo with enormous fangs and a very sexy blonde witch holding her broom. Marge was brilliant and happily living with us. The chipmunks were driving her a little crazy, but that was okay because they drove everyone crazy.
“Did you really request I’ve Got Friends in Low Places for your walk down the aisle?” Zelda asked with a scrunched nose.
“Yep, I freakin’ love that song,” I told her dancing around the room with excitement.
Throwing my hands in the air and wiggling for all I was worth, I really wanted to get the party started.
“Holy crap baskets, let me see your hand,” Zelda gasped out, grabbing me and examining my ring finger. “That is a motherhumper of a rock.”
“Right?” I shouted, still shocked that Jeeves had not kept his word about saving up for a more modest ring. Secretly, I was freakin’ thrilled, but that wasn’t humble or polite or ladylike or…
Oh, whatever, I loved the damn thing, but I loved my man even more.
“Girlie, you’re going to have to exercise that arm to hold that ring up,” Marge said with an amused shake of her head.
“Not a problem,” I assured her. “Are you going to be okay today?” I was touching on a very touchy subject.
She paused and sighed. “It’s your day. It’s not about me… or him.”
Nodding slowly, I agreed. It was about me and it was about Jeeves. Today was about both of us and our love for each other. The thought of sharing our love with our friends in a way that wasn’t lewd or illegal made me happy. I wanted everyone to be there when we promised ourselves to each other.
“He doesn’t have to be here. I still barely know him,” I told her, meaning every word. “If it makes you uncomfortable, I’ll have him leave.”
Marge sat down and stared at her hands. “He’s trying, Sassy. He’s not the man I knew and never will be again, but he’s trying to be a better person. He should be here. I’ll be fine.”
“Promise?”
“Witch’s honor,” she said.
“It is bizarre,” Zelda commented. “He’s still pretty heinous looking, but the pretty part is slowly winning.”
“True,” I agreed. “But the jackhole hasn’t been able to visit my house.”
“Have you banned him?” Zelda asked.
“Nope. Baba and Marge warded the house from anything or anyone with even the most remote intentions of evil. We’re storing the green shit there. So while he might be slightly less appalling to look at, he’s definitely not good yet.”
“He may never be completely good,” Marge said in a serious voice. “He has much to atone for.”
“Tell me about it. The Goddess has zapped his ass about twenty times daily for the past two weeks. I almost feel sorry for him. I know how that shit feels.”
“Been there, felt that,” Zelda said with a wince as she stood up and offered me her hand. “You ready to get married, Sassy Louise Pants?”
Grinning so hard it hurt my cheeks, I nodded. “I am, but you got my name wrong.”
“I did?”
“Yep. It’s Sassy Louise Bermangoggleshitz-Pants.”
“You’re sure about that? I thought that wasn’t your style.”
“Styles change and so do people,” I told her, feeling great about keeping the name of my father. “I’m absolutely sure.”

* * *
The bees in my stomach were clearly building a massive hive. Something wasn’t right. I had no doubts about Jeeves at all. All my friends were here and there was going to be square dancing at the reception.
It was everything I’d wanted.
I had something borrowed, something blue, something old and something new. What the hell was missing?
Zelda, Marge and I were ready. We were in the kitchen. All we had to do was wait for Simon the skunk to start playing the music and I’d be a married witch in a matter of an hour.
But still…
Peeking through the keyhole, I gasped in delight. The Great Room in Zelda’s house was filled with the people I loved and more pink and white roses than I’d ever seen. Fabio and Baba Yaga held the babies as people cooed over them. Roger was silently practicing his speech on the makeshift altar that Mac and Jeeves had built. It was trellised and dripping in lush greenery and delicate roses.
My boys were still rearranging the guests, much to their dismay, but they were so serious about trying to get everything just right, everyone went along with it.
Fat Bastard, Jango Fett and Boba Fett sat in the front row going to town on their privates. I didn’t care. They could wash their nads in my presence for the rest of eternity. I’d simply turn my head… and wear earplugs. The noise was foul.
Jeeves stood proudly next to Mac at the alter looking so handsome and sure. He bounced on his toes with delight and excitement. My man was hotter than the bowels of hell in his tuxedo. I wanted to run down the aisle and tackle him, but that wasn’t what the humans did in their ceremonies.
And I was going to do this shit right.
The only bummer that pulled at my heart was my father. He sat alone. No one sat near him. He wasn’t well received in Assjacket and for good reason. He’d done some really shitty things. However, my friends were good and forgiving people. They tolerated him because they loved me and everyone one could see he was slowly changing for the better.
I watched as he tried to wave at few people, but they turned their heads quickly in fear.
Crap. Crap. Crap. I knew what was wrong. Did I have it in me to fix it?
Yes. Yes I did.
“I gotta do something real quick,” I told Zelda and Marge.
“You have to pee?” Zelda questioned, looking concerned. “It’s gonna take a while to do that in that dress. Wedding’s about to start. Can you hold it?”
“I don’t have to pee,” I told her. “I just need to go in there and do something.”
“You can’t,” Marge insisted. “I’ve never been to one of these, but I’m pretty sure that’s bad luck.”
“Seriously?” I asked, frustrated. Humans had a bunch of shit to deal with. I was very happy I was a witch.
Both women nodded.
Where there is a will there’s a way…
“I’ve got this,” I said, throwing open the doors. “Everyone close your eyes,” I shouted. “I’m coming in and you’re not supposed to see me yet. I’m serious here. It’s bad fucking luck to see me right now. I will wax anyone that peeks. Are we clear?”
A chorus of terrified yesses rang out from the crowd and a laugh from the man of my dreams. Goddess, I loved him.
Not losing a precious second, I marched right over to where my father was seated by himself and yanked him to his feet. “You’re coming with me.”
“It’s all right, Sassy,” he said in his gruff voice. “I shouldn’t be here.”
“What?” I asked, not following.
“Umm… can I open my eyes?” he requested, with sad smile that made his half beautiful face look tragic.
“Yes, you can. Hurry up. I need to get married.”
“As you wish,” he said as he walked up the aisle and toward the front door. “Have a beautiful wedding, my daughter. You deserve it.”
“Where in the Goddess’s name do you think you’re going?” I demanded slapping my hands on my hips.
“I’m leaving like you requested,” he said.
“I didn’t say that.”
“What did you say?” he asked, tilting his head in confusion.
“How in the hell am I supposed to remember what I said? It could have been in French for all I know. I’m getting married for the love of the Goddess. I’m not responsible for anything today.”
“You want me to stay?” He seemed wildly unsure what to do.
Rolling my eyes, I grabbed him and pulled him away from the door. “Yes, I want you to stay, you jackhole. I want your sorry ass to walk me down the aisle like fathers are supposed to do. You feel me?”
“I do,” he said as more of his face became beautiful and a smile pulled at his lips. “Are you sure?”
“Hell no, but that never stops me. You ready?”
“Yes. Yes, I am. And thank you.”
“For what?” I asked, yanking him into the kitchen and slamming the doors shut.
“For giving me a reason.”
“A reason?” I questioned him.
He nodded and tucked my arm into the crook of his elbow. “A reason to live—a reason to change.”
Marge and Zelda stepped in front of us and prepared to enter. The glance my father exchanged with Marge was charged with so much pain and emotion, I looked down. That was their row to hoe—not mine. He’d be lucky if Cookie Witch gave him the time of day, but she would be a rockin’ stepmom. My father had a lot of penance to pay before that was even a possibility. But he had a chance—a reason.
Wasn’t that all anyone ever needed?
“Okay. Let’s get me married. I’m sufficiently ready to give up my singledom.”
He looked at me and smiled.
“That was French,” I told him in case he didn’t know.
“It was lovely.”
“Thanks, I don’t even know when I’m speaking it most of the time.”
“I’m impressed.”
“Oh, and I’m hyphenating my name—I’m keeping Bermangoggleshitz and adding Jeeves’ last name. Kind of sucks as far as names go, but it’s yours—and mine.”
“I don’t deserve this,” my dad said, staring at the ground.
“Nope, you don’t, but you will or I’ll kick your ass so hard you’ll think the Goddess’s zaps are love taps. We clear?”
“Completely,” my dad said with a delighted laugh as we stepped through the doors and into my beautiful future.
Today was absolutely the best day of my life.

* * *
“Oh my Goddess, I’m exhausted,” I said as I cuddled up next to my husband and sighed in total happiness.
Jeeves grinned and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “It was perfect. You are perfect.”
“We’re perfect together,” I amended.
“That we are, Sassy Louise Bermangoggleshitz-Pants.”
Our house was quiet. Marge and Baba Yaga were staying at Fabio’s house and the boys were having a slumber party at Zelda’s with the babies. Jeeves and I were blessedly alone.
“I thought my dad was a pretty good square dancer,” I commented as I began to remove Jeeves’ bowtie. “However, Fabio was way better than Zelda.”
“Agreed,” Jeeves said with a laugh. “Zelda looked a bit put out at the square dancing part.”
“All in all, it was the best day ever. Roger didn’t weewee on anyone and my dad didn’t kill any guests.”
“Those are some pretty low standards,” Jeeves replied, unzipping my gorgeous gown.
“And that’s why I chose that song.”
I giggled as he slipped the dress from my shoulders.
Stopping and taking my face in his hands, Jeeves kissed the tip of my nose. “What you did for your father was beautiful. Not quite sure he deserved it yet though.”
“It was for me, too—not just him. He’s trying. And trust me, he has tons of room for improvement. But someone has to believe in him, like you did in me.”
Jeeves was quiet for a moment as he stared at me in delighted wonder. “Still do. I will believe in you always, my Sassy girl,” he promised. “You are the most precious thing in my life. You humble me and make me know what it is to be a man.”
“Really?” I asked, wiggling out of my dress to stand before my kangaroo in only panties, garters, and sky high Manolo Blahniks.
“Really,” he said, quickly disrobing with a sexy half smirk on his full, bitable lips.
Goddess, he was beautiful and he was mine.
“You wanna go practice making kangaroo-witch babies?” I asked, as I turned around and sauntered towards our bedroom making sure he had a fine view of my ass.
“I thought you’d never ask,” he said, sweeping me off my feet and carrying me over the threshold to our bedroom. “I love you, Sassy.”
“I love you back and then some. Now hop to it,” I said with a laugh. “I want to see if married sex is better.”
“Your wish is my command, my lady.”
And it was.
And married sex was better—not because we were married, but because with each day that passed we loved each other even more.
I was the luckiest witch in the world to have my very own kangaroo.
And you know what?
My kangaroo was pretty darn lucky to have me too.
The End… for now —
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Chapter One
“Who’s the best, handsomest, loudest little dude in the whole wide, wide world?” Nina Blackman-Statleon cooed at the tiny bundle tucked close to Wanda Schwartz Jefferson’s chest, nuzzling her nose against his cheek.
Baby Schwartz-Jefferson, as yet still officially unnamed, due to the nature of his rushed placement with his new parents, responded in kind by balling his fists, opening his mouth wide and howling louder, the tint of his pale green skin turning a muddy red with his frustration.
Nina clucked her tongue and scratched her head full of luscious dark hair before grabbing his small fist and pressing it to her cheek. “Dude? You’re howlin’ like your skin’s peeling off. Auntie Nina just wants to make it better. Help me help you, little man.”
“Maybe he’s teething? Charlie’s been perpetually teething for what seems like an eternity,” Greg Statleon, the gorgeous husband of the equally gorgeous Nina, suggested hopefully, waving a round teething ring fresh from the freezer in his hand.
“The truth,” Nina muttered in agreement. She took the teething ring from Greg and brushed it against the baby’s mouth, but he made a sputtering noise, scrunched his face back up again and returned to his caterwauling without missing a note.
“But he’s too young to teeth,” the woman named Marty said.
Nina made a face at her other friend. “What’s too young in this crazy flippin’ world we live in, Marty? Charlie’s been teething for almost three years now because she’s half vampire and ages slow AF. The witch half of her is setting her twenty billion stuffed unicorns on fire on the reg, and making it rain in the playroom with thunder and lightning like she’s been doin’ it for a hundred years. Little dude is paranormal, is all I’m saying. Might wake up tomorrow and find he has a full set of teeth.”
Wanda tightened her hold on the squirming infant, looking helplessly to her friends from her seat on the rocking chair she’d received at her impromptu baby shower only three days ago.
“What am I doing wrong?” she whispered, her pretty eyes filling with plump tears. “I’ve rocked, walked, bounced him until my legs are ready to fall off. I’ve offered him the milk and powdered food they sent home with us from the orphanage, but he spits it right back out. Nothing works! He’s been doing this for hours. Maybe it’s just me? Maybe…maybe he hates me.”
Marty Flaherty gripped her friend’s slender shoulders and hugged her hard from behind, her bangle bracelets jingling and shiny around her slender wrist. “Who could hate you, honey? No one. That’s who. So just forget that notion right now. He’s just adjusting to his new surroundings, that’s all. He’s been in a different environment for almost a month of his life. This is all new. New smells, new sounds, new everything.”
Nina bobbed her head emphatically, clinging to the baby’s fist with one hand and using the other to brush a tear from her friend’s face. “What Marty said. He might only be a month old, but I’m sure he senses the difference in routine, people, whatthefluff ever. Okay, so he senses it in an excruciatingly loud way with lungs the size of Sherman tanks, but the little dude’s just expressing himself. He’s as new to you as you are to him, Wanda. Swear, that’s probably all it is, dude.”
Marty paused and looked to her friend, cocking her swirly blonde head with the immaculate highlights. “Did you just agree with me, Dark Overlord of the Night?”
“She did,” said the tiny black cat with an enormous head (Calamity, to anyone who asked) curled up in a ball on the back of an overstuffed armchair by the bay window.
Nina covered the baby’s ears and narrowed her charcoal-black gaze at Marty. “Shut your gooped-up face, ass-sniffer, and you, too, Calamity. Yeah, I agreed with you, numbnuts. And if it meant this super unhappy little dude would stop crying, I’d even shop with you. Wear makeup. Put on a stinkin’ dress. A fucking yellow one with flowers and lace. Whatever it takes.”
Marty snickered and grinned. “Marshmallow.”
Nina recovered the baby’s ears with her fingers. “Frosted blue eyeshadow-aholic,” she shot back.
Marty stuck her tongue out at the half vampire, half witch, visibly fighting not to respond out of obvious respect for the baby’s tender ears.
Wanda’s husband, Heath, an incredibly tall, well-muscled hunk of a man, reached a large hand out and cupped the baby’s head with a sympathetic smile. He dropped a kiss on the top of his light brown head while wiping the tears from the baby’s cheeks with his thumb.
“Buddy, what’s the trouble? Daddy will do anything to make it better.”
Baby Schwartz-Jefferson bowed his body with another ear-piercing howl, arching his spine out and away from Wanda, whose tears now flowed freely down her creamy cheeks.
Her lower lip trembled when she whisper-sobbed, “He hates me. Us. Everything. This was supposed to be a special day. A celebration. A day to welcome him into our family, and now…”
Keegan, yet another delicious specimen of paranormal male—and Marty’s other half—shook his raven-haired head, squeezing Wanda’s shoulder. “Impossible, lady. You’re the most likeable person I know, and this is a special day. It’s just noisier than first anticipated. What’s a party without some noise?”
Nina pushed her way past the men and held her arms out. “Okay, that’s enough of that whiny BS, Wanda Jefferson. Give me the kid and you go get your shite together. Wash your face, brush your hair, moisturize, whatever. I’m not gonna to have you questioning the meaning of your existence because the kid’s disoriented. Hand him over to Auntie Nina. Go find your center while I see if there’s some kind of spell I can cast to help. Darnell,” she called over her shoulder at the large man in gold high-tops who looked like a teddy bear dressed as a rapper. “Grease up those silky-smooth vocal chords, buddy. I feel a round of ‘Wheels On The Bus’ comin’ on.”
Darnell grimaced as his weary chocolate-brown eyes met Nina’s. “I got you. Whatever y’all need, boss.”
The stately, elderly gentleman named Archibald, with the kind blue eyes ensconced in a smiling face, dressed as though he’d come from the eighteen hundreds in his formal manservant wear, nodded and tugged at his throat. “Oh, Miss Nina, no more ‘Wheels On The Bus’. I beg you—beg you. What say you to a rousing ‘Michael Row The Boat Ashore’? I daresay, I’m a mean contributor when singing in the round.”
Nina scooped up the screaming baby from Wanda and slapped Archibald on the back with a chuckle. “Been a rough few days, huh, buddy?”
His grin wore some frayed edges as he ran the back of his hand over the baby’s plump cheek, but still his gaze was filled with joy. “I daresay, ’tis been at the very least loud. I believe we’ve sung every song in the history of baby songs, to which our fair master has quite promptly turned his nose up. Yet, howling aside, we already love him as our own. Do we not, young sapling?”
“Sapling,” Nina snorted, wrinkling her nose at Wanda as she made her way across the wide family room filled with beautiful Belgian farmhouse décor in a soft palette of creams and light sage greens, with stone pots full of lavender. “Can we get a name here, please, Mommy? Tell Mommy she needs to give you a name, Punkin’. How do you feel about Screech?”
The baby responded by batting his fists in the vampire’s face.
“Okay. You don’t like it. I’m not insulted. We’re only making suggestions here,” she replied, nibbling at his jaw, refusing to be deterred by his angry cries. She made another proposal as she whisked him off with Darnell and Archibald in tow. “Oh! I know. Mouth? Or Mouthy with a Y or maybe a double E? You know it’s all the flippin’ rage for new parents to turn a simple name into a spelling bee just to be different these days.”
As if the poor child hadn’t opened his mouth wide enough before, he did so this time by staring directly at the beautiful woman and literally screeching in her face.
Yet still, Nina wasn’t put off. “And people complain about how loud I am. Sheesh, buddy. Yer takin’ my cake.”
As Nina took the baby off to another room in Wanda and Heath’s amazing house, and assorted offspring of the group played in the big farmhouse kitchen, Sally Brice—Sal, to the maybe two friends she had left—quietly observed from her corner in an overstuffed armchair while pretending to write notes on a legal pad.
As things quieted once more, Wanda finally ventured a sheepish peek at her and smiled an apology. “I’m so sorry you had to see us like this, Miss Brown. I find I’m so emotional these days. We weren’t expecting… I mean, the agency didn’t tell us to expect you today…”
Miss Brown. She had to remember she hadn’t used her real name or she’d blow her cover.
Sal held up a hand and shook her head. “Not at all. But surprise home visits are a part of the package, I’m afraid.” She patted herself on the back. That sounded very natural. Like she had a total clue as to what she was talking about.
Wanda—elegant, refined, utterly ruffled—folded her hands in her lap. “I guess we really surprised you with all the carrying on, huh?”
Sal had come here full of vim and vigor, ready to rip the baby from the arms of his new parents, only to be astounded by what greeted her. People. So many pretty people all packed into a room, doing everything in their cumulative power to stop this baby from a moment’s unhappiness.
They soothed. They cajoled. They supported each other in an endless round of patience and understanding. After a half hour of all the screaming, Sal wanted to make a run for it, but she couldn’t.
She wouldn’t. She was mesmerized by this network of men and woman known as OOPS and their unwavering devotion to each other and the comfort of this child.
Sal didn’t like it. Or rather, she didn’t want to like it, but even she had to admit the baby was in good hands. But that didn’t give her any explanations. She wasn’t here to be wooed. She was here for answers.
So instead, Sal played the part she’d come to play. Social worker—which was a huge stretch for someone as ridiculously inexperienced with kids as she was.
Searching her mind, Sal tried to recall the million and two movies she’d seen featuring infants and the advice she knew had to be stored somewhere in her head.
Taking a deep breath in the silence that had enveloped the family room, with its comfortable furniture, throw pillows and blankets in muted blues, creams and white, she took a stab at it.
Leaning forward, Sal tucked her hair behind her ear into the conservative bun at the back of her head. “You know, I think your friends are right when they say he just needs to adjust. It’s true. He can sense a new environment, new crib, etcetera, and that may take him a bit to warm up to. Babies like yours, who’ve been in an orphanage for a time, can sometimes react adversely to the love I’m certain you want to shower on him. He’s not used to being kissed and hugged. Cuddling and playtime and all the things crucial to a baby’s development sometimes go by the wayside in favor of just getting the job done. While the orphanage takes great pride in providing all the necessary things like food and shelter, they’re strapped for the equally important hugs and kisses and say…er…tummy time.”
Phew. Where she’d pulled the phrase “tummy time” from was a mystery, but they all appeared to absorb the information and nod as though she made sense—which was an enormous relief.
Marty’s finger shot up in the air, her blue eyes twinkling. “Tummy time! Right. That helps strengthen his shoulders and neck, yes? But he should always be supervised, if I recall. It’s been so long since Hollis was born, I’ve forgotten.”
Wanda sat up straight and smoothed her flowing floral skirt over her thighs. “I don’t think tummy time is what he’s so upset about, but I’ll try anything to get him to calm down. This can’t be good for him. I can’t bear to see him so unhappy. I know it’s a million times worse for him, but… It’s…”
“Upsetting,” Sal finished for her, crossing her ankles, only to catch a glimpse of her ugly, brown orthopedic shoes. Buying them had seemed to make perfect sense. They felt like something a social worker would wear when she was trying to come off stern and authoritative. Now, in front of all these pretty people, she just felt foolish. “I can only imagine how hard this has been for you as a new mother. Adoption has a way of throwing you into the burning ring of fire, doesn’t it?”
But Wanda waved a slender hand at her. “No, no! Forget about me and how I feel. I’m sorry you had to see me cry. I’m not normally so emotionally overwrought. You’d think I’d actually birthed the baby and was suffering from post-partum from the swing of my hormones. Anyway, it’s not me we need to worry about. It’s him. I want him to feel safe, loved, comfortable. We waited a long time for him. I’m determined to do this right, and seeing him cry like this is tearing me apart.”
Sal’s heart clenched into a tight ball. Samantha would have loved to hear Wanda was so invested.
Pretending to write something on her legal pad, she smiled at the lovely woman again. “How long ago did you apply with the agency to adopt?”
Heath smiled, twin grooves appearing on either side of his mouth. His classically handsome features beamed with pleasure. “Last October. We thought it would take forever to be approved, but as you know, we have forever to wait,” he joked.
Wanda actually chuckled and smiled up at her husband, who’d come to crouch beside her rocking chair. She tugged at the collar on his fitted shirt in a loving gesture. “It’s true. We do have an eternity.”
Sal couldn’t help but let a smile slip, too. “You’re both…?” she asked, a leading tone in her question because she didn’t know their species.
“Vampires,” they chimed in simultaneously, then laughed. “Well, I’m half werewolf, half vampire.” Wanda smiled again, her face bright, her skin creamy smooth.
“How interesting. Bet that’s some story, huh?” Sal couldn’t help but be fascinated by these people she wanted to hate. They were all so…so…nice.
Now Marty, snugly fitted against her husband’s side, chuckled. “If you only knew the things we’ve all been through.”
The one thing Sal did know was what they’d been through. She knew people all over the globe. She heard the gossip in their paranormal world. In and amongst their kind, these women in particular were legend. “So I’ve heard. I know all about OOPS.”
Wanda’s face instantly went worried and she was quick to reassure. “But we’re very careful when we accept a client at OOPS. I mostly do a lot of soothing and comforting. Nina’s the muscle of our group. I promise you, I try and stay as safe as possible.”
But Sal shook her head and held up a hand. “That’s not why I’m here, Mrs. Jefferson. I’m only here to check on the baby’s well-being and observe. Not to judge your chosen path in life.”
Though, the whole OOPS support group thing did worry her, if she were honest. These women saved all sorts of people from paranormal crisis. Often, the clients they dealt with were in an accidental predicament. The women swooped in, at no cost to the client, and selflessly put themselves on the line to help them learn to adjust to their new lives.
If what she’d heard were true, some of the stories were incredible—and dangerous. Who’d take care of the baby if something happened to Wanda? Though, Sal already knew she had the answers. They were all right in this room. They were singing songs to soothe an irate baby in the other room. The baby would never want for a thing with this bunch.
That left her comforted. But that also left Sal deflated. Still with plenty of unanswered questions, but deflated.
Rising, Sal ran a hand over her hair then held it out to Wanda, who rose instantly, too, and enveloped her fingers with a warm grip.
“Again, I’m sorry your visit was so…loud. Please feel free to drop by anytime.”
Sal almost winced as she let go of Wanda’s hand. This was her last connection to Baby Schwartz-Jefferson, and it was slipping away as quickly as sand in an hourglass.
Fighting the threat of tears, she composed herself enough to ask, “Might I make a suggestion to help with the baby’s care?”
Wanda’s face relaxed a little, making it clear she was open to contributions. “Anything, of course. Please.”
“I know you’ll find this unconventional, or maybe even a little crazy. I also know the adoption agency will tell you if you allow the baby’s human side to take over, he’ll eventually stop crying. But I can’t bear to hear his cries either. And it isn’t like you can explain to him the craving will pass like you might with an adult.”
Wanda’s head tilted to the side. “The craving? The agency didn’t say anything about cravings. They said he just cries sometimes. They actually said to let him cry a little longer each time before rushing in to soothe him. They told us to just ride it out and it would pass. But they didn’t explain much else. Though, his crying surely hasn’t passed, so I’m not sure what you mean by cravings.”
Yeah. She’d bet that’s what they told her. Naturally, they hadn’t told her the most important bit about adopting this baby because it wasn’t exactly pleasant—or even terribly legal.
“That’s all well and good, and eventually, I’m positive you’ll be able to wean him, but for now and up to the first year, his development is crucial.”
Wanda frowned. “Wean him? I don’t understand, but just tell us what we need to do. Please.”
“For the love of Popsicles, pleeeaase tell us!” Nina shouted from another part of the house, where the baby’s muffled cries continued as another round of “Michael Row The Boat Ashore” began.
“I’m sorry, I’ve gotten ahead of myself with words like cravings and weaning. Here’s what I mean. He needs brains, Mrs. Jefferson. A baby zombie needs brains.”



Chapter Two
Wanda’s mouth dropped open, but Marty rushed in to speak for her friend. “Brains? Like, the morgue and dead people and well, you know…dead people?”
Sal nodded her head as she made her way to the cheerfully antiqued double doors, preparing to leave. “I do know. I also know the council and all their hags combined wouldn’t know how to deal with a zombie baby any more than they know how to deal with me—a banshee. Banshees are rare, too.”
“A banshee? What in the name of Twinkies is a banshee?” Nina yelped. “Knew you smelled weird!”
“Can it, Elvira!” Marty shouted to her. “Please, continue, Miss Brown.
Sal hid another smile. This Nina was really something. “Anyway, I’m sure they’d like your baby to integrate into the human world just like everyone else, and in some instances, I agree. We can’t have everyone running around willy-nilly, eating livestock or drinking blood from innocents—”
“Whoever made that rule is a moron!” Nina called out over the baby’s cries.
Sal almost laughed, but instead, she nodded her head in a sage bounce. “My point is, there are maybe four or five zombies in the world at large. Your baby is rare—so rare. But he’s only half human, and I have it on good authority he needs brains to quell his cravings. I can’t think of a single really good reason why the council prevents you from collecting a brain or two—the person you’d take it from is, after all, dead and won’t miss it. Yes, science could surely use it, I suppose, but in the face of allowing a baby to suffer, I don’t see the harm. However, the council’s all about being as politically correct as possible, and that means letting your baby suffer while he waits for his human half to take over. Council calls it a process. I call it baloney.”
“Brains? Process?” Wanda repeated, her gaze far away. “My God, it all makes sense. We’re so used to Carl—who happens to be the product of a very tragic accident, by the way—and his broccoli, I guess it just never occurred to us. I feel so stupid!”
“Carl?” She’d wondered about Carl ever since she saw his name on one of her reports. How did a zombie survive on broccoli alone? Never mind that, how did Carl survive when all his organs were dead? The mysteries of the paranormal would never cease to amaze her.
Marty nodded and smiled. “Yes. Didn’t you read about him in the intent-to-adopt statement Wanda and Heath wrote?”
Shit. No. She hadn’t because, well, she was a big fat liar right now. Refusing to become flustered, Sal improvised while giving them a weary look. “I deal with so many cases. It must’ve slipped my recollection of the case.”
“I’m sure you’re busy,” Marty soothed. “Anyway, Carl lives with Nina, but he’s family to all of us. He’s a fully-grown adult who suffered a spell gone sideways via a witch doctor. We found him while we were on a case. That was Harry’s case, right?” She looked to Wanda for confirmation.
Wanda agreed with her friend. “Yes. That was a doozy.”
“Harry?” Sal asked, though she knew she shouldn’t muddy the waters further.
Marty smiled her sunshiney smile. “He’s my sister-in-law’s husband. I can’t explain how Carl ended up not needing brains the way zombies do, but he loves broccoli and almost any vegetable—he’s almost totally vegan. He speaks in one-word sentences most times, and that’s after Nina spent countless hours teaching him how. And he reads, too. Anything and everything. He loses digits we have to duct-tape back onto his hands on the reg, but has a heart the size of half the eastern hemisphere, and he’s truly a treasure. Still, he’d never survive without Nina. I don’t even know if he knows he’s supposed to eat brains. In fact, I’m pretty sure he doesn’t even know he’s a zombie.”
“Is he half human, too?” Sal asked, intrigued. Samantha would have liked to have met someone like her—even if he couldn’t speak.
Heath shrugged his wide shoulders, reaching for Wanda’s hand to tuck it against his side. “We don’t know for certain. We only suspect. Whatever happened to him when that witch doctor Guido tried to change him back with some hinky spell he’d concocted, it got royally screwed up, and Carl is the product of some poorly executed magic. But he definitely doesn’t eat brains.”
Sal looked around the spacious room with its enormous potted plants and pictures of friends and family. “Where is this Carl?”
“With his aunt Teddy on her ranch in Colorado,” Nina called out over the now weakening cries of the baby.
Wanda bobbed her head. “She has an exotic animal rescue and our Carl loves animals. Nina tries to expose him to all sorts of things—different environments, people and so on. So when our friend Teddy called to see if he’d like to come out for a week of horseback riding and hanging out with her husband Cormac, Nina, nervous Nellie that she is, actually consented. He’ll be back tomorrow.”
That, too, reassured Sal the baby would at least have some exposure to where he came from. Sort of.
“Did they give him brains at the orphanage? How could they have possibly allowed him to cry for an entire month?” Wanda asked, threading the fingers of her free hand together in a nervous gesture.
Sal’s stomach plunged in a downward spiral. “I don’t know, Mrs. Jefferson. I do know the cravings for brains don’t always start at birth. I don’t even know how he came to be at the orphanage, truthfully. They don’t give me that information. I’m the aftercare, so to speak. You went through an adoption agency, didn’t you? To adopt him?”
Heath nodded, tightening his grip on Wanda’s hand. “We did, and we gave a sizeable donation for expenses for the mother and whatever else was needed, of course. It was our understanding the agency had no history on the baby. The only information they gave us was the little guy was in an orphanage until they matched him with us. They felt it was best to keep his adoption closed and we agreed to do that until he’s eighteen. Then I believe he has the right to know where he came from if he so wishes.”
The agency. Sal had to fight not to roll her eyes. That damn Bright Futures Paranormal Adoption Agency was a joke. She just didn’t know how much of a joke, or why these nice people were mixed up with a place like that. So she hid her disgust.
“So no prior history…” Sal muttered and reached for the door handle. “I’m sorry. I wish I could help more. The only thing I can tell you for sure is your baby needs brains.”
“Uh, nice social worker lady?” Nina interrupted as she came from the back of the house back into the living room. “Any big ideas on where to get the brains?”
Oh, sure. She had plenty of ideas. In fact, when she left here, she was going to go heist some and drop them on Wanda’s doorstep. But would a reputable social worker know sketchy info like that? Likely not.
“I’m sorry, Mrs. Statleon. I don’t know specifics. I only know what I’ve heard in my many years of experience as a…social worker.”
Wanda held her hand out again, her eyes weary. “You’ve done plenty. We’ll figure it out from here. Thank you, Miss Brown. I hope the next time you see us, it will be under much quieter circumstances.”
“Thank you, Mrs. Jefferson. Both of you,” Sal said, acknowledging Heath as well. “Much luck and happiness with your new family.”
As she stepped out into the bright sunshine of a May day, it was all Sal could do not to run right back in there and yank the baby from their arms just to keep her attachment to Samantha as close as possible.
It didn’t matter that she didn’t know thing one about caring for a baby. Her life was her own and she liked it that way, but for Samantha? She’d do anything. Even raise a baby.
That included pretending to be a social worker—which she felt rather confident she’d pulled off as she raced down the wide front porch steps of the Jeffersons’ gorgeous home, carefully avoiding planters overflowing with spring flowers. Rounding the corner of the street, she began pulling off her demure jacket in shades of a dull brown that matched her equally demure skirt and pulled the pins from her hair to let it flow down her back.
Pausing for a moment, listening to the sounds of a quiet Saturday afternoon in suburbia, she gulped in deep breaths. As sprinklers chugged and lawnmowers mowed, she swiped at the tears falling down her face with impatient fingers. Tears for the loss of Samantha. Tears for a life she’d never had—nor likely ever would.
Sal smiled when she saw her motorcycle, parked at the curb lining this beautiful street with its tall oak trees and well-maintained gardens full of bright geraniums and pansies. Riding would wash away her anxiety. At least for a little while.
Maybe she’d head toward the Poconos after she grabbed some brains for the baby. It was a beautiful day and the drive would do her good, maybe clear her mind.
As she prepared to sling her leg over the seat, hiking up her skirt to reveal biker shorts, someone grabbed her by the arm and squeezed.
“Are you goddamn well insane?”
Oh, good. The party-crashing skinwalker’d arrived. “Depends on who you ask, Private Detective.”
In an instant, Grey Hamlin’s face was blocking the buttery ball of sun, darkening her day. “Didn’t I tell you after you literally stole the info I had on those people you had to promise to stay the hell away from them?”
Sal yawned, leaning forward to grab her helmet from her bike’s handle as she shrugged him off. “And didn’t I tell you not even Satan himself could prevent me from checking on the baby? Why would I take your word for anything?”
He planted his hands on his lean hips. “You’re asking for trouble, Brice. I found the damn baby for you. The baby’s fine. No. The baby’s great. The baby lucked out. The baby hit the parental lottery and I told you that in good faith. Can’t you leave well enough alone?”
Sal popped her lips as she made a thick braid of her hair, letting it drape over her shoulder. “You’ve known me for what—six months now? Surely you know ‘well enough’ isn’t what I do.”
Grey huffed a breath and glared down at her with his gorgeous green eyes. “You hired me to do a job and I did it. I gave you the pictures. His birth certificate—everything. That should have damn well been enough.”
God, Grey was sexy. Still just as sexy as the day she’d gone to him and offered him all the money and information she had in the world to help find her best friend Samantha Carter. “Then why do you give a rat’s ass what I do now that your job’s done? Check cleared, didn’t it?”
His hard jaw went harder, the stubble lining it dark and prickly. “Call me crazy, but I don’t want to see you get hurt.”
“Hurt? How the hell can I get hurt and why are you following me around like some whipped puppy?”
Hurt. He had some nerve talking about hurt after he’d broken up with her. That had hurt.
He clamped his yummy lips shut for a moment, but then he smiled his gorgeous smile, flashing those perfect teeth he’d once told her his parents paid big bucks for.
“First, isn’t seeing the baby of your best friend, your last link to her, hurtful? Because you can’t tell those nice people in there who you are. The deal was if I found him, you’d shut your mouth about how you found him because it can cause me all manner of grief.”
He was right. That had been the deal. But she refused to acknowledge as much out loud. Instead, she lifted her chin and averted her gaze, focusing on a lovely row of holly hedges.
But Grey tipped her chin up with a finger and forced her to see him. “Second, I rather think of myself as more sensei than puppy. You know, guiding you. Sort of wax-on, wax-off style,” he quipped. Which was just like Grey. When he didn’t want to talk about his emotions, he resorted to jokes.
She revved the engine of her bike, making sure it was nice and loud, then pulled her body away from his luscious one. “Well, listen up, Mr. Miyagi. You made it clear as day we were over. And that’s fine. You did your job and you washed your hands of me. In my mind, ‘over’ means you no longer trail behind me like stale breadcrumbs and go your merry way while I go mine. So what’s wrong? Is your way not so merry? Do ya miss me, Grey? Isum’s wonewee?” she taunted, because it felt good to lash out.
Because damn him to hell, she missed him with an ache she’d only felt once before in her life. When her best friend went missing. But the hell she’d let Grey Hamlin see that. The hell she’d let him know the smell of his cologne was killing her right now.
Or that the feel of his fingers around her arm sent wave after wave of tingles along her skin—or even that his perfect body, with all its angles and edges, didn’t even have to be touching hers to leave its imprint.
The hell.
She’d made a stupid mistake when she’d fallen for the guy she’d hired out of desperation. Private Detective Grey Hamlin, in all his dark, mysterious smexyiness, had sucked her in and spit her back out once the job was done. He was right. He had done what she’d paid him to do.
Found her friend and then later, when she’d learned Samantha had a baby, she’d asked him to find the baby, too.
And he’d done that.
He’d also dumped her the moment he’d located the baby.
Morphing into an exact replica of her, as skinwalkers are wont to do, Grey made a big deal of tossing his hair just like she did and mocked, “Isum’s is not at all lonely. Isum’s is perfectly fine, thank you. And FYI, I miss you like I’d miss a good bout of the bubonic plague.”
God, she hated when he did that. At first, his ability to morph into virtually anyone after seeing them only once had freaked her out. She’d never met a skinwalker in all her thirty years, but her research had told her they only turned into animals.
However, Grey, like her, was considered highly evolved, and could turn into most anything or anyone with just a glance at their behaviors. He didn’t even need to touch them. The trouble, or at least he said it was troubling, was he couldn’t do it for long.
After she’d gotten used to it, and understood it only made him a better detective to have that kind of power, it became a laugh riot when he morphed into someone. When they’d been together and the laughs were aplenty, that is. But his skinwalking abilities weren’t nearly as funny now that she was his target.
“Isum’s can fuck off,” Sal responded, flipping him…er, herself the bird.
God, that was weird.
He morphed back and pulled his reflective sunglasses off the top of his head, placing them on his nose. You know, so she couldn’t see whatever it was he was hiding in those green-green eyes.
Running a hand over his thick dark hair, he jammed them into the pockets of his tight jeans. “And I’ll do just that as soon as you’re on your way.
“What the hell are you doing here anyway? What is it that you want from me, Grey? Go away.”
He clucked his tongue in clear admonishment. “I want you to promise me you’ll leave the Jeffersons alone and let them raise that baby. They’re good people. Honest people. Besides, I can’t afford for people like them, important people in our world, to know I helped you hunt them down. They’re influential in our world, Sal. They have a ton of respect from the council. I don’t need the big guys trampling my little corner of the universe.”
Tears burned the back of her eyelids. Baby Schwartz-Jefferson was the last link she had to her best friend. She knew leaving him and his new family in peace was the right thing to do—her brain knew, that is. Her heart? Her heart wanted to snuggle him against her cheek and inhale his scent, see if his eyes were like Samantha’s, or if he had any of her traits at all.
And if she promised Grey she’d leave the Jeffersons alone, did that mean he’d leave her alone? Forever? Did it mean he’d stop popping up in her life? Maybe, even if the attention was negative, she wanted him to keep popping up in her life.
Which is pathetic, Sal. Epically pathetic.
Straightening her shoulders, she decided she agreed with her inner voice and it was time to cut the cord. “Fine. I promise to leave them alone. Heaven forbid I should screw up your shady little detective business. We done?”
He paused a moment, almost as if he wasn’t done. But then he let her arm go and backed away from the bike, holding up his wide hands like white flags. “Done.”
Flipping a hand up as though she didn’t care a lick, Sal waved him off in dismissal. “Sayonara, Hamlin,” she called before taking off down the perfectly paved street with the perfect houses and perfect yards to head home to nothing once more.
Absolutely nothing.

* * *
Grey ran a hand over his hair again, sighing a ragged breath as he watched Sal turn into a dot on the horizon, her hair flying in an inky black ribbon from beneath her helmet. That damn woman was going to be the death of him. She was like keeping a grip on a greased cat, but if she didn’t watch her pretty ass, she’d stick her nose in something she had no way to protect herself from.
And all because she just wouldn’t let shit go.
When she’d come to him for help a few months back, he’d been prepared well in advance. Carefully placed informants ensured Sal Brice would hear about him when she flew onto his radar, asking questions about the disappearance of her best friend Samantha Carter.
Samantha was half human, half zombie—a very rare combination in the world of paranormals and highly prized. When she’d gone missing, no one paid much attention until her name became associated with something much bigger than just her disappearance.
So Sal, asking around about her, sent up red flags. She’d done just as he’d hoped she would and sought his “private detective” help. In order to contain the little firecracker and keep her from screwing up months of hard work, he’d taken her case in the hopes he’d give her a trickle of information and she’d move along.
In the end, that was all part of the bigger picture. What wasn’t part of the bigger picture was how strongly drawn to her he’d been. Like, insanely drawn to her, and she to him.
Yet, things changed further when she’d come to him midway into the investigation and told him about her vision of Samantha’s death and the mention of the baby. It changed everything, which meant he had to bail from their relationship, and bail fast, so he’d improvised and revised the whole plan by finding the baby for her.
But the plan hadn’t included falling in love with Sal Brice. He’d done everything he could to prevent it. He’d ignored the tingle in his chest whenever she’d shown up with one of her crazy leads on Samantha’s whereabouts.
He’d ignored her plump lips, her sexy scent, her long, straight black hair. He’d fought to keep her safe while she’d stomped her way through lead after lead like an elephant on a rampage.
He’d tried like hell to resist her—even if her dedication and loyalty left him in awe.
And Jesus, he’d failed miserably. So he’d broke it off before it got any worse and she caught on to his game.
Seeing her today had killed him, but letting her go was the smartest thing he could do if he wanted to keep her safe. It really was the only way.
Now, he just hoped she’d do as promised and keep her nose out of things.
And then he remembered whom he was dealing with and sighed again.
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Chapter One
The Harley rumbled to a stop as Julius pulled into a dirt parking lot. The scent of fresh rain mixed with musky swamp mud filled the early spring air. I hopped off the back and removed my helmet, shaking out my long dark hair. Directly in front of us, I spotted an old airboat tied to a dock on the bayou, and to the right there was a weathered shack with a sign that read: Swamp Witch.
“Friend of yours?” I asked my boyfriend, who just happened to be a witch himself.
He wrapped his arm around my shoulders and leaned in, kissing me on the temple. “Not yet, but if this witch has a cold soda in there somewhere, he or she is going to be my new BFF.”
“BFF?” I laughed. “Since when have you joined the twenty-first century?”
“Since I hooked up with you.” He grinned and tugged me toward the fuchsia-colored door.
Julius had lived his formative years back in the early nineteen hundreds. After his unfortunate demise at the hands of a fellow witch, he spent the next ninety or so years as a ghost. Luckily for both of us, he’d recently made his way back to the living with a little help from Bea, the former New Orleans coven leader. Now he worked for the Witches’ Council, dealing with abnormal paranormal activity. But not this week. We were on an extended weekend getaway in Mayhem, Louisiana. The small bayou town was south of New Orleans and off the beaten path— perfect for riding the Harley and exploring places like the Swamp Witch.
“After you,” Julius said, opening the door for me.
A bell that sounded suspiciously like a bamboo wind chime whispered through the sage- scented shop. I weaved my way through narrow aisles filled with herbs, chicken feet, incense,
candles, and dusty bottles of potions until I came to a display of brightly colored voodoo dolls. I pointed at the purple one marked Fire, Bacne, and Cauldron Bubble.
“Bacne?” I said out loud and then chuckled, reaching for it. A voodoo doll to produce back acne was evil and hilarious all at the same time.
“I wouldn’t touch that if I were you.” A woman wearing a lime-green peasant skirt and formfitting tank strolled toward me. Her wide, honey-colored eyes crinkled at the corners as she sent me a welcoming smile. She inclined her head, indicating the voodoo dolls. “They’re a little more potent than I’d expected.”
“You’re saying if I pick one up I might get voodoo’d?” I asked, snatching my hand back. A sharp pain stabbed me in the shoulder blades, and a glass jar smashed on the old wood floor right behind me. I turned, gasping out, “Oh no! I’m so sorry.”
“It’s all right. I can— No!”
I was already bending over to pick up the pieces of the shattered jar. But just before my fingers closed over the lid, the shop owner called, “Purgamentum!”
The pieces swirled up into a spiral and shot across the room, landing in a large waste basket.
I stood and wiped imaginary dust from my jeans. “Well, that was handy.”
She was already headed toward the register area, shaking her head and muttering something unintelligible to herself.
Julius glanced between me and the witch, then cleared his throat as he followed her across the store. “Excuse me.”
She glanced up, her brow furrowed. “Yes?”
“Can I pay for whatever it is my girlfriend just accidentally broke?” he asked, already reaching for his wallet.
“Oh no.” She waved a hand and grabbed another empty mason jar from the shelf behind her. “That wouldn’t be fair since it was Red’s fault.”
I glanced around the shop, seeing nothing but overcrowded shelves and dust particles floating in the sunlight.
“Red?” Julius asked.
She just smiled as she placed the unopened jar in the middle of the counter. Closing her eyes, she raised her hands and chanted in a language I didn’t understand. Haitian, I guessed. A warm wind whistled eerily through the shop, raising the fine hairs on my arms. I glanced behind us, noting the flicker of the candles.
Julius slipped his arm around my waist, pulling me close as the wind intensified and whipped a strand of my dark hair over my eyes.
I clutched Julius’s arm as the floor started to tremble while glass jars on the shelves rattled together. The door burst open, followed by all the wind being sucked out of the room. The door slammed shut, making me jump slightly as everything went silent.
“What—?” I clamped my mouth shut when red smoke materialized in front of us, curling and twisting into the empty jar still sitting on the counter.
The shop witch’s eyes popped open, and she slowly lowered her arms, keeping them straight out and her palms flat as if she were forcing the smoke into the jar.
I stared, fascinated. The smoke coiled inside, resembling a rope, until it was all there, pulsing slightly inside the glass.
“Fini!” The witch slapped her hands down on the counter, and the lid flew up in the air, landing on the mason jar.
Julius and I stood there in awed silence, watching as it screwed itself on.
Julius finally nodded an acknowledgment at the shopkeeper. “Impressive. I assume Red is the spirit you trapped in the jar?”
She smiled. “Yes. He likes to play games when he gets bored. It’s been quiet around here the past few days.”
“Red is a spirit?” I asked, frowning. Why hadn’t I picked up on that? Ever since I’d come into my medium abilities, the only spirits I’d encountered had been ones who had human form.
“A very old spirit. Not the kind you want to tangle with.” She placed the jar behind her on a cluttered shelf. “Now, what can I do for you kind folks?”
As Julius enquired about a couple of cold drinks, I stared at the large jar and the red smoke swirling within. If I squinted and concentrated enough, I thought I might actually be able to identify the outline of a face. Pointed chin; sharp cheekbones; narrow, wide-set eyes.
“I wouldn’t stare at him too long, child,” the witch said. “He forms attachments, and then he’s sort of hard to get rid of.”
I tore my gaze from the jar and moved to the left, putting distance between myself and the jar. The last thing I needed was an unstable ghost following me around. Two weeks ago, when we’d been on the cruise ship Illusion, I’d had enough crazy to last a lifetime. Between the three ghosts trapped aboard and the certifiable witch who’d tried to turn me into his personal songstress, I was ready for a little normalcy. Well, as much normalcy as one could expect when she was a medium who was dating a witch.
Of course, that would be easier to do if we didn’t insist on frequenting places like the Swamp Witch, which appeared more Voodoo than new age.
“Don’t worry. He’s not going anywhere for a while.” The shopkeeper set a pair of ice- cold glass soda bottles on the counter. With a snap of her fingers, the tops popped right off and landed with a tinkling sound on the counter.
Julius picked his up and saluted her before downing half the beverage.
“Thanks,” I said and took a small swig of cola, wondering if she was always this showy with her magic.
“No.” She shook her head, holding my gaze. “Only when I sense my visitors have the gift.”
I froze, my fingers tightening on the glass bottle. Had she just read my mind? Jade, the woman I basically considered my sister-in-law, was an empath and could read people’s emotions. It wasn’t much of a stretch to think there was someone out there who could hear thoughts too. “How did you...?”
A patient smile curved her lips and lit her amber eyes. “I’m a seer of sorts. Some call me the oracle, but I prefer Avrilla. Avrilla Chateau. Come.” She crooked her finger as she moved out from behind the counter. “I just got in some fun things I think you’ll like.”
Julius and I shared a look as we followed Avrilla down one of the dusty aisles. When we got to the end, she picked up a lone bottle filled with green sludge. The murky contents looked like they’d been scooped right out of the swamp. She handed the bottle to Julius. “For when you need a helping hand.”
He palmed the potion. “What’s in it?”
She didn’t answer. Instead, she turned to me, handing me a small dagger sheathed in a black leather case. “All this requires is a drop of blood to keep you safe.”
The smooth mahogany handle had been polished to a shine while the black leather sheath had intricate carvings of cypress trees and swampland.
“Make sure you’re ready for it when you use it. There’s no going back,” Avrilla said and moved to another aisle.
I glanced up at Julius, noting his eyes narrowed as he stared at the dagger in my hand. “What?”
“That dagger... It’s really old.” “You think?” I held it up to the light and started to pull it out of the sheath. He wrapped his hand around my wrist, stopping me. “Don’t. Not here.” I frowned. “Why not?” Julius shook his head. “Old daggers have a mind of their own sometimes. Be very careful
about when and why you draw it.” “But how do I know if I should buy it unless I take a look at it?” Julius chuckled. “When a witch handpicks something for you, there’s no question.
Especially one who is a seer.” I shrugged. “Okay, but you know this a little strange, right? I mean, I’m not even a
witch.” Not really. A few weeks ago it was revealed that I might have a tiny bit of magic, but not enough to actually do anything with. Not on my own at least.
“Doesn’t matter.” Julius smiled at me and pulled me toward the checkout counter. “The items in this shop are spell-ready. You don’t need to be a witch to activate their powers.”
Well. Wasn’t that handy? Most of the items in Bea’s shop required magic, and thus someone with power, to activate them. Which, let’s face it, was probably for the best since a large majority of her customers were French Quarter tourists. Only things like temporary love spells and mood enhancers worked for the average Joe.
“You’ll want these too,” the swamp witch said, placing a brown paper bag in the middle of the counter.
I leaned over, ready to peer into the bag. “May I?” “Of course.” The witch grinned, showing off her perfectly straight white teeth. Inside, I found a pile of individually packaged voodoo dolls. The one on the top read:
Bubble, Bubble, Crotch Rot, and Trouble. Another read: Chafing of the Shrew. Glancing up, I burst out laughing. “Do these really curse people?” She just smiled that knowing smile of hers. “Careful, they’re potent. Especially Impotent
Gentleman of Verona. That one can last for weeks.” Julius shuddered.
I laughed harder, imagining handing them out as souvenirs when we got back to New Orleans. “Oh man. These are evil in the best possible way.”
Julius handed over his credit card and paid the bill without comment. I was still chuckling when we walked outside. Squinting into the sunlight, I followed Julius over to a picnic bench at the edge of the bayou.
I placed our purchases on the table as I sat next to him. “That was interesting.”
“Not as interesting as that.” He pointed behind the shop where the witch was standing near the water.
“Come here, Buffy,” the witch called as she sat down on the dock, kicked off her shoes, and dangled her feet in the water.
“What the heck is she doing?” I asked, my skin crawling. There was no effing way anyone would catch me putting my feet in the bayou. Didn’t she know there were snakes in that water? Poisonous ones. Of course she did. She was a swamp witch. Maybe she’d spelled them to stay away from her toes.
The water rippled with movement as a large alligator surfaced, heading straight for the witch.
I stood, my body taut and itching to flee. Which was fairly ridiculous since the gator wasn’t anywhere near me.
Julius slipped his hand into mine and smiled at me. “Look,” he said quietly.
The gator had climbed up onto the dock and laid her head in Avrilla’s lap. The witch stroked Buffy’s head, murmuring something to the large beast. Then she lifted one of the alligator’s front legs and proceeded to trim its claws.
“Eww. Is she doing what I think she’d doing?” I asked, my eyes wide. “For spells probably,” Julius said and took a swig of his cola. “Well... that’s odd. And gross.” He chuckled, but I continued to stare, half expecting Buffy the gator to turn on the witch
and eat her face off. But that didn’t happen. When she was done, the witch stowed the collected claw clippings in her skirt pocket and waved the gator away. Buffy slipped back into the bayou and floated for a minute, then disappeared into the murky water.
The swamp witch waved on her way back into the shop. “Say hello to Sterling for me.” “Sterling?” I asked Julius.
He shrugged and held his hands up as if to say “no idea what she’s talking about.” When he finished off his cola, he stood. “Ready?”
I nodded, grabbed our bag of tricks, and followed him back to the Harley. After securing the loot in one of the saddlebags, I climbed on behind Julius and hung on.
Julius roared out of the parking lot. Half a block down the highway, he stopped at a deserted red light. He tapped his fingers impatiently on my thigh, waiting for the light to change. Only it didn’t, and just when he revved the engine as if he was done waiting, the roar of another motorcycle came up from behind us.
A rider on an electric-green, custom chopper stopped beside us. He wore a skullcap helmet and full leathers with a double-headed snake on the back of his jacket.
Suddenly the noise of the motorcycles faded away, and the rider turned to me. He looked vaguely familiar, a snake tattoo crawling up his neck, but I couldn’t place him.
“Hello, Pyper,” he said, his voice gravelly.
Julius stared straight ahead as if he hadn’t noticed the rider, and I instinctively knew I was dealing with a ghost rider. Though I had no idea how he knew my name or why the motorcycle noise had faded.
“How did you do that?” I asked, waving a hand around us, indicating the silence. “A gift from the swamp witch.” “Sterling,” I said, understanding the witch’s parting words. His lips curved into a faint smile, then vanished as his expression durned deadly serious.
“Your help is needed.” I stifled a sigh. Of course it was. It wasn’t every day ghosts came upon a medium they
could talk to. “What can I do for you?”
“Not for me,” he said, his voice grave. “It’s Mia. She’s alive.”
“Mia?” I asked, but as soon as I said the name, a young woman’s smiling face flashed in my mind. The teen’s picture had been plastered all over the news during a statewide manhunt when she went missing five years ago. She’d never been found and was presumed dead.
But thirty days after Mia Trebelle had gone missing from her New Orleans home, the state police had raided a shack out in the bayou that resulted in taking out her assumed abductor—Sterling Charles.



Chapter Two
I stared at the ghost, my mouth hanging open. Holy hell. My heart started to pound against my rib cage. Could it be true? Mia Trebelle was alive? “Where is she?”
He shook his head. “I don’t know. I was tracking her abductor when the police cut my investigation short.”
“But—”
“Twenty-three Motte Lane. Find—” His existence flickered in and out and back again, his mouth moving the entire time as if he didn’t know it was happening, “—key—” Another fade out and back in. “—for answers.”
“What?” I asked, biting my lip, but this time he disappeared with a pop and I knew he was gone. “Damn. Turn around!” I yelled and tapped on Julius’s shoulder to get his attention.
Still sitting at the red light, he glanced back at me. “What?” “Go back.” I waved behind us. “I have to talk to the swamp witch.” He nodded once, and when the light finally changed, he turned around and whipped back
into the parking lot. Once the roar of the motor died off, he asked, “Did you forget something?” Shaking my head, I slipped off the bike. “Did you not see the ghost rider?” He raised both eyebrows in surprise. “You saw a ghost back there?” I nodded. “He wants me to investigate a missing girl. He gave me an address and told me
to find a key.” After filling him in on Mia and what I could remember about Sterling’s death, I added, “He knew who I was and mentioned something about the swamp witch. I think she sent him to me, and I want to know what else she might know.”
“And why she isn’t helping find Mia?” he said, getting straight to the point.
“Right.” “Let’s find out.” He slid off the bike and fell into step beside me. It was then I took another good look at the Swamp Witch shop. What the...? I blinked,
stunned by what I saw. The paint was no longer peeling, and the sign looked brand-new with a cute witch cartoon in the corner. “Holy cow. What happened to the weathered swamp shack? Did she just spell the place?”
He squinted, studying the building. “Looks like it. Though I think I liked it the other way. Much more authentic.”
I had to agree. We made our way back into the shop, but as soon as I stepped through the door, I stopped in my tracks. Instead of the dusty, overcrowded shelves, the place was spotless, with neat rows of cutesy witch dolls, prepackaged tarot cards, carved candles, and neatly packaged herbs. Everything looked like it had been ordered out of a specialty catalog and was in no way authentic to the bayou.
“Hello?” I called out.
A short, perky blonde bounced out of one of the aisles, a small stack of books in her hands. “Hello! Welcome to the Swamp Witch. Looking for something special?”
Julius and I shared a confused look. I cleared my throat. “Um, hi. We were here just a few minutes ago and Avrilla helped us. Is she here?”
“Avrilla?” Her smile faltered. “Sorry. I think there’s been some confusion. I’m the only one who works here. Are you sure it was my shop?”
“Pretty sure,” I muttered to myself and moved to the back of the store to peer out the window. The sun shone off the murky water, and as I stood there, a familiar gator crawled back
up onto the dock. There was no doubt we were in the same place, only the store and the owner had changed. None of it made sense.
“Pyper?” Julius called.
I walked back over to him and the blond witch. She was perched on a stool behind the counter, watching me intently. I slipped my hand into Julius’s just to ground myself in something real, because the shop and the blonde were officially freaking me out. “Sorry. Our mistake,” I said and started to pull Julius toward the front door.
But as we moved away from the counter, I spotted a small container marked Alligator Claws. I paused, studying the gray plastic replicas.
“What is it?” Julius asked me.
“I don’t—” My vision blurred. Then the dusty, dirty shop came back into focus and the claws turned into the real thing.
Those are good for protection, a voice whispered from behind me.
I spun, and the commercialized store full of slick packaged items shifted back into place.
Crap!
I sighed, scooped up a handful of the plastic alligator claws, and dumped them on the counter. “I’ll take these.”
She took forever packaging them in cellophane, and by the time she finally ran my credit card, I was itching to get out of there. I felt like I was in the Disney version of a witch shop.
Once we were back outside, I blew out a breath. “That was...” “Weird,” Julius finished for me. I stood at the motorcycle, staring back at the cheery building.
“Are you looking for anything in particular?” Bayou Barbie asked me.
“It’s not a spell,” Julius said, standing just behind me. “I would’ve been able to feel it.” I turned my attention him. “No. Not a spell. At least not a normal one.” “What does that mean?” he asked, eyeing me in confusion. I had been told I had a small
amount of power recently, like a teeny tiny amount, but nothing that would result in my sensing a spell.
I took a deep breath. “I think Avrilla is a ghost.”

* * *
Windblown and more than a little unsettled, I strode into the Mayhem Bed and Breakfast, Julius behind me. The sound of my riding boots echoed over the glossy wooden floors as I made my way across the foyer to the grand staircase. I had my foot on the first step when a crash came from the formal living room.
“Hey are you—” Julius stopped mid-sentence, his eyes wide.
“What’s going on?” I slipped around him, then clasped my hand over my mouth to stop the uncontrollable giggling. Moxie Mayfair, the inn owner, was bent over, frantically tossing a collection of brightly colored dildos, fur-lined handcuffs, and various tubes of lubricants into a plastic storage bin. And if that wasn’t enough to kill anyone with embarrassment, the air- conditioning suddenly kicked on and the air from the nearby vent blew her short skirt up, flashing her ass cheeks, complete with a tattoo that said: Bite me!
“Oh my,” I said before I could stop myself.
She stood up so fast she dropped her bin, and her collection of sex toys spilled out onto the fancy area rug.
“Your Jack Rabbit rolled under the chair,” Julius said, his tone matter-of-fact. I snorted and turned to him. “How do you know about those?”
He shrugged. “There are a lot of adult stores on Bourbon Street. I had a lot of time on my hands as a ghost.”
Moxie’s round face turned scarlet as she scrambled to collect her unmentionables. “Sorry. It’s date night and I was... uh, you know... getting ready.” She picked up a package of what I swear said Edible Intimates and shoved it behind her back.
“Maybe we should give her some privacy.” Julius slipped his hand into mine and started pulling me from the room.
“Wait!” Moxie threw her fruity panties in the box and ran over to me. “Didn’t you say you’re a body painter?”
“Yeah.” In addition to owning a café, I was also a body painter and sold photographs of my work at a local art shop.
She let out a relived sigh. “Great. Tonight is zombie night, and I’m going to need a little help with my costume.”
“Um, I’m not exactly a makeup artist,” I said, already backing away.
“Oh, I know. I want to do something special for Hale. And I think if I was painted to look like a zombie, he’d really go for that. You know, spice things up. His favorite show is The Walking Dead. A while ago, I ordered a starter kit for body painting, but I really have no artistic ability. And I thought...”
“You want me to paint you to look like a zombie so you can seduce your boyfriend?” I asked, my eyebrows raised.
She bit her lip and nodded, uncertainty flashing in her eyes. “That’s crossing a line, right? I shouldn’t have asked.” Moxie started to back away, shaking her head. “Forget I said anything.”
“Hell no, I won’t forget,” I said, laughing. “I think that’s awesome. Of course I’ll do it.”
“You will?” Julius and Moxie asked at the same time.
“You bet your butt I will.” I grinned at her. “Anything to keep the excitement alive in the bedroom... or living room,” I added, nodding to the adult toy box.
She grinned, her face flushing again. “Thank you so much. I just know he’s going to love this.”
“Give me about twenty minutes to drop this stuff off and get changed.”
Julius followed me up the grand staircase and unlocked the door to our room for me. “What about Mia?” he asked.
I set the bag from the Swamp Witch on the floor and immediately made a beeline to the chest of drawers. “I plan to pump her for information while I get her zombified.”
“Walking Dead date night,” Julius said, shaking his head. “That’s a little...” “Creepy?” I supplied. “Disturbed.” His gaze swept over my body as I discarded my leather halter top. My lips curved into a smile, and I walked over to him wearing only my black lace bra
and low-slung jeans. Placing my hand on his chest, I fisted his T-shirt and tugged him down so our lips were inches apart. “You don’t want to role-play later?”
“Not if it involves you dressing up like a dead person.” I gave him a look of mock disappointment. “But I wanted you when you were dead.” His blue eyes flashed with a hint of mischief. “Correction. I’d prefer if our role-playing
didn’t resemble rotting dead people. But if you want to play the hot medium from Bourbon Street while I spell you with my magic...” He glanced down at himself and then ran a finger over the swell of my breast. “I think we can work something out.”
I sucked in a small breath, ready to ditch Moxie and turn all my attention to Julius. He really did have a magic... ah... package. Only there was a woman being held against her will. And since Moxie had been born and raised in this town, she was sure to have details that would give me a good starting point. I took a step back before I let myself get lost in him. “Meet me for dinner in a couple of hours?”
He dropped my hand and nodded, not bothering to hide the mild disappointment in his eyes. “Bettie’s Beignets, say six?”
The modest café was a half block down from the B and B. They served everything from deep-fried catfish to rum-soaked bread pudding. I’d do just about anything for more of that bread pudding. “Yep, I’ll be there.”
“Good. In the meantime, I’ll do a little research of my own.” He pulled out his phone and started scrolling through his contacts.
“You’re calling the council?” I asked, eyeing him. Julius had been a ghost for almost a century. His circle of contacts wasn’t huge. Me, Jade, Kane, Bea, the New Orleans Coven, and the Witches’ Council.
“After meeting Avrilla, I think it’s wise.”
“Good point.” If we were dealing with any magical beings, it was best to be prepared. And after running into a ghost witch, anything was possible.
“I’m going to grab a coffee and enjoy some of this sunshine. See you later.” Julius pressed a kiss to my temple and then strode out the door.
I sighed, realizing I’d just sent him away while I was half-naked. So much for a romantic weekend getaway. We had a kidnapping to solve.
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Chapter One
Universe 6, May 15,1958, on a hill outside Lisdoonvarna, Ireland…
Angus MacNamara pulled the pistol from the holster on his kilt belt. He checked the chamber, made sure his shot was loaded, then looked down at the grave and glared. Love and hate had always been intertwined in his life. The harpy he had married over forty years ago had been his greatest pleasure and his darkest curse.
Love weakened a man’s resolve. There was no doubting that for him.
“Alright, woman. It’s been nine fecking years, but I finally kept my entire promise to yer dying soul. Yer children are married well, even the stubborn ones. Ya have two grandchildren remembering yer name already, five still on the tit, and a few more on the fecking way because our sons and daughter are as lusty as we were in creating them.”
Angus huffed. “What’s that ya say? I hear ya fussing, even from six feet under. Why did it take so long, Angus? What have ya been doing all this time? This isn’t the 1800s, you crazed old crone. I couldn’t make them hardheads you bore do what they didn’t want to. In fact, I had to fecking bribe most of their intendeds to take them on. Without yer guidance, the last four never got their edges rounded off as well as the first three.”
Angus stomped his polished black brogue on the ground. The tassels of his father’s clan flapped from the top of his pristine white stockings. His kilt lifted, bringing a welcome breeze under it. Wool in the early summer was never a good idea for a man his size. But he’d wanted to look good today. Being as much Scottish as Irish, he’d wanted closure to come in style, which meant while he was wearing his plaid.
“Pay attention to me, woman. Stop rolling over down there and laughing at my misery. Do ya think it's been easy for me all these years without ya? Well, it wasn’t, ya cruel creature. I told ya not to die, but no… ya never did listen to me.”
“I knew ya lost yer flipping mind years ago,” a voice called. “Did ya call me out here to watch ya lose the rest of yer shit, Angus? I’d just as soon not be a part of yer descent into madness if I get a say in things. Plus, I have to tell ya true… the woman yar talking to will come back and haunt ya good if ya keep stomping on her grave like that.”
Angus jumped back from the grave and raised the pistol from his side to point it at the mounded dirt on the ground. Most of him was sure it wasn’t his Mary speaking to him from beyond the veil. He wasn’t that many sheets in the wind… or at least he hoped he wasn’t.
Suddenly a green-eyed glaring angel with shiny, golden brown hair and enormous breasts appeared. Instead of a robe of white, she was wearing some unfortunate man’s stolen pants as she stepped up to face him down. Had he shot himself already and forgotten about it in his dying state? That would just be his fecking luck.
The angel glared at him over Mary’s grave, but held up her hands at the pistol he finally raised and pointed at her. She wisely backed up a few steps which clued him in about what he was doing. One set of the angel’s fingers gripped a note which she shook at him furiously. If it was a page from the great Book Of Life about him, his angel was sure fecking mad about what was written on it.
Lowering the pistol, Angus wavered on unsteady legs, wishing now he hadn’t downed so many pints of Guinness. He’d thought it’d be easier to shoot himself if he was drunk. It never occurred to him that both heaven and hell would gang up against him and send a foul-mouthed angel his way as a final torment. He’d honestly thought ya got to settle yer accounts with St. Peter after ya passed on, but not before ya ended things.
He looked down at the grave again. “Ya could have fecking warned me about the avenging angel coming for me, Mary. What good is it being dead if ya can’t help those ya left behind? She looks mad as the devil ever could look, and now I have to deal with her all by my fecking self. I’ll not be forgetting this betrayal, ya laughing harpy.”
Erin swore under her breath at the way Angus was dressed. Though a tall woman who dwarfed most men in height, she’d always felt dwarfed herself by the nearly two meters tall Angus MacNamara. That was especially true when he was looking every bit of his Scots-Irish self dressed in his best Prince Charlie outfit. It was criminal the way the man’s long, sculpted legs were just meant for his stupid, fecking kilt.
Erin muttered a prayer for patience as she rubbed her forehead. Angus was a known horse’s arse when he was drinking, but he usually had the sense not to pack a fecking gun around while in such a condition. What a day this was turning out to be. She didn’t know whether to be worried for Angus’s sanity or to be in mortal fear for her own life.
“Did ya call me out here to kill me, Angus? Is that what this shit is about? I always knew ya were a competitive sort, but ya could at least try to force me to move first. Yer meddling has nearly ruined my business reputation in this town anyway. Fact is… I’ve been thinking about leaving Lisdoonvarna anyway. No one believes me when I say ya have been buying off the suitors when I know fecking well, it’s the only way ya could ever make a real match.”
“Erin?
Erin O’Shea? Feck ya for not saying hello.
I thought ya were an avenging angel come to torment me.”
Angus stumbled and had to plant his feet firmly to stay standing. He put a hand on his head, but it just wouldn’t stop spinning. Worse, Erin’s complaining always got through even the finest of liquors.
“Och… are ya daft, woman? Our relationship isn’t that twisted. I would never call ya out to Mary’s grave… not for any reason.”
Erin O’Shea reached out her hand and shook the paper in it. “Yar a drunken liar, Angus MacNamara. This is yer handwriting asking me to meet ya here or I’m as dead in the head as yer Mary down there.”
“Liar? I’m no fecking liar,” Angus barked. He shoved the loaded gun back in its holster, fuming because a man couldn’t even kill himself in peace in this town.
Stepping across Mary’s grave to get to the woman who’d both aided and hindered him in his matchmaking efforts, Angus yanked the paper from her steady fingers. Seeing them tremble a bit had him remembering that one night his weakness had decided to get the better of him. It had been so long since he’d had a woman, and the ale had gone to his head then too, and… feck it all. A living man had needs, didn’t he? It had only been the one time, but Erin O’Shea made it seem like he’d ruined her forever.
He looked at his writing on the note, bemused and befuddled by the realness of it. Even as tipsy as he was, he had to admit it was a damn fine replication. “I can see why ya thought this was mine, but I swear on Mary’s grave, I didn’t write this. Tell me truthfully, Erin… ya had this faked to torment me, didn’t ya?”
Erin fisted hands on her hips. “Why in the Goddess’s name would I bother faking a note from ya that had me traipsing out here to watch ya talk nonsense to a bag of bones in the ground? No one’s down there, Angus. Mary’s spirit left this world at her death. I’ve tried to tell ya that for years.”
Angus swung the letter around and shook it at her. “How should I know why ya would do something like this to torment me? Yar a woman, aren’t ya? That makes ya do things no man could ever understand.”
“Listen here, you drunken arse…” Erin began.
A throat clearing nearby interrupted her scolding and earned the interrupter a glare she usually reserved for her primary age students at the school where she taught. The throat clearer was just one of a group of five strange men staring hard at her and Angus. They were strangely dressed too. All looked like they were heading for a fancy French funeral.
The man who had interrupted them hid a smile as he coughed into his hand, but nodded at them both when he saw he’d finally gotten their complete attention.
“I’m Agent Black from Universe 1. And you are Angus MacNamara and Erin O’Shea from Universe 6. You’re very recognizable and it’s a pleasure to see you both in person.”
Angus pulled his pistol. He held it at the ready at his side and didn’t point it directly, but he wanted them to know he could… and would… use it if necessary.
“Who are ya and what do ya want?” Angus demanded. He watched the one who’d done all the talking so far turn to the nearest one behind him. Maybe it was the drink affecting his eyes, or the overcast day making everything dreary, but the men all looked nearly the same to him. He could scarcely tell them apart with their blackened glasses and blacker suits.
“Are we prepared to insert the U10 version?” Agent Black asked the one behind him.
“Yes, sir,” his near twin replied.
Angus cocked his weapon and lifted it. “I don’t think so, boy-o. None of ya will be doing any inserting on me or my lady friend here.”
Erin put her hand on Angus’s arm. “Stop. They outnumber ya. And ya don’t even know what they’re meaning. Lower yer pistol before ya do something ya might regret.”
“Get behind me, woman. I’ll take a few of them out before I go. Maybe they’ll change their mind about what they intend to do to ya.”
Erin snorted and hung on, tugging his arm harder. “If this is another of yer practical jokes to get me behind ya just so ya can fart in my general direction, I’ll not be falling for it this time. Now I insist ya pull yerself out of yer Guinness haze. Lower yer fecking gun before the fecking thing goes off.”
“It’s alright, ma’am. I appreciate you trying to keep everyone safe, but it’s not necessary. The single bullet he loaded earlier has already been removed from Mr. MacNamara’s gun. He won’t be able to harm anyone even if he tries to shoot,” Agent Black said quietly.
Erin turned as Angus pointed the gun to the sky and shot. The trigger clicked, but nothing happened. He jerked from her grasp to examine his pistol.
“What the feck is going on here? It can’t be empty. I just chambered that round,” Angus declared.
Erin watched in stunned fascination as the one calling himself Agent Black calmly shrugged.
“Yes, sir. You did chamber a round. In the time space just after you performed that action and just before Ms. O’Shea arrived here, one of my men briefly inserted himself in a time stop and emptied the chamber while you were distracted with your speech. You were so determined to end your life that we thought it best to intervene a bit earlier than planned.”
Erin turned to glare at the man beside her. “Angus Ian MacNamara,” she said in shock. “Ya were going to end yer own life? Why?”
“My thoughts are my own fecking business… and none of yers… or theirs,” Angus said tersely, his head tilting to the men dressed all in black.
Her single glance back to Agent Black caught the pitying look on his face. Fecking Angus. He was always landing them both in a giant pile of shit.
“I’m sorry to traumatize you, Ms. O’Shea, but your presence is now needed as well. That’s why we sent you the note from Mr. MacNamara. Two matchmakers are required. It’s been decided to take the pair of you while it’s still possible.”
Erin gasped at the admission and shook the note at all the men dressed in black. “I can’t believe ya would be so conniving. May Brighid split ya from gut to gullet on my behalf.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Agent Black said cheerfully. “I am fully versed in ancient Celtic legends from your universe’s timeline. Brighid was the goddess of the hearth and forge, but also the defender of women.”
“I’ll show ya a defender of women,” Angus said, starting toward the man intending to beat the crap out of at least one of them so they’d know he wasn’t fooling around.
“Wait… did ya just say that ya fecking stopped time?” Erin yelled the crazy query in disbelief. Then she started walking toward the man she was trying to save. “Angus, stop… I’m telling ya no good will come from yer impulsive actions.” She picked up her pace, reached out, but Angus speeded up too. “Will ya at least try to control yer drunken self? They’re obviously mad as diseased hens. Get your big arse back here.”
“Shut up, woman,” Angus yelled. “Can’t ya see I’m trying to protect us?”
Erin shook her head fiercely. “No. All I see is an eegit walking half-cocked into a fight with a group of men half his age. Sure now, they’re a skinny lot compared to ya, but I think it will only take a couple to bring ya down. Lay off the lads, you old fool. How much did ya drink today?”
“Actually, it will only take one of us to stop him,” Agent Black said calmly. He motioned with his hand and another of the men pointed a device at a still advancing Angus. A few seconds later, Angus dropped face first to the ground, landing like a large stone.
Calling out in alarm, Erin ran forward and stooped down to check him. “Angus, talk to me,” she demanded, but there was no answer. She looked up and glared at Agent Black. “Bastard. Ya didn’t have to kill him.”
Agent Black smiled. “Rest assured, Ms. O’Shea. I didn’t take his life. I merely subdued Mr. MacNamara while we insert his alternate version from Universe 10 who died just this morning of natural causes. They don’t bury their dead there, so we gathered the body up for our use before they could incinerate it. Mr. MacNamara’s U10 self will show all the signs of having had a heart attack which will allow Mr. MacNamara’s U6 self to travel back with us unmissed. His children will find the U10 alternate and bury him beside his wife. That’s what would have happened anyway if he’d shot himself… probably. Whatever the case, that’s the plan we’re going with today.”
Erin’s mouth dropped open for the second time. Her brain was spinning, but she figured it best to go along with the crazies. “What do ya plan to do with the still live Angus now? I didn’t quite catch what ya said about the matter.”
“You and he will accompany us back to Universe 1 where you’ll serve New Earth and all its remaining people in a unique capacity using the acquired learning of your Universe 6 matchmaking professions.”
“Me? Goddess… yar taking me with ya too?”
“Yes, ma’am. I’m really sorry to deliver this news so abruptly. Your Universe 1 self is also dead, as is the first Erin alternate we jumped there. In Universe 6, you’ll unfortunately become one more missing person who vanished without a trace. That sort of incident happens naturally in all universes, so it’s not like the scenario isn’t feasible in Universe 6 space time. Those who miss you will assume you left because the love of your life died so suddenly and tragically of heart failure.”
“Why would anyone believe such a thing? I’ve never had a husband. I have no love,” Erin declared.
Agent Black smiled. “With all due respect, ma’am, I was speaking of Mr. MacNamara.”
Erin was so shocked that she was speechless for a moment. She looked down at Angus still on the ground. Her inner harpy rose to the surface like it always did when someone pointed out her weakness for the most contrary man she’d ever had the misfortune to lust after.
“Yar speaking of Angus MacNamara? Ya think he’s the love of my life? Now I know yar mad for sure.”
Agent Black rubbed his chin and looked at the other men. They looked at each other and shrugged. Erin heard yet another one speak up, but his comment made little sense.
“In most multi-verses, Ms. O’Shea is with Mr. MacNamara at some point. This is one of the few where it might never have happened… without some intervention, I mean. The risks are marginal and our options for Ms. O’Shea alternates are fewer.”
Agent Black turned back around to face her as he spoke. “Then I remain committed to my plan to take you both, Ms. O’Shea. Hopefully you’ll be a calming influence on Mr. MacNamara.”
“And what happens to me if I don’t fecking want to go with ya?” Erin asked.
Agent Black—the scoundrel—had the nerve to chuckle at her dare instead of answering her. The last thing she saw was him waving a hand to the man behind him without looking away from her. The dastardly device came up again and suddenly she was falling face first across Angus’s plaid kilted ass.



Robyn’s Book List (in correct reading order)
HOT DAMNED SERIES
Fashionably Dead
Fashionably Dead Down Under
Hell on Heels
Fashionably Dead in Diapers
A Fashionably Dead Christmas
Fashionably Hotter Than Hell
Fashionably Dead and Wed
Fashionably Hotter Than Hell
Fashionably Fanged
SHIFT HAPPENS SERIES
Ready to Were
Some Were in Time
No Were To Run
Were Me Out
MAGIC AND MAYHEM SERIES
Switching Hour
Witch Glitch
A Witch In Time
Magically Delicious
A Tale Of Two Witches
HANDCUFFS AND HAPPILY EVER AFTERS SERIES
How Hard Can it Be?
Size Matters
Cop a Feel
If after reading all the above you are still wanting more adventure and zany fun, read Pirate Dave and His Randy Adventures, the romance novel budding novelist Rena was helping wicked Evangeline write in How Hard Can It Be?
Warning: Pirate Dave Contains Romance Satire, Spoofing, and Pirates with Two Pork Swords.



About Robyn Peterman
Robyn Peterman writes because the people inside her head won’t leave her alone until she gives them life on paper.
Her addictions include laughing really hard with friends, shoes (the expensive kind), Target, Coke Zero Cherry with extra ice in a Styrofoam cup, bejeweled reading glasses, her kids, her super-hot hubby and collecting stray animals.
A former professional actress with Broadway, film and T.V. credits, she now lives in the South with her family and too many animals to count.
Writing gives her peace and makes her whole, plus having a job where you can work in your underpants works really well for her. You can leave Robyn a message via the Contact Page and she’ll get back to you as soon as her bizarre life permits! She loves to hear from her fans!
Fun Ways To Connect With Robyn
www.robynpeterman.com
robyn@robynpeterman.com





Table of Contents
Books In This Series
What Others Are Saying
Acknowledgments
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Epilogue
Note From The Author
Check Out The Magic & Mayhem Kindle World
My Three Favorite D’s
Dakota Cassidy
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Deanna Chase
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Donna McDonald
Chapter 1
Robyn’s Book List (in correct reading order)
About Robyn Peterman


cover.jpeg
Magic £Mavhem
Booli Five q

BESTSELLING AU





images/00011.jpg
/N/f(w@g%ﬂ? AUTJ;OB ;
/'DEANNA:CHASE





images/00010.jpg





images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg





images/00004.jpg





images/00003.jpg





images/00006.jpg





images/00005.jpg





images/00007.jpg
e
AL]ENS IN KILTS ABDUCTION 1

éNNA
MdbONALD





