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ABOUT THIS BOOK
Witch, Please is a Kindle World offering featuring Ida May from the Pyper Rayne novels.
Vacationing in Asscrack, WV isn’t Ida May’s idea of a good time... until she ends up skinny dipping with a growly wolf shifter and a badass ghost rider.
Plucked from the Louisiana bayou, Ida May once again finds herself summoned to Assjacket, WV. Only this time she’s brought a friend... the sexy ghost rider she’s been sort of dating. Now she’s not only dealing with a curse that could send her to hell, she’s also caught in a sticky love triangle with two hot men. Her mission: save herself, her ex-lover, and her heart without anyone getting hurt.
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“Y ou’ve got to be kidding me!” I cried, smacking my bare ass. Dammit! The giant mosquito avoided my assault and flew off with a gut-full of my blood. Now I was going to be scratching my left butt cheek for the next week.
“Ida May!” The shrill voice of my friend, Sassy, rang through the woods of Asscrack, West Virginia. The perky blonde bounced up and down near a large tree, grinning at me. Zelda, the witchy Shifter healer stood beside her, stoic as if summoning a ghost was an everyday occurrence.
“What the hell am I doing here… again?” I asked, pissed my date with Sterling had been interrupted. He was my ghost rider, sort of boyfriend. We’d been flying down the bayou backroads on his motorcycle when all the sudden I’d felt a weird tug in my gut and had ended up here in the dirt and trees. And in human form. Considering I’d been a ghost for the past century, that part didn’t suck, but being summoned to Asscrack probably meant trouble.
I’d landed here in this very same spot a few months ago, when a wolf friend of mine needed my help. The good part? I’d shed my ghost status and had shown up human, just as I had now. And I’d had a nice little affair with the hot Shifter. Score! The bad? After we’d broken the spell, I’d turned ghost again and had gone back to New Orleans where I belonged.
I wondered how long I’d be human this time.
Sassy ran toward me, her arms outstretched and her boobs dangerously close to bouncing right out of her skin-tight, animal-print tank top.
“Whoa!” I held my hands up. “I’m naked here. No touching until I get some clothes.”
“We brought you some this time.” She grinned and reached for a bag, then stopped suddenly, her mouth hanging open. “Holy shit! Who’s that?”
I followed her gaze, spotting the very sexy, very naked biker I’d thought I’d abandoned back in the bayou. “Sterling?”
He glanced down at himself, a slow smile claiming his lips as he focused his attention on me. “This wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I asked if you wanted to hang out, but I can adjust.”
I eyed his generous package and snorted. Then I sobered. Sterling Charles had taken on a human form… and so had I. Oh, holy Jesus. It was on. The things I was going to do to that man… And judging by the hungry look on his face, he was having similar thoughts.
“Damn,” Sassy fanned her face dramatically. “Someone bring me a bucket of ice, because it just got really hot out here.”
“Give Ida May the clothes,” Zelda said. She eyed Sterling, taking a little more time than necessary to check him out, then added, “I don’t know where you came from, but I’m sure Mac has something you can wear back at the house.”
“Why does he need clothes?” Sassy asked, licking her lips. “I mean, look at him.”
I reached into the bag she’d handed me and found booty shorts, a T-shirt that was two sizes too small for me, a pair of socks, and tennis shoes. I pulled the shirt and shorts on, then stood in front of Sassy with my arms out. “Seriously?”
She clasped her hands together. “You look hot!”
“I look like a sausage.” Shaking my head, I tossed the socks to Sterling. “Here. Cover your junk before a mosquito molests you.” I glanced from the socks to his man-rod and back at the socks. “I’m not sure they’re big enough.”
“Lord help me,” Zelda pleaded, staring up at the forest canopy. “Why does this shit always happen to me?”
“Oh, you love it,” Sassy said, pushing her blond hair back to get a better look at Sterling. “I mean, who wouldn’t?”
“I have a feeling Jeeves wouldn’t care too much for this situation.” Zelda glanced at me. “I’ll be back at the house. Meet me there. We have things to discuss.” She turned and disappeared through the trees.
“I don’t know when she became such a prude.” Sassy hooked her arm through mine. “With the way she and Mac hump like bunnies, you’d think she’d be more fun.”
I glanced back at Sterling. Instead of covering his manbits, he’d pulled the socks on his feet and was gingerly working his way over to me, seemingly undisturbed by his nakedness. “I like you,” I told him.
“That’s lucky. I like you, too.” He gave me his sexy half smile before turning his attention to Sassy. “Want to tell me what it is we’re doing here? I’m not complaining, mind you. But it’s not every day two ghosts get brought back from the dead.”
“Oh, you’re still dead.” Sassy waved a dismissive hand. “Sort of. At least Ida May is.” She swept her gaze over Sterling, making no effort to avoid his groin area. “I’m not real sure about you. Were you two doing the nasty right before Zelda summoned Ida May or something?”
He glanced at me, humor flashing in his eyes. “No, but that’s on the agenda for later.”
“Really?” I asked, a huge grin spreading over my face. “Kind of presumptuous don’t you think?”
“No.” He slipped his arm around my waist, dipped his head, and lightly nipped my neck just below my ear.
My eyes fell closed and a small moan escaped my lips as a delicious tingle of desire shot through me.
“Oh my God!” Sassy cried and forcefully pulled us apart. “You can’t do that right in front of me. Or rather, you could if Jeeves was here. I mean that could be pretty freakin’ hot.” She pumped her eyebrows for effect. “But he’s not here and unless I’m invited, that kind of thing is strictly off limits. Got it?”
I leaned into Sterling, enjoying his hard muscular body against mine and ignored her as I gazed up at him. “Do you know what I’d do for a bed right now? Or just somewhere that was mosquito free?” I slapped at my right butt cheek, certain one of the bastards had just snacked on my exposed flesh. The booty shorts were barely covering anything.
“Later,” he promised. “Right now I think maybe we should find out why your friends brought you here.”
“There had better be lunch. I’m starving.” I turned to Sassy, patting my stomach. “I hope Zelda shopped. It’s been a while since I ate.”
“How long?” she asked.
“Two months.”
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Z elda’s large white house with a grand wraparound porch was just as beautiful as I remembered. It sat in a clearing, the bright rays of sunlight shining down in an angelic manner. But I knew better. While Zelda undoubtedly was a decent witch, she’d still spent time in the witch pokey for killing her familiar. Not to mention, she lived with her father, Fabio, a warlock I knew intimately from when I’d worked in Storyville—the red light district in New Orleans—over a century ago.
And let me just say, he was far from angelic. I had the memories to prove it.
The three of us climbed the stairs, and without knocking, Sassy led us into the house.
“Zelda went upstairs,” Fabio said. “She said—Ida May?”
I grinned at the huge man. “Naked Dude! Good to see you.”
Fabio’s emerald green eyes raked over me and shone with appreciation.
“Naked Dude?” Sterling asked from behind me.
“Long story,” I said. Then I turned my attention back to Fabio. “Naked Dude, meet Sterling. He’s a ghost rider.”
Fabio gave Sterling a short nod and quickly averted his gaze. “Looks like there’s a new naked dude in town.”
I laughed. “Touché.”
“Not for long,” Zelda said, descending the grand staircase, a pile of clothes in her hands. She strode over to Sterling. “Here. After you’ve covered your joystick, meet us in the kitchen. I’ve already got a pot of coffee brewing.”
Sterling raised his eyebrows in amusement. “Did she just call my dick a joystick?”
I patted his arm. “That’s what it sounded like to me.” Scanning his magnificent body, I frowned. “Too bad you have to cover it, though. Cause that’s a damn fine view.”
He winked. “I’ll let you have your fill later.” Then he crossed the room and disappeared into a bathroom.
“Who is that?” Fabio asked.
“Ida May’s new boy toy. She was with him when Zelda summoned her. He apparently came along for the ride.” Sassy grinned and gave me two thumbs up. “He’s no Jeeves, but if I was single I wouldn’t mind sitting on his—”
“Sassy. Jesus.” Shaking her head, Zelda gestured to the kitchen. “Can we get down to business now?”
“Sure. Fine. I was just having some fun.” Sassy waited for Zelda to stride into the kitchen before she turned to me and rolled her eyes. “She’s a little stressed.”
“You would be too if your spell backfired,” Fabio said, concentrating on his fashion magazine. His eyes widened as he spotted something on the page. “But this will cheer her up.” He held the magazine up for us, pointing to a pair of red-patent boots. “Gucci.”
“Oh, she’ll die for those,” I said, remembering Zelda’s weakness for anything with a designer label.
“If I go right now, I think I have a chance.” With a nod, he snapped his fingers and disappeared into thin air.
“He needs a twelve-step program,” I said.
Sassy rolled her eyes. “The only program he’d participate in is How to Score Twelve Pairs of Designer Shoes in Twelve Days. That man will never reform.”
I frowned, remembering something he’d said. “What did he mean about Zelda’s spell backfiring?”
“She… uh, tried to heal a Shifter and things didn’t go well. It’s been a rough couple of days. But now that you’re here that’s all about to change.” Sassy slipped her arm through mine and led me into the kitchen. “First sugar and caffeine. Then we can get down to business.”
That sounded reasonable to me as I spotted the feast spread over the large oak dining room table. “Is that cheesecake?” I asked, my voice going high-pitched with my excitement.
“With strawberries and real whipped cream. She also has chocolate torte, carrot cake, and green M&Ms. Zelda wanted to put you in a sugar coma before she hits you with the bad news.”
Zelda glared at Sassy as she brought over a carafe of coffee. “You’re not helping.”
“I’m a huge help! I got her clothes didn’t I? She’s gonna thank me later, once her man strips them off her, too.”
“How about I just thank you in advance?” Sterling said, appearing from the other room, walking straight for me. He was wearing low slung jeans, a tight gray T-shirt, and scuffed black boots. All he needed was the hat and he’d be the quintessential cowboy.
“Nice ass,” I said, leaning back to take a look at his perfectly molded backside.
“Yours, too.” He wrapped an arm around my waist and rested his large hand on my hip.
“Hungry?” I asked, waving at the dessert buffet.
“Always.” That half smile was back and I knew he wasn’t referring to the food.
“Hey, Zelda?” I glanced at the redhead who was leaning against the counter, her arms crossed over her chest. “Where are Sterling and I staying?”
“Here. In the guest room,” she said with an exaggerated sigh as she moved to sit at the table. She picked up a fork and pointed to the empty chairs. “Sit. There’s a reason I brought you here and it wasn’t for the non-stop innuendo.”
“She has me for that,” Sassy said as she mimed buffing her nails on her shirt. “It’s one of my many talents.”
“One of your only talents,” Zelda mumbled and jabbed her fork into the torte, not even bothering to slice herself a piece.
I snickered and took my seat. After helping myself to a generous portion of cheesecake, topping it with strawberries and a mountain of whipped cream, I dug in. When I was a third of the way through, I glanced up, finding Zelda and Sassy staring at me with their mouths hanging open.
“What? I haven’t eaten in forever. Just wait until you’re dead and see how you like fasting all the time.” I pointed to Sterling’s plate. He’d opted for a piece of everything. “See?”
“It’s not that,” Zelda said.
“Look at your wrist!” Sassy blurted.
“Huh?” I held my hands out in front of me and gasped. My left wrist had developed some sort of tattooed vine that was now slowly inching its way up my arm. But right in the middle there was an angry red pentagram… and it was glowing. “What the hell is that?”
Zelda and Sassy exchanged a look. “It’s the reason we brought you here.”
The pentagram held my attention as it started to pulse. My head swam, dizziness taking over. “This wasn’t… I didn’t have this before I got here,” I forced out, suddenly having trouble breathing.
“Shit! This wasn’t supposed to happen.” Zelda stood and rounded the table.
My stomach rolled, rejecting my sugary brunch. I grabbed my stomach and moaned. “I’m about to lose this cheesecake.”
Sassy jumped up and backed away, holding one hand over her eyes. “Oh, God. Don’t barf. I’m not friends with people who can’t hold it together. I’m far too delicate for that.”
“I’ll remember that next time you need someone to hold your hair back after downing two pitchers of margaritas,” Zelda muttered and placed her thumb over the pentagram. Purple light radiated from her hand, and a soothing calm came over me as her magic spilled into me. Healing magic. My stomach settled and my vision cleared.
“Thank the goddess. You’re a miracle worker,” I said, inspecting the now benign tattoo. But then I remembered Fabio’s words and frowned. “Wait, Fabio said something about a spell backfiring. I’m not going to suddenly combust or something, am I? You didn’t just render me radioactive or anything, right?”
“Of course not,” Zelda said exasperated. “The spell that backfired, well, I was trying to reverse a curse and it made things worse. This… what I just did for you was more like stanching a wound.” She shook her head, her expression apologetic. “I’m afraid it’s temporary at best. More like a Band-Aid instead of a cure.”
“Maybe someone should explain what exactly is going on,” Sterling said, slipping his arm around my shoulders.
I sat up straighter, meeting Zelda’s troubled gaze. “Yes, I think it’s time to get down to business. Why exactly am I here, what is the mark, and who gave it to me? And what does it mean?” I eyed both Sassy and Zelda suspiciously. “I was perfectly fine back in New Orleans.”
Sassy clamped her mouth shut and pointedly turned to Zelda, clearly waiting for her to take the lead.
“Oh hell.” Zelda retreated and leaned against the kitchen bar. “That same mark appeared on Diesel just this morning.”
“Diesel! Where is he? Is he all right?” Of course this was about him. We’d been a thing a century ago and then again a couple of months ago, but that was all over. He’d found his mate. And I’d started seeing Sterling. Not to mention my ghost status wasn’t exactly conducive for a long-term relationship. The only reason we’d gotten together is because Ophelia, a wretched jealous witch, had cursed him and only my forgiveness had cured him. But that was months ago.
“He’s okay for now. Mac’s with him,” Zelda said. Mac was her mate and the king of the Shifters. “After I get this out, we’ll take you to him.”
That didn’t sound good. Was he on his death bed or something? The sooner we got this over with, the sooner I’d see for myself. “Go on then.”
“Three days ago, Diesel called me because he was feeling extremely weak. He could shift, but it was really taking it out of him. His muscles ached and he was hot to the touch. I thought he had some sort of weird Shifter flu. So this morning, I did what I usually do and tried to heal him. Only the minute I poured my magic into him, he started to convulse and out of nowhere, a bolt of magic hit his table and this showed up.”
Zelda waved her hand, causing the air in front of her to shimmer. Magic crackled and then a piece of parchment appeared, floating onto the table just in front of me. I glanced at the scrawling handwriting, unable to make anything of the foreign language.
I didn’t give two craps about some piece of parchment, though. If Diesel was hurt, I wanted to see him. Now. “What happened to Diesel? Is he all right?”
“He’s stable,” Zelda said, her face suddenly pale. “Right after the paper arrived, the convulsing stopped, but he’s still weak and barely able to shift. The pentagram on his arm flares up periodically, and I’m able to neutralize it temporarily just as I had with yours.”
“So let me get this straight. Diesel is sick and came to you for help. Your magic backfired, sent him into a fit, and produced this piece of paper. In addition to that, he has a living tattoo, the same one I have, and you think we’ve both been marked. Am I with you so far?”
Zelda nodded.
“Any ideas on why this is happening?” I ran my fingers over my arm and the strange ink, certain I felt some sort of faint undercurrent of energy.
Sassy leaned forward and in a hushed whisper said, “She Who Must Not Be Named escaped.”
“She Who Must Not Be Named? Who the hell is that?” I asked.
“You know, that crazy beotch witch. The one who cursed Diesel.”
“Ophelia?”
“Shhhh,” Sassy and Zelda said at the same time. Zelda glanced around nervously. “Don’t say that again.”
“Have you two lost your minds?” I asked. Sterling and I shared a glance, then we both looked at my new tattoo. “It’s not glowing, so I guess I’m not being called to the dark side.”
Sterling laughed. The other two didn’t.
“We’re working under the theory that she has cursed both you and Diesel.” Zelda nodded to the tattoo. “And that saying her name only intensifies it. Gives it strength because she has power over you.”
I studied the tattoo. Had those vines inched higher on my arm. It was hard to tell. “And you know this why?” I asked, dread coiling in my gut.
Zelda waved at the parchment still sitting in front of me.
I reached for it, but Sterling grabbed my wrist stopping me. “Wait.”
“Why?” I leaned over eyeing the fancy lettering scrawled across the page.
“It could be dangerous,” he said.
“It’s a piece of paper.” Though he had been a witch when he’d been alive. He probably knew more about these things than I did.
“One Zelda won’t touch,” he countered.
“He’s right,” Zelda said. “We don’t know for sure, but it’s better to be safe than sorry.”
“Do you know what it says?” I asked.
Zelda moved to stand behind me and peered at the letter. “An eye for an eye, prepare to die. Betrayals run deep, may your souls rot in the keep. Poisoned ink marks you as mine. Now your traitorous hearts will shrivel and die.”
“Wow. That’s a pretty crappy spell.” I snorted, amused at how dramatic it sounded. “She should’ve done her homework a little better. Because last I checked, one of us is already dead.”
“Ida May—” Zelda started.
“Dude,” Sassy said, shaking her head. “That’s a spell that sends you to Hell.”
“What! It says—son of a witch.” I stared at the parchment, watching as the letters morphed into English. Betrayals run deep, may your souls rot in the keep. Crap on a cracker. Sassy was right. I lifted my head, my entire body tensed with anger. “I’m not spending eternity in Hell. That two-bit magic whore is off her rocker if she thinks I’m going anywhere hotter than New Orleans.”
Sterling patted my arm. “You tell ’em, Ida May.”
I stood, ready for action. “No one threatens me. Let’s go find that witch.”
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“We can’t just go blow up her ass,” Sassy said as we piled into a large gray SUV. “No one knows where she is.”
I slid into the backseat behind Zelda. Sassy sat in the passenger seat, and Sterling behind her, next to me. “Isn’t anyone looking for her?”
“Of course,” Zelda said. “Yaba Daba Goo Goo has a team on it. The problem is no one even knows how she managed to ditch the witch pokey. But she did. And now Diesel’s in trouble. We’re focusing our energy on helping him get better.”
Zelda was referring to Baba Yaga, the head honcho in charge of all witches. I’d never once heard Zelda call the other witch by her proper name. I was blaming it on her authority issues. I narrowed my eyes. “Okay, then let me just ask, why did you decide to summon me?”
“Because O—” Sassy stopped and cleared her throat “—She Who Must Not Be Named hates you. It’s basically your fault she was thrown in the pokey.”
“It was not my fault,” I said indignantly. “That classless wench brought this on herself.”
“We know that,” Sassy said, waving her hand. “But that’s not the way she sees it. And since the note references souls, as in more than one, we naturally figured you were the other target. We couldn’t just let you rot, could we? You’re here so Zelda can make sure you don’t end up the guest of honor at Satan’s barbeque.”
“But I was fine in New Orleans,” I whined.
Sterling patted my knee. “Probably not for long. That curse sounds like the type that slowly eats away at you. Being a ghost means you wouldn’t likely see any of the tell-tale signs. But since you’re in human form now, the spell has left a visible mark.” He ran his hand over the tattoo, frowning. “Yeah, that thing is nasty.”
“I’m not sure I like you referring to me as nasty… at least not with that unpleasant look on your face.” I pulled my arm away, hiding the evidence of my curse. Then I gave him a naughty smile. “But If you said that to me in the bedroom, that might be different.”
“Yes!” Sassy pumped her fist in the air.
“Someone just shoot me,” Zelda said, feigning annoyance. But thanks to the rearview mirror, I caught her lips twitching as she tried to suppress her amusement.
“You keep saying that,” Sassy said. “One of these days I’m just going to go ahead and put you out of your misery.”
Zelda cast her a dirty look.
“Let’s at least wait until she figures out how to de-curse me and Diesel, okay?” I said.
“Yeah, good point.” Sassy reached back, holding her hand out for a fist bump.
I obliged, then slid over to snuggle next to Sterling. If we were approaching my end days, I was damn sure going to enjoy any time I had left.

THE SMALL LOG cabin came into view at the end of a dirt road. What it lacked in size, it made up for in character and beauty. A swing had been added to the front porch, and someone had planted an abundance of colorful flowers along the borders of the walkway. Not Diesel surely. This smacked of a woman’s touch.
Andi. She was a new wolf in town, and the moment I’d seen her with Diesel, I’d known she was his mate. Had they figured it out yet? It sure looked like it.
Zelda pulled the SUV to a stop next to a silver truck. Everyone hopped out except Sterling.
“Aren’t you coming?” I asked, peering through his window.
His expression was blank as he said, “Maybe I should wait out here.”
“Why?”
Shaking his head, he chuckled softly. “Ida May, it’s clear you have history with this man. Do you really want me hovering at your reunion?”
“Reunion?” I rolled my eyes. “Our fling lasted a total of about three days. There’s nothing there,” I lied. Of course I still had feelings for Diesel. He was my first love all those years ago, and it hadn’t been that long since we’d been together. But he’d moved on. I’d moved on. There was no reason for Sterling to act as if he was the other man. I yanked the door open. “Come on. You’re a witch… or used to be. You could be useful.”
He glanced at Sassy, then Zelda. When neither contradicted me, he shrugged and got out of the SUV.
I smiled up at him, slipped my arm through his and led the way to Diesel’s cabin. But the moment I got to the front door, nerves set me on edge and I untangled myself.
He leaned down and whispered, “Are you okay?”
I nodded, trying and failing to ignore the churning in my gut.
He brushed one of my dark curls behind my ear, kissed me on the top of my head, and whispered, “I’ll be here on the porch if you need me.”
How had a ghost rider, a man who spent his entire existence cruising on his motorcycle, gotten so… sensitive? “Thanks.”
“No problem.” He moved silently to the swing, sat, and leaned forward with his hands clasped together.
Sterling Charles was just about the most perfect man I’d ever had the pleasure of laying my eyes on. No other ghost who found himself in human form would be bothering to stick around to help with some effed up curse. Let alone one that revolved around his date’s ex-lover. That was just ludicrous. Everyone else would be out living it up, enjoying the pleasures of the flesh. Hell, it’s what I wanted to be doing. It’s what I would be doing if I hadn’t been cursed as well.
A small voice in the back of my mind whispered, Liar. You’d put your life on the line for Diesel and you know it.
Okay, fine I would. But I’d be thinking a lot more about how to squeeze in a little fun.
“Here goes nothing,” I murmured and then walked in without even knocking. The high-end, cozy cabin was exactly as I remembered it: sparsely decorated with a gourmet kitchen and gorgeous French doors that let in an abundance of light. They’d been a good design choice. The back of the cabin sat at the edge of a grass-filled meadow, and the view was gorgeous.
Strolling in, I headed straight for Diesel’s bedroom. When I got the the partially cracked door, I walked right in and called, “I hope you’re decent!”
“Ida May!” Diesel pushed himself up on his bed. He grinned at me, the lines around his whiskey-colored eyes crinkling.
“I bet you weren’t expecting to see me anytime soon.” I forced a smile, hiding my abject horror. His skin was ashen, the bags under his eyes dark with fatigue. He was thinner. Paler. Aged. My gaze met Mac’s across the room.
The gorgeous Shifter king nodded his hello, rose, and quietly slipped out of the room, giving us a moment of privacy. Zelda and Sassy hadn’t followed me, much to my surprise. I most likely had Zelda to thank for that. Sassy wouldn’t know tact if it bit her on the ass.
“On the contrary,” Diesel said, his voice cracking as he held out a frail hand, gesturing for me to join him. “I’ve been waiting for you all day.”
I laced my fingers through his and had to blink back the tears stinging the backs of my eyes. Is this what the curse had done to him?
“Come here,” he said patting the edge of the bed.
“Are you sure? Maybe I shouldn’t—”
“Ida May,” he growled, sounding much more like the Diesel I remembered. “Don’t treat me like I’m dying.”
I bit my lower lip and did my best to tamp down the fear flooding through my senses. The problem was he looked like he was dying. And that just wasn’t something I’d been prepared for. He was a wolf and barely a hundred years old. Way too young to be quietly wasting away. I waved a hand. “Move over, bed hog. There’s only enough room for one butt cheek.”
His lips curved into a whisper of a smile as he swept his gaze over me. “What the hell are you wearing?”
“Are you seriously implying you don’t care for the exposed asscheek look?” I teased.
“I’d be more appreciative if I thought I had any claim to them.” Inching over, he patted the bed again. “Sit.”
“I’ll have you know Sassy put my outfit together. So much happened in the last couple of hours, I didn’t even think to ask for something a little more appropriate.”
“Appropriate? You?” He laughed, and his face lit up as some of his coloring returned.
Talking was good for him. I breathed a tiny sigh of relief, encouraged there was at least something I could do to help. “Don’t go disparaging my fashion choices. Beggars can’t be choosy, you know.”
“They can when they’re at Zelda’s house,” he said. “That witch has more closets than bedrooms.”
He had a point. As soon as I got back there, I was raiding her designer duds. Because honestly, anyone that let me walk around in public in booty shorts owed me one.
Once I was settled on the bed, I lifted my arm and pointed to the tattoo. “I hear we’ve got a little something in common.”
His faint smile vanished, replaced by horrified anger. “When did that first appear?”
“About an hour and a half ago.”
He trailed his fingers lightly over the design, just as Sterling had. Only instead of the ink remaining benign, the pentagram took on a golden hue. The vines brightened to electric green and started to once again climb my arm. Letting out a curse, he snatched his hand away. Instantly the magic faded and the tattoo was once again benign.
“That was… odd,” I said, my voice a little shaky.
“More like alarming. This spell Oph—she put on us seems to be affecting me more than you.”
“It probably has something to do with the fact that I’m already dead,” I said with a shrug. I was long past grieving my premature death.
He ground his teeth together as he studied me. “For a dead person, you seem to get around.”
I chuckled. “That’s true.” Then I peered at him, blinking. It was as if he was transforming right before my eyes. His pale skin darkened to golden tan. The gauntness in his face disappeared. And those dark circles under his eyes were barely noticeable. “Um, Diesel?”
“Yeah?” He kicked the quilt off and stretched his legs out.
“Are you feeling any better?”
“Actually, now that you mention it, yes, I do.” He climbed off the bed and stood. “Much better.” He strode into the adjoining bathroom. A few moments later, he walked out with awe written all over his face. Running his hand through his tousled dark hair, he asked, “How did you do that?”
“Do what?” I glanced around as if something in the room would reveal the mystery.
“Heal me. Before you arrived I was knocking on death’s door. And now after five minutes I look like my old self.”
He was right. He did. Impossibly long lashes framed his bright eyes. His tall frame had filled out, giving him the look of a man who knew his way around a gym. But most of all, his zombified complexion had vanished, leaving him as handsome as ever. I grabbed him by his T-shirt and yanked him out into the living room. “You guys! Look. He’s cured!”
Mac did a double take. “What the hell?”
Zelda turned to Mac. “I thought you said he was getting worse.”
“He was.” Frowning, Mac crossed the room, and visually inspected his fellow Shifter. He lifted Diesel’s arm, checking out his tattoo. Then he glanced at mine. “The curse isn’t broken. How did this happen?”
“It’s Ida May,” Diesel said, staring down at me with tender eyes. “As soon as she got here, I started to get better.”
Everyone turned to stare at me.
I took a step back, my hands up. “I didn’t do anything.”
Zelda’s expression turned contemplative. “The curse connects the pair of you together. You could be the reason he’s better. I temporarily brought you back from the dead. Maybe he’s syphoning that magical energy from you. It’s a different spell than what I used on him.”
“But how is that even possible? I don’t have magic.” It wasn’t that I was against the idea that I’d somehow healed Diesel. If I did, then great. I just didn’t understand why. None of them had been able to do anything, and they were powerful people. What was it about me that got him out of that bed?
“Like I said, it could be the connection. You aren’t doing anything. He is,” Zelda said.
Diesel shook his head “It’s because she’s my mate.” He wrapped his arm around my shoulders, pulling me into him.
Oh, jeez. This again? “No, I’m not,” I said, meeting his elated gaze. Crap curds. I felt like I was kicking a puppy. A very tall, gorgeous, whiskey-eyed wolf of a puppy. “I’m a ghost, remember? I can’t be your mate.”
“It’s the only thing that makes sense. Together we’re stronger,” he insisted, ignoring Zelda’s theory altogether.
“I’m not sure it works that way,” Zelda offered.
Sassy shook her head. “Yeah, I never heard of that before either.”
Everyone turned to Mac for his opinion. He lifted his hands palms up, indicating he didn’t have an answer.
“I’m not,” I insisted. “Besides, what about Andi?”
Diesel’s brows furrowed together. “Andi? How do you know about her?”
I shrugged and gave him a sheepish smile. “I might have checked in on you a time or two—”
“I knew you couldn’t stay away,” he teased and planted a kiss on the top of my head.
I unconsciously glanced toward the front of the house, feeling very awkward about the fact my date was still out there. I extracted myself from him and went to stand next to Sassy. “I’m sorry. I should have told you right away.”
“Told me what?” he asked.
“I’m kind of here with a date.”
His mouth fell open as his gaze landed on Sassy. “Are you serious? I never knew you liked—um, what about Jeeves?”
Sassy and I glanced at one another and both fell out laughing. “Her?” I gasped out. “You thought Sassy was my date?”
“Please. Ida May is cool and all, but she doesn’t exactly have the right equipment, if you know what I mean.” Sassy punctuated her statement with a variety of obscene hand gestures.
“Everyone knows what you mean, Sassy.” Zelda rolled her eyes.
Diesel frowned, scanning the small cabin. “I’m not sure what I was supposed to think after a statement like that. It’s not like there’s anyone else here besides Mac and Zelda and they’re already mated.”
I waved a hand toward the door. “He’s waiting outside.”
Diesel stared at the door, then me, hurt shining in his beautiful eyes. “Wait a minute. You’re telling me Zelda summoned you here, told you I was dying and that you’re cursed, and the very first thing you do is find a date? Then you bring him here? That’s cold, Ida May. Really cold.”
Anger flared to life in my chest. “Way to jump to conclusions, Diesel. It’s comforting to know you think so little of me.”
He took a step toward me, a scowl on his face. “Right at this moment, I’m not at all sure what I’m supposed to think. Maybe you’re responsible for this mark. And not Ophelia—”
Zelda and Sassy both physically winced at the mention of her name. I stifled a sigh.
“It would make sense considering it doesn’t seem to be bothering you at all,” he added.
“You’re being ridiculous,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest as I glared at him. How dare he?
“I’m being ridiculous—?” he started.
Zelda held a hand up. “That’s enough.” She turned to Diesel. “When I summoned Ida May she was on a date with Sterling.”
“He’s a ghost, too,” Sassy interjected.
“Right,” Zelda continued. “Anyway, when she showed up, he was with her. Right now he’s waiting outside.”
“He’s a ghost?” Diesel asked me.
I nodded. “He didn’t ask to be summoned to Asscrack. I’m not going to just leave him behind while I deal with this.” I lifted my arm, indicating the tattoo. “Besides, he’s a friend. And a witch. He could be useful.”
“Sure. Useful,” he grumbled.
Silence filled the room.
Finally, Sassy clapped her hands together. “So… now what?”
‘We wait,” Zelda said.
“For what?” Diesel and I asked at the same time.
“For She Who Must Not Be Named.”
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“Y ou mean to say we’re stuck here like sitting ducks until that psycho shows up?” I paced the wood floors, already going stir crazy.
“Well, no. Not exactly,” Zelda hedged.
I stopped and stared at her pointedly.
She rubbed the back of her neck. “I think we’re going to need to find her before we can break the spell. And the best way to do that is to use you both as bait. Especially if you’re seen out in public together.” She glanced at Diesel and then back to me. “I think a night out on the town should do it.”
“Oh, hell.” I pressed my fingertips to my temples. I couldn’t exactly leave Sterling behind to go out with Diesel, could I?
“We can double date again,” Sassy said, pumping her eyebrows. “Dancing at the Pink Toad?”
“How about dinner,” Diesel said. “At the steak place. I’m starving.”
“Steak. Definitely.” My mouth started to water just thinking about it.
Sassy sighed. “That’s not nearly as fun as the Pink Toad, but I guess I can suffer as long as we stay for dessert. Their crème brulee is to die for.” Her eyes met mine as she clapped her hand over her mouth and giggled. “Oops. Sorry.”
I laughed. “Girl, don’t worry about it. I love a good crème brulee. Are we going now? I could eat half a cow. That cheesecake seems like days ago.”
“Just let me call Jeeves,” Sassy said, pulling her phone out of her pocket. But before she dialed, she nodded to Diesel. “You should get a date, too, otherwise you’ll be the fifth wheel. And believe, me once you see that fine ass of a man out there, you’re not going to want to be flying solo.”
“Sassy,” I hissed. “Jeez, could you be anymore insensitive?”
“What? I’m just stating the truth.” She hit Send on her phone and walked away, speaking to Jeeves.
Diesel stared after her, a frustrated expression on his face. Finally, he let out a breath. “Andi and I are not mates. We’re just friends.”
“Why?” I asked, genuinely curious.
“I don’t know. She’s new in town. We’re just starting to get to know each other.”
“Did she plant your flowers?”
His eyes widened slightly in surprise. “How did you know that?”
“Just a guess. Call her. Invite her out.”
He shook his head. “I don’t know. I don’t want to put her in any unnecessary danger.”
Zelda cleared her throat. “I doubt you’ll run into any problems while at dinner. The goal is to just be seen and get O’s attention. She’s not likely to attack in a public place. Not if she doesn’t want to end up right back in the pokey. In fact, it’s probably better to act as if you’re unconcerned about the curse. It will drive her mad.”
Diesel grit his teeth, but pulled out his phone nonetheless. Five minutes later, we walked out the front door.
“I’m having steak, garlic mashed potatoes, truffle fries, and deep fried pickles,” I said. “Plus a vat of margaritas.”
“Don’t forget the fresh bread and honey butter,” Diesel said, then stopped short when he spotted Sterling.
The biker stood and held his hand out. “You must be Diesel. Nice to meet you.”
Diesel stiffened, hostility streaming off him. The silence that ensued was deafening.
I cleared my throat and nudged Diesel with my elbow.
He finally shook himself out of his stupor and clasped hands with Sterling. “Hey. Sorry to get you dragged into this mess. Though I suppose it’s not so bad being human again.”
Sterling let his gaze sweep over me briefly before he said, “Yeah, I can deal with it.”
A low growl escaped from the back of Diesel’s throat, but before either of them could say another word, I grabbed Sterling’s arm and led him to the SUV. “We’re going for dinner. All of us.” I cast a look over my shoulder at Diesel. “So let’s all try to be on our best behavior, all right?”
“Sure, Ida May,” Sterling said amiably.
Diesel’s eyes bored into mine, intense and full of something I couldn’t quite read. Then he cut his gaze to Sterling and finally nodded. “Yeah. I’m good. Let’s go eat.”
“Thank you.”
“Damn, girl,” Sassy whispered. “That’s hot.”
“What?”
“Two men. One for each arm. Tonight could be very interesting. Ever had a threesome?”
“Yes,” I answered without thinking.
Diesel sucked in a sharp breath while Sterling just laughed.
My face heated. What had I been thinking? “Um, that was a long time ago. In my other life. With another woman and a… someone who visited often.” I didn’t know why I was suddenly shy about my past. I’d worked in a brothel. Everyone in present company knew my history, and I was anything but ashamed of it. A girl had to do what a girl had to do in those days. But sharing those details, calling it for what it was in front of the only two men I’d ever managed to care about made me slightly uncomfortable. It just wasn’t something they needed to hear about.
“Hmm,” Sassy mused. “I’m not sure I could handle another woman. I mean, I don’t like to share, you know? But two hot men.” She pumped her eyebrows suggestively at Sterling. “Now that’s what I’m talking about.”
He studied her, then turned his attention to me. “I’m more of a one on one kind of guy.”
“Okay, that’s enough of that. Let’s just get dinner, shall we?” I yanked the door open and climbed all the way to the back. “It’s well past margarita time.”
“Yeah,” Sassy agreed. “I think Ida May needs a drink or four.”
“She’s not the only one,” Zelda said, handing the keys to Mac. “The sooner we get this over with the better.”

DINNER WAS uncomfortable to say the least. I’d ended up smack in the middle of Diesel and Sterling with Andi across from me. The female wolf was just as lovely as I remembered her. Copper hair with eyes to match and friendly, too. She’d laughed with me about the massive amount of food I’d ordered and filled me in on her history. She was from a small town up north and had come to Asscrack for a new start after a bad breakup. And now she worked at the Library.
A librarian. Come on. She couldn’t have been more different from me if she tried. Yet, she was warm, funny, and downright sexy in her dirty librarian sort of way. Diesel would be an idiot to overlook her. Unfortunately, he’d barely said two words to her at the restaurant.
Amateur.
If it wasn’t for the fact we were all going back to Zelda’s to wait to see if we’d flushed Ophelia out, I’d have invited her over myself. But putting her in potential danger just to prove a point wasn’t my style. Instead, I’d flirted with Sterling and nudged Diesel in the ribs hard enough I was sure I’d left a bruise. He hadn’t taken the hint.
After stuffing ourselves silly, we walked back out to the SUV and said our goodbyes to Andi. Finally, Diesel got his head out of his ass and walked her to her car. They spoke for a few minutes, then Diesel bent down and gave her a kiss on her cheek. Even from about fifty yards away, I could see the sparkle in her eyes when she gazed up at him.
There was no doubt about it. He was going to blow this one if he didn’t let me go. I’d just have to make it clear once and for all, I wasn’t his one.
By the time he made it back to the SUV, Sassy and Jeeves had already left and the rest of us were already in the car. He climbed in and sat next to me.
“She’s pretty,” I said.
He nodded.
“She likes you.”
“I know. But she’s not the one.”
I sighed. “How do you know that if you don’t give her a chance?”
“Ida May,” he said, turning serious eyes on me. “Can we talk about this later?”
I clamped my mouth shut and nodded. Fine. He could have it his way… for now. But this was far from over. Then I took a really good look at him, noting his troubled expression. My heart squeezed, and all I wanted to do was slide over to him and rest my head on his shoulder. The man had literally just been on his deathbed and my appearance had healed him. My previous trip to Asscrack had healed him as well. Of course he was going to attribute that to something more than I could offer.
Sadness welled up inside me. If I had the choice, I’d stay with him in a heartbeat. But that wasn’t an option open to me. And making plans as if that scenario was at all possible was only going to cause us both pain.
Being a ghost really sucked donkey balls. I cast my gaze at Sterling, meeting his kind eyes. He gave me a small encouraging smile, and I couldn’t help answering with a smile of my own. Okay. My being dead wasn’t all bad.
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“I ’m going to bed,” Zelda announced not long after we arrived back at her house.
“It’s not even ten o-clock.” Sassy, sprawled across Jeeves on the couch, took a long pull from her beer bottle.
“Y’all have worn me out.” She put her hand out to Mac. “Besides, my mate and I have more, ah… interesting things to do.”
“Yeah, like each other.” Sassy snickered.
I chuckled and curled into the chair, wishing it was me taking my man upstairs. I was human after all. At least for the time being anyway. “Hey, can’t say I blame them.”
“Naked Dude, keep an eye on this riffraff,” Zelda called over her shoulder. “Don’t let them burn anything down, all right?”
“I’m on it.” Fabio waved them off and turned back to Sterling. The two were having a heated debate about what kind of motor was the best for a custom chopper. Who knew Fabio had an interest in riding?
As soon as Zelda disappeared, Sassy slammed her beer bottle down on the coffee table and announced, “I’m bored. Let’s do something.” She turned to me. “This is not how you’re going to spend your time as a human.”
I raised one eyebrow. “What did you have in mind?”
“Something fun. Naughty.” She lowered her voice and spoke in a conspiratorial tone. “Something that would make Zelda’s head spin.”
“Like raiding her closets?” I joked.
“Na. If we can’t leave the property, there’s no use in getting dressed up,” she said.
“The hell there isn’t,” Fabio added, his expression horrified. “Staying in is never an excuse for dressing like a slob.” His gaze traveled over Sassy, his lips turned down in disapproval. Then he turned to me and his entire body shuddered. “You both need help.”
“Hey!” Sassy cried, arching her chest out far enough I was certain we were about to witness a wardrobe malfunction. “I have great taste.”
“Yeah,” Jeeves agreed, his gaze fixated on her magnificent rack.
Sterling and Diesel were both silent.
Smart men.
“No, you don’t.” Fabio grabbed his mug from the table and moved toward the kitchen. “Tomorrow I’m staging an intervention.”
“I’m game,” I said, itching to ditch the trailer trash fashion I was currently sporting.
“That could be fun.” Sassy pursed her lips together. “Do we get to raid Zelda’s closets?”
“Where else are we going to find acceptable clothes?” He winked and disappeared into the kitchen.
“Fun.” Sassy clapped her hands together. “But that’s tomorrow. What about tonight? I can’t keep sitting here. I’m going to go bat shit crazy.”
“TV?” Diesel said.
“God no.” Sassy gave him a what-the-fuck-look. “Sterling and Ida May don’t want to waste their time watching sitcom reruns. They can do that anytime. We have to do something Fun, capital F.”
“We could go down to the lake,” Jeeves said, running his hand through his headful of braids.
“Yes! The lake.” I jumped to my feet and headed for the door.
“Wait,” Sassy called. “We need more booze.”
“And towels,” Jeeves added.
“Towels? For what?” Diesel asked. “The lake water can’t be warmer than fifty degrees. You’re not really going to go swimming are you?”
“That’s plenty warm enough for my firecracker,” Jeeves boasted as he poked his head into the hall linen closet.
“Jeeves knows how to warm me up,” Sassy said.
An image of the two of them doing it like rabbits in the freezing water popped into my head. It wasn’t pretty considering I knew Jeeves was a kangaroo Shifter. I closed the door on the disturbing image and accepted the towel Jeeves offered me. “I’m going. What about you two?” I asked Sterling and Diesel.
Sterling stood and joined me.
“I’ll skip it,” Diesel said. “Someone should keep watch on the place.”
I shrugged. It was probably better that way anyway. “Okay. Sassy? Got your phone?” I asked
“Right here!” She held it up as she darted into the kitchen. A few moments later, she reappeared with a twelve-pack of beer. “Ready?”
“Ready.” Sterling and I followed her out through the back. “How far is this lake?”
“Less than a mile. You’re going to love it.” Sassy slipped her arm through mine and grinned up at me. “There’s a hot spring, too.”
“And you didn’t think to tell Diesel that?”
“He’s a stick in the mud. I want to have some fun. And we have no idea how long we’ll have you here. I just want to live it up while we can.”
God, I loved Sassy. She was my soul sister. People everywhere should probably be relieved we didn’t get to spend more time together. “Bring on the fun!”
Jeeves and Sterling followed us, neither saying much as we made our way down the dark path. But the minute we saw the moon shining off the surface of the lake, Jeeves let out a whoop, ran toward the shore, and ripped his clothes off. In no time at all, he was bare-ass naked and diving into the dark water.
“Skinny dipping!” Sassy took off after him, stripping as she went.
Sterling stopped beside me as we watched them splash around, the moonlight glaring off their pale bodies. “What do you think?” he asked me.
“She said there’s a hot spring around here.” I cast my gaze down, eyeing his package. “You up for that?”
A slow smile broke out on his face. “What do you think?”
“I think we’re about to have ourselves a party.” Leaning down, I grabbed a couple of bottles of beer and scanned the area. Off to the right, near a rocky ledge, I spotted a sign that read: Rejuvenation Station. “This way.”
Sterling and I hurried over to the hot spring. I didn’t waste one second stripping off Sassy’s outfit. And when I stepped into that gloriously warm bath, my eyes rolled into the back of my head. I let out a moan worthy of a porn movie. “My God, this feels good.”
“Sweet Jesus,” Sterling said, following me into the water.
The warmth, the soothing weight of the water, it was enough to bring tears to my eyes. “I could just stay right here for forever.”
“That is the best idea I’ve heard in a while,” Sterling said, gliding toward me.
“It’s a pact then. You and me and this hot spring, we’re one, right?” I said, wrapping my arms around his neck.
He pulled me to him, his arms circling me as my legs circled him. “Deal,” he whispered, his gaze locked on my lips.
Everything heated and it had nothing to do with the water. “Well, hello there.”
“I have to say, Ida May, that I can’t think of anyone else I’d rather spend time with as a human.” He trailed his fingers down my neck, and then buried his hand in my thick curls, pulling me toward him.
“That might be the most romantic thing I’ve ever heard,” I breathed and closed my eyes, more than ready for what he had to offer.
“Looks like you two are enjoying yourselves,” someone who sounded suspiciously like Diesel all but growled.
“Did you hear that?” I whispered to Sterling.
“Unfortunately.”
“Damn.” I opened my eyes and untangled myself from what had felt like heaven. And when I turned around, Diesel was standing at the end of the spring, his arms crossed over his chest, scowling. “Did something happen?” I asked.
“You tell me.” He cut his gaze to Sterling, and I swear I thought he was going to shift right there just to rip the other man’s throat out.
“Enough of the possessive man crap, okay?” For the love of God, if he didn’t cut it out, I was going to kick him so hard, his chances of fathering little Shifter pups were going to be nonexistent. “Is there a problem? Did Oph—what’s her name show up?”
No—I. Son of a… Sorry.” He dropped his arms and rolled his head as if trying to force himself to relax.
“So… you came out here to check on us?” I asked.
“Dammit, Ida May. You already know the answer to that.”
I glanced over my shoulder at Sterling. He’d moved away into the shadows, giving us space to have this argument. Once again, he was giving me what I needed without being a Neanderthal. Although in Diesel’s defense, he was a wolf and they tended to be very territorial. It was hard to stay mad for very long.
“Well, you’re welcome to join us,” I said.
His gaze shifted behind me and even in the dim moonlight I could see his body tense. “Maybe that’s not a great idea.”
Shit. Had I just asked him to join Sterling and me in the hot spring… naked? A bubble of laughter escaped my lips. Could I get any more inappropriate? Not likely. “I’m going for a swim. Who’s with me?”
“You go ahead,” Sterling said, moving to stand behind me. Then he lowered his voice and whispered, “I’ll be right here when you need someone to warm you up.”
A tingle of happiness shot through me. “You better be,” I whispered back.
“I’ll join you for that swim,” Diesel said.
I climbed out of the hot spring, acutely aware both men were staring at my naked body. I paused for a moment, letting them get their fill, taking just a bit of perverse pleasure in torturing them. But when a small wind picked up, I shivered and took off toward the lake, calling back, “Race you!”
“Hey!” Diesel ran after me, awkwardly shedding his clothes.
I laughed and plunged into the lake, gasping at the sharp sting of the freezing water. “Oh my God! Sassy, why the hell didn’t you warn me.”
“Why would I do that?” she yelled back. “Just make out with one of your boy toys and you’ll warm right up.”
“Not. Helpful.” I paddled around, trying to generate enough body heat to keep my teeth from chattering, but it wasn’t working. “It’s cold as ass out here!”
Diesel, impersonating an Olympic swimmer, cut through the water, swimming circles around me. “Are you all right?”
“Fi…ine,” I forced out. “Cold.”
“I can see that.” He held his arm out. “Come over here, I’ll warm you up.”
Even I wasn’t shameless enough to go straight from Sterling’s embrace to Diesel’s. “Um, thanks. That sounds very inviting, but I think I should probably just head back to the hot spring.” Without waiting for him to answer, I started working my way toward the shore. Halfway there, I paused to catch my breath and caught movement near the path. “Sterling? Are you leaving?”
“What? No,” he called from the hot spring.
“Then who—”
A flash of light sailed through the air and landed with a plop just a few feet from me. Golden light shimmered on top of the water and grew, spreading out in a large circle.
“Ida May!” I heard Sassy’s faint voice behind me just as the golden magic engulfed me.
My entire body froze, while intense pain hit me in the form of a thousand tiny little needles. I opened my mouth to scream, but nothing came out. Shouts sounded all around me. I started to sink and the last thing I saw before the water swallowed me whole was Sterling standing in the lake, green magic lighting him up like a neon sign.
My world turned black and cold and empty. This was it. My second death. My entry into Hell, where my soul would rot. My lungs burned and my mind ordered my limbs to move, but I was powerless to help myself. I went numb from the cold, and resigned to sinking to the depths of the unknown.
Suddenly an arm wrapped around me, and pulled me back up to the surface. The moment my head popped out of the water, I sucked in a huge gasp and started coughing.
“Ida May!”
I had a passing thought that the voice belonged to Sterling, but was too busy trying to expel the water from my lungs. A few moments later, Sterling made it to solid ground and picked me up in his arms. The coughing stopped, and I rested my head against his chest, hanging on for dear life.
When we got to the shore, he sat on the ground, still cradling me in his arms. “You’re okay,” he soothed, pushing my hair out of my eyes. “You’re fine.”
I blinked up at him. “Wha…” I cleared my throat, coughed, and finally forced out, “What happened?”
“A magical attack.”
Fear seized me as I stared up at him. “Diesel? Sassy? Jeeves? They were all in the water. Are they—”
He held up a hand, stopping me. “They’re fine. Or at least were. They took off after the attacker.”
I glanced around the now silent lake. “Was it Ophelia?” I whispered, forgetting all about not saying her name.
He pressed his lips together, a troubled expression on his face.
“Sterling, do you have any idea who it was?” I asked.
“No. I saw someone, but couldn’t see well enough to place them.” He stared me straight in the eye and said, “The spell was a magical bomb, one that trapped the magic.”
“Meaning?” I asked, barely able to breathe through the trepidation.
“It can be premade, the magic stored. It means that anyone can set it off, not just a witch.”
“Oh, God. You mean someone not magical just tried to drown me?”
“You and Diesel. He barely escaped the water before the spell had a chance to hit him.” He stood, still holding me to him. “We need to get you dressed and head back to the house.”
“Sassy and Jeeves?” I asked, almost too afraid to hear the answer.
“They got out. Sassy tossed a bolt of magic that cleared a path for them to the shore. Of course she nearly blew her and Jeeves up in the process, but they made it. Last I saw they were running down the path, chasing after the intruder.”
A small thread of relief rushed through me, but didn’t last. They were chasing after whoever did this. Ophelia? Or had she hired someone to do her dirty work?
Sterling put me on my feet next to where we’d tossed our clothes. We dressed as fast as we could, and then took off for the trail leading back to the house. On the way, I stumbled and fell, landing in a pile of clothes. I held up a slinky tank top. “Don’t tell me Sassy and Jeeves are running around naked.”
“Looks like it.”
“Oh, hell.” I scooped up all the clothes I could find and pushed myself to my feet. “Let’s go.”
“Give me a second,” Sterling said, then swept me back up in his arms. “You’re a little wobbly.”
Shaking my head, I smiled up at him, and in my best Hollywood starlet voice said, “You big strong man, you. Whatever would I do without your giant muscles to save me?”
He snorted, moving swiftly along the trail. “You’d find a way. You’re the scrappy type.”
I laughed then sobered. “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome.”
“Sterling?”
He paused. “Yes?”
“Kiss me.”
He slowly lowered me to my feet, brushed my wild hair back, and bent his head, his lips gently brushing over mine.
God, he was delicious, but I hadn’t asked for a kiss. I’d asked to be kissed. And dammit, that was exactly what I was going to get. Narrowing my eyes in determination, I grabbed the front of his shirt and yanked him to me, our lips meeting with a fiery passion.
I melted into him, loving his faint taste of coffee and cream. His large hands, slid down to my hips, pulling me to him until we were molded together. Everything pulsed with the promise of more to come and I was ready to give myself over to him, but finally came to my senses and pulled back.
We were both breathless, our eyes locked on each other. I smiled up at him. “That was really nice.”
He tightened his hold on my hips and pulled me back to him. “I can do better.”
“I just bet you can,” I said, wanting him to prove himself even as I put a hand on his chest, nudging him backward. “But we need to make sure everyone is okay.”
He sucked in a deep breath. “Yeah. Good point.”
“Later,” I promised and slipped my hand into his as we both turned toward the house.
“I’m holding you to that.”
“Something to look—”
A loud high-pitched scream cut me off. Sterling and I glanced at each other, then ran.
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We burst through the trees to find Zelda’s property lit up with magical floating orbs. Jeeves and Diesel were standing near the porch, both of them covering their junk with their hands.
But best of all, right in the middle of the yard, two women were wrestling. And a naked Sassy was winning.
“Holy shit,” Sterling said.
I was speechless as I watched Sassy straddle the other woman, and secure her hands over her head. As she leaned over, her massive boobs nearly smothered her captive.
“Well done, Sas,” Jeeves called.
“Impressive,” Diesel agreed.
“What is going on out here?” Zelda yelled from the back door. “Why is everyone naked?”
“Naked?” Fabio asked, his head popping out from behind Zelda’s.
I giggled.
“Not now, Naked Dude,” Zelda said, striding out onto the porch. Mac followed closely behind her.
“Andi here decided it would be a good idea to turn the lake into a death trap,” Sassy called.
“Andi? Diesel’s Andi?” I asked, shocked.
“She’s not mine,” Diesel growled.
I ignored him and ran over to Sassy. The woman beneath her squirmed, desperately trying to break free, but Sassy was freakishly strong. “My God. It is Andi.” I glanced up and met Diesel’s gaze.
“I told you she wasn’t my mate,” he insisted.
I ignored Diesel’s outburst and stared at the woman. “Why would you do such a thing?”
“We’re about to find out,” Mac said, striding toward Sassy and the she wolf. He glanced over his shoulder at Diesel and Jeeves. “Put some clothes on before Yaba Baba gets here.”
“Here,” I ran over to them, delivering the clothes we’d found.
“She tried to kill us all,” Sassy said, refusing to let go of her prisoner. “She doesn’t deserve mercy.” The anger streaming off my friend was palpable.
“Sassy,” Zelda said carefully. “Um, your girls look a little cold. You sure you don’t want to let Mac help you out? You wouldn’t want your nips to freeze out here would you?’
Sassy glanced down at herself, contemplating. Then she let go of Andi and jumped up, her boobage swinging wildly.
Mac reached down and yanked the Shifter up, holding her arms behind her back.
“You’re lucky Zelda was here to remind me there are more important things than your sorry ass.” She cupped herself, carefully inspecting her breasts. “If I end up with frostbite and have to amputate something, you’re going to not only pay, but donate those ridiculously perky nips of yours, got that?”
Andi just stood there, compliant, her pleading eyes locked on Diesel.
“Amputate?” Diesel asked, tearing his gaze from the woman, a blank expression on his face. “I don’t think one can freeze in sixty-degree weather.”
I stifled a chuckle. “Sassy has a flair for the dramatic, that’s for sure.”
Jeeves walked over to Sassy, put his arm around her, caressing her bare arm as he walked her inside.
“I think maybe we should go inside and wait,” Zelda said.
Everyone was silent as we piled back into the house. Sassy and Jeeves disappeared upstairs. I stood shivering in the living room. The skimpy outfit was doing nothing to warm my chilled bones. “Um, Zelda?”
“What?” she barked.
My eyes widened. Wow she was pissed. But it didn’t stop me from asking for a favor. “Can I borrow something with a little more material? This isn’t quite cutting it.”
She waved an impatient hand. “Whatever.”
Relief washed through me, and I jumped up, heading for the stairs.
“Stay out of my designer closet!” she yelled after me.
“Yeah. Sure. Thanks.” Like I knew which was which. Still, once I entered her bedroom, I rummaged around until I found leggings and a formfitting sweater dress. And high heeled boots, because when was I going to get the chance to dress in real clothes again. After fussing with my unruly hair and scrubbing my face until it turned pink, I clamored back down the stairs.
Zelda took one look at the boots and winced. “Those are Valentino.”
“Really?” I glanced down at the plain black knee-highs. “They look kinda generic to me.”
“Scuff them or stretch them out and I’ll fix it so your permanent ghost outfit is that monstrosity Sassy put you in earlier.”
I shuddered, seriously considering taking the boots off. But they were so damned comfortable, I decided against it. “Consider me warned.” I glanced around the empty living room. “Where is everyone?”
“Kitchen. We’re waiting for Yabity Doo Doo Head to get here. Mac’s interrogating the Shifter, but not getting very far. She either won’t talk or is too traumatized to get anything out.”
“Figures.”
Zelda took a moment to study me, then said, “That outfit looks nice on you. Classy.”
Pleasure wound through me and I smiled at the witch. “Thank you. For both letting me borrow them and the compliment.”
She waved a dismissive hand. “No problem.”
The door to the kitchen opened and Sterling stuck his head out. “I think you two might want to get in here.”
Zelda and I shared a glance, then quickly followed him. The moment I stepped through the door, I let out a startled gasp.
Andi was levitating above the table, her palms out, eyes wide with fear, chanting, “She’s coming. She’s coming. She’s coming.”
“Who’s coming?” I asked Diesel, my voice shaky.
“I don’t know for sure, but I can guess.” He reached for her, but the moment he touched her hand, she opened her mouth and screamed.
“Holy shit,” Zelda said, her hands lighting up with a rainbow of colors.
Mac stepped in front of her. “No. You can’t help her.”
“Why?” Zelda darted around him, magic crawling up her arms.
“She has that same tattoo.” He pointed, indicating her abdomen.
“Oh my Goddess,” Zelda said just as I spotted the mark peeking out from underneath her shirt. With her hands raised, we could see just a sliver of skin between her jeans and T-shirt. But it was enough to recognize the glowing pentagram.
“She’s been cursed, too!” I cried, clutching Diesel’s hand.
“That bitch Ophelia. She forced her to attack you guys,” Zelda spat. Then she took a step back and stood tall, her brilliant magic swirling around her.
“Zelda?” Mac said.
But she paid him no attention. She was a witch on a mission. The pots hanging on a rack rattled. Dishes clanked together. The floor rolled. And as Zelda’s magic rose up around her, she shouted, “Ophelia, show yourself!”
The rainbow of magic burst from Zelda with a loud boom.
Diesel and I flattened ourselves against the wall. Mac and Sterling ducked from a flying casserole dish. And Fabio shrieked, scrambling under a chair. Andi crumpled to the table, sending coffee mugs and pastries flying.
I couldn’t hear anything, and soon my vision was impaired when the entire kitchen filled with rainbow dust. But my arm started to burn and my head swam. I clutched at Diesel’s arm. “I’m going to be sick.”
When he didn’t say anything, I glanced up at him. His expression was murderous as he stared straight ahead with narrowed, menacing eyes. I followed his gaze and bit back a gasp as my heart sank.
Standing on the table, with a leash attached to a copper-color wolf I recognized as Andi, Ophelia smiled down at us. “Hello, Sterling my love.”
“I’m not your love, you bitch. Let her go.”
“I don’t think I will.” She yanked on the leash and Andi snarled in Zelda’s direction. “You see, my pet here still has work to do.”
“Your pet?” Zelda said, her tone full of rage. “That Shifter is one of us. Let her go, or I’ll spell your ass so hard, you’ll end up cockroach food.”
Ophelia wrinkled her nose. “How charming,” she said dryly. “No, I think I’ll let Andrea here do what she came to do.”
Then with a snap of her fingers, Andi lunged for the Shifter healer.
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Z elda threw up a wall of magic to protect herself from the snarling wolf just as Fabio lobbed a bolt of silver magic at Ophelia.
Ophelia blocked it with just a flick of her wrist, while sending rapid fire bolts of magic around the room, knocking of chunks of plaster and shattering windows. Everyone scrambled. Sterling and Fabio did their best to counteract her attacks, but males didn’t have as powerful magic as females did, and their attempts merely bounced off the magical shield protecting her.
Diesel and Mac had shifted and were standing in front of Zelda, doing their best to protect the witch from Andi’s vicious attacks. The female wolf had gone berserk as if she were possessed. Well, she was, wasn’t she? And likely the only reason Zelda hadn’t fried her ass was because the wolf was cursed, just like Diesel and I were.
Pounding sounded on the door behind me and I heard Sassy shouting, wanting to know what was happening. She couldn’t get in for some reason, but I didn’t have time to find out why.
Because Ophelia had her sights on me, and she was moving straight toward me. “This is all your fault, you whore.”
“Sticks and stones, loser,” I cried and bolted around the kitchen island. “All of this for one guy? I mean Diesel is hot and all, but damn, girl. How pathetic do you have to be to go through all of this?”
“You have no idea what you’re talking about.” She seethed, reaching back to diffuse one of Sterling’s bolts of green magic.
“Don’t I?” I ducked, using the counter for cover. “You loved and lost and now you can’t get over it. Look at you. You’re a hot mess. Don’t you think pining for a century for a man who never loved you is just… sad?”
“Shut up!” Magic poured from her hands, destroying the beautiful granite counters.
“Looks like I hit a nerve,” I said and rolled, avoiding her latest attack.
Her face scrunched up in fury as she flew—actually flew—through the air, her arms outstretched as if her greatest wish was to strangle me.
Well, not today. Just before she reached me, I bent my knees and rammed the heels of Zelda’s boots into her gut.
The witch let out a cry of pain and fell to the floor, but not before she grabbed my arm. My left arm. The one with the tattoo.
Pain shot through my limbs, practically paralyzing me. I screamed, barely noticing the howls coming from across the kitchen. Was that Diesel and Andi? I couldn’t tell. The kitchen was in chaos, a crescendo of shouts, orders, and cries of frustration all because of one demented witch. You’d think six on one would be a piece of cake. But no, not when one was possessed, two were cursed, and two had inferior magic skills.
“You’re dead now,” she snarled, digging her nails into my arm. Magic pumped into me, paralyzing the left side of my body.
I reached my right hand out, struggling for something, anything to defend myself with. Finally, my hand wrapped around a jagged piece of stone, and without a second’s hesitation, I swung, using all my remaining strength to aim for her hand clutching my arm.
Only I missed, and stabbed myself instead. The pain in the left side of my body came roaring back just as Zelda’s magic hit Ophelia’s back. The demented witch suddenly lifted right off me and slammed into the opposite wall, her head hitting with a sickening crunch.
All the noise stopped with the exception of Sassy suddenly bursting through the kitchen door. She came to a stop right before she stepped on me. She took a good long look around the room, then at me. After a moment, she said, “Shit, Ida May. What’d you do to Zelda’s boots?”
“Huh?” I glanced up at her, holding on to my bloody, throbbing wrist.
She nodded to my feet. “I’ve never seen heels break right off before.”
Zelda, standing a few feet away, keeping an eye on an unconscious Ophelia, glanced at me. “Dammit, Ida May,” she said without any heat in her tone. “You had one job. One.”
“Sorry,” I said on a sigh, still lying in the middle of her kitchen floor. “I think Naked Dude still owes me a favor or two. You can cash in for a pair of new boots.”
Fabio appeared, staring down at me. He chuckled. “I’m sure that can be arranged.”
“Good. I wouldn’t want to ruin Zelda’s day.”
Sassy laughed. “No, we wouldn’t want that.”
He crouched, studying my wrist. “Your tattoo is gone.”
“It is?” I glanced at my bloody wrist, and sure enough, the curse had vanished. “Thank the goddess.”
“I think you broke it when you stabbed yourself,” he said, pulling his shirt off. Then he wrapped my wrist in the high-quality cotton and added, “Or when Zelda finally kicked her ass.”
“Either way, I’m glad to be free of that parasite.”
Low rumblings sprang up around the kitchen as Mac, Diesel, and Andi shifted back to human form.
“Mine’s gone, too,” Diesel said. “Andi?”
“Yes,” she said in a weak voice.
“Good.” I closed my eyes, and curled into a ball, exhausted.
“Hey there,” a deep voice said.
I looked up, finding Sterling. His clothes were singed and he had a small cut over his right eye, but was otherwise intact. “Hi.”
His lips curved into a smile. “That was some fight. Ready to get up off this floor?”
“I’m not sure I can move,” I said with a groan.
“I’ve got you.” And once again, he reached down and scooped me up. I buried my head in his chest and didn’t look back as he carried me into the living room and deposited me on the couch.

AN HOUR LATER, my tattoo-free arm had been bound with gauze, Baba Yaba had arrived and hauled the mentally disturbed witch known as Ophelia back to Salem’s pokey with assurances of maximum security, and everyone was sitting in the living room, staring at Andi.
“Go ahead, tell them,” Diesel urged, holding her hand with both of his. They sat close together on the loveseat, their thighs touching, and I once again got the overwhelming feeling they belonged together. Even if she had been insane.
But of course she hadn’t been insane at all. Just possessed.
“Most of my recollection is fuzzy,” she said, not meeting anyone’s eyes. “I have a vague memory of meeting a woman in the woods, four or five days ago. She was lost and asked how to find her way out. I instructed her on where to go and even offered to show her the way, but she declined, saying my instructions were enough. And before she took off down the trail, she shook my hand. I remember a slight burning on my abdomen, but thought it was just a bug bite or something. That night, I noticed the tattoo.”
“And you didn’t say anything about it?” Zelda asked, incredulous.
She shook her head. “I wanted to. I tried to tell Diesel. But I couldn’t. It was like I was compelled to stay silent. Then everything gets really confused. I remember y’all talking about a witch that escaped the prison. Then Diesel got sick. And I couldn’t really remember anything that I’d done since my walk in the woods.”
“Do you remember going to dinner with us?” I asked.
She frowned. Started to shake her head, but then nodded. “I think so. Everything is like a distant dream.”
“You were cursed,” Mac said. “Ophelia targeted you.”
“But why?” she asked, her brows furrowed in confusion. “I don’t even know her.”
“To do her dirty work,” I said.
“It’s because of me,” Diesel said, meeting my gaze. “She was jealous.”
“Of our friendship?” Andi asked.
“That… and our connection,” he admitted.
“I knew it!” I said, pumping my fist in the air.
“Knew what?” Zelda asked.
I shrugged, smiling at both of them. “She’s his mate.”
“Pardon?” Andi asked, now eyeing Diesel with a critical eye. “What is she talking about?”
“I didn’t know it at first,” he said, holding her gaze. “You know wolves can usually smell their mate right away.”
She nodded. “That didn’t happen with us.”
“I know. But I think it’s because of Ophelia.” He rubbed at his arm where the tattoo had been. “She’s had a crazy vendetta against me ever since our broken engagement back in the nineteen-twenties. She cursed me a few months ago. Ida May helped break that curse, or at least we thought it was broken. But after this, I’m not really sure. I’ve been feeling a bit off ever since she went back to New Orleans, but I really thought that was because, well..”
“He thought I was his mate. But I knew better.” I gave Andi a small reassuring smile, and squeezed Sterling’s hand, just because I could.
Diesel’s face flushed pink as he nodded at her. “Ida May was right. She isn’t, but you are.”
Tears welled in Andi’s eyes as she stared up at him. “But I tried to kill all of you. I shouldn’t even be here.” She turned her attention to Mac. “You should ban me from the pack.”
Mac, who was standing behind Zelda just shook his head. “No, Andi. It’s not your fault.”
“But I’m the one who threw that magic pipe bomb in the lake. Ida May nearly died!”
I shrugged. “I’m already dead. I mean, don’t get me wrong. If I’d have ended up in Hell for eternity, I’d have devised a plan to come back to make you suffer… horribly, but since that doesn’t appear to be an issue anymore, all can be forgiven.”
“If I’d died,” Sassy said, “I would’ve haunted you day and night, stealing your favorite underwear, your deodorant, your coffee. You know, every creature comfort you owned, just to drive you insane, because I’m evil like that. I’m way too young to die. Jeeves and I have plans. Many plans.” The witch, reached up and tenderly pushed back Jeeves braids. “Right, love-a-roo.”
“Oh, hell,” Zelda said. “Get a room.”
“Gladly.” Sassy rose gracefully from the floor, tugging Jeeves up with her. “Come, my Shifter man. We have some sheets to soil.”
“Ack!” Zelda cried after them. “Go to Mac’s house. I do not want you two doing whatever it is you do in my house. Gross. Ew.”
Everyone laughed while Sassy gave Zelda a dirty look.
“Please,” Sassy said. “Don’t think we don’t hear what you two are up to all the time. Quiet isn’t really one of your strong suits.”
“Out!” Zelda pointed toward the front door.
“Fine, keep your panties on.” Sassy reversed direction, heading for the front door. Just before she opened it, she glanced back at me, then Sterling, then me again. “Something tells me I’m not going to see you both in the morning.”
I untangled myself from Sterling’s embrace and walked over to her. She opened her arms and hugged me. “It was so good to see you again,” I said.
“You, too. Now do me a favor. Take that gorgeous man upstairs right now and do as many dirty things as you can think of before it’s too late. That’s an order.”
“I heard that!” Zelda said.
A chuckle went through the room.
“I know,” Sassy said, winking at me. “That was the idea.” Then without waiting for a reply, she waved and disappeared into the night.
I turned around, finding everyone staring at me. “What? Sassy said it, not me.”
Sterling’s sexy half smile was claiming his lips again, and there was no doubt he was thinking about what Sassy had said. Well, the woman had a point.
“We’re going to go,” Diesel said, standing. “Andi and I have a lot to talk about.”
“You do,” Zelda said. “Call me if there are any lasting effects from the curses.”
“We will,” Diesel promised. As the pair passed me, Diesel whispered something to Andi and then said, “I’ll be out in a second.”
His mate nodded, and slipped out the door.
Diesel turned to me, his eyes full of appreciation. “You knew all along. How?”
I shrugged. “I’m not sure. I’ve known you a long time and something was just different about the way you looked at each other.”
He just stared at me, and I wondered if he could see right through me. The truth was, I did know. A few weeks ago, I’d been checking up on him. I’d been a ghost, so he couldn’t see me, but I could see him. The thing was, it seemed as if he could feel me. And our connection was still there. But the moment Andi had arrived, that had all changed. He’d changed. She’d commanded his attention, and the two of us were no longer connected. They were.
But how could I tell him that. It’d just been a feeling; one he hadn’t been able to sense yet. It was clear he did now.
“You’re amazing,” he whispered as he pulled me into a hug. “Thank you, Ida May. You saved me again. I’m not sure how I can repay you.”
I hugged him back, holding on tight. “No repaying necessary. That’s what old friends are for.”
“Old friend,” he echoed. “The best of friends.”
His words all but melted my heart. I didn’t have a lot of people in my life… or death as it may be. And this was special. He was special. “Take care of yourself, Diesel. And that mate of yours.”
“You got it.” He kissed my cheek lightly, waved to everyone else, and left to take Andi home.
“And then there were five,” I announced.
“I’m going to bed,” Fabio said. “Ida May, always a pleasure.”
I nodded at him. “You, too Naked Dude.”
Fabio shook Sterling’s hand. “Thanks for the help tonight.”
“No problem,” Sterling said.
“Me, too,” Zelda said, tugging on Mac’s arm. “I’m exhausted and Baba Lama Roo Moo said she’d be back early in the morning to repair the kitchen.” She glanced at us. “Just keep it to a dull roar, all right? A girl needs her beauty sleep. And do me a favor?”
I raised my eyebrows in question, not sure I wanted to give any blank-check promises.
“Burn the sheets when you’re done.”
I rolled my eyes. “Prude.”
“Only when it comes to the sex lives of other people.” She glanced at Mac. “Come on, handsome. I could use an orgasm or five.”
He grinned at her. “Five. Definitely five.”
“And then there were two,” I said to Sterling.
“Finally.” His eyes glittered as he crossed the room and wrapped his arms around me. “How long do you think we have?”
I shook my head. “There’s no telling. The spell is broken. There’s no reason for us to be here anymore. Could be any minute. Could be hours.”
“Well then. Let’s not waste any time.” In one swift movement, he swept me up in his arms, carried me upstairs, and then chose the bedroom as far away as possible from Zelda’s. “I don’t plan on being quiet,” he said.
I giggled. “I like you.”
“You’re going to love me by the time the night is over.”
“Cocky bastard.”
“Sexy wench.” He set me down on the bed and gently removed the damaged boots from my feet. “That’s better,” he said, running his hand up my outer thigh. “Except you have entirely too many clothes on.”
“So do you.” I reached under his shirt and sighed when my fingers brushed over his hardened abs. “These are enough to make a woman weep.”
He raised one eyebrow. “I guarantee that in about five seconds, the only thing you’re going to be doing is moaning in pleasure.”
“Promise?” I yanked his shirt off and tossed it across the room.
“Count on it.” Then he pulled my leggings off, leaving me completely bare under the sweater dress.
Everything started to pulse and suddenly I was burning up. I reached for the button of his jeans just as he lifted my dress over my head. In the next second, we were both naked, lying on the bed, and Sterling’s hands were already reaching for me.
“What was it Mac promised Zelda? Five?” I asked.
“Five,” Sterling confirmed, dipping his head to catch my nipple between his teeth.
“Oh,” I moaned, arching into him.
“I think that was less than five seconds,” he murmured against my breast.
“So it was,” I said, breathless.
“And now I’m going to make my second promise.”
“Yeah, what’s that?” I spread my legs, wrapping them around him as I buried my hands into his thick dark hair.
“By the time we’re done here tonight, there isn’t going to be one inch of your body I don’t have memorized.”
A bolt of desire shot straight to my center at his words. “Not an inch, huh?”
“That’s right.” He cupped one breast, slowly torturing the nipple with his thumb as his lips moved down my abdomen, only stopping when he reached my inner thigh. Then he lifted his head and met my gaze. “And I’m going to start right here.”
His eyes were dark with lust and a slow smile broke out of my face. “Sterling Charles, I think this is going to be one hell of a night.”
“Ida May, you have no idea.”
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