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Witchin’ Up A Spell
By
 
Isabel Micheals



About The Book
One witch scorned. One Shifter stuck in limbo. Demons who rise from Hell, and a Gypsy witch who sees all. What could go wrong? Everything.
Betrayed by his fiancée and best friend, Jasper was done with the idea of love and Happily Ever After. He'd decided it was easier to Love the One He Was With. Did it make him a womanizer? Maybe, but they knew the rules. No relationships. No last names. No sleepovers. No repeat visits. It was called a one night stand for a reason. Besides, he'd failed enough at relationships to last him a lifetime and had no desire to travel down that road again. Ever. That is… until he met Claire.
Claire had one objective when she walked into Sophie's farmhouse… help her new friends reverse an evil witch's spell and return home to her quiet life. What she hadn't planned on was an overzealous Shifter with midnight black hair and ice blue eyes, who touched something deep in her soul. Unable to see her own future, she had given up on Happily Ever After years ago. While Fate had allowed her to assist others in finding their true destiny, she had been denied the same opportunity. Did it make her bitter? Maybe.
So when a scorned witch joins forces with the King of Hell to exact her revenge, hold on to your seat because it’ll take the entire magical community of Bass Ackwards, Tennessee to send him back to Hell.
 
Note from the Author:
Please be advised that there are scenes in Witch With An Axe To Grind and Witchin' Up A Spell that overlap because the storylines were happening simultaneously. 
Witchin’ Up A Spell is based on some of the wonderful characters found in Robyn Peterman’s Magic & Mayhem series.
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Chapter 1
It had been a long, agonizing day and Jasper was ready for a drink by the time he reached Don Juan's. If another person wished him a Happy Valentine's Day, he might just strangle them. He hadn't always loathed the Day of Love, but when you walk in on your fiancée screwing your best friend, it sort of takes the wind out of your sails and leaves you angry enough to contemplate murder. It would have served them right if he had gone with his more animalistic instincts, but even he knew no one looked good in prison orange. Come to think of it, his wolf had howled more at being lied to and humiliated than the fact that Brittney had moved on with Salvatore. Not only was it the final clue that knocked some sense into him, but it also made him realize they weren't destined to be mates. He just wished the blow to his manhood hadn't felt like Thor's sledge hammer reigning down on all the evil and injustice in the world, especially given the Grim Reaper had already ripped to shreds what little heart he had left.
Now, the damn woman had returned to Bass Ackwards, Tennessee professing her love for him. She didn't know the true meaning of love. When you love someone, you don't sleep with their best friend. You don't humiliate them in front of their Alpha, their Pack and the entire magical community. When you love someone, you're loyal to only them. You protect them, instead of making a mockery of the damn relationship. 
The more he thought about their deceit, the angrier he became. Goddess, he needed to let this shit go. If for no other reason than to maintain what little sanity he had left. There was only one problem, the evil ex kept popping up everywhere like a Jack-in-the-Box. Over the last couple of weeks, he had compared her to the damn energizer bunny who wouldn't slink away and lick her wounds like a good little witch in heat.
Shaking off his morbid thoughts, Jasper opened the door to Don Juan's and entered the dim lit room that looked more like a barn than a bar. The sawdust on the wood floors, the open beamed ceiling, and the smell of fresh brew always made him relax. Unfortunately, his relaxed state floated away when he noticed the animal heads mounted on the walls. What in the hell was Shorty thinking? The new décor was suddenly giving him the creeps. The only item that still gave the joint a little class was the mahogany bar Don Juan had insisted on having custom made by a company in Hickory, North Carolina. 
The old jukebox in the corner was blaring Billy Ray Cyrus's “Achy Breaky Heart”, which immediately took him back to 1992, Mandy Morgan, and his dad's 1965 Ford Mustang. Goddess, he loved that car. Hell, once upon a time he thought he'd loved Mandy, but quickly realized it was lust when she started talking about marriage, babies and Happily Ever After. He never understood why Shorty hadn't changed the name of the bar when they'd ran Don Juan out of town for being a lying, cheating bastard who took advantage of other men's women with his cheesy Spanish accent—amongst other things. Moreover, he would never understand what women saw in the sorry excuse for a man.
The bar was full of lively patrons tonight in the mood for a good time. He decided to attribute the extra entertainment to it being a Saturday night, instead of it being Valentine's Day. Quickly taking in his surroundings, he located Dillen at the bar. Walking over, he shook his friend's hand, sat in the seat offered, and ordered a Bud Light. Dillen would give him hell about his choice in drinks, but what could he say. He liked the taste and regardless of what anyone said, it had nothing to do with his waistline. At six foot-three, two-hundred and twenty pounds, he was all man and muscle, which meant there wasn't a thing he needed to prove to anyone.
"Is the beer cold enough for you, Princess?" Dillen asked in a voice two octaves higher than his normal deep baritone grumble. 
"Damn straight, Buttercup. How's your fruity martini?" Jasper replied with a smirk. 
"You know damn well this is Ariel's drink. I'm a man's man and Jack has always been my friend," Dillen said, as he glared at Jasper with disgust.
"Who you trying to convince, Buttercup? Me, or yourself?" Jasper asked skeptically. "Look, there's no reason to be ashamed of your fruity martini. We're all friends here."
"Keep it up, Princess. You may be the Beta of your Pack, but I'm King of my Pride. Care to take your smartass comments outside?" Dillen asked with a mischievous grin.
When both men finally burst into laughter, Shorty let out the breath he had been holding, relaxed and continued serving his patrons. He couldn't afford another fight in Don Juan's. Not only because with shifters, there was always a lot of damage, but also because Sheriff Buford had threatened to close him down if he received one more complaint involving any of his clientele creating a ruckus.
"What are you two knuckle heads up to?" Ariel asked, as she retrieved her apple martini from the bar.
"Just discussing your brother's fear of embracing his desire for fruity martinis," Jasper choked out, as Dillen elbowed him in the gut. 
“Will you two ever grow up?” Ariel asked, as she rolled her eyes and took a sip of her drink. 
“We’re grown up where it counts,” Jasper replied, as he wiggled his eyebrows. 
“Ugh! I don’t need to hear about your manwhoring sexcapades. Thank you very much. Besides, there’s not enough therapy in the world to wash my brain of your dirty, sinful deeds,” Ariel said in disgust. 
“How do you know they're dirty, let alone sinful?” Jasper retorted.
"Speaking of sinful, there's a hot, little brunette on the dance floor who's been eyeing you ever since you walked through the door," Dillen said, interrupting their banter.
"Where?" Jasper inquired. His curiosity piqued.
"Look to your right," Dillen instructed. "She's wearing a sexy, red halter dress with legs that go on for days."
"That's it! I'm out of here," Ariel said. "I don't need to be a witness to your womanizing."
"Suit yourself," Jasper replied, as he quickly returned his attention to the brunette on the dance floor who was now motioning for him to join her.
"Careful man, she might bite," Dillen warned with a smirk.
"Let's hope so," Jasper whispered before downing his beer and heading toward the dance floor. He was definitely up for a little slap and tickle with a willing partner and by the looks of the brunette, so was she. One night stands, he could do, as long as they were clear about the rules up front. No relationships. No last names. No sleepovers. No repeat visits. It was called a one night stand for a reason. Besides, he'd failed enough at relationships to last him a lifetime and had no desire to travel down that road again. Ever.
* * *
Brittney knew she was playing a dangerous game and if Jasper figured out who she really was, all hell would break loose tonight. Yet, it was a risk she was willing to take to get her man back because whether he liked it or not, he was her man. They belonged together. So what if she'd made a little snafu and slept with his best friend. That's where the forgiveness and the forgetfulness came into the relationship. They weren't the first couple to experience growing pains, and she was positive they wouldn't be the last. But they would deal just like any other happily mated couple. She'd apologize and admit her wrong doing. Promise never to do it again. They'd have hot, steamy, make-up sex and everything would go back to normal. It was as simple as that, or at least that's what she kept telling herself.
Besides, the Broke Back Doctor couldn't be wrong. She'd paid $19.99 for his sage advice more out of desperation than anything else, but that was her little secret. Granted, he never mentioned anything about tricking your ex into sleeping with you, but what did he really know. If his plan had been full-proof, he would have been knocking boots with his ex-fiancée, instead of coming up with videos on how to get her back. Putting her wayward thoughts aside, she returned her focus to Jasper and how good he looked tonight in those jeans that were molded to his thighs. The dark blue Henley accentuated his light blue eyes that turned a dark gray when he was all hot and bothered. She'd anticipated that look from him for weeks, as she put her plan into action.
"Okay girlfriend, pull it together. He's taking the bait," she mumbled under her breath, while adjusting her cleavage and continuing to sway her hips in a come hither motion that had all eyes on her. She had to admit that it was a heady feeling being the center of attention and she loved every minute of it.
“That's what got you into this mess,” the Angel on her left shoulder huffed in a disapproving voice. She was dressed in white lace which accented her blonde locks and made her truly look heavenly when you added the halo hovering above her head.
“Quiet you. We've got this under control. Look at him. It's like taking candy from a baby. He can't take his eyes off of us,” the Devil on her right shoulder replied with a knowing smirk, who was dressed exactly the opposite. Her body was covered from head to toe in a tight, red leather bustier showing enough cleavage that it was a little indecent even for Brittney. The matching pants accentuated every curve on her voluptuous body and left nothing to the imagination. Her feet adorned kick ass black stiletto boots that would have made Sidney Bristol proud in the show Alias. However, it was the horns sticking out of her blonde hair that were truly magnificent and completed the outfit. She'd have to consider the look for Halloween. Jasper would definitely enjoy it, especially when it came time to peel each piece off with his teeth. Just thinking about it gave her goosebumps in all the right places.
"Enough you two. You're driving me crazy with your bickering. I've got this under control so why don't you two beat it," Brittney murmured through gritted teeth. The last words floating through her mind before her prey voluntarily entered her web of deceit were come into my parlor, said the spider to the fly.
When Jasper reached her on the dance floor, Brittney smiled and said, “Hey there handsome.”
“Hey there yourself, beautiful,” Jasper quickly replied with a shit eating grin that implied he’d just hit the Jackpot.
Brittney smiled and wiggled her nose, which caused the couple behind her to accidentally bump into them; thereby, pushing her directly into Jasper’s arms. Time was of the essence and she was determined to reclaim what was rightfully hers—or should she say who rightfully belonged to her. When Jasper simply smiled and pulled her closer as the jukebox started playing Reba McEntire and Linda Davis’s 1993 hit, “Does He Love You”, Brittney knew her plan was working. 
* * *
Jasper pulled the brunette closer and started swaying on the dance floor. She was sexy as sin and felt amazing against his body, but he quickly reminded himself that he wasn't looking for love, regardless of what the song on the jukebox implied. Yet, when she snuggled closer, he couldn’t help losing himself in the moment. Lost in thought, he hadn't initially heard her question. “I’m sorry, what did you say?”
“I asked, what’s your name?” Brittney replied in a louder voice.
“Jasper. What’s yours?”
“Jasmine,” she lied, hoping he wouldn’t see through her disguise. She wasn’t sure how long the spell would last. Hopefully, long enough for him to take her to bed because Goddess only knew she needed to get laid. It had been too long and everyone knew all work and no play made Brittney a grumpy witch, especially when she was temporarily living with her psychotic cousin who was hell-bent on winning the love of a man who had kicked her butt to the curb on more than one occasion. She didn’t want to burst Serena’s bubble, but it was obvious Alec had moved on, unlike the man holding her in his muscular arms. The mere fact that he was still single after six months told her he still had feelings for her, which also gave her hope. Something her cousin was definitely in short supply of when it came to Alec.
The more they swayed, the more Jasper lost himself in the song and thought about how it mirrored the situation between him, Brittney, and Salvatore. He couldn’t help wondering if Brittney loved him like she loved Salvatore? Or, whether or not she loved either of them at all? Was it the chase that made her cheat? The thrill of sneaking around behind his back? What kind of woman said she loved you and then slept with your best friend on Valentine’s Day of all days? What kind of best friend slept with your fiancée? The unknown answers to all of his questions drove him mad from time to time. It also pissed him off that he simply couldn’t let it go.
It’d been six months and he had yet to truly move on. He had casual flings and one night stands that meant nothing, but in all honesty, he was lonely. Although he’d never come right out and admit it to any of his friends, there was a deeper part of him that missed being in a relationship. Nope. He’d continue being the player without a care in the world because it was easier than delving into the feelings that kept him awake night after night. It was also cheaper than therapy.
When the song ended, Jasper leaned in close and whispered in Jasmine’s ear. “Can I buy you a drink, pretty lady?”
“I’d love one,” she replied, taking his outstretched hand and letting him escort her off the dance floor.
Once they reached the bar, Jasper ordered a Bud Light for himself and a strawberry margarita for Jasmine. Dillen was nowhere in sight, so they managed to snag a table in the corner for a little more privacy. The more Jasper learned about Jasmine, the more she piqued his interest. Yet, he couldn't let go of the niggling feeling in the back of his head that told him she was trouble. Or, that she seemed familiar to him. Had he slept with her before? He didn't think so, but it still bothered him how familiar she seemed not only to him, but also to his wolf.
"Jasper, did you hear what I said?" Jasmine asked, irritation evident in her voice.
"I'm sorry, Jasmine. I don't seem to be very good company tonight. Are you sure we've never met?" He inquired one more time out of curiosity.
"No, we've never met. Besides, you're pretty unforgettable," she quickly replied with a wink. Brittney knew if she didn't figure out a way to quickly change the subject, the jig would be up sooner rather than later. So, when Brooks and Dunn's "Boot Scootin' Boogie" started playing on the jukebox, she quickly dragged him to the dance floor.
The moment Jasmine started swaying her hips and dancing like she didn't have a care in the world, Jasper and his wolf knew why she seemed so familiar. Her scent was a dead giveaway and he was going to strangle her when they got outside. Not only did he feel like a fool, but he couldn't believe he had fallen for her antics. Again.
In an effort not to cause a scene, Jasper let Jasmine finish her little dance. When the song ended, he leaned in and whispered in her ear, "Let's go outside for some fresh air, beautiful." Just the thought of using such an endearment on her made his stomach turn. She was a manipulative, conniving witch who was about to be put in her place once and for all. He was done with all this nonsense. She needed to understand there wasn't a snowball's chance in hell they were ever getting back together.
When she smiled and complied, Jasper gently took her by the elbow and escorted her out of the building. It took everything he had to reign in his temper. He wanted to throttle Brittney, but knew it wouldn't solve anything. Why she couldn't leave the past where it belonged was beyond him. They both needed to move on. Hell, she had moved on… with Salvatore. He really needed to figure out what had happened there because he didn't have time to deal with a jealous boyfriend. Laughing in disgust, he simply shook his head at the irony of it all and continued toward the exit.
The moment they stepped outside away from prying eyes, Jasper turned to Brittney and said, "What in the hell do you think you're doing?"
Feigning ignorance, Brittney smiled and said, "I don't understand. What are you talking about?"
Taking several deep breaths and running his fingers through his hair, Jasper looked her dead in the eye and said, "I know it's you, Brittney. Your scent is a dead giveaway."
Jasper watched as a myriad of emotions played across her face before she whispered under her breath…
Lies upon lies,
I ask the Goddess to release this disguise,
It's obvious this farce is up,
It's time for me to return to my former slump,
The one I desire is mad as sin,
Please don't let him hold it against me in the end,
So mote it be.
 
"Do you really think I won't hold this against you?" Jasper yelled. "You've made a fool out of me for the last time, Brittney. If I've told you once, I've told you a thousand times, we're done. You ruined whatever chance we had when you slept with my best friend."
"Jasper. How many times do I have to say I'm sorry? It meant nothing," Brittney whined. "Besides, in the end, I came back to you."
"It may not have meant anything to you, but it sure as hell did to me. You don't love me. Hell, I don't even think you love yourself. If we were destined to be together, it wouldn't have been so easy for you to cheat. You left Bass Ackwards with Salvatore. I'll never forget the smug look on that asshole's face, and if I ever see him again, I'm going to do what I should have done. Kick. His. Ass," Jasper said through gritted teeth.
"If you don't love me, then why are you so angry?" Brittney asked, confident she had him by the balls.
"I'm mad because once again, I've fallen for your cheap tricks. It's obvious you have no morals and will do anything to get your way. Well, here's a clue for you. You won't get me. We are done. We were done the moment you jumped into bed with Salvatore. I will never trust you. Ever. As far as I'm concerned, you're dead to me," Jasper exclaimed. "Do you hear me? Dead."
Sniffling, Brittney pleaded with Jasper. "Please don't say that. I love you. I will always love you. We're meant to be together. Don't you see?"
"What I see is a woman who took my love for granted and threw it away like it meant nothing. Now, she's returned to the scene of the crime and is naïve enough to think all will be forgiven. That we can just pick up where we left off. What I see is a delusional person who needs to move the hell on… without me," Jasper replied.
By this time, their yelling outside had stirred a crowd. Jasper wanted to tell them all to go back inside and mind their own damn business. He hated how small this town was and knew by tomorrow morning, his business would have spread like wildfire. He needed a drink and some aspirin for the headache pounding in the back of his head. Once again, he would be the town spectacle. He didn't need this shit, but something prevented him from walking away from the train wreck that had become his life.
When Dillen gently touched his shoulder and told him to calm down, he had to hold back his instinct to react. His wolf wanted vengeance, but Dillen wasn't the one who deserved his wrath. Before Shorty and Ariel could get everyone back inside, he saw the looks of pity on his friends' faces. He hated that damn look. The look that said, poor, stupid Jasper. Will he never learn? Unfortunately, that was the least of their worries when flashing lights attached to Sherriff Buford's car pulled into the parking lot.
"Who in the hell called the police?" Shorty asked, anger evident in his voice. When no one responded, Shorty ordered everyone back inside with the exception of Brittney, Jasper, Dillen and Ariel.
Sheriff Elmo Buford stepped out of his car, pulled up his pants, and walked toward them. "Shorty, I told you what would happen if I received another call about your cli-en-tele."
Before Shorty could respond, Ariel spoke up. "Elmo, there's nothing going on here. Just friends having a conversation outside, so you made the trip for nothing."
"That's not what I heard," he quickly replied, shrinking up his nose like Barney Fife always had in The Andy Griffith Show. In all honesty, Elmo was the splitting image of Barney. He was thin with dark hair, clumsy as all get out, and the Mayor never allowed him to carry a loaded gun. Sound familiar. He was more likely to shoot himself in the foot… again, than to apprehend a criminal.
"I assure you Sheriff, we're all friends here. There's nothing to see. We were about to go back inside and have a drink," Shorty insisted. He didn't need this shit tonight. Don Juan's was his livelihood. If the Sheriff shut him down, he'd have to leave town.
Before Sheriff Buford could respond, one of the tires on his car exploded. Jasper was going to strangle Brittney for messing with the Sherriff's tenuous nerves. Startled by the interruption, Sheriff Buford quickly pulled out his gun and started waving it around like a mad man. He quickly turned toward his car and suddenly realized his mistake before turning back toward Jasper, Ariel, Dillen and Shorty. During the commotion, Brittney had mysteriously disappeared.
"Where's the other one?" Sheriff Buford asked in a shaky voice.
"Where's who?" Ariel asked in confusion.
"You know who. The brunette in the red dress. Where'd she go?" Elmo asked with more force in his voice.
"Sheriff, are you okay? We didn't see a woman in a red dress," Dillen said, trying to deescalate the situation. 
Continuing to waive his gun back and forth, Sheriff Buford said, "I know what I saw. There was a brunette in a red dress here just a few minutes ago. You're not going to fool me. I’m not crazy."
Fed up with the Sheriff, Shorty finally said, "Elmo, stop waving that gun at us before you shoot someone. Besides, everyone knows it's not loaded."
"You don't think it's loaded. I'll show you," Sheriff Buford said as he squeezed the trigger and released one, lone shot in the air. "Oh crap! Now look what you made me do. I'm telling Mayor Granger it was all your fault. He's definitely going to take away my gun and badge this time," Elmo whined, as he paced back and forth.
"Just calm down, Elmo. We promise to tell the Mayor it was an accident if you'll just let this situation go. In fact, no one has to know, except us," Ariel said in a soothing voice.
"Really? You promise not to tell him. I love being sheriff, Ariel. If he takes away my gun and badge, what will I do?" Elmo continued to whine, obviously distraught by the entire situation.
"No worries, Elmo. It'll be our little secret. Shorty will help you clean your gun and we'll get you another bullet. When Mayor Granger checks your gun at the end of the night, he won't know the difference. It's like I said, it'll be our little secret. Now, you go on inside with Shorty and we'll take care of your tire. Okay?"
"Okay. Thanks, Ariel. I've always liked you. You're a good a citizen," Elmo said, wiping the tears from his eyes.
There was a small part of Ariel that felt a little bad about taking advantage of poor Elmo, but only a small part. They needed to fix this mess and put things back to the status quo before Mayor Granger actually showed up. They would definitely need Zoe and Zara's help, so she quickly dialed the sisters. Within minutes, they were on the scene and cleaning things up. Zoe used her powers to make everyone in the bar forget the scene that had played out between Jasper and Brittney. Zara used her powers to repair Sherriff Buford's car. Brittney was nowhere in sight, so they'd have to deal with her later. When things were back to the status quo, the sisters said good night, as Ariel, Dillen and Jasper joined everyone in Don Juan's. It had been a long night and all Jasper really wanted to do was go to bed. He'd figure out how to deal with Brittney tomorrow. She wouldn't get away with the stunt she pulled tonight. Enough was enough.



Chapter 2
When Jasper entered Don Juan’s, it was as if the last two hours had never happened. Brittney hadn’t tricked him by pretending to be someone else. The looks of pity he had seen on his friends’ faces earlier was now non-existent, and Ruby was waiting for him at the bar with a Bud Light in hand. He’d have to thank Zoe and Zara tomorrow for their magical hocus pocus. It had definitely saved his ass tonight.
He accepted the beer from Ruby and grabbed the vacant seat next her. Dillen was on the dance floor with Melanie attempting to line dance, while Ariel had rejoined her friends. Shorty was consoling Elmo and by the looks of their smiles, it seemed as though the two men had come to an understanding. Maybe tonight wouldn’t be a total bust after all. Downing his drink in three long swallows, he grabbed Ruby’s hand and escorted her to the dance floor. Wrapping her in his arms, they swayed to Don Gibson’s “I Can’t Stop Loving You.” When Jasper heard the song crooning from the jukebox, he sighed and gave up trying to fight Cupid. The Love God had definitely made it clear that tonight belonged to lovers, so who was he to judge. For some, the heart wanted what the heart wanted. He just wanted to enjoy the moment of content with Ruby Shae in his arms. If he got lucky tonight, so be it. If not, it would be just another Saturday night in Bass Ackwards, Tennessee.
It hadn’t taken long for things to get hot and heavy with Ruby. Although inviting her to his place had broken every one of his rules, he’d decided to throw caution to the wind. So, when Cole’s ringtone started playing on his cell phone, he had to fight his instinct to ignore it. Being the Beta of the Pack could be a royal pain in the ass at times. Yet, he knew if the dragon was blowing up his phone, it had to be important. Cole wasn’t the type of man to call with idle chit-chat.
“This better be good, Cole. You’re interrupting my alone time with Ruby, if you know what I mean.”
“I get the picture, Jasper, but this is important. We are at Alec’s house for dinner, but he’s not here. Do you know if something came up? While nothing seems out of place in the house, it looks as though he left in a hurry. The food was cooling on the stove, and the salad he was preparing was left unfinished in the kitchen.”
“Not that I’m aware of. He was looking forward to your dinner tonight. In fact, when I saw him earlier, he looked downright giddy, but don’t tell him I said that. Have you tried calling his cell?” Jasper asked, concern in his voice. He knew from earlier that his friend was being taunted by his ex, Serena. Had she done something to his Alpha?
“Yes, that’s the first thing I did, only to discover that his cell phone is here.”
“What? Alec never goes anywhere without his cell phone. Something’s not right. Give me about fifteen minutes to drop Ruby off and I’ll meet you at the house,” Jasper replied in a no nonsense voice that brokered no argument. If Serena had harmed Alec, there was going to be hell to pay.
“Okay. We’ll see you when you get here,” Cole said. Knowing that if Jasper was willing to cancel his date, something had to be wrong. He just didn’t know what.
Less than fifteen minutes later, he was pulling into Alec’s driveway. His wolf was pissed and wanted some answers… now. Without a word, he slowly, methodically started searching the house for any anomalies. Once he’d completed his search, he came back downstairs and in a matter of fact tone explained that something bad had happened to Alec.
“How do you know something has happened to Alec, let alone that it’s bad?” Sophie inquired.
“Because in addition to your scents, I smell Serena’s and Dark Magic. Given that she and Alec had a run in earlier today and the vixen was determined to win him back, my gut is telling me that he’s in trouble,” Jasper replied in a deadpanned voice that left no hint of what he was feeling.
When everyone’s face paled a little and they all suddenly became quiet, Sophie asked, “Who is Serena?”
“She’s the witch Alec was dating before he discovered you were his mate. You may not remember much about the battle, but she’s also the one who received daddy’s Dark Magic. If Jasper is right and she’s used it on him, then he could be in big trouble,” Sarah said in a calming voice, as if she were afraid any more bad news would send her sister either running for the hills or cause her to have a nervous breakdown.
Straightening her spine, Sophie finally asked, “Is she a good witch or a bad one?”
“Well, if you consider someone who’s manipulative, vindictive, and spiteful good, then yes. If not, then I think you have your answer, little lady,” Jasper countered with all the venom and anger he could muster up. Between Brittney’s stunt tonight and the idea that Serena had done something horrible to Alec made him want to throttle someone. What in the hell was wrong with these cousins? Didn’t they understand the meaning of the word ‘No’?
“Good to know. So, what do we do?” Sophie asked.
“You go home and I let the rest of the magical community know what happened. We don’t want to tip off Serena and lose the element of surprise. I promise you, the witch is going to pay for whatever she’s done to Alec,” Jasper replied.
Sophie walked right up to Jasper, who probably had a good foot or more on her and poked him in the chest. With all the bravado she could muster up, she said, “If Alec is truly my mate like you said, then the last thing I’m going to do is go home, buddy. So, quit acting as if I don’t have a stake in the matter for Goddess’s sake and tell me the plan.”
“Look, Sophie, I know you’ve had a rough time lately, but tonight hasn’t been a picnic for me either. My crazy ex, who just happens to be Serena’s cousin, decided to glamour herself. When I discovered the farce, she tipped Sheriff Buford off who almost shot Dillen, Ariel, and myself as he waved his gun around like a lunatic. During all of the commotion, Brittney slipped through my hands. Now, you tell me Alec is missing. Given that I hadn’t anticipated this, I don’t have a plan, which is why I need to bring this to the magical community’s attention. Please go home and I will contact you in the morning,” Jasper pleaded. His earlier bravado falling to the wayside as he watched Sophie’s eyes fill with worry. Alec was a lucky man to have a woman care so deeply for him, even if she hadn’t admitted to herself that they were truly mates.
* * *
The morning came way too early for Jasper. Once he’d left Alec’s house, he’d telephone Mikhail and Zeva to explain the situation. Given the hour, there wasn’t much anyone could do, so they’d agreed to regroup in the morning. What he hadn’t been expecting was the phone call from Sophie explaining that his Alpha had been cursed by Serena and was now a mouse in her closet. After he had finished laughing at the absurdity of it all, he assured Sophie that not only would the magical community be apprised of the situation, but he would also be over as soon as possible with reinforcements. It took him a bit to round up everyone, especially his secret weapon, but as promised, several hours later he was knocking on Sophie’s door with Roger the Rabbit in tow.
Jasper could tell by the look on Sophie’s face that she was curious about Roger. How could she not be? The man was as pale as an albino and had whiskers longer than any he had ever seen. His ears were rather disproportionate to his face, and his eyes were hidden behind a pair of Maui Jim sunglasses with red trim. Add in the fact that his purple Oxford sweater matched the purple in his tweed jacket and complimented his navy slacks, and he was the epitome of sophistication. Jasper knew Roger had a dirty side, but didn’t all sex therapists.
Redirecting his attention toward Sophie, Jasper smiled and said, “It’s good to see you again. Thanks for calling me this morning.” He left out the part that it had been a long night and her call would have been received better around ten o’clock instead of six o’clock.
The man always seemed to be in a hurry. He hadn’t even bothered to introduce his friend, Sophie thought with a smile. Finally, she said, “Hello Jasper. It’s good to see you as well. Who’s your friend?”
“Oh! Sorry. Believe it or not, my mother did raise me better. Sophie, I’d like for you to meet Roger. He’s a sex therapist.”
“Oh-kay. It’s nice to meet you Roger,” she replied, trying to hide the confused look that was probably plastered all over her face.
Jasper could tell from Sophie’s reaction that it was unclear how a sex therapist was going to help Alec, but he knew Roger would rise to the occasion. However, before he could reassure her that everything would be okay, she began talking to the wind. Maybe Alec wasn’t the only one who needed Roger’s assistance. Confused, he finally asked the question everyone wanted to know. “Who are you talking to?”
“Um. Alec, Armand and Iggy. They’re upstairs at the entrance to my closet. Give me a second, and I’ll run up and get them.”
“Oh-kay,” Jasper responded with a shrug of his shoulders to Roger.
When Sophie returned and placed three little mice on the table, he could no longer contain his laughter, especially when he realized that Alec was dressed in a black frock coat with cream colored trousers, a silky, golden cravat, a cream vest with gold trim, a black top hat, and black riding boots. He looked like a method actor from the 19th century. Armand, the stuffy guy next to him, was wearing Fab-a-tards that looked a lot like Alec’s with a form fitting shirt, and the one they called Iggy wore a Yosemite Sam hat with a purple band, a red bandana wrapped around his neck, and purple cowboy boots. To say they made an odd trio was an understatement. He would have gone for the Three Mouseketeers, but only Iggy was dressed for the part. Alec’s voice finally brought him out of his musings. Or rather, Alec’s yelling.
“Jasper. Are you listening to me? I thought you were bringing back-up. Why is Roger here?” Alec exclaimed.
Jasper looked down at his Alpha and scoffed at his rude attitude before saying, “Who else would I have brought? Sophie explained that Serena was pissed because you dumped her for good, literally turned you into a mouse because she thinks you’re a rat bastard, and dropped you in the middle of The Red Light District. Or, was it the Den of Sin? Or, maybe it was a gentleman’s club? It doesn’t really matter. It’s all the same.”
Taking in deep breaths and praying to the Goddess for patience, Alec tried again. “I still don’t understand why you called Roger,” he insisted.
“Hello. You’re stuck in the Den of Sin; and he’s a sex therapist. Isn’t it obvious? Who else would I have called?” Jasper asked with a mischievous glint in his eye.
“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe Zoe—or Zara—or Zelda—or Fabio—or Baba Yo Freaking Mama. Pick one. Any one,” Alec yelled. “No offense, Roger,” he quickly said in an effort not to hurt the man’s feelings.
“None taken,” Roger said in a calm, soothing voice.
"I guess, but they're witches and warlocks. What would they know about The Red Light District and how to get you out? Although now that I think about it, Fabio would have been helpful given his manwhoring ways, but that’s beside the point. Anyways, when Roger heard you were in Chez Parée Deux, he was a little envious. So, be nice," Jasper demanded in a harsh whisper, running his fingers through his hair and sighing in frustration. “Besides, I’ve got my own problems. Last night Brittney glamoured herself and tricked me into dancing with her. If my wolf hadn’t picked up on her scent, we would have been doing the mambo between the sheets. It’s become clear to me that she’s as crazy as Serena. Not only did she trick Sheriff Buford into showing up at Don Juan’s, but he almost shot Dillen, Ariel and me. What is up with these psychotic cousins? You’d think no one has ever told them no before.”
When Alec wrapped his head around everything Jasper had just said, he was livid. “What do you mean Sheriff Buford almost shot you last night? Has Brittney fallen off her rocker?”
“Amongst other things,” Jasper replied with a disgruntled sigh. “Not only does she keep professing her love for me, but it seems as though she’s now taken to playing dress up. When I called her on her bullshit, she said a spell that quickly transformed her back to her normal self. Well, maybe normal isn’t quite the word I’m looking for in this situation. Let’s face it. They’re both bat-shit crazy and we need to do something about them before things get out of hand,” Jasper insisted.
“In case you haven’t noticed, things are already out of hand. I’m a damn mouse. My night with Sophie was ruined, and if we don’t figure out a way to lift Serena’s curse, I’m going to live the rest of my life in Chez Parée Deux,” Alec exclaimed.
“Fine. Pipe down already. At least you’re stuck in a gentleman’s club. It could be worse,” Jasper countered.
“As a mouse. It couldn’t get any worse,” Alec yelled.
“You need to calm down. All this animosity is getting us nowhere. Let’s just figure out how to get you out of this mess and then we’ll deal with the evil cousins,” Jasper said, as he ignored Alec’s rant and turned to address everyone in the room. The moment he laid eyes on the beautiful, auburn-haired woman trailing behind Sarah and Cole, he knew he was a goner. His heart rate sped up, sweat broke out near his temple, and he felt a little dizzy. The woman was mesmerizing and his wolf wanted to make his presence known.
“Jasper. Did you hear what I said?” Alec shouted.
“I heard you. There’s no need to yell,” Jasper replied, never taking his eyes off the stunning woman who had just entered the room. He wanted her something fierce, but knew he needed to play it cool. He wouldn’t fall head-over-heels in love again the way he had with Brittney, especially with the beautiful, dark haired woman with soulful, whiskey colored eyes who could easily own his heart. He’d learned his lesson a long time ago and refused to be made a fool of ever again.



Chapter 3 
The moment Claire walked into the farmhouse, she knew her life was about to become complicated, and it had nothing to do with the three mice staring at her with hopeful looks like she knew all the secrets to the universe. Nope, it had to do with the sexy giant who looked like he wanted to eat her for breakfast, lunch and dinner. The way he licked his lips and eyed her like pray sent shivers down her spine. His midnight black hair, muscular thighs, and enticing, ice blue eyes that resembled cold steel made her want to climb him like a tree, but she had vowed years ago to stay away from players like the one taking her breath away. She was here to help Sophie and Alec. Plain and simple.
When she came back to her senses and realized that she would need to be the voice of reason in all of this chaos, she cleared her throat and said, “Alec. Do you remember what Serena said when she was casting her spell?”
It took Alec a few minutes, but he finally said, “She mentioned something about the night being all about love and that it was only fair for Sophie to see me for the rat bastard that I truly am. She insisted that she wasn’t an underdog and commanded me to shift from a wolf into a rat bastard of a man. She stated that I would no longer be alone during the night because on the next full moon, I’d find my true home.”
“Good. Do you remember anything else?” Claire asked, hoping there would be a clue in his memories of how to break the spell.
“Yeah. She stated that no one would come to my aid and this was her wish for the lying, thieving bastard who stole her heart,” Alec said matter of fact.
“Wow. She’s really angry with you. You’re lucky her spell only turned you into a mouse, given how much Dark Magic she possesses,” Sarah whispered.
“I couldn’t agree more,” Claire said. “I sense that she didn’t do more because she’s still learning to tap into the Dark Magic, but make no mistake, once she does all hell will break loose.”
“Then we need to reverse her spell and shut her down before that happens,” Alec said with determination in his voice.
“Since the spell is really about the love triangle created between you, Serena and Sophie, my suggestion would be for Sophie to try and reverse the spell,” Claire insisted. She knew they wouldn’t like her answer, but her visions only dealt with the truth. The couple before her may not realize it yet, or accept it, but they’re destined to be together. Maybe one day, I’ll be lucky enough to find my true, one and only, Claire thought as she glanced toward Jasper before quickly averting her eyes.
Jasper knew Claire had been eyeing him from the moment she walked into the farmhouse, which made his wolf want to do a happy dance. Hell, he would have been happy to join in the party if they didn’t have to bail Alec’s ass out of this mess. There would be plenty of time for courting when they’d dealt with the evil cousins from Hell. Lost in thought, he’d almost missed Sophie’s reply to Claire’s suggestion. When he’d tuned back in, he couldn’t help but smile. Sophie was like a breath of fresh air. Her feistiness was going to keep his Alpha busy for years to come.
“Wait! There’s no love triangle here,” Sophie vehemently replied.
“She’s right. The only woman I’m interested in is Sophie,” Alec growled, directing his heated gaze toward his mate until she could no longer maintain eye contact. He knew she was flustered and feeling a little light-headed because he could feel every emotion rolling off her beautiful body. She was intrigued, aroused, and quivering with desire. He wanted to wrap her in his arms and take her upstairs, but in his current state that wasn’t possible. Therefore, he needed to channel all his anger toward Serena, and his desire and love for the woman in front of him toward getting out of this mess.
“Maybe so, but my instincts are still telling me that Sophie is the only one who can reverse the spell,” Claire insisted. In all her years of being a Seer, she never understood why some couples remained in denial about their true destiny. If Sophie thought being Alec’s mate was an issue, wait until she discovered her true destiny. The minute she had shaken the young woman’s hand, she knew things would get worse before they got better. She just hoped Sophie was strong enough to weather the storm. While she couldn’t directly advise her, she could steer her in the right direction and be the support her new friend would need. All of them were in for a bumpy ride if Serena had her way.
“I agree,” Jasper said. “Besides, what do we have to lose? She is a witch after all and who better to reverse the spell of a witch than another witch.”
“Are you sure we shouldn’t ask the triplets for help? They were instrumental in defeating our psychotic father,” Sarah asked.
Before Claire could respond, Jasper said, “If this doesn’t work, then we call in the big guns. I mean really. What could possibly go wrong?”
“From your lips to the Goddess’s ears,” Sophie murmured under her breath.
“Good. Now that we’re all in agreement, what do we do next?” Jasper asked, enthusiastically.
Claire wanted to smack the overzealous wolf upside the head. It was obvious his eagerness was making Sophie nervous. Or, maybe it was the way her face suddenly turned pale. The one thing she knew after years of being a Seer was that in order for this to work, Sophie needed to relax and let the magic flow freely through her body. It quickly became apparent that wouldn’t happen in front of all these people, so in a soothing voice, she suggested that Sophie join her outside for some fresh air.
When they reached the porch, she turned the young woman to face her and softly said, “I know you’re scared, but I believe in my heart of hearts that you can do this. You just need to believe in yourself.”
Unable to speak, Sophie simply nodded in agreement, even though she still had her doubts. Sure, she had practiced casting spells over the years, but nothing of this magnitude. Alec’s life was at stake if she failed, but on the other hand, it was at stake if she chose to do nothing. She hated being stuck between a rock and a hard place. Once again, her father’s greed for power had created an unbearable situation that had brought harm to someone that she cared about.
Claire watched in silence as Sophie battled with herself and the decision she needed to make. There was no doubt in her mind that she would make the right choice. She just had to wait for the young woman in front of her to come to the same conclusion. Claire knew the moment she had by the determined look on her face. It was time to cast a spell that would reverse Serena’s harmful magic.
By the time they walked back into the living room, the Sun had set and everyone was quiet. Claire turned to Sophie, smiled and said, “Do you have any candles?”
Before Sophie could answer, Sarah responded. “There’s some in the kitchen. Let me grab them. Is there anything else we’ll need,” she asked in a soothing voice, as if she were afraid anything louder would spook her sister.
“Yes,” Claire replied with a warm smile. “We’ll also need a glass the same height as the candles, some salt, and water, of course.”
“Got it!” Sarah replied, grateful for Claire’s guidance and calming demeanor.
A few minutes later, she returned with salt, a glass, water and three candles. One was red. One was green, and one was black. Claire figured they might as well use all three given that Serena had exhibited hate and envy, as well as used Dark Magic in her spell, which meant they’d be covered on all bases.
“Thanks, Sarah. These are perfect,” she replied with a smile.
Claire knew it was time to cast the circle. She turned to Sophie, who had been quiet the entire time and whispered a few encouraging words that only she could hear. When Sophie acknowledged what she was saying, everyone was instructed to cast a circle around the dining room table. Alec was placed on one side of the table while Armand and Iggy were placed on the other side. When everyone was in place, Sophie followed Claire’s instructions to a tee.
First she put the candles into the glass and filled it with water so that it was almost covering the candles. Second, she sprinkled salt into the water around the candles and said the following words:
 
Oh Goddess on high
Please grant my wish this night,
As I add a smidgen of salt, transform this water until it’s pure
So that we may harness its power to heal and cure.
 
When the water and salt started glowing a bright purple color and sparks started to appear, Claire knew the spell was working and encouraged Sophie to continue.
 
A spell was cast by a spiteful witch,
Who dabbles in Dark Magic to scratch an itch.
An honorable wolf has been damned by her curse,
And transformed into a rat bastard of a man with a simple verse.
Since her web of wicked lies was spun with a baneful will,
We beg you this night, to help us remove her harm and ill.
 
Sophie and the rest watched as the water began emitting positive energies. The longer she repeated the second verse, the more energy built up in the circle until it looked like a rainbow. When the candles burned down to the level of the water and sputtered out, Sophie instinctively took them out of the water, held them out horizontally with both hands toward the center of the table and said:
 
By the power of the Goddess, this harmful spell I now negate,
As it’s way past time, to return things to their rightful state.
So mote it be!
 
When Sophie spoke the last words of the spell, she also broke the candles in half. Like a bolt of lightning, the harmful energy that had built up in the circle was released in a burst of bright, lavender lightning. When Sophie finally mustered up enough courage to open her eyes, she gasped at the sight before her.
 



Chapter 4
Brittney was fit to be tied the next morning. Her plan had fallen apart like the Gerber daisies that once surrounded her cousin’s cottage. It seemed the more Serena invoked her Dark Magic the more things continued to wilt away. She couldn’t believe Jasper had recognized her so quickly. The next time, she’d be sure to mask her scent. He was pissed now, but if she gave him a little time to cool off, things would eventually calm down and he’d be amenable to her idea of them getting back together. Before that goofball Sheriff Buford showed up, he was about to admit his true love for her. She had felt it with every fiber of her being. But alas, her plan had been spoiled by that lunatic Sheriff who really needed to mind his own damn business.
Deep down, she knew he hadn’t meant all of the mean, spiteful words that were spouting out of his mouth. If she were truly dead to him and they were over, he’d have found a new bed mate by now. It had been six long months and he was still single. There was no way in hell she was going to overlook that little fact. Nope. All she needed was a little time and a better plan. Maybe the Broke Back Doctor had some more ideas up his sleeve. If she were being honest, she hadn’t finished the first video. Maybe if she went over them with a fine tooth comb and took some notes, a plan would emerge of how to win her man back. Yeah. This was a good plan.
Lost in her own thoughts, she was startled when Serena came bursting through the door. Her cousin had definitely fallen off the ledge. Brittney had never seen her so angry. The Dark Magic swirling around the room was enough to make her take a few steps back. Mumbling incoherently as she paced back and forth, Brittney was almost afraid to speak. Unfortunately, she needed to understand what bug had crawled up her cousin’s ass.
“What in the Goddess’s name is going on? Why are you so angry?”
“She reversed my damn spell, Brit. How was she able to reverse my spell so easily? I swear, I’ll make her pay.”
“Okay, let’s try this again. Who are you talking about?”
“Sophie, you dimwit,” Serena snapped.
“Hey. Not nice. There’s no need for name calling,” Brittney said, as she put a little more distance between her and Serena. It was obvious the woman had lost her damn mind. Why couldn’t she have been born in a normal, loving family, instead of this freak show? Her mother and aunt didn’t speak because of some nonsense that happened before she and Serena were even born. She’d had to sneak around her parents to communicate with her cousin, who was the only person who had ever been a true friend to her. Yet, the crazy look in Serena’s eyes had her almost regretting her deceit.
“Don’t try my patience tonight, Brit. It wouldn’t be in your best interest. Besides, your lover boy, Jasper, was there as well, helping her.”
“What?” Brittney quickly asked.
“That’s right. You heard me. Jasper helped the witch reverse my spell. From what I could tell, he also had a boner for the auburn-haired beauty who was helping Sophie with the chant. Guess he’s moved on to his next bootie call and you’re not it,” Serena said with a mischievous glint in her eye, relishing the defeated look on her cousin’s face.
It was times like these when Brittney wished she had her own Dark Magic to wield, so she could knock that smirk off of her cousin’s face.
“Don’t let her get to you. She’s just miserable and wants company. We’re going to win him back. It’s like you were saying earlier, he hasn’t moved on because he’s still in love with us,” her little Devil said in a soothing voice that immediately brought her comfort and restored her confidence.
“Or, he’s finally found his mate and was serious about us being dead to him last night. I told you that your plan would backfire and cause more harm than good. You should have listened to me,” the Angel said in a voice filled with sarcasm and pity.
Who was right? Brittney thought. All of this doubt was not only confusing, but also giving her one helluva migraine. Goddess, she needed a drink. But first, she needed more information from her psychotic cousin.
Serena knew the minute the words had left her mouth that she had hit Brittney below the belt. Her cousin was a good kid for the most part, but she grated on her last nerve. The fact that she was cute, perky, busty, and all the men lusted after her only made it worse. Why she had set her sights on a loser like Jasper was beyond her. She deserved so much better.
‘Serena,” Brittney snapped. “Did you hear what I said? How do you know all of this?”
“I know all of this dear cousin because I saw it with my own two eyes when I was spying on the witch earlier.”
“Wait! Why were you spying on Sophie if you had already cursed Alec?”
“Because I had a sneaky suspicion that he would enlist her help. I have no idea how he did it, but I assure you, he’s going to pay dearly for his betrayal and indiscretion.”
Realizing her cousin had fallen off her rocker, Brittney held her hands up in surrender and said, “You know what, I think I’m going to bail. I don’t want Baba Yo Mama on my ass when she finds out what you’ve done. I mean, let’s face it, the odds aren’t in your favor.”
“Are you doubting my powers, little cousin?” Serena asked in a deadly voice.
“Um. No. I am just concerned for your safety because Sophie is being protected by three of the most powerful sisters in the universe.”
“You forget that with this Dark Magic coursing through my veins, I’m their equal. I no longer fear anyone.”
“Then you’re a fool,” Brittney mumbled under her breath.
“What did you say?” Serena asked, as she glared at her cousin.
“What? Oh. I said that’s really cool. Good luck!” Brittney quickly responded, as she plastered a fake, mega-watt smile on her face. The last thing she needed was for her psychotic cousin to direct her anger and Dark Magic toward her. She had enough problems of her own and none of them involved a heart broken witch who’d lost her ever-loving mind.
Brittney watched as her cousin ignored her last comment and started gathering items to put her new plan into action. She watched in fear as the cloud of Dark Magic swirling above her cousin’s head picked up speed. She wanted to leave, but her feet wouldn’t move. She continued to watch in horror, as the kitchen window opened and Serena sent the cloud of Dark Magic in the direction of the farmhouse to do her bidding. What had her cousin just done? More importantly, what had she gotten herself into?
* * *
Claire was grateful that the spell had worked, but her senses told her it was only temporary. The witch was pissed and determined to seek her revenge. Time was of the essence and she needed to release some of the tension in the room. Not only was Jasper being a total ass, but he almost cursed everyone in the house. How could he have thought only a witch could cast a spell, or in this case a curse? Did the moron lack common sense? Granted, he was just answering their questions, but seriously. Even Shifters in training knew that repeating the spell would curse everyone in the vicinity. If she hadn’t stopped him, they would all be screwed right now. She didn’t have time to be stuck in limbo, losing sleep. She had a store and a life to get back to. She also didn’t have time to drool over how good he looked in protective mode. When his eyes weren’t demanding her attention, his body was staking a claim. The hunger in his eyes and the way he licked his lips as he perused her body up and down almost made her orgasm on the spot. Thank goodness Cole’s confusion had regained everyone’s attention about the curse and Chez Parée Deux.
“Wait! You’re telling me that when Sophie bought the house, she inherited the curse?” Cole asked, still confused.
“Yes,” Sarah replied with a smug smile.
“I don’t understand why our spell didn’t reverse the curse on the house,” Cole replied.
“Before Chez Parée Deux found its new home in Sophie’s closet, it resided in New Orleans. In my vision, I saw an article that briefly mentioned how the gentleman’s club and all of its inhabitants had suddenly disappeared. There was no investigation because part of the curse involved wiping the memory of its existence. Since the witch eventually took her own life, the spell was never released, which is the reason Armand and Iggy are once again humans, but everyone else still remains stuck in Chez Parée Deux,” Claire replied solemnly.
“Are you telling me there’s an entire club full of people still stuck in her closet?” Jasper asked, anger rolling off him in waves. He was so tired of witches using their powers for evil that he wanted to strangle someone. What in the hell gave them the right to play with peoples’ lives like this. The occupants of Chez Parée Deux were flesh and blood humans with feelings and family who had to have missed them dearly. Oh wait! The evil witch erased the memory of them. The more he thought about the injustice of it all, the more his wolf wanted to rip something to shreds. His anger was so out of control that he almost missed Claire’s calm, soothing voice. His wolf was the first to calm down, which was another reason he knew she was the one. What in the hell was he going to do? He couldn’t risk his heart again, only for it to be stomped on until there was nothing left. He wouldn’t survive the disappointment or loneliness this time.
“I’m afraid so,” Claire responded in a calming voice, hoping to counteract some of the Beta’s anger and frustration. She’d hate to meet him in a dark alley when he was this riled up. Yet, his anger did restore some of her faith in him. He was obviously outraged on his new friends’ behalf and he barely knew them. In her book, that said a lot about a man.
“Then what are we going to do about it?” he finally asked.
“Call in reinforcements,” Cole said, matter of fact, right before he excused himself from the table to make a phone call.
Before Claire could tell Cole there was no time, a cloud of Dark Magic whooshed through the window. One minute they were strategizing at Sophie’s table and the next, they were standing in front of Chez Parée Deux—as mice. It was obvious her and Sophie’s feeble attempt to counteract Serena’s latest attack had been an epic fail. Alec was livid and the anger surrounding Jasper looked like a tsunami. If she didn’t come up with a plan and quick, all Hell was going to break loose—again. It was the third time today Claire had wondered what Alec and Jasper had seen in these crazy cousins. Well, at least Serena. Brittney had yet to show her face, which she found rather odd. Was the woman all bluster and no action? Unfortunately, she couldn’t’ say the same for her cousin.
“What in the Hades is going on? Why are we in front of Chez Parée Deux, again?” Alec hissed. Although he knew the answer, his mind wanted to remain in denial for as long as possible.
“The Wicked Witch of the West has struck again,” Jasper groused. It was sort of funny when Alec had been turned into a mouse, but not so much now that the roles were reversed. He was going to strangle Serena when he got his hands on her.
“We had hoped to once again reverse Serena’s spell and aim it toward her, but she infused it with Dark Magic and made sure no harm came to her,” Sophie replied.
“It sounds like there’s not much we can do, but wait until Cole and Sarah contact the sisters for help. So until then, why don’t we go inside and enjoy the entertainment,” Roger suggested in a soothing, yet excited voice.
Jasper had to admit that he was curious about Chez Parée Deux, as well. Once he had calmed down and realized nothing could be done until Cole and Sarah came up with a plan, Roger was correct in that they should go inside and enjoy the entertainment. He’d never been in a gentleman’s club, so it would definitely be a first for him. He just hoped it was classier than Don Juan’s. Hell, that wouldn’t be hard given Don Juan’s was a barn that had been converted into a bar. 
The moment they entered the club, Jasper was in Heaven. The buxom blonde working the pole like a pro had gained his full attention. He would have switched places with it in a heartbeat given the way she was grinding and swaying her hips. She had definitely made it her bitch. He loved a woman who owned her sexuality—body, heart and soul.
“She’s magnificent,” Roger whispered, obviously mesmerized by Lola’s beauty and stamina.
“Tell me about it,” Jasper concurred, ignoring the scathing glare Claire sent him over her shoulder.
I should have known he was a womanizing jerk, Claire thought as she continued to shoot daggers Jasper’s way. If he drooled anymore over the sultry blonde, they’d need to get him a damn bib—or a bucket. Yet, from the look on Iggy’s face, Jasper and Roger were each going to need a couple of steaks after he finished beating their asses if she were a betting woman. It would serve them both right if Iggy exacted a little justice for ogling his woman. They didn’t even try to hide it, which only increased her level of disgust. She didn’t have time for this nonsense. She needed to get the hell out of Sophie’s closet, shut Serena down, and return to her calm, normal life that lacked all of this drama because it was definitely overrated.
Fifteen minutes later they were all sitting at the table enjoying some cool refreshments when Claire received her first vision. It almost took her breath away, but she forged ahead, trying her best to gather as many details as possible. It looked like Cole and Sarah had called in reinforcements. Thank the Goddess, she thought. Returning her focus to the vision, she closed her eyes and began mouthing the spell they would need to return home. To most, it would simply look like she was meditating. People had confused her visions with meditation before, which didn’t bother her one way or another. In fact, it became a tool she often used when her gift would take over outside of the magical community. The moment she opened her eyes and serenely smiled at Alec, who had been obviously watching her intently, he pounced.
“You saw something. Tell me,” he demanded.
“Sarah and Cole have enlisted the help of the sisters and the entire magical community. They are working on a spell that will allow Sophie and me to counteract Serena’s spell, so we can go home.”
“I knew Zelda, Zoe, Zara and the rest of the magical community wouldn’t let us down,” Alec said with a shit-eating grin.
“I’m sorry. You misunderstand. Zelda’s not there. She’s busy trying to locate the Lurking Fucking Evil in order to save all of Magic. Let’s just say she’s going to be preoccupied for a while,” Claire said with a knowing smile.
“Then why are you smiling,” Alec hissed. “We won’t be able to fight Serena without Zelda because no one else possesses Dark Magic.”
“It seems as though that’s not truly the case. Someone by the name of Phoebe has come to our aid,” Claire replied.
Alec quickly turned to Sophie to see if she was okay when he heard her gasp. “Little One. What’s wrong?”
“Did you say, Phoebe?” Sophie hesitantly asked.
“Yes,” Claire quickly replied, curious as to why Sophie looked like she wanted to faint.
“Who in the hell is Phoebe?” Alec asked, preparing to do battle to protect his mate.
“Phoebe is Sarah’s mother. I had no idea she was able to harness Dark Magic, but it all makes sense now,” Sophie replied with an inquisitive look on her face.
“What makes sense?” Alec asked, still confused.
“The reason my father kept her alive. If he couldn’t steal her immortality, he must have been trying to steal her Dark Magic. I wonder how she outsmarted him,” Sophie asked, more to herself than anyone sitting at the table.
“I don’t know, but we need to prepare ourselves. When the time is right, we need to combine our powers and repeat the spell Phoebe, Zoe and Zara have crafted in order to get back home,” Claire instructed. “Armand. Do you have any candles around here? Preferably red, green and black. We’re going to need one of each.”
“I’ll check and see. If not, I’m sure Little Lola has some. She’s always burning candles. Anything else?”
“Yes. We’ll need some salt, water, and a glass,” Claire said.
“Got it!” Armand said as he scurried away to do their bidding.
“How will we know when the time is right,” Jasper asked.
“From what I could see in my vision, Magic is quickly waning all over the world, which we need to use to our advantage. There’s supposed to be a full moon tonight. When the clock strikes midnight and the moon is at its peak, we need to start chanting the spell because that’s when the veil between our two worlds is the weakest. It will also be when Serena’s Dark Magic is the most vulnerable,” Claire replied.
“Then let’s divide and conquer,” Alec said, feeling a sense of hope for the first time since they had returned to Chez Parée Deux.
* * *
Claire thanked the Goddess for her photographic memory. Once her mind had cleared from the vision, she quickly wrote down the spell Phoebe, Zoe and Zara had come up with in its entirety for everyone to memorize. She was a little worried because they were running out of time. Magic was waning and if they missed their window of opportunity, they would be stuck in Sophie’s closet forever. It was enough to make a girl run out of the building like her hair was on fire. She couldn’t—no—wouldn’t panic. Sophie needed her to remain calm and provide guidance, which is exactly what she would do. 
When she took in a deep breath and turned to look at Jasper, he mouthed you’ve got this. The damn man was driving her crazy. One minute, he was an overzealous jerk who acted as if he didn’t have a care in the world. The next minute, he turned into a fearless Shifter who was willing to take on two crazy witches and a curse to help his friends, even if it meant cursing himself. She was still trying to figure out exactly who the real Jasper was because he completely boggled her mind.
Gently shaking her head, she turned to Sophie and gave her the signal she needed to understand it was time for them to begin. Once the circle was formed, Claire settled in and clasped her hand with Sophie and to her surprise Jasper. She had to admit that his touch was a combination of calming and electrifying. Clearing her mind, she refocused on the task at hand and began the chant with Sophie.
 
I call upon the Goddess and Fates,
To reverse this spell that's been cast on my mate,
He hides under the skin of a rat bastard man,
So only you can extend him a healing hand.
Our friends have been swept up in an evil witch's curse,
I beg you to release it with this simple verse.
Our fates are on the line because Dark Magic is at play,
Overpower it with your love so we can see the light of day.
Three times three, I command you to reverse the hex on thee,
As this is not the fate, the Ancient Ones have chosen for me.
So mote it be!
 
The longer they chanted the spell, the more the wind kicked up to the point they could barely hear themselves, but no one stopped. When the Dark Magic started swirling around them trying to take over, she felt Sophie squeeze her hand a little harder. Claire knew this wouldn’t be easy for the young woman, especially given everyone’s life depended on her strength and their success in returning home. It was a hefty burden to bear, but she had every confidence that they would succeed—that Sophie would succeed. She was stronger than she realized, she just needed to embrace her destiny.
Although it felt like they had been in the circle fighting Serena’s Dark Magic for hours, Claire knew it had only been about fifteen minutes. When she opened her eyes to see how they were truly fairing, it broke her heart to see the tears streaming down Sophie’s face. A few minutes later, she watched in fascination as Sophie let out a deafening scream that released a bolt of power the equivalent of an electromagnetic pulse. Not only had it obliterated the Dark Magic, but also knocked everyone on their asses and broke the circle. When they materialized at the farmhouse, Claire let out the breath she had been holding since this whole ordeal had begun.
* * *
Serena knew the instant her spell had been broken. “I’m going to make that mouse of a witch pay once and for all. I’m going to make them all pay for betraying me,” she swore, as her eyes transitioned from a vibrant amber color to jet black, as she began harnessing the Dark Magic coursing through her veins. 
It felt good to finally unleash the beast in all its glory. Her once beautiful, blonde hair was now an oily black and looked like it was being controlled by electricity the way it sprouted out in multiple directions atop her head. Her fingernails had grown long and deadly, as they too were covered in what looked like jet black fingernail polish. Her sultry lips were covered in black lipstick and her golden skin was now a pale white. In a nanosecond, she had transitioned from a wanna be sexy, California beach blonde to a Goth like Edward Scissorhands.
The small cottage she lived in literally shook from her rage, but she didn’t care. She had a score to settle with a meddling witch, who was going to wish she had never been born by the time she was done claiming her revenge. The power coursing through her veins was addictive and when this was all over, she would be feared and revered by everyone in the magical community, which was just fine with her. It was time for a change in leadership and she knew just the candidate.
* * *
No sooner had Jasper took Claire’s hand to help her up, another vision occurred in her head. The rage rolling off of Serena almost made her nauseous. The witch was pissed and had finally allowed the Dark Magic to take over. She was out for blood and would destroy anyone who got in her way. She had to let them know. Once her vision subsided, she opened her eyes, looked into Jasper’s beautiful blue eyes and simply said, “She’s coming.”
The moment the wolves began to howl, Claire realized that Sophie knew their nemesis had arrived for her pound of flesh. The windows shattered and the doors of the old farmhouse were blown off their hinges, but that didn’t deter either of them. When the women in the inner circle made eye contact with Phoebe, who possessed the most Dark Magic in the room, they began the chant.
 
Earth, Air, Water, and Fire,
I call upon thee to help quench an evil witch's desire.
The misery she has created is now returned,
Her days of spreading evil are no longer our concern.
 
Claire was amazed how everyone worked in sync. Zeva was currently maintaining the force field that was protecting Roger, Armand, Iggy and Lola while Stefano and Nicolai protected her. She knew the men were hybrids, but when they began wielding magenta fire balls at Serena it was pretty freaking amazing, even though they only mildly slowed her down. Claire quickly turned to her right and watched Zara bellow in anger as Stefano was hit with a bolt of Dark Magic. The witch was pissed, but somehow she continued the chant while stopping the rod of lightning that was aimed directly at her mate’s heart.
When Zara stated the obvious and instructed everyone to focus more of their power into the spell, Claire closed her eyes, concentrated, and with renewed determination continued chanting.
 
Since she has brought unfairness to thee,
I summon the elements to invoke justice for me.
Blinded by power, blinded by hate,
Revoke her Dark Magic and seal her fate.
 
Sensing she was in danger, Claire quickly opened her eyes only to see that a bolt of Dark Magic was aimed directly at her heart. It was as if everything was happening in slow motion and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do. It seemed as though Jasper had sensed she was in danger as well and was on a collision course with Serena’s lightning rod. She barely heard herself screaming the words, “Jasper. No.”
She watched in horror as the lightning rod of Dark Magic hit Jasper in the side. Claire’s heart sank into the pit of her stomach as his silver, grayish coat turned crimson red. When he landed on the floor beside her, she desperately wanted to pull him closer not only to make sure he was okay, but also to provide him with some comfort, but she couldn’t break the damn circle or that evil witch would kill them all.
Quickly clearing her mind, Claire centered herself and with renewed vigor continued the chant.
 
Three times three, I command you to reverse the hex on thee,
And return it to its rightful owner, three-fold just for me.
So mote it be!
 
They had only made it through the chant once. Claire knew it would take a lot more to banish the evil, who had beckoned their doorstep, so she immediately started again. The last thing she remembered was hearing Sophie instruct everyone to focus because it was their last chance. The Dark Magic was at its most vulnerable point, so they needed to fight—and fight she did. She fought for Jasper, who had been put in harms-way. She fought to put down the evil witch who had dared to hurt her mate. She fought for everything in the world that was good and right. She needed to exact justice on Jasper’s behalf, the way he was so willing to do for others. They needed to defeat Serena and get Jasper some help. She was done playing around. It was time to kick ass and take names.
 
Earth, Air, Water, and Fire,
I call upon thee to help quench an evil witch's desire.
The misery she has created is now returned,
Her days of spreading evil are no longer our concern.
Since she has brought unfairness to thee,
I summon the elements to invoke justice for me.
Blinded by power, blinded by hate,
Revoke her Dark Magic and seal her fate.
Three times three, I command you to reverse the hex on thee,
And return it to its rightful owner, three-fold just for me.
So mote it be!
 
When Sophie’s scream shattered the remaining windows in the farmhouse, it was like a balm to Claire’s soul. She knew it was only a matter of time before the battle would be over. Claire watched with glee as the rainbow cloud of power collided with Serena’s Dark Magic. It was like a sonic boom, which was her cue to finish chanting the last three lines of the spell.
 
Three times three, I command you to reverse the hex on thee,
And return it to its rightful owner, three-fold just for me.
So mote it be!
 
The minute Sophie inherited her true powers, Claire pulled Jasper’s head in her lap and started whispering in his ear. “I know we haven’t always seen eye to eye, but I need you to come back to me. You can’t die, do you understand. There’s still too much to do and I’m going to need your help—your protection. She’s coming for us, and soon. Please, don’t leave me.”
“We need a Healer and now,” Alec yelled, panic and fear evident in his voice.
Zara and Zoe quickly appeared by his side and began assessing the situation. Zoe was the first to speak. “It looks bad, but let me see what I can do. Everyone, please clear the room. Your emotions are a drain on my powers.”
Although everyone else left, Alec, Claire and Sophie flat out refused. Claire continued trying to soothe him by scanning his body with lavender magic, while Alec and Sophie sent positive vibes of energy his way.
Zoe took in several deep breaths to center herself and then emitted a bright purple light from her hands over Jasper’s wound. Sophie could tell from the beading sweat on her temples that healing Jasper was slowly but surely draining her powers. Unfortunately, the big wolf was still as quiet as a mouse.
Realizing the problem, she gently placed her hand on Zoe’s shoulder and said, “Let’s do it together. He was attacked by Dark Magic, so you’re going to need a little help from someone who also possesses Dark Magic. Zoe simply nodded in agreement and clasped hands with Sophie. Together, the two witches pooled their powers and eventually sealed Jasper’s wound, but the Beta hadn’t moved.
“What’s wrong? Why isn’t he waking up?” Alec demanded.
“I don’t know,” Zoe replied in a calm voice, hoping that it would help calm the Alpha down.
“What do you mean you don’t know?” Alec yelled.
“Babe. Calm down. We’ve done everything we can for Jasper. The only thing left to do is to make him as comfortable as possible until his body completely heels and he decides to wake up, Sophie said in a soothing voice.
Lips formed in a tight line, Alec looked into her eyes and finally nodded in agreement. He wasn’t sure what had happened to his best friend and Beta, but he sure as hell was going to find out. His instincts told him something wasn’t quite right.
* * *
Brittney watched from the bushes with a mixture of fear and anger as Jasper remained unconscious on the floor. When he jumped in front of Serena’s fireball of Dark Magic to save the auburn-haired gypsy, she wanted to strangle him. How could he have so carelessly risked his life over a woman he barely knew? What in the Hades was he thinking? Laughing, she knew what he was thinking with and it wasn’t his big head. So, she’d said a little spell of her own during all of the commotion. It served him right for so easily betraying her and everything they had once meant to one another.
 
Revenge is a dish best served cold,
Your betrayal of me will haunt you three-fold.
Loss of memory is my first wish,
It's a punishment I intend to serve in this red dish.
To choose another is truly unkind,
So I bind you to your wolf form until I change my mind.
Three times three, I invoke this hex on thee,
Oh Goddess on high, hear my plea.
So mote it be!
 
She had to admit that it wasn’t one of her best spells, but she was running short on time and lacked the necessary supplies. However, it would do the trick until she decided how to deal with the betrayal of her ex-lover.



Chapter 5
The moment the lightning bolt of Dark Magic struck Jasper in the side, he knew it was only a matter of time, but he had to protect Claire even if it meant they would never be together. The last thing he heard was her scream, which would haunt him for the rest of his life. How could the Fates have been so cruel? He had waited his entire life to find his mate, only to lose her in an instant because of a crazy witch set on revenge.
He’d never know what the mating bond felt like, but if it was anything like what he had felt the minute Claire stumbled into his line of sight at the farmhouse, then he knew it would have been glorious. Although the woman drove him crazy and left him tongue tied on more than one occasion, he knew eventually they would have worked out their differences. He had faith she would have quickly discovered that his womanizing, player façade was just that… a façade. He respected women and would have cherished and loved her until his dying day. Unfortunately, now, he would never get the chance.
Sighing in frustration, his wolf whimpered from the pain of the Dark Magic. When Claire lifted his head onto her lap and begged him not to die, his wolf whimpered even more. There were so many things he wanted to say, but couldn’t because the words would form in his mouth. He wanted to tell her that he loved her and would always protect her even though they barely knew one another. He wanted her to know that he had waited a lifetime just for her, but once again, the words seemed to escape him.
Claire’s soothing voice in his ear was like a balm to his soul. When the pain began to subside from the purple glow surrounding his body, he finally managed to relax as the fog clogging his brain began to clear. The first thing he heard was Alec yelling. The next was Claire’s sniffles, which broke his heart. He wanted to tell her not to cry… that everything would be alright. Zoe and Sophie were healing him and they would get their chance. Then, her words sent a cold chill through him.
“There’s still too much to do and I’m going to need your help—your protection. She’s coming for us, and soon. Please, don’t leave me.”
Who was coming? Had they not just defeated Serena and her maniacal plan to destroy them all? How many more threats would he need to eliminate before they could be together? There were so many questions swirling around in his brain that he didn’t know which question to ask first. Unfortunately, he never got the chance. The soothing purple glow was suddenly replaced with Dark Magic that made his wolf howl in agony. His senses immediately went on full alert, as he opened his eyes and searched for the imminent threat. Unfortunately, everyone in the room except the beautiful auburn-haired woman caressing him appeared to be a threat, which made him growl even more.
“Who in the Hades are all these people?” he asked, only no words came out of his mouth.
“They’re your friends, Jasper. Please let them help you,” a beautiful, yet concerned voice said in his mind.
“Who said that and how did you know what I was thinking?” Jasper asked through their connection.
“Jasper. It’s me. Claire. Don’t you remember what happened?” the soothing voice said again.
“Um… No. Why is everyone hovering around me?” he asked, still curious about all of the people and why they looked at him with pity and sorrow.
Claire took a deep breath and tried to calm her racing heart. How could he not remember what happened? If they were going to survive Brittney, she needed his help. The insanity of it all frustrated her to no end. It seemed for every step they took forward, the Fates pushed them two steps backwards. She wanted to scream at the top of her lungs, but knew it would only make the situation worse. No, she needed to figure out what in the hell was going on. So, in as calm a voice as possible, she said, “They’re your friends and they’re just trying to help. You were badly hurt in the battle with Serena and almost died. Don’t you remember?”
“I don’t understand. I’m not hurt. Who’s Serena?” he asked, confusion evident in his voice.
“You’re not hurt anymore because Zoe and Sophie healed you. Why don’t you shift, so we can all sit down and discuss the situation? I promise to explain everything,” Claire murmured.
“What do you mean shift? I’m a Siberian husky for Goddess’s sake. What would I shift into?” Jasper asked, even more confused than before.
Shocked by Jasper’s comment, Claire quickly looked at everyone in the room and blurted out, “He can’t shift.”
“What do you mean he can’t shift?” Alec exclaimed.
“I. I’m not sure what has happened, but it seems as though Jasper has lost his memory. For some reason, he insists that he’s a dog… a Siberian husky to be exact,” Claire replied, as she watched everyone come running back into the farmhouse.
“What in the hell is going on?” Alec hissed, as he turned his question to Zoe and his mate, Sophie.
Claire didn’t wait for the witches’ answer. She closed her eyes, took in several deep breaths, and let her mind search for the truth. Her instincts were telling her that this had nothing to do with Zoe and Sophie, but more to do with Brittney. Somehow, in all the commotion, the witch had managed to cast a spell on Jasper. She was sure of it. 
Although her suspicions were soon confirmed, she had no clue of how to counteract the spell. Claire had never felt so helpless in her entire life. Jasper’s memory had been wiped and he couldn’t shift. Although Serena was in custody and no longer a threat because she had been stripped of what little powers she had left, Brittney was still out there causing havoc. If Jasper didn’t know who she was, how could he protect himself from her? She couldn’t let him face the danger coming his way alone. No, she’d have to stay with him. Protect him.
“How in the hell can she meditate at a time like this?” Alec asked through gritted teeth.
“She’s not meditating. She’s having a vision,” Sophie replied in a calm voice, hoping some of it would rub off on her mate. He was pissed and wanted answers. There was only one problem, no one had any for him. She hoped and prayed to the Goddess that Claire’s vision would produce something and soon, or Alec was going to go postal on someone. Most likely, Serena since her bolt of Dark Magic is what injured Jasper in the first place.
Jasper watched as the auburn-haired beauty, named Claire, closed her eyes, took in several deep breaths and began meditating. He loved the way she kept him close and continued to caress his fur. For some reason, she was the only one in the room, he was drawn to. Maybe, it was because she was his owner, which suited him just fine. 
He wasn’t sure why the room had erupted into chaos, but enjoyed the fact that Claire wasn’t fazed in the least by it. Maybe she could teach him how to center himself in the chaos of the storm. Hmm. Maybe if he was lucky, she would take him to a goat farm and they could try goat yoga together. That would be totally awesome in his book. She could practice her breathing and stretching techniques while trying to get limber as the goats climbed on her back, or sniffed her hair. He could chase them around like a good guard dog. It would be an awesome experience for both of them, as long as there wasn’t goat poop everywhere and hippies meditating out in the forest. He’d have to ask her once she finished meditating.
Claire opened her eyes and immediately released a loud whistle to gain everyone’s attention. When Jasper whimpered, she continued stroking his head until he calmed down. She knew everyone wanted answers and they would get them, but first everyone needed to calm down. Once she had gained everyone’s attention, she stood, walked toward the love seat, and sat down. Jasper crawled up next to her and she continued caressing his fur. She was grateful that the action seemed to calm the both down. When everyone followed suit and took a seat, she told them about her vision.
“Somehow during the battle with Serena, Brittney snuck in under the radar and was able to cast a spell on Jasper, which is the reason he’s lost his memory, can’t shift, and thinks he’s a dog. I’m not sure what her plan entails, but she’s feeling betrayed and out for revenge.”
“What does that mean?” Alec asked, as he stood and began pacing the room.
“It means that we need to protect Jasper at all costs until we figure out a way to break the spell. He won’t know Brittney if she walks up to him, which makes her even more dangerous,” Claire replied.
“Okay. What’s the plan?” Sophie asked.
“To be honest, I don’t know. I guess we wait and see what she does next,” Claire said.
“Have you lost your mind? My Beta will not be a sitting duck waiting for some crazy ass witch to make her next move and potentially put him in harm’s way. We need to figure out how to break the spell and deal with Brittney once and for all,” Alec insisted.
“Alec, we understand that you’re upset,” Zeva said in a pacifying voice because it was obvious the Alpha was about to blow a gasket. The stress of the last couple of days had left him on edge and not thinking clearly. “But, Jasper’s situation is different from yours. The only thing we know about the spell Brittney cast on him is that it caused him to lose his memory and is preventing him from being able to shift. To attempt coming up with a spell to counteract it with so little information is dangerous and could do more harm than good, especially when it contains Dark Magic.”
“She’s right, Alec,” Phoebe said. “The best thing we can do for Jasper right now is to wait it out. Brittney will make her intentions known soon enough and we will all be waiting. Until then, we need to help your Beta adjust to his new surroundings.”
“Fine. But for the record, I don’t like it one damn bit. I’m done with these women meddling in our lives. We dealt with Serena and we’ll deal with her bat-shit crazy cousin,” Alec countered, unhappy and frustrated by the turn of events. He wanted to throttle Brittney for pulling this bullshit on Jasper. She was the one who had cheated. Why couldn’t she have stayed away for good? Jasper didn’t need this shit. None of them did. Hadn’t her psychotic cousin already done enough damage? Why did she have to jump on the bandwagon now?
Claire watched as every emotion she was feeling mirrored the anger and frustration rolling off of Alec. She wasn’t sure when it all happened, but the people in this room had become her friends, her family. She knew without a doubt, she could lean on them and that they would be there for her and Jasper when the time came. She just needed to remain calm and focus on the mission.
“Since Jasper’s unable to protect himself, I suggest that he stays with me,” Claire said, silencing everyone in the room.
“That’s nice of you Claire, but you’re a Seer. How do you plan on protecting Jasper? He thinks he’s a dog for Goddess’s sake, so he won’t be of any help to you,” Alec countered, a little harsher than he had intended. He wasn’t upset with Claire and didn’t mean to take his frustrations out on her, but his wolf wanted to rip someone apart. Running his hands through his hair, and sighing heavily, he finally said, “I’m sorry, Claire. I didn’t mean to yell, but I think it would be better if Jasper stayed with Sophie and me at the farmhouse. We’re better equipped to protect him.”
Claire knew Alec was right, but it stung that he didn’t think she was capable of taking care of Jasper. It didn’t matter that she would be willing to die for him, the same way he was willing to die for her. Or, that they were mates and destined to be together. She would concede this time, but she wasn’t leaving his side. If Jasper stayed, then so would she. “Fine. You have a point, but I’m staying with him,” she said in a nonsense voice that said don’t challenge me on this because you will lose.
“Fair enough,” Alec conceded.
“Great. Now that that’s settled, Zoe, Zara, Phoebe, Sophie and I will set up wards around the farmhouse to protect all of you,” Zeva said. Nicolai and Stefano, if you could take Roger back to Assjacket that would be wonderful.
“What about us?” Armand asked.
“Since we still need to break the spell on the house, you, Iggy and Little Lola will remain here with Alec, Sophie, Claire and Jasper. Phoebe and I will do some research on Chez Parée Deux and the witch who originally cast the spell to see what we can come up with,” Zeva replied.
“Sounds good to me,” Little Lola said. “Me too,” as Iggy wrapped his arm around her waist and kissed her forehead.
“Cole and I will keep watch over the house from the sky,” Sarah said, as she gave her sister and mother a hug before leaving.
“Dillen and I will see if Brittney is dumb enough to show herself around town. If she is, we’ll keep an eye on her,” Ariel announced to everyone in the room. It was obvious the lioness wanted to rip Brittney apart, but was doing her best to maintain her composure.
“It seems as though we have a plan. So, let’s get to it. We’ll meet back here tomorrow morning for breakfast with updates,” Zeva said, as she gave Claire a hug and rubbed Jasper’s head.
Claire had never been more grateful for the older woman taking control. The visions had finally taken their toll. Her head was pounding and she really needed to lay down for a bit. A good night’s sleep would help her refocus and prepare for the battle that was to come.



Chapter 6
When Claire’s head hit the pillow, she was eternally grateful for Sophie and Alec’s hospitality. As she snuggled into the covers and closed her eyes, she heard Jasper whimpering on the floor. “Do you want to get up here with me?” she finally asked through their connection.
“Yes. I’m not quite feeling myself today and for some reason, you’re the only one I trust,” Jasper replied.
When Claire patted the empty space beside her, Jasper didn’t hesitate to jump on the bed and snuggle into her side. He sighed in relief and began to relax when she started stroking his fur. There was something comforting, yet familiar about the beautiful woman he had grown attached to, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it. There were so many questions he wanted to ask her, but wasn’t sure if now was the right time.
Closing his eyes and enjoying the moment, he sighed with pleasure once more and decided to wait. He had to agree that it had been a long day. Maybe if they both got a good night’s sleep, they would feel better in the morning. Then, he’d ask his questions.
An hour later, Jasper wasn’t sure if he was dreaming, or if the witch wielding a lightning bolt of Dark Magic toward Claire was real. All he knew was that it was imperative that he save his owner. She wouldn’t die on his watch, not today. Letting out a shout even Underdog would have been proud of, he yelled, “Here I come to save the day!” A few minutes later, he was airborne and Claire was screaming his name, but it was too late. He was already on a collision course with a lightning bolt of Dark Magic. He just hoped and prayed that his death would be quick.
The moment the lightning bolt hit Jasper, Claire sat straight up in the bed and gasped for air. Unsure of her surroundings, she quickly turned on the light and frantically began searching his body for wounds.
Doing his best not to sigh with pleasure, Jasper closed his eyes, cleared his throat and finally said, “Um… Claire. While I’m enjoying the sudden rub down, it’s getting me a little excited if you know what I mean.”
 “What?” Claire exclaimed, shoving him off the bed. “I wasn’t trying to give you a boner you idiot. I was trying to make sure you weren’t hurt.”
“Don’t hate me because The Beast likes your touch and wanted to come out and play,” Jasper replied.
Claire looked down at Jasper and realized he really did have a Beast between his legs. Gasping in horror, she said, “Put that thing away before you hurt someone with it.”
“It’s not a water hose. I can’t just shut it off at will.”
“If you want to get back in this bed with me, then you better figure out a way to make it shrink and fast, Bucko” Claire demanded, still amazed at how large his Beast had become with such little rubbing. Not only was it large and in charge, but one might contend that it had taken on a life of its own. No wonder the damn man had been so cocky when they had first met. He had a rocket launcher in his pants. She’d bet he had no problem offering women a trip to the moon. It was obvious she’d have to make it clear that she preferred to remain right here on Earth. Besides, the moon was overrated anyway.
Horrified by her demand, Jasper looked Claire in the eyes and said, “Please don’t use the word shrink and The Beast in the same sentence ever again.”
“Then get your Beast under control, or you’re sleeping on the cold, hardwood floor for the rest of the night. Got it!”
“Got it!” Jasper sighed in defeat. A few minutes later, he was on the floor counting goats in an effort to tame The Beast. Once Claire’s breathing had returned to normal, he threw caution to the wind and asked one of his questions. “I know you like to meditate, but have you ever thought about doing goat yoga? I thought maybe we could try it together. I hear it’s all the rave these days. You could loosen up a little and I could chase the goats. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”
Goat Yoga? What the hell? Claire thought. Had the man lost his ever-loving mind? Yes, gypsies were free-spirited, but having a goat climb all over her while she was trying to do yoga was not her idea of fun.
“Claire, did you hear with I said?”
“Yes, and no. Yes, I heard what you said, and no I haven’t tried goat yoga. In fact, the idea of a goat climbing on my back isn’t very appealing under any circumstances,” she finally replied in a calm voice, which was truly amazing because she was feeling anything but calm at the moment.
“Oh. Okay. I just thought it would be nice if we could do something together,” Jasper replied in a solemn voice.
Claire’s intent wasn’t to hurt Jasper’s feelings, she just didn’t want to roll around in the dirt with goats for Goddess’s sake. Maybe she could come up with a compromise that would make them both happy. “Jasper.”
“Yeah.”
“I’m willing to try goat yoga as long as they’re baby goats and we’re inside. I have no desire to roll around in the dirt with a bunch of goats, or hippies.”
“Really? I’ll see if the angry guy could help me set it up. I promise, it will all be inside. The baby goats won’t hurt anyone. I also promise not to break anything or knock you down when I’m chasing them. Deal?”
“Deal?”
“Um… Claire. What do hippies have to do with goat yoga?”
“To be honest, I’m not sure. It just seemed to me that goat yoga would be something hippies would enjoy, especially since they believe in free love and all.”
“You’re dressed like a gypsy and most people consider them thieves, but I’m not judging you,” Jasper murmured.
“You’re right. I apologize for stereotyping,” Claire replied.
“Do you mind if I ask you another question?”
“Why not? It's not like I’m going back to sleep anytime soon. If you’ve put your Beast away, you can get back in the bed.”
Excited that he had been given permission to get back in the bed, Jasper finished counting goats and then snuggled into Claire once again. When he was settled, he said, “I was dreaming earlier, but it seemed so real. Was it?”
His question caught her off guard. She assumed he would ask more about the goats, not the terrifying dream from earlier. How did she tell him he’d been cursed by his ex-fiancée who professed to love him? Just tell him the truth, Claire. He’s a big boy. He can handle it.
“Claire, did you hear my question?”
“I did. I’m just not sure where to start,” she replied with a heavy sigh.
“The beginning is always a good place,” he encouraged.
“True. From what I understand, you and Brittney were engaged to be married and then she cheated on you,” Claire said. The poor guy didn’t need to know that she did the dirty deed with his best friend. It was bad enough the cow cheated on him, best not add insult to injury. “When you discovered them in the act, literally, you broke up and went your separate ways. For some reason she’s returned and wants you back, but you don’t feel the same.”
“If it were that simple, then why was the scary, Edward Scissorhands witch trying to kill you?” Jasper asked.
“She was in love with Alec. I think she was trying to hurt anyone who had the potential to spoil her plans with him,” Claire replied.
“Sounds like Alec and I have horrible taste in women. I’m sorry for dragging you into this mess. I promise to protect you with my life, if and when she comes back. No one will ever hurt you on my watch,” Jasper insisted.
“Speaking of protecting me, did you really yell out the Underdog battle cry before jumping in front of the lightning bolt of Dark Magic to save me?” Claire asked with a smirk.
“Maybe. Maybe not. So, what if I did? I have you to know that Underdog was an awesome hero. I loved watching him when I was a kid,” Jasper said with all the pride he could muster up.
Chuckling, Claire caressed his fur before finally letting him off the hook. “No worries, your secret is safe with me. I also loved Underdog as a kid. He rocked that cape.”
“True dat,” Jasper quickly replied. He was excited that he and the beautiful woman stroking his fur had more in common than he could have ever imagined. But there were still several questions he wanted to ask. Sighing in exasperation or defeat, the verdict was still out, he finally asked the one thing he really wanted to know. “Am I going to remain this way forever?”
“No,” Clare responded vehemently. “We’re going to figure out how to break Brittney’s spell, the same way we broke Serena’s. I promise you’ll be back to normal before you know it and this whole ordeal will be just a horrible blip in your memory bank.”
“I don’t understand why she wants me back, especially if she cheated on me,” Jasper asked, genuinely confused by the predicament he found himself in at the moment.
Maybe it has something to do with your Beast, Claire thought, as she turned her face away from Jasper to hide her blush.
“Um… Claire. You do realize I heard that… right?” Jasper snickered.
“Are you kidding me? Get out of my brain, wiener boy,” she demanded with as much indignation as possible given the topic, but it was no use. It took less than thirty seconds before they were both laughing hysterically.
“What a mess?” Jasper said. “Leave it to me to get involved with a sociopath. Goddess only knows I’ve had my fair share of women, but none of them have given me as much grief as this one. I’ve always been upfront with women, even though you think I’m a womanizer. I’m not. I respect women. Hell, I love women. All women, regardless of shape, size, ethnicity, or nationality. It’s just my luck the instant I find the woman who rocks all my bells, especially The Beast, all hell breaks loose.”
“I don’t understand, Jasper. If you’re still in love with Brittney, then why won’t you take her back?” Claire asked, struggling to maintain her composure. It would figure the one guy she had fallen for was in love with someone else. Fate could be a cruel bitch at times. She knew better to get involved because it always ended with her and a broken heart. She’d learned a long time ago, there was no such thing as Happily Ever After… at least for her. When would she learn?
“Claire, did you hear what I said?” Jasper asked in almost a whisper.
“Sorry for zoning out on you. What did you say?” she finally asked.
Clearing his throat and sitting a little taller, Jasper looked her straight in the eyes and said, “I wasn’t talking about Brittney. I was talking about you. You ring all of my bells, especially The Beast.”
Stunned by his confession, the only word that came out of Claire’s mouth was, “Oh!” If she were being honest, he rocked all of her bells as well. The man and his Beast gave a whole new meaning to the words' doggy style. But, was she brave enough to put her heart out there again, knowing that it could be trampled on if things didn’t work out?
“Is that all you have to say after a man professes his love for you?” Jasper inquired, almost afraid of the answer. He wasn’t sure he could take another rejection, especially from Claire. He may have lost his memory, but his instincts were telling him that she’s the one. She’s his one, true love and he wasn’t about to let her get away. So, he waited for a response and the longer it took, the antsier he became. Men were supposed to be gun shy with their hearts not women. Unless… unless someone had hurt Claire and if that was the case, when he found the guy, he’d kill him.
It took her several minutes to wade through the barrage of doubt and questions floating through her mind, but once she had, it was a no brainer. She was in love with the goofball and his Beast, no matter how much she wanted to deny it. Now, she just needed to must up enough courage to tell him. In for a penny, in for a pound, she thought. “You ring all of my bells too, Jasper,” she quickly blurted out. There was no need to mention The Beast.
Letting out a sigh of relief he hadn’t realized he’d been holding in, he said, “Good, because you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and I’d love to get to know you better.”
“Me too,” Claire said shyly. Now, let’s get some sleep. Tomorrow promises to be a long day.
“Sounds good to me,” Jasper said with a smile as big as the Grand Canyon. He snuggled closer into the woman of his heart and counted goats in an effort to keep The Beast at bay.



Chapter 7
The next morning arrived with a flurry of activity and Jasper had to admit that he missed the quiet time with Claire. Although things had settled down from the night before, the tension in the air was palpable. It seemed as though everyone had an opinion about the situation and they were all determined to voice it… at the same time.
Claire had reached the end of her patience. They would never be able to help Jasper if everyone kept talking over one another. Exhausted from lack of sleep and worry for their safety, she put two fingers between her lips and let out a whistle loud enough to wake up the dead. When everyone quieted and turned her way, she said “All this bickering is getting us nowhere. Time is of the essence. Trust me when I tell you Brittney will be coming for us, so we need to come up with a plan and fast.”
"Why don't we beat Brittney at her own game," Ariel suggested.
"How do you mean?" Claire asked, intrigued by the young woman's suggestion.
"On Valentine's night, she glamoured herself and tricked Jasper into believing she was someone else. Had he not picked up on her scent, they would have definitely slept together. Even Dillen and I didn't recognize her," Ariel explained.
"She's right. Hell, I was the one who pointed Jasper out to her and had no clue I was setting him up with his maniacal ex-fiancée. The woman is cunning and has no remorse about it, as long as she gets what she wants. In this case, it would be Jasper," Dillen contended.
"Okay, but how does Brittney glamouring herself help us?" Sophie asked, looking as confused as everyone else seemed to be at the table.
"I was thinking one us of could glamour ourselves to look like Jasper and Claire. We'd lure her to Don Juan's and if Zara could freeze everyone in the room, it would give us time to capture Brittney. Once we had her in our possession, Zoe, Zara, Phoebe, Sophie and Zeva could cast a truth spell on her. She'd tell us how to fix Jasper, Baba Yaga would put her in the pokey and everyone could get back to their lives without worrying what she's up to next," Ariel said.
"You know, that's not a bad idea. Sophie and I are willing to be the bait since we feel partly responsible for this mess," Alec chimed in. He had to do something to fix the situation because standing around and waiting was going to drive him crazy. His best friend almost died and now he's lost his memory. The more he thought about all of the chaos and danger Serena and Brittney had put his friends and family in, the more he wanted to strangle the defiant witch. What in the Hades was wrong with these cousins?
"I agree with Alec. It's the least we could do. Besides, we have no idea what Brittney is up to, so the sooner we contain this situation the better," Sophie replied.
Running the scenario through her head, Zoe finally spoke. "I think the plan will work, especially if I glamour myself as well and show up at the bar."
"Why do you need to glamour yourself," Nicolai asked. "I'd rather you not be in the thick of things. What if she goes crazy on all of us?"
"That's exactly why I need to be a patron in the bar before she arrives. My powers as an Empath will be able to gauge her mood. If she suspects something, I'll know about it and can warn everyone else," Zoe explained to her protective mate.
"Then glamour me as well because there is no way in hell that I'm letting you enter that bar alone," Nicolai finally conceded.
"While it sounds like an excellent plan, there's only one problem," Claire said.
"What's that?" Alec asked.
"How do we get Brittney there? She knows Jasper has lost his memory and can't shift, so I don't see her falling into our trap willingly, especially given that Jasper will be in human form," Claire responded.
"That's a good point," Ariel said.
The excitement around the table waned a little until Phoebe said, "I have an idea. We'll make Brittney think her spell didn't work. In fact, I'll shadow her and every time she tries to cast a spell, I'll make sure something goes wrong with it until she questions her magic. It shouldn't take too long for her to cave in, which will give us time to perfect the plan."
"That's not a bad idea. Do mind in I join in the fun," Zeva asked.
"Not at all," Phoebe replied with a mischievous glint in her eyes.
"Excellent. Let's put Operation Take That Buffy Down into action," Alec said.
It hadn't gone unnoticed by Claire that Jasper hadn't said a word through their connection during the entire conversation. Did he not like the plan? Should she ask him? In all honesty, she had no idea what to do. While she was enjoying the kind, caring man that alleviated some of her loneliness last night, she really didn't know the man. Maybe she'd suggest they go for a walk where she could ask him in private what he thought. It should be relatively safe given the house had been warded for protection. Yeah, a walk would be good for the both of them.
She turned to look down at Jasper, who sat quietly by her side like an overprotective guard dog and said, "I need some fresh air. You want to go for a walk around the farm?"
"Yeah, that sounds good. Maybe when we're done, a light bulb will come on in my head as to what everyone was talking about. I know you said this Brittney is my ex-fiancée but she doesn't sound very nice. It makes me wonder what I ever saw in the woman, especially given that I asked her to be my wife."
"I'm sorry, but I can't answer that for you. Maybe Alec could shed some light on the situation," Claire suggested.
"Maybe, but there's only one problem, he can't hear me right now for some reason. If I'm really a wolf, I'm not sure why I'm unable to connect with my Alpha. I've never experienced anything like this before, so it's I can only assume that it's a rarity in the Shifter community. Whatever spell Brittney cast on me must be a doozy," Jasper sighed in exasperation.
"I promise you, we'll figure it all out and set things back to the status quo. It's just going to take a little time, which unfortunately is not on our side right now. But, I won't rest until you can shift back into your human form and communicate with your Pack," Claire declared.
"I appreciate that Claire. Let’s go for our walk now because I could definitely use some fresh air after all this drama," he said.
"I think that's a good idea," Claire replied with a smile.
* * *
Brittney woke up the next morning elated with the turn of events. Not only was her cousin no longer a thorn in her ass, but she’d cast a spell on Jasper that would render him helpless until she stated otherwise. Just thinking about it made her laugh out loud with glee. To everyone who thought she was just another dumb blonde, they could kiss her voluptuous ass. Her cousin had let her emotions get the better of her and that had been her downfall. She wouldn’t fall into the same trap. Nope, she’d take her time, come up with a full proof plan to win her man back, and execute it like Sydney Bristol would a secret ops mission in Alias. Now all she needed was a sexy pair of stiletto boots and a cute outfit for the occasion. Later on today, she’d definitely have to get in some shopping.
I wonder what one would wear for such an occasion, she thought, as she pranced in front of Serena’s floor length mirror. Not only will I seek revenge on my nemesis, but I’ll win my man back as well. If I have to take out his nosey ass friends, then so be it. Besides, as long as we have one another, it’ll be more than enough to keep us warm and cozy through the cold winter.
“Don’t count your chickens before they've hatched,” her inner Angel, Angelica, said with doubt, as she blew on her recently polished fingernails.
“What do you mean? I’ve outsmarted everyone by laying low. When I strike this time, they’ll never know what hit them,” Brittney insisted.
“Yeah, we have this under control. For an Angel, you sure are negative. Why don’t you go somewhere and twitch. We’ve got a man to trap,” her inner Devil, Demonica, replied with much attitude.
"You call it being negative and I call it being realistic. All she's managed to do is piss Jasper off, which means I don't see him feeling all lovey, dovey towards her anytime soon. Besides, it's obvious that the auburn-haired beauty is his mate or he wouldn't have been so eager risk his life for her," her inner Angel insisted.
"Angelica, you're really pissing me off right now," Demonica replied.
"Better I piss you off than piss on you, Demonica. Will you never learn sweet sister? Is it because I'm the oldest and obviously the wisest?" Angelica inquired with a raised eyebrow.
"You're only older by two, freaking seconds, Angelica. Give it a rest. I stopped falling for that ploy when we were kids," Demonica demanded.
"Yet, every time your plan falls apart, I have to hear you whine about it for centuries. I mean really, get a clue already and just listen to your older sister for once. Are you unwilling to follow my guidance because you're just stubborn or because your bustier is too tight and it's cutting off all the blood trying to circulate to your brain?" Angelica asked.
"La-la. La-la. La-la. La. I don't I hear you. I'm rubber you're glue, whatever you say bounces off of me and sticks to you! Take that and stick where the sun don't shine," Demonica said with a huff before sticking out her tongue.
"Real mature, Demonica," Angelica replied, rolling her eyes in annoyance and a touch of disgust. Disgust because her sister had beat her to the punch by using their witty, childhood comeback.
Brittney had tried to ignore the two idiots bantering back and forth in her head. They were really giving her a migraine, which she didn't have time for today. She had a man to trap and a new outfit to pick out. Time was of the essence, so she needed to strike again while the iron was hot. She couldn't afford Zoe and Zara figuring out what she had done, or all hell would break loose. Maybe she needed to think about calling in a little extra reinforcement. A nasty Demon might work, but she'd have to be careful because those bastards were tricky. She didn't want to end up in Hell. It was too hot down there for her and would do nothing for her complexion. Besides, she'd heard Lucifer was a real ass; albeit a sexy ass, but nonetheless, an ass. She had enough man troubles already and had no desire to add more.
"Oh my Goddess. She's thinking about summoning a demon. Has she lost her ever-loving mind? No man is worth uprooting a Demon from Hell," Angelica exclaimed.
"How would you know, Virginia? Your va-jay-jay hasn't been touched by a man in centuries. Your parts are so rusty, you've probably forgotten how to use them," Demonica countered.
"Pot calling the kettle black, much," Angelica replied with a knowing smirk.
Unable to withstand the pressure, Demonica finally conceded and said, "Fine. I'll admit, it's been a while for me as well. But don't you miss the feel of a man's hands pleasuring your body, Angi? I damn sure do."
"Demonica. Focus. If she summons a Demon, we'll all be in trouble and the only hands pleasuring your body will be Big Sal," Angelica yelled.
"Big Sal?" Demonica asked.
"Yes, Big Sal," Angelica said with an exasperated sigh. It figures her sister would focus on Big Sal, instead of the fact that Brittney wanted to summon a Demon from Hell for Goddess's sake.
"Not likely, big sis. Did you forget Madea took care of her when she was thrown in the pokey? Besides, Big Sal is from Texas and we live in Tennessee; therefore, I don't think we'll be crossing paths anytime soon. Huh! Looks like you're not as smart as you think?" Demonica contended.
Taking several deep breaths in an effort not to strangle her sister, Angelica finally said, "Demonica, we need to stop Brittney from trying to summon a Demon. The ramifications would be horrendous. Do. You. Understand?"
"Of course I understand. I'm not an idiot you know."
"Some days, that remains to be seen," Angelica murmured.
"I heard that," Demonica growled.
"I had intended for you to. Now, quit running your mouth and help me come up with a plan," Angelica instructed.
"Fine, but I still don't see what the big deal is," Demonica huffed, doing her best to drown out her sister's authoritative voice. She hated when Angelica when all Angelic on her.



Chapter 8
Phoebe and Zeva watched Brittney prance through the house as if she didn’t have a care in the world. In fact, one would say she was on cloud nine. It seemed as though she used magic for everything… cleaning the house, whipping up breakfast, washing the dishes, deciding which clothes to wear. The more they watched Brittney use magic for her own gain, the more they realized it would be easy to create havoc with her powers.
Turning to Zeva with a devious smile, Phoebe said, “There’s no time like the present to turn her smile upside down.”
“I couldn’t agree more,” Zeva replied, twitching her nose and causing the blow dryer Brittney was currently using to malfunction and crash on the floor. The scream she let out was satisfaction enough.
“My turn,” Phoebe replied. When Brittney lifted the curling iron by swirling her index finger and began curling her hair, Phoebe waived her wand; thereby, causing the curling iron to get stuck in her hair. They were sure the entire population of Bass Ackwards could smell the burnt hair and Brittney’s curses.
“What in the hell is going on here?” she yelled to the empty room. Frustrated when no one answered, she said a quick spell to fix the damage to her hair, but instead, it was filled with purple streaks.
“Nice job,” Phoebe chuckled. She hadn’t had this much fun in years. “I think it’s time to shrink all of her clothes since she’s going shopping today. What do you think?”
“Go for it! I can’t wait to see her reaction,” Zeva replied.
The battle cry that came from Brittney’s mouth when she couldn’t fit into her favorite red dress would have made every Highlander in Scotland and Ireland proud. To say she was pissed would have been an understatement.
“Alright. Who the hell is here? Show yourself now, or you’ll be sorry,” Brittney demanded. Yet, when no response was forthcoming, she said to hell with it and quickly glamoured herself. One minute she was a hot mess, and the next, she was the sexy, blonde bombshell every man wanted to sleep with and every woman envied, respected and revered… at least in her feeble mind.
It took everything Phoebe and Zeva had not to expose themselves and put the little witch in her place for harming their friends and family. Instead, the women decided to give Brittney a taste of her own medicine by counteracting her spell and turning her into the town spectacle the same way she had done Jasper. Although the mirror, she was currently primping in made her appear to a beautiful and vibrant woman, once she left the confines of Serena’s cottage, her true colors would shine through brighter than the sun. People in the community would see her for the conniving, backstabbing, cheater that she truly was and would call her on it. By the time they were done, she would definitely be doubting her powers, especially when she saw Jasper and Claire enjoying a late lunch at Lula Mae’s Diner.
Dressed and ready for a little retail action, Brittney checked herself in the mirror one final time before she hopped in her car and headed into town. The ten minute drive and pep talk into town renewed her confidence and lifted her spirits. She couldn’t wait to drop until she dropped. Although Bass Ackwards was a small town, there were several boutiques that would meet her needs on such short notice. The first place she’d hit was Adrianna’s. While Brittney never really liked the uptight, snooty woman, she loved her clothes even if they were a tad overpriced in her book. However, the boutique had brought a little class to their run downtown and for that she’d pay the exuberant prices, especially since all her credit cards were connected to Serena’s account. 
When she stepped into Adrianna’s, several women turned and gasped, which told her they were floored by her beauty. She simply waved and smiled as though it were nothing and headed toward the petite section to pick out a new dress. Something that would knock Jasper’s socks off.
“Um… Should we tell her?” Angelica whispered to Demonica.
“I don’t understand how she could’ve come out of the house, allowing us to look so horrendous,” Demonica whined. “Did she not see the atrocious look on those women’s faces?”
“Wow, I didn’t realize such big words. My how your vocabulary has expanded over the years. Before we know, you’ll be speaking French,” Angelica replied sarcastically.
“Focus, Angelica. We have to tell her before she makes us the laughing stock of Bass Ackwards,” Demonica commanded.
“Honey, I hate to be the bearer of bad news, but we’ve been the laughing stock of Bass Ackwards for years. If being a lying cheat didn’t destroy us, I doubt a little fashion fo paux will, but hey go for it. Tell her. It’s your funeral,” Angelica encouraged.
“Fine. I’ll do the dirty deed. I’m not afraid. Besides, just watching this train wreck is turning my stomach. Look at our singed hair. How could she do that to our beautiful, blonde locks? Everyone knows your hair is the window to your soul,” Demonica claimed.
“That’s the eyes you idiot,” Angelica corrected, as she rolled her eyes in exasperation.
“What?” Demonica yelled.
Sighing heavily, Angelica popped a piece of bubble gum in her mouth and said, “The eyes are the windows to the soul, not your damn hair.”
“Ooh! I’m going to tell daddy you said a curse word,” Demonica squealed.
“Oh, grow a pair,” Angelica countered as she popped a bubble.
Standing tall and proud, Demonica adjusted the girls in her bustier and said, “Honey, in case you haven’t noticed, I have more than a mouthful and the men love it in case you haven’t noticed.”
“Demi, your breasts are large enough to feed every man in a Third World Country for years. How could we miss those torpedoes? You flaunt them every chance you get,” her sister countered.
“Maybe so, but if you don’t clean out the cobwebs and quit ignoring your hoo-ha, it’s going to die a slow, horrible, lonely death. Wait! Let me grab my compact and see if it’s still breathing,” Demonica chuckled as she put her compact in front of Angelica’s hoo-ha. “Oh My Goddess! It’s not too late. There’s still life down under,” she announced.
Fed up with her sister’s antics, Angelica smacked Demonica in the head and said, “Enough already. Go tell our alter ego that she looks like a hot ghetto mess, so we can deal with the fall out.”
Loudly clearing her throat to gain Brittney’s attention, Demonica whispered in a hesitant voice, “Um… Brit. What in the Hades is going on? We look like a train wreck. That’s why everyone is starring. It’s not envy you see on their faces, it’s horror by our unkempt appearance.”
Sighing heavily, Brittney replied in hushed, irritated voice. “Not now, Demi. I need to pick out a new dress for Jasper.”
Agitated because she had once again been ignored, Demi cleared her throat and yelled at the top of her lungs once Brit had picked out a dress and entered the dressing room. She was done playing nice. It was time to take off the kid gloves. “Listen up, Missy because I’m only going to say this once. Turn around, put your ginormous ego in check, and truly look at yourself in the mirror. We’re not sexy. We’re a hot ghetto mess and I can’t believe you were dumb enough to come outside with us looking like this. Our beautiful, blonde locks are singed. Not to mention, our war paint is smeared. It looks like we tried to squeeze in our doll’s clothes because they’re too tight for even me and that’s saying a lot. And, to add insult to injury, our shoes don’t match. Seriously, Brit! What were you thinking?”
Startled by Demonica’s sudden outburst, Brittney tried to shush her inner devil, but she was having none of it. Exasperated and exhausted by her entire morning, she finally turned and did as she was told. It took a few minutes, but the truth finally presented itself loud and clear. She looked like an abomination. What in the hell had happened to her spell? Why hadn’t it worked? Mortified and more than a little pissed by her appearance, she went storming out of Adrianna’s like her hair was on fire. Someone was going to pay for this debacle and it sure as hell wasn’t her.
"Oh for Goddess's sake, I look like a bad replica of Cruella de Ville. How could you dimwits let me come out of the house looking like this? Why didn't you say something sooner?" Brittney howled.
"Maybe, it's because lately you've been a biach," Demonica murmured.
"I heard that, Demi," Brittney groused.
"I intended for you to, Brit," she replied. "Look, we don't have time for a pissing match. It's obvious your magic is on the fritz and we need to call in a witch doctor," Demonica continued, as though Brittney hadn't spoken.
Once Brit exited the building and saw her reflection again in the windows of Lula Mae’s Diner, she froze. She had gone from looking dressed to kill to needing to be killed and put out of her misery, and that wasn’t even the worst part. When she scanned the diner to see if anyone had noticed her, she saw Jasper and Claire having lunch and making goo-goo eyes at one another. More importantly, he was in his human form. Was Demi right and her magic was on the fritz? No, that couldn’t be it. Her magic was fine and she was positive her spell had worked on Jasper.
“Are you sure? The proof is in the pudding, and from what I can see, your pudding has soured because that sure looks like Jasper to me with his new mate. What was her name? Claire? I must admit, I love the gypsy outfit she’s wearing. Purple has always been one of my favorite colors. It’s sexy without making her look like she’s trying too hard. Maybe you and Demi should take some notes,” Angelica suggested.
"Can-it, Angelica! Why must you always be so negative? Look, I know it wasn't one of my best spells, but I'm sure it worked. Why was he able to shift? How does he remember her? What in the Hades is going on?” Brittney demanded, as she went storming off toward her car. “My magic has been wonky all morning. What if my spell didn't work?" she asked to no one in particular. Shaking her head in confusion, she increased her pace… almost at a dead run, as she tried to duck and dodge everyone on the street. The fewer people who saw her, the happier she would be.
Her intent was clear, get off the streets before anyone else saw her, seek shelter in Serena’s cottage until her magic was back up to par, and get down to the bottom of this mess… fast because there was no way in hell that gypsy witch was going to take her man. Jasper was hers and she'd do whatever it took to win him back, even if it meant making a deal with a Demon.
Once Brittney reached her car, she drove like every Demon in Hell was on her ass. The normal ten minute drive to Serena’s cottage took half the time. She wanted to use her magic, but was afraid something might go wrong. Although Angelica and Demonica had theories of their own as to why her magic wasn’t working, she’d completely tuned them out after a tongue lashing. No, she had to figure this out herself. She was a smart cookie. She could do this. Couldn’t she? After all, she’d graduated from magic school; albeit in the bottom half of her class, but nonetheless, she’d received her diploma like her classmates. Could she have applied herself more? Sure, but she wanted an MRS. Degree, not a degree in BS.
Maybe she could call up one of her professors and ask for help, or at least some advice on how to test her powers. Yeah, that might work. Professor Blue Balls always liked the way her boobs accentuated her tight sweaters… amongst other things. He’d definitely be willing to help, or she might have to tell Principal Dried Up how she received an A in his class. Elated that she’d come up with a plan, Brittney looked at herself one final time in the mirror and then headed toward the shower. She needed to make herself look a more presentable if she was going to tango with Old Blue Balls.
Several hours later, she was more frustrated than before, if that was even possible. Who knew Old Blue Balls and Dried Up would eventually hook up. Damn, it’s amazing what a little sex could do. Old Blue Balls complexion had shifted from a bright blue that made him look more like Stitch from Lilo & Stich, and Principal Dried Up was actually hot. It was truly amazing what a little nookie could do for a couple. Turns our Principal Dried Up had been looking for an MRS. Degree as well. The only difference was that she had succeeded in her quest, which pissed Brittney off even more.
Frustrated by the turn of events, Demonica took the bull by the horns and finally spoke up. “It’s obvious we’re not going to figure this out any time soon, so why don’t we just relax and go out for a drink tonight. Old Blue Balls was kind enough to cast a spell that would make the women in Adrianna’s forget our debacle from earlier, so we should be okay to show our face in public. Besides, I need to be around other people tonight since you two are boring me to death.
Grateful for her sister’s short attention span, Angelica enthusiastically nodded in agreement. “She has a point, Brit. We haven’t been to Don Juan’s since Valentine’s Day. Let’s have a little fun tonight. Besides, until we figure out the problem with our powers, I don’t think it’s a good idea to try and summon a Demon.”
Letting out a frustrated sigh by the turn of events, Brittney hung her head and simply headed to the bedroom to find an outfit for tonight. Even though it was only four o’clock in the afternoon, she needed to start dressing now given she couldn’t use her magic. How had her life turned into such a cluster fuck in such a short period of time? This had to be Serena’s doing. Maybe if she cleansed the cottage of her Dark Magic, things would return to normal. Her powers would be restored and she could continue with her plan to win Jasper back. Hmm. That’s not a bad idea, she thought. Feeling refreshed by her renewed sense of purpose, she skipped to the closet and picked out the sexiest dress she owned. It was guaranteed to turn some heads tonight, which was exactly what the doctor ordered for her ego.



Chapter 9
Alec and Sophie entered the farmhouse with tears in their eyes from laughing so hard. The look on Brittney’s face when she noticed them in the diner was priceless. One would have thought she’d seen a ghost. It was obvious their plan was working, given the way she stomped to her car and avoided everyone on the street. They figured it would take much for her to eventually break.
“Alright you two, stop giggling and tell us what happened,” Zara commanded.
“Yeah! Did she take the bait?” Zoe asked anxiously.
“Oh, she took the bait alright. When our nemesis arrived back home, she was flustered and desperate for answers. When none presented themselves, she began carrying on a conversation with herself, which was a bit disturbing. From what I can tell, she’s the epitome of one who flew over the cuckoo’s nest, if you know what I mean,” Phoebe said, twirling her index finger in a circle to indicate Brittney had fallen off her rocker.
“I’d have to agree with Phoebe, I think she’s ready to break,” Zeva chimed in. “When she summoned Professor Blue Balls and Principal Dried Up, we used the opportunity to glamour ourselves and take their place. When she inquired about her powers, we threw out a few farfetched ideas, but none of them were helpful. By the time we were finished with Brittney, she looked as though she wanted to murder us, especially when her ploy to seduce Old Blue Balls didn’t work.”
“Ugh! She must be really desperate if she’s willing to bonk a warlock who looks like he just walked off the set of Lilo & Stich. I know when we were in Vegas, the Blue Man Group promised an unforgettable experience, but he’s taken that promise to a whole new level… and not in a good way. Know what I mean? Maybe if he got a little nookie action from time to time, his complexion would return to its true color,” Zara suggested, shivering at the thought of Brittney and Old Blue Balls doing the nasty.
“It’s funny you should mention that because as far as Brittney is concerned, Old Blue Balls has hooked up with Principal Dried Up and has found his true color,” Zeva said, as Phoebe began laughing.
“I have to tell you, today was the most fun I’ve had in a long time. Thanks for letting me help out,” Phoebe replied, still smiling from their antics.
Sarah’s heart warmed at the joy she saw on her mother’s face. When they’d rescued her from Jacob, their maniacal father, she wasn’t sure if her mother would ever be the same. She shivered thinking about all of the things her father had done to her mother when she wouldn’t turn over her Dark Magic. For years, she had thought her mother was dead, only to realize it was a sick ploy of her father’s in order to amass more power. Thank the Goddess he’d gotten what he deserved in the end. Now, they just needed to help Jasper and Claire. She too felt guilty for dragging Claire into this mess. She wouldn’t be surprised if the woman never spoke to them once this fiasco was over. They’d endangered her life on more than one occasion and now she had a psychotic witch trying to destroy her over a man of all things. Although Fate could be a cruel bitch at times, she could also bring you much joy. While Sarah felt sorry for the gypsy, her instincts were telling her that Claire was exactly where she belonged… with her new family, whether she realized it or not.
"Great! Now we just need to lure her to Don Juan's tonight and take that Buffy down once and for all," Alec replied, excitedly. He couldn't have been happier that their plan was working. Soon, Jasper would be his old self, Brittney would be spending the rest of her days in the pokey, and they all could move on with their lives. He just hoped by the time it was all over, his best friend had figured out a way to keep Claire by his side indefinitely. His Beta hadn't been fooling anyone. They all knew Brittney had ripped his heart to shreds and he was lonely. His façade as a manwhore was just that… a façade. He wanted his fun loving friend back, who laughed at corny jokes, watched football with him on Saturdays, and came over for a drink and just to chat every now and then. It had been a long time since they'd had a guys' outing. Maybe he'd suggest one once this was all over.
Everyone had been so deep in conversation, no one realized that Jasper and Claire had returned from their walk. So, when Claire said, "She'll show up at Don Juan's tonight because her ego is bruised. She's always relied on her looks to build her confidence and what better way to do that than have a few men fight over you. Brittney is shallow, so all you have to do is show up at Don Juan's and wait. She'll definitely be there."
"How do you know all of this? Did you have another vision?" Alec asked, eager for anything that would give them a leg up on Brittney's next move.
"No. I've met several shallow women like Brittney over the years, and it's always the same. They're defined by their looks and will manipulate any situation to become the center of attention. That woman has drama written all over her. Trust me. She'll show up at Don Juan's, so I suggest you be ready. She's not as stupid as you think," Claire replied.
The next few hours went by without incident. They strategized and tweaked their plan, otherwise known as Operation Take That Buffy Down according to Alec, until everyone agreed that it was full proof. Claire could sense Jasper's wolf wanted to join in on the action, but knew it was impossible. When he began whimpering, she caressed his fur as a gesture of comfort. Everyone had a role to play. Hers and Jaspers was to remain at the farmhouse where it was safe. They couldn't risk the chance of Brittney getting her hands on Jasper in his current state. Steeling her resolve, she sent up a prayer to the Goddess that all this would be over soon.
* * *
When Brittney entered the bar, every man in the room turned her way and perused her body. She looked fucking amazing and she knew it. Her singed hair had been replaced with blonde hair extensions she had found in her cousin's bathroom. Her war paint would have made any fabulously, gay make-up artist proud. The sexy, deep red maxi dress with spaghetti straps and a slit not only accentuated her toned arms and voluptuous breasts, but also her long, lean legs. To top off the outfit, she sported four-inch, black goatskin, fuck me Jimmy Choo pumps that had been embellished with shimmering, gold-tone stars. She wanted to send a message tonight that she was the only star in the room and dared anyone to say otherwise.
"Damn!" Zara muttered under her breath. She had to give the woman credit, she had gumption. Her outfit was stunning, not to mention the Jimmy Choo pumps that she would kill for in a New York minute. If the woman wasn't their damn enemy, they could have been friends who shared clothes.
"Quit drooling over her outfit, sis. We have a job to do," Zoe reprimanded through their connection.
"Oh, shush! You were thinking the same thing I was. It's okay to admit it," Zara teased, knowing it would get Zoe all riled up.
"True, but unlike you, Zelda and Fabadude, I know when to restrain myself. I swear, sometimes I think your real names are Lust, Gluttony, and Greed," Zoe snapped.
"Then that'd make you Envy, Sister-Dearest" Zara countered.
"Z. Don't make me unleash Wrath on your ass," Zoe warned. "Now zip it! I need to concentrate."
Alec knew the moment Brittney had entered Don Juan's because the hairs on the back his neck went on full alert. He watched from afar, as she demanded the attention of every man in the room. She hadn't seen them yet, which was good because it gave them the element of surprise. He smiled when Sophie began stroking his arm in an effort to contain his wolf. He wanted to strangle the selfish, conniving blonde for everything she and her cousin had done to them. Unfortunately, now was not the time to seek revenge. They needed to help Jasper and Claire. There would be plenty of time to put that imbecile in her place, he just needed to remain patient. 
There was a part of him that wished Jasper could have been here tonight watching her go down, but it wasn't safe for him or Claire. In all the years they had known one another, they'd never gone into battle without each other. He knew things would eventually change when they found their mates, but he hadn't imagined the changes being this drastic. He had always depended on Jasper to have his back and vice versa. Maybe that explained the knot in his stomach and the uneasy vibes he'd been experiencing since they arrived at Don Juan's. They were missing something, but he couldn't quite put his finger on it.
Brittney sashayed over to the bar and reveled in the way everyone was looking at her. Goddess, she'd miss this glorious attention. There was nothing like it in the entire world. Now, she needed a drink because it had been a shitty day. Once she caught Shorty's eye, she ordered her usual, a strawberry margarita. Smiling, she held up her drink in a toast and murmured, "Here's to having a better night.”
"We look freaking amazing if I do say so myself. I'm positive that by the time tonight is over, no one will remember the debacle from earlier today," Demonica said with such pride in her voice that it made Angelica want to gag.
It was true, they had cleaned up nicely, but something wasn't right here. There was malice in the air. She could feel it. Not to mention, her Spidey senses had been tingling ever since they crossed the threshold and entered the bar. She needed to let Demi know so they could come up plan. "Demi. Demi. Something is wrong in Hooterville. We need to come up with an escape plan and fast," Angelica insisted.
Rolling her eyes in exasperation, Demi turned toward her sister, place her hands on her hips, and glared before saying, "Dramatic much, Angi! You always do this when you think we're going to get lucky. It's been forever. Pretend your hoo-ha is a fireplace… dust off the cobwebs, open up the flue, and let a big log warm you up."
"Demi, don't make me tie a Chasity belt around your va-jay-jay. Again. Now focus, already. I sense a trap and we need to be prepared," Angelica insisted.
"Then tell Brit and we'll leave. Duh! It's not rocket science," Demonica replied sarcastically.
"In case you haven't noticed, she's ignoring us you ignoramus," Angelica exclaimed. "So, quit your bitching and help me."
Begrudgingly, Demi did as she was told, even though she thought her sister had fallen off the turnip truck. Again. She really needed to figure out a way to help her sister embrace her hoo-ha, or they'd end up like Principal Dried Up. The mere thought of such an atrocity made her shiver.
Brittney continued to ignore the imbeciles bantering in her head. Instead, she took another sip of her drink and enjoyed the cowboy line dancing on the dance floor to "Save a Horse (Ride a Cowboy)" by Big & Rich. Although she didn't give a damn about the horse, she wouldn't have mind riding that cowboy for the night, especially if he was hung like a horse and from the looks of him, the odds were in her favor.
"Yummy. Come to mama, big boy," Brittney growled under her breath. If Jasper could get his pole waxed by that gypsy hussy, she could have a little fun as well. Turnabout was fair game tonight. Besides, a little slap and tickle with the hottie on the dance floor was exactly what she needed to turn the shit storm of a day she’d had upside down. She envisioned her night, ending in kisses and rainbows from all the Big Os that stud muffin would give her.
Swallowing down the last of her margarita, Brittney sat the glass on the bar, swiveled on the stool to stand, and immediately froze. The jukebox had started playing Mary Chaplin Carpenter's "I Feel Lucky", but the cowboy was nowhere in sight. In his place were Jasper and Claire line dancing like they didn't have a care in the world. He never lined danced with her like that when they were dating, or even after he popped the question.
Angry beyond belief, Brittney straightened her dress and ignored her inner demons' plea to leave. It was time she fixed this shit and claim her man once and for all. If she couldn't have Jasper, no one would, especially some hippie wearing, wannabe witch who wasn't even pretty. "What in the hell does he see in her?" she murmured before slowly walking toward the dance floor.
Alec caught Brittney on the move out of the corner of his eye. He knew the moment they had come up with their plan, it'd be too tempting for her to walk away. Slowly, methodically, he watched as she made her way toward them on the dance floor. "Come to papa, you unscrupulous witch," he whispered under his breath.
"Stop, Brit. Please stop! We beg of you. It's a trap," Angelica and Demonica pleaded.
"Enough with the whining. I'm going to make it clear to everyone tonight who Jasper belongs with once and for all. I've had a shitty day and I be damned if my night will turn out shitty as well. Pull up your big girl panties and hang on because we're going in," Brittney said in a hushed voice.
Brittney was only a few inches from reaching Jasper and Claire when all hell broke loose. Sheriff Buford burst through the door and started waving his gun around like a fool. Again. He stormed toward Shorty and said, "I'm tired of your patrons creating havoc on a Saturday night. I told you the next time this happened, I was going to Nip. It. In. The. Bud. like I should have done in the beginning."
In an effort to contain the chaos that was unfolding before her eyes, Zara first attempt to freeze everyone in the bar resulted in her accidentally blowing up one of Shorty's stuffed animals and forcing several patrons to dive toward the floor in order to avoid becoming collateral damage.
"Shit! That wasn't supposed to happen," Zara groused in a low voice. 
"Breathe, Zara!" her sister instructed in a soothing voice. “We need you to freeze everyone, not blow shit up.”
"Geez! You think, smartass?" Zara snapped back, frustrated she had once again lost control of her powers. 
Taking a deep breath, she concentrated harder and eventually froze everyone in the room. Their first objective was to contain Brittney. The second was to confiscate Sheriff Buford's gun before he hurt someone, or himself. The latter was more likely. It was only a matter of seconds before she unfroze Zoe and Nicolai, as well as Claire and Jasper (aka Alec and Sophie). Stefano was already making his way through the crowd toward Brittney. There was only one problem, she was nowhere in sight when he arrived at the spot she was last seen.
"Where the hell is she?" Alec screamed as he frantically starts to look in all directions until he’d made a complete circle, while trying to contain his frustration that Brittney had once again slipped through their fingers. This was supposed to have worked. Tonight should have been the end of this mess. Now, they were back at square one. He knew she'd never let them get that close again. What in the hell were they going to do now?



Chapter 10
Brittney was almost to Jasper when Demonica and Angelica stopped her dead in her tracks. They’d used her middle name, Brittney Rose, and they only did that when she was in danger. When Demonica quickly explained it was a trap, she suddenly realized that she needed a diversion. Since Sheriff Elmo Buford was constantly making an ass of himself in Don Juan’s, she decided to cast a spell that would make her look like him. Waving the gun in the air, she decided to take out her aggression on Shorty. In Elmo’s whiny voice, she kept it simple and used the stupid phrase the Sheriff always said when he arrived on a scene… Nip. It. In. The. Bud. Who in the hell still said that these days? It was the 21st century and Bass Ackwards was no Mayberry.
One minute she was waving her gun and yelling at Shorty, the next, one of the Goddess awful animals on the wall was blown to smithereens. Her instincts were telling her to flee, but Angelica and Demonica insisted that she remain exactly where she was because no one had realized that she was Sheriff Buford. Heeding their advice, she continued to play along as Zoe took the gun out of her hand. She knew they'd never hurt Elmo and would let him go without incident because everyone in town knew the man was harmless… well, as harmless as one can be with a single bullet in his pocket.
When Zara finally unfroze everyone and Zoe said a spell that clouded the patrons’ memory, she continued to play along until finally they let her leave. Thank the Goddess no had realized Sheriff Buford's patrol car wasn't outside. She quickly jumped in her Ford Focus and made a beeline to Serena's cottage. She was madder than a hornets nest, which meant Jasper and his friends were going to pay for their deceit.
Since they had left her no choice in the matter, they only had themselves to blame for what happened next. She didn't understand why people always acted like summoning Demons was a bad thing. Was there a chance that one of these Dukes of the Underworld might cast her into darkness and misery? Possibly. Would they subject her to their unending, hellish thrall? Most likely. But she could also get hit by a car or catch pneumonia and die. Let's face it! No one is promised tomorrow, even a powerful witch. She'd learned the truth of that from watching them take down her cousin, Serena.
Besides, the King of Israel summoned Demons on a regular basis. Hell, he even used them as builders. Therefore, if it was good enough for him, then it was good enough for her. In her heart of hearts, she firmly believed that not all Demons were bad. Tricky as fuck? Yes. But not completely bad. Mind made up, Brittney prepared the cottage to summon up a Demon to do her bidding.
"I don't think this is wise Brittney. Everyone knows that you should never force a Demon to do your bidding. Well, not unless you have a death wish," Angelica said, hoping to be the voice of reason.
"Oh My Goddess! That's such hogwash, Angelica and you know it. She just needs to remember to be courteous in her summoning. I mean, yeah, they get a little pissy when you try and command them or state that you're their master, but other than that, most Demons are harmless… and tricky as hell. I guess that's because they reside in Hell. Hmm. Go figure! Besides, it's not like she's going to try and summon Lucifer," Demonica replied, as she continued painting her toenails fire engine red.
"Hush you two. My mind is made up. Now help me prepare the room, so we can get started," Brittney demanded. "Help me make sure the room is free of any religious articles.
"Religious articles?" Demi asked with a confused look on her face. "Um… Did you forget this is Serena's house and she wielded Dark Magic like most witches change underwear? Well, that is if you choose to wear the constricting things."
"Demi. Focus," Angelica admonished. If they were going to summon a Demon, she didn't want to get caught in the crossfires because they had forgotten to make sure the room was religious free. Yet, she did have a point about Serena. Turns out the woman was a dark as they come. Who knew?
Once the room had been cleared and everything was in place, Brittney took in a deep breath and began lighting the candles. At the stroke of midnight, she began her summoning.
 
North, South, East and West,
I call upon the Fallen Angel who suits me best,
He's known as the ninth Spirit of Solomon,
And I feel as though we have a lot in common,
He rules as a King and commands a legion of Demons in Hell,
Obedient to only Lucifer, he appears as a crowned man showcasing lots of bells,
Preceded by many musicians with trumpets and cymbals,
He subjugates people to the will of the magician,
He will give the answer to any question I seek,
I need to know how to trap the love of the man I seek,
Be he far or be he near,
Bring the demon Paimon here,
So mote it be!
 
True to form, Paimon's entrance was preceded by a host of spirits appearing as men playing trumpets, cymbals, and other diverse instruments. He was sitting astride a camel and wearing a glorious crown. His mighty roar could have woken the dead and almost burst Brittney's eardrums. To say he was drama personified was an understatement.
"Who dares summon me?" Paimon roared.
It took a few minutes to bolster up her courage, but Brittney did and finally said, "Me."
"And who are you?" he asked in an unnaturally, loud voice.
Remembering the tips she had read about summoning Paimon, Brittney cleared her throat and summoned him to alter his speech in order for her to understand him better and so she wouldn't go deaf.
"I need your advice on how to trap the love of the man I seek. His name is Jasper and he's a wolf Shifter. Although he's found his mate, I need you to bind his will and love to me, not the gypsy," Brittney explained.
"You sure do want a lot, Sexy One. But I have one question for you. What's in it for me?" Paimon asked.
"Hmm. So you think I'm sexy?" Brittney asked, as she ramped up the charm.
"You know you’re gorgeous. Stop trying to be coy," he replied. "I ask again. What's in it for me?"
"Let's see. How about you get to slaughter everyone who gets in your way?" she said with glee.
"Hmm. Tempting and I always enjoy a good slaughter, but I'm going to need more," he demanded.
Feeling as though her negotiation was going south, and terrified that he'd want to drag her to Hell for all eternity, Brittney new she had to think fast or all would be lost. Then a light bulb came on and she knew exactly what to say in order to entice this Demon. Adjusting the girls and putting a little, extra swing in her hips, she sashayed toward Paimon and in a husky voice full of sex and innuendo, she said, "You can have the auburn-haired beauty they call a gypsy for all eternity to do with as you please."
"Oooohhh! The only thing I like better than slaughtering innocents is ravishing a concubine. So gorgeous, you have a deal," Paimon replied.
"Brittney. No," Angelica exclaimed.
"Be quiet. Now. I'm trying to close a deal her," Brittney murmured through gritted teeth.
"Oh My Goddess! She's really done it now. Why didn't I listen to you Angelica? If this doesn't work out for the Demon, we're all going to hell. You know I hate the hot climates. It's bad for my complexion," Demonica whined. "Don't just stand there. Do something to get us out of this mess."
Letting out a heavy sigh, Angelica counted to ten before responding to her sister. For Goddess’s sake, she was tired of always having to cover her sister's ass… sometimes literally and today was no different. Once again, they'd gone off half-cocked and come up with this hair-brained idea to seek revenge. Everyone knew that revenge was a dish best severed cold, so why in the hell had her sister encouraged the nitwit to summon a Demon of all people was beyond her. "Sure. Now all of a sudden you want to listen to me. You always do this and I'm so sick of it. Why should I help you?"
"Because if I go down, you do too," Demonica said with a smirk.
"Point taken," Angelica said in defeat. "But be forewarned, it's going to take some time and ingenuity to undo this mess. Our girl has no idea she's just made a deal with Lucifer himself.”



Chapter 11
It had been months—eight to be exact—since anyone had seen hide nor hair of Brittney since their failure to capture her at Don Juan’s. Had he been disappointed when they’d broken the news to him and Claire? In some ways, yes, yet in others, no. While he wasn’t a fan of Fate, he knew she could be a cruel bitch. Hell, between her and Brittney, he was screwed nine ways to Sunday. If he ever had both women in the same place, at the same time, he had a few choice words for them. But now was not the time to dwell on the past, even though it was playing havoc on his future.
It was almost All Hallows Eve and the morale of the team was sullen. Realization had struck them like a smack on the head when everyone finally accepted that Brittney would never allow them to get close enough to capture her again. All had been quiet on the home front and although he was eager to move home, he and Claire remained at the farmhouse for safety reasons. Normally, he would have been climbing the walls, but instead, enjoyed his time with Claire despite their tenuous situation.
They’d gone for long walks, talked about everything under the Sun, and learned each other’s nuances. Although he couldn’t shift, he loved curling up with her at night in their bed. He loved the way she caressed his fur as they fell asleep together. The way the loneliness in the pit of his soul had dissipated. The more time he spent with his auburn-haired beauty, the more he never wanted their time to end. It was becoming harder and harder to control the Beast and despite everyone’s best efforts, his memory hadn’t come back… yet. He only knew what was happening because of their weekly meetings, which in all honesty, wasn’t much.
Regardless of the fact there wasn’t much news forthcoming, his Alpha insisted on meeting tonight. It seemed as though in addition to glamouring herself, Brittney had suddenly turned into a Master Illusionist and disappeared into thin air. Zeva and Phoebe had kept tabs on Serena’s cottage, but it was as quiet as a mouse. The entire magical community had been placed on high alert. Everyone in town had been instructed to keep an eye out for the conniving witch and to report any sighting. Again, there was nothing. Yet, something in his gut told him a storm was coming and soon. He wasn’t sure if he had been tapping into Claire’s visions, or if his wolf knew something he didn’t, but either way, they were going to need help. He’d definitely have Claire mention his concerns in the meeting tonight.
Sighing heavily, he accepted the fact that they were stuck in limbo until Brittney made a move. So instead of continuing to dwell on the situation, he snuggled in closer to Claire and moaned when she began stroking his fur. He loved the way she smelled of strawberries, rainbows, and sunshine mixed with a unique essence that made him want to howl at the Moon. The first thing he was going to do after they broke Brittney’s spell was take Claire in his arms and kiss her for all he was worth. Then, he’d figure out a way to convince her to stay in Bass Ackwards with him. He knew deep down in his heart of hearts that they would have an amazing life. Just the thought of them together for eternity gave him hope. To hell with Fate and the horse she rode in on because Claire was the key to his Happily Ever After and he’d never let her go. No matter what.
“What are you thinking about so intently,” Claire asked, as she continued rubbing Jasper’s fur.
“On the one hand, I’m thinking that our situation sucks and when I get my hands on Brittney, it will most likely take everything in my power not to strangle her for what she’s done. On the other, I’m thinking if this hadn’t happened, we wouldn’t have met and for that I’m eternally grateful because you’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me,” Jasper replied with baited breath, hoping his confession wouldn’t make her run for the hills.
“For the record, I’m glad we met too. Although I must admit, I had my doubts in the beginning. You were cocky, yet so damn sexy, I had to put my girl parts in check,” Claire admitted.
“Soooo! What you’re saying is that you were immensely attracted to me before you saw The Beast? Good to know,” Jasper replied with a shit eating grin.
“Fine. I’ll admit it. I was attracted to you before you exposed yourself and let out The Beast, but only because I saw what a kind and caring man you could be when everything went down with Alec and Sophie. Not to mention you were willing to risk your life in order to save me.”
“Just so you know, I’d risk my life for you again in a heartbeat, sweetheart,” Jasper said softly.
“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Claire murmured.
“Don’t be! While I’d rather us be on this Earth together, if it comes down between me, or you, then I’ll always choose you. There’s no doubt in my mind, I won’t survive without you,” Jasper admitted in a low voice.
“Let’s make a pact,” Claire suggested. “No matter what’s thrown our way in the future, promise me that we’ll both survive.
“I promise,” Jasper replied without hesitation. “Now let’s get some shut eye. It’ll be time to get up before you know it.”
Claire nodded in agreement and continued caressing Jasper’s fur. She’d never felt more at peace than when she was with him. He had a way of calming the angst simmering in her soul. She never felt lonely when Jasper was around. Instead, he made her feel content, wanted, and loved, of which she would be eternally grateful. Over the months, not only had she gotten to know Jasper on a more personal level, but she had also slowly fallen in love with him. She needed to find the right time and place to tell him how she felt because Fate would not win this round.



Chapter 12
Claire, Sophie, Lola and Sarah had volunteered to cook for tonight’s meeting, and the smells coming from the kitchen were delicious. Jasper sat quietly in the corner and watched as the women joked and laughed as they cooked up a feast fit for a King. Even though things had been crazy in the beginning, he was glad Lola, Iggy and Armand were adjusting to their new lives in Bass Ackwards. He found it interesting that witches, Shifters, warlocks and Demons didn’t seem to bother them. Maybe it’s because they’d spent years as mice living in a closet without knowing it. Regardless of the reason, he was happy they were able to accept the magical community. He just hoped that Zeva and Phoebe had better luck coming up with a spell to break the curse on Sophie’s house than they had in locating Brittney. The patrons stuck in Chez Parée Deux deserved to be set free. The more he thought about witches who abused their powers, the more he wanted to strangle Brittney for being one of them. Lost in thought, he almost hadn’t heard Claire’s question.
“Are you okay?”
“I’m fine, sweetheart. Just thinking about everything that’s happened over the last couple of months. It seems as though these days, I’m a glutton for punishment.”
“Everything’s going to turn out okay. Don’t worry so much,” Claire said.
“You’re right! Brittney will eventually pop up because her ego won’t let her stay away. Zeva and Phoebe will come up with a spell to break Sophie’s curse, and things will go back to the way they were,” Jasper replied.
“Well, hopefully not exactly the way they were,” Claire teased.
“From your lips to the Goddess’s ears,” Jasper said with a smile.
“So mote it be,” Claire mumbled under her breath.
“Claire did you hear what I said?” Sophie asked.
“No. I’m sorry. What was that?” Claire replied.
“I said that everything is ready. Let’s take all the food in the dining room and we’ll be ready to eat,” Sophie said.
“Sounds like a plan,” Claire said with a smile. She had really enjoyed her time at Sophie’s farmhouse. There was something peaceful about the place that kept her centered. Maybe it was the fresh country air? Or, the new friendships she’d made? Or, maybe it’s the fact that you’re head over heels in love with Jasper, she thought with a smile.
Dinner was full of laughter, good conversation, and new beginnings it seemed. Armand, Iggy and Lola announced that they’d like to stay in Bass Ackwards indefinitely, especially given no one remembered they’d existed in years. Lola and Iggy were looking to buy some farmland not too far from Sophie with the help of the magical community and Iggy had struck up a deal with Shorty to upscale Don Juan’s. When he asked what the first thing they would change about the place, in unison, everyone yelled the animals mounted on the wall. Armand pointed toward his temple to say he had made a mental note of their request and the dinner conversation continued as pasta, wine, and bread was passed around the table for those who wanted seconds. Once dinner was finished and everyone had enjoyed at least one piece of Lola’s scrumptious lemon meringue pie, Alec cleared his throat and addressed the elephant in the room.
“Although everyone has been on the lookout for Brittney, there has not been one sighting of her in months. Could someone please explain to me why we’re having such difficulty tracking down one witch? How did she slip through our fingers so easily that night at Don Juan’s?”
“I have a theory about that,” Zoe said.
“Please, Zoe. Enlighten us,” Alec encouraged, barely containing his anger boiling below the surface.
“I’m not sure how she knew it was a trap, but I believe when Zara accidently blew up one of the mounted animal heads, it was enough of a distraction for her to glamour herself. What we didn’t realize was that she never left the bar that night,” Zoe explained.
“Who did she glamour herself as?” Lola asked, intrigued by Zoe’s explanation.
“Good question, Lola,” Zara said, chiming in for the first time all night. “She was the person we least expected, Sheriff Buford.”
“Are you kidding me?” Alec exclaimed.
“I’m afraid not. We were so busy trying to contain the situation that we all just assumed she had disappeared into thin air, but that wasn’t the case. She had remained in the bar with us the whole time as Sheriff Buford. When Zoe and I recounted the events of the night, the one thing we both realized was that Sheriff Buford just suddenly appeared. There were no sirens from his police car. No warning that he was on his way. Nothing. He just appeared out of thin air. Although he walked out of the bar that night, we never heard his car crank up, or once again, his sirens. We all know how he loves to blast those damn things. It’s annoying as hell, but we endure it because he’s a part of our community. So, when we examined all of the evidence, it became crystal clear that Brittney was actually Sheriff Buford and we let her walk right out the bar without a fuss. I have to give it to the girl. She’s mastered the art of hiding in plain sight,” Zara said.
“Oh My Goddess! That makes so much sense,” Sophie replied. “Maybe she’s not as dumb as we thought.”
Before anyone could respond to Sophie’s comment, the room filled with glowing purple smoke and sparkling blue bubbles before Baba Yaga appeared with Sassy, Jeeves, Bermangoggleshitz, and Fabio.
“What the hell Baba Yojackhole? In case you hadn’t noticed, Jeeves and I were about to get all hot and bothered. You could give a girl a heads up before you come barging into her damn bedroom,” Sassy yelled. Dressed in a flimsy, silky night gown that left nothing to the imagination, she wanted someone’s head on a platter and it belonged to the powerful, yet horrendously dressed woman standing in front of her. It still baffled her that she was related to Marge, a woman who dressed like a model who just walked off the runway. Yet standing in front of her was an eighties reject in bright pink leotards, a purple headband, and purple high tops. What in the hell did Fabadude see in her. She must be dynamite in bed, Sassy thought.
“Watch it girlie! You’re trying my patience today. Now put some clothes on,” Baba Yaga commanded.
Pissed beyond belief, Sassy turned, let out a slew of French words, and promptly blew up Sophie’s loveseat. “Ah! Now I feel better,” she said before quickly flicking her wrist to repair the loveseat and change clothes. One minute she was in a Victoria Secret see-through nightie that could have rivaled any runway model, and the next, she was wearing a stunning Vince Camuto Faux Wrap Jersey Jumpsuit with three-inch open-toe stilettos.
To say everyone at the dining room table was stunned would be an understatement. Claire had heard that the Baba Yaga had a flare for the dramatics, but based on what she’d just witnessed, that was an understatement to say the least. She watched in fascination as the gorgeous, six-foot man with long, light brown hair, silver blue eyes, and a body as hard as Jasper’s tried to console the stunning, buxom blonde with curly hair and a perky butt. Claire had to give her credit for going toe-to-toe with the Baba Yaga.
“Ladies. Ladies. Take in a few deep breaths and relax. I think we’ve scared the bejesus out of Zoe and Zara’s friends,” Fabio said in a soothing voice.
Just when everyone thought things were about to calm down, Cole stood, pointed directly at Bermangoggleshitz, and in a deadly voice asked, “What in the hell is he doing here?”
“He’s here to help,” Baba Yaga answered in a voice that brokered no argument. “Trust me when I tell you that you’re going to need all the help you can get for what’s coming your way.”
Suddenly, the tension in the room was thick enough to cut with a knife. In an effort to calm everyone down, Fabio cleared his throat to gain everyone’s attention and said, “I need everyone to take a deep breath. It’s obvious you were expecting our arrival and for that I sincerely apologize for all of us. However, I assure you that we’re only here to help, but in order for us to that, everyone needs to calm down. It’s been my experience, the best way for us to do that is through mediation or better yet, goat yoga. It’s all the new rave. What do you say?”
The mere mention of goat yoga had Jasper’s leg quivering with excitement. He almost bolted from Claire’s side when Fabio summoned the baby goats. They were the cutest things he’d ever seen. He couldn’t wait to go outside and chase a few of them around the yard. Unfortunately, when he looked around the room, it became apparent that not everyone joined in his excitement.
“Fabio, there’s no way in hell I’m letting some goats climb all over me. I’m the King of my Pride for Goddess’s sake,” Dillen announced.
“You may be the King of your Pride, but have you looked at the love handles surrounding your ass lately? Looks to me like someone has been drinking too many fruity martinis, if you know what I mean. You’re right, goat yoga isn’t going to touch those curves, but some hot yoga would make your ass sweat like a bitch in heat,” Fabio countered, the challenge in his voice obvious.
“Did you just call me a b…?” Dillen asked in a deadly voice, as he advanced on Fabio before Ariel stepped in his path.
Unfazed by Dillen’s threatening stance, Fabio looked him dead in the eye and said, “Buttercup, if the shoe fits, wear it,” before both men burst into laughter.
Ariel shook her head in disgust, then punched her brother in the arm for being such an asshole. “Grow up already?” she said before walking back to the dining room table.
Jasper stood in the corner shaking with laughter. It seemed as though Fabio had received his message. The look on his friend’s face was priceless when Fabio indicated his ass was big. He just wished the taunt had lasted a little longer.
“Hardy. Harr-Harr-Harr! Dillen finally said. “I’m going to kick your ass once you’re able to shift back into your human for Jasper.”
“Bring it on!” Jasper said with a look that told Dillen exactly what he was thinking.
By this time, everyone in the room was laughing and Claire had to admit that she was grateful for the stress reliever. It was obvious Dillen and Jasper loved to play jokes on one another, which was something else she’d learned about her mate. The more she remained around this group of wonderful people, the more she longed to stay.
When everyone settled down, Dillen looked Fabio dead in the eye and said, “You really want me to roll around in the dirt with a bunch of goats?”
“How is that different from any other day?” Fabio countered.
“Fabio, there’s no doubt you’ve made a good point where Dillen is concerned,” Alec said with a chuckle. “But, are you sure you want a pack of wolves and a Dragon Shifter who sets shit on fire when he gets upset around a bunch of baby goats? If you ask me, that’s a recipe for disaster.”
“I have faith that you’ll maintain your composure because if you don’t, I’ll have my daughters smite your asses if anyone tries to fry my goats and have them for lunch,” Fabio replied with a smirk.
“Duly noted,” Alec conceded.
For the next hour, Fabio led everyone in a goat yoga session. He had provided the men and women with a pair of his Fab-a-tards that were extremely comfortable. They’d set up their mats in front of the barn where bales of hay had been placed for anyone who needed to take a break, as well as for the goats. It was obvious that Jasper was in hog heaven as he chased a few of the goats around bales of hay. When one accidentally pooped on Dillen’s arm, everyone burst into laughter. Although hesitant at first, everyone had to admit that by the time Fabio was done, not only were they more relaxed, but everyone had enjoyed themselves immensely.
Once everyone had changed and returned to the dining room, Baba Yaga explained the reason for her visit. It seemed as though Brittney wasn’t as smart as Sophie had given her credit for earlier in the evening. The crazy woman had summoned a Demon from Hell to do her bidding and they were all in danger, especially Claire and Jasper.
“Are you freaking kidding me?” Zara asked, as anger rolled off her in waves.
“No, sweetheart. I’m afraid we’re not,” Fabio said in a soothing voice.
“It seems as though her failure to win Jasper’s heart has made her angry and desperate. So, she’s summoned a Demon, but not just any Demon. He’s a Demon King obedient only to Lucifer, which is the reason I’ve brought Sassy, Jeeves, Bermangoggleshitz and to help,” Baba Yaga explained.
“Don’t get me wrong, we’re grateful for all the help we can get, but what can they do that we can’t?” Alec asked, concern evident in his voice.
Before Baba Yaga could answer, Claire said, “Jeeves is the last of the Marsupial Demon Slayers and Sassy is a Mind walker amongst other things. Jeeves is the only one who can send the Demon back to Hell. Sassy is the answer to our prayers. She’ll be able to probe Brittney’s mind and locate the information we need to reverse her spell.”
“I’ve got to give it to you Baba Yo Pain In My Ass, you know how to come through in a pinch,” Zara said with a smirk. “There’s only one problem, we haven’t been able to locate Brittney in over eight months. It’s like she never existed. You have any suggestions?”
“While I’m tempted to keep this information close to the vest because you’re being a smartass, Zara, I won’t punish the rest of the group for your ill manners,” Baba Yaga said with a mischievous glare. She’d never come right out and say it, but Zara was an old chip off the block. She was smart, powerful, fearless, and had gumption, four things that she valued in a witch.
“Are you going to leave us in suspense all night?” Zara asked, unfazed by the glare Baba Yaga was sending her way.
“When the veil between good and evil is the most vulnerable, Brittney will come to you. Be ready for the battle of your life,” Baba Yaga said before she disappeared from the room.
“Okay, that wasn’t freaky at all?” Sassy said in a sarcastic voice.
“Look on the bright side, Zeva and I have figured out a way to break the curse surrounding Sophie’s house if anyone’s interested,” Phoebe said excitedly.
“Wait! This house is cursed? Sassy asked, looking around the house with a renewed sense of unease.
“Um… Sort of,” Sophie replied.
“Honey, I know my French is a little slow, but either your house is cursed or it isn’t. There’s no in sort of,” Sassy retorted.
“Okay. It’s cursed,” Sophie said, shrugging her shoulders in defeat.
“Son of a motherhumper! If we don’t survive this so that I can make it home to my four Assmonkeys, Chad, Chip, Chunk and Chutney, and play the role of the shark in the world premiere of Sharknado: The Musical, I’m going to haunt every one of your asses in my Next Great Adventure after I blow you up a couple of times,” Sassy threatened.
“Duly noted, dear,” Bermangoggleshitz said in a soothing voice.
“So, what’s the plan?” Claire asked, once again in an effort to be the voice of reason. She seemed to do that a lot around this group.
“We divide and conquer like always,” Cole said. “First, we help Zeva and Phoebe reverse the curse on Sophie’s house. Second, we lure Brittney and her Demon to where this all began.”
“That’s a brilliant idea,” Sarah said.
“Where this all began?” Claire asked, still confused by Cole’s last comment.
“Yes, where this all began. The graveyard,” Cole said with a smirk.
“Cole’s right,” Zoe chimed in. “If we can’t use magic on the Demon, we’ll need an open area to create a hole big enough to send him back to Hell. If Sassy and Bermangoggleshitz could create a hole big enough to hold him, Jeeves can send him back.”
“How do you know it will work?” Claire asked.
“Because Zelda and I have done it before. Only Mac opened Mother Earth for us then. It’s how we saved my father,” Sassy said.
Stunned by Sassy’s comment, Claire’s only response was, “Oh. I didn’t know.”
“There’s no reason you should have,” Sassy replied as she turned toward Cole. “You asked earlier what my father was doing here. He’s here to redeem himself and to right the wrong done to you and your family.”
Speechless, Cole simply nodded.
When everyone at the table was quiet, Alec stood and said, “Looks like we have a plan. Let’s get to work. All Hallows Eve is almost here. I think it’d be better if we sent Armand, Iggy, Lola and the rest of the patrons to Aunt Viola’s once the curse is broken, if that’s okay with you Zoe.”
“Sounds like a good idea. I was thinking the same thing,” Zoe said.
“May I say something before everyone leaves?” Claire asked.
“Sure,” Alec answered for the group.
Looking down at Jasper, who nodded his approval, Claire turned to everyone in the room and said, “Jasper and I just wanted to thank everyone who’s willing to risk their lives in order to help us. Your support, kindness, and generosity have meant the world to us during these last couple of months. We will never forget what you’ve done for us.”
“I think I speak for everyone when I say it was our pleasure. Besides, we’re just returning the favor. You were there when Sophie and I needed your help, so it’s the least we could do,” Alec said. “Now, let’s go kick some Demon ass.”



Chapter 13
Brittney was fit to be tied. It had been eight freaking months since she’d heard from Paimon and nothing. Jasper and Claire had been given more time to strengthen their bond, his meddling friends were still living their lives and they saw fit, and she’d been hiding in a flea bag motel outside of Bass Ackwards… for eight months. She’d had enough. Tonight was All Hallows Eve and if he didn’t respond to her summons, she’d just find another Demon to do her bidding. Surely, there was one on standby in case of an emergency, and as far as she was concerned, this was an emergency.
“Incoming,” Demonica warned in a quivering voice. Paimon made her nervous as all get out. Maybe it was because he was more obedient to Lucifer than any other King in Hell? Either way, he was one scary dude.
A few minutes later, Paimon arrived on a Dromedary preceded by men playing loud music and a slew of Spirits and Demons. A precious crown sat on the top of his head, and his effeminate face made him look more like a woman than a man. It still baffled Brittney what women saw in him, but that was none of her concern. She needed him to take care of the damn gypsy witch tonight, or all would be lost.
“Who dares summon me?” Paimon asked.
“Who do you think, you jackass?” Brittney replied, full of anger and venom. She was ready to do battle with the Devil himself tonight if that’s what it took to be rid of Claire so that she could finally claim her man.
“Um. Brit. Maybe you should take it down a notch,” Angelica suggested. 
“I agree. It’s not wise to piss off a Demon, especially Paimon, given his relationship with Lucifer. If you know what I mean,” Demonica said.
“Oh, shut up you two. I’ve had enough of you as well. For eight months, I’ve listened to your whining and nagging. I’m done. Paimon, what in the hell is going on? Why haven’t you granted what I seek?” Brittney growled.
“How dare you address me with disrespect and contempt? For that, you shall pay. Here are my new demands. If for some reason your quest for revenge fails tonight, I get you for all eternity,” he said with an evil laugh.
Angelica and Demonica’s gasps could be heard throughout the countryside. “Don’t do it Brittney. It’s not worth it. There are more fish in the sea worthy of your time,” Angelica encouraged.
“What do fish have to do with her wanting Jasper?” Demonica asked, obviously confused by Angelica’s comment.
Rolling her eyes and sighing in exasperation, Angelica ignored her sister’s question. She didn’t have time to explain to the dimwit what she meant. They were about to be banished to Hell for all eternity and she was having none of it. But before she could talk Brittney off the ledge, their fate had been sealed with one word.
“Done,” Brittney said, blinded by her need for revenge.
“Oh My Goddess! What has she done?” Demonica squealed.
“She’s doomed us to Hell,” Angelica replied in a defeated voice.
“Excellent! Let the games begin,” Paimon laughed, as he waived his hand and transported them to the old cemetery.
* * *
Claire, Jasper, Sassy, Jeeves, and Bermangoggleshitz were standing just inside the circle of the clearing in the old cemetery. Alec, Sophie, Dillen, Ariel, and Phoebe flanked them on the right, while Zoe, Zara, Nicolai, and Stefano flanked them on the left. Sarah and Cole were in the sky providing an aerial view and prepared to take out any Spirit or Demon who tried to escape. Fabio, Zeva, and Mikhail maintained a protective bubble around the town of Bass Ackwards to protect the magical community and the innocents who lived amongst them. The plan was simple, capture Brittney and send the Demon back to Hell where he belonged.
They hadn’t been in the cemetery long before Claire began meditating. The visions coming at her were so intense that they took her breath away. Brittney had summoned Paimon, one of the Kings of Hell and he was out for blood. What had she been thinking? Claire thought as her vision dissipated.
“They’re coming?” she said, just as Brittney and Paimon made their appearance in the middle of the field.
“I have to hand it to Vera De Milo, she sure does know how to make an entrance,” Sassy said with a smirk. When everyone looked confused, she said, “What? You’ve never watched Jim Carey on In Living Color. Paimon looks just like Vera De Milo… part man—part woman.”
“Now that you mention it, I kind of see the resemblance,” Bermangoggleshitz said, dogging one of Paimon’s Spirits.
“Stay behind me,” Sassy yelled as she started blowing up anything and everything that came at them. She had never seen so many Spirits and Demons in her life.
Claire watched in horror as two Demons landed on her right and black snakes began slithering and dancing at their feet. It was hideous to say the least, but she maintained her composure and communicated with Mother Earth to open up a hole that allowed Jeeves to send them back to Hell. He had been her element of surprise and when the two Demons saw him, they shrieked in horror. It seemed as though she wasn’t the only one who had a secret.
More than twice his normal size with his fangs looking positively prehistoric, Jeeves was magnificent. The deep growl he let out vibrated through the entire field and sent a warning to their enemies. Don’t. Fuck. With. Us. She had never been so grateful for the Baba Yaga’s help the moment he slayed the Demons and she had sealed the hole. Unfortunately, there was no time to wallow in reverie.
“Claire. Zoe and Zara need a portal on your left,” Jasper said.
Quickly turning to her left, Claire watched as Bermangoggleshitz speared one of the Demons with his horns who had advanced on the sisters. The moment he released the disgusting creature, she opened up Mother Earth once again and sent him straight to Hell where he belonged. Although they were moving closer toward Brittney and Paimon, they weren’t close enough for Sassy to probe her mind.
A few minutes later, three Demons landed a few feet in front of her. They were completely enveloped in fire, which she immediately knew was the work of Cole and Sarah. Unsure of what possessed her, she said, “Watch out everyone, it’s raining Demons,” before opening another whole and sending them back to Hell.
“That was a good one,” Sassy chuckled.
“Thanks, but there’s so many of them. How are we going to get closer to Brittney and Paimon?” she yelled to Sassy, Jeeves, and Bermangoggleshitz.
“Do as Cole said—divide and conquer,” Jasper suggested.
“What do you mean?” Claire asked.
“If you could open up Mother Earth right down the middle, it would force them to choose one side or the other. We’d have to levitate to avoid the pit of Hell, but it would make it easier for us to vanquish the whole lot of them at one time instead of doing it one-by-one,” Jasper explained.
“That’s not a bad idea. Let me tell the others,” Claire said.
She quickly relayed Jasper’s idea to Sassy, Jeeves, and Bermangoggleshitz. She just hoped everyone else realized what they were trying to do and followed suit. A few minutes later, they were levitating in the air. A huge pit had been formed right down the middle of the clearing forcing Brittney to the left side and Paimon to the right. Now that they were separated, they had a better chance of capturing Brittney and sending Paimon back to Hell.
Zara followed suit and immediately froze Brittney once she was separated from Paimon. Phoebe placed a protective bubble around her, which prevented the Demons from trying to help her. Once the coast was clear, Zoe astral projected and made a dash for Brittney, who was fuming at the seams. It was obvious to everyone except her that she had been played by Paimon, who had no intention of ever helping her.
“No. This can’t be happening. Paimon, you promised me my revenge, now do your damn job,” she yelled, as Zoe joined her in the bubble.
“You’ve been a naughty girl, Brittney. It’s time for you to pay the Piper,” Zoe said, as she quickly escorted Brittney away from the Demons and Paimon.
“You can’t stop me. If I can’t have Jasper, no one can,” Brittney yelled.
“Yeah! Yeah! We’ve heard it all before, so quit whining,” Zoe admonished. We still have a Demon to send back to Hell because of you.”
The battle continued on for what seemed like hours, but Claire knew it had only been a matter of minutes. They were losing ground and fast. There were simply too many of them. She would fight until the end because the alternative was too unbearable to comprehend. Turning to her right, she screamed in horror as one of the Demons stabbed Dillen in the chest as he leaped in front of Ariel to protect her. The roar of rage the lioness released was loud enough to shatter the Demon’s eardrum; thereby, rendering him temporarily helpless.
Hildy watched the brave, young lion protecting his sister and representing his Pride. She had never been more proud to have been a Shifter Whisperer than in that moment. She watched with sadness as his spirit separated from his body. Determined to save it from the circulating vultures, she quickly snapped it up and disappeared, no one the wiser.
One minute they were enthralled in battle, and the next, everyone was frozen in time. Claire watched in fascination as a six-foot tall woman with tons of thick, curly, rainbow hair framing her breathtaking face, skin as dark as night and sparkling silver eyes floated from the Heavens above. Dressed in army fatigues and combat boots, she had a rack that would have made any woman envious. She was unlike any other being on the planet.
“Enough of this. Who dares interrupt my poker night by summoning a Demon on my watch?” she asked, fury rolling off her in waves.
“Oh boy! We’re toast,” Angelica and Demonica said in unison.
“Hush,” Brittney hissed.
When no answer was forthcoming, Sassy finally said, “I never thought I’d be saying this, but I’m glad to see you Fate. What took you so long?”
“I was trying to win my money back from Destiny,” she replied with a mischievous grin.
“Now that you’re finished playing, could you help us take care of this?” Sassy asked.
“Of course. All you had to do was ask,” Fate replied.
“I just did,” Sassy said through gritted teeth. She was tired, hungry, horny, and ready to go home. All she wanted was some good loving from her man and to hug her four, little Assmonkeys. Hopefully when they returned, Marge would have some burnt oatmeal butterscotch cookies waiting for her.
Opening the whole wider, Fate unfroze Jeeves and told him to have at it. It hadn’t taken him long to round up all the Demons and send them back to hell. When he was done, she quickly closed up the whole, restored the damage done to the clearing and the cemetery, then promptly disappeared into thin air.
Once everyone was unfrozen, Claire immediately ran towards Dillen. When she reached them, Ariel was cradling his head in her lap and sobbing.
“Somebody help him. Please,” she begged. 
Unfortunately, Claire knew there was nothing they could do. It was too late.



Epilogue
Although they had captured Brittney, returned the Demon to Hell, released the curse on Sophie’s house, and restored Jasper’s memory, it was a bittersweet moment. Claire’s heart broke for Ariel and Dillen. They lost a good friend tonight and she wasn’t sure how to reconcile that in her mind. Why hadn’t Fate stepped in and helped him as well? She had so many questions and very few answers.
“Everything is going to be okay, sweetheart,” Jasper said, as he wrapped her in his arms.
“How can you be so sure?” she asked, snuggling into his chest and breathing in his warm, masculine scent.
“Because even though we’re all hurting right now, you’re still here and we’re together. I lost a friend tonight, but he died an honorable death. Brittney is in the pokey where she belongs and can never hurt anyone else. Paimon is back in Hell and the rest of our friends are safe.”
“My heart is breaking for Ariel and everything she’s going through right now,” Claire said.
“Ariel is a warrior like her brother. She’s strong, capable, and intuitive. Don’t count her out just yet.”
“I sure hope you’re right.”
“I am. Trust me, sweetheart.”
“I do trust you, Jasper. I trust you with everything I am. Heart, body and soul. It took me a long time to find you and I have no intention of ever letting you go. I love you, Jasper.”
“I love you too, Claire. You had me at hello, the moment we met. I knew you were the one to take away the loneliness in my heart. I will forever be grateful to the Goddess for sending you to me.”
“I couldn’t agree more. I just wish our Happily Ever After didn’t have to come with such tragedy,” Claire said, as tears streamed down her face.
“Shh! Don’t cry. It’s all going to be okay,” Jasper whispered in her ear before softly kissing her on the lips. “Let’s get some rest. It’s been a long day and tomorrow promises to be an even longer one.”
Nodding in agreement, Claire allowed Jasper to lead her to bed. She wasn’t sure how long she had been asleep when the vision came. The first thing she saw was Dillen and Hildy together. It warmed her heart to know he wasn’t alone. She’d have to be sure to let Ariel know in the morning. The second thing she was Dillen’s spirit. How Hildy had managed to save it from the Demons in Hell was a mystery to her. When her vision quickly moved to another scene, she simply went with the flow. The third thing she saw was Ariel frantically explaining to a beautiful woman with pumpkin, red hair that Dillen was dead and she needed her help. In what, Claire wasn’t sure. But as she continued to listen, she heard Ariel mention the woman’s name and knew it had to be important. Cecelia. She’d have to make a mental note of that. Trying to piece together all of the puzzle pieces was frustrating, but when it finally became clear as to what it meant, she immediately sat straight up in bed and gasped.
“Sweetheart. What’s wrong?” Jasper asked, concern in his voice.
“Oh My Goddess! He’s not dead. She can save him.”
“Who can save him?” Jasper asked.
“Cecelia.”
 
# # THE END # #
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