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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Dear, reader:

This story takes place 5 years after the 5th novel in the

Southern Witch series, Casually Cursed. It’s meant to give

readers a glimpse into how Tammy Jo’s life has changed

after her last adventure.

Happy Reading!

Kimberly
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lmost the last thing a person expects on a Friday
afternoon in April is to be held up on the side of
the road by a bandit wearing a blue bandana over

his face. I say “almost the last thing” because this wasn’t my
first time being robbed by an Old-Timey bandit. Honestly
though, I was just as surprised this second go ‘round. Maybe
more so, given the time of year. The last time I’d been
robbed by someone in costume had been at my friend
Georgia Sue’s Halloween party.

That first hold-up had been around the time our town’s
power was discovered by the outside world. Then all sorts of
magical mishaps befell us. You see, I live in the small town
of Duvall, Texas, which has a tor—that’s a magic mountain
—and it sits on a mystical superhighway of magical lines. It’s
real unusual. When supernatural power brokers tried to
claim it, we had to fight to keep the town in the hands of the
folks who’d always lived in it. But for almost five years,
things had been quiet and peaceful. Well, from a supernat-
ural standpoint anyway. Our town gets into its own
ruckuses, like most any small town, I suppose.



My name is Tammy Lyons. My maiden name is Tammy
Jo Trask, and I’m part witch and part faery. My regular job is
as a baker and pastry chef, which is a low risk job, setting
aside the occasional kitchen fire or dropped knife. That’s
what had me so surprised today. By and large, so far as I
know, bakery trucks don’t get held up.

As I sat in the driver’s seat of the refrigerated van and
leaned out my window, I wondered if this guy might be
confused or on drugs because I couldn’t see how he could’ve
mistaken my van for a truck of money or priceless
valuables.

The bandit had a black cowboy hat sitting low on his
head and a blue bandana tied across his lower face. He also
had on sunglasses, which I didn’t think were regulation
outlaw gear back in the late 1800s. They also didn’t drive
Trans Ams with tinted windows, but this guy’s was parked
sideways across the road.

“Broke down?” I asked, pretending he didn’t have a rag
tied over his face.

“Out of the van,” he barked.
“There’s no money in the back,” I said. “Like the sign

implies, I deal in baked goods and that’s what I’m transport-
ing.” There was a large picture on my van that showed
cakes, pies, breads and candy. Nowhere at all did it say
Brinks or have a dollar sign. I hadn’t even made a delivery
yet, but even if I had there wouldn’t have been cash money.
Most people paid with their credit cards. “I just have pies,”
I added.

“Out of the van!” he snapped and brought his hand out
from behind his back, brandishing a pistol that was not old-
timey at all. A Kimber, I thought.

Are you kidding me? I wondered furiously. Was there a big
market for stolen pies? Was there a wayward wedding party
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with a sick caterer? Not in Duvall, that’s for sure. No one
hired anyone but me for wedding reception sweets.

I climbed out of my new van and gave it a long look.
“That’s a custom paint job, and it cost a whole lot. Don’t
scratch it.” I guess I should’ve acted scared. Guns, of course,
were no joke. But I’d been held at gunpoint by much scarier
sorts than this knucklehead, and I just didn’t believe I’d get
killed over baked goods.

A primrose-scented breeze blew over from the Amanos
river, sending strands of my red hair across my face. I shoved
it back so I could keep my eyes on him.

“Move aside,” he said, waving at me.
I sighed and walked to the side of the gravel road.
“Toss your phone in those weeds.”
“I’ll set it out there for sure, but I’m not throwing it. This

is only one generation back from the latest one, and that
means it cost me—”

He lurched forward, grabbed my phone and flung it.
My eyes narrowed, and I thought about the spells I prac-

tice in case I run into an underhanded witch or werewolf. I
could try to zap the guy into incapacity or some other loca-
tion. I’d once hexed my annoying town nemesis into a
whisky bottle. Not that I’d meant to. That was the problem.
Sometimes my spells go sideways. Looking at him again, I
decided I wouldn’t risk a malfunctioning spell unless I
thought he really meant to do me bodily harm.

He slid into the leather bucket seat, jerked the door
closed and drove off, spraying gravel, with my raspberry tea
still in the cupholder. The Trans Am wheeled back and
spun around, then sped off too. There was no license plate.
Lawbreaking at every turn, literally.

I wondered who the bandit and his accomplice were.
They hadn’t stumbled onto me by accident. My bakery was
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off a secluded road, so they weren’t just looking for any car
or van to steal. Did that mean they’d come for my van?
What did they need a refrigerator for? A body? I stiffened.
Maybe so. They couldn’t have been there for my pies, could
they? I doubted it.

I wondered what I was going to tell all my customers. I
doubted they’d believe the truth. I barely believed it myself.

As I climbed through the brambles to find my phone, I
cursed and shook my head.

I don’t know how long it took me to find it. Maybe ten
minutes. It’s lucky that modern phones are actually
everyday spy devices that listen to conversations and answer
when you call out to them.

As soon as I brushed off the dust, I called up the sheriff’s
department.

I was shocked for the second time that afternoon when
my ex-husband Zach answered. He didn’t work for the
department much anymore.

“Sutton,” he said.
“Well, hello,” I said.
“Hey,” he said, recognizing my voice too.
“What are you doing there?”
“Lending a hand.”
“Is there a crime wave?” I asked.
“No, just a couple guys out. I’m covering. What do

you need?”
“I need to make a report and for you to get someone in

pursuit of my refrigerated bakery van.”
“Stolen?” he asked, surprised.
“Yep, and not from any parking spot. I’ve been pie-

jacked.”
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ach and Smitty, another deputy, showed up right
away. They were around the same age, but couldn’t
have looked more different these days. Smitty wore

his hair close-cropped, and he was clean-shaven. Also, his
stockiness had turned to a kind of soft bulk. Yours truly was
probably responsible for ten of those pounds. Ever since I
started making donuts and boxing up a hot fresh box for the
Sheriff’s office every morning, a few of the deputies had had
to loosen their gun belts. Zach on the other hand was more
muscular than ever, without an ounce of fat on him. His
blond hair curled down over his collar, and he had a short
beard. It looked good on him, though it was a shame to
cover up a cute face like his. When I’d been with him,
there’d still been a little of the boy left in the man. Not so
anymore. His denim blue eyes were sharp as they assessed
the scene.

After Zach and Smitty walked around the crime scene
for a minute, Zach sent Smitty off after the van while he
started making calls to see who, if anyone, had spotted it. In
about ten minutes, everyone in town was on the lookout.



And it wasn’t like my van with its painted sides could go
unnoticed. The bandit perps would be caught in no time if
they went through town, which they’d most likely have to do
to get to the highways outside Duvall.

Zach drove me home, fielding calls. The van and the
Trans Am had been spotted, but they’d already zoomed
right through. People had just thought I’d been heading to a
neighboring town to make deliveries first. No one had
expected grand larceny of a fridge van.

When we drove through the gate to the house’s front
door, I asked, “You want coffee? I can get you a list of pies
that were stolen. I’ve got some unusual flavors, so if they
turn up at parties in other towns we’ll have them. My
caramel apple, Pina Colada, and toasted marshmallow
flavors are ones that nobody else does. Or no one around
here that I know of.”

“I don’t need coffee, but a list couldn’t hurt,” he said,
rubbing his chin.

I couldn’t get over his beard. He’d been clean-shaven
and young when we were together. Five years, heartbreak,
and battles with supernatural creatures had changed him.
Even his muscles, which had always been big, looked edgier
somehow. More sinewed.

We walked up the walkway, which was lined with
perfectly manicured topiaries and flowers. It was a fancy
place that I sometimes still felt strange about living in.

I reached for the knob just as the big door of my
husband’s mansion burst open, and my oldest friend,
Georgia Sue, rushed out, looking disheveled. Curl sprockets
looked ready to launch themselves off her head, and she
stopped next to her car on the drive.

“I’m sure sorry, Tammy Jo. I truly am, but it’s worse than
Jammers on two-dollar margarita nights. I just can’t do it!”
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Georgia Sue had been helping me out by babysitting
since I had several big orders to fill and my husband Bryn
was out of town.

“Oh, Georgia Sue, I’m the one who’s sorry!” I said, seeing
the bright red stain on her shirt and the cock-eyed slant to
her hair. Not even a shellack of superhold hairspray could
stand up against what my house held.

There were high-pitched shrieks and then an ominous
crashing sound.

“Hell,” Zach said, stalking inside.
I rushed right in after him to find the twins locked in

battle. They rolled over and over across the rug, little fists
and feet flying.

“Girls!” I snapped.
They didn’t hear. Or, more likely, chose not to.
Zach and I both jumped in, hauling them apart.
Autumn, whose auburn hair stood on end in a snarled

puff ball, looked startled to see Zach and immediately
stopped struggling.

Cassie, my drama queen, shook her head to toss her
glossy dark hair out her green eyes and poked a finger in the
air at her sister.

Drawing in a big breath, she projected her voice. “A
plague to both your houses.”

“My house is your house!” Autumn yelled.
“Hey,” I said, setting Cassie down, but keeping a firm

grip on her arms. “We don’t curse anybody. That’s not
polite. We especially don’t curse our own family.” I
dreaded the day that either of them came into real magical
powers.

I heard a smacking sound and looked up to see my
nearly four-year-old little boy sitting on the top of the huge
bookshelf. His golden brown waves were a halo around his
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adorable face as he ate a biscuit. Mercutio, my ocelot
companion, was stretched out next to him.

“Wow,” Zach said, setting Autumn on the floor and
walking over. “You climbed up there, huh?” he asked.

“Yeah. Me and Muck. My cat,” he said, putting a hand on
Merc’s side. “We climb good. With our toes,” Finn said,
wiggling his bare toes, which were dirt-blackened.

“Did you go outside?” I demanded. “Those toes were
clean this morning.”

“Yep. Mumma, where’s my pie?”
“Stolen.”
“What!” He sat up straighter. “No pie? For me and my

brother Muck?”
“Mercutio doesn’t eat pie.”
“How about one piece, Mumma? One,” he said, holding

up a buttery finger.
“Merc likes sushi. Like me. And my dad,” Autumn

announced.
“He’s my dad too! He has hair just like me,” Cassandra

said, twirling a dark strand of around her finger.
“No, it’s blacker than yours. And he’s got blue eyes,”

Autumn said, nearly poking herself to point out her cobalt
eyes.

I clapped my hands to get their attention, and their little
heads swiveled to look at me.

“That’s enough mean talk. I’m real disappointed in you
both. You promised me you’d be good for Miss Georgia Sue,
didn’t you? And she looked flustered and tired from all your
fighting. That means, number one, no Secret Life of Pets or
Frozen movie tonight. And you know what?” I said,
drowning out their protests. “I think even Daddy will be sad
about Miss Georgia. He might cancel the boat ride.”

“Don’t tell him!” they shrieked in unison.
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“No lying! That’s against the rules. But maybe if you
work together to make a really nice picture for him, with no
fighting at all, there might still be a boat ride.”

They tried to talk over one another to explain why the
other was the only one who shouldn’t get to go on the boat.

“Muck and me don’t like no boat. We swim though. Real
pretty good,” Finn said, making a wave motion with his
hand and arm.

Mercutio, as a cat, only went in water when lives were at
stake. A casual swim was not something he enjoyed or even
tolerated normally.

“I swim, too. Very well,” Cassie said. “I’m a natural.
Daddy says so.”

“And me! He says that about me too! And I’m the best
memorizer.” Autumn retorted.

“Are not!”
“Yes, I am!”
“Go upstairs,” I said, raising my voice over theirs. “Right

now. I’m timing you. And if I hear fighting, no boat ride
at all.”

They whirled and dashed for the stairs.
“Girls fight. A lot,” Finn said, standing up so his head

almost touched the vaulted ceiling. The bookshelf was
ridiculously tall.

“Whoa,” Zach said, rushing forward. “Careful.”
“I jump. You catch,” Finn said, then he launched himself

off the top, arms outstretched like a skydiver.
I sucked in a breath, but Zach caught him as easily as

he’d caught hundreds of footballs.
Finn grinned. “Good job.” He thrust out his

hand. “Shake?”
Zach took his small hand and shook it. Then set

him down.
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“Mumma, where’s my mashmallow pie?”
“Marshmallow,” I corrected. “And you know, I don’t actu-

ally know where that pie is at. A stranger stole it. I don’t
know who. Deputy Sutton’s friends are looking for it.”

Finn walked over and hugged my legs. “Hi,” he said.
“Hi,” I said, unable to keep from smiling. I bent down

and kissed his head, his waves smelled of honey and earth.
“Don’t worry. I gonna help. Hey, Muck!”
Mercutio’s eyes were closed, but I saw a slight shift of

his head.
“I going. To get my pie.”
“No, Finn,” I said. “You’re not allowed outside by

yourself.”
He looked up with a faux innocent expression. “No, no,”

he said. “My cat.”
“Mercutio is tired. He’s sleeping. He wakes up at night,

remember? You go to your room and play.”
“Daddy’s playroom.”
“No, not Daddy’s library or anywhere else. Just

your room.”
“Okay,” he said. He turned and then looked back and

blew me a kiss. A heartbreaker at three and three quarters.
I shook my head as he headed down the hall. I felt

Zach’s eyes on me.
“His windows are double-paned glass and have child-

proof locks on the latches,” I said. “But as soon as he
couldn’t get out his own windows, he started climbing out
other ones. I think we’re going to have to secure them all
with locks. Even the upstairs ones.”

“He’s got your eyes,” Zach said. “I wonder what things he
sees with them.”

“Me too,” I said, knowing what he was implying. My
hazel eyes that were flecked with green and gold came from
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my fae heritage. The girls’ had eyes the colors of their witch
ancestors, but not Finn.

Our little boy’s real name was William Bryn. The initials,
W.B., were for W.B. Yeats, the Irish poet and politician
who’d been interested in the paranormal. He was a favorite
historical figure of Bryn’s. But our little guy had never
answered to the name Will or William. From the time he
could talk, he told people his name was Finn. Bryn and I
both knew who liked to give children new names. Faeries
did.

The fae folk couldn’t get in the house because it was
protected by magic, but they surrounded it. I didn’t need to
see them myself to know it. Mercutio knew it too. And the
reason Finn believed that Mercutio was his cat was because
any time Finn snuck out of the house, Merc was after him. A
sleek, striped bodyguard who’d sooner tear a faery to pieces
than look at one. I was pretty sure my ocelot best friend was
the only reason Finn hadn’t been carried off a long time ago.
When my sister, the Seelie queen, saw her nephew, she’d
smiled a secret smile that made the hair on the back of my
neck stand up.

I told her straight out she couldn’t have him, but faeries
pretend to agree even when they don’t. Just as my little boy
promised not to leave the house when I knew he would try
to the first chance he got.

“Finn,” I called.
He paused in the hall.
“Come back. I’ll make you a new pie. You can help me

make the marshmallow cream.”
He smiled that pretty smile that could melt the choco-

late shell off a Rochere candy. “Okay, Mumma.”
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esides being a wizard and an investor, my husband
is a lawyer, which I mostly don’t hold against him.
Family law is his specialty and he never loses, so he

screens his clients real carefully before he agrees to take a
case. Right now, he was in Dallas representing a seventeen-
year-old boy whose father and stepmother were trying to
break into a trust fund his dead momma had had Bryn set
up for him. Bryn was taking the case more personally than
usual, probably because he’d lost his own momma young.
He’d been in Dallas for four days straight now that the
bench trial had started.

At four thirty, he’d called to tell me he’d won on behalf
of the boy. I was so excited and happy for him that I skipped
telling him about my missing pies. The van hadn’t been
recovered, so I’d need to go back to Big Kitchen, which is
what I called the seven-oven bakery space where I did mass
baking and decorating, supplying my own bakery, Tammy
Jo’s, and filling whatever orders I had in town and around
the state.

By seven at night, the girls had been down four times



looking for Bryn, and I’d started to wonder where he was,
too. When I texted and called and couldn’t get him, I knew
something was really wrong.

I couldn’t call Georgia Sue to babysit again so soon, so I
went straight to my emergency babysitter and close friend,
Johnny Nguyen Ho. He started out as my hairdresser, but
serious adventures had brought us closer.

Rollie, his cross-dressing vampire boyfriend, answered
Johnny’s cell.

“Y’all busy? It’s an emergency,” I said.
“A fashion emergency?”
“Of course not. A Tammy Jo kind of emergency.”
“Oh. You haven’t had one of those in a long time. What

do you need? Weapons? Fang support?”
“No, I need Johnny to babysit. I’m sure—well may be

ninety percent sure—that Bryn’s been kidnapped some-
where between our place and Dallas.”

“Kidnapped? How would that happen?”
“Well, I don’t know, do I, until I find him? Just ask

Johnny if he can come over please.”
“Johnny boy! Feel like babysitting the Lyons baby divas

and little brother?”
“Yes!” Johnny yelled in the background. “Tell Tammy Jo I

coming right now when I pack my sequin gun and feathers.”
“Oh boy,” I mumbled.
Johnny always did crafts with the kids. They called him

Johnny Fun and cheered when he arrived. Recently the girls
had graduated from finger paints to clothing design. The
last time we’d gone out for the night, Bryn and I came home
to find them looking like a pair of Disco queens with teased
hair, red lipstick, and covered in more sequins than a Miss
America contestant. Rollie had taught them dance moves
and the words to a song called I Will Survive, which I had to
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listen to them belt out for weeks afterward. Whenever I said
no to anything they wanted, they’d launch into it like they’d
been unjustly imprisoned on death row. Bryn finally
outlawed their singing I Will Survive except on weekends.

I had no idea what state their clothes would be in when I
got home. But at least Johnny and Rollie were never over-
whelmed by the girls’ fighting the way Georgia Sue and
some teenage babysitters had been. Johnny and Rollie
informed me that on a scale of one to ten on the drag queen
scale of drama, my kids were a seven at best.

As soon as they arrived, I left. Once I was out from
behind the wards on the house, a kind of sinister heaviness
settled in my chest. I concentrated, trying to feel Bryn’s
magic. Even miles apart, I could always feel him.
Except now.

I knew he wasn’t dead because that would’ve wounded
me for sure and probably killed me.

I staggered though, the heaviness getting stronger. I real-
ized that it wasn’t safe for me to drive.

I dropped to my knees and barely managed to get my
cell phone out of my pocket before I fell over onto the grass,
the fronds of a Sego palm plant tickling my nose.

Mercutio yowled at me to get a move on.
“Merc,” I said, trying to shake my head. For the love of

Hershey. “I can’t get up. I’m stuck.”
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he next thing I knew, Steve the night guard at the
gate was jostling me and all I could smell was gin
and olives.

“Mrs. Lyons, are you all right?”
“Must you call her that?” my aunt Edie demanded.
“Yeah. It’s her name.”
“Not her only name,” Edie snapped, her sleek dark hair

skimming her shoulders as she tossed her head. The
almond-shaped green eyes took me in from head to toe.
“Tammy, what’s wrong? Are you drunk?”

“No, of course not. It’s eight o’clock on a Thursday,” I
said, my head swimming. “Right? It is still Thursday?”

“Yes, it’s Thursday, though why that should matter is
beyond me. Thursday’s just before Friday. It practically
qualifies as the weekend. Wow, what have you been drink-
ing? Smells like lavender and valerian and magic’s that not
very smooth. Are you training someone? And if so, why
would you actually drink her amateur potion?”

“Not me! I didn’t drink anything. Someone drugged
Bryn I think.”



“There is no way he could’ve been tricked into that. He’s
too smart and too powerful to not have known immediately
that someone had handed him a potion.”

“Help me up,” I mumbled.
“No, don’t try to stand,” Edie warned, just before I

toppled over.
Steve, quick on his feet, caught me before I landed in the

azalea bushes. He set me on the step.
“I think you’d better go back inside to lie down,” he said.
“No, no. I have to get to Bryn. He’s in trouble.”
“All right. Then your man here will have to drive us,”

Edie said. “Steve, is it?”
Of course she knew it was. Steve had been working for

Bryn from way back before we were even married, and Edie
missed nothing.

“Absolutely not,” I said, my head swimming. “Steve has
to stay on the gate. My kids are in the house. Keeping them
safe is the top priority. Always.”

“Who’s watching them?” Edie said, her gaze swiveling to
the door. She didn’t care what happened to Bryn, but she
did care about my kids. They were part of the McKenna
bloodline, which even though she didn’t technically have
that blood anymore was how Edie identified, magically
speaking.

“Johnny and Rollie.”
“Oh good,” she said, nodding. “The vampire will protect

them. That leaves me free to go with you.” She pulled her
phone from her designer handbag that probably cost more
than my first car. She swiped the phone’s screen and waited.

A moment later, she said, “Hello. We need a favor.”
The volume was high enough for me to hear Zach’s

voice. “We who?”
“Tammy and I.”
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“Where are you?”
“Her front steps. She’s under the influence of a not very

subtle spell. Can you come?”
“Yeah,” he said and hung up.
“He wasn’t surprised you were in town,” I said, making it

a question.
“So why do you think the candylegger chose to drink the

vile brew? Was he seduced into it? Has he been working
many late nights?”

“Bryn’s not having an affair,” I said with a roll of my eyes.
“Blackmail then? I’m sure he has plenty of dirty little

secrets. Rich, powerful men always do,” she said.
“No, not blackmail!”
“How do you know?” she asked with a sniff, taking a

flask from her purse. She uncapped it and took a swig, then
offered it to me. There was a jewel-encrusted art deco
design on the flask.

What in the Sam Houston? Where did a person even
buy flasks anymore? Let alone ones decorated like they were
from the 1920s. Knowing her, the diamonds were probably
real. She’d probably gotten it from a jeweler that dealt in
estate sales.

I held up a hand to dismiss the offer of a drink.
It wasn’t ten minutes before lights shown through the

gate and lit the drive. I covered my eyes.
“If it’s Deputy Sutton, you can let him in, Steve.”
“It’s Detective Sutton,” Edie said, dropping her flask back

in her purse and applying a coat of red lipstick to her
full lips.

Despite swilling gin, she rose gracefully from the steps
and perched atop enormous heels.

“Beads,” Zach said, calling her by a nickname he’d given
her years earlier when she was still a ghost.
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“Cowboy,” she said evenly. “You’ll have to help her. She’s
smashed.”

“Not smashed!” I protested, trying to stand, but weaving
and pitching forward. Zach caught me and swung me up
into his arms.

“I’m under the influence of poison,” I said. “Now, let’s get
down to business. Edie said you’re a detective. Since when
does Duvall have detectives?”

Zach ignored me and turned to Edie instead. “Where is
it that you need me to take you guys, Beads?”

“She says her wretched husband has been drugged
against his will. Possibly he has. I suppose we’ll have to go
and fetch him.” Edie opened the passenger door of Zach’s
Ford F-250 and slipped in. “If he’s with another woman and
Tammy Jo decides to shoot him, you’ll have to look the
other way.”

“Done,” Zach said amiably as he set me on the backseat
of the extended cab.

“No one is shooting anyone. Certainly not me in the
condition I’m in.”

Edie chuckled.
“Not that I would be shooting him if I was sober. I don’t

go around shooting people—lately. It’s been a real long
time. And if I did, it wouldn’t be Bryn. It would be jerk
fathers who marry jerk stepmothers and then try to raid
their own son’s trust funds. Or it would be the jerk step-
mothers. Only I don’t have to shoot either of them now
because my husband is a great lawyer. And he protected
that boy from those jerks…who if I’m being totally honest,
still do deserve to get shot. Maybe not dead, but in the legs
at least. Because how must that boy have felt? How must he
still feel?” I poked the back of Edie’s seat. “We could cast a
spell on them.”
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“We could,” Edie agreed.
“Beads,” Zach said in a warning voice as the truck swung

around to exit the property.
“What kind of spell, Tammy?” Edie asked, never one to

have her bad behavior curtailed by a warning.
“Boils or locusts. A plague on both their houses, just like

Cassie said when she was quoting Mercutio—oh, she
quoted Mercutio! Where are you, Merc? Oh, there you are.
Hey,” I said, reaching out and falling over onto the seat as I
tried to pet him.

Mercutio made a disapproving sound.
“Sorry, Merc.”
Edie laughed. “Did Cassandra really quote the bard?

That’s delightful. I love when she performs plays for me.”
“You know who taught her Shakespeare? And who

teaches her those poems she recites?Admit it, Bryn’s a
great dad.”

“She has McKenna eyes. In fact, if you look at pictures of
Lenore and I as little girls, she looks just like us,” Edie said.

I laughed. “Sure she does.” Everyone knew that except
for the color of her eyes, Cassie looked just like Bryn.

“Completely smashed,” Edie said dismissively.
“So what do you think? Head toward Dallas?” Zach

asked Edie in a low voice.
“Yes, I assume Patsy Potion-breath back there will sense

something when we get close. If not, we’ll start looking for
clues in his office.”

“Clues?” Zach scoffed. “Is this a Hasbro game?”
“Whatever, Cowboy. You’ll detect, Detective. God, this

flask’s almost empty. We’ll need to stop. If I’m going to
participate in the rescue of a Lyons, I’ll need a great deal
more gin.”
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ll the time I was growing up, there were a nine
families I was never to associate with because of
dark premonitions my double-great grandmother

had had. That great grandma was Edie’s sister, so Edie was
especially against my associating with my husband whose
family was on the list. Edie also didn’t get along with Bryn
because she’d been a ghost for quite a while and he blocked
ghosts, including her when he and I started spending time
together. They might have put old grievances in the past and
forgiven each other, except they were both too smart and
sarcastic to get along.

Zach had his own reasons for not liking Bryn. Number
one, I’d married him. Number two, he was an unapologetic
practitioner of celestial magic. Zach was against anyone
having or using magic because he’d seen it used against
people who couldn’t easily defend against it. That’s why
he’d said yes when a pro-human, anti-creature organization
recruited him to be a champion for humankind. Zach had
always been a stellar athlete, but after his training, he was



strong and fast enough to fight even werewolves and
vampires.

You’d have thought Zach and Edie wouldn’t have gotten
along. She was a wild, gin-swilling witch, with loose morals
and a sharp tongue. She often rolled her eyes at country
music and our own small town. But she was loyal, and she’d
stuck with Zach through some dark times right after he and
I had broken up for the last time. Now, I supposed they were
sort of friends. Sometimes I wondered if they might become
more.

So far though, they’d only gotten involved with other
people. At first, Zach was traveling the world on human
champ business, and I had no idea whether he had girl-
friends during that time. I kind of doubted it though. He’d
been too busy being furious with me and Bryn and too
focused on snuffing out rogue supernaturals. For her part,
Edie was away a lot too. She’d stayed in New York for
awhile, living with a Central Park West wizard and later a
Ukrainian warlock.

Eventually, Zach had had a serious girlfriend for about
two years. The relationship had started when Finn was
around two, and I noticed a change in Zach. He stopped
avoiding me when we happened to see each other around
town. He’d also bent down to talk to Finn when he was a
toddler. It seemed like it finally didn’t pain Zach to see me
with kids by someone else. That’s when I knew things would
be okay for him. I half expected him to marry that girl
Selena. It had ended though, and he’d been on his own for
about seven months, just dating on and off according to the
gossip.

He’d never officially been off the force. Sheriff Hobbs
always said he was on loan to a federal task force. So when
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Zach was in town and needed, the sheriff just put him right
back into the work rotation. I didn’t know what Zach did for
money the rest of the time. Maybe he actually did work for a
federal task force sometimes. I thought it was more likely that
some anti-supernatural interest group was paying his salary.
What I knew—or had heard from other sources—was that
he’d been sent to fight werewolves, rogue witches and
vampires, or basically whoever got dangerous to regular folks.

Zach and I were on speaking terms, but we didn’t really
speak. Friendship with an ex is always tricky, but especially
when you’re from a magical family and he’s trying to wipe
magic out.

“OW!” I blurted, waking with a start and finding myself
twisted up on the backseat of Zach’s truck. I rubbed the
inside of my elbow. There was no mark, but I felt like a
needle was digging toward my funny bone. “Ow! What the
Sam Houston?” I snapped, pressing the spot.

Merc yowled at the same time Edie asked what
was wrong.

“Somebody’s doing something. Sticking Bryn with the
tip of a sharp blade or something,” I hissed out as the pinch
burned deeper. “When I catch the guy who’s doing it, I’m
going to sock him right in the nose!” Then the pain disap-
peared, but by then I was wide awake and all the way sober
again. “Where are we?” I asked, shaking my arm even
though it didn’t really hurt anymore.

“Just got to Dallas,” Zach said.
I looked out the window. Yes, this was the way to Bryn’s

office. I pressed the button to lower the window. I closed my
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eyes and concentrated as I sucked in the outside air, which
smelled like construction work.

Even though my grogginess had lifted, I couldn’t feel
Bryn. Was he conscious? If so, why didn’t I feel him? I
rubbed my fingertip over the gold ring on my right middle
finger that linked me to him by a magical vow. The pain I’d
felt in my arm proved he was alive and our connection was
still working. But something was definitely dampening it. To
have overcome Bryn, it would have to be someone powerful
or someone who’d gotten the jump on him. Or both.

It had been quite a while since the World Association of
Magic had sent spies and assassins after us. At the moment,
we were in good standing as far as I knew. But you never
could tell when a government would take it into its head to
come after someone. They were as crazy as people
sometimes.

Zach pulled into the parking garage of the building
where Bryn’s office was. I didn’t ask why Zach knew exactly
where it was. Best not to invite an argument when I might
need his help.

After parking, the four of us went to the metal door
leading into the building, and I used a swipe card and code
to get it to open. Bryn’s key code number was the date of
Georgia Sue’s Halloween party six years back. It was kind of
our unofficial first date anniversary. If you’d met him back
then, you’d never have expected him to be sentimental, but
deep down he was. At least about everything that had to do
with me and the kids.

We rode upstairs in the building’s glass elevator that
looked down on the fancy lobby and it’s wishing well foun-
tain. It’s a real pretty place to work in.

When I unlocked the door to Byrn’s office, the smell of
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blood hit me like an ocean wave. It wasn’t laced with magic
though, so it couldn’t have been Bryn’s.

I hurried in and found a young man lying on the floor
with dried blood on his head. He was handcuffed to the arm
of a couch and had a piece of duct tape over his mouth. I
recognized his picture from the paper. It was Bryn’s client,
Daniel.

“Oh no!” I said with a gasp, but when I felt his neck a
good strong throb met my fingertips. I ripped the tape from
his mouth and jostled him. “Hey there, Daniel. You okay?”

His lids lifted, but his eyes were unfocused. “Took him.
They made us drink it,” he slurred.

“They took Bryn? Who? Did you recognize them?”
“I don’t know,” he said, his words slow and sloppy.

“Case’s ober. Can’t help to take my lawyer. Gun…had a gun
to my head. Could’ve shot me and got money. All the money.
Instead, they made him drink. He did it to keep me from
getting shot. Good guy. Hope he’s okay.”

“He’s okay,” I reassured Daniel. They’d obviously wanted
Bryn alive.

“What did they say?” Zach said, leaning in. “Tell us
everything. Even a little thing might help us figure out who
took him.”

“Didn’t say anything. I asked a question, and the guy hit
me in the head,” he mumbled, putting his hand to his skull
where the dried blood was.

“How many were there, and what did they look like?”
Zach asked. “Everything you can remember.”

“Hold on,” Edie said. “Leave him there a minute.” Edie
waved a hand for us to join her in the hall.

“Just a sec,” I said to Daniel. “We’re going to get you free.
Just hang on.”

I hurried into the hall. Floating back and forth, as if she
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was pacing, was the ghost of Evangeline Rhodes whose
body Edie had accidentally taken.

“Vangie!” I said. She was no more than a pearly mist to
me, but I knew she looked clearer to Edie who visited with
her and other ghosts pretty often.

“What is it, dearheart?” Edie asked Vangie.
“Conspiracy!” Evangeline snapped. “Underhanded.

Hostage on top of hostage? Not fair!”
“Did you see what happened here?” Edie asked.
“No, but I heard. Bryn Lyons is not normally a stop on

the tour because he blocks ghosts. But the wards came
down tonight. Breached! But not by force. None of them
were powerful enough. Just used the heir client as a
hostage to get him to drop them. Cheating! It’s cheating!”
she yelled, flinging an arm. “Well, we can get underhanded
as well. We’re the watchers of every haunted city where
we live.”

“Did a ghost see where they took Bryn?” I asked.
Evangeline cocked her head. “Yes. Rode there on the top

of a roof, howling for me. They know he’s my extended
family now. Family is about more than blood, so says Gordy.
And so say I. Though it wouldn’t matter. Edie and I share
blood. We’re sisters of a kind, aren’t we?”

“Of course, darling.” Edie said without missing a beat.
“Now where did these cheats take Tammy’s lawyer?”

“A warehouse!” Vangie crowed.
“Naturally,” Edie said with a roll of her eyes. “First

choice of would-be kidnappers everywhere.”
“We can’t get inside. Warded even against ghosts. A little

clever. But I know just where.”
Edie smiled with a pleased smile. “Of course you do.

Former witches make the best ghosts. You’re an excellent
phantasm.”
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Vangie stopped and smiled. “Yes, I’m good. Come. I’ll
show you,” she said, floating.

“The kid,” Zach said. “Give me a minute.” He marched
back into the office.

When he returned, he’d uncuffed Daniel, and he
summoned an ambulance and security. Daniel sat on the
floor in the hall, leaning back against the wall.

“We have to find Bryn,” I said, patting his shoulder. “But
we’ll check on you later.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I’m all right. Go find him.”
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hosts are surprisingly good as navigators. It took
us less than twenty minutes to get to the
warehouse.

The parking lot next to the building had thirteen cars,
and most were expensive. There was a even a Hummer
limousine. Who’d kidnapped him? High society sorcerers?

Closest to the door was a black van that smelled like
fresh paint. I hurried over and dragged a finger over its side,
smudging the fresh paint to reveal a swirl of pink icing on
my pastry mural.

“What the hell!”
A moment later, I forgot about my stolen van because

purple and gold light blazed, making me blink. I hadn’t seen
that glow in years, but I recognized it straight off.

“Don’t bring that out yet,” Edie said, nodding toward the
anti-magic amulet resting against Zach’s chest. He’d unbut-
toned his shirt to reveal it, and it gave off a blinding light.

I flung an arm over my eyes and turned my head away.
“Cowboy,” Edie hissed through gritted teeth.



“What?” he said, grabbing a tool from his truck to cut
the chain that was padlocked on a main door. “It’s full of
witches, right? With the amulet out, I can shut down their
magic.”

“Yes, sure, but we need to be able to use magic in there.
Cover the amulet and use a human weapon.”

“I’ll use that too,” he said evenly. “You guys can stay out
here and stop anyone who tries to run.”

Stay outside? “No way,” I said, moving to stand behind
Zach, my eyes still covered. Zach’s priority would be taking
down bad guys. If one of them tried to get rid of the main
witness to the Bryn’s kidnapping, namely Bryn, Zach might
be too busy to protect him. I was going in.

“Come on,” I said, reaching around to yank the chain
free before Zach bothered to argue.

“I’m not blistering my retinas,” Edie said, stalking away
to a safer distance. “I’ll remain here. Put that away before
you come out. And try to be quick. I’m nearly out of gin.”

I bit back a smart remark. I had more important fish
to fry.

As soon as we had the door open a couple inches,
Mercutio slid past me, brushing my leg and darting inside. I
headed right after my cat, knowing he’s always got his prior-
ities straight. Take the fight to wherever it needs to be to
protect the family.

It turned out that the outside of the warehouse had been
a great disguise because the inside wasn’t like any aban-
doned old warehouse I’d ever seen. Even with the shards of
scattered light from the amulet, I could see that.

It looked like a fancy retreat with its bubbling fountain,
huge planters of blooming plants, and glossy fan blowing
air that made the dangling wind chimes tinkle. The smell of
incense or something like it filled the air.
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I rolled my eyes at the million-crystal chandelier that
was nearly as blinding as the anti-magic amulet. I crossed
the ornately woven rug and peeked behind a row of
Chinese red lacquer screens. I froze. There was a collec-
tion of king-sized beds and divans, a table covered with
burning candles, a host of drug paraphernalia, and a
dozen pies that looked pretty darn familiar. The table
wasn’t able to hold my attention though because there
were also a dozen nearly or fully naked people
making out.

What in the Holy Hell?
“What the hell?” Zach murmured. Only he didn’t

say hell.
“And my pies right in the middle of it? This is not the

kind of party I bake for,” I snapped, agitated because I still
hadn’t spotted my husband.

I darted through a maze of screens to another area far
from the x-rated action. My twists and turns were rewarded.
Bryn lay on burgundy sheets covering a mattress on the
floor. His arms were chained to the wall, and he looked only
half awake. He was shirtless and there was a bandage in the
crook of his arm.

A man in shorts and a woman in nothing more than a
nightgown were sitting on either side of him. She had a
hand on his belly. The guy had a hand on Bryn’s belt.

“I don’t fudging think so,” I muttered. Only I might have
said something besides fudging. Then a spell spilled from
my lips, but not the kind you might expect.

“Hey there world, be my hero. Take my witchiness, and
leave me zero.”

I called for a suppression of my witch magic, which
often malfunctions, because my fae magic has some special
advantages. My two magicks often work against each other,
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so different times in the past I’d split them, suppressing one
or the other for varying lengths of time.

I ran full-out across the polished concrete floor, sound-
lessly and furiously.

“Hey,” I said as I leapt.
The woman who was older than I’d expected looked

over her shoulder. It was nice that she did. It made her face
a perfect target as I landed, socking her square in the nose.
Her head jerked back, and she toppled off the mattress to
land with a slap on her back. I kicked the guy in the face and
sent him sprawling, too.

My gun was already in my hand, unbeknownst to me.
That’s the tricky part about being fae. In a fight, instincts
account for about ninety percent of action. I caught myself a
second before I pulled the trigger. I jerked my wrist so the
bullet went wide and ricocheted off the floor, sending bits of
concrete into the air like confetti. I backed up so I could
shoot either one of them in an instant.

They were wide-eyed, chests heaving as they held their
bleeding noses.

“You know who I am?” I demanded.
They each nodded slowly.
“You’re supposed to be sweet,” she said. Then she added

in a slow drawl, “Untalented in magic, but possessing some
considerable raw power when it’s harnessed through your
husband. But not on your own.”

“And you thought what? You’d see what you could
siphon? He’s not a gas tank you know. He’s a person. And
he’s got a red-headed wife with a Texas-sized temper. I don’t
need magical talent. I could knock your block off with a
rolling pin. You get me?”

She nodded, probably respecting my nine millimeter
more than words, but I didn’t care.
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“Go, before I really lose control of my temper and shoot
you.” I glared at the guy. “You too!”

She slid backwards, polishing the floor with her butt. He
got to his feet and took off.

I glanced over at Bryn, his black hair mussed, his blue
eyes half dazed.

“This is not what it looks like,” he said, his voice slow
and slightly slurred.

“It looks like you’ve been kidnapped and bled for
your magic.”

“Correction,” he mumbled. “This is what it looks like.”
“You ok?” I asked, looking him over. If you’d asked me

which of my family or friends I might have to save from a
sex assault I’d have named Bryn close to last. On the other
hand, he was the most beautiful person I’d ever clapped
eyes on.

“I’m all right. My client,” he murmured, trying to get up,
but unable to because of the chains restraining his arms.
“There’s a ward. I can’t use my magic.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, walking forward, so the spell
popped open. I leaned down and kissed him.

He drew magic from me. He didn’t have to be sober to
follow that instinct.

When I straightened, I noted the sharpness in his gaze.
“You straight?”

“Relatively,” he said, glancing up at the wall. He
murmured a spell in Latin, and I felt the spike of magic. The
metal cuffs snapped open. He put a palm to his head. “Nor-
mally I like to swim, but not when it’s only my head
doing so.”

He climbed off the mattress, unsteady but determined.
He bent forward, resting his hands on his knees.

“The kid, my client, he’s wounded.”
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“He’s okay. He was awake and doing fine. We called an
ambulance.”

“Good,” he said, exhaling and nodding. “That’s a relief.”
He looked up. “They performed some complicated magic to
cloak this place. And yet, you found me.”

I nodded. “Got some help.”
He smiled. “I told them.”
“What?” I asked, putting a hand out to steady him as

rose to his full height.
“That it—”
I didn’t hear what he said next because gunfire erupted.
“Stay here,” I said and bolted forward. I didn’t bother

with the maze. Instead I shoved down a screen, causing the
others to topple like dominoes.

A trio of werewolves had ambushed Zach and knocked
his gun away. It was definitely unfair odds, except that
Mercutio was there fighting alongside him. The witches and
wizards flung spells, trying to cover themselves in the
process.

I leapt into the air and landed for a moment on the
marble table, scattering candles, pies and plates of
powdered stuff everywhere. An overturned copper mug
spilled dark liquid. I smelled chocolate, blood, and Bryn’s
magic. They’d made a chocolate sauce of his magic-infused
blood and were drizzling that and powdered sugar or drugs
over my pies. My pies are magical and addictive enough.
They don’t need additives. And the fact that they’d been
consuming my husband’s blood made me want to retch.
And to punch or shoot them.

A rage infused holler that banshees would’ve envied
spilled out of my lungs. I jumped up and grabbed the chan-
delier. It wasn’t meant to hold a person-sized weight and
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broke free from the beam, but I didn’t care. I hadn’t been
planning to swing around like Tarzan. I planned to land
right quick and did.

The light shattered against the floor and I drove forward,
whipping my gun out and firing with a pop, pop, pop.
Wounded werewolves howled. Two fell, but one turned and
rushed me.

Looking back, I had to admire his determination.
At the time, I was pure red fury and red faery. I dropped

and jerked a blade from my boot. It’s razor sharp with a gold
handle. It was a present from my twin who used to be an
assassin and so thinks knives make good birthday presents.
She is not wrong.

He landed on me, but I poked two holes in what was
probably his left kidney.

His jaws still came down, the adrenaline keeping him
from knowing he’d been beaten. Those teeth grazed my
collarbone as he was hauled back by an arm around his
throat. Zach had him and was tearing him away. They fell
while blood spurted from the wolf ’s flank.

The sound of gunfire reached me a moment too late for
me to roll away, but a shield of magic slammed down in
front of me like a wall. The bullets skidded, their paths not
wholly blocked, but bent. I felt a sting. My arm had been
grazed, but it was better than the bullet going through my
temple and into my skull which had been the original
target.

I glanced over my shoulder for a second to see Byrn with
outstretched arms. Even with his magic muted by drugs and
Zach’s amulet, he was a force to be reckoned with. That was
partly because of our magical synergy.

I jumped up and zigzagged as I ran toward the pair of
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armed wizards. Mercutio was with me, and we took them
down. For a moment we were a pile of tumbling bodies and
flying limbs. Then though, Merc bit a throat, puncturing
something major and my blade slipped between some ribs.

When the wizards grew still, their eyes and then their
pupils going wide, the other witches and wizards fled.

“That’s right,” I called. “You better run! Think you can go
around stealing pies and husbands? And have orgies with
them? Not going to happen!”

Mercutio yowled his agreement.
I looked around, my heart pounding, my breath short.

There were three dead and two wounded from the other
side. I was a little scratched up, but not seriously wounded.
I’ve been real hurt before. This wasn’t it.

There was some sort of ruckus outside, causing Zach,
Mercutio, and I to jerk to our feet and haul butt outside.

Sitting on the roof of Zach’s truck, smoothing down her
perfectly bobbed hair sat Edie. The sound we’d heard had
been the popping and hissing of dozens of tires flattening.
Some witches and wizards fled their vehicles on foot. Others
locked their doors.

“I don’t know where they think they’re going. I’ve got the
ghost patrol following anyone who’s decided to run. If the
candylegger can’t produce a full list of names and addresses,
I certainly will.” She tipped the flask at her lips on its head,
trying to shake loose the last couple of drops. “All out of
giggle water.”

Bryn emerged from the warehouse, steps careful.
“My goodness. Not the height of fashion and control

now,” Edie said, amused.
“Do not give him a hard time,” I said, walking over to

him and putting his arm over my shoulders so he could lean
on me.
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“Tamara, you’re bleeding,” he said, stopping suddenly to
raise my blood-dampened arm.

“Just a little. I’m good. You probably lost more blood
than me. How much did they take?”’

“Not sure. A couple pints?” he asked, examining my
wounds. “Let’s go to a hospital. Parkland’s not far.”

This was a big thing for him to suggest. Bryn’s not keen
on hospitals.

“I’m okay,” I said, kissing his cheek. “Hey, Zach, we’ll sit
in the truck so you can do your thing with calling the police
and making a report.”

“Yeah, sure,” Zach said.
Bryn looked at Zach. “Thanks for coming, Sutton.”
“Ain’t no big thing,” Zach said, sending a series of texts.
Bryn and I climbed into the back of the extended cab.
“Are you all right? Mentally I mean. Getting kidnapped

and poked for blood is bad enough, but for them to put
their hands on you, like they—”

He held up a hand to silence me. “No need to rehash it.
I’m fine.”

“Sorry that happened to you,” I said. “The times I
thought someone might rape me, it was real unsettling.”

He nodded grimly. After a few moments, the corner of
his mouth rose.

“What?”
“I told them that if they went through with it, I’d kill

them if I got the chance. Though I doubted I would.”
“Oh?”
“Because my wife would probably beat me to it. I told

them she’s part fae, the deadly part, and she will be
here soon.”

I laced my fingers through his. “I almost shot her dead,
and they didn’t even have your pants off.”
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“I know,” he said evenly.
“Yeah, not having any of that,” I said philosophically.

“Fae don’t like to share. It’s been something I’ve noticed.” I
shrugged, trying to make light of things. “I hate to say so, but
maybe that’s where the kids get it from. Their not being able
to share real well.”

Bryn laughed. “Or maybe it’s that they’re kids.”
“Yeah, but you’d think the girls would get along once in

a while. They don’t—”
I lost my train of thought because a caravan of black

SUVs rolled into the parking lot and a motley crew of
people spilled out, brandishing weapons and amulets. Not
the police. Zach had sent his texts to a different organization
altogether.

Edie hopped off the truck and climbed into the front
seat. She didn’t hesitate to toot the horn. She might aid in
the capture of sleazy witches and wizards, but that didn’t
mean she’d fraternize with the human champion enforcers,
except maybe one.

Zach and Merc got into the front. Zach had put his
amulet away, so we could all breathe easy.

“Who wants a night cap?” Edie asked. “There’s a
gorgeous little bar three blocks over.”

“We’ve been drugged and shot. We’re going nowhere
except home,” I said.

“Married people are so dull. I don’t believe I’ll ever get
married,” she said with a sniff.

“Prospective grooms the world over can breathe a sigh of
relief,” Bryn said.

Rather than take offense, Edie smiled and glanced over
her shoulder. “I suspected you of having an affair, you know.
Rumpled, bare-chested, and dead drunk you kind of look it,
but I should’ve known you’d never make it that easy for me
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to catch you at something she’d throw you over for. It
must’ve been some kind of party though. People came
tumbling through the doors without their footwear, clothes
only half on. They had to know you’d recognize them. What
made them think you’d be all right with the night’s activi-
ties? Is this a group you’ve—”

“When they finished using me, they planned to
kill me.”

“Ah,” she said mildly. “Well, lucky for you we helped
Tammy rescue you from them.”

Bryn nodded. “I guess it was. Thank you.” His tone was
frostier than a glass that’s been five hours in the freezer.

Edie’s smile widened, which made me feel like punching
her.

“Tammy, you are welcome,” Edie said.
I opened my mouth, but Zach beat me to it.
“Quiet down, Beads. If gin makes you nasty, you’d best

give it up.”
“If I find a better hobby, I might. Any suggestions?”
“How are you at scramblin’ eggs? Duvall could use a

diner,” Zach said.
Edie’s scoff was drowned out by our laughter from the

back seat. The thought of Edie as a diner owner, dressed in a
checked apron and orthopedic shoes, was unthinkable and
therefore hilarious.

“The last time I was in a roadside diner it was as a ghost,
watching you down coffee after a night of crying in your
beer. Is that the expression? Modern colloquialisms evade
me sometimes.”

“They’re not the only ones that try to evade you,” Zach
said. “Avoiding you in a mood is good sense.”

Edie bristled, but fell silent. She chose instead to flip
him off. I wasn’t sure whether that was something that got
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started in the twenties or more recently, but I let the ques-
tion go.

Bryn tipped his head back and closed his eyes, obviously
exhausted. Mercutio fell asleep too.

Zach put on the radio to a country station. Edie switched
it to alternative. Zach let it be. I guessed it was his way of
keeping the peace for the ride home.
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alking it through, it seemed the witches wanted to
consume my and Bryn’s power, which had become
kind of legendary. They’d stolen my pies, which

they believed were infused with my magic and tried to acti-
vate our magical synergy with Bryn’s blood, also adding his
power to the mix.

Actually when I’d gone in the warehouse, I hadn’t felt
any big magic that I’d recognized so maybe the ritual hadn’t
worked or wasn’t complete by the time we interrupted them.
Whatever the case it was a good thing. I’d have hated to
have our magic used against us in a fight.

Back at the mansion, I could feel Bryn’s tension ease as
we got onto the property. His power saturated the ground
and air. We would be safe behind our gates and walls. This
was also the place where everyone loved him.

The front door swung open before we even reached it,
and our kids poured out.

“Why are you awake?” I asked.
They flew into a chorus of explanations. The girls held



their arms up, and Bryn leaned down and instantly picked
them up, staggering a little.

“No,” I said, taking first Autumn and then Cassie away
from him and setting them on their feet. “Daddy and
Mommy had an adventure, and we’re real tired. So every-
body’s going to walk on her own two feet and head straight
to bed.”

“You got attacked?” Finn said, scrunching up his face
and balling his fists. “Who? Where?”

“No, no. We’re all right,” I said.
We went into the house, and Cassie shrieked at the sight

of blood on my shirt. Rollie quickly excused himself before
the temptation got the best of his vampirism. Johnny asked
if we needed anything, but beat a hasty retreat when we said
we were fine.

Finn ran to the counter, climbed on top of it and
grabbed a huge butcher knife from the block.

“Finn,” I said.
He clumsily hid the knife behind him. “What? Don’t got

nothing, Mumma.”
“You know what?” Bryn said.
All the kids looked at him expectedly.
“You can bring it upstairs, Will. We’ll stash it behind the

dresser.”
I stared at Bryn, speechless.
“Tonight we’ll all sleep in the big bed and guard

each other.”
“What about me?” Autumn said. “I need a weapon to

protect us.”
“And me!” Cassie said. “I want a pistol.”
“Me too!” Autumn announced.
“Oh my God,” I murmured, but I understood what he
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had done. The kids had been scared and upset. Now he’d
empowered them and they were banding together.

“Come,” Bryn said, nodding at the girls and holding out
a hand to our little boy, still standing at attention on the
counter top. Finn held his knife in one hand and grasped
Bryn’s shoulder with the other. Bryn lifted him off the
counter.

“Muck, brother, come on,” Finn said.
Bryn smiled.
“You were in a fight?” Finn asked.
“Something like that,” Bryn said.
“Mommy too?” Autumn demanded.
Bryn set Finn down on the steps and paused.
“Yes. It’s a good story,” Bryn said, putting a hand on the

railing and sagging slightly with fatigue.
“Here,” Finn said, putting Bryn’s other hand on top of

his head. “Push on my head. I help you stay up.”
Bryn leaned over and kissed the top of Finn’s head. My

guys did not always find ways to relate to each other, though
Bryn worked at it, so I was pretty misty-eyed to see our little
guy sticking close to him.

“I’m fine,” Bryn said. “I swear. You guys go up and brush
your teeth. We’ll meet you in the big bedroom.”

The kids did not budge. And Daddy’s girls, not to be
outdone, rallied around him. In the end it was a wonder
Bryn didn’t fall from tripping over them.

When we’d showered and my wounds were bandaged,
we were all dressed in pajamas with an arsenal of weapons
tucked into every nook and cranny. We curled up in the giant
king-sized bed, tucked in among the fluffy covers. We lay
under the skylight with the moon and stars watching over us.

Bryn told the kids a story, though not the one of our
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adventure which he said he was saving for the weekend. I
had no idea how much of the truth he planned to tell them,
but trusted him completely to do it right.

“I love you,” I whispered when the room was nothing
but breathing. I was saying it to all of them, these loves of
my life.

THANK you for reading Perfectly Pie-jacked, the most recent
story in the Southern Witch series. If you enjoyed it and
would like to read more stories that blend romance, magic,
and mystery, one-click KISSING THE SUSPECT now. It’s
the first in a my new humorous romantic mystery series and
it’s available now.

KISSING THE SUSPECT

A beekeeping psychic versus a muscle-bound Marine?
Callie Melville doesn't know the first thing about solving

crimes. Especially one that hasn't happened yet.
Callie's a Melville storm survivor. Her family has a

history of being struck by lightning, only to wake with
mystical powers. Now a premonition leads Callie to the
prime suspect in the upcoming abduction of a pretty
teenager. At first the sizzling chemistry between Callie and
the attractive ex-Marine makes investigating him easier, but
the more personal things get, the higher the stakes become.

Add in a massive mutt with bad manners, a nasty new
police chief who’s gunning for her, and an irrepressible
octogenarian, and life has become pretty complicated. Will
she rescue the teen girl in time? Or will Callie become a
casualty of the vision herself?
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No one ever said being a Melville was easy.

FOR EXCLUSIVE CONTENT, giveaways, and notification of new
releases, sign up for my newsletter at https:/www.frostfic-
tion.com/newsletter

I’d appreciate your help in spreading the word about my
books. Please tell friends who you think would like the book
and, if you have a moment, please leave a review on your
favorite book site. Reviews help readers find books! Thank
you again for reading!

Turn the page for an excerpt from Kissing the Suspect.
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KISSING THE SUSPECT
EXCERPT

Callie Melville was wanted by the law, but to put it that way
made things sound worse than they were. She hoped. The
rumors she’d heard about the new police chief didn’t make
her look forward to their meeting.

Callie stood in the shadow of the Granger Falls police
department with her auburn hair blowing and lamented the
way her day was going. The trouble had started even before
she’d woken up, but she wasn’t going to think about the
premonition right now. She had a bigger issue at the
moment. A seventy-five-pound-dog issue.

Rufus had never cared for police stations, which Callie
felt was irrational. Despite some reckless choices on Rufus’s
part, he wasn’t the one the police had summoned. In fact,
the only time the police had looked for him in the past, it
had been to give him a medal usually reserved for police
dogs.

Callie stood with an arm resting on top of the open car
door and looked down at him. It was impossible to tell what
unholy mongrel mix of breeds he was. In addition to really
unattractive features, his troubled puppyhood had left him



with several starbursts of scar tissue and only half of his left
ear. Even as a pup he’d caused young children, who usually
adored puppies, to pause and take a step back.

The vet suspected he was part bull terrier, possibly
mixed with mastiff and something else. He had a huge skull
and a wide, flat face, making his head a two-tone bowling
ball of dirty white and muddy gray. It was safe to say that
Purina commercials weren’t in his future, but Rufus had
other qualities.

“Seriously, Ruf, if I close this door and go in alone, you’d
better not change your mind and go nuclear on this car.”

Rufus liked riding in the car, provided it was moving. He
didn’t, however, care to be left in it when it was parked.
Callie suspected it made him feel imprisoned, which Rufus
had no patience for. He had been known to tear seat covers
and puncture the dashboard as many as forty times in the
span of fifteen minutes. He also didn’t care for collars,
leashes, or fences.

Rufus stared past her at the police station, making no
move to escape the car.

“Ok, I’ll be right back.” She took the bone from the dash
and set it at his feet on the seat. “Be cool.”

She closed the door, popped the trunk open and took
out the large shopping bag. She’d met Chief Pell once
before at the retirement party for his predecessor. Physically,
the new chief was a mechanical pencil of a man, tall, thin,
rigidly straight and precise. His painfully thin frame was
probably due to a high metabolism and was definitely none
of Callie’s business, but she couldn’t resist bringing her
wares to the meeting. She carried a large handle bag filled
with her honey-glazed ham and goat cheese turnovers,
honey-toasted vegetable popovers, and honey hazelnut
fudge.

46 Kissing the Suspect



Inside the station, she set the largest box on the police
chief ’s desk before handing the bag filled with four smaller
ones to a grateful deputy who hustled out.

“No need to bring food, Miss Melville,” Chief Pell said,
setting the box to the side without a second glance. “I know
that you were friendly with the former police chief, but I
plan to run things my way. We won’t be needing any help
from supposedly psychic beekeepers.”

“That’s not up to you,” she said calmly, channeling her
cousin Lotus, who was rarely offended when someone
insulted her. Lotus didn’t rattle because she just didn’t give a
damn what anyone thought of her. Callie admired that
talent, especially today.

“It certainly is up to me. I’m the chief of police,” he
snapped.

She blinked, thinking it was a good thing that Rufus had
stayed in car. Unlike Lotus, Rufus was easily offended.
Raised voices directed at Callie were high on the list of
things Rufus did not tolerate.

“Listen, Chief Rudy was a great old guy in a lot of ways,
but I know he was a little too free with his praise. He
thought it added to the region’s charm to share some wild
stories about the Mystical Melville cousins, as he called us.
The truth is that I’ve never sought recognition. None of us
has. So if that’s your concern, please understand that no one
has to know that I’m providing information—”

“You’re right. There will never be another story about
Honeycakes Melville and her faithful hound helping the
law find missing children. This isn’t a cartoon.”

“He’s not a hound. As least not as far as the vet can tell.
And my business is called—”

“Whatever! We don’t need your so-called information.
We’ll collect our own information from verifiable sources.
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That’s called investigating, and it’s what we’re trained to do
as policemen. No need for Ouija boards or crystals.”

She rolled her eyes. “Listen—”
“No, you listen,” he said, raising his voice again. “Unless

you witness a crime in person or are the victim of a crime, I
don’t expect to see you in this office again.”

“Fine with me,” she said, swiveling and striding out.
“Hang on,” he said, pursuing her. “You also won’t be

showing up for any search parties or at any crime scenes.”
She shoved the door open and walked outside. She

didn’t think he could legally block her from joining a volun-
teer search party, but she had no intention of arguing about
it. She didn’t take orders from the police chief or anyone
else. There was only one power that she had to answer to.
The one that sent the visions.

“Did you hear me, Miss Melville?” Chief Pell
demanded.

Rufus jumped to attention, his paws on the passenger
window glass as he growled and bared his teeth.

“Don’t yell. My dog doesn’t like it.”
“Good God, that’s an ugly dog. What kind of dog is

that?” he asked, momentarily stunned, as most people were,
at the sight of Rufus.

“Loyal,” she said. “As the day is long. And accomplished.
He’s found two missing kids. That’s two more than you,
right? So the best, that’s the kind of dog he is.”

“And violent. You’d better keep him under control.”
“He’s not violent.”
“Didn’t he bite Larry McIntry’s dog?”
“Self-defense,” she said flatly.
“Bull! And doesn’t he tree every cat within a twelve-

block radius?”
“When provoked.”
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“Provoked? Exactly what do these cats do to provoke
him?”

“Cat things,” she said with a shrug.
“I don’t care that you and your dog got lucky and discov-

ered a couple of lost kids that I’m sure would’ve been found
by other searchers eventually. The days of your dog running
wild are over.”

Rufus barked madly and butted his head against the
glass like he’d come through it any second.

The chief made a show of unsnapping his holster and
glaring back at Rufus.

Callie stepped in front of the passenger door to block
their line of sight. “To shoot Rufus, you’d have to go through
me, and gunning down an unarmed beekeeper might be
hard to explain your first week on the job.” Callie reached
back and rapped her knuckles on the glass, saying over her
shoulder, “Rufus, relax. I’m fine.”

The dog growled, but the wild barking ceased.
“See you around, Chief.”
He glowered, but eventually, when she did nothing but

wait, he turned and walked away. Only when he was safely
back in the station and out of sight did Callie walk around
the car and get in the driver’s seat.

Rufus sat back, but his gaze stayed fixed on the building.
“That went great, Ruf.” she said, starting the car. “I think

we charmed him as no other citizens have in a long time.”
Callie pulled away from the curb, shaking her head. It

had been the former chief ’s idea that she come to him
immediately whenever a new recurring dream began. He’d
wanted to brief his men on the details and alert them to be
vigilant. Chief Rudy thought it might uncover evidence that
could prevent or at least lead to rapid resolutions of
impending crimes. It had almost worked. The police had
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mobilized and been within a mile of where she and Rufus
had ultimately found the lost two-year-old child eight
months ago. The little boy had wandered out in the dead of
night. He was already hypothermic when she found him.

If she hadn’t woken from the dream and known to start a
search, it would’ve ended in tragedy. Tommy Walker had
been the one she’d seen face down in the creek. He’d only
been six feet from the water when Rufus had caught up to
him. They’d barely made it in time.

Her dog had blocked the little boy’s progress and then
bumped him down to the ground, lying over him to keep
him warm until she’d gotten there. The exhausted little guy
hadn’t even screamed about the smelly dog’s heavy bulk on
top of him.

“Rufus, you beautiful beast,” she’d exclaimed, hugging
her dog before dragging him off the disheveled bundle. “It’s
steak all week for you,” she’d said, so relieved she’d been
teary-eyed. They’d saved a toddler from drowning.

The new police chief was a jerk, but Callie doubted
there’d be a way to avoid him. The universe had things to
say, and the Melvilles knew to listen. Each of them that had
a gift had learned the hard way that to ignore or abuse a
mystical gift led to terrible consequences.

Most days, Callie was a beekeeper and casual organic
farmer. She spent her Friday nights baking honey cakes and
making fudge or roasting vegetables for a variety of flavored
popovers and pot pies. Saturdays and Sundays, she ran
booths at farmers’ markets. Her booth was popular, and she
loved seeing her regular customers and meeting new ones.
Callie chatted, drank coffee, took suggestions for new
recipes, and sold every bit of whatever she made. It was a
great way to spend a weekend, and she never missed setting
up her booth. Unless, that is, a dream became reality.
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When a premonition event happened, she wasn’t a
beekeeper or organic food artisan. She was a Melville who’d
survived a storm. When called, storm survivors had to stop
everything and answer the universe’s dark message.

She’d been dream-free for eight months. Then the night
sent her a new vision. And this one didn’t have a lost toddler
who’d pushed open an unlatched door and wandered away
from home. This dream featured a hulking man and a teen
girl. Callie hadn’t seen enough yet to know what would
happen, but she knew the possibilities left her in a cold
sweat. The timing of Chief Rudy’s retirement was the worst.
If ever Callie could’ve used the police’s help, it was now.
Instead, all she had were visions, a newly purchased stun
gun, and a rough, ugly dog named Rufus.

Want to read more? Click here!
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