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        This is entertainment at its absolute finest!
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        Once upon a time there lived a Fairy.

      

        

      
        And not just your run of the mill kind of Fairy. The reincarnated Fairy Queen of Zanthia. The Queen. She was a modern woman—a human no less. Armed with a potty mouth, a firm grasp of every note in Michael Jackson’s song catalogue, and some friends in very high places, she was set. Yet this Queen wasn’t exactly sure she wanted the job.

      

        

      
        Fine…it’s me.

      

        

      
        I’ve been happily human for thirty years. Now I’m discovering I’m the reincarnated Fairy Queen over a land chock-full of freaks who want me dead. Awesome. However, I’ll admit the perks are pretty cool. I definitely have more magic in my little pinky than should be allowed by law in any universe. Not to mention, the love of my life is a Fairy so smokin’ hot, he makes Hell look like a Winter Wonderland.

      

        

      
        Problem is, my hotter than Hades Fairy is imprisoned in Zanthia for nefarious reasons I won’t go into, but now I must head back to that crap hole where I’m the Queen, and save the damn day.

      

        

      
        I won’t go alone. Nope. I’m packing a narcissistic Mini Elf, two ancient singing Vampyres who couldn’t carry a tune if their undead lives depended on it, and the sister of my imprisoned love, The Kev. For him, I vow to discover my truth. Consequently, I’m unsure if this truth meant to save or destroy. What I do know? The alternative is unacceptable.

      

        

      
        Fairy tales are meant to have happy endings. I’m determined to make that a reality.

      

        

      
        Ready or not… here comes the freakin’ Fairy Queen.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      Once upon a time in a dangerously enchanted land far, far away, there lived a beautiful Fairy Queen. Her glimmering silver eyes were legendary and her laugh was reminiscent of delicate wind chimes on a breezy spring day. A simple smile from Her Majesty could make even the weariest immortal’s heart grow light. The Winds of Change favored the beautiful Queen and the sun shone brightly on the lush green land during her reign.

      The Queen’s heart was pure and true. She loved with a passion and demanded loyalty of her subjects. Goodness and kindness were amongst her virtues, but when pushed the Fairy Queen was the fiercest of warriors—deadly and precise. She possessed more magic than had ever been witnessed in the millions of years the Fairies had roamed the world.

      And then one eerily calm day the Universe tilted to the left and something precious broke. The sun hid behind the clouds and crystal tears fell from the Heavens. The Winds of Change picked up and blew ominously… and the laughter ceased.

      Because where there is good, there is always evil lurking.

      The Fairy Queen did not suffer fools lightly, but occasionally fools were not foolish at all. They rushed in and made dark what was meant to be light.

      If the lovely Queen had a fault, it was that she trusted in the inherent goodness of all. Sparkling silver linings were meant to be believed in and searched for with diligence. Weren’t they?

      If one is to believe the fairy tale, it was the Queen’s own loyalty to the people she loved that led to her grisly demise.

      In her absence, the light went gray and soon turned charcoal black. What was once enchanted was now bewitched with greed and avarice. The once exquisite land of Zanthia was thrown into chaos as the Dark sought power and the Light became hazy.

      The irony of the massive injustice wasn’t lost on the Fairies, but Fate had handed down her sentence and the Fairies would suffer until the Queen was reborn.

      And the one who loved her the most? He would wait. He would wait until the end of time because a love like theirs transcended the silly concept of hours, minutes… and centuries.

      But sadly, sometimes love is not enough. Sometimes betrayal is far closer than one would want to believe.

      The only way to change the future is to discover the past. For history is doomed to repeat itself if lost and forgotten. But are those who study history doomed to stand by and watch as others repeat it?

      The Fairy Queen called bullshit on that theory for she had returned as a modern woman—a human no less—with a potty mouth, a firm knowledge of Michael Jackson’s song catalog and a few friends in very high places. This time around she would discover the truth.

      And the truth…

      Was it meant to save? Or destroy?

      Only time, determination and a bit of luck would tell. However, the woman in the mirror planned to beat it. This time there would be no smooth criminal because the Fairy Queen was not alone.

      And even if this new path was a thriller, it would not be bad.

      She hoped…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “What in the ever-lovin’ heck?” I muttered, pressing the bridge of my nose and closing my eyes. Just when I thought my life couldn’t get any stranger—it did. “You’re my what?”

      “I’m your Guardian Angel,” the tiny flying freak screamed and then turned so many backflips in the air, I got dizzy.

      My self-professed Guardian Angel was exquisite and clearly had a whopping and un-medicated case of ADD. Each of her small features were perfect—flowing blonde locks, porcelain skin, huge lavender eyes, and dimples that made me want to pinch her cheeks, although squashing her like a bug was more appealing at the moment. She couldn’t have been more than three inches tall and her tiny violet colored dress—which I could almost swear was a shrunken down Prada—sparkled in the afternoon sun streaming through the floor to ceiling windows. Her rose-colored gossamer wings flapped with such speed that, to the human eye, they disappeared —but I wasn’t human anymore—not even close.

      However, I was kind of wishing she would disappear from my eyes.

      “Do I really need a Guardian Angel?” I inquired, raising one brow and wondering if there was some sort of deal I could cut to get out of this. Too much was changing too fast. Not sure I could stomach this bizarre surprise.

      The little Mini-Elf froze mid-air and then began to stomp her tiny feet. I pressed my lips together to swallow my laugh. She looked like she was frantically pedaling an invisible bike. Her lavender eyes grew wide and filled with crystal tears. Damn it to Hell and back on a Lear jet, I did not need a shit show today.

      “You don’t love me, Gemma?” she wailed and began to glow like a deranged and slightly evil firefly.

      “Umm… I don’t even know you… yet.” Crappitycrap. I really didn’t want her to blow up the Cressida House, or me for that matter. I was a guest in my best friend’s home, for the love of everything undead. I’d simply keep the hot mess talking. If she was talking there was less of a chance she would cause catastrophic damage. “Maybe if I knew a little, teeny, tiny bit about you I could possibly like you… some.”

      Asking for trouble should be my new freakin’ motto, but trouble seemed to follow me around as of late.

      “Not. A. Problem,” the little creature announced with a huge grin as she swiped away her tears. “I’m a Mini-Elf and I love you completely. I promise on my very real and extremely perky rack that I will protect you with my life and mow down any fucker that gives you grief. Oh, and call me Susu. My real name is completely unpronounceable, my mother was a gaping wanker for saddling me with such a horrible moniker. Of course, her name was Mudge—short for Mudgetuturambalambalina. Try saying that three times fast. It’ll make your head blow off—for real. At least the old assbag didn’t name me after herself. I would have had to terminate her for that one, you know? But silver linings are everywhere if you look hard enough. My wankerass mother is still kicking and Susu is a totally adorable nickname,” Susu screeched, sounding more and more like she breathed helium rather than oxygen.

      “You done?” I inquired, trying my best to sound somewhat polite.

      “Nope.”

      I waited for more. Susu did not disappoint.

      “Gemma is such a lovely name and you are so beautiful it makes my teeth hurt—all that blonde hair and those shimmering silver eyes. I’d be jealous if I wasn’t so hot myself. I really do love you with all my heart, but back to me. I’m gorgeous, loads of fun, a fantastic dresser and I can kill the living bejesus out of buttholes three hundred times my size. You’re the first person in seven thousand years to actually want to know me! We’re going to be the best of friends and we’ll go shopping and paint each other’s toenails every Tuesday. We can get a castle or a chalet in Milan and bag hot Italian dudes. The hairy ones are hung like horses from what I hear. We can also snuff the fucking shit out of bad guys. It will be so much fun!”

      Susu’s idea of fun was debatable. Her sanity? Not so much. She was batshit crazy. However, I was curious about the hairy guy thing. Not curious enough to find out… just curious. I was very happily taken by someone who was not hurting in the hung department.

      “Pretty sure you forgot to add humble,” I muttered, trying hard not to laugh at the flying menace.

      “That’s what Astrid said too,” Susu sang with glee as she tumbled through the air and landed on my lap. “Humble is a fattening unnecessary pie and I always watch my sexy figure.”

      Susu stared at me and I stared right back. She was lovely and certifiable. I was very aware she’d been instrumental in helping my best friend Astrid and her mate Ethan save their baby Samuel a while back and the Vampyres were indebted to her. While I knew it was probably safe to trust her, I was wary of everyone right now.

      Leaving Mossy Creek, Kentucky—the only place I’d ever called home in my thirty years—was unsettling. Moving to Zanthia to become the Fairy Queen was fucking alarming. Finding out I had a pint-sized, insane, narcissistic Guardian Angel with a foul mouth? Actually, that was my new and very weird normal.

      “So we’re good?” Susu asked.

      “Umm… sure,” I replied vaguely. Dealing with cray-cray was tricky. Affirmative answers seemed the most prudent way to go at the moment

      “Great,” she squealed in such a high-pitched tone it made me grind my molars.

      “You’re gonna have to tamp that enthusiasm back just a hair or I’m gonna have to duct tape your mouth. You feel me?”

      “Roger that,” Susu said with a giggle. “I’m just really excited. I’ve waited so long for you and all my friends are so farking jealous it’s awesome. Lulu and Huhu have set booby-traps all over the Tea Cup Galaxy to try and behead me which is why I’m here! A headless Guardian Angel would suck. I mean I could still exterminate evil bastards, but my aim would be a little off if I was missing my head—not to mention my face is a work of art.”

      “You certainly have nice some friends and very healthy self-esteem,” I said, running my hands through my hair and wondering again how the Hell I could get out of this.

      “They’re fabu and so am I,” Susu shrieked as she took a flying leap into the air and began to flit about like a hummingbird. “You’ll love them, but don’t love them as much as you love me. I’m the most lovable of all.”

      “Got it,” I replied.

      “Soooooo Gemma, let’s get to know each other better. First off, I’d like to congratulate you on bagging The Kev. That Fairy is one hot motherhumper. In an alternate Universe, I’d tap that fine ass so hard,” Susu informed me with her tiny hands clasped together as her violet eyes sparkled.

      Reminding myself it would be seriously bad form to incinerate the airborne freak who was supposed to help me, I quickly sat on my glowing hands. While I was fairly certain she’d meant her assessment of The Kev in a flattering—albeit fucked up way—the miniature over-sharer had almost stepped over the line into Breathe No More Land.

      “Dude, if that was a compliment, you should probably stick to insults so I don’t have to destroy you,” I said as calmly as I could under the circumstances. One might say I was slightly possessive, obsessive, and proprietorial of, fixated on, and infatuated with, The Kev. Thankfully those feelings were very mutual.

      “Ohhhhhhhh,” Susu shrieked, dropping from midair into a pint sized ball at my feet. “Susu is very sorry, my Queen. If there’s a foot and a mouth available, I usually stick the foot in and pull it out of my ass. My bad.”

      The visual almost made me forget what she had said. The Mini-Elf was good—very good.

      “Look, it’s fine. And call me Gemma. I’m not the Queen yet.”

      Susu wrinkled her nose and then giggled. “It doesn’t matter what I call you. You will still be my Fairy Queen.”

      “The reincarnated Fairy Queen,” I reminded her. “I might not even be the right person. Everyone could have made a huge gaping mistake.”

      The thought of mistaken identity both thrilled and terrified me. I had no memory of my past life or lives. What if everyone was wrong and I was just Gemma the semi-human with more magical power in her pinky finger than should be legal?

      “Silly girl,” Susu chided. “You look exactly the same as you did five hundred years ago.”

      “So? That could be coincidence,” I shot back. “Everyone has a doppelganger.”

      “Not you.”

      “Why not me?” I shot back.

      Susu rolled her eyes so dramatically, I was certain they would end up stuck in the back of her well-coiffed head. “Gemma, trust me. I know. The Heavens only made one of you. Haven’t you already been to Zanthia?”

      “Kind of,” I admitted. “I’ve seen it from a distance.”

      I had visited the land I was soon to call home. The Kev had taken me there, but we hadn’t ventured into the heart of the city. There was still too much discord and I wasn’t ready to do whatever the Hell I was supposed to do. Plus, Astrid was marrying Ethan and there was no way I was missing the wedding of my best freakin’ friend in the world which took place in Hell, no less. The wedding was well worth it even if the venue was unusual.

      “Zanthia is pretty heinous,” Susu said, scrunching her tiny nose.

      “Duuude, understatement,” I told her with a laugh. “Fairies have horrific taste.”

      Susu calmed a bit and perched on the edge of the ornate marble coffee table—Vampyres had some over the top and questionable taste as well. Astrid was trying to tamp the décor of the Cressida House back a bit, but there was only so much she could do without making all the over-the-top Vamps cranky.

      “They didn’t used to be so tacky,” Susu explained. “Zanthia used to be lovely when you ruled. Now? It’s a carnival from Hell.”

      “Why?”

      “The Corrine,” the Mini-Elf hissed.

      “She’s dead.”

      “Best day of my long fucking life,” Susu growled. “And she tasted like shit.”

      “Okaaaaay,” I said on a gag, letting my chin drop to my chest and shaking my head. The day just continued to get stranger and grosser. My tiny Prada-clad Guardian Angel ingested bad guys and gals? “You ate her?”

      “I most certainly did—well, her head. I ate her head after that hot Vamp, Prince Ethan, ripped it off. Lulu and Huhu took care of the rest of the nasty skank. And I don’t regret it at all. She tried to hurt the baby and she poisoned you five hundred years ago. She was an evil wankbitch and she deserved it.”

      “Yes, well, I suppose I should say thank you, but I’m kind of gacked out right now. You feel me?”

      “Totally,” Susu said with a shudder and then launched herself back into the air. “Let’s change the subject. Tell me the words that you hate.”

      “Seriously?” I asked wondering what evil thing I’d done in my past to end up with Susu as my Guardian Angel. Plus, her question was personal. I wasn’t really sure it was a good plan to reveal any weaknesses to the flying hot mess.

      Squinting my eyes at the small menace, I was curious as to how she’d gotten into the Cressida House undetected. The Vampyre compound and home to my BFF was warded and protected within an inch of its undead life.

      “Astrid let me in,” Susu volunteered with a shrill giggle as she went back to her air aerobics and revealed her ruffled purple panties, which were in stark contrast to her sleek mini-Prada dress.

      Wait a freaking minute.

      “Son of a big hairy butt. You can read my mind?” I demanded, waving my hand in the air and trying to close whatever random brain door that might be open inside my head. Since I had no actual clue what I was doing, I was now covered in silver, pink and gold Fairy dust with the beginnings of a massive headache coming on. Freakin’ great.

      “Yes!” Susu squealed. “But only when you think really loud. And just for the record, you didn’t do anything evil in your past to deserve me. You deserve me because we’re both fabulous! Yes, I’m wearing Prada. Ruffled panties are super cute when my dress flies over my head which is often and I’m seriously hard to kill so you can squash me like a bug whenever you want to!”

      Speechless. I was speechless. Well, kind of. We were going to nip this shit in the bud if she was going to barnacle herself to me.

      “Ground rules,” I announced, plucking Susu out of the air and dangling her in front of my face. “Do not go into my mind unless invited. It makes me itchy. When I get itchy, I turn into a monster—literally. I’m a fairly attractive monster in a monster-y way, but you really don’t want to see that.”

      “Will do. I mean—won’t do. Won’t go into the mind unless invited. What else?” Susu chirped.

      “The Kev’s body parts and thinking about banging him are off limits. I’m the only one allowed to discuss him in any kind of sexually inappropriate way. You feel me?”

      “Roger that.”

      “If you’re going to eat someone, I’d like a heads up. I have an active gag reflex and hurling in front of crowds is not my idea of a good time.”

      “Reasonable,” Susu agreed with a nod of her head. “You done?”

      “For now,” I said, wondering if I’d missed anything important. Susu seemed fairly literal. “I reserve the right to make more rules. Because even though I’m not quite right in the head at the moment, I don’t want to kill you. It feels wrong. So every time I feel like blasting you to Kingdom Come, I’ll just add to the rules. Cool?”

      “Cool,” Susu replied and then kissed my nose before she did a double backflip with a twist that would have put me into traction. “Can we bond more now?”

      “Umm… do I have a choice?”

      “Not really,” she squealed.

      “Then have at it,” I replied with an involuntary grin. At least she wasn’t boring.

      “Words you hate?”

      “Are you going to tell me yours?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

      “Do I have to?” she asked with a small frown on her lips.

      “Yep. You do. If you have ammunition on me, I need to have it on you. Tit for tat, my little buddy.”

      “You like me!” she screamed in a pitch so high I was sure my ears were bleeding. “You called me buddy!”

      “Oh my Hell,” I groaned, slapping my hands over my ears. “Ground rule. If you ever scream like that again, I will render you mute and dress you in polyester. Forever.”

      “Not a prob,” Susu whispered with a wide grin. “You’re fabulously vicious. I looooove that! Polyester sucks ass. Okay, I’ll go first so you’ll love me. I hate the word moist.”

      “Creamy,” I countered.

      “Slacks,” she shot back, clapping her hands together in delight.

      “I totally agree on slacks. Biscuits,” I admitted with a shudder.

      “Nutritious,” she choked out.

      “Really?” I asked with a laugh. “That’s weird.”

      “Biscuits?” she shot back.

      “Yessssss,” I hissed. “Off limits. I mean, we can eat them, but not label them.”

      “What will we call them?”

      It was a good question. “How about…”

      “Flaky circle bread?” Susu suggested.

      “I can work with that.”

      “Do you love me yet?”

      Cocking my head to the side, I eyed my insane Guardian Angel. “You’re growing on me.”

      “Like a flower?” she asked.

      “More like a fungus,” I replied. “But a nice-ish one.”

      “That will do for now,” she said with a giggle as she swooped in and kissed my nose again. “You will love me. I can feel it.”

      “You wanna know what I feel?” a horribly familiar voice grunted from the doorway.

      And yet again my day continued to go south. Martha and Jane stood in the doorway dressed in sky blue lacy booty shorts paired with lime green sequined bra tops that barely covered their sagging boobs. However, the most painful part was the orange house slippers and black socks.

      “Nope,” I snapped and eyed the undead nightmares.

      Both old bags were ninety something and looked every day of it, which was odd as Vampyres were usually beautiful. Martha and Jane were almost identical—bony bodies, sagging bosoms, sparse tufts of gray hair on their heads and wrinkly faces. And their sense of style? Appalling.

      “Awwww, come on,” Martha grumbled and glanced around. “Where’s your beard?”

      “My Queen has no beard,” Susu hissed indignantly. “She is the most beautiful woman in the Universe. I’m second.”

      “They mean The Kev,” I told my Guardian Angel with an eye roll. “The numbnuts think because he’s a Fairy that he’s gay—hence my beard—even though that makes little to no sense.”

      Susu’s eyes grew wide and then she went into a fit of laughter that even made me smile despite having deal with the obnoxious dingbats. Astrid, in a regrettable moment of compassion, had the old women turned as they lay dying at her feet. They were a blight on the Vampyre species, but they’d also been instrumental in saving baby Samuel, so they were safe from beheading—by Astrid. By me? The jury was still out.

      “So I was thinking…” Jane started.

      “Dangerous,” I cut her off. “And potentially deadly.”

      “Listen, Hairy Queen,” Martha chimed in.

      “Fairy Queen,” I corrected her sternly and bit back my grin. If you gave them an inch they took three hundred miles.

      “That’s what I said, Dairy Queen,” Martha continued with a sly little smirk. “Jane and I are going on tour and we thought since you’re going back to Zanthia soon and we’re fucking rock stars in that particular part of the Universe, we’d just tag along and do a few gigs.”

      “Naked,” Jane added.

      “Not happening,” I told them with a shudder. Naked? I wasn’t even going to touch that one.

      “You sure about that?” Martha inquired looking far too confident for my piece of mind.

      “I am,” I said warily, waiting for her next move.

      “Wanna know our new band name, Dingleberry Queen?” Jane asked, looking alarmingly innocent.

      What fresh Hell was about to go down? They had nothing on me that would make me take them to Zanthia. Nothing. I wasn’t sure I wanted to go to Zanthia. I certainly wasn’t bringing two foul-mouthed, unmedicated, undead rabid squirrels with no sense of fashion. I already had a certifiable Guardian Angel.

      “I want to know the name,” Susu squealed as I swatted at her to shut her pie hole.

      Susu had no clue what we were dealing with here. Astrid would probably be pissed if I offed the old biddies. Wait. No. She might be relieved. No, I couldn’t, incinerating old women because they dressed badly and annoyed me was a poor choice.

      The Fairy Queen—or Dairy Queen, which I was kind of partial to because Peanut Buster Parfaits were awesome—would not randomly kill subjects just because looking at them made her want to upchuck. It would feel good for a second and then it would suck all kinds of wads.

      “Creamy Nutritious Moist Biscuit Slacks. C.N.M.B.S for short,” Martha said while twerking a victory circle around Jane. “Guess we’re going to Zanthia with the Scary Queen.”

      Maybe killing them wouldn’t suck. Snatching Susu out of the air as she screamed in horror at the use of all the words we hated combined into one sentence, I tried something.

      “Can you hear me, Susu?” I asked inside my mind as I kept an eye on the dancing monstrosities gyrating with glee.

      “Yes!” she replied. “You want me to eat them?”

      “Umm… I think I’m supposed to say no to that,” I told her. “Can you wipe their minds of our words?”

      “I can try,” Susu said. “They’re undead so it might be a challenge.”

      “Will it hurt them?”

      “Do you want it to?”

      “Pretty sure I’m supposed to say no to that one too,” I told her with a grin. “They’ll tell everyone our words and that’s out of the fucking question. Plus, there’s no way in Hell I’m taking them anywhere. Ever. I’d rather get the word biscuit tattooed across my butt than hang out with these assbags. You feel me?”

      “I feel you,” Susu said with a giggle. “Your wish is my command. Shall I make them forget anything else?”

      “While that is incredibly tempting and wonderfully devious on your part, I definitely think I’m going to say no to that one.”

      “You’re a far better person than I am. I’d just eat them and call it a day.”

      “We’re going to have to have a sit down and discuss your methods at some point,” I said, trying not to gag. “Do you need me to freeze them? Or knock them out by banging their heads together really hard?”

      “Nope. They have to be awake for this,” Susu replied and kissed my nose. “I’ve got it.”

      “Great. I need a break. I’m gonna go for a little walk. How long will this take?”

      “Give me an hour or two.”

      “I’m starting to like you,” I told her.

      “I know. I’m very likable.”

      “And self-deprecating,” I added with a laugh as I waved my hands in the air.

      Gold, pink and silver Fairy dust appeared and cloaked my body in its tingling enchantment. I knew exactly where I needed to go. I needed normal even if it was fleeting. I was going to treat myself to my quickly fading past one last time. With a blink of my eyes, I left the suite.

      Part of me wished I could blink my eyes and stop time, but time marched on no matter what.

      No matter how much I wanted things to stay the same, it was not to be. However, I was good at compartmentalizing and that was exactly what I was going to do.

      The Dairy Queen was going to go get some ice cream.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      “Scoot your sorry ass to the left,” Astrid said as she shoved me over in the booth.

      “To the left? Or to the left, to the left?” I shot back with a grin, grabbing the edge of the table so my ass didn’t hit the floor.

      “Just one left, Beyoncé.” Astrid laughed and plopped down next to me.

      Being jerked out of my silly daydream was jarring. Getting practically ejected off of a bench by a Vampyre was par for the course in my life lately.

      “Aren’t you supposed to be doing something important—like saving the world?” I asked with a raised brow as I swirled a finger in my melting mint chip ice cream. The green ice cream in the brightly colored paper cup didn’t even come close to comforting me the way my best friend’s presence did.

      “Did that shit last week. I’m on a paid vacation at the moment. What’s your excuse?”

      “I don’t know,” I admitted, glancing around the small shop and trying to memorize my surroundings. “Feeling nostalgic.”

      Hattie’s sold one thing and one thing only. Ice cream. Homemade, full of fat, heart attack inducing ice cream. It was one of my favorite places. It was a haven. Long ago Hattie had unofficially adopted Astrid and me as her de facto daughters—even hired us to do odd jobs around the shop in exchange for as much ice cream as we could eat. Life was so much easier then.

      Well, not easy, but in Hattie’s shop our lives made some sense. She’d had rules and she’d loved us. Astrid’s mom had been awful. And mine? My mother had been absent—both physically and mentally. Now they were both dead.

      Astrid’s mom’s demise was violent due to the fact she was trying to kill everyone and take over the world. My mother… she’d simply faded away and died as quietly as she’d lived. Now that I knew what I was, I often wondered if she’d known. She’d paid so little attention to me that her uncaring attitude ceased to bother me. She was so distant that I was curious if she had even been my mother.

      If it hadn’t been for Hattie and Astrid’s Nana, I’m not sure what would have happened to us. Although one could argue that becoming an immortal Fairy Queen and a Vampyre who was also a True Immortal wasn’t exactly normal, but at least we were still alive and kicking for the most part. Technically, Astrid was dead but she rocked undead like no one else I knew.

      Astrid and I had happily wasted much of our childhood sitting in this very same booth doing homework, scouring fashion magazines, and dreaming big dreams. The peeling reddish brown vinyl had seen better days, but it made me feel safe. It was familiar while everything else in my life spiraled out of control.

      “Will you eat some black raspberry chip if I order it?” Astrid begged with a pitiful sigh as she stared with envy at all the flavors behind the counter.

      “Dude. Always.”

      As a Vampyre, my BFF couldn’t eat food as blood was the preferred cuisine of the undead. And trust me, she’d tried with disastrous results. However, right after she’d been turned we’d discovered if she fed from me she could taste what I’d eaten in my blood.

      “Hattie,” I called out. “Can you make me a triple black raspberry chip in a cone cup?”

      “With sprinkles—tons of sprinkles,” Astrid added quickly.

      “Sure, Sugar Buns,” Hattie said with a grunt of delighted laughter. “You got somethin’ you wanna tell me? You already powered through a large mint chip.”

      I felt the heat from my neck rise to my face. I was not knocked up. Hell, I didn’t even know if that was a possibility for me anymore. Plus, I’d not had a real good example of a mother to emulate. I’d probably suck at it. The Kev and I certainly hadn’t used any protection and we’d been very busy. The thought of making a little Fairy with The Kev both thrilled and terrified me—but mostly terrified me.

      “Umm, nope,” I told Hattie firmly. “No bun in the oven—just jonesing for something sweet.”

      “On the rag?” Hattie inquired as we watched her scoop out the ice cream. Her fleshy arm wobbled as she worked and it made me smile.

      Hattie was beautiful and kind and good. She was also nosy and wildly inappropriate.

      “Not this week,” I said, happy that no one else was in the shop. Not that I’d seen many of my old human friends lately. Once you realize you’re not exactly mortal anymore, it made life a bit more complicated. This was the first time in ages Astrid and I had even been to town.

      “I tell you what,” Hattie went on as she dumped so many sprinkles on top of the ice cream, I thought Astrid was going to cry from pure joy. “When Aunt Flow quit visiting me, I had a dang party. I mean, it was like shark week back in the day. I am so glad to be done with that pain in my fat ass lady business.”

      “Me too,” Astrid whispered and elbowed me.

      As a member of the undead population, Astrid no longer had any bodily functions. She also didn’t breathe. The lack of bodily functions I was down with. The not breathing part? Not so much.

      Thankfully Fairies weren’t dead. Technically, we were immortal, but could definitely be killed. Case in point? Me. Apparently I’d been poisoned five hundred years ago. I was still wrapping my mind around that little fact. Believing the unbelievable was not easy.

      “Here you go,” Hattie said as she put the bowl of ice cream on the table. “Astrid, you don’t want any?”

      “No thanks. I’m on a weird diet,” Astrid replied—not exactly lying. “Trying to get healthy.”

      “You’re lookin’ a little pale, Sugar Lips,” Hattie said, eyeing Astrid critically. “Don’t you be doin’ one of them liquid diets. It’ll kill you dead faster than my Earl siphoning gasoline while smokin’ a cigar and blowing up like a tick at a blood bank. God rest his cheatin’ bastard, son of a bitch soul. You got a long life ahead of you, Sugar Bottom. You need to eat. Maybe you should put some of that silver, pink and gold glitter all over you like Gemma is sporting. Looks real nice.”

      “Umm… will do,” Astrid croaked out on a strangled whisper as her eyes grew wide.

      Hattie had no clue how bizarrely accurate her observations were. I was kind of stunned to silence as well. Clearly, I needed to get a grip on my glitter. It came with the Fairy territory and my supply seemed to have a mind of its own. Did she know what we were? Impossible. Immortals lived openly, yet totally in secret. Vampyres, Fairies, and Demons were the stuff of fairytales and nightmares.

      “You two be good girls. Don’t be gettin’ into any trouble. I can still give you a whoopin’. And come visit me more often, ya hear?” Hattie instructed with a belly laugh.

      “Yes ma’am,” I replied as Astrid was still mute.

      “Come on,” Astrid whispered. “We need to get out of here.”

      “Do I really have Fairy dust all over me?”

      “Yep. You always do now. You freakin’ shimmer, Glitter Girl. Let’s vamoose.”

      “But I didn’t eat your ice cream yet.”

      “Bring it. You heard Hattie. I need to eat,” she replied with a giggle. “And I’m going to. I just don’t think Hattie would survive watching how I eat. You feel me? I’m not in the mood for a whoopin’.”

      “Fine point. Well made,” I replied, grabbing the frozen treat and my Chanel bag.

      “Where are we going?” I asked as Astrid quickly kissed Hattie goodbye and shoved me out of the door.

      “I don’t know. What were your plans?”

      “I’m kinda pretending I’m human for the afternoon.”

      Astrid was silent—rare for my best friend. We stood on the cracked sidewalk and stared at each other. Letting a quiet or intense moment live itself out wasn’t exactly my forte. No reason to change bad habits today.

      “Look dude, I’m fully aware we’re not even remotely human anymore. I mean, you’re dead and I can morph into a freakin’ Mack truck-sized monster,” I told her as I shoved the black raspberry chip ice cream into my mouth, hoping it would stop me from saying something even more embarrassing.

      “Albeit a shiny, kinda pretty one with huge honking teeth,” Astrid pointed out.

      “Thank you. I think…” I said with an eye roll and then pressed the bridge of my nose in agony as the brain freeze hit. “Mother freakin’ humper on a bender, being immortal doesn’t preclude you from getting ice cream headaches.”

      “Dude, I would do anything for a fucking ice cream headache,” Astrid said wistfully.

      “Sorry. I shouldn’t complain, but trust me, they still suck. And just so you know, I’m fully aware that the human train left the station a few years ago,” I added quickly so she didn’t think I’d completely lost my mind. I was pretty sure I wasn’t operating on all cylinders, but I knew I wasn’t normal anymore. My skin sparkled, for the love of everything bizarre.

      “I’d go so far as to say we got off in Crazytown and bought fucking property,” Astrid said. “Not to mention, you eat bad guys.”

      “That is seriously uncalled for,” I griped as I punched her in the arm. “The eating bad guys thing happened once. If I’m remembering correctly—and I am—I believe I saved your sorry undead ass.”

      “This is true. However, I’d lay some money down that eating Demons doesn’t give you brain freeze,” she said with a wide grin.

      “Silver linings are everywhere,” I said sarcastically and punched her arm again.

      “My bad,” Astrid replied with a laugh, rubbing her shoulder.

      My childhood bestie had Vampyre strength which was nothing to scoff at. However, I wasn’t lacking in the power department. My kind were known as the fiercest warriors in the immortal world. Only problem was, I wasn’t sure I wanted to be my kind. Not that I had a choice, but as the time drew nearer for me to go, my mind was a tsunami of fear and doubt.

      Shitshitshit. I was just going to focus on the here and now.

      “Look, the eating bad guys debacle is something I try very hard not to dwell on. Ever,” I informed Astrid, letting my chin drop to my chest and trying not to laugh. It wasn’t funny at all. Well, it was kind of gross funny. “They tasted awful.”

      “They were evil Demons. Of course they tasted like butt.”

      “Oh my Hell, I didn’t say butt,” I corrected her on a slight gag. “Thankfully I don’t know what butt tastes like.”

      “Neither do I,” Astrid said. “But they smelled like butt, so it stands to reason they would taste like ass.”

      “Speaking of ingesting bad dudes, I met Susu.”

      “And?” Astrid’s grin grew wider.

      “And she’s right out of her tiny mind,” I told her with an eye roll. “Not to mention her ego is the size of Texas.”

      “Word to the wise,” Astrid said with a laugh. “Do not let her shrink you to her size under any circumstances. Hurts like a bitch when you have to go back to normal.”

      That gave me pause. “Do I want to hear this story?”

      “Nope. Just heed my warning.”

      “Will do.”

      Again with the silence. Again with my need to fill it.

      “I want to forget about everything for a little while even if it’s just pretend. Be human with me for one day.” My request came out in a single burst of breath. The simple fact I’d spoken it aloud surprised me. It also surprised Astrid.

      My beautiful, profane, wildly powerful best friend since we were four simply stared at me thoughtfully for a long moment. Maybe she was past understanding what I was asking for. Her life was settled. Or as settled as a life could be as a Vampyre Princess who was one of the True Immortals.

      I, on the other hand, was not settled. Nope, I was slated to become something I secretly had no desire to be. However, fate had a much different opinion on my immediate future.

      “Deal,” Astrid said with a grin, much to my delight. “Wanna go to Louisville and shop?”

      “Too far.”

      “Umm… not if we transport,” she pointed out.

      “Humans can’t transport,” I reminded her. “Humans drive.”

      “Motherfucker in shorts,” Astrid said with an eye roll. “I haven’t driven in a few years. Have you?”

      “Nope, but it’s gotta be like riding a bike. And I want to go to Target like we did in the old days.”

      Astrid squinted at me and shook her head. “Ooookay, Target it is. You have a car?”

      “No, but since we haven’t started being human yet I could snap my fingers and procure one for us,” I replied with a sly grin.

      “Steal one?”

      “Borrow one. We’ll return it,” I corrected her. “I have morals.”

      “Right. Of course you do.” Astrid rolled her eyes and grabbed my hand. “Ethan has a shit load of cars in a garage at the Cressida House. We can borrow one of those.”

      “Dude, those are seriously expensive cars. Will he care?” I asked with a laugh.

      “He won’t even know.”
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        * * *

      

      “So much for Ethan not figuring out we borrowed one of his cars.” Astrid laughed and groaned at the same time. “Thank Cousin Jesus, The Kev is still in Hell meeting with Uncle Fucker. He would not be pleased right now.”

      Astrid’s family tree was mind blowing. I still couldn’t believe she could get away with calling Satan, Uncle Fucker. Her Cousin Jesus was one of the people in her family I adored. As to the reason the love of my immortal life was in Hell having a get together with Satan was anyone’s guess. The Kev wouldn’t tell me why. Just said he had to go to Hell before we went back to Zanthia. I didn’t like it, but I trusted him.

      “What are you talking about?” I asked, glancing over at Astrid. “No one knows we stole Ethan’s car.”

      “Borrowed,” Astrid corrected me.

      “Right. My bad.”

      “Dude?”

      “Yeah?”

      “We’ve got a cop on our ass,” Astrid said.

      Now the groaning made sense. Shitshitshit. For a moment I experienced that sick feeling in my gut that I got in high school when I’d gotten pulled over for rolling through a stop sign. However, this gut feeling was far more intense.

      “Son of a big hairy butt,” I muttered as I eased the Jaguar onto the shoulder of the deserted country road and glanced back at the swirling red and blue lights on the police car that had seemed to appear out of nowhere. “How fast was I driving?”

      “No clue,” Astrid admitted, turning off the radio. “I was too busy holding my ears while you were butchering Can’t Stop ‘Til You Get Some.”

      “Now you’re being rude,” I snapped, feeling stressed. “It’s Don’t Stop ‘Til You Get Enough. You should never blaspheme Michael Jackson. And I was not butchering it.”

      “Umm… we’ll have to agree to disagree on that one. However, in your reckless driving defense, I haven’t seen a speed limit sign in miles.”

      “Crap. I don’t have a license. I mean I have one, but I don’t have it. I don’t even know what the Hell I did with it,” I told her. “Do you?”

      “Know what you did with your license?”

      “Why would you know what I did with my license?” I was now completely confused.

      “That’s a fine freakin’ question. Why did you ask?”

      “No, I meant, do you have a license? And does the car have a registration? Might be kind of awkward to announce to the Vampyre Prince of the North American Dominion that his car got impounded while being borrowed.”

      Astrid closed her eyes and let her head fall back onto the expensive leather headrest. “If I have a license it’s in a storage box somewhere in the butthole of the Cressida House,” she said. “No clue if the car is registered since I don’t drive the fucker. Dude, being human for the afternoon was not your best idea.”

      “Tell me something I don’t know,” I muttered, looking in the side view mirror as the cop got out of his car. My sharp intake of breath was not missed by my BFF. “And game over.”

      “What game?” Astrid asked, sitting up ramrod straight.

      “The human game. It’s over.”

      “Because?” she pressed.

      “Because the cop that pulled us over is most definitely not human—at all.”

      Astrid’s head whipped around and her body began to glow. She wasn’t the only one. My body grew warm and a glittering silver and gold mist swirled through the car.

      “Fuck,” Astrid growled as her eyes went red. “What the Hell is that?”

      “It’s a Fairy.”

      “You sure? You haven’t really been around many of your own kind yet.”

      Nodding tersely, I gauged his strength by the aura surrounding him. The Fairy was insanely strong and furious, but also seemed terrified. Could that be right?

      “I’m sure it’s a Fairy. Not sure why I’m sure, but I am. I can feel it,” I told Astrid.

      What was he so afraid of?

      Hopefully me. And he should be. I was supposed to go on a fucking shopping spree at Target with my best friend in her mate’s pilfered Jaguar. Now? Now I was going to have to deal with an asshat who didn’t look like he was very fond of me—at all. However, Astrid was not going to get involved in my fight. Her safety was my biggest concern.

      “This is totally fucking with my chi,” I muttered, wishing The Kev was here. He would know what to do. Me? I was going to wing it.

      “I feel you, dude,” Astrid said, cracking her knuckles and preparing for a fight.

      “Can I ask you a serious question?”

      “Shoot.”

      “Do you think Ethan will be pissed when his car blows up?” I asked.

      “His car is going to blow up?”

      “Yes.”

      “When?”

      “Shortly.”

      “Interesting. Will I still be alive to tell—not that I can actually die from an explosion,” she said with a wide grin.

      “Yep. Not a scratch on you.” As a True Immortal, Astrid was almost impossible to kill. This relieved me greatly. The Fairy had clearly come for me and I was going to take care of it. I wasn’t even technically the freakin’ Queen yet and someone was already trying to kill me. This so did not bode well for relocating to Zanthia.

      “Then no. The answer is no. Ethan will not be pissed, and if he is, I’ll treat him to an evening of in-the-buff Little Red Riding Hood and the Big Bad Wolf, or possibly naked Twister. A car is just stuff. Expensive stuff, but all of those Vamps have more money than they know what to do with. Go for it, bestie.”

      Keeping my eyes glued to the advancing killer, I grabbed Astrid’s hand in mine. “That was way too much naked info, dude.”

      “Yep,” Astrid shot back with a laugh. “But reality can be harsh. You know, I think we could take him,” she whispered, watching the cop from the rearview mirror. “You’re a badass and I’m a seriously baaaadass.”

      The exterior of the Fairy was beautiful, but I could see beyond exteriors. His aura spoke in stark contrast to his outer shell. This particular Fairy had deadly written all over him.

      “Possibly, but then again maybe not. He’s angry and scared—a bad combo.”

      “How can you tell?”

      “The colors around him,” I told her. “Do not let go of my hand.”

      “Roger that. Is this going to be fun?” Astrid inquired with excitement.

      My laugh surprised me. I realized I was totally up for it. Being human was a thing of my past. I was not human and never would be again.

      Right now that was a very good thing.

      “You gonna kill him?”

      “Maybe,” I said, without a shred of emotion in my tone. “Depends on how much he wants to share with me and how badly he wants me dead. You ready?”

      “I was born freakin’ ready. Is there more than one?”

      “Nope,” I said without even thinking. “Dude, I know I’m right, but I have no clue how.”

      “Clearly being the Queen comes with some awesome extras,” Astrid replied.

      “Clearly,” I muttered wondering exactly how many extras I had. Shit was getting more real by the second.  “Can you handle iron without it burning you?”

      “Yep.”

      “Good.” I snapped my fingers and a lassoed rope of enchanted shimmering iron appeared in Astrid’s lap. I couldn’t touch the stuff without burning the skin right off my body.

      “What else?” she asked as she grabbed the iron with her free hand.

      “Can you put a protection bubble around us?”

      Astrid’s body went rigid for a brief second and gorgeous black glitter covered her arms and chest. I felt her magic surround us. My BFF was a fabulous freak of nature, but then again I was too.

      “Done. You wanna tell me what you’re gonna do?” she asked, giving me a look.

      “You sure you wanna know?” I shot back with a small smile pulling at my lips.

      “Forewarned is forearmed. Or at least it will give me something to freak out about.” Astrid winked and grinned. “Lay it out, Fairy Queen.”

      “I’m going by Dairy Queen, Princess.”

      “Nice.”

      “Thank you.”

      “Plan,” Astrid reminded me. “We have a pissed off Fairy jackoff headed this way.”

      “Right. I’m going to blow both cars sky high on three to distract the asshat. Thank your Uncle God that this isn’t a well-traveled road. I’ll render the protection bubble invisible and move it behind him. On my word let the bubble go. I’ll hold him down and you’ll tie the son of a bitch up in the iron. Then I’ll have a little chat with the nice policeman.”

      “Duuuuude, you’ve been holding out on me. What other cool shit can you do?”

      “You have no idea,” I mumbled with a shake of my head and a shudder. “He’s coming. On three. One. Two. Three.”

      And that’s when the fiery shitshow began.
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      “You did what?” Ethan shouted as his eyes narrowed to slits.

      We were so busted.

      “Well, we…” Astrid began.

      “Nope. I’ve got this,” I said in a no-nonsense tone, stepping in front of my best friend. I was the freakin’ Dairy Queen… I mean… Fairy Queen. Shit, I was going to end up calling myself that in public if I wasn’t careful. I was very aware that Ethan was Astrid’s mate, along with being the Vampyre Prince of the North American Dominion, but I was about to take over ruling a bunch of bloodthirsty freaks who wanted me dead in Carnival Land. I could totally handle this.

      I hoped…

      Glancing around the room, I held my head high even though my stomach felt queasy. Show no fucking fear… at least on the outside. Being in the room with so much power made me realize I wasn’t cut out to be anyone’s Queen. When I was with The Kev, I felt like anything was possible. Alone? Not so much.

      All of a sudden Ethan’s massive and ornate office seemed tiny and claustrophobic. The Kev’s sister, The Shelia, was present along with Astrid’s half-sister, Tiara. Susu darted around the room like she’d eaten a vat of speed. The Sheila was a full Fairy. Tiara was an anomaly—half-Fairy and half-Demon. She was also a Vamp. I still wasn’t exactly sure how that had happened, but suffice it to say she was a force to be reckoned with. While I liked The Shelia and Tiara tremendously, I wasn’t in the mood for them to hear about my disaster of a day. They were thousands of years old—or at least The Sheila was.

      I was supposed to be their damned Fairy Queen and I felt like a teenager who’d gotten busted by her dad. I expected to get grounded any second.

      Whatever.

      My main concern was that Astrid didn’t end up in the doghouse over any of this shit.

      “First off, sorry about the car,” I told a seething Ethan. “I’ll get you another one.  I promise. It was all my idea.”

      “Umm… no. It was my idea,” Astrid pointed out coming to my defense as usual.

      “Being human for the day was my idea,” I insisted, giving Astrid the shut up eyeball. “I’m the one who said we had to drive. Therefore, I take full responsibility. You feel me?”

      “Okay, while that’s pretty accurate, I suggested we steal one of Ethan’s cars,” she countered.

      “Borrow,” I corrected her.

      “Right. My bad. But it was me that concocted the borrowing.”

      “True. But if I hadn’t convinced you to pretend to be human with me, none of this would have happened. Sooooo, it stands to reason all of this is my fault and therefore it’s totally my bad.”

      Astrid winked at me and I almost laughed.

      “I see what you’re doing there,” my best friend said. “But I’m not going to let you take the fall for the car. Period.”

      “I don’t care about the car,” Ethan bellowed, running his hands through his hair in frustration. “I’m furious because the two of you took on a Fairy with no backup. I had no idea where you were and neither did anyone else. Look at you. You both look like you’ve been through a war zone—you’re a bloody fucking mess. Cars are replaceable. You two are not.”

      “Would Naked Twister help?” Astrid inquired.

      “No,” Ethan said, biting back a smile with extreme effort. “While I appreciate the offer and may take you up on it, Naked Twister will not negate this one.”

      Shit. He had a point. Nodding my head and looking down at my torn and charred clothes, I debated how to proceed. Astrid couldn’t be killed without the Sword of Death, but I could. Ethan would have a political shitshow of epic proportions if I bit the dust on his clock.

      “Should I eat him?” Susu squealed.

      “No. You should not eat Ethan,” I snapped and rolled my eyes.

      Susu’s peal of laughter made me want to blast her insane little ass right out of the air. There was no way I was going to keep her. She was a fucking menace.

      “Not Ethan,” Susu shrieked through her giggles. “The bad Fairy you brought back here. I can eat him so fast.”

      “No,” The Shelia said. “He needs to be interrogated.”

      Astrid raised her hand politely and waited. No one acknowledged her…

      So I did—but I wished I hadn’t.

      “Yes, Astrid?”

      “I know you want to handle this clusterfuck alone, but I’m gonna just say there is little to no reason to interrogate The Ned. You already interrogated the crapola out of that jackhole and he sang like a bird… on fire.”

      There was a seriously uncomfortable silence in the room as Ethan, Tiara and The Shelia exchanged shocked glances and then turned their attention back to me.

      “The Ned?” Tiara gasped out, alarmed. “You guys took on The Ned? That fucker is a maniac.”

      “I can’t believe this,” Ethan growled and began to pace the room as his magic bounced off the walls and almost became suffocating.

      “Are you sure it was The Ned?” The Shelia asked doubtfully.

      “Unless the assmonkey lied, his name is The Ned,” I confirmed wondering what the Hell the big deal was. He was a Fairy. He wanted me dead. I took care of the problem. End of story. What did his name matter?

      “Describe him,” The Shelia demanded, now staring at me as if I’d grown a new head.

      “Dude, seriously?” I asked with a small but clearly noticeable eye roll.

      “Dude,” she shot back. “Dead serious… which I’m surprised you’re not, if you really took on The Ned.”

      “Fine,” I groused. “Before or after our little chat?”

      “Before,” Astrid said with a gag. “Definitely before, dude.”

      “He’s blond.”

      “Although not anymore,” Astrid volunteered with a thumbs up. “Bald now.”

      “Correct,” I agreed with a grin. “He was a bit put out when I removed the hair from his head and attached it to his ass. But he deserved it. His punch to my jaw was no joke. I thought my brain fell out of my ear.”

      “Most Fairies are blond. That isn’t pertinent,” The Shelia said, biting on her lip.

      I was unsure if she was annoyed, pissed, trying not to smile or shocked that I gave The Ned some hair pants. Whatever. I liked her, but she was on my nerves at the moment.

      “Do most Fairies have a massive teal blue dragon with green eyes tattooed on their chest?” I demanded, now not sure this was The Ned either.

      The Sheila gasped and went pale. Tiara’s knees buckled. She dropped to the floor like a sack of potatoes and bowed to me.

      Clearly, it was The Ned.

      “Holy shitballs. You really are the Fairy Queen,” Tiara whispered. “I mean, I know you are, but now I know-know you are.”

      “Of course, she’s the Fairy Queen,” Astrid said, smacking her half-sister on the head.

      “It’s not possible,” The Shelia mumbled, still staring at me dumbfounded. “You took The Ned down?”

      “Only after he did his best to kill me where I stood,” I said tonelessly. “He didn’t leave me much of a choice.”

      And that was an understatement. I’d been trained by The Kev. My love was the most feared Fairy warrior in the Universe. As intensely as he’d trained me, he didn’t want me dead. On the other hand, The Ned definitely wanted me dead and had made that fact abundantly clear. It had been the most violent thirty minutes I’d ever experienced. If this was a preview to my new life, I wanted an opt-out button.

      “So both of you took him out?” Tiara asked, wildly impressed.

      “Umm… no. We did not take out The Ned since the wankerface is still alive—albeit with no limbs and a seriously hairy ass. Sadly,” Astrid went on giving me the annoyed side eye with an impressively raised brow. “I didn’t get to do much since the Dairy Queen snapped her manicured fingers and put me behind an impenetrable wall. By the time I figured out how to break free, she was done. Trust me, Gemma made sure The Ned will never want to fuck with anyone ever again. And I’m talking never ever again.”

      “What did you just call her?” The Shelia asked with a wince.

      “Dairy Queen,” I told The Shelia with a grin. “I like it.”

      Everyone mulled that over in silence for a moment. They weren’t quite sure if I was joking or serious. It was all kinds of awesomely awkward.

      “You got information from The Ned?” The Shelia asked me, still slightly confused.

      I nodded curtly and tried not to gag. The information I got was good—it was necessary if I planned to see tomorrow. How I’d gotten the information was the gross part.

      “And?” Ethan demanded.

      Heaving out a huge sigh, I straightened my spine and looked Ethan right in the eye. “Let’s just say there’s a faction that does not want me coming back to Zanthia. The Ned was sent to make sure that fantasy became a reality. He lost.”

      “Duuuuuude, while that’s on point you missed all the gory details,” Astrid announced.

      The Shelia and Tiara still appeared stunned. Ethan was still pissed and Susu? Susu was zipping around the room giggling like a loon and chattering about waxing The Ned’s ass.

      “Who sent him?” The Shelia demanded as silver sparkles of fury burst from her fingertips.

      “He couldn’t remember,” I replied flatly as my own magic began to bubble up causing a sparkling silver, pink and gold mist to float through the room.

      “And he lost his leg for that one,” Astrid chimed in with pride. “Gemma just wiggled her finger and that fucker flew right off of his body.”

      “Impressive,” Susu yelled with bloodthirsty excitement.

      “No. It was gross,” I muttered under my breath.

      “He was alone?” The Shelia continued her interrogation of me.

      “He was,” I told her. “Apparently, they were expecting someone very different from me. Someone weak.”

      “You are kick-asssssssssssss,” Susu sang as she did something akin to an air-twerk. “I would have eaten him.”

      “Susu?” I said.

      “Yes?”

      “Cakehole. Shut it.”

      “Roger that, my Dairy Queen,” Susu replied with a shrill giggle.

      “Can I tell the rest?” Astrid pleaded.

      “Do I have a choice?” I shot back.

      A chorus of noes came from Tiara, The Shelia and Ethan.

      Astrid sat down on the leather couch and made herself comfortable. Her grin was so wide, I almost laughed. However, I didn’t. I knew what was about to come out of her mouth.

      “Soooooo, when The Ned refused to talk, Gemma shrugged her shoulders and smiled. It was all kinds of fabulous and scary. I may or may not have flipped the fucker the bird at this point, which he didn’t like, but Gemma did me one better. My girl chanted some kind of weird voodoo and started glowing an awesomely fucked up iridescent silver. The Ned didn’t seem quite as sure of himself at anymore—pretty sure he wet his hair pants. But anyhoo, our lovely sparkly Dairy Queen waved her hand and was suddenly a monster the size of a freakin’ SUV.”

      “Did you eat him?” Susu screamed, bouncing around the room like a deranged ball from the bowels of Hell.

      “I most certainly did not,” I hissed.

      “Debatable,” Astrid chimed in with a laugh and I cringed. “Your fangs were positively obscene and you might have ingested an arm or two.”

      “Only after he called The Kev a traitor,” I snapped, still furious about that one. “And it was two arms and a leg.”

      “Holy shit,” Tiara muttered from her position on the floor with a huge grin on her lovely face. “You are a bad A.S.S.”

      “Right?” Astrid said with glee. “It was off the wall insane. Ol’ Hair Pants was very agreeable at this point. And then…”

      Astrid was still on a roll. Not good.

      “Dude, I can take it from here,” I cut in. I didn’t want to hear a play-by-play description of me ingesting parts of The Ned. It would be seriously undignified to puke at the moment. “Mess with me all you want, but you cannot mess with my man or someone I love. So, if any of you really want to chat with The Ned, he’s tied up in iron in a cell in the basement. He’s not going anywhere fast as he has no arms or legs. And if you talk to him, you’ll have to yell since his ears seemed to have gone missing.”

      “Remind me not to get on your bad fucking side,” Tiara mumbled with a grin as The Shelia simply stared at me.

      “You’re different.” The Shelia stood and approached me. “Why are you different?”

      “Different from what?” I asked, standing my ground. The Shelia looked so much like The Kev that it was eerie. However, I didn’t know her well enough yet to trust her completely.

      “From before,” she said, stopping about three feet from me.

      “Well,” I replied with an eye roll. “Since I can’t remember before, I can’t help you out there. I’m me. The same old me I’ve always been, but with a butt load of bells and whistles that I’m not sure I want.”

      “But daa-yum, they’re impressive,” Astrid said, giving me another thumbs up.

      “Thank you,” I replied with a slight grin. “Certainly came in handy today.”

      “So all of this happened because you wanted to be human?” Ethan asked, clearly still trying to wrap his mind around the adventure gone wrong.

      “Yes,” I replied.

      “Why wasn’t I invited to the party?” came a voice that I would know anywhere.

      My heart began to race and my body tingled in reaction to being near the man who was my everything. Putting the way I felt about him into words was impossible. I knew him deep in my soul. He made sense to me in a way I couldn’t fully comprehend.

      “Not exactly a party,” Ethan grumbled, seating himself next to Astrid on the couch and pulling her close. “More of a potential shitshow that ended well.”

      “I see,” The Kev said, holding his ground in the doorway and watching me with the bluest eyes I’d ever seen.

      “Duuuude,” Astrid said with almost obnoxious pride. “Our girl was totally epic!”

      “Good to hear, Krumecaca,” The Kev replied with a grin.

      The Kev’s nickname for my BFF was hilarious and all kinds of terrible. I was very happy I hadn’t earned a Swedish cookie name. It was still strange to me that Fairies over a few thousand years got a The stuck to the front of their name. Thankfully, I was a long way off from that.

      My Fairy was 2000 years old and didn’t look a freakin’ day over 30. The mind-boggling age difference had thrown me in the beginning but now seemed inconsequential. If I hadn’t been murdered five hundred years ago, I’d be close to the same age. Weird. So freakin’ weird.

      “Gemma took on The Ned this afternoon,” The Shelia said, still staring at me. “And she’s still alive to tell.”

      The Kev’s blue eyes flashed an eerie furious silver for only a brief second and he then quickly regained his composure. The large room had filled with his power so quickly everyone had to grab onto something so they wouldn’t be blown against the walls—everyone except me.

      The Shelia and Ethan gaped in shock as I stood motionless against The Kev’s inhuman magic. The only one who seemed unsurprised by this feat was The Kev himself. A small smile pulled at his deliciously full lips and it was all I could do not to tackle him and kiss him silly. The man did unexplainable things to my insides.

      “Amazing,” The Shelia whispered as she tentatively let go of the heavy desk she’d held onto for purchase.

      “Not amazing at all,” The Kev countered. “Gemma’s power far exceeds mine.”

      Crapballs, that was not something I wanted to hear—not that I believed it. If what The Kev said was accurate, I was more of a menace than Susu the Flying Freak. I didn’t want more magic than the man I adored with all of my heart. The world would be a risk if I were to fuck up. That responsibility was overwhelming—more overwhelming than all the Fairies in Zanthia wanting me dead. Maybe they had the right idea.

      “No,” The Kev said harshly, giving me a look that made my chin drop to my chest. “Do not even think that.”

      The last thing I wanted was for him to be disappointed. However, I was certain his brief moment of ire wasn’t directed at me. Even in anger his beauty took my breath away. The Kev stood about six foot four and was the most beautiful man I’d ever seen—the face of a god and the body of an Olympic champion.

      As Fairies, we could take on the façade of anyone. Right now The Kev was in his own body—albeit tamped back with magic a bit. It was impossible for others to look at us in our true form—the beauty was blinding. However, I could see The Kev completely no matter what form he’d taken.

      “The Ned?” he asked so quietly, everyone leaned in.

      The tension in the room was palpable. Shit. The Kev had gone from carefree to scary warrior in the flip of a switch.

      “The Ned,” I confirmed with a tight nod. “No choice.”

      “Yep,” Astrid said. “And she kicked his sorry ass.”

      “He’s alive?” The Kev questioned in a tone that made the hair on my arms stand up.

      “Mostly,” I replied, not sure what was going on in The Kev’s mind.

      Holding his hand out to me, he nodded to the rest of the occupants in the room. “Come with me. We have to talk.”

      “Shall I…” The Shelia started.

      “Yes,” The Kev replied flatly with his gaze still on me.

      “Permanently?” his sister questioned.

      “Yes.”

      “Can I eat him?” Susu asked still darting around the room like a tiny tornado.

      “All but his head,” The Kev answered.

      “Okaaay,” I said, trying not to gag as I placed my hand in The Kev’s. “I’m pretty sure I’m following this cryptic conversation. Why do we need his head?”

      “Proof,” The Kev said. “Proof of what you can do.”

      “So I take it the Fairies are a literal bunch?”

      “That’s one way to put it,” he replied, gently squeezing my hand.

      Closing my eyes, I squeezed back. “And there’s no opt-out button?”

      “None that I know of,” he said with a chuckle as he pulled me close.

      My world was right again in his arms, but I couldn’t always be in his arms. I knew this and he knew it. And I was pretty sure the Fairies knew it. They’d sent The Ned when The Kev was indisposed. I’d survived this one, but would I survive the others?

      “Come with me,” The Kev whispered in my ear sending chills of all things good down my spine.

      “Always,” I replied.

      I just hoped we would have an always. At this point, I wasn’t too sure.
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      “So, how was Hell?” I asked, trying to sound casual as we entered our Cressida House suite. Astrid had made sure we had a kick butt place to stay during the limbo we were living in. I knew the time had come for us to go home, so to speak, but the more I learned of home I was pretty sure I’d be happy living out my immortality with the Vampyres. I felt nothing for the Fairies I was slated to lead. I only felt something for the one who was with me right now.

      Unsure if The Kev was displeased or okay with what had gone down, I was positive we were about to have a discussion about me taking on The Ned even though I’d had no choice in the matter. I’d chosen idle banter as my defense at the moment. Also, I really did want to know how Hell was—or at least why he’d gone.

      The simple fact that I’d just seriously asked The Kev how Hell had been when he’d visited still amused me to no end. My life had been turned upside down and inside out in the last few years—as had Astrid’s. Lately mine had gotten a bit dicey but that seemed to be the way the game was played. The immortal world was not for the faint of heart or weenies.

      “Hot. Hell was hot,” The Kev replied with a crooked grin as he led me to the kitchen and poured me a glass of my favorite white wine.

      The luxurious suite was enormous. I’d called it home for the past two years since The Kev didn’t think it was safe for me to live in the house I’d grown up in anymore. I’d donated my childhood home the local Mossy Creek Women’s Shelter. The house didn’t hold precious memories for me, so it was quite easy to let it go. And I felt great that it was finally going to get some good and loving use.

      Taking a sip, I stared at the man I loved over the rim of the glass and wondered if all of his answers this evening were going to be as cryptic. Two could play that game, but as time seemed to be running out, I didn’t want to play any games. What I wanted was to be in his strong arms and forget about my absurd and potentially deadly reality for a few minutes.

      My Fairy poured himself a bourbon, took a healthy swig and then sat down across from me at the granite kitchen island. His long blond hair brushed the collar of his impeccably tailored Hugo Boss shirt. His high cheekbones could cut glass and his eyes were so blue I felt like I could swim in them. He was the stuff romance novel heroes were made of. My man had lashes that belonged on a woman and his bod was so freakin’ hot, I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The Kev was simply the most beautiful man I’d ever seen—and he was more beautiful on the inside than the outside. I still had to pinch myself to believe he was mine.

      “Satan was in top form?” I asked.

      The Kev chuckled, put his elbows on the counter, and rested his chin in his hands. “He was unusually forthcoming.”

      “And?” I pushed.

      “And he owes me a large favor—more significant than any favor he’s had to repay to anyone in eternity.”

      “Okaaaay,” I said, wondering why on earth Satan would do something that would mean he owed someone that much. “You wanna be more forthcoming?”

      “All in good time, my lover,” he replied with a lopsided smile that made my heart skip a beat.

      “Just tell me you’re okay.”

      “Right now I’m more than okay because I’m looking at you.”

      My smile widened and a happy sigh left my lips. “You’re very sly, Fairy.”

      “I am, my Queen,” The Kev agreed. “I’ve waited five hundred years for my heart to be whole again. I’ve waited for you.”

      “Are you trying to seduce me?” I inquired with a laugh.

      “Is it working?”

      “Yep.”

      “Then the answer is yes,” The Kev said. “However, would you like to share your day first?”

      “It’s kind of a buzz kill,” I said downing my wine in a quick and unladylike gulp. It was next to impossible to become intoxicated as an immortal, but I could always try.

      “I’m proud of you.”

      “You’re not mad?” I asked, setting the crystal wine glass carefully on the counter.

      “At you? No. At the good Fairies of Zanthia? Yes.”

      I sighed with relief and then poured another glass of wine. I would sip this one and enjoy it. “I kicked his ass.”

      The Kev laughed and took the full glass from my hand. “I would expect no less.”

      “The Shelia, Ethan, and Tiara seemed shocked,” I told him.

      The Kev shrugged and moved around the island. His scent was intoxicating and my head felt light. I didn’t need alcohol to get drunk. I just need my Fairy.

      “They don’t know you the way I do,” he replied easily with his lips a breath away from mine. “The Ned is not a problem anymore. However, there will be more like him when we go home.”

      The information he was imparting was important. I was certain of it. And I was doing my damnedest to keep my eyes on his face and listen to what he was saying, but my eyes desperately wanted to roam his body, followed by my hands, and then my mouth.

      “Are you listening to me, Gemma?” The Kev asked with a twinkle in his eye and a sexy half smirk.

      “Yes,” I said quickly. “Umm… The Ned will look great in hair pants and everyone will want them when we go home.”

      “Hair pants?” The Kev asked, confused.

      “Shit. You didn’t mention hair pants? I could have sworn you said hair pants.”

      “Nope. Would have remembered that one,” he said with a laugh. “Care to expand on that?”

      “Do I have to?”

      “No, but now it’s all I can think about,” he replied, tilting his head to the side and waiting for a reply.

      I shrugged and then traced his full lips with my finger. “The Ned was a dick and he punches really hard, so I removed the hair from his head and put it on his ass—hence hair pants.”

      The Kev’s laugh went all through me and I joined him. The calm feeling of being totally free washed over me. Love was such a gorgeous and simple thing.

      “Zanthia will never be the same, lover. You will be a breath of fresh air in a very dark place.”

      “About that,” I said, squinting at him. “The Ned said he’d been sent by a group that wants me dead. Am I going to have to start a hair pants company?”

      “Remains to be seen. I’ll go back before you. You will come with The Shelia when I feel the time is right.”

      I wrinkled my nose and narrowed my eyes. “I don’t like that at all.”

      “Neither do I,” The Kev conceded. “But I believe it’s the wisest choice. We do have allies, but I need to figure out who our true enemies are. It’s been centuries since I’ve spent time there. I’ve missed it. You will see how special it is very soon.”

      I kind of doubted that but stranger things had definitely happened. I’d had a weird tinge of something I couldn’t define when we’d gone there but we’d only been to the outskirts of the city. Zanthia had apparently been my home before, but it remained to be seen if it was where my heart would be. All I knew for certain was that my heart would be wherever The Kev was. That was a no brainer. If our destiny was in Zanthia, so be it. I could be flexible as long as I was alive.

      The Kev pressed his forehead to mine and my insides started to tingle. With strong hands, he lifted me off the stool and onto the granite countertop. He slowly and very deliberately ran his hands down my thighs and I sighed with delight. I had an intense desire to open them, trap him between my legs and keep him there forever. We could just spend eternity at the Cressida House doing wonderfully pornographic and naughty things to each other. It would be so much more fun than having to fight for my life and making half of Zanthia bald.

      “You are exquisite,” he whispered as he nipped at my ear.

      He smelled so damned good, I wanted to throw him on the floor and ride him until both of us couldn’t walk for a week—or three.

      “When will you go to Zanthia?” I asked, letting my head fall back to give him easier access to my neck.

      “Tomorrow,” he said, as he slowly ran his lips down my neck and along my collarbone.

      I felt my nipples harden and smiled as I watched his blue eyes change to a sparkling silver filled with desire. His lazy grin at my quick and needy intake of breath almost made me faint. I really liked the direction we were headed. I wanted to get to the good stuff, but if he was leaving tomorrow we needed to talk some more.

      “Susu will watch over you,” he said and leaned in for a kiss.

      “She’s a pain in the ass,” I mumbled against his lips. “She wants to eat everyone.”

      “Let her,” he replied, sucking my bottom lip into his talented mouth.

      “Can something that tiny eat a full-sized bad dude?” I asked, rubbing my chest against The Kev’s like a cat in heat.

      “Yes,” he said, grabbing my legs and inching me closer. “Turn your head when she does it. It’s not pretty. I’ve been around for a couple thousand years and still can’t watch that.”

      “This is not great foreplay conversation,” I said with a laugh as I wove my hands into his thick blond hair, cupped his head, and pulled his lips back to mine. “It’s pretty gross.”

      “True,” he agreed with a chuckle against my mouth. “Suffice it to say Susu can be trusted. She was created for you and you alone. Her methods can kill an appetite—pun intended—but keep her close.”

      “Roger that,” I said, ready to end all talk of profane, narcissistic Guardian Angels. I wanted all the focus on me. “Kiss me for real.”

      The Kev’s lips feathered across mine and he made the sexiest sound I’d ever heard. In a hot second his lips were no longer gentle and soft. He bit at my bottom lip and caught it between his teeth. He teased my tongue with his, sending happy little shockwaves through my hungry body. My Fairy tasted even better than he smelled. The feeling of his body pressed firmly against mine sent heat coursing through my body. Making out with my Fairy was every kind of awesome.

      “More,” I begged. “I want more.”

      “My pleasure,” The Kev replied with hooded eyes and a smile so sexy, I groaned with pleasure.

      His hands moved down my body and grabbed my ass, pulling me flush to him and grinding me into an erection so impressive I almost passed out. There was no way hairy Italian dudes were bigger and better than this. No freakin’ way. Susu was nuts—like I didn’t already know that tidbit. Oh my Hell, no more thoughts of insane tiny people. But there was still more to discuss.

      “I love you,” I whispered, staring straight into The Kev’s eyes.

      “I love you right back—more than you will ever know.”

      I groaned and giggled in one breath. “As much as I want to be a cowgirl and ride you like a bronco, we need to talk some more.”

      “I’m listening,” he said, slowly unbuttoning what used to be a kickass Prada shirtdress before The Ned altercation.

      “Kinda hard to concentrate,” I said, quickly unsnapping my bra and tossing it behind me.

      “Very hard,” The Kev agreed, placing my hand on his very happy camper. “Keep talking because soon I’m not going to be able to concentrate on words.”

      “Martha and Jane want to come to Zanthia and do a concert tour.”

      “Are you trying to kill the mood?” he asked with a pained laugh, running his hands through his hair and letting his head fall forward.

      “No,” I said, smacking his rock hard chest. “I just have to get your fine ass up to speed because you’re leaving. I told them no way in Hell.”

      Scooping me up off the counter, The Kev moved with inhuman speed to our lavish bedroom. “Good plan. Before I toss you on the bed and ravish your insanely hot body are there any other potential erection killers you need to share?”

      “Can Tiara and Lizard come back to Zanthia with me too?”

      He shook his head and sighed heavily. “As they’re part Demon, it’s not a good idea.”

      “Why? I call bullshit on that.”

      “I agree, but they could potentially lose their memory like Astrid when she went to Zanthia. Demons are forbidden in our land. Tiara and Lizard are half-Fairy and half-Demon. I don’t want to risk them,” he said in a strange tone.

      “I don’t understand why Demons are forbidden,” I said, leaning my head against his strong chest and breathing him in. “Why is that the way? Aren’t other species allowed?”

      He nodded and buried his face in my hair. “Certain species are, but only for limited amounts of time other than Mini-Elves.”

      “At the risk of sounding repetitive… why?”

      “It is law,” he said with a shrug.

      “Made by who?”

      He paused and looked at me. Gently laying me on the bed, he made himself comfortable beside me. Taking my face in his hands, he kissed the tip of my nose. “You made the law, my love.”

      “No way,” I said, jerking up to a sitting position. “There is no way I would be that kind of racist or specie-ist or whatever the Hell an immortal would call it. Not all Demons are bad.”

      The Kev said nothing. I didn’t like it when he said nothing. It meant he wanted me to figure shit out myself. How in the Hell was I supposed to figure out shit from a life I couldn’t remember?

      My anger at my lack of memory caused a minor—or major, depending on how you looked at it—Fairy dust explosion. The sedate décor of the bedroom went from creams and peaches to glittering pink, silver and gold. There was so much glitter. I coughed and waved my hand to control the amount of dust swirling like a mini tornado around the room.

      “Dang it,” I shouted as I clapped my hands and tried to tamp it back.

      No luck.

      “Can you help me out here?” I demanded, squinting at The Kev through the storm of magic.

      “It’s not the best idea to hold it in,” he said with a laugh, swatting at the swirling enchantment. “Magical constipation is unhealthy.”

      “Is it a good plan to drown in it?” I grumbled with an eye roll I was certain he couldn’t see due to the weather in the room.

      “Focus, Gemma,” he instructed calmly as he almost got blown off the bed in a violent gust of golden wind. “Control your power. Do not let it own you.”

      “Easy for you to say,” I griped as I tried to center myself and end the spontaneous sparkling magic shitshow. With effort mostly guided by my need to get laid, I chanted in a language that was becoming more familiar to me—not that I could translate it into English—but somewhere in my soul it made sense.

      The words were melodic and dissonant at the same time. They flowed from my glitter-covered lips with ease and confidence. Suddenly the room stilled and the dust fell in shimmering heaps to the burnished hardwood floors. The wind became a gentle breeze and I could see The Kev. He was grinning from ear to ear. The love shining in his eyes humbled me. I was a magical freakin’ menace and he still loved me.

      “I have got to get a grip on that shit,” I muttered, falling back on to the pillows. “It could be a real problem in the wrong situation.”

      “Or it could be the answer to a prayer,” he pointed out, taking me in his arms.

      “I suppose I could get a job in the circus or as a special effects expert in the movies,” I replied with a giggle as I snuggled in his embrace. “But surely I didn’t make that law. That’s not the kind of person I am. Could I have changed that much in a new life?”

      “You’re the same person,” The Kev said. “And I can’t tell you why you made the law. I was off fighting a war with the Trolls when you did it. By the time I returned, you were gone.”

      “Dead?” I whispered.

      He nodded and my stomach lurched. There was something so wrong with the story, but I didn’t know what. Pushing the feeling away, I went for another angle to try and make sense of why I would do something like I’d apparently done.

      “Were we attacked by Demons?” I asked, hoping there might have been reasonable cause to make such a harsh judgment against an entire species.

      He shook his head no and I sighed. God, going in blind to Zanthia was going to be dangerous on so many freakin’ levels. Maybe it was good to have a Guardian Angel with a healthy appetite for evildoers. Whatever. Maybe it was time to go home and right what was wrong. Was that why I’d come back?

      As long as I had The Kev at my side, everything would be okay. That was the only thing I knew for sure in the continually shifting hot mess that I called my life.

      “Are we good now?” The Kev inquired, with a raised brow and the hint of a smile pulling at his lips.

      “Do you mean the weather report?” I asked with an eye roll.

      “Nope,” he replied smoothly. “To get back to business.”

      “Can I say one more thing?”

      “Will it cause an earthquake?”

      “And if it did?” I shot back.

      “I wouldn’t give a damn. Say what you want whenever you want to say it.”

      God, I loved this spectacular man so much I was pretty sure it verged on obsession. “I’m not sure I’m ready to do this—go back to Zanthia and be the Fairy Queen,” I whispered.

      “Ready is not a term that Fate takes into consideration, lover. Time marches forward whether we are ready for it or not.”

      “Fate is kind of bitchy,” I muttered.

      “Accurate assessment,” The Kev concurred with a small smile. “However, Fate does not control free will. We do. Whatever this life throws at us, we have the choice to meet it head-on or turn and flee.”

      I was quiet for a long moment after that one. The love of my immortal life simply gazed at me and waited.

      “That was kind of profound.”

      “Yep, well, I’m kind of old,” The Kev replied with a wide grin. “Experience can do that to a guy.”

      “I think you’re perfect,” I told him, lightly running my hands over the sprinkling of crisp blond hair on his massive chest. “And I think Fate has Satan by the balls. I never thought he’d fall for anyone.”

      “There is someone for everyone,” The Kev said on a hissed intake of breath as my hands wandered lower. “However, she does own his balls.”

      “I’d really like to own yours,” I said with a giggle.

      “Trust me, lover. You do.”

      “Show me.”

      “Your wish is my command,” he said in a gruff voice that sent all my girlie parts into overdrive.

      I squealed with delight as he flipped me over, pinning me beneath him with my arms over my head. It was all kinds of sexy. All of his hard pressed against all of my soft was exactly what I wanted. I hadn’t been this turned on in… well, since the last time we did it. Sex with my Fairy just kept getting better and better. How was that even possible?

      When his mouth moved slowly and deliberately down my body, my squeals turned into labored breathing. My brain was a fabulously happy jumbled mess and my body took over. I arched toward him wantonly. His controlled dominance made my thinking erratic and our crazy need for each other was more than obvious to both of us.

      “Look at me,” he said, taking my chin in his large hand and forcing me to stare into his beautiful eyes. “Do you know what you do to me?” he demanded, lowering his lips to mine and kissing me senseless.

      I writhed beneath him, inviting him to take all of me. His eyes shimmered silver and I knew mine matched. He tore his mouth from mine and ran his open lips from my jaw to my heaving breast. My back arched up and his chuckle of delight sent shockwaves through me. I had never wanted any man so badly in my life.

      “You are my beautiful Fairy,” he murmured before taking my nipple into his mouth. He drew hard and I gasped, arched higher, and silently begged for more.

      He nipped and sucked until I saw stars. He pressed the lower half of his body against mine, creating a rhythm that made me feel dizzy. I slanted my mouth across his and drew his tongue into my mouth. He dug his fingers painfully into my hips and increased the speed of his undulating body. I cried out. It was perfect... that mind-numbing sensual place that I craved.

      He groaned into my mouth, cupped the back of my head with one hand and my ass with the other. I wanted to get closer. The Kev’s fingers moved like a high-speed vibrator and I cried out with pleasure. I was spiraling out of control, and I loved every second. I bucked on his hand like a champion bull rider and I had absolutely no control of the screams leaving my body.

      “Oh my God, lover,” he whispered in my ear, “I have never needed someone so badly in my life. You belong to me, to no one else. Mine.”

      “And you’re mine,” I told him with absolute confidence. “Forever.”

      “Deal.”

      How in the Hell did it feel like he had more than two hands? Every inch of my body was a live wire. My core literally throbbed and words no longer had meaning. His lips found mine and he kissed me with a passion I never knew existed until he came into my life. At the same time he pressed down on my clit with the heel of his hand.

      I detonated.

      But I was nowhere near done…

      “Need you,” I mumbled as I licked and bit at his neck.

      “Put me where you want me,” he insisted in a sexy gruff tone.

      He was hard and smooth at the same time. I was so in love with him I never wanted this moment to end. Ever. I guided him to where we both wanted him to be. He pushed the head of his shaft into me and I gasped.

      “God, it feels so good,” he moaned, one hand grasping my ass and the other tangled in my hair, forcing me to lock eyes with him as he slowly pushed.

      “Oh God,” I gasped, “don’t stop.”

      “Mine,” he groaned as his eyes blazed a gorgeous blue and silver.

      He filled me to capacity and beyond, yet I wanted more. I wanted all of him. I wanted him forever and I wanted his children. It didn’t matter that my mother sucked. I was going to be a kickass mother someday. The thin line between pleasure and completely losing myself in him blurred to the point I was unsure what it meant.

      We were so intertwined that I lost sight of myself and became part of him. I writhed beneath him, begging and moaning. My body demanded satisfaction without care for the consequences.

      Maybe my wish would come true right now. Maybe our love would create a new life.

      At the thought, I lost all control and arched my pelvis up, pleading for more. My unspoken need undid him. He roared, and with a deep thrust, he undid me. We came together and flew to places in my mind that words couldn’t do justice to.

      “What did you wish for?” he asked as he held me close.

      “Why?” I asked. “Could you hear me?”

      The Kev smiled down at me and pushed my unruly blonde locks behind my ear. “I think I did, but I’m not sure. Tell me.”

      “I wished for a child,” I said, not looking at him. Did he even want to be a dad at 2000? Maybe he didn’t want that. Maybe I could get a dog.

      “Oh, Gemma,” he said, closing his eyes.

      “What?” I asked, feeling like an idiot. “If you don’t want to, we don’t have to have a baby… I just thought…”

      “Nothing would bring me more pleasure and pride than to see you carrying our child, but…”

      “But?” I asked.

      “The timing is not the best. However, we will make it work,” he promised.

      “Whoa, Nelly. Wait a minute,” I said, sitting up quickly and taking his hands in mine. “I just wished for it. That doesn’t mean that we have to do it anytime soon. It can be a future thing. No biggie.”

      “Lover, your wish will always be my command.”

      “Well, thanks,” I said with a giggle. “It’s all kinds of awesome having my own personal Genie.”

      The Kev laughed and then let his head fall back on his shoulders. He stared at the ceiling for a long moment. “I don’t think you understood me.”

      “You said my wish is your command,” I replied and then froze. “You mean…”

      “Yes. That’s exactly what I mean, lover.”

      “So I’m pregnant?”

      “Possibly. When exactly did you wish? Before or after the… umm… end?” he inquired with a grin.

      “Before,” I whispered, paling. “Are you okay if I am pregnant?”

      He only paused for a fraction of a second, but I noticed it and my heart sank.

      “It would make my life complete.”

      I wasn’t entirely sure I believed him, but there was no time to get into an argument over it. I either was or I wasn’t. One thing was for sure, I was going to be fucking careful what I wished for in the future—bad pun painfully intended.

      “Are you ready to go again?” he asked, caressing my breast.

      “I’m not sure,” I lied with a smile as a slow heat coiled low in my body. “I can tell you this. I’m not going to wish for triplets or a litter of puppies.”

      “Excellent plan, lover. I believe I can help you be sure—about being ready for another round,” he said with a wicked grin, moving down my body and burying his face between my legs.

      I laughed with abandon as shots of pleasure pulsed through me as his tongue did things I’d never known a tongue could do.

      “I’m getting pretty sure,” I cried out.

      “That’s good.” His voice was gruff as he slid back up my body. “Because I’m very sure.”

      And he was.

      And I was.

      And it rocked.

      And if we’d made a baby because of my wish… that would rock too.

      I was definitely sure of it.
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      “What’s different about you?” Tiara asked, handing me a bagel with cream cheese.

      Scarfing the bagel down, I shrugged. “Nothing. Are there more bagels?”

      “You already ate five,” Susu pointed out as she zipped around the kitchen in my suite.

      The Kev had been gone for nine hours, thirty-two minutes and twenty-four seconds. I missed him like crazy. Not that going home to Zanthia was high on my bucket list, but seeing the man I adored most certainly was. I assumed he would take care of business quickly and we’d be together soon—hopefully tonight.

      “Your point?” I demanded of Susu as I ransacked the fridge for something sweet.

      “No point, Dairy Queen,” she replied with an impressive backflip. “Just an observation.”

      “Do they even have bagels in Zanthia?” I asked as I found some key lime pie in the fridge.

      “What they don’t have they will get for you, my Queen,” Tiara assured me. “I just wish I could go with you. Lizard has been crying for two days over not being able to protect you.”

      That gave me pause. Lizard was a hard-assed half-Demon half-Fairy. He was also mated to Martha and Jane. That was something I couldn’t wrap my mind around, but The Kev had said there was someone for everyone and that trio proved his point in a particularly icky way. Lizard carried a baseball bat and was basically afraid of nothing. I had a difficult time picturing him in tears.

      “Lizard cried?” I asked.

      “Yep,” Susu informed me. “I think it was a combo cry though.”

      “Explain,” I said, grabbing a fork and digging into the pie.

      “Well, the batshit crazy Martha and Jane still think they’re coming with us to Zanthia,” she informed me.

      “Nope,” I choked out with a mouthful of pie. “Not happening.”

      “Right,” Susu agreed. “However, the old hookers don’t realize that little fact yet. So Lizard is crying over not being able to protect you and that his older than dirt, horribly dressed assmonkeys are leaving too.”

      “Did you erase our words?” I demanded of Susu. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten to ask. In my defense, there had been a shit-ton going on in the last twenty-four hours.

      Susu froze mid-air, shrieked, and began to pummel herself violently. It was horrifyingly interesting to watch. Her language was positively rude and she called herself every name in the book and a few that I’m positive weren’t in any book.

      “Umm… what the ever-lovin’ fuck?” Tiara muttered as she ducked a flying Susu right before the Mini-Elf threw her tiny body at the wall. “What’s going on with your little buddy? And PS… I’m totally stealing fart-blasting asscanoes from Hades on Black Friday.”

      “Be my guest,” I said with a shudder as I caught my Guardian Angel midair before she slammed into the wall again. “Enough. Clearly you were unable to erase the words. Is that what this is about?”

      “Yes,” she wailed and began to glow like an army of lightning bugs. “And it gets worse.”

      “How in the fuck can it get worse?” I asked, feeling my stomach sink.

      “Well, they don’t actually remember that we hate the words,” Susu explained as she wrung her tiny hands in distress.

      “Okay,” I said, still holding her immobile so she didn’t behead herself or something even worse like eat herself. “That sounds positive.”

      “You would think,” she agreed, frantically nodding her head so fast her curls were now a tangled mess. “But the words… they remember the words.”

      “But not that we hate them?”

      “Right.”

      “So what’s the problem?” I asked, not following.

      “Brought you some moist biscuits, Hairy Queen,” Martha grunted, barging into my suite and slapping a plate down on the granite countertop.

      “Very nutritious,” Jane added as she marched her bony ass in behind her idiot partner in crime. “Churned some creamy butter for the biscuits myself. That fucking shit is delicious, but I got the creamy, creamy, creamy goodness all over my new gabardine assless slacks. Last time I make anything creamy.”

      “Holy shit,” Tiara screamed and slapped her hands over her ears. “Make them stop.”

      I couldn’t have agreed with the sentiment more, but why was Tiara freaking?

      “Cakeholes,” I hissed at the old bags. “Shut them or I’ll permanently remove them. You feel me?”

      Both Vampyres nodded, shrugged, and made themselves comfortable at the kitchen table. I winced at the thought of Jane’s bare ass on my chair, but I had bigger problems at the moment.

      Grabbing Tiara by the arm, I yanked her to the hallway out of earshot of the ancient biddies. “What is the issue?” I demanded as I tried not to gag at the sheer number of times the old Vamps had used the word creamy.

      “The words,” Tiara choked out looking like she too was going to heave. “I can’t take the words. Those skanks are freakin’ evil.”

      “Which words?” I asked.

      “Do I have to say them?” she asked, appalled.

      I thought about that for a second. “No. We can figure this out without actually speaking them. Does one start with a C and rhyme with steamy?”

      “Yesssssss,” Tiara hissed as she paled considerably.

      “Starts with B. Rhymes with Triscuit?” I went on.

      “Bingo,” she said as she dry heaved a little.

      “Is there one more that’s a synonym for pants?” I asked as I shuddered in agony.

      “Yes.” Tiara was now practically in tears.

      “So then nutritious and moist are okay by you?”

      “Not me,” Susu, who had turned an alarming shade of green, chimed in.

      “I’m okay with those. I don’t love them, but can deal with them,” Tiara said, with her hand poised in front of her mouth just in case she hurled. “It’s the others. Makes me want to blow something up… or puke.”

      I considered the problem for a moment and then sat down on the floor. “Is this a Fairy thing?”

      “Could be,” Tiara said as she slid down the wall and seated herself next to me. “I didn’t exactly have a normal Fairy upbringing, so I can’t say for sure. I mean, the Fairies weren’t really keen on a half-Fairy Half-Demon who’s also a lesbian in their midst.”

      “Fairies are homophobic?” I asked, getting pissed.

      “My mother is,” Tiara said with a shrug that spoke volumes. “Can’t speak for the rest. Of course, the fact that I’m also part Vamp poses a few issues.”

      “Those bastards have another thing coming when I get there.”

      Tiara laid her head on my shoulder and sighed. “You are my hero already. However, we have a fucking crisis at the moment. Sooooo, are those the words that you hate too?”

      I nodded curtly and then laughed. “They are. Martha and Jane found out and were going to use them against me to take them to Zanthia.”

      “I was supposed to wipe their minds but I fucked it up,” Susu said as she punched herself in the head to illustrate her displeasure with herself. “They don’t know we hate the words anymore, but they’re now programmed to use them constantly.”

      Again, Susu began to beat the living crap out of herself.

      “Dude, you have to stop that shit,” I chastised her. “I need you, and if you off yourself, I’m screwed.”

      Susu stopped and gasped with delight. Her violet eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. “You love me?”

      “Getting there,” I said with an eye roll. “It would be a lot easier if you didn’t try to tear your own head off.”

      “Roger that!”

      “So let me get this straight,” Tiara said, letting her head fall against the wall in semi-defeat. “If we go back in there, the asswanks are going to let the words rip? Possibly all at once?”

      “It’s a possibility,” I said, shaking my head in despair. “However, I have duct tape and I’m not afraid to use it.”

      “Thank you, my Queen,” Tiara said with a giggle. “Maybe if we can get them to leave everything will be okay.”

      The massive crash from the kitchen made me jump to my feet. The grunts and swearing made me cringe. WTF?

      “Oh my Hell on fire in August during a garbage strike! NOOOOO,” The Shelia screamed at the top of her lungs. “You are evil.”

      “It’s definitely a Fairy thing,” I said with a laugh. “They just nailed The Shelia with the words. Let’s go save her ass. Plus, I’m hungry and that flaky circle bread looked yummy.”

      “I see what you did there,” Tiara said with a grin. “Very nice.”

      “Thank you,” I replied with a curtsey. “Would you like some flakey circle bread?”

      “Yes. Yes I would. But I’m gonna pass on the butter.”
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        * * *

      

      Well, The Shelia certainly didn’t fuck around at all. Martha and Jane now resembled a human pretzel hanging from the large crystal chandelier over the island. The old dumbasses had so much duct tape on their mouths I was positive their lips would come off when it was removed.

      The Shelia was in the fetal position on the floor moaning in pain. “It was terrifying,” she gasped out. “All the words in one fucking sentence. How do they know the words?”

      Taking The Shelia’s hands in mine I pulled her up off the floor. “Long story short. They overheard them and were trying to use them to get me to take them to Zanthia.”

      “Hell to the no,” The Shelia shouted.

      “Agreed,” I said with a laugh.

      “Let me take it from here,” Susu volunteered.

      “Have at it,” I told her as I grabbed two of the flaky circle breads and gave one to Tiara and shoved one into my mouth. Damn, the ancient cows could cook.

      “I tried to wipe their brains, but since they’re dead, I failed,” Susu said as she sucker punched herself in the gut. “Now they use the words all the time.”

      “Not if we permanently affix the duct tape,” The Shelia pointed out, making an excellent observation.

      “Can we do that?” I asked.

      Everyone was silent for a long moment as we considered the ramifications of the action.

      “I don’t see why not,” Tiara said. “I mean, they could destroy the entire Fairy species if they were running loose in Zanthia. It’s for national security.”

      “Or I could eat them,” Susu offered.

      Both of the plans appealed to me on an unrealistic level, but I knew they would feel awesome for a minute and then suck ass for the rest of eternity. Eternity was long… Shit.

      “No,” I said, pulling a strategy out of my butt as I spoke. “No eating and no permanent mouth tape. However, electrocution is a viable option. I was thinking a shock collar of sorts that will blast them every time they utter one of the words.”

      “Brilliant,” The Shelia said, snapping her fingers and producing two black collars. “Shall I put them on the freaks of nature?”

      Eyeing the plain black collars, I sighed and put my hand out. The Shelia handed them over and I glanced up at the wide-eyed Vampyre pretzel hanging from the ceiling.

      “Feathers?” I questioned.

      The nodded as enthusiastically as a pretzel could.

      “Sequins?”

      They grunted their approval.

      “Marabou?” Susu suggested.

      “Spandex?” Tiara added.

      Martha and Jane’s eyes grew even wider with delight. I couldn’t believe what I was about to do, but it felt right. The collars were a necessity if killing them was a no-no. I realized I was fully willing to create a disastrous fashion statement that would make the old biddies happy.

      With a wiggle of my nose, the plain black collars became atrocious works of disgusting art covered in everything Martha and Jane adored.

      “Now you can put them on them,” I said, handing an amused The Shelia back the collars.

      “Can I do it?” Susu begged. “I fucked up and this will make me feel better.”

      “Go for it,” The Shelia said, handing off the repulsive neckwear to the Mini-Elf.

      Susu completed her mission quickly and with a wiggle of my finger I magically untied them from their contorted position. The old gals fell to the floor with a thud and then preened about the suite showing off their new chokers. They looked ridiculous. It was fitting because Martha and Jane defined ridiculous. And not one of the words fell from their lips… yet.

      “Have you heard from The Kev?” I asked The Shelia who paled so quickly she looked like a ghost.

      She grabbed the edge of the counter and her magic bubbled to the surface. Blasts of silver and gold flew from her hands and her eyes making her look like an avenging Angel. My stomach knotted and I realized I was glowing so brightly I’d burned a hole in the expensive rug I was standing on.

      “What?” I demanded tersely. “What have you heard?”

      “God, I was so thrown by the words, I forgot why I rushed over here,” The Sheila said as her Fairy dust production increased. “Imprisoned.”

      “Wanna be more specific?” I snapped, feeling sick. “Who’s imprisoned?” I was pretty sure I knew the answer, but I needed her to say it.

      “My brother. They’ve imprisoned him in Zanthia.”

      “Why?” I ground out so quietly everything in the room stopped. No one even took a breath.

      “They say he’s part Demon,” The Shelia whispered, backing away from me.

      She was a smart Fairy. I was about to explode. The stillness and silence were gone. My power engulfed the room and everyone flew willy-nilly as the silver and golden wind picked up to a point of destruction. Explosions of Fairy dust went off making the suite look like an indoor firework demonstration. It was macabre and strangely beautiful. It was also chilling and deadly.

      “Gemma,” Susu screamed as she was whipped across the room caught up in a funnel of glittering frosty-pink enchantment. “Stop. Control your magic. NOW.”

      I heard her words. I knew she was right. Helping The Kev would be impossible if I decimated my small army before the fight. And the Vampyres wouldn’t be overly excited if I blew up the Cressida House. With an effort born of love for my Fairy, I tamped back the tsunami.

      Screaming in pain, I dropped to my knees. I gritted my teeth and ended the shitstorm I’d brought about. The exertion made me feel light-headed and woozy. I also felt a little proud. I might not have control of when it happened, but if I could stop it, I was one step further than I was yesterday.

      The silence after the storm was loud. I was surprised we hadn’t been barraged by Vamps wondering what the Hell had just happened.

      “Umm… you okay?” Tiara asked as she got down on the floor next to me.

      “Nope. Not even a little bit okay,” I said flatly. “Did I kill anyone?”

      “All alive and accounted for, Dairy Queen,” Susu announced, looking a little worse for wear.

      “Feeling a little moist,” Jane said and then jackknifed forward as her collar shocked the shit out of her.

      “What the fuck was that?” Martha shouted, pointing at Jane and laughing like a loon. “Her goddamned slacks are…”

      And Martha went down too.

      Whatever. The words actually didn’t bother me now. I could care less.

      My concern was The Kev and only The Kev.

      “This is bullshit,” I hissed, looking up at The Shelia. “The Kev is not part Demon. He’s a Fairy.”

      “I think something happened when we helped Satan find Fate in Kismet,” The Shelia said tonelessly.

      Closing my eyes, I clenched my hands to fists at my sides. Control my magic. I had to control my magic. I needed to be alive for what I was about to do. The Kev’s actions as of late were starting to make some horrifying sense.

      Slowly getting to my feet, I kept my body rigid so I wouldn’t kill the messenger or blow the back wall of the Vampyre compound into oblivion.

      It was not The Shelia’s fault. It was not any Vampyre’s fault. It was not my fault.

      However, I was quite certain I knew whose fault it was.

      Grabbing my Chanel bag off the counter, I shook the glitter off of my Prada sheath and checked my face in the mirror. My eyes glowed a deadly shimmering silver and my face was flushed with fury. I looked like a Fairy Queen on the edge—which was exactly what I was.

      “Are you going somewhere?” Tiara asked, keeping her distance.

      “I am.”

      “Can I ask where?” Susu chimed in softly which was totally out of character for her.

      “I’m going to Hell.”

      “Oh shit,” Tiara muttered. “Should I get Astrid? She’s good with handling Uncle Fucker.”

      My head whipped around and I glared at her. Clearly, I was so frightening Tiara couldn’t hold my gaze.

      “Trust me,” I ground out through clenched teeth as I felt Fairy dust burst from my fingertips. “I don’t need anyone at the moment. I’ll be going solo and the Devil will never be the same.”

      As my words left my lips, I smiled. I believed every single one of them.

      The Fairy Queen had arrived.
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      The Kev was correct. Hell was hot.

      As I wasn’t expected, I was surrounded by enormous Demon guards the second I arrived. The gnashing of sharp fangs and growling didn’t scare me a bit. On a different day it might have, but not today.

      “Take me to Satan,” I snapped as a blast of silver dust exploded around me causing the Demons to back away.

      “My Liege sees no one without an appointment,” the tall one in the front hissed.

      “He’ll see me.”

      “I wouldn’t bet on it, girlie,” the Demon said with a dismissive wave of his clawed hand.

      The very same sun that warmed the Earth, Heaven and Hell beat down on my head from the sky that the entire Universe shared. For some reason the heat gave me confidence—or else I’d completely lost my mind. Or maybe I was pissed that the idiot had called me girlie. Whatever. There was no time to dissect my sanity or lack thereof. Of course, I didn’t want to blow my wad before my chat with the Devil, but it looked like I would have to show these shits who was in charge at the moment. Sane or insane, this girlie had some game.

      “Really?” I asked politely as my silver eyes narrowed to slits.

      “Yes,” the tall one barked, but took a few more steps back.

      They were the only thing that stood between the Dark Palace and me. I was going to walk into the Dark Palace no matter what.

      “That’s a damned shame,” I said, wiggling my finger and blowing up about three hundred feet of the ornate iron fence that surrounded the Dark Palace. “I was so looking forward to chatting with your son of a bitch boss. However, if he’s really that busy I suppose I’ll just have a little fun before I go. You feel me, boys?”

      Without letting them answer or have the opportunity to charge me, I dropped an impenetrable wall around myself and let my freak flag fly. With a wave of my hand the two stone guard towers that flanked the entrance blew up and crashed to the ground creating a pile of rubble about twenty feet tall.

      “You will cease,” the Demon roared as his eyes turned a furious blood red and he tried to smash through the wall protecting me.

      “I’m just getting started,” I explained as he dropped to the ground from the force of his hit against my wall. “If I can’t see him, I’d like Satan to know I was here.”

      Clapping my hands, I watched as all the Demons went slack-jawed and sprinted for cover as a thousand shimmering golden bees swarmed the sky and then dove at them. While was I at it, I blew up the row of expensive cars lining the long manicured drive and then killed every shrub and bush on the front side of the estate.

      Honestly, I was having fun. Destroying a gorgeous property didn’t say much for my definition of fun, but I was angry. And I was sure I had very good reason to be. If the guards wouldn’t bring me to my reason, I would bring my reason to me.

      Unsure how much more it would take, I set a blazing pink and silver fire to the front of the Dark Palace. And then my wish was granted.

      “Seriously?” Satan bellowed from the enormous front door of the Dark Palace.

      He threw his hands in the air and stomped his foot like a child. I almost laughed, but today was no laughing matter.

      The Devil was a beautiful sight to behold—tall, dark and sinfully handsome. His beauty was absurd. Demons were an extraordinarily good-looking race, but Satan put all to shame. His black Armani suit was custom made and he wore his black shirt open at the neck. It wasn’t just the man’s looks, it was his aura—something intangible… sheer unadulterated, scary power.

      I actually liked him. I’d spent some time in Hell a while back when my people were trying to kill me dead and had gotten to know the Dark Prince. I’d also had to beat off his advances regularly back then. However, now that he’d found his mate those days were over. No one wanted to fuck with Elle aka Fate… including Satan. He adored her. The Devil’s other half was a deadly force to be reckoned with.

      But today? I was one Hell of a force myself.

      “The landscapers came this morning,” Satan snapped, looking around the grounds with dismay. “Wouldn’t it have been easier to just fucking knock?”

      “Your boys wouldn’t let me,” I called out as I let the wall around me disintegrate to a sparkling gold dust at my feet.

      Satan’s eyes narrowed as he took me in. I held my head high and stared right back at him. I wasn’t an idiot. I was very aware I’d just shown up in Hell and ransacked the exterior of the Devil’s main residence. But the Devil respected power and I was going to prove I had it.

      “So I’m guessing by the damage this isn’t a social call?” Satan inquired as he pointed to the craters in the ground where his cars used to be.

      “Nope. Not social in the least,” I confirmed, standing my ground.

      “Will this get together be polite?” the Prince of Darkness asked with a small smirk pulling at his lips.

      “That remains to be seen,” I said flatly. “Invite me into your home, Satan.”

      “By all means,” Satan said with an irreverent bow. “I’d be delighted to have the Fairy Queen blow up my Palace. My mother blew it up last week and I’ve been dying to redecorate it… again.”

      With that he turned and held the door open for me. No one could accuse the Devil of not being a gentleman. Well, they could but he had fairly decent manners.

      “I’ll do my best not to blow up the Palace,” I replied with a raised brow.

      “Well, then both of you should come in.”

      Quickly glancing to my left and right, I gave Satan a glare. “I’ve come alone, Devil.”

      “Whatever you say,” he replied with a shrug and a smile. “We’ll talk in my office. It’s been bomb-proofed.”
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      “Are you fucking kidding me?” I shouted at Satan. “You made The Kev part Demon?”

      He had the grace to actually blanch slightly under my ire. What he’d done was unheard of. The Devil had moved what basically amounted to his soul into The Kev’s body so he could save Elle. He ruined my love for his? Fucking unreal. My magic ripped through his massive office turning everything on its side and upside down—including his enormous desk. The wall-to-wall stone fireplace crumbled like it was made of sand. The Devil had a penchant for stealing office supplies, so I was wildly happy to have destroyed his stolen stash. I was ready to destroy him as well.

      “There was no choice,” Satan said tightly, picking up a slightly damaged stapler and putting it in his pocket. “It was either do what I did… or allow the end of the world. Do you really think I would have fucked with the fate of the most deadly Fairy in the Universe if there was another way?”

      “You’re Satan,” I ground out as sparks of magic flew from my fingers that itched to blow up all of Hell. “Fucking with people is what you do.”

      “No,” he growled in a tone so hollow it made me step back. “I do not fuck with people unless they deserve to be fucked with. I punish evil. I don’t create it. Free will does that all by itself. You can thank my brother God for that one. He’ll be here in an hour for poker if you’d like to tell him he’s an ass.”

      “You’re an ass. You fucked with The Kev and he did not deserve it,” I shot back wanting to hurt him badly.

      Satan stood as still as a statue and stared at me. It was terrifying. Maybe I shouldn’t have called him an ass. I was unsure if he’d had enough and was going to end me where I stood or if he was going to explain himself. Did it even matter? What was done was done.

      “Given the circumstances, Fairy, what would you have done?” he inquired tonelessly.

      That gave me pause. My answer was… Shit. I knew my answer. I would have done the same and so would my beautiful Fairy.

      “Did The Kev know what you were doing to him?”

      Satan nodded and sighed. “Yes, to a point. I explained that there would be lingering effects and that I would owe him.”

      “And?” I pressed.

      “And he agreed. End of story,” Satan snapped and rolled his eyes. “Did he send you down here to destroy my office in retribution?”

      “Do not make light of this,” I hissed and crushed a calculator that had escaped my earlier wrath under my stiletto heel.

      Satan breathed in through his nose and slowly out through his lips. For a brief second, I wondered if I’d gone too far with the calculator. If I pissed him off enough, I might not leave Hell in one piece. Or I might not leave Hell at all.

      Dial it back. Be smart. Don’t fuck with the one you need information from. Shit. This was going to be hard. There was a hole punch in range that my fingers ached to throw at the Devil’s head.

      “What do you want?” Satan asked, snapping his fingers and righting his black leather couch and several other pieces of furniture.

      “It is not the end of the story, as you so carelessly put it,” I ground out.

      “Do tell,” he said, indicating I take a seat on the chair across from him.

      Ignoring his condescending tone and his idiotic invitation, I waved my hand and melted the hole punch so I didn’t knock him out with it. “The Fairies have imprisoned The Kev in Zanthia.”

      “I really liked that hole punch,” Satan pouted.

      “Did you hear me?” I snarled. “He’s been imprisoned because he’s part Demon now thanks to you.”

      “I heard you,” he said, crossing his legs and sitting back on the couch. “What is it that you’d like me to do about this? I’m not exactly allowed in your fair land.”

      “He’s trapped there and will lose his memory in Zanthia since that’s what happens to Demons.”

      “He won’t,” Satan said flatly. “He was here and I made sure that he would never suffer that side effect.”

      “But you wouldn’t take the Demon out of him?” I demanded.

      “That, my dear, is not possible. So again, what do you want me to do?”

      Shit. I didn’t really think this out well. I had no clue what I wanted him to do.

      Damn it to Hell and back. It had seemed like such a good idea to go to Hell and kick Satan’s ass. Now? Not so much.

      I was no one’s Queen. I was an idiot with a death wish.

      My fury at myself caused an explosion of Fairy dust that took out all of Satan’s pilfered mesh wire organizers and pencil cups along with a printer and a fax machine. Why did he even have a fax machine? No one faxed anymore.

      Glancing around in horror at all the damage I caused, I wanted to cry. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled. “That last little tornado wasn’t aimed at you. It was aimed at me.”

      “Is that supposed to make me feel better about the death of my fax machine?” Satan inquired with a raised brow and a twinkle in his eye.

      “Umm… yes,” I answered with a giggle. “Fax machines are old school anyway.”

      “I’m old,” he replied with a smile.

      “I really am sorry. Not that you’re old. I’m sorry that I demolished your stuff. You look great for being older than dirt,” I said and then wanted to punch myself in the head like Susu. I should have stopped after sorry. Why in the Hell did I just tell the Devil he was older than dirt?

      “Are you quite done destroying my abode and insulting me?” Satan inquired, clearly amused at my babbling.

      “Yes. Yes I am.”

      “Good,” Satan said with a relieved sigh. “Come have a seat. We’re going to have a little chat now.”

      “Will I owe you for this?” I asked, not trusting the motives of the Devil.

      His bellow of laughter made me grin. Holy Hell, the bastard was charming.

      “That, my dear, is a fine question and most don’t think to ask until it’s too late. The answer is no. You will not owe me. Sit.”

      I did and I waited until the silence grew deafening. My knees were bouncing and I wanted to be anywhere except where I was right now. Michael Jackson could save me. I silently got through all the lyrics of Rock With You and Beat It before I couldn’t take the strained silence anymore.

      “Umm… am I supposed to go first?” I asked, feeling way out of my depth.

      “No, I just like my guests to be off balance. Did it work?”

      I wanted to smack him. I didn’t. I’d already insulted him and was still breathing. Smacking Satan would be pushing my luck. Astrid was the only one that I knew who could get away with that. “Yes. Yes it worked really well.”

      “Great,” Satan said with a wide grin. “So do you have a plan?”

      “A plan?”

      The Devil rolled his eyes and sighed dramatically. “Damn good thing you came to Hell,” he muttered. “Do you have a plan to get The Kev out of imprisonment?”

      “Umm… not exactly. Do you?” I inquired hopefully, not feeling Queenly at all.

      Satan shook his head and ran his hands through his hair. “You truly want the Devil to hatch your plan?”

      “Probably not, but I’m gonna go with my gut… so yes,” I told him, feeling pretty good about my decision.

      “Fine. Listen closely and tell no one that I helped you. I will deny it—not good for my reputation if people think I’m nice. Understood?”

      “Totally,” I promised. He was nuts, but for some bizarre reason I trusted him. Hopefully, I wouldn’t live to regret this decision, but I didn’t have many other avenues to take at the moment. He was the freakin’ King of the Underworld and was older than dirt—literally. He had to know something.

      “Your power. Can you control it?” Satan asked.

      “No.”

      “I call bullshit on that,” he replied smoothly.

      “Take a look at your office,” I snapped sarcastically.

      “Again, I call bullshit,” he said. “You wanted to destroy me and had to opt for my office and the exterior of my Palace instead. Correct?”

      “Okay. Yes. But I don’t have control of when happens. I get pissed and it reacts,” I told him honestly.

      “Hold that thought for a moment. I know you can fight and kill. I saw you do it in Kismet,” he said thoughtfully as he found a stray paperclip and began shaping it into a puppy. “My guess is that you don’t want to go to Zanthia.”

      “Is it that obvious?” I asked, somewhat embarrassed. It had to look pretty bad if the Queen didn’t want her Queen-dom.

      “Irrelevant. Do you remember your past life?”

      “No.”

      “And yet one more time I call bullshit,” he replied, snapping his fingers and making the paperclip puppy come to life.

      “I don’t,” I insisted, getting annoyed. Was I just going to sit here and listen to the Devil tell me I was full of shit? I had far more important things to do with my time—like save The Kev. “And I don’t want to remember either.”

      “Ah-ha!” Satan yelled, startling me and putting the puppy in his pocket. “And that is the problem, Fairy Queen. The only thing stopping you from success is yourself.”

      “I don’t need a therapist. I thought you were going to give me a fucking plan,” I grumbled.

      “Listen to my words,” Satan said. “If you fight yourself, you can’t be who you are supposed to become. It’s pretty fucking simple. Don’t you think?”

      “Umm… no.”

      With an eye roll that deserved an Academy Award, Satan groaned.

      “Fine. Disguise yourself—all of you Fairies are excellent at that. Go back into Zanthia under false pretenses and find out where The Kev is being held. Do not, under any circumstances—fucked up or otherwise—reveal who you are until you’re ready to assume your responsibilities. And if you have to, bust The Kev out and blow the whole plane right off the map of the Universe.”

      “That seems a little harsh,” I said, squinting at him doubtfully.

      “Why? From what I’ve observed, all the Fairies have done is tried to kill you. And they succeeded last time. Why do you care?”

      “I don’t,” I said and then stopped. “Wait. I don’t even know my kind. I’ve never been there for real. Killing off all Fairies seems wrong.”

      “If you want to discern right from wrong, you have come to the wrong place,” Satan said with a chuckle. “Leading a species sucks. Take it from me. Demons are difficult, to put it mildly. However, I’m the best in the world at what I do. No one can lead like I can. I’m brilliant, occasionally fair, and I’m a seriously good-looking bastard.”

      “You forgot humble.”

      “No, actually I didn’t,” Satan shot back with a grin. “A leader has to want to lead. He or she has to have an ego and desire to run the show. Being in charge is not for weenies.”

      “Did you just say weenies?” I asked, biting back a smile.

      “I did and if you repeat it, I will deny it and make your life more of a living Hell than it is now. Capisce?”

      “Yep,” I said. “What if I get there and like it?” I asked, now totally confused about almost everything except the fact that I was going to save my man.

      “All the better,” Satan said with a shrug. “I fucking love Hell. It’s fantastic.”

      “Kinda hot,” I countered.

      “That’s what air conditioning and scotch on the rocks are for, Fairy Queen.”

      “Okay,” I said, mulling over the advice from the Devil. “I’m gonna go to Zanthia. Get The Kev, and kill anything that gets in my way. Right?”

      “I’d love to tell you yes. The killing part sounds fantastic, but…” Satan let his head fall back on the couch. “It really gives me hives to have to say this, but you need to try to figure out how to make it work there. If the fucking Fairies implode, the balance will be off and then my job becomes tedious. The goddamned Trolls have been eyeing Zanthia for thousands of years and if those fuckers take it, we’ll all be screwed.”

      “Wait. What?” I asked, not expecting any of this.

      “Gemma, how old are you?”

      “Thirty. What does that have to do with anything?” I demanded.

      “Everything,” Satan snapped. “Immortality is long. When you live forever, sometimes you have nothing to live for at all. Let’s just say you destroy your heritage for shits and giggles. How’s that going to work out for you ten thousand years from now?”

      “How the Hell should I know?” I shouted, wanting to blow Satan’s office up again.

      “I’ll tell you,” he said. “It will suck. It will suck tremendously. So you need to grow up — quick. Figure out who wants to kill you and straighten the fuck out of your Fairies or The Kev will be destroyed. You are the one who created the law that keeps Demons out. It’s time for you to figure out why you did that or change it.”

      “Will that be easy?”

      “Hell no,” Satan said. “Pun intended. You’ll be lucky to survive it. However, I have a strange feeling you just might.”

      “Do you know something I don’t know?” I asked, hoping for anything that would give me more faith in myself.

      “Nope. You’d have to talk to my Elle if you want to know the future, but she’s out doing Fate-y things at the moment. However, she did give me a gift for you.”

      “You knew I was coming?” I asked, shocked.

      “Fate knew,” he replied cryptically.

      Removing a gorgeous crystal stone on a thin silver chain from his pocket he handed it to me.

      “What is it?” I asked, taking the necklace into my hand. It was warm and made my entire body tingle in a lovely way.

      “It will protect a half-Fairy half-Demon. You must wear it always. Never let the necklace be removed until there is peace in Zanthia,” Satan advised.

      “This will help The Kev?”

      Satan was quiet for a long moment. I could tell he wanted to say a lot, but I was also quite sure he was only going to say enough. Immortals were the most cryptic pains in the ass I’d ever come across.

      “It’s meant for a girl. This will not help The Kev.”

      “Tiara?” I asked, hopefully. It would be fanfreakintastic if I could bring her to Zanthia with me.

      “No. Not Tiara,” Satan replied and then closed his eyes. “Fucking rules,” he muttered. “I can’t tell you or I’ll lose panty privileges with Elle. Not to mention I’ll fuck up the natural order of shit.”

      “A hint then?” I bargained and then winced at what I was about to suggest. “What if I call God an ass for you?”

      “You would do that?” Satan asked with delight.

      “Umm… yes, but after it sinks in, I get to tell God I was totally joking. Cool?”

      Satan didn’t even have to think. “Deal!”

      “My hint?” I pressed.

      “The initials of the one it will save are BJ.”

      “Like blow job?” I asked, getting pissed. “If you’re fucking with me, I’ll tell your mom. Mother Nature will kick your ass since I’m not technically allowed to.”

      “You are fabulously evil. Are you sure you’re not a little bit Demon?” the Devil asked with a laugh.

      “I’m all Fairy,” I said with conviction. “So the initials are truly BJ?”

      “They are. And you will love her as much as she will love you.”

      “She’s in Zanthia?”

      Satan smiled. “She will be as soon as you are.”

      “Satan?”

      “Yes?”

      “Thank you.”

      He glanced around to make sure no one else was in the office or within earshot. “You’re welcome, Fairy Queen. I wish you the best. However, I will deny that I said that if you repeat it. And remember, you can control your power and you happen to have a Hell of a lot of it. You simply need a good reason to do so. Find your reason and you will finally be Queen.”

      I nodded to the Dark Prince and clapped my hands. In a blast of silver, gold and pink I left Hell.

      I was on my way to Zanthia, but I had to make a quick pit stop.

      I needed a little help from my friends.

      And some from the banes of my existence.

      Life was about to get very interesting.
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      “Duuuuude,” Astrid said as she gave me a thumbs up in appreciation. “That is one rockin’ look.”

      “Dang it. You can tell it’s me?” I asked, deflated.

      I looked nothing like myself. It had taken me over an hour to come up with something that I thought would work. My blonde hair was now red. My silver eyes were green. My bra size had decreased and I was now five foot five—four inches shorter than my normal five foot nine. Did I need a mustache? Shit.

      “Gemma, I know you in my soul. I would recognize you if you were a fish in a school in the ocean. I’m not a good judge here,” Astrid said.

      “Okay.” I heaved a sigh of relief. “Susu recognized me too, but she claims she can see through all disguises.”

      “This is true,” Astrid agreed. “Wanna tell me why you’re sporting a new face and body?”

      “Satan,” I replied with a grin.

      Astrid’s eyes grew wide and her mouth dropped open. “Dear cousin Jesus, tell me you didn’t take advice from Uncle Fucker.”

      “I most certainly did,” I shot back. “However, the particulars are of my own doing.”

      “Care to elaborate?”

      “Just sit back and enjoy the show,” I suggested. “It will be starting momentarily.”

      “They’re coming!” Susu squealed as she darted into my suite.”

      Susu was sporting a new look as well. Of course, my Guardian Angel had not been pleased that she had to change her perfection as she referred to it. She’d thrown a hissy fit that would have made a toddler proud. But once informed that I would be looking for a new Guardian Angel if she didn’t get with the program, Susu quickly complied.

      “And they’re aware that we’re different?” I asked as I took in a deep breath. What I was about to do was gas-inducing, but it was also freakin’ brilliant.

      “They are.” Susu nodded enthusiastically and continued to flit about the room. “You’re sure about this?”

      “Nope, but I’m going with it,” I said as I glanced down at my jeans, blue Converse and Michael Jackson concert t-shirt. It wasn’t Prada at all. Prada was out for the time being. Jeans and tennis shoes were in. Honestly, it felt good. It was a skin I enjoyed being in. Plus, I’d kept my same butt. I had a really nice butt.

      “This is fucking crazy,” The Shelia said, breezing into the room looking nothing like her usual self. “Have you truly thought this plan through?”

      “I have,” I told her. “And this is what we’re going to do.”

      She was quiet for a moment and then bowed her head to me in deference. Her blonde hair was now black and she was working a sexy goth look. It was all kinds of awesome and nothing like her norm. If I didn’t know it was her, I wouldn’t recognize her at all.

      “You can’t bow to me. It will give me away,” I told her.

      She paused and nodded. “Second nature,” The Shelia said with a small smile. “Won’t happen again.”

      “Thank you,” I replied, feeling nervous. There were about a million things that could go wrong with the plan, but there were potentially a million things that could go right.

      “Nice boots,” Astrid said to The Shelia with a raised brow.

      The Shelia grinned and admired the fabulous black Prada stiletto boots she was wearing. “Told you I was going to borrow these when the time was right,” she shot back at Astrid with a wink.

      “They look better on you anyway,” Astrid replied. “Keep them.”

      “I was planning on it,” The Shelia told her with a laugh. “And thank you.”

      “My pleasure.”

      “Well, I’ll be an overblown guppy anus! Look at you, Hairy Spleen,” Martha shouted as she and Jane entered the room followed by their mate Lizard who was still crying.

      I adored Lizard. I questioned his taste in women, but he was loyal and he was good—just a little rusty around the edges. The half-Fairy half-Demon was also seriously deadly. He wasn’t the best looking guy which was odd since both of his species were ridiculously handsome people, but I thought he was cute in a very left of center way. Lizard was a bit scaly and his eyes were a tad too close together, but his smile was sweet as long as his fangs were retracted. He wore his usual ill-fitted black suit, navy beret and bright green high tops. I was slightly surprised his gal pals hadn’t started making him wear sequins.

      “What in the creamy…” Jane began only to be thrown to the floor by a shock from her collar. As she convulsed like a fish out of water, everyone stepped around her and took a seat in the living room.

      “Jane. If you say the words, you’ll get shocked,” I reminded the idiot, yanking her up off the floor and tossing her onto the couch next to Martha and Lizard.

      “It’s as mother fuckin’ hard as a weasel-headed fart-nugget,” Jane grumbled as she rubbed her neck. “I just keep thinkin’ about biscuits.”

      And down she went again like a cement block in the Hudson River with a body attached to it while all the Fairies in the room winced in pain at the word. That was going to be my ace in the hole. I could feel it in my bones.

      “That’s a good one,” Tiara said still gagging from the mention of biscuits. “I’m calling it.”

      “Calling what?” Astrid asked as she watched Jane contort on the floor.

      “The fart-nugget thing. I call it.”

      “You can have it,” I said with an eye roll and a small shudder. “So here’s the deal. Susu, The Shelia, Martha, and Jane are coming with me to Zanthia under false pretenses.”

      “Wait! What?” Martha yelled and began to twerk she was so excited. “We’re going on the road to Zanthia?”

      “We are,” I said, waving my hand and rendering her obscene hips still. “Your band, which will choose a new name, is going on tour.”

      Astrid’s gasp of surprise made me grin. She’d only heard part of it. What was coming next was all kinds of brilliantly wrong.

      “Well, shit,” Jane—who clearly hadn’t learned her lesson yet—griped. “I was kind of fond of Creamy Nutritious Moist Biscuit Slacks.”

      The zap from shock collar was loud and the spasms were epic. However, the wailing shrieks from all the Fairies in the room were horrifying.

      “PLEASE. Let me eat them,” Susu screamed, turning agitated flips in the air. “PLEASE.”

      “Nope,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest and marveling that the words no longer affected me. Mind over matter and needing to have my shit together to save The Kev were very strong motivators. However, I was relieved it was still incapacitating to the others of my kind.

      “I can’t do it,” The Shelia choked out, now an unattractive green in the face. “I want to kill something.”

      “I seriously think we should have made the duct tape permanent,” Tiara said, rolling around the floor in pain.

      “No can do,” I replied with a grin. “Trust me on this. As your Dairy Queen, I will not lead you astray.”

      “But you may lead us to the toilet,” The Shelia pointed out.

      “Yes.”

      “Great,” she muttered as she picked Tiara up off the floor and positioned both of them outside the bathroom door. “Fucking great.”

      Lizard was quick to follow. He loved his ladies, but the words were too much for him too.

      “Okaaay,” Astrid said, trying not to laugh but looking confused. “Sooo, the assmonkeys get shocked when they use certain words?”

      “Yes,” I confirmed. “There seem to be a few words that Fairies have a difficult time with.”

      “Makes us want to kill shit,” Tiara volunteered.

      “And puke,” Lizard gagged out.

      “So what’d you do? Program the words into the shock collar?” Astrid inquired as a naughty smile pulled at her lips.

      “Yep,” I said, already knowing where the conversation was going.

      “And can we program in a few more?” she asked, rubbing her hands together with glee.

      Martha and Jane eyed Astrid suspiciously.

      “I believe that can be done,” I confirmed.

      “So what are you gonna do, Boobs McClanahan?” Jane grunted.

      “That one,” Astrid said.

      “Awww, come on Chesty McMilkbomb. You’re no fun,” Martha grumbled.

      “And that one,” Astrid added with a delighted laugh. “What else you got, asshats?”

      “Is that a trick question?” Martha asked Jane.

      “Not sure,” Jane answered. “Seems like Hooters LaBoobyland has her panties in a fucking wad.”

      “And that too,” Astrid said as I waved my hand and adjusted the collar. “Why in the Hell didn’t I think of that? It’s all kinds of motherhumpin’ brilliant.”

      “Necessity breeds ingenuity… or shock collars,” I told her with a giggle. “Plus, can’t have my Fairies hurling everywhere.”

      “Point,” Susu shouted.

      “So back to the plan,” I said, getting excited. Of course, there were holes in the plan since I didn’t know all that much about Zanthia, but I was traveling with four women who had been there. What could go wrong?

      Everything.

      However, I was not going to give any energy to that scenario. I was going to win. I had no choice. The Kev was my world. I had no intention of wiping Zanthia off the map of the Universe, but I would if I had to. It would probably mean we’d have to take the Trolls on, but I’d fought Trolls before. I would fight a million of them for The Kev’s life.

      “I am now the band’s manager. My name is Diana. Dirty Diana.”

      “Holy shit, Michael Jackson would be so proud,” Astrid said, laughing. “I wanna come.”

      “You can’t, dude. You’re part Demon and will lose your memory,” I told her, wishing with everything I had that wasn’t the case. I could totally use my BFF’s expertise.

      “I know,” Astrid pouted. “But this is going to be epic.”

      “Or apocalyptic,” The Sheila muttered.

      Ignoring The Shelia’s bad attitude, I kept going. “The Sheila? You will be the publicist since you know the venues in Zanthia.”

      “There’s only one,” she said.

      “Okay. Great. Then you won’t have to work too hard,” I replied with an eye roll.

      “What am I?” Susu screamed, totally into it.

      At least my deranged Guardian Angel was going with the flow.

      “Susu, you will be the makeup artist.”

      “LOVE IT,” she shrieked. “I will be fabulous.”

      “And our names?” The Shelia asked with a lopsided grin so reminiscent of The Kev’s I almost started to cry.

      “Well…” I said, pulling my shit back together. “You can pick.”

      “I shall be Ellen Degeneres,” Susu announced.

      “She’s a real person,” I pointed out.

      “I know,” Susu said with her hands clasped together in delight. “I love her so much, I shall take her name.”

      “Umm… okay. Susu is now Ellen Degeneres. The Shelia?”

      “I’ll just be Shelia. No one there knows me as Shelia. And I won’t forget it.”

      “Good thinking,” I said with a nod. “So we go and promote the freaks, find The Kev, and break him out.”

      “What if he doesn’t remember you?” The Shelia asked in her logical way.

      “Satan said he will.”

      “And you believe the Devil?” The Shelia asked, skeptically.

      “Don’t really have a choice,” I said, narrowing my eyes at her. “I don’t care if The Kev has lost his memory. He’ll recognize me on some level the same way I will always recognize him. Period.”

      The Shelia nodded and lowered her gaze. I was going to give her a pass when all I really wanted to do was zap her ass for being a dick. But I was well aware that she was as worried as I was about The Kev. He was her brother.

      “What are you gonna do after you bust The Kev out?” Tiara asked.

      “That’s the part I’m going to yank out of my ass,” I explained.

      “Gemma’s an excellent ass yanker,” Astrid promised, backing me up like she always had.

      “Thank you.”

      “No worries,” Astrid replied with a wide grin. “You’re gonna kick boo-tay.”

      “Damned right, I am,” I said with far more confidence than I felt. “Oh, and I need everyone to keep their eyes open for a female Fairy with the initials BJ. She’s in trouble and I have something to help her.”

      “BJ like blow job?” The Shelia asked.

      “Well, yes. But, no. Her name isn’t Blow Job. I don’t actually have a name—just initials.”

      “Who in the Hell would name their daughter something with the initials BJ?” Tiara asked with a grunt of laughter.

      “Right?” I said with a shake of my head. “Crazy.”

      “I like the name Blow Job,” Jane chimed in as Lizard grinned from ear to ear.

      “You are a blow job,” Martha snapped and whacked Jane in the back of the head.

      Just looking at Martha and Jane in their booty shorts and boob tubes gave me indigestion. I really hoped I’d made the right call here. The asshats were famous in Zanthia for their questionable singing skills. Fairies are tone deaf, for the most part. I was planning on all of that being our ticket in. It was the perfect false pretense.

      I just prayed to Astrid’s Uncle God that I was right. Only one way to find out.

      “You guys ready?” I asked, feeling butterflies dancing in my stomach.

      “Born ready,” The Shelia answered with a grin.

      Thank God, she seemed to be on board. I needed her.

      “I’m ready, Dirty Diana,” Susu squealed.

      “Assbags?” I inquired of the rock stars who were preparing to hump Lizard goodbye.

      I didn’t even wait for their answer. I was not going to watch a geriatric Vampyre porno. Ever.

      With a snap of my fingers and a quickly blown kiss to Astrid and Tiara, a funnel of gold, silver and pink Fairy dust engulfed the room. I blinked my eyes and felt the air change dramatically. It was now or never.

      Let the party begin.
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      “Holy Hell in a heat wave,” I muttered from the bushes on the outskirts of the city where we were hiding. “Zanthia’s awful.”

      “Yep,” The Shelia replied, wrinkling her nose in disgust. “It wasn’t always like this.”

      “I kinda like the shit hole,” Martha said as Jane nodded in agreement. “Looks like a raging douchenozzle of a dumpster fire. Similar to our performance costumes.”

      “Except it’s not assless,” Jane pointed out.

      I bit my lip so I wouldn’t insult the shit out of my home or zap the douchewanks for putting a visual of their saggy naked butts in my mind. Zanthia was hideous. Absolute utter chaos. Huge neon billboards blinked ominously in the early dusk. It was loud and dirty and gross—a massive carnival on crack. The air was so polluted that the stars looked hazy in the sky. Awesome.

      The city was weird, but the wildlife was flat out bizarre. The terrain surrounding Zanthia was rough. Although, it did have a rugged beauty that the city completely failed to emulate. The foliage we hid in was dense and strange species of animals wandered around eating leaves and occasionally each other. Again, awesome.

      “What the fuck?” I choked out as I realized I was squatting right next to a green and orange striped beast that resembled a smallish warthog. It was staring at me with one blue eye and one yellow eye. The odd little creature had sparkling pink tusks and bushy bright green eyebrows. It was as if the thing walked right out of a Dr. Seuss story if Dr. Seuss had gone on a thirty-day bender. He displayed his long slimy fangs and made a little grunting sound. He was either smiling or he was going to take a chunk out of me.

      “Awwwwww,” Susu said with a giggle. “He likes you.”

      With a swipe of his purple tongue, I now looked like I’d just exited the shower.

      “Okaaay,” I said, snapping my fingers and drying myself off. “What is it?”

      “A hartwog,” The Shelia said, trying to bite back her laugh as the affectionate little shit kissed me again. “Very rare and they normally don’t interact with people.”

      “So what’s the deal with this one?” I asked, gently pushing the beast away before he could kiss me again.

      Susu took to the air and landed on the thing’s nose. Hopping around for a minute she chattered away in a language full of little grunts and squeaks. The thing nodded its colorful head and bounced up and down like a happy puppy.

      “Unreal,” Susu finally said as she flitted back to my shoulder. “It’s a her, not a him.”

      “Sweet Jesus in a tutu,” I said, feeling for the stone around my neck. It tingled and warmed as I touched it and my body felt at peace. “Tell me her initials aren’t BJ.”

      “Nope. Her name is Helen, but she prefers to go by Lady Gaga,” Susu informed us as Lady Gaga nodded her colorful head spastically and grunted her approval.

      “Well, that’s umm… awesome. Maybe Lady Gaga should go back home. It’s going to get pretty hairy soon,” I said, patting the oddity on the head.

      She purred like… umm… a hartwog, and cuddled her bulbous little body right up against mine. Shit. Nuzzling me, she promptly fell asleep.

      “Anyone have any ideas here?” I asked, looking down helplessly at the snoring Lady Gaga.

      “Here’s the kicker,” Susu whispered so she wouldn’t wake the slumbering little animal. “Lady Gaga is a direct descendant of Joan of Arc.”

      “Shut the front door,” I whisper-hissed as I glanced down at the hairy beast. “The Joan of Arc?”

      Susu burst into giggles and began to turn flips in the air. She was laughing so hard she was useless.

      “Interesting,” The Shelia said, running her hand across Lady Gaga’s soft fur and making direct eye contact with me. “No, not the Joan of Arc—a different one. Does any of that sound familiar to you?”

      “No. Should it?” I asked.

      “Depends,” The Shelia said, cryptically. “I don’t think I should fill you in on your former life. It could fuck things up.”

      “Were we friends, you and I?” I asked, realizing this was the first time I’d actually searched for clues of my former existence.

      “We were,” she said haltingly. “But I will tell you no more, Gemma. It has to come to you in whatever order it chooses. If I tell you something, it could mess everything up.”

      Nodding, I considered what she’d said. I understood it but I didn’t like it. The Kev had basically told me the same thing. The immortal world had the most farked up rules. However, strangely enough the more I pet Lady Gaga, the more familiar the feeling was.

      “Joan of Arc was my hartwog,” I blurted out as a little bright light popped inside my head—kind of like an internal flash of a camera. It didn’t hurt at all. It tickled which I took to mean Joan of Arc was a good memory.

      The Shelia sighed in relief and gave me a thumbs up. “She was.”

      “So I’m gonna go out on a limb here and say that Lady Gaga is mine as well.”

      Lady Gaga opened her sleepy mismatched eyes and grunted her assent. Picking her up and holding her close, I noticed she smelled delightful—like cookies and vanilla ice cream. She might be the oddest looking thing I’d ever seen, but she was growing on me fast—and not like a fungus.

      “How does she know me?” I asked. “I look nothing like myself.”

      “Your essence,” Susu chimed in still giggling. “She will know you no matter what you look like. Your outsides may change but who you are on the inside is always a constant.”

      It was a profound statement from my little nut bag. I tucked it into my brain, feeling it might come in handy.

      “Do I dare ask what she eats?” I inquired with a wince, imagining all horrifying things my new pet would ingest.

      “She eats pie,” The Shelia said. “Any kind.”

      “Good thing I packed a few in my purse—not that I can eat the damned things seeing as I’m dead and all,” Martha announced with pride. “I got apple, cherry, peach, blueberry, pecan, key lime, derby and chess.”

      “How big is your freakin’ purse?” I asked as my mouth watered. Pie sounded awesome right now. I had no clue why the dingbat brought food since she couldn’t eat it, but I was happy she did.

      “Big enough to hold fifteen pies, six sequined boob tubes, five pairs of booty shorts, black socks, orthopedic shoes, my grundies, my vibrator, some weapons and my assless chaps,” she said with a grin.

      Damn it to Hell in a handbasket. There was no way I could eat a pie that had touched the assmonkey’s underpants or Heaven forbid her vibrator. I needed to eat soon. I was starving.

      And then I froze. Tough shit if I was hungry. The Kev was rotting in a cell somewhere because of the freaks that were running the carnival called Zanthia. My needs were not a priority here.

      “Have they been made aware Martha and Jane are coming to town?” I asked, getting down to business. I really didn’t need any other pets finding me at the moment. I could tell Lady Gaga was going to be a handful. Maybe having her would get me off wanting a baby of my own. The Kev and I had until the end of time to make a little Fairy as long as I was able to bust him out. Hugging Lady Gaga even closer, I kissed the top of her sweet smelling head. She was my baby for now.

      “They are,” The Shelia confirmed. “We’ve been booked into the Plaza.”

      “Is that a nice hotel?” I asked.

      “Define nice,” The Shelia replied with a grimace. “I know it used to be, but I will bet Astrid’s Prada boots that it’s gone downhill.”

      “Doesn’t matter. Is it close to the Grand Palace?”

      “The Grand Fun Palace,” Susu corrected me. “And it is.”

      I couldn’t even control my eye roll. I sure as Hell hoped I hadn’t named it that, but right now I didn’t want the answer. “And we’re guessing that’s where they would hold The Kev?”

      “There are cells in the basement of Magic Mystery Castle—not the Grand Fun Palace,” Jane said with a shudder. “They sucked. Astrid couldn’t even break out of them.”

      “Who knows the layout of the Grand and the Magic Mystery Castle?” I questioned, cringing at the names.

      “I know the layout,” Susu said hesitantly. “But the Grand Fun Palace is filled with secret doors and rooms. Can’t help you there. Only you…”

      She faded off and looked down.

      All were silent. Shit. I was supposed to know the fucking all the nooks and crannies and I didn’t. But I didn’t recognize Lady Gaga until she was in front of me. Maybe once I was in the Grand Fun Palace and the Magic Mystery Castle everything would come back.

      Or not…

      “Doesn’t matter. Let’s get to the Plaza and get some sleep. Tomorrow will be a big day. Agenda?” I asked The Shelia.

      “We have a tour of the venue, which is in the Grand Fun Palace. The will be several TV interviews for the assbuckets and then a state dinner honoring them.”

      “Are you shitting me?” I asked.

      “I shit you not. Martha and Jane are truly stars here, as horrifying as that might seem,” The Shelia explained with a shrug.

      “Were we just insulted?” Martha grumbled, squinting at The Shelia as her fangs dropped.

      “Fuck to the no,” Jane said as she wacked Martha in the head. “Retract your ugly ass canines. She called us stars.”

      “My bad,” Martha said as she gut punched her buddy and grabbed her enormous purse. “Let’s do this shit.”

      “What about Lady Gaga?” I asked as she happily snored in my arms.

      Susu paused in distress and pulled on her now short chestnut brown hair. The Shelia seemed unsure.

      “If a hartwog is seen in Zanthia, the Fairies will know the Queen is back. Lady Gaga can’t come,” she said. “It’s too dangerous.”

      Looking down at the sleeping beast in my arms, I knew I wasn’t leaving her behind. She was small and I’d already witnessed survival of the fittest in action in Zanthia. If my hartwog got eaten, I would be devastated. She was mine and I believed she found me for a reason. What reason? No clue and I didn’t care. I knew what I needed to do. Period. And in a land where everyone wanted me dead, having an ally was important.

      “Jane, how big is your purse?”

      “Bigger than the buttmuncher Martha’s,” she replied proudly.

      “Is it full?”

      “No, I was planning on getting souvenirs so I packed light. I’m gonna perform naked anyway so I didn’t need much,” she explained in all seriousness.

      Normally I would have zapped her ass for planting such a horrifying picture in my head. Today, I was grateful—very grateful.

      “Got room for a sleeping hartwog in your bag?” I inquired.

      Jane’s grin grew wide. “I most certainly fucking do, Dairy Queen. Gimme that beautiful baby. I’ll decapitate any buttplug faced wankmaggot who tries to mess with the little gal. You have my undead word on that.”

      “Mine too,” Martha added. “I will titty twist the life out of any Fairy bee-otch that touches that sweet baby.”

      “What if it’s a Fairy man?” Jane questioned.

      “Is he gay?” Martha inquired, getting her facts straight.

      “All male Fairies are gay,” Jane reminded her with a slap to her head. “You already know that.”

      “Right. My bad. It’s simple,” Martha said with a smirk. “I’ll lop a Fairy pecker off with a dull butter knife. I have seven in my purse.”

      “Peckers?” The Shelia gasped, appalled.

      “Naw,” Martha said, slapping The Shelia on the back and sending her lurching forward into the bushes. “Dull butter knives. Also have some throwing stars and daggers. My aim sucks ass so if I use ‘em, duck.”

      “And I’ll eat them,” Susu added, not to be outdone by the old bags.

      “The peckers?” The Shelia choked out in fear.

      “No,” Susu said with a giggle. “The buttplug faced wankmaggots.”

      “Umm… this conversation is over,” I said, swallowing back my need to hurl. Martha and Jane didn’t even need to utter the words to make my stomach queasy. They just had to talk. I was going to correct them on their male Fairy theory, but that could take weeks—or a lobotomy. “We need to move it.”

      “Roger that, Dirty Diana,” Martha said with a salute.

      With gentleness I was unaware they had, Jane and Martha put my snoring baby hartwog into Jane’s enormous purse. They had just earned many points with me. Their language was appalling, but there was something about them that was inherently good. I now knew why Astrid had saved their bony asses.

      I shook my head and smiled. Martha and Jane were now under my protection umbrella too. Nothing could happen to any of my little ragtag army. And if it did?

      There would be Hell to pay.
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      The Plaza sucked ass.

      The atmosphere was tense and the sheer amount of magic surrounding us was absurd. Martha and Jane didn’t give a rat’s ass about the danger if their insane behavior was anything to go by. Crapcrapcrap. I was beginning to think I needed a plan B that didn’t include the undead idiots.

      Four male Fairies—The Reggie, The Gus, The Henry and The Bob—weren’t quite sure what to make of the power in the room—or me. I could change my face, but obviously not the level of my magic. The Fairies were wary and on guard which was not a good combo and potentially deadly if they were on Team The Ned. However, they were completely besotted with Martha and Jane, which was why the old bags’ antics were about to make me blow something up. My fingers literally itched with the need to get rid of the Fairies and smack some sense into the two maniac Vamps.

      “Don’t do anything,” Susu hissed in my head.

      “Why? The boob tube wearing assmonkeys are going to get us removed from Zanthia at the rate they’re going.”

      “Nope. I’m actually impressed,” Susu replied. “And trust me. No one will remove Martha and Jane from Zanthia. Ever.”

      “You’re impressed with the imbecile act?” I snapped, watching the male Fairies’ every move just like they were watching mine.

      “Call me cray-cray, but I’m pretty sure Martha and Jane are working a strategic deflection-demolition tactic.”

      “That would mean they have brains,” I shot back wondering if the dumbasses had truly noticed that I was a Fairy Queen on the edge ready to eliminate the enemy.

      “Yep. The buttbags have been holding out on us,” Susu said with a giggle. “Just let them go.”

      “Fine,” I told my Guardian Angel, hoping to Hell and back she was correct. I had a very difficult time ascribing to the notion that Martha and Jane actually had gray matter that worked.

      “This shit is not working for me,” Martha announced rudely, walking around the suite of rooms we’d been given and kicking all the furniture over. “First off, I only like green M&M’s.”

      While the décor was tremendously tacky, I didn’t see a need for Martha to destroy it. It would be every kind of shitty to be kicked out of Zanthia and I still wasn’t convinced this was a ploy to keep the Fairies off balance and me from blowing my disguise… or blowing up Zanthia.

      The four male Fairies who had escorted us to the suite blanched and gaped at each other in mortified concern. They were treating the old dead freaks like royalty and were walking on eggshells even though it was obvious they could behead them in a beat of a heart. Not a peep was uttered about Martha systematically trashing the suite.

      The two saggy Vampyres stomped around the room in their booty shorts like they were freakin’ Madonna on a rampage. Ironically, the staff was overly polite to destructive duo but slightly dismissive of Susu and The Shelia.

      Me? They just kept an evil eye on me. I confused them.

      “We were under the assumption you didn’t actually eat food,” the Fairy called The Reggie said, wringing his hands nervously.

      “I don’t eat them, butthunch,” Martha grunted, giving The Reggie the middle finger. “I bathe in them. Do you have any idea what multicolored M&Ms do to my sexy complexion?”

      The four Fairies were ridiculously beautiful and seemed vaguely familiar to me. I just couldn’t place if they were on my side or not. However, it was quite clear that Martha and Jane had already made their acquaintance if the bowing and ass kissing was any indication

      “We will be happy to get you green M&M’s,” The Henry said, frantically scribbling notes on a pad of paper. “What else is not to your satisfaction, O Great Ones?”

      “Did you turd waffles get our backstage list of demands?” Jane inquired with such a naughty grin I almost laughed.

      “Umm… no,” the one called The Bob said, glancing at his comrades in alarm.

      “My bad,” The Shelia said, whipping a twenty-page document out of thin air. “The girls have been in such demand that Zanthia was quite low on our list.”

      Handing the papers to The Reggie, The Shelia smiled.

      “And you are?” The Reggie inquired, looking down his nose at The Shelia.

      “I’m Martha and Jane’s publicist. You may call me Shelia,” she said through clenched teeth, staring him down.

      “Do I know you?” The Reggie asked, trying to place her. “I feel like I know you.”

      “Nope, you’re not that lucky,” The Shelia replied, shrugging lightly. “Have been living on Earth for a few centuries. Sowing my wild oats, if you get my drift.”

      She elbowed him jokingly in the side and he went flying across the room. Quickly standing up and attempting to maintain his dignity, The Reggie nodded and forced out a laugh while covertly nursing his ribs. I was certain The Shelia had broken a few, but the Fairy was not going to admit that a woman had bested him.

      “And you?” The Bob inquired hesitantly, pointing at me.

      “Who are you?” The Gus finished The Bob’s thought as his brow wrinkled in a perplexed manner.

      “That’s Dirty Diana, you fucktards,” Martha yelled and stomped her foot causing her yellow sequined boob tube to dip dangerously low. “Don’t you diss Diana. She will eat your balls your breakfast.”

      And suddenly all the attention was back on the nutty Vamp. Maybe Susu was correct.

      “That violent she-devil is our manager,” Jane added. “And she’s Michael Jackson’s love child with Elizabeth Taylor.”

      WTF? The men were speechless and so was I.

      The Shelia turned her back to the group as she tried to cover her laughter with a round of violent coughing. Susu simply flew to another room to hide her hysterics.

      “Is Michael Jackson a Fairy?” The Henry asked, staring at me. “I was unaware of this.”

      “Was the Gloved One a Fairy?” Martha queried aloud. “I’m leanin’ toward a yes on that one, but he did make out with Lisa Marie Pressley on national television, so it’s debatable.”

      “I’m voting that the King of Pop was totally straight,” Jane chimed in. “That crotch grabbin’

      thing he did made my hoo-hoo hot.”

      “There is that,” Martha agreed with a rude hip rotation. “And in those tight pants, his pecker looked mighty fine and straight to me.”

      I was ready to blast the undead idiots to Hell for talking that way about my idol, not to mention me, but blowing my cover in the first five minutes of arriving would be disastrous. We needed to cut this little meeting short. Now.

      “It’s been a long travel day for the girls,” I said in a no-nonsense tone to the Fairies. “You may go.”

      All four looked shaken for a brief moment and stared at me with bewilderment. Little puffs of Fairy dust began to fall from their fingertips. It was a muted silver, as if it was tainted.

      “You,” The Reggie whispered, going pale. “Is it you?”

      Shit. My voice. My voice was the same. Note to self. Keep talking to a minimum or use an accent. Martha and Jane’s eyes narrowed to slits and their fangs dropped. The Shelia held back her magic with effort and Susu blasted back into the room.

      “Time to go,” The Shelia said to the stunned men. “Ellen Degeneres will escort you home and tuck you in. Besides, Martha and Jane need their beauty sleep. Not that it will help,” she muttered under her breath.

      “Wipe or eat?” Susu asked with a bloodthirsty giggle.

      “Wipe,” I snapped with an eye roll. We certainly didn’t need Fairies to go missing the minute we arrived.

      “Wait,” The Reggie said sounding desperate. He grabbed the frame of the door and held tight as The Shelia was pushing them out. “We need to speak with Dirty Diana. Privately.”

      “Listen, assnoodle,” Jane said, crossing her spindly arms over her bony chest while her sharp fangs were still very much on display. “Anything you wanna say, you say it in front of all of us. Otherwise, it’s farewell Fairy. You feel me?”

      I wanted to kiss her. These Fairies knew something and I wanted to hear it. I was positive I’d given myself away, but if they were enemies they wouldn’t leave this room alive. And if we needed them alive, Susu could wipe their memories of this little get together.

      “They were allies of a sort last time,” Martha said to me in a flat voice that made her sound like she had brains. “The Reggie had us duped for a while, but I think he’s okay.”

      “Wimp, Asshole, Prissy and Sissy,” Susu said as she flitted around the apprehensive Fairies and tapped each one on the head as she bestowed the nicknames she’d apparently given them. “They are gray—not dark. They were loyal before and might be again.”

      And that’s when Lady Gaga decided to poke her little head out of the bag and grunt her displeasure with all of the noise. The Fairies almost dropped to the floor. Clutching each other, they stared at me in awe.

      Fuck. I was fairly sure The Reggie, The Bob, The Gus and The Henry were never going to see the light of day again. I just hoped they had some good information before they said a permanent goodnight.

      “What is happening here?” The Bob demanded, pointing at my hartwog in shock. “Are you…?”

      With a wave of my hands, I secured the room. The suite was now a storm of glittering gold and silver Fairy dust. Clapping my hands, I restrained the four men in a cage of iron. If they so much as touched the bars, their skin would melt right down to the bone. It also prohibited them from using their magic against me and my girls. Win-win.

      This wasn’t exactly the way I’d envisioned the mission, but I was going to go with the flow. No choice. The ass yanking had begun. If anyone died tonight, it wasn’t going to be me. I still had shit to do.

      “Gig’s up, gentlemen,” I said tonelessly. “Where is The Kev?”

      “My Queen,” The Reggie said as tears filled his eyes and he dropped to his knees. “You’ve come home.”

      The others followed suit and the blubbering was grinding on my last nerve. I had no clue whether they were trustworthy or not and the bowing and scraping did not impress me.

      “What color are they?” The Shelia asked.

      “What do you mean?” I asked as I circled the cage and debated how to deal with the shitshow I’d created.

      “Their auras. Read them,” she insisted.

      Shit. I’d completely forgotten about my gift. Carelessness was going to kill me dead faster than all the Fairies in Zanthia who wanted my demise to be reality.

      Staring at the four caged Fairies, my stomached clenched in fear. They had no auras. None at all. What was happening? Were they dead? The undead had no auras, but every other living thing—including plants and animals did.

      “I can’t see any,” I whispered, trying harder.

      “What’s mine?” The Shelia demanded.

      Turning my head, I stared at my friend and gasped. “Nothing. You don’t have one either.”

      Shit on a stick. I had planned on being able to tell the semi-good from the really bad by their auras. Why wasn’t it working?

      “Could I read auras before?” I demanded, still trying to detect even a glimmer of color around the prisoners.

      “Yes,” Susu told me as she darted about in worry.

      “What’s my problem now? Am I broken?” I shouted, furious with myself. All I wanted to do was save The Kev and leave this horrible place. If I had none of my gifts, how in the Hell was I supposed to do that?

      “Try relaxing your crack. Literally,” Martha suggested. “Tighten up your ass cheeks, then count to ten and then relax your crack.”

      “Are you serious?” I hissed.

      “Completely,” she said.

      “Fine,” I grumbled. It certainly couldn’t hurt anything. She and Jane had distracted the Fairies with their little show. Maybe they knew more stuff than anyone had given them credit for.

      Closing my eyes, I followed the directions of the insane undead woman. I did it twice just to make sure my crack was totally relaxed. Saying a quick prayer to Astrid’s Cousin Jesus, I opened my eyes.

      Maybe I was giving Martha and Jane far too much credit…

      “Did it work?” Martha asked, excited.

      Letting my chin fall to my chest, I shook my head and laughed. “No. No, it did not work.”

      “Well, shit,” Martha grunted. “I always find a relaxed crack makes my magic work better.”

      “Maybe it’s a dead people thing,” Jane chimed in as she fed a happy Lady Gaga a cherry pie.

      “Umm… may I be so bold as to speak?” The Reggie said, still on his knees.

      I walked toward the cage. The Fairies trapped inside huddled together unsure of what I was going to do. They were smart. I had no clue either.

      “Tell me where The Kev is,” I ground out.

      “In the Magic Mystery Castle,” he whispered.

      “In a cell?” I pressed.

      He nodded and couldn’t hold my furious gaze. “He’s bound in iron and awaiting his fate.”

      The explosion was mild considering what was happening inside me. The room lit up in a frosted pink blaze that had The Shelia, Susu, Martha, Jane and Lady Gaga diving for cover. The trapped Fairies weren’t as lucky. The blaze filled the cage and the men screamed.

      “No,” I hissed, furious again at myself. I had no clue if these men were responsible for anything bad that was happening.

      Quickly and with painful effort, I stopped the fire and let healing crystals rain down on the charred Fairies. Their smoldering skin healed instantly and their screaming ceased.

      The room was silent and the tension was thick. Zanthia was turning out to be as awful as I thought it would be.

      “I’m sorry,” I said, eyeing all four to make sure they were fine. “I need you to tell me everything you know. I’ll be straight up with you now though. I’m probably going to leave you in this cage. You already know too much and I can’t gauge your intentions.”

      “I have a suggestion, my Queen,” The Reggie said, lifting his head and looking at me shyly.

      “Shoot dude, and make it fast. Morning is a few hours away, and as you obviously know, I have a shitload to accomplish.”

      “Take your true form,” he suggested. “I think you can see us if you are truly yourself.”

      “It’s worth a shot,” The Shelia said, coming to my side. “They already know who you are.”

      Shrugging, I waved my hand and the short, redheaded, green-eyed Dirty Diana was gone. In her place stood the five foot nine, buxom, blonde, silver-eyed Fairy Queen. God, it felt good to be me. Lady Gaga squealed and darted over to me with cherry pie all over her tusks and snout.

      “Umm… you forgot your clothes,” Susu pointed out with a hysterical giggle.

      “She don’t look half bad in her grundies,” Martha said appreciatively.

      “I’d like them panties more if they were assless though,” Jane added.

      With a gasp of terror, I glanced down at my panty and bra clad self. At least they were a good set and an attractive color. To my delight, I was also wearing my favorite silver Prada stilettos. I was clearly a sight to behold. Out of respect, the four male Fairies quickly covered their eyes. Smart boys.

      Wiggling my nose, I quickly solved my embarrassing problem with a fabulous Alice and Olivia frock and thanked my lucky stars that I’d not been completely naked. Lingerie was humiliating enough. I was not very queenly at all. Whatever. I didn’t even want to be Queen.

      “The Scary Spleen is dressed. You fuckers can look up now,” Martha said with a cackle of laughter.

      “It’s Dairy Queen,” I reminded Martha was a quick zap to her ass and then I froze.

      The Reggie had been correct. I could see all the auras in the room in Technicolor. Problem was, I couldn’t exactly walk around Zanthia as myself. Satan had warned me not to reveal myself until I was ready to assume my responsibilities. Which was going to be the Twelfth of Never as far as I was concerned. Why the fuck would I want to take care of a species that had imprisoned the man I loved and wanted me dead?

      “Stand,” I instructed the four caged Fairies. “Put some space between each of you.”

      The men did as they were told and I stepped back to see more clearly.

      Ironically all four Fairies had very similar auras. They were a mix of clouded red which demonstrated negative energy and a deep-seated anger they couldn’t let go of. The red was tinged with gray indicating blocked energy fields. These particular Fairies didn’t trust anyone or anything. That was interesting.

      Small areas of light blue foretold that the men were truthful which was hard for me to buy, but auras seldom lied. The most shocking part to me was the swirling threads of turquoise bouncing closest to their bodies. Turquoise was the color of powerful healers—ones who helped others find their inner truths.

      The light that popped in my head was nowhere near as enjoyable as the one that had flashed about Lady Gaga, but now I remembered. Well, I remembered some.

      “You’re doctors,” I stated.

      “Healers,” The Reggie said, closing his eyes and breathing a sigh of relief. “We used to be healers—your healers. Now? We’re nothing.”

      “How are you nothing?” I asked. “Are healers no longer needed in Zanthia?”

      “Everything is…” The Reggie searched for words.

      “Fucked,” The Gus helped him out. “We thought when The Corrine was killed and The Dave was back in charge that it would be fine.”

      “But it’s not,” The Henry said sadly. “It’s worse.”

      “It’s worse now than it was with The fucking Corrine?” The Shelia demanded, dropping her disguise and glaring at the men.

      “The Fru-Fru,” The Reggie said and began to sob. “You’re alive.”

      “Stop your sniveling, The Reggie, or I’ll stop it for you by removing your nose and shoving it up your ass. I didn’t see you anywhere when I got sentenced to being an inanimate object for a thousand years. You did not live up to being my best friend in any way shape or form… you dick.”

      “I’m sorry,” he apologized and stared at his hands. “I failed you.”

      “Yeah, you did,” The Shelia said. “And I’m no longer The Fru-Fru. I always hated that name. I’m The Shelia now. Shelia in public. You feel me, you rat bastard?”

      The Reggie nodded enthusiastically and smiled at the angry woman. The Shelia looked up and the ceiling and tried not to smile. God, this was certainly getting more interesting by the second.

      “Who is in charge if it’s not The Dave?” I questioned, still not willing to let the Fairies out of the cage. While my gut told me they were not my enemy, I wasn’t going to let them know that just yet.

      “A three-part ruling body has been organized,” The Henry explained. “The Dave is basically the Executive Branch. The Dark Fairy Court and the Light Fairy Court make up the Legislative Branch.”

      “And the Judicial Branch?” I asked, glad that I hadn’t skipped history in high school.

      “The Gray Fairy Court,” The Bob said.

      I paced the room because something they had said bothered me. “Wait. Why are there Dark Fairies in Zanthia? Astrid got rid of them. The Grays were supposed to be imprisoned until I came back. What the Hell is going on here?”

      “The Dark multiplies now,” The Reggie said. “The sun no longer shines here and it breeds hatred and intolerance. We can’t fight it anymore. The Dark insisted the Grays be freed and the Light was too weak to fight it.”

      “And The Dave?” I demanded. “What’s he doing about this?”

      I’d only heard the most amazing things about the man from Astrid and The Kev. I was also very aware that The Shelia had it bad for him. What was he doing to stop the madness? Nothing?

      “There’s only so much one person can do who is not the true leader of our kind,” The Gus said. “The Light fades every day and the Dark grows stronger.”

      “Who imprisoned The Kev?” I asked.

      All four men were silent. No one wanted to talk. My power bubbled close to the surface and I wanted to scream. I knew who imprisoned my love. And he would pay.

      “The Dave?” I ground out as silver and pink magic burst around me.

      The men said nothing. They didn’t have to.

      “No,” The Shelia shouted and shot a fireball at the cage. The Reggie stepped forward and took it square in the chest to keep his comrades safe. “I do not believe that. The Dave would never harm my brother. Never.”

      Again, The Shelia threw another fireball. Again, The Reggie took it head on.

      “Stop,” I commanded harshly, clapped my hands and removed the iron cage from around the Fairies.

      Picking up the profusely bleeding The Reggie, I chanted over him and closed the gaping hole in his chest. Whipping my head around, I glared at The Shelia. “You will not fight a defenseless man ever again. Do you understand me?” I snarled.

      The Shelia stepped back and stared at the floor.

      “Why would they lie?” I shouted. “The Dave might have crossed sides. This is not about you, The Shelia. This is about The Kev and the fucked up mess called Zanthia. I will punish those who transgress. Not you. Am I clear?” My voice was like shards of ice—deadly and precise.

      The Shelia dropped to her knees and pressed her forehead to the floor. All others in the room followed suit—even Martha and Jane.

      “Yes, my Queen,” The Shelia said quietly without a shred of anger or disrespect in her voice.

      “Please tell us you’ve come back to save us,” The Reggie begged from his position on the floor.

      Breathing in through my nose and slowly out through my lips, I tamped down my fury at everything.

      “I’ve come to save The Kev. As for the rest? We’ll just have to wait and see.”
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      The day dawned gloomy and dark. My mood was darker.

      “So here’s the deal, people,” I said as we gathered in our Plaza suite and prepared to go. “The Reggie and The Bob will be our keepers in Zanthia. They will escort us through the city and take us where we need to go.”

      “Affirmative,” The Reggie said. “I have government clearance to guide you.”

      “Government clearance?” I asked, annoyed at the police state Zanthia had turned out to be.

      “Martha and Jane are national treasures,” The Reggie reminded me.

      “Goddamned right we are,” Jane said, practicing her twerk, which received a round of excited applause from the Fairies.

      Well, not from me, Susu, or The Shelia but the rest of the idiots went nuts. Fairies had no taste whatsoever. Apparently, hartwogs didn’t either. Lady Gaga squealed and rolled around to show her appreciation of Jane’s dubious talent. Although, the four pies Jane had fed Lady Gaga might have swayed my hartwog’s opinion.

      “You done?” I asked Jane.

      “One more,” she said and rotated her bony hips so obscenely, I gagged. “Done now, Dairy Queen.”

      “Dirty Diana,” I corrected her sharply.

      “Whoops,” Jane said, slapping herself so hard on the head she should have knocked herself out cold. “Won’t happen again, O love child of the King of Pop.”

      Vampyres were freakin’ nuts. Ignoring my instinct to zap her ass, I continued. “The Henry and The Gus are going to make sure the coast is clear in the Magic Mystery Castle for us to rehearse.”

      “Yes,” The Henry said. “And then I will stay and stand guard. The Gus will come back to the Plaza and protect the hartwog.”

      “Right.” I nodded and started to lay out more of the plan, but was stopped by a very business-like Martha, which was an oxymoron in itself. Her fangs were on display and she looked every inch a Vamp. I raised my brow and narrowed my eyes at her. “Do you have something to add?”

      “I most certafuckingly do. I want it clear that no motherfucker can hear us rehearse—it’ll make it easier to rescue The Kev and I won’t have to use my throwing stars which is a goddamned good thing since I’m a little wild with those.”

      “She nailed me in the forehead last week. Hurt like a bitch,” Jane confirmed Martha’s lack of skill.

      “I was going for your mouth,” Martha said.

      “You missed,” Jane pointed out.

      “My bad. Anyfuckinghoo, I want that nasty place cleared of everyone,” Martha grunted, wielding a dull butter knife in one hand and a peach pie in the other. “No guards. Guards will give me flashbacks to the last time I was here and then I’ll have to go all whoop-ass on everyone. Trust me—no one wants me to go whoop-ass. My aim sucks dingleberries and people will die. Most likely people I don’t actually mean to kill. You bastards feel me? Our fucking concert is top secret and I will de-pecker anyone who tries to listen to us for free. Also, it costs money to gaze upon my ass.”

      “And my knockers,” Jane added, pumping a scrawny fist in the air.

      “Right,” Martha said. “Jane’s knockers are worth millions—or at least the standard admission price of twenty-nine ninety-nine.”

      “Are you done?” I asked, rolling my eyes.

      “Almost,” Martha promised. “If that fucking Castle is not empty of everyone except The Kev, aka Hairy Spleen’s beard, I will throw a fit like Zanthia has never seen. I’m done now.”

      “My Queen has no beard,” The Henry said, confused.

      “Ignore her,” I told him. “However, make sure the Magical Mystery Castle is as empty as it can be without raising suspicion.”

      “If Martha and Jane want something, they shall get it. No one will question the needs of the superstars,” The Gus gushed, pulling up the sleeve of his shirt and revealing a tattoo of the undead hags.

      “Oh my Hell,” I said, not even trying to hold back my laughter. “Is that permanent?”

      “It is,” The Gus said with pride. “The Henry has Martha on his ass.”

      “Tis true,” The Henry revealed, blushing as Martha winked at him.

      “If I wasn’t mated to the hottest dang Fairy-Demon in the fucking Universe, I’d bang the shit out of you for inking my mug on your butt,” Martha said.

      The Henry practically keeled over with joy. However, The Reggie looked sad.

      “You’re mated?” he asked. “I always thought…”

      “You thought wrong,” Jane said with a raised brow and a raised middle finger. “You used us.”

      “I most certainly did not,” The Reggie huffed. “I had to follow The Kev’s orders and then… you were gone like the wind.”

      “With the wind. Gone With the Wind—longest damned book in the fucking world. Makes a great door stop,” Martha told him. “I’d bang Clark Gable in a hot second. Lizard might be a little put out. Wait. I don’t need Clark Gable when I have me a Lizard.”

      “I heard Clark Gable had wooden teeth,” Jane volunteered.

      “Like George Washington?” Martha inquired with great interest.

      “Yep.”

      “Well, that’s fucking gross. I’ll take a nice set of fangs any day of the week,” Martha announced.

      “Lizard?” The Bob asked with his mouth slightly agape. “You’re mated to Lizard?”

      “Damn tootin’ we are,” Jane said as her beady eyes narrowed and she cracked her knuckles, prepared to kick The Bob’s ass if he had something rude to say about it.

      “The Lizard is from my bloodline. He was banished long ago,” The Bob said, bowing in respect to Martha and Jane. “You are now my kin as well.”

      Okay. Shit kept getting weirder and weirder. We needed to get this show in the road before The Reggie announced he was my father or some freakin’ nonsense that would make me tear someone’s head off.

      “Are we done with Clark Gable, wooden teeth, family reunions, horrifying tattoos and threatening to remove peckers?” I inquired, staring at the ceiling so I didn’t go all whoop-ass on my tiny army.

      Lady Gaga rubbed against my leg and purred. Scooping her up in my arms and holding her sweet little body close, I continued. “Shelia, did you rearrange the schedule?”

      “I did, Dirty Diana,” she said, checking her book. “Ellen Degeneres delivered the memo to the authorities. The tour of the venue at the Grand Fun Palace is out. Martha and Jane have already performed on that stage and we need to keep you away from The Dark and Light Courts until we have more of a plan.”

      “Until we have The Kev,” I corrected her. “And to be quite honest, I don’t know if I’ll ever see the Grand Fun Palace or the fucked up Courts.”

      The Reggie, The Gus, The Bob and The Henry looked crushed and I felt horrible.

      “Look guys,” I said, feeling even worse as The Bob started to tear up. “My experience with Fairies from Zanthia so far has sucked—present company excluded. Most recently, I had to take on The Ned. That was not fun and I don’t want to be looking over my shoulder waiting to die until one of you fuckers is successful. I want to have a normal life—picket fence, kids, date nights.”

      “Call me crazy,” Martha started.

      “Okay, Crazy,” Jane interrupted her, only to be decked by her buddy.

      “As I was saying,” Martha continued as Jane slapped her in the back of the head. “Normal left the station a while ago. You ain’t gonna be normal no matter what you do, Fairy Peen.”

      “Fine. Not normal-normal. Normal for someone like me,” I grumbled.

      There was a long silence. No one knew what to say. Neither did I.

      “Well, I’m hungry,” Susu announced. “Let’s go so I can chow down on some bad guys.”

      Again. No one knew what to say. Inhaling loudly, I metaphorically yanked up my big girl panties and looked my people over. The Shelia was once again goth. Susu had her brown hair and I was Dirty Diana.

      Grabbing a few flaky circle breads from the buffet table that had been set up in our suite, I shoved them in my pockets. All of this tension was making me hungry. I’d eaten two omelets, a bowl of cereal and most of the fruit basket that had been delivered. The Fairies had eyed my plate with curiosity, but my lifted middle finger put a stop to any comments.

      “Lady Gaga, you be a good girl. The Gus will be back soon,” I told my little hartwog as she wagged her curly tail.

      “Okay. Let’s do this.”

      “Wait,” Susu shouted, flitting about our heads. “I request permission to go badass on you if you can’t control your power.”

      I stared at my tiny Guardian Angel and sighed. “Will I survive badass?”

      “I will never harm you. I will die for you,” she said as she kissed my nose. “I just want you to win. Always.”

      “Then yes. You have my permission to go badass on me if I lose my grip on the glitter,” I told her with a tight smile.

      What no one knew was that I hadn’t slept a wink. All night long I’d meditated and practiced using and stopping my magic. It hurt like Hell and then some, but I was stronger—if a bit bruised. A few sore body parts and lack of sleep were a small price to pay for The Kev’s freedom. Susu wanted me to win. I had no plans to lose. The price was far too high.

      I was ready. My people were ready. My stomach was in a massive painful knot.

      It was time to kick some ass.
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        * * *

      

      “This cloak is freakin’ itchy, dude,” I complained as we left the Plaza and began our walk to the Magic Mystery Castle.

      “Leave it on,” The Reggie said softly. “First off, you’re less conspicuous as cloaks are all the rage in Zanthia. Secondly, the one you wear is special.”

      “Special because it itches like a motherhumper?” I asked with a grin from beneath the hood.

      The Reggie’s laugh was sweet—just like he was turning out to be. “Special because I created it. It’s itchy because it’s bulletproof and magic proof. It will protect you, my Qu…”

      “Duuuude,” I hissed and punched him in the arm. “Dirty Diana. Do not forget that. And if you bow, I’ll rip you an asshole you will not survive. Got it?”

      “Yes,” The Reggie said, chuckling. “You’re different. The same, but different.”

      “Heard that already,” I told him as we continued to walk.

      Zanthia was worse in the daylight—if you could call the small bit of sun peeking through the murky clouds daylight. There was an overlaying menace about the city and I was glad now for my itchy cloak. Desperate Fairies hawked items along the littered streets selling knockoff handbags, weapons, and what appeared to be rotted fruit and vegetables.

      We’d passed a duel where all participants died. It was horrifying. The Henry and The Gus led the way and pushed the more aggressive Fairies aside. Martha and Jane followed flanked by Shelia and The Bob. The Reggie and I were next, trailed by Ellen Degeneres who was actively looking for a snack. Zanthia was a creepy, dark, desperate place. I recognized none of it. There were children with dirty faces and ragged clothing. God, it was so depressing I wanted to scream.

      A small hand reached into my pocket to steal whatever she could find. Grabbing the hand, I pulled the small Fairy under my cloak. She whimpered and tried to break free. Moving quickly into a deserted alley, I kept my back to the crowds milling around. The Reggie was right behind me and had my back. Squatting down, I was now eye to eye with a beautiful girl who couldn’t have been more than eight.

      “What were you doing, little missy?” I asked the trembling child.

      She stared at the ground and fiddled with the torn hem of her threadbare dress. Her blonde hair was matted and her face was smeared with dirt. The young Fairy had cuts and bruises all over her small frame. The child was too thin and the holes in her shoes made me ill.

      “Nothing,” she lied in a whisper. “I’m sorry. Please let me go.”

      “Look at me,” I instructed.

      The little girl raised her eyes and held mine. They were a dull lifeless blue. The child had seen far too much in her short life. I could tell she was brave and strong and I knew in my heart her aura was lovely without even being able to see it. This little Fairy would do great things someday if she didn’t starve to death first.

      “You’re so pretty,” she said, touching my nose with her finger.

      “And so are you,” I said with a smile. “Are you hungry?”

      She hesitantly nodded her head and I wanted to cry. Zanthia needed a fucking overhaul if this was what Fairies thought was acceptable.

      “What’s your name?”

      “Mina,” she whispered. “What’s yours?”

      “You can call me Diana. Where are your mom and dad?”

      She shrugged and refused to answer.

      “Where do you live? Here in Zanthia?” I asked, hoping for something.

      “She’s a street urchin,” The Reggie said quietly. “There are many orphans now that the Dark and the Light Fairies have been at war with each other.”

      “She has no home?” I snapped, furious at everything about this place.

      “Child, answer your… Diana,” The Reggie said, catching himself before he busted me to an eight year old.

      “I’m sorry I tried to steal from you,” Mina said as her eyes welled with tears. “Please don’t turn me in. If you let me go, you’ll never see me again. I promise.”

      Removing a flaky circle bread from my pocket, I handed it to her. “The Reggie. Cover me. I swear that I won’t create a scene, but this is not okay.”

      “Be quick about it,” The Reggie insisted in a worried tone.

      Thankfully the alley was clear. It wasn’t exactly smart to use my magic, but I simply couldn’t stand this injustice. Concentrating harder than I ever had, I let the smallest amount of enchantment I could leave my fingertips. I waved my hand in a small circle and a light dusting of pink Fairy glitter covered the little girl. Her eyes grew wide and a tiny giggle left her lips. Mina now had a new dress and shoes. I kept them simple so no one would be the wiser. Her hair and face were clean and most of her cuts and bruises were gone.

      “I want The Gus to take her back to the hotel.”

      “Now?” The Reggie asked, flustered.

      “Now,” I replied firmly.

      “But he has to clear the Magic Mystery Castle,” he protested.

      Shitshitshit. The Reggie was correct. Just like I couldn’t leave Lady Gaga, I knew I couldn’t leave Mina either. The Kev was my priority, but I was damned good at multitasking.

      The ruckus in the street made my head whip around. Had I been caught? What the Hell was I thinking? I was here to save The Kev not to collect strays.

      “Martha and Jane have been recognized,” Susu called out as she zipped toward us in the alley. “They’re signing autographs and taking pictures.”

      “They don’t show up in pictures. They’re undead,” I said, not letting go of the little Fairy in case she made a run for it.

      “Should I tell them?” Susu asked, eyeing the small Fairy in my grip.

      “No,” I said. “This will buy me some time.”

      “For?” The Reggie asked, concerned.

      “Susu,” I said, plucking her out of the air and holding her so Mina could see her. “Can you transport with a child?”

      Susu eyed the little girl with curiosity as Mina eyed her back.

      “I can. Is this BJ?” Susu inquired.

      That stopped me. Was it? Is that why I couldn’t leave her in the street to die?

      “Is your name really Mina?” I asked the child. “I need you to be honest with me. This is important—life or death important.”

      She nodded. “It’s Mina,” she said softly reaching for my Guardian Angel. “So pretty.”

      “I know,” Susu said as she giggled. “I’m gorgeous.”

      With an eye roll aimed at my vain protector, I made my decision. “Take Mina back to the Plaza. Leave her with Lady Gaga and let the hartwog know to protect her. And feed her before you come back.”

      “Roger that, Dirty Diana,” Susu said saluting me with a wide grin. “The hartwogs love children. Lady Gaga will take care of her.”

      Nodding curtly and feeling tremendous relief, I gathered both Susu and Mina under my cape. Glancing around the alleyway again, I kept my back to the crowd surrounding the Vamps.

      “Go. Now,” I instructed. “Come back to me after the child is secure.”

      In a muted pop of magic hidden by my cloak, Susu and Mina disappeared.

      “Are you done?” The Reggie asked, eyeing me strangely.

      “Yes and quit staring. You’re making me uncomfortable.”

      “I take back what I said earlier,” he said, leading us out of the alley.

      I said nothing since I wasn’t sure what he meant. The cryptic way of the Immortals was annoying as all get out.

      “You’re exactly the same,” he said softly, taking my elbow.

      “Is that a compliment?” I asked, unable to see Martha and Jane due to the rabid crowd surrounding them.

      “A compliment in the highest order, Dirty Diana,” he replied with a grin and the slightest bow of his head.

      I grinned back and felt good about what I’d just done. Maybe I could take all of the orphaned Fairies home with me when I left this Hellhole. I wasn’t sure how The Kev would feel about that, but I hoped he would be cool because I was pretty dang sure that was exactly what I was going to do.

      “Should we extract the idiots?” I asked, scanning the street and grimacing at the carnival-like architecture.

      “No,” The Reggie replied. “It will cause a bloodbath. We will let it go for another fifteen minutes. The Bob and Shelia are protecting Martha and Jane. The Gus and The Henry have gone ahead to the Magic Mystery Castle to clear it. We have to strike when the time is right.”

      I nodded. My instinct was to blow up all of Zanthia except where The Kev was being held and then get the Hell out of Dodge. But even I knew that was a horrible plan. And now that I was aware of the homeless, innocent children roaming the streets, I had no plans to blow Zanthia off the map of the Universe. As much as I needed to get to The Kev, we had to do it right. The less death and destruction the better. This place had seen enough of that.

      “So you and Shelia were an item?” I asked The Reggie since we had some time to kill.

      His laugh made me smile. “No. Not an item. Never an item. We were the best of friends for thousands of years until I failed her. My true mate died many centuries ago. Now I just live day to day looking for small pieces of happiness.” His smile disappeared and his strong shoulders slumped forward. “I have failed much in my long life. It would have been better if the Vampyre Princess, Astrid, had done away with me.”

      “Duuuude,” I said, smacking the back of his head. “I have no time for self-pity parties. If Astrid didn’t off your ass, then you didn’t deserve to be offed. My BFF is one very smart cookie. As far as failing, I feel you. I’m working that move tremendously at the moment. However, I don’t plan to stay there. You feel me? I’ve got people to see, shit to do and some bad fucking Fairies to wipe off the map,”

      “You will rid us of the Dark?” he whispered with wide eyes.

      His expression was so childlike and hopeful. It was like a punch to the gut.

      I paused and thought for a moment. I didn’t even mean to say that last part. Ridding Zanthia of the Dark would be an undertaking of epic fucking proportions. Scanning the street, I really wished I could see the auras of all the desolate people. I was tempted, but showing my ass now meant I was willing to take on the responsibility of who I was. Before that could ever happen, I needed to free the man who made my life worth living. Period.

      I couldn’t answer The Reggie, because I had no idea what to say. Change of subject was in order. “Why is it so dark here?”

      The Reggie glanced up at the sky and frowned. “The Light are going gray. The Gray are going Dark. Soon the skies will be black and evil will win. Zanthia will be no more.”

      “That’s certainly a defeatist attitude,” I told him. “What would make the sun shine again?”

      “I don’t believe you want the answer to that, Dirty Diana.”

      With an eye roll and a groan, I let my chin fall to my chest. The Reggie was correct. I was fairly sure I already knew the answer. I was wearing my big girl panties. Satan had told me to grow up. Avoiding my past was going to fuck up my future. The Devil had been on point… Leading a species sucked—not that I was going to do it, but…

      “Tell me.”

      The Reggie peeked over at me to make sure I was serious. I was.

      “The sun will shine again when you decide in your heart to come home to us.”

      “You guys drive a hard fucking bargain.”

      “Not us. Fate.”

      I digested that one for a long moment. There was a new Fate in town. The old one had been removed permanently. She’d abused her power and had been replaced. Had the former Fate been instrumental in this shitshow? It was moot since she was gone. And by gone I meant gone. Elle, aka Satan’s better half, was now Fate.

      Regardless of who Fate was, or used to be, I had used my own free will to come here. It was ultimately my decision to stay or go. Right now, I was leaning towards getting the Hell out, but a tiny part of me wanted to stay. Why? Not sure. This place was fifty shades of awful.

      “I know you want to leave,” The Reggie said quietly. “Let me help you find your happiness. It will make my existence worth living. I failed you just as I failed The Fru-Fru. But failing you five hundred years ago will forever haunt me.”

      “Whoa, dude. What?”

      “You truly remember nothing?” he asked.

      “Nada.”

      He sighed and ran his hands through his hair. “I was called away under false pretenses and when I came back you were dead.”

      “You caught The Corrine killing me?”

      He shook his head and his hands trembled with anger. “The deed was already done. She was there and so were others.”

      “What others?” I demanded as a chill skittered up my spine.

      “They were in the shadows. I felt them more than saw them,” he admitted.

      “Wait,” I said, pulling The Reggie back into the empty alleyway. “Did the Corrine actually kill me—like poison me and tear me to shreds?” Even just saying those words made me feel sick and frightened.

      “She took credit for it. I fully believe she wanted to do it, but there is no way she could have accomplished what she claimed. You were far more powerful than she could have ever dreamed of being.”

      “So my killer or killers could still be running around Zanthia scot free?”

      “Possibly,” he conceded.

      WTF? “Cover me,” I hissed as bursts of furious glitter exploded around me.

      “Control it,” The Reggie snapped as he tackled me to the ground to help me get a grip.

      The asphalt hitting my face was kind of a rude awakening, but it worked. “You can get off me now,” I choked out, trying to breathe. The Reggie was freakin’ huge.

      “You’re okay?”

      “Well, I can’t really breathe, but other than that, yes. Get off,” I growled.

      He promptly stood up and helped me to my feet. “I’m so sorry. I would never harm you. I just…”

      “You just did what you had to do,” I finished for him. “Thank you and fuck you. That hurt, but it worked.”

      The Fairy looked proudly mortified. He’d just tackled his Queen to the ground.

      “Look dude, you have just laid a shitload more on my plate. I can’t think about it now,” I told The Reggie. “The Kev comes first. I’m second. And Zanthia… I do believe Zanthia might be third.”

      “Truly?”

      Closing my eyes, I took three deep breaths. “Not sure. But if the assholes who killed me the first go round are still hanging out—which by the look of things here they are—then I need to fix that little issue. You in?”

      “I am so in,” The Reggie said, catching himself as he started to bow to me. “Sorry. Habit.”

      “Well, kick it,” I said. “Or I’ll kick it for you. And trust me it will hurt.”

      “As you wish,” he said, grinning. “The crowd has dispersed. It’s time to go.”

      My stomach fluttered strangely and the crystal at my neck heated up. The Fairy-Demon girl BJ was near. I could feel her. I just didn’t know exactly where she was. Finding her was high on my list as well, but one thing at a time.

      “I’m coming,” I whispered to The Kev, knowing he couldn’t hear me.

      But in a few short minutes he would see me and that was all that mattered.

      “I’m ready. Let’s go.”

      No one was going to stop me.

      And if they tried, no deity in the Universe could save them.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      We kept our heads down as we passed the Grand Fun Palace, but I had to peek. Several flashes went off in my brain, but they were fuzzy. I recognized it—yet I didn’t.

      The Grand Fun Palace was in stark contrast to the rest of Zanthia. It was grand and beautiful. The rest of the area might be in sad disrepair but the Palace was pristine. It shimmered even though there was little sunlight. It was all white with solid gold trim. Graceful turrets rose high into the air and poked through the dark clouds. A crystal clear river circled the Palace and I spotted wildly colorful fish swimming in schools. Lavender ivy climbed the walls and masses of blood red roses complemented the perfectly manicured lawns.

      “So the Fairies care about landscaping and not children?” I hissed quietly and shook my head in disgust.

      “The Dark Court insists on living in beauty,” The Bob whispered back.

      “False beauty,” I corrected him in a clipped tone. “The outer shell belies what’s within.”

      No one said a word because there was nothing to say. How had Zanthia come to this? I had a real hard time buying that Fairies were this evil. Hell was nicer than freakin’ Zanthia. The irony of forbidding Demons to enter here was bizarre. Demons were more civil than these Fairies. Of course, not all Demons, but during the time I’d spent in Hell I’d seen the Demons treat their children as precious gifts. This shit in Zanthia was gonna end whether I stayed or not.

      “We’re almost there,” The Shelia said.

      The Magic Mystery Castle was up the hill from the Grand Fun Palace, past the decrepit Tilt-a-Whirl and the broken down Flying Scooters. The flashes in my head were now coming faster and they were not pleasant.

      “We’re here,” The Reggie said as Susu rejoined us.

      “Mina is safe,” my Mini-Elf told me as she settled herself on my shoulder under the hood of my cloak. “Lady Gaga loved her on sight and the child ate like she hadn’t had food in a year.”

      Closing my eyes for a moment, I tamped back my fury at the injustices in this horrible place. It wouldn’t do to create a glitter tsunami at the moment.

      “Thank you, Susu.”

      “Do you love me yet?” she inquired, playing with my hair.

      I smiled and sighed. “Yes, Susu I love you. You’re still a pain in the ass and we definitely need to discuss a few of your methods, but I love you very much.”

      Susu kissed my cheek repeatedly and then nestled herself back on my shoulder. I did love the tiny flying menace and I planned to protect her fiercely.

      Glancing up at the Magic Mystery Castle, I bit my lips to stifle the pain from the flashes blasting through my head. All sorts of things were coming back, but they weren’t linear. The memories were in unconnected pieces—random and confusing.

      The Castle was enormous. A drawbridge over a murky moat led to the ornate jewel-encrusted doors of the Castle.

      “We have cleared most of the Castle,” The Henry said as he and The Gus met up with our small group. “However, there are still guards at the entrance and several in the dungeon.”

      “How many?” I asked tersely.

      “Four inside the main door and I’d estimate at least six below,” he told me.

      Without thinking, I nodded and began to walk away from my people. “There’s a hidden passageway in,” I said. “It’s behind a willow tree at the far back left of the castle. It’s accessible by an invisible bridge covered in blue ivy.”

      No one followed. They simply stared in shock. I froze and stared back as a smile of surprise pulled at my lips.

      “I’m remembering,” I whispered.

      “That you are,” The Bob said and quickly joined me. “I’ve never heard of this entrance and I thought I knew everything about the Magic Mystery Castle.”

      “The Fairy Queen is back!” Susu sang as she bounced on my shoulder and danced around.

      “Dirty Diana,” I reminded her. “And I’m not back yet. I only remember pieces.”

      “But they’re coming to you as you need them,” The Shelia pointed out and squeezed my hand.

      “So far, yes,” I agreed. “Let’s hope it keeps happening that way. You freaks ready?”

      “Always,” The Reggie said, catching himself before he bowed to me. “At your service until the end of time.”

      “I shall be at your beck and call as long as I breathe,” The Bob added.

      “Your wish is my command,” The Henry chimed in.

      “I will die for you,” The Gus said with a tiny bow.

      “Dudes,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Enough of the formal bullshit. While the sentiment is nice, all the butt-kissing is making me itchy. Just have my back and I’ll have yours. You feel me?”

      “I feel you,” Martha said. “I ain’t gonna be at your beck and fucking call, but you have brass balls and I like that.”

      “You also have tremendous knockers,” Jane added with a thumbs up. “And because of that, I will kill the shit out of anything for you.”

      “Because of my knockers?” I asked, trying not to laugh or scream.

      “Well, that and your testicles. Brass testicles are impressive,” Jane explained. “Not as impressive as Lizard’s but still kickass.”

      “Umm… thank you,” I said, hoping to confuse them by being polite. I really needed to end the conversation before they started waxing poetic about any of my other real or fictional body parts… or God forbid, Lizard’s.

      “Shelia, stay close to Martha and Jane and be prepared to remove the collars.”

      “Are you shitting me?” The Shelia asked, going pale.

      “Nope. I shit you not.”

      Waving my hand I produced six pairs of earplugs. They were quite special. It had taken me a few hours to perfect them. In between practicing controlling my magic, I’d worked on the enchanted earplugs. Handing them to The Reggie, The Bob, The Gus, The Henry, The Shelia and Susu, I grinned.

      “Put them in. You’ll still be able to hear clearly. But the words will not affect you now.”

      “What words?” The Reggie asked as he did what I asked.

      “The words,” Susu said with a shudder as she placed the tiny pair I’d created for her in her small ears. “Martha and Jane know the fucking words.”

      “How?” The Gus asked while quickly shoving the plugs in his ears.

      “Long story,” I replied. “No time right now to share. Just wear the earplugs and all will be fine.”

      “What about you?” The Shelia asked. “Do you have an extra pair for yourself?”

      “I have an extra pair, but they aren’t for me,” I told her. “They’re for The Kev. The words no longer affect me.”

      “Are you serious?” she asked, squinting at me doubtfully.

      “Deadly,” I replied flatly. “I’ll be fine. Let’s move it, people.”
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        * * *

      

      “Holy Hell,” I grunted as I pushed my way through the overgrown blue ivy. “I don’t remember it being this difficult to get in.”

      “It’s been five hundred years,” Susu reminded me as she ate her way through the denser patches.

      “Fine point. Well made,” I said with a laugh. “Hopefully no one found the door and removed it.”

      “Here it is,” The Reggie said, running his hands over the slightly different stone. “It’s sealed shut, but we can blast it.”

      “Nope,” I said, holding up my hand to stop him. “No need.”

      Again, without thinking, I began to chant softly. After about a minute the door slowly creaked open. It was obvious it hadn’t been used in many centuries.

      “We need to oil that fucker,” I whispered as I entered the Castle with my posse right behind me. We were far from the main entrance, so I wasn’t too worried about the guards at this point. If they showed up, I’d take care of it. The less of my kind I killed the better. Justice would be served, but I needed to make sure I was serving the right dish to the right person.

      “Wow,” I muttered taking in the décor.

      The inside of the Magic Mystery Castle reminded me a little of Hell—very ornate, very overdone and very dangerous. Without the guards everywhere, it wasn’t as awful as it could be, but it still had an overlying darkness to it.

      “It wasn’t like this when you were here,” The Bob said quietly.

      “Thank god for that,” I said with a small laugh.

      There were massive crystal chandeliers and bright velvets and brocades covered all of the furniture. The floors were white marble and the intricate moldings were solid sparkling gold. If I stayed in this shithole there was going to be some major freakin’ remodeling.

      “Do you need me to lead?” The Reggie asked.

      Again I surprised myself. “No. I know the way. Stay close and be silent. Sheila, do not lose Martha and Jane under any circumstance and we must not be separated.”

      “Roger that,” The Shelia said.

      The flashes in my mind continued and I moved quickly and quietly through room after room. After walking through a maze of rooms and hallways that got darker and colder as we went, we reached a set of wide stone stairs. Normally they would be flanked by guards. Thankfully they were not today. The archway was protected with a huge glistening silver gate and was padlocked with strong magic.

      “Blast it?” The Shelia suggested.

      “Nope. Don’t want to announce our presence,” I said. “Stand back.”

      Without one single question, my people obeyed. I was pretty dang sure this was going to burn like a motherhumper, but that wasn’t going to stop me. I could sense that underneath the silver overlay was iron. Iron was not a Fairy’s friend—at all—but I wasn’t a normal Fairy. I was the Fairy Queen with extra bells and whistles. I’d done this once before for Tiara and it had worked. It was time to try it on myself.

      Gritting my teeth, I set my hands ablaze with a searing hot pink enchanted fire. It wasn’t an inferno. It was contained and hurt like a bitch. No pain. No gain. I chanted the mantra in my head as I let my hands burn.

      The gasps of my little army sounded far away as I focused completely on what I was doing. My goal was to get to The Kev. However I had to do it was immaterial. Pain was fleeting. I hoped.

      “What the fucking Hell on Sunday are you doin’?” Martha demanded, striding over and slapping her hands on her bony hips.

      She was the only one with big enough idiot balls to approach me while I was on fire. Wait. Nope. Jane was just as stupid.

      “It’s a magic show,” Jane informed Martha. “Kinda freaky, but I like it. Maybe we should set our asses on fire during our gig.”

      “Shut up,” I snapped. “Back away or you’ll be a pile of ash.”

      The Shelia yanked the old biddies away and watched me with fascinated concern.

      Slowly I let the fire subside. My hands ached like they’d been crushed by bricks, but I still had complete use of them. I’d been slightly worried I’d singe them right off my body, which would have been all kinds of sucky, but luckily they looked completely normal. They were not normal at all, but that was my plan.

      “May I ask why you did that?” The Reggie choked out, still alarmed by what he’d just witnessed.

      “You may, but I won’t answer,” I replied. “No time. No one touch the gate after I get it open. It’s iron under the silver.”

      Without waiting another second, I grabbed the bars and pulled them apart. The sensation of the iron against my skin was excruciating, but my skin didn’t melt away from my body. My ears rang and I felt the stabbing pain all the way to my toes. But knowing this was the iron that The Kev was bound in made me so angry, my pain simply didn’t matter.

      The crystal hung around my neck tingled and brought me some relief. A strange sense of calmness and healing washed over me. Maybe Satan hadn’t revealed all the powers of the stone he’d given me. Was it possible I needed the crystal as much as BJ did?

      There was no time to try and figure out Satan’s motives—that could take centuries I didn’t have. Maybe BJ was close. Maybe she wasn’t. The one thing I did know was that The Kev was near. I could feel him in my bones.

      “Stay together. Shelia, keep your hands near the collars.”

      “On it,” she whispered as everyone carefully stepped through the opening I’d made in the gate.

      The stairs were lit with torches. It was ridiculous. How medieval could you freakin’ get? At the bottom of the stairs, I stopped and held up my hand. There were two paths that led to different sections of the dungeon. The ceilings were high—at least fifteen feet, but the hallways were narrow.

      The Kev was to the right. I could feel him—he was weak and close to death. I also sensed others. My desire to blow up the entire Universe almost overwhelmed me. My power wanted to control me and I was very close to letting it win.

      Dizzy and lightheaded, I clenched my jaw and fisted my hands at my sides. Focus. I had to focus. This was bigger than me and my fury. Strong—I had to be stronger.

      Small explosions of gold and pink magic burst around my head and I gritted my teeth to draw it back. There was something much larger and deadlier brewing inside me. I was unsure I had the wherewithal to contain it.

      “Susu,” I hissed as I slammed my hands against the stone wall and held back my magic with inhuman effort. “Help me. Now.”

      My Guardian Angel flew around me like a whirling dervish and sprinkled shimmering lavender crystals over me. She quietly chanted in a language I’d never heard. It was a cross between a lullaby and the stuff nightmares were made of. The crystals stung my skin and I closed my eyes against the assault, but it worked. My magic still bubbled close to the surface, but I had it under control.

      “Fuck,” I muttered and pressed my forehead against the cold stone.

      “You good?” Susu asked as she hovered in the air by my head.

      “No and yes. Thank you,” I said.

      “I love you,” she replied.

      Giving her a weak smile, I stood up straight. There was a lot to do and no time to waste.

      “The Henry and The Gus, you will stay here and guard the stairs. Anyone who comes down here dies. Any guard who tries to leave dies,” I instructed tonelessly.

      “As you wish, my… Dirty Diana,” The Henry promised.

      “I’m in first. The Reggie and The Bob, stay on my heels. Susu stay on my shoulder. On my word take the earplugs to The Kev and put them in his ears. Shelia, you bring up the rear with Martha and Jane behind you. Be ready to remove the collars.”

      “My pleasure, Dirty Diana,” The Shelia said.

      Her eyes were a fiery silver and her smile was freakin’ scary. I was glad The Shelia was on my team. She was as ready as I was to destroy anything or anyone who might try to stop us from getting to The Kev.

      “Plan?” The Reggie inquired.

      “No plan,” I said. “We are going to wing this shit… and win. Only objective is to leave this Hellhole with The Kev. Collateral damage is completely acceptable.”

      “Dirty Diana is great at pulling stuff out of her ass,” Martha told The Reggie.

      “I think we should pull objects out of our ass during our gig,” Jane announced with a grin.

      “Martha was speaking metaphorically… I hope,” I said with an eye roll, almost happy that the old bags were here to keep me from getting too serious. Oddly enough, their antics kept me relaxed.

      “I know that,” Jane said with a wink. “I’m just being gross.”

      Holy shit. I marveled at the two idiot Vampyres for a brief second. Was there an actual method to their madness?  Maybe there was far more to the dingbats than met the eye.

      “However, I still think the ass idea is worth pursuing,” Jane added as Martha nodded enthusiastically.

      And, maybe I was wrong. “Move now,” I said.

      We did.

      I had pulled a plan from my ass… and then some.
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      “Halt,” a Fairy guard commanded in a gruff and condescending tone. He drew his sword and pointed it at me.

      I almost laughed. His sword may as well have been a blade of grass. If he so much as looked at me wrong, he was going to be very sorry—as in very dead. Six of them stood in formation ready to defend their territory. Too bad. So sad. I didn’t come to play. I came to win.

      I couldn’t see The Kev, but I was pretty sure he was imprisoned three cells back. Bizarrely, the other cells were empty. However, that didn’t mean the other side was empty. It took everything I had not to blow the guards sky high and get them out of my way, but I couldn’t risk the ceilings caving in. The Kev was too weak to survive a massive explosion. Plus, if there were prisoners on the other side, my guess was that they were as innocent as The Kev.

      “Who are you and why are you down here?” the guard demanded as his eyes narrowed dangerously.

      I channeled all the cheerleaders from high school and hoped to Astrid’s Uncle God that I could pull it off. I gave the angry asshole my best megawatt smile and waved like a pageant girl.

      “Hi! I’m Dirty Diana!” I squealed. “I manage the superstars Martha and Jane! We were told we could take a tour of the Magic Mystery Castle before the girls rehearsed for the show. It’s so cool and creepy down here.”

      My voice was pitched abnormally high and I jumped around like an idiot so they had no way of recognizing me. I didn’t recognize them at all. No flash went off in my head. One thing I was certain of though… they were dark—very dark.

      “Unacceptable,” another Fairy growled. “No one is permitted in this part of the Castle without clearance.”

      This Fairy was an odd one. His eyes were shifty and he wouldn’t look directly at me. There was one other who seemed to have the same mannerisms. The other four were simply dark and evil. I was unsure why I felt two were different, but I wasn’t going to second guess my gut on anything right now.

      “Would you like an autograph from Martha and Jane?” I inquired in a high-pitched squeal, keeping my eye on the two Fairies that alarmed me most.

      “Umm…” The first Fairy was clearly torn. “Maybe a quick one.”

      The three others that I was certain were Fairies—albeit dark—nodded enthusiastically.

      “Leave,” the odd one growled. “Or you will regret your decision to stay. I can promise you that.”

      “Oh, come on,” I said with a vapid giggle, sounding every bit a dingbat. “You don’t want autographs from the biggest stars in Zanthia?”

      “Universe,” Martha grunted. “Biggest goddamned stars in the Universe.”

      “That’s right,” Jane chimed in. “I might even twerk for you fuckers.”

      My eyes grew wide and I wanted to deck the old women, but that would not be my best move.

      “A quick autograph couldn’t hurt,” the first Fairy suggested to the shifty one.

      As the two guards argued and began to punch each other viciously, the second shifty one went back to the cage The Kev was in. With a flick of his fingers, he shot a bright red fireball into the cell. I heard The Kev grunt in agony.

      Done. I was done. Zanthia would be lucky to be in one piece by the time I was through.

      “Now,” I hissed at Susu and The Shelia. “NOW.”

      In the blink of an eye the collars were gone and Susu had flown with such speed to The Kev she was virtually invisible.

      “Motherhumpin’ creamy biscuit slacks,” Jane shrieked.

      “Moist creamy, creamy, creamy, creamy, assless gabardine slacks,” Martha shouted at the top of her lungs.

      “With biscuits on top in a fucking hula skirt with creamy, slimy, slippery butter slacks,” Jane added with a wide evil smirk. “Biscuit. Biscuit. Biscuit. Biscuit. Biscuit. Biscuit. Biscuit. Biscuit. Biscuit.”

      “Assless creamy, slimy, slippery butter slacks,” Martha corrected her buddy in crime.

      The Fairy guards went positively ashen and hit the ground rolling around in abject horror and agony. Actually, only four of the six were affected. Shifty One and Shifty Two were not.

      Fucking fine by me. Shifty Two was going to die anyway for throwing a fireball at my man.

      “What the Hell?” The Shelia hissed, pointing at the standing unaffected Fairies.

      “Not Fairies,” I ground out.

      “What in God’s name are they?” The Reggie shouted as they began to advance on us with swords drawn and such viciousness in their eyes it was terrifying.

      “Don’t know. Don’t care. Shift,” I commanded as I threw off my cloak and let my inner monster free.

      The air in the dungeon changed and blinding silver Fairy dust covered every available surface. I didn’t hold back. The blast of magic startled the two guards. They stepped back in confusion.

      My monster was my friend. I was roughly the size of an SUV and I busted out the narrow walls of the hallway. Blinking my eyes, I threw a protection wall in front of The Kev’s cell as Susu flew out and landed on my now massive shoulder. I felt tremendous relief that my love would be safe.

      I glowed an iridescent silver and my fangs were obscene. Silver and golden scales covered my bulky frame. The Shelia had sharp golden tusks and was basically a shimmering gold death machine. The Reggie and The Bob were similar in color and size—a glittery teal and silver with rows and rows of sharp pointy teeth. They stood about nine feet tall and had claws like I’d never seen. I was the largest by far, but my friends were nothing to scoff at.

      “Martha and Jane,” I growled at The Bob. “Protect them.”

      “Yesssssss,” he snarled as he gently picked up the old bats in his lethally clawed hands, sprinted them into a cell and covered them with his large sparkling body.

      Thankfully the old women continued to spew the words and the four real Fairies still writhed in anguish on the ground. Kicking them into an empty cell, I charged the two who still stood.

      “You will die,” the one in the front screamed as he began to morph into something.

      What he was going to morph into, none of us would ever find out. He and his buddy never had a chance to complete their change. With a horrifying shrill giggle that would stay with me until the end of time, my Guardian Angel did her thing.

      “Hungry,” Susu bellowed, sounding far larger than her three inches.

      The sound of her deranged voice bounced off the walls of the dungeon and I literally cringed. My huge deadly monster cringed in fright about what was clearly about to occur. What happened next? I wasn’t exactly positive. It was such a bloody shitshow that a violent nausea overtook me. I turned away quickly, as did The Reggie and The Shelia. The Bob was lucky that he was in a cell with the Vampyres. The sounds alone were so gag-inducing that I dropped to my knees and shifted back to my human form. I was afraid if my monster hurled there was a possibility that I would flood the entire dungeon.

      The Kev had warned me about watching this particular talent of my Mini-Elf, but he simply had not done it justice. It was almost paralyzing because it was so revolting.

      “Oh fuck,” The Sheila gasped out also in her human form, covering her mouth with her hands.

      The Reggie had gone ghost white and clutched his stomach. He too had shifted back.

      Susu? She was having a ball if the gleeful slurping and bone crunching were anything to go by. The shifty guards? Not so much if their screams of terror were any indication. It was a really bad fucking way to die, but it was us or them… and my Mini-Elf was hungry.

      And then there was silence. Blessed silence.

      The Shelia grabbed my hand and squeezed it hard. “What the Hell just happened?” she choked out.

      I couldn’t speak yet. I was still on the verge of losing my large breakfast. Shaking my head, I shrugged helplessly. It was the best I could do at the moment.

      The Reggie was still gagging but successfully holding back the bile. However, the four Fairy guards that I’d kicked into a cell were not as fortunate. They were a disgusting mess. I supposed between the words and the visuals of Susu’s snack time they’d lost their cookies.

      “What in the ever-loving Hellfire did I just eat?” Susu asked, completely perplexed. “They tasted like shit. I mean really fucking bad. Definitely not Fairies.”

      “You don’t have any clue what the species was?” I asked with a shudder, still reliving the last ten minutes.

      “Nope,” she replied, looking as if she’d just stepped out of a salon even though she’d just ingested two enormous guards—not a hair out of place. “All I can say is they tasted like hot ass in a garbage dump… in Hell… in July.”

      “Demons?” I pressed. I’d eaten a Demon a few years back in my monster form and it had been hideous.

      “Not Demon,” Susu said. “I know Demon—kinda salty. Those slimy buttbaskets were total ass with some toe fungus thrown in.”

      The absurdity of all of it made me laugh. Hard. It might have been hysterical laughter bordering on a mini-breakdown, but I was completely on edge at the moment. This was my life?

      Pulling a plan out of my ass had definitely bitten me in the ass.

      “The Kev,” I gasped out, remembering why we were here.

      Standing, I waved my hand and dissolved the protection wall. Moving faster than the human eye could detect, I now stood in front of the nightmare the love of my life had been trapped in.

      “No,” I snarled as I tried to bend the bars of the cell to get to him. My hands burned since the bars were iron, but I didn’t give a damn. The pain felt good. However, the bars wouldn’t budge.

      The Kev was bound in iron and his eyes were swollen shut. Blood was everywhere, but I could see his chest moving in labored fits and starts as he tried to get air into his lungs.

      “I can’t get to him,” I cried out as I tried harder. “Help me.”

      “Keys,” The Reggie shouted at the agonized Fairy guards. “Give me the keys.”

      “Never,” one of them snarled. “The Dark rules Zanthia and will soon rule the world. That Fairy is a Demon traitor. He dies at sundown.”

      “Never. Never. Never,” the guards chanted. “Die traitors.”

      “Never is a very long time,” The Reggie snapped, furious. “Martha. Jane. Come and speak to your fans. NOW!”

      “Mother fucking biscuit humper in creamy slacks,” Jane shouted, pointing at the now sobbing guards. “You tell me right now where the creamy biscuit keys are or I will tattoo a pair of assless polyester slacks on your forehead. You feel me, creamy buttsnatch biscuits?”

      “You heard the biscuit lover,” Martha grunted with her fangs on display. “And I’ll do her one better. I’ll butter your butthole with some creamy, creamy, moist, creamy, boiling creamy wax and shove your slacks up your ass. WHERE ARE THE FUCKING BISCUIT KEYS?”

      “No keys,” one cried out holding his head like it was about to explode. “Words. Words are the key.”

      “What words?” I ground out as I approached their cell. “Tell me the words and you’ll die quickly. Hold back and you will be the palate cleanser for my Mini-Elf.”

      “I am still hungry,” Susu announced with an evil little smirk.

      The Fairies on the floor stared up at me in shock.

      “My Queen?” one hissed with pure venom in his voice as the others snarled and spit at me.

      When I’d shifted, I’d forgotten my disguise—at least I was dressed. Speaking with authority would have been a little difficult in the buff. However, the fact that they recognized me didn’t matter since they wouldn’t be leaving this place alive. My secret was safe.

      “Not your Queen. Never your Queen. Never. Never. Never,” I said coldly, repeating their mantra. Their auras were the blackest I’d ever seen. No redemption there. “Tell me the words.”

      “Die bitch Queen,” they chanted in unison.

      Nice.

      “Martha? Jane? Can you give me a hand here?” I asked, stepping back and ushering the profane nutjobs over.

      “We’ve got this, Hairy Peen,” Martha said with a cackle.

      “Creamy biscuits. Biscuits creamy. Creamy moist biscuits wearing slaaaaaaaacks. Biscuits. Biscuits. Biscuits. CREAMY!” Jane sang as Martha twerked in rhythm with the horrid words.

      “Open sesame,” the one in the front screamed as he tried to crawl forward and go for me. I didn’t have to do a thing since the other three guards viciously attacked him for giving up the secret.

      “Are you serious?” I demanded as I began to glow menacingly.

      He nodded spastically and flipped me off. The others kept shouting lovely names at me. I was clearly very popular with the Dark side of Zanthia.

      Turning away I focused on the lock of The Kev’s cell and said the words. Nothing. I tried again. Nothing.

      My magic was as furious as I was. With a snap of my fingers I bound the guards in iron from head to toe and went back to trying to pry the bars open. Failure was not an option.

      “Three times in a row,” one screamed in agony as the iron fused to his skin. “But you will die for this, bitch Queen. You are a traitor just like your lover. You will all die. The Dark rules Zanthia, not you.”

      “Not gonna die today and as far as who rules this shithole… we’ll just have to wait and see,” I shot back as I refocused on the lock. “Open sesame. Open sesame. Open sesame.”

      The lock fell open and I rushed in. My entire body was a raw live wire and I was terrified to touch The Kev for fear of hurting him even more.

      “What have they done to you?” I whispered as crystal tears fell from my eyes and onto his battered, beautiful face.

      “Gemma?” The Kev said so softly it was barely audible.

      “I’m here, baby. You’re going to be okay.”

      “Want you to leave. Too dangerous. I love you,” he whispered brokenly.

      “Oh, I’m going to leave,” I promised. “But I’m leaving with you.”

      “We have to get the iron off of him,” The Reggie said, squatting down next to me. “Once it’s off, The Bob, The Gus, The Henry and I can heal him.”

      I nodded curtly and moved to the side of the cell farthest from my people. “Stay back,” I warned and set my hands on fire with a blink of my eyes. The blaze this time was bigger and I closed my eyes against the excruciating pain. Counting to thirty, I put out the fire and moved quickly back to The Reggie and The Kev.

      “This is going to hurt him,” I said, pressing my lips together and trying to figure out where to start. The iron was wrapped at his wrists, feet, and neck. It was brutal. I could see his bones. Dried, caked blood covered him. This visual would be seared into my mind forever.

      “It hurts him more for the iron to be against his skin and bones,” The Shelia said, coming to my other side and gently touching her brother. “Burn my hands so I can help. It might be less damaging to him if we remove it all at once.”

      “Burn my hands as well,” The Reggie insisted, holding them out. “He’s bound in three places. There are three of us right here.”

      Breathing in through my nose and slowly out through my mouth I held back my tears. I wanted to collapse and hug these beautiful people, but weakness would have to wait. I was the fucking Fairy Queen.

      “Are you sure? It’s seriously painful. I’m talking close to unbearable.”

      “Positive,” The Reggie said with his hands still outstretched.

      “Ditto,” The Shelia said.

      Without losing another moment, I pulled The Shelia and The Reggie to the far side of the cell. Focusing my magic and saying a few quick prayers, I set my friends’ hands ablaze. The Reggie gritted his teeth and stared at the ceiling of the small dank cell. The Shelia was a bit more vocal.

      “Mother of God in knockoff Prada in a strip club on fucking fire,” she hissed and winced as she watched her hands burn in searing pink flames.

      But as painful as it was, neither moved a muscle. As quickly as it started, the fire was gone. Both The Reggie and The Sheila gulped in deep breaths of air as they tentatively wiggled their fingers.

      “It will still hurt when you touch the iron,” I explained as I moved back to The Kev. “However, it won’t melt the skin from your body.”

      The Shelia nodded and placed herself at her brother’s feet. The Reggie squatted down by The Kev’s wrists and I went to his neck.

      “This will hurt like a motherhumper, baby,” I whispered as I gently pushed the bloody hair from his beautiful forehead. “We have to do it. The Shelia and The Reggie are going to help so it will be fast and furious.”

      “Do it, lover,” he choked out as blood dripped from his mouth. “Do it now.”

      “On three,” I instructed, examining the iron. “It looks like it was welded together where it’s slightly lighter. Can you see that where you are?”

      “I can,” The Reggie confirmed.

      “Yes,” The Shelia replied tightly.

      “Try to pull it apart there first. If that doesn’t work, just fucking get it off of him,” I ground out, feeling my heart beat so loud I was certain everyone could hear it.

      “One. Two. Three.”

      The Kev didn’t make as sound. No one made a sound. Bursts of air coming from our lips as we exerted pressure were the only noises in the cell. Martha and Jane were silent even though the collars hadn’t been replaced.

      The Kev’s eyes rolled back in his head and he passed out as I pulled at the iron that was embedded into his bones.

      “Someone will die for this,” I snarled as I successfully disengaged the deadly metal.

      “Got it,” The Reggie said as he fell back and cradled his raw hands.

      “Done,” The Shelia announced, also holding her hands close to her body.

      “Susu,” I called out. I didn’t need to. She’d been hovering over my head the entire time. “Can you transport The Kev back to the Plaza very carefully?”

      “I can,” she assured me, flitting about The Kev with sparkling tears in her lavender eyes. “I will take him now. Shall I transport everyone?”

      “No. They know Martha and Jane are in the Palace. Leave us, but take The Gus and The Henry with you to protect The Kev.”

      “Will do,” she said.

      I pressed my lips to the side of The Kev’s mouth and whispered my promise to him. “I will avenge you, my love.”

      In a pop of lavender crystals, Susu took her group back to the Plaza. I felt the loss of The Kev acutely, but there was still work to be done before I could hold him in my arms.

      “The Shelia and The Bob, you will escort Martha and Jane back to the hotel through town. It’s less suspicious that way.”

      “The guards said The Kev is set to die at sundown,” The Reggie reminded me with a look of disgust on his handsome face. “How are we going to cover this?”

      “The dungeon is about to cave in. Problem solved,” I said flatly. “However, check the other side for prisoners. If they’re Light, we take them with us. Dark? They stay.”

      “You got style, Dairy Spleen,” Martha said as she reattached her collar. “You are one scary motherhumpin’ freak of nature.”

      “Takes one to recognize one,” I said with a small smile. “Go now with The Shelia and The Bob. We’ll meet you there shortly.”

      As they left, The Reggie went to his knees in front of me. “Yes. I am very aware I’m in danger of an ass ripping for this,” he said as he smiled up at me. “But, old habits die hard and I need to show you my love and respect. You are my Queen.”

      Staring down at him, I sighed and shook my head. “How about a hug? I can deal with a hug. Bowing kind of freaks me out.”

      “I can hug you?” he asked, shocked as he got to his feet.

      I held out my arms to the dummy and grinned. “Yup.”

      Tentatively, he wrapped his arms around me and laid his head on top of mine.

      “This is nice,” The Reggie said, with a chuckle. “I love you, my Queen.”

      “And I you,” I replied, hugging him back. “In a platonic, friendly, brotherly way, dude.”

      “But of course,” The Reggie said with a sweet smile. “Shall we?”

      He held his arm out to me and I took it. We had a little search and rescue to do before the explosive finale of our successful morning. The Reggie had grown on me quickly as had The Henry, The Gus and The Bob. If there were other Fairies like them, I needed to know. I would leave no one behind in this horrid land.

      No one.
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      “Is this fucking day over yet?” I asked, bending over and touching my toes to work out the kinks in my back. Now that The Kev was safe, I’d given myself permission to deal with my own aches and pains.

      “Not even close,” The Bob said, sighing in exhaustion.

      “Wait,” I whispered so I wouldn’t wake The Kev. “Are there more than twenty-four hours in a day here?”

      “No, my Queen,” The Henry said, smiling. “But some of them feel longer than others. You should rest.”

      I rolled my eyes and grinned. If anyone needed rest it was The Henry, The Gus, The Bob and The Reggie. They were magical superheroes as far as I was concerned. “I’ll rest when I’m dead which hopefully won’t be any time soon.”

      “From your mouth to God’s ears,” The Reggie muttered.

      In the end I didn’t blow up the dungeon. I wanted to really badly, but I didn’t. It would have drawn far too much attention even if I’d simply made it cave in. There were ten Light Fairies imprisoned on the other side. After freeing them, I sealed off the dungeon with an impenetrable enchantment. No one could get in and no one could get out—except me. The Reggie had been extremely displeased with my decision to leave the Dark guards alive, but I was the freakin’ Fairy Queen—hence the boss of everyone apparently. If I needed answers from the evil bastards, they were still alive to talk. I’d transported all of us back to the Plaza and no one in Zanthia was the wiser… yet.

      The Kev slept soundly in one of the bedroom suites. The Reggie, The Bob, The Gus and The Henry were indeed healers with incredible power. They worked on The Kev for six hours without a break. The intensity of their work left them pale and weak—practically bereft of magic. But their success made me more grateful than I had ever been in my life.

      Staring at the man who made me feel whole laying helpless on the bed, I swiped at the tears rolling down my cheeks. “He looks broken.”

      “The Kev is strong—one of the strongest of our kind,” The Reggie whispered as he led me and the others from the room. “Normally, I would say a Fairy would need weeks or longer to fully regenerate from what was done to The Kev, but I can’t call this one.”

      “Longer than a few weeks?” I asked, alarmed. Staying in Zanthia for weeks had not been my plan, but plans could change.

      “No,” The Reggie replied. “Much shorter. The Kev is very motivated. He tried to stand up several times while we worked. It took all of us to push him back down.”

      I nodded so I didn’t burst into tears.

      “He tried to tell us what happened, but so much damage was done to his throat from the iron, speaking is still a trial for him,” The Bob explained.

      Nodding again, I turned and put my fist through the wall. It hurt like Hell and felt great at the same time.

      “So he can’t tell us what happened or who is responsible?” I asked as the Fairies stepped back from me. I didn’t blame them. I was slightly out of control at the moment.

      “Not in words yet,” The Henry replied, snapping his fingers and repairing the wall. “All we know is that he was imprisoned for being part Demon—which I still don’t quite understand. How it all went down is still a mystery.”

      “That law will be changing very soon,” I snapped. “It’s bullshit and I will never believe I made it. As to how The Kev is part Demon, it was either that or it would have been the end of the world. Period. Not much of a choice there, boys.”

      The men were silent as they stared in shock.

      “And yesssss. I’m aware that Satan is an ass, a cheater and a liar. He can also be a decent man and I’d prefer to have the Underworld as an ally rather than an enemy. Immortality is fucking long. The more friends I have in high places—the longer I get to enjoy it.”

      “You’re staying?” The Henry asked with so much hope in his voice, I felt gut-punched again.

      I stared at the four very good, kind and honorable men in front of me and fought with myself internally. The truth could never come back and bite me in the ass. I hoped.

      “I don’t know yet,” I admitted. “However, I’m not leaving until this shitshow is not such a shitshow.”

      “That could take a while,” The Reggie pointed out, trying to hold back a delighted smile.

      “Yeah,” I said, narrowing my eyes at him. “I’m immortal. I have time.”

      “You can speak with The Kev without using spoken language,” The Henry told me, attempting to hold back his excitement that I might be hanging around a while.

      “There’s another way?” I asked, thinking I should probably keep The Henry close by since I was most likely going to do a lot of structural damage in the next few days or weeks, and he seemed pretty good at wall repair.

      All four Fairies gaped at me in surprise.

      “What?” I asked.

      “You are unaware?” The Reggie inquired, surprised.

      “Of?” I shot back with an eye roll.

      “Of the other ways certain powerful Fairies can speak?” he said.

      Taking a deep breath and pressing my hands to my sides so I didn’t deck all of them, I took a few steps away—more for their safety than mine.

      “Clearly, I’m unaware and if you tell me this is something I need to figure out on my own, there will probably be some more healing that will need to be done—specifically yours. You feel me, dudes?”

      “Umm… yes,” The Reggie said with a chuckle, still keeping his distance. “We feel you, my Queen. Fairies—the most powerful ones—can speak in pictures.”

      “Explain,” I demanded.

      “Similar to a movie,” he continued. “One who has this gift can pull from their memory and retell the story visually so others can see.”

      “Do it. Show me,” I told him.

      All four Fairies shook their heads and smiled.

      “We are not capable of that kind of magic,” The Gus explained. “There is only a small handful that have been given this particular gift. The Kev is one of them.”

      “Who else?” I asked.

      “The Dave,” The Henry said.

      “And you,” The Reggie finished.

      “Of course,” I muttered, held my fist up to the wall and then thought better of it. My hand was still vibrating with pain from the first wall punch. “How do I do it?”

      No one said a word. I could only assume that they didn’t have the answer. Fuck.

      Well, now that I knew I possessed yet another Fairy bell and whistle, I would try and figure it out. However, there were other things that needed to be dealt with first like the ten innocent Light Fairies that we’d rescued from the cells in the Magic Mystery Castle. Our suite was filling up quickly. Thankfully, Mina was doing great. I’d even heard her laugh as my hartwog did tricks and covered her sweet face in wet kisses.

      “Let The Kev sleep,” I said, thinking aloud. “When he wakes up, I’ll try to get him to show me in pictures. Right now, we have an overcrowding issue. Follow me.”
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        * * *

      

      There were ten Fairies on the floor of the living area on their hands and knees with their foreheads pressed to the ground. As soon as we entered the room, The Gus, The Henry, The Bob and The Reggie joined them. The Shelia bowed as well. Even Martha and Jane dropped to the floor. Only Mina was left standing looking a little confused.

      “Umm… okay guys and gals, this crap is gonna have to stop. It’s weird and makes me want to laugh which I’m pretty sure isn’t your intention.”

      The Shelia raised her head and grinned. “It’s habit, my Queen. Gonna be hard to break it since we’ve done it for thousands of years.”

      “While I see your point,” I acknowledged, “it still makes me itchy. How about we do something other than bow?”

      “Twerk?” Martha suggested and gave a gag-worthy example much to the delight of all her Fairy fans in the suite.

      “Nope. Absolutely not,” I said with a laugh.

      “Military salute?” The Bob proposed.

      “Too formal,” I replied trying to think of something that would work.

      “Applause?” a lovely Light Fairy named The Jennifer put forward.

      “No,” I told her. “That feels icky too. I might be your Queen but I’m still just a person. I get that you guys want some pomp and circumstance, but it has to be a little more casual. You feel me?”

      “How about jumping jacks?” Mina called out as she cuddled with Lady Gaga.

      “Very fine suggestion,” I told her with a wide grin. “But jumping jacks suck in heels. We need something that everyone can do—something easy.”

      “Like fart?” Jane asked with a grunt of laughter.

      “Dude, you are truly disgusting,” I said with a groan.

      “Thank you. I try,” Jane replied giving me a thumbs up.

      My eyes grew wide and I wondered yet again if the old idiot was truly brilliant or she was just randomly brilliant by accident.

      “That’s it,” I said with a giggle.

      “What’s it?” The Shelia asked, confused.

      I held up my thumb and raised a brow. Little bursts of pink and silver happy magic exploded around me and rained down on my perplexed people. “You will show your respect by giving me the thumb.”

      “Not the middle finger, Scary Ween?” Martha inquired with a smirk.

      “Definitely not the middle finger, wankerhead,” I shot back at her. “I hereby decree the new way to show respect to your Queen is a thumbs up and a smile. Am I clear?”

      Everyone in the room slowly raised their thumb to me and smiled hesitantly. It was all kinds of awesome. I loved it.

      Out with the old… and in with the new.

      The new sheriff was in town and she was making a few new laws—or possibly a shitload of new laws. Zanthia was a hot fucking mess.

      All my people kept their thumbs raised. Of course, some still had slightly bowed heads and a few were in a half knee bend that made it look like they were about to take a dump, but it was a start.

      “Okay, now that we have that taken care of, let’s move on to the next piece of business,” I said, indicating that everyone should take a seat.

      No one took a seat.

      “Umm… we’re not used to sitting when our Queen is standing,” The Reggie said, explaining why all the Fairies in the room had a deer in the headlights expression on their beautiful faces.

      “Seriously?” I asked with an enormous eye roll. “Did I actually make these rules?”

      “No,” The Shelia said in a hushed tone. “Your mother did.”

      Well, that was certainly news to me. “I have a mother?”

      Now everyone was uncomfortable. I was excited and terrified, but mostly terrified because of the looks on the faces of the Fairies in the room.

      “Okay, I’m getting the feeling that my mother was a butthole or something even worse. Someone needs to talk. Now.”

      “Your mother was one of the loveliest Fairies to ever grace this Universe,” The Reggie said with a serene smile.

      “Was?” I questioned.

      The Reggie’s eyes filled with tears and he looked away.

      “She’s gone,” The Shelia said, one of the few not afraid to tell me things that wouldn’t make me happy. “And she wasn’t a butthole at all. The Jewel was lovely inside and out. She was murdered.”

      “Well, what the ever-lovin’ fuck?” I snapped as I waved my hand and put a pair of fuzzy pink earmuffs on Mina. I was not in the mood to watch my mouth—at all. Thankfully Lady Gaga got the message and nudged Mina out of the room to play in the foyer.

      “Do all the Queens of Zanthia get offed? Is that what I have to look forward to? And why the heck wasn’t my mother reincarnated? Why in the Hell am I the Queen if the dead Queen is supposed to keep coming back over and over again?” I ended on a shout.

      The Shelia didn’t even try to hide her grin. “God, how I’ve missed you.”

      “That’s great and all,” I said with yet another large eye roll. “But you haven’t answered my question.”

      “You are the true Fairy Queen—the one that we have waited for. Your mother was as aware of this as everyone else. She held your place for thousands of years until you and your sister came along.”

      “An heir and a spare?” I asked, absorbing the shocking fact that I had a sister. A mother I didn’t know about was quite a bombshell. A sister was a double freakin’ whammy. Maybe I would like her…

      “Oh no,” The Reggie said with a shudder. “Never a spare. There is only one true Fairy Queen, and that, my dear, is you—and always will be. That is why you will always come back to us.”

      Mulling this over, I walked over to the couch and flopped down in it. Finally, everyone took a seat. I wasn’t going to win all the pomp and circumstance wars, but as long as they kept the using thumbs up, I’d have to be happy.

      “I have a sister?” I asked as I watched everyone in the room blanch. Oh shit…

      “Had,” The Shelia said carefully. “You had a sister.”

      “She was murdered with my mother?” I asked, racking my brain for a memory.

      “Umm… no,” Susu, who had been unusually quiet, said. “She was the one who murdered your mother.”

      “Of course, that has never been proven, but…” The Reggie trailed off.

      My human life, as unloved by a parent as I’d been, was starting to sound really appealing. My Fairy life sounded like a fucking Jerry Springer show on crack where everyone ended up with a lifetime jail sentence.

      “Mmmkay,” I said, still unable to remember any of this crazy story they were feeding me. “If my sister killed my mother, and my sister is no longer alive, who killed my sister?”

      The flashes in my head came fast and furiously. I saw a face—a sneering face of a beautiful blonde woman. Who was she? Was the evil vision in my mind my sister?

      Pressing my fingers to the bridge of my nose, I tried to slow the myriad of images racing through my brain. There was also another woman. She was lovely and her smile pulled at my heart… The Jewel. My mother.

      The other woman? She had to be my sister. I had a face but no name or any other memory of her.

      “I’m sorry… not sorry,” Susu said, wringing her hands and darting around the room in distress.

      “Not following,” I said, getting an odd sensation in my stomach. The crystal at my neck heated up and butterflies filled my insides.

      “I ate her,” Susu screeched, turning flips in the air like a bat out of Hell. “Well, her head. I ate her head and it tasted like shit. I didn’t exactly kill her, but I ate her, and I’d do it again. Prince Ethan killed her.”

      “Ripped that stanky bitch’s head right off her body,” Martha chimed in.

      “Well deserved,” Jane grunted. “The Corrine was one crazy bee-otch.”

      WTF? If I hadn’t been seated, I would have dropped to the ground like a sack of potatoes. The Corrine was my sister? My sister killed me? And our mother? The woman who had tried to take over Zanthia was my sister? What were the fucking odds?

      “You know,” I ground out, trying to hold onto my temper as silver glitter swirled through the room. “It might have been nice if someone had filled me in on some of this shit. I’m kind of working blind here. Do I have a deadbeat dad lurking around too?”

      “Your father has always been kept a mystery. We are a matriarchal society,” The Bob explained. “And the Royal Family has been more of a mystery than most in our history.”

      “It’s not a mystery to me,” Susu volunteered from across the room, clearly still worried that I might be upset that she ate my sister.

      “You know who it is?” The Reggie asked, as he too had to sit.

      His action made me think he was my freakin’ father. Actually, that wouldn’t be all that bad. I liked him.

      “I do know,” Susu said, hanging her little head in shame. “But first I have to know if Gemma still loves me.”

      “I love you, Susu. I will always love you. However, if you tell me something seriously shitty like The Kev is my father, I will no longer love you,” I told her.

      Her giggle filled the room and she literally back flipped over to me and kissed me on the nose. “Silly Queen. Of course, The Kev is not your father.”

      “Thank God for that,” I said, breathing a real sigh of relief. With everything that had gone wonky since I’d arrived in Zanthia very little would surprise me now. However, that would have ruined my freakin’ life.

      “Do you want to guess?” Susu inquired with wide eyes and her tiny hands clasped together in excitement.

      “Umm… no. I do not want to guess,” I said, unable to feel any excitement at all. I was lucky I hadn’t completely lost my shit yet. All the new revelations were absolutely frightening. “While normally that appeals to me, not today. And considering I don’t know any other Fairies than the ones in this room, it might take a while. Is he here?”

      “In Zanthia?” she asked, confused.

      “No. In this suite.”

      “No, silly Gemma! It’s The Dave,” Susu announced to a stunned room of Fairies.

      “No fucking way,” The Shelia shouted and threw her hands in the air. “I cannot be attracted to my brother’s girlfriend’s father. How in the Hell did I not know this?”

      “None of us did,” The Reggie said, still stunned. “But it makes sense.”

      “How?” I asked. “Nothing I’ve fucking heard since I got to this freak show has made sense.”

      “It makes sense that The Corinne had The Dave imprisoned for centuries. Surely he would have ruined her plans to become the false Queen,” The Bob said, seating himself next to The Reggie.

      “I’m surprised she didn’t have him killed,” The Henry said, dazed by all the new information.

      I wasn’t dazed. I wasn’t astounded. I was pissed. I’d grown up with a human mother who didn’t love me at all and I had a freakin’ live dad living it up in Zanthia?

      “So let me try to get this clusterfuck straight,” I said, pacing the room as bursts of silver and gold magic exploded around me covering everyone in the suite.

      “Go for it,” Susu shouted, giving me a thumbs up.

      The other Fairies quickly copied Susu’s show of respect and I almost laughed—except nothing that had been said in the last five minutes was even remotely funny.

      “I’m the reincarnated Fairy Queen born to a random human who didn’t seem to like me much, which totally sucked by the way. My mom—from my prior Fairy life—was The Jewel who got it on with the still living and breathing The Dave, who by the way never even sent me so much as a fucking postcard during my entire shitty childhood. This is the very same The Dave who imprisoned the love of my life and almost killed him, which does not bode well for any kind of father-daughter relationship.”

      “You go gurl!” Susu squealed, buzzing around the room like she was on speed. “However, I have to point out that The Dave was imprisoned by The Corrine the day you died five hundred years ago.”

      “Okay, fine,” I snapped as I continued to pace the suite. “Maybe he didn’t have access to a post office. I can let that one slide. And then, buttloads of freakin’ centuries ago—which I still can’t wrap my fucking head around—The Jewel gave birth to me and the heinous ho-bag who ended up trying to kill all of us and succeeded twice. Twice, as in she murdered our mother and then offed my ass as well.”

      “Nasty fucking smelly hooker,” Jane said, shaking her head.

      “Never been so happy to see a skank get her head ripped off in my life,” Martha added. “The sound of it was motherhumpin’ awesome.”

      Wrinkling my nose at the disgusting visual, I almost forgot what I was talking about, but not quite.

      “Soooooo then my Guardian Angel ate my lovely sister’s head after my BFF’s mate killed her because my sister was trying to kill Astrid’s baby and take over the world. And to add insult to injury—pun very much fucking intended—according to The Reggie, it might not have even been The Corrine who killed me. My killers might still be on the loose in Zanthia? I seriously do not understand assmonkeys who think taking over the world is a solid plan. So now I’m back and I’m supposed to fix this hot ass mess that I didn’t make? Is that about right?” I snarled.

      “Amen sis-tah!” Susu shouted.

      “Unreal,” I snapped and punched another hole in the wall.

      The Henry didn’t even try to fix this one.

      The Fairy dust was coming fast and furious. My mind was a jumbled mess and I couldn’t figure out what to do next.

      Kill The Dave? I’d certainly end any hopes of a family reunion if I did that.

      Did I deal with the Dark Fairies? Shit. I would have to show my ass if I went that route. Satan had warned me not to reveal myself unless I was going to take on my destiny.

      “Balls,” I muttered as I looked for a wall that wasn’t plaster. Plaster sucked. Both of my hands smarted badly now and my knuckles were raw.

      Maybe I could punch a door. Wood was softer than plaster.

      “I wanna punch something,” I grumbled.

      “Punch Jane,” Martha yelled, offering Jane up as a sacrifice. “Everybody knows the ugly asswhacker deserves it. Punch her!”

      “What the fuck, you old buttbag from Hell,” Jane grunted as she tackled Martha to the ground. “I oughta knee you in the bits for that one, you smelly wanker.”

      “Enough,” The Shelia said, yanking the old biddies apart and tossing them to opposite sides of the room.

      “Just tell me this,” I growled as I continued to pace the room like a tiger trapped in a cage. “Is there anything else pertinent I need to know?”

      “You’re pregnant,” The Kev said, standing in the doorway to the suite looking gorgeous but weak. “You’re pregnant with our child.”

      And the room went black. But right before it did, I felt the floor connect with my face.

      There was only so much information a brain could process before it shut itself down.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

        

      

    

    
      I opened my eyes to the most beautiful sight in the world. The Kev stood over my bed and stared at me with such intensity and adoration that I felt naked. It was perfect.

      “Umm… call me crazy, but I think the wrong person is in the bed,” I said with a smile as I sat up and cupped his cheek with my hand. My world, as crazy as it was right now, felt balanced because The Kev was with me.

      “Then scoot over, Crazy,” he commanded with a wide lopsided grin that made my insides tingle.

      “Will do, Bossy Man,” I replied with a giggle as he laid his huge body next to mine. “How do you feel?”

      “I could ask you the same thing,” he said, gathering me in his strong arms.

      “True, but I wasn’t wrapped in iron and tortured hourly,” I pointed out, laying my head on his chest and breathing him in.

      Kissing the top of my head, The Kev sighed. “I’m alive thanks to you. I’m not at full strength right now, which is not the best case scenario, but I can fight. My magic is iffy though.”

      “Okay,” I said, as my brain began to register all I’d learned today. However, one thing stood out far more than all the others. “We’re having a baby?” I whispered.

      “Your wish will always by my command,” he said, pulling me even closer. “Forever, my love.”

      “My wish timing might be a little off,” I said, burying my face in his chest.

      “Nonsense,” he said with a chuckle. “Everything happens when it’s meant to happen.”

      “You’re not mad?” I asked, still hiding my face in his chest.

      Gently lifting my chin so my eyes rose to meet his, The Kev leaned in and kissed my lips. His kiss told me more than his words could ever say. It was full of promise and love and everything else good in this world.

      “Mad is not exactly the word that comes to mind,” The Kev said softly, tracing my lips with his finger. “Overjoyed, humbled, scared, and completely in love with whomever is hitching a ride in your stomach at the moment. And not to mention, head over heels in love with you.”

      “Well, this certainly explains why I’ve been so hungry,” I said with a giggle as I touched my stomach with wonder and awe.

      “And what is it that you’ve been craving, lover?” The Kev inquired as he placed his hand over mine.

      “Pretty much everything, but mostly bread.”

      “Your wish is my command,” he said, waving his hand.

      Gasping, I almost decked him for using his magic on a whim of mine, but I was so hungry I didn’t have the heart to wallop him for being my prince in shining armor. Loaves of warm crusty French bread, muffins, scones, cakes and even flaky circle bread sat atop beautiful silver platters all over the king-sized bed. There were jellies and jams, honey, peanut butter and even a small crystal bowl filled with cinnamon and sugar. It was positively orgasmic.

      “Oh my God,” I said as I dove at the feast and tore off a huge hunk of the French bread. “Are you gonna to still love me when I’m the size of a barn?”

      “I will love you until the end of time, Gemma,” The Kev said with a delighted laugh as I shoved the bread into my mouth. “No matter the size, the form you choose to take, or the place you want to raise our children.”

      That certainly gave me pause. One because I was pretty sure I only had one baby inside me. But mostly because of the last part of his statement…

      The delicious bread now tasted like cardboard in my mouth. Shit.

      “What exactly are you saying?” I asked, not making eye contact. I had a ton of unsettling feelings rushing through me that I didn’t understand. All I wanted to do was leave this horrible place. I’d said it repeatedly, but now that The Kev was making the reality possible, I didn’t know how I felt. There were so many innocent people in grave danger here.

      “I’m saying that if you want to leave Zanthia, I will take you away.”

      Closing my eyes, I prayed I could hold back my tears, but I failed. The Kev reached for me, but I moved out of his range. I couldn’t take his comfort right now. I needed to think for myself and figure out what the Hell was the right thing to do.

      “The Light. The Light Fairies and all the children,” I said, tearing a flaky circle bread apart piece by piece. “I want to take them with us if we leave.”

      “They will not leave their land, Gemma. This is their home—their destiny. It’s what they know.”

      “It’s awful,” I snapped, glancing up at the man I loved.

      He nodded and ran his hands through his hair. “It wasn’t always like this.”

      My stomach tingled and I placed my hand protectively over my unborn child. This place was his or her home as well. Did I have the right to leave? Did I have the right to leave all the people suffering when I could possibly make it right… for them and my baby?

      Shitshitshitshitshitshit.

      “This is your home too,” I said to The Kev. “It’s what you know—your destiny.”

      “My home is with you and you are my destiny.”

      “And mine is with you and the little Fairy in my tummy,” I said, feeling an odd sensation. I couldn’t place it and I wondered for a brief moment if my baby was trying to tell me something.

      “It’s a girl,” The Kev said.

      I stared at him in surprise. “How do you know?”

      “She just told me,” he replied with a joyous laugh as he gently touched my stomach. Silver Fairy dust spilled from his fingertips and covered our joined hands.

      “Why didn’t she tell me?” I demanded, looking down at my flat, sparkling stomach and feeling left out.

      “She tried, my lover,” The Kev explained. “You’re blocking right now. It will happen when the time is right.”

      I pondered that for a moment as I picked up a blueberry muffin and bit into it. I had so many questions for the little girl growing inside my body. “Is she happy I’m her mom?”

      The Kev nodded and smiled. His beauty still slayed me. I certainly hoped our little girl looked like him.

      Wincing slightly, I blurted out my next question. “Umm… does she want to stay in Zanthia?”

      I was cheating by putting a whole lot of pressure on someone who wasn’t even born yet and I was trying to get my child to make a decision I needed to make.

      Quirking a brow, a smile pulled at The Kev’s lips. “Our daughter will be happy wherever we are.”

      “Shit. I was hoping for a more definitive answer,” I said, flopping back on the pile of pillows.

      “Yep, I know,” he replied with a chuckle. “What shall we name her?”

      “No clue. Would she like to weigh in on that?” I asked, thinking how odd it was to be communicating with a being only a few days old.

      “Nope, she’s good with whatever we choose for her.”

      “Mmmkay.” I was at a loss. “This is a hard one. We have to find the perfect name.”

      “True,” The Kev said, stealing part of my muffin and popping it into his mouth.

      If there hadn’t been twenty more on the platter, I would have fought him for it. I was that hungry.

      Sighing, I wracked my brain for the perfect name. As a little girl, I’d never played the game of making lists of what I would call my children. I was too busy surviving my own sad childhood to even consider having one of my own someday. But love changes many things.

      “I’m scared to get it wrong,” I admitted. “What if she hates it? And then hates me because I came up with it?”

      “Not gonna happen,” The Kev told me. “I might have a name…”

      “You might?” My stomach tingled and I was pretty sure the little person inside me was trying to tell me that her daddy was onto something good.

      “I do,” he said with a sly smile. “You love Michael Jackson.”

      “Yep. That’s an indisputable fact, but not more than I love you—although I love him a lot,” I added with a giggle. “However, naming our daughter Michael Jackson is kind of weird. You feel me?”

      “I most certainly do,” he said, copping a feel of my butt to my great delight. “Since you’ve already used Diana, as in your fabulous alias, Dirty Diana, I was thinking… Billie Jean.”

      My squeal brought The Shelia, The Reggie, The Gus, The Henry, The Bob and Susu barreling into the room.

      “What’s wrong?” The Shelia demanded with a dagger drawn, scanning the room for danger.

      “Nothing’s wrong,” I said, throwing a flaky circle bread at her. “Everything is so right, I’m pretty sure I’m going to burst.”

      “Wanna explain, Dairy Queen?” Martha grumbled with her fangs out as she and Jane brought up the rear of my protection posse.

      “My little girl has a perfectly beautiful name!” I shouted and shoved a scone in my mouth.

      “And what would the name be?” The Reggie inquired, grinning from ear to ear.

      “Her name is…” I started, wanting to draw it out as long as I could. Chewing and swallowing the huge piece of scone I’d put in my mouth bought me a little more time. It was all kinds of awesome.

      All my friends leaned forward in anticipation.

      “Her name is Billie Jean!”

      “Oh my God,” The Shelia said with a laugh as she crossed the room and hugged me tight. “That could not be more perfect.”

      “Right?” The Kev said, beaming. “And I came up with it.”

      “He did,” I said, hopping off the bed and into his arms. “Billie Jean will be the most loved baby in the history of babies.”

      “You found her!” Susu said as she zoomed around the room leaving a sparkling lavender happy magic behind her.

      “Found who?” I asked, not following.

      Susu froze midair and tilted her head. “You don’t know who I mean?”

      “Umm… nope,” I said as the crystal at my neck grew warm.

      “Think,” Susu said. “Think hard, my Queen. The answer is inside you.”

      The realization hit me hard and fast. I was glad The Kev was holding me. How did Fate and Satan know? And even though the Devil had said I owed him nothing, I knew I would owe him and Fate for eternity. The crystal at my neck would protect the Demon Fairy inside me.

      “BJ,” I whispered, clasping the crystal. “BJ has been with me the entire time.”

      “Now I’m not following,” The Kev said.

      “Satan gave me a crystal—actually Fate gave it to him to give to me. He told me never to take it off until there was peace in Zanthia and that it would protect a Fairy Demon girl with the initials BJ. It has to be Billie Jean.”

      The Kev pressed his forehead to mine and sighed. “That must be his repayment for what he had to do to me.”

      “No. He said I owed him nothing for this. Nothing.”

      The Kev squinted his eyes in doubt. “Satan always has a price.”

      He was correct and I was beginning to realize what that price might be. We would not owe Satan for this favor bestowed, but he would still gain… possibly. The Devil was a smart bastard. Now more than ever, I needed to either prove I never made the law banning Demons or change it. Period. My daughter and my mate’s lives were at stake.

      Sliding out of The Kev’s arms, I snapped my fingers and dressed myself in battleware—Prada from head to toe. “I need to speak with our guests.”

      “But you and The Kev should both be resting,” The Reggie insisted firmly.

      “Nope,” The Kev and I said in unison.

      I grinned and took his hand. “I have a plan.”

      “Is it an ass yank plan?” Jane inquired, putting a dozen scones in her purse that she couldn’t even eat since she was dead.

      “Partially,” I said with a laugh and handed her a cake.

      “Sounds fucking good to me. I’m in,” she said with a thumbs up.

      “Me too,” Martha said. “Our concert isn’t until tomorrow night so I’m free to fuck things up till then.”

      “You don’t even know what the plan is yet,” I told the dummies.

      “Don’t matter,” Martha said with a cackle. “I’m always up for a shitshow and you haven’t disappointed yet.”

      “Thank you… I think,” I said as I led my inner circle back out to the living room of the suite.

      I had a half-assed, potentially disastrous, potentially brilliant strategy to set in motion.
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        * * *

      

      “How many Light Fairies are there?” I asked The Jennifer and the others we’d saved from the dungeon of the Magic Mystery Castle.

      “In Zanthia proper or outside of it?” she asked, with her thumb raised high in the air.

      “The Jennifer?” I said, politely.

      “Yes?”

      “You can put your thumb down now.”

      “Oh yes, my Queen,” she said, turning a bright pink. “I was unsure if when we spoke with you we should use the sign of respect.”

      “Umm… no,” I said, biting back an un-Queenly giggle. “It replaces the bow. After that, just be normal.”

      “Of course,” she replied going down to her knees and then jumping quickly back to her feet. “Sorry. Habit.”

      “No worries,” I told her. “So there are suburbs of Zanthia?”

      The Jennifer’s lovely brow wrinkled in confusion and she shook her head. “Suburbs? I don’t understand.”

      “The Light Fairies that live outside of Zanthia,” I said, trying to make myself clear. “Are there areas with homes outside of Zanthia?”

      “No,” The Reggie said, following my train of thought. “There are no habitable living areas outside of Zanthia. Maybe a small safe house here and there, but nothing substantial.”

      WTF? “Okay, then how many Light Fairies live inside Zanthia and how many don’t?”

      “Probably about a thousand within Zanthia, give or take a few hundred because the Light go Gray daily now,” The Bob chimed in as The Jennifer nodded in agreement.

      “And outside Zanthia?” I pressed.

      All were silent and looked distressed. This wasn’t working for me. I needed info and I needed it now. Half-assed plans worked far better with as many details as I could get.

      “Tens of thousands,” The Kev said, moving to my side. “We have no clue how many are surviving now.”

      “Surviving what?” I demanded, not liking the sound of any of this.

      “The jungle,” The Kev said. “They’ve run for their lives from the Dark and are trying to make a go of it in the wild.”

      Pink and gold Fairy dust exploded around my head and everyone ducked—including The Kev. “That’s total bullshit,” I shouted. “And it does not work for me.”

      “It’s what we have to do to survive,” The Jennifer explained.

      “And the orphans roaming the street?” I yelled as my Fairy dust ramped up making it difficult to see.

      “We are on our own,” Mina whispered as she pulled on the hem of my dress.

      Mina’s touch calmed me immediately. Hurting her or the others in the suite was not my intention—ever. Closing my eyes and gritting my teeth, I pulled back the storm of magic that swirled dangerously around the room.

      “I’m sorry,” I told my people. “I’m a little emotional right now.”

      “Being knocked up can do that to a freak like you,” Jane pointed out with so much pink Fairy dust in her hair it looked like a glittering wig.

      “Yep, well, them’s the breaks,” I said as my brain wheels began to turn so fast I had to sit. It wasn’t memories coming back to me. Nope. It was a plan and it wasn’t too half-assed. Well… a little, but that was how I rolled.

      “How many floors are in the Plaza?” I asked The Reggie.”

      “Twenty. We have the entire fifth floor at the moment.”

      “Great,” I said, clapping my hands together. “How many people can each floor hold?”

      “There are three hundred suites. Each suite can hold ten comfortably. The grand ballroom on the main floor can hold a thousand. There are several restaurants and many conference rooms. I’d add at least another two thousand,” The Reggie guesstimated.

      “Give me a grand total. Math isn’t my thing,” I told him with a shrug and a grin. Couldn’t be good at everything…

      “Six thousand comfortably. Ten thousand, if we pack it tight.”

      I checked in with The Kev and he winked at me. He’d seated himself, leaned back casually and crossed his legs. Pride was written all over his sexy face. I felt ten feet tall. The man had no clue what I was about to do but was going to support me no matter what. That was true fucking love.

      “Martha and Jane, you ready to pull a rock star temper tantrum?”

      “Fuck to the yes,” Jane shouted and pumped her scrawny fist in the air as Martha began to twerk in excitement.

      “Excellent,” I said, staring at the ceiling until Martha completed her twerk. “The Shelia will take you to the front desk. You will demand that the hotel be cleared of all Fairies until the concert is over. If they balk, you threaten to leave Zanthia.”

      “Even staff?” The Sheila asked, taking notes.

      “Yep. No staff. My guess is that we’ll have people who can do what we need shortly.”

      “Not following,” The Shelia said, looking up from her pad.

      “You’re not supposed to yet,” I said with a grin. “Mina, do you know where the other orphan children are?”

      She nodded and her blue eyes welled up with tears. “Yes, we hide under the bridges and sleep there at night.”

      “Not anymore,” I muttered, feeling my angry magic bubble close to the surface. “Not anymore. The Jennifer, can you and the other nine track the Light that are roaming the jungle safely?”

      “We can,” she nodded and began to smile. “We definitely can.”

      “Outstanding,” I said giving her a thumbs up.

      Her eyes grew huge and she became flustered as I honored her with the Royal Greeting. Whatever. All of these lovely freaks were going to have to come to terms with the fact that everyone was fucking valuable—not just me.

      Glancing over at The Kev for support, he chuckled and gave me the thumbs up. He was so damned hot, my mouth watered. If I had an hour of downtime I would so do him, but business before pleasure.

      “Sooooooo, here’s the half-assed plan. The Shelia, Martha and Jane will clear the hotel due to a fucked up rock star Vampyre tantrum like no one has ever witnessed.”

      “Roger that,” Jane said, snapping her fingers and dressing herself and Martha in purple assless chaps, green sequined boob tubes and black orthopedic shoes.

      I looked away before I gagged or laughed. There was more shit to be done and I had no time to puke.

      “The Bob, The Reggie, The Henry and The Gus, you will take Mina and Lady Gaga and find every single orphan child in Zanthia. Once the Plaza is cleared you will magically transport them all back here. Make sure they are bathed and fed.”

      “We will heal any in need,” The Reggie promised with a delighted smile and a thumbs up.

      “Perfect. The Jennifer and the others will case the jungle and transport every single Light Fairy back to the hotel. Make sure all are comfortable and fed and forbid them to leave until I give the order. If we have more than ten thousand, have them wait on the perimeter of Zanthia.”

      “We can do that,” The Jennifer said with so much enthusiasm that she dropped to the floor and bowed. Of course, all the other Fairies followed suit.

      “Duuuuudes,” I snapped as the flustered Fairies quickly jumped to their feet and produced the thumb.

      “Sorry,” The Reggie said with an embarrassed laugh. “It might take a while to break us of the habit.”

      “No worries,” I told him. “Just work on it. And please spread the freakin’ word that we are using the thumb now instead of the bowing which makes me itchy.”

      “Will do,” came a chorus of happy voices.

      “And you, my Queen. Will you and The Kev rest while we gather our people?” The Bob inquired.

      I looked at The Kev and smiled. He smiled back. His love and trust humbled me. “Nope. We shall be paying a visit to my daddy. It’s time to get a few things straightened out. Susu are you with me?”

      “You bet your hot fucking patootie, I am!” Susu squealed and turned cartwheels in the air.

      The cheers were loud. It felt fantastic. It felt bizarrely like I had come home. However, there were some very risky things that had to be accomplished before I could bask in any kind of approval. Zanthia was still a hot fucking and very dangerous mess. It was going to take a miracle and then some to get us out of it.

      Thank the Heavens, Hell, and everything in between I was very, very, very, motivated.

      And I really liked to win.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fifteen

          

        

      

    

    
      The Grand Fun Palace was a clusterhump of overly ornate décor, unconnected stairwells and no freakin’ elevators. If I stayed in the Zanthia Hellhole, I was not living here. It gave me the creeps. Mirrors of all shapes and sizes lined most of the hallways. It was absurd. They were not normal mirrors at all. Some made me look short, some fat, some tall and some simply weird. Michael Jackson’s song The Man in the Mirror came to mind, but this wasn’t what my hero was singing about. Michael wanted everyone to be equal and valuable—these mirrors simply distorted the truth. And none of it made me remember having been here before.

      “How do I look?” I whispered to The Kev as we waited on a solid gold bench outside of the main chambers of The Dave.

      “Like my Dirty Diana,” he said softly.

      I was back in my redheaded manager disguise and The Kev was now unrecognizable as the roadie for the band. The Shelia had called ahead and made it clear that Martha and Jane’s manager—me—was concerned about security for the concert and demanded a face to face with The Dave. The demand was accepted without a hitch. So far so good.

      The Kev had changed his appearance dramatically—he was now dark-haired and shorter but still hotter than Hell. My man had traded in his blue eyes for brown and sported a thinner build than usual. His magic was coming back. It was still a little unreliable, but I would cover anything that he couldn’t. He was my world, along with Billie Jean, and nothing was going to happen to him. He’d been through enough already.

      “You look pretty doable as a brunette,” I teased.

      “Wanna find an alcove for a quickie, Dirty Diana?” The Kev asked with a wink.

      “Hellooooo,” Susu whispered from my shoulder with a giggle. “I’m right here, you randy motherhumpers.”

      “He was joking,” I told her.

      “Actually, I wasn’t,” The Kev said with a grin that made all my lady parts wake up.

      “Really?” I asked, looking down the hallway for a hiding place.

      “Really,” he said. “Seeing your father with a hard on isn’t going to be one of my finer moments.”

      With a laugh, I punched his arm. “I have no intention of letting The Dave know who I am… I think,” I said, being about as indecisive as a person could be. “Guess I’m gonna wing this shit.”

      “Get ready to wing it because here they come,” Susu whispered and tucked herself away in the hood of my cloak.

      Four enormous guards approached and stopped in front of us. We were examined like science experiments. No one spoke. Not them. Not us. It was a strangely tense standoff. The Kev was excellent at hiding his fury, but I could feel it since my body was so close to his. My mate was a ticking time bomb ready to blow.

      All four were definitely Dark. Again, I wished I could read their auras, but that was not going to happen… yet. The staring contest continued. Could they sense our power? Could they sense that The Kev was ready to rip their heads off with his bare hands? Shit.

      “State your reason for being here,” the one I assumed was the head guard said in a flat ugly tone.

      Time to turn the attention to me—diversionary tactics were necessary. I could always dole out some hair pants, but that was sure to end badly.

      “Hi!” I squealed as loud as I could, jumping to my feet. “I’m Dirty Diana. The manager of the superstars, Martha and Jane! Are you guys excited for the concert tomorrow night? It’s gonna to be epic! YAYAYAYAYAYAYAY!”

      Hopping around like an idiot, I even attempted a semi-twerk in honor of Martha and Jane. I was certain it looked more like I had ants in my pants or an unflattering tic, but I was going for it. Thankfully The Kev—aka Ben, in keeping with our Michael Jackson theme—didn’t laugh. And thankfully times ten over my man didn’t try to kill the guards. I was sure he could do it, but it wasn’t in line with the half-assed plan to start with a bloodbath.

      Two of the guards couldn’t have looked more uninterested if they’d tried and the other two had a very difficult time tamping back their excitement. I’d bet my immortal life that the bored two were not Fairies at all. What they were was what I needed to find out from The Dave.

      Needing to test my theory, I kept going.

      “I might just happen to have a few backstage passes with me,” I shrieked so shrilly I wanted to slap my own hands over my ears. “Would anyone like one? Martha and Jane have been known to do a twerk-off after the concert to blow off some artistic steam!”

      Again, I twerked. Again, it sucked. And again, The Kev didn’t laugh. He would get a lap dance later for holding his shit together.

      “I’d like one,” the guard I was sure was a Fairy said.

      “Me too,” the other Fairy added.

      I felt Susu do a little voodoo and laminated backstage passes appeared in my hand. My Mini-Elf was on top of it. Handing the passes to the two guards, I gave a megawatt and seriously vapid smile to the other two.

      “How about you big boys? Don’t you want to be in the presence of rock royalty?”

      “There is no royalty in Zanthia,” the main guard snarled with so much venom in his voice I was taken aback.

      Interesting.

      “We have no interest in such frivolity,” the second one I suspected was not of Fairy origin snapped. “The Dave will see you momentarily.”

      “Alone,” The Kev said tonelessly.

      All four guards glared at him.

      “And you are?” the main one demanded as his eyes narrowed dangerously

      “Ben,” The Kev said through clenched teeth and a smile on his face that came nowhere close to reaching his eyes. “Martha and Jane’s personal roadie. Our business with The Dave concerns the private matters of the superstars. They will leave Zanthia at once if their wishes for privacy are not met.”

      “Their request shall be honored,” one of the Fairy guards announced immediately as the two strange ones growled low in their throats.

      Growling was not a trait I’d been aware Fairies subscribed to, which further confirmed to me that we were dealing with far more than Dark Fairies. The guards exchanged glances and the non-Fairy one shrugged his huge shoulders.

      “Fine. I have far more pressing matters than listening to the demands of singing Vampyres,” he said in a condescending manner that would have set Martha and Jane off.

      I was glad they weren’t here at the moment. Anyone who laid a finger on my old bags would die a violent and bloody death by my hand. Bringing them with me was a stroke of genius. They were the lynch pin of the entire plan.

      Who knew the old idiots would become so important to me? Definitely not me.

      I’d even go so far as to say I loved them. I didn’t really like them much and didn’t want to hang out with them—ever—but I loved the profane, disgusting Vampyres and they would forever have my protection. Saying a quick thanks to the Big Guy upstairs that I’d never followed my impulses and offed the old dummies, I turned my attention back to the real, and the debatable Fairies. The Kev wasn’t going to be polite much longer.

      “Fanfreakintastic!” I shouted in such a screechy decibel that all the guards winced and backed away. “Will The Dave come and get us? Or are you hunks of muscle going to escort us in?”

      I was pretty sure one of the guards’ eardrums had burst if the look in his face and the fact that he was clutching the side of his head in pain was a clue.

      “The Dave will come and retrieve you when he is ready,” the other Fairy guard said from halfway down the hall. “You will see yourselves out when you are done.”

      By now they were all running away. My high-pitched voice had won a small battle. Yessssss.

      “Umm… where in the Hell did that voice come from?” The Kev inquired, biting down on his lip so he didn’t laugh.

      “Ass yank,” I told him proudly. “Pulled it right out of my ass. Are your ears okay?”

      He nodded and pressed a quick kiss to my lips. “You are my mate. I can withstand any tactic you have to use. The same is true for you with anything I have to do.”

      “Susu?” I asked, reaching back into my hood to make sure she hadn’t gone deaf.

      “Fine, Dirty Diana,” she replied with a giggle. “I am the same as Ben. I was created for you. Anything you need to do will not affect me.”

      “Good to know,” I muttered, and then froze as a man walked out of the chambers and greeted us with a smile.

      Millions of memories jolted through my brain—some horrifying, some beautiful. My head hurt so many thoughts rushed through. My breathing became labored and I worried I would faint… which was not in the fucking half-assed plan in any way, shape or form.

      The feeling of The Kev’s hand on my back gave me the strength I needed to get to my feet.

      What was going to happen once I entered the room? It was anyone’s fucking guess because I had no clue.
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        * * *

      

      “Please, join me in my chambers,” The Dave said as he turned and walked out of view.

      “Are you okay?” The Kev asked with concern, halting my forward progress.

      Nodding my head was the best I could do. Part of me wanted to run and hide, but a far larger part of me wanted to walk into The Dave’s chambers. I was the Fairy Queen. The Fairy Queen does not run away.

      A beautiful and inviting force pulled me the short distance down the hallway to the open door. A true sense of peace overwhelmed me and I felt lighter than I’d ever felt in my life. Was The Dave using some kind of fucked up magical compulsion? I glanced over at The Kev to see if he was similarly affected. He wasn’t. It was just me. Shit.

      Peeking into the room before I entered it, I had to swallow my gasp. Swirls of sparkling golden light floated around The Dave’s head. It was a sorcery so pure and good I wanted to touch it. I wanted to wrap it around me and bask in it. Since that would be every kind of awkward and weird, I held myself back. Gripping The Kev’s hand like it was my lifeline, I walked into the room.

      It was far less ornate than every other place I’d seen in the Grand Fun Palace thus far. It was vaguely familiar and very tasteful, but I couldn’t quite place it.

      “Welcome,” The Dave said with a warm smile on his face. “Please take a seat and tell me how I can help you.”

      The Fairy’s beauty was absurd. His eyes were a glittering silver and he was blond like me. The Dave was a tall and well-built man, but there was a gentleness about him that was truly magical.

      We sat. I couldn’t have found my voice if it walloped me in the head. Memories flooded my brain. The Dave had loved me dearly as a child and I’d loved him as well. That was certainly going to make it more difficult to rip his head off, if that was what I was going to have to do.

      Life was sucking all kinds of wads as of late.

      Thankfully, The Kev still had use of his vocal chords.

      “Martha and Jane are very particular about their privacy,” The Kev started as The Dave stared at him strangely.

      “Of course,” he said haltingly, now staring at me.

      “Is this room soundproofed?” The Kev went on ignoring The Dave’s scrutiny.

      “Yes. It is. There is no video surveillance either,” he said.

      “He’s wrong,” Susu whispered in my head. “He either doesn’t know or he’s lying. I see four hidden cameras.”

      “Where?” I asked her. “I don’t see any.”

      “That’s because you’re not a Mini-Elf. I can see through all disguises. Nothing is hidden from me because I’m fabulous.”

      “What about the species of the guards you ate today? Could you see what they were?”

      “No,” she said, beginning to have a meltdown. “But they tasted like shit.”

      I could feel her punch herself inside the hood of my cloak. We did not have time for Susu to beat the living Hell out of herself.

      “Stop that right now. You are still fabulous and I love you.”

      “I am fabulous,” she said with a giggle as she calmed down. “And I love you too.”

      “Okay, Miss Fabulous. Tell me where the cameras are.”

      “Desk lamp. Chandelier. Dream Catcher and the flowers on his desk. Want me to eat him?” she asked in all seriousness.

      “Umm… no, but thank you.”

      “No problem. Just say the word and The Dave will be my after dinner snack.”

      That was not going to happen. If The Dave needed to be destroyed, I was going to do it. Period.

      “We need to discuss the security at the venue,” I said not disguising my voice at all.

      The Dave went pale and crystal tears of joy began to slowly roll down his cheeks. He was either a kickass actor or truly happy to see me.

      “Are you…” he began.

      I held my hand up to him to silence him.

      Thankfully, he obeyed.

      “I’d like to demonstrate part of Martha and Jane’s act. I’ll need to rearrange the room if you don’t mind,” I told him.

      The Dave nodded his head and continued to cry. “Be my guest,” he whispered reverently.

      “Thank you,” I said as I stood and pretended I was going to walk toward the desk. Instead I purposely tripped, destroying the flowers and the desk lamp.”

      The Kev was on his feet in a split second to catch me but I was too fast. Two cameras down, two to go.

      “So sorry,” I said with a laugh and a shrug. “I’m clumsy. Let me try again.”

      With a covert wink to The Kev, he relaxed visibly and sat back down. My baby believed in me. I was pretty sure he thought I was nuts, but he definitely believed in me. And I was kind of nuts.

      “Okay,” I grunted and crawled on top of The Dave’s desk as he watched in utter confusion. “I’m gonna leap off of here so you can see the intricacies of what the girls will be doing. Martha and Jane do a very physical show.”

      I almost laughed at the absurdity of what I’d just said, but that would have been extremely counterproductive to the plan I was busy yanking out of my ass. Magic would have been far easier to use to destroy the cameras, but I had to make it look feasible to the fuckers that were spying on The Dave. All anyone needed to know was that Dirty Diana, the crazy manager of Martha and Jane, was a clumsy idiot. Not. A. Problem.

      The Dream Catcher hung from the chandelier. It was in constant rotation so it cased the entire room. The simplicity of the surveillance was pretty brilliant. However, I was more brilliant. In a leap that showed how truly ungraceful I was, I yanked the chandelier from the ceiling and destroyed it along with the Dream Catcher.

      “My goodness,” The Dave shouted, jumping to his feet and zipping around his desk to where I lay in a heap on the floor. “Are you okay?”

      “I am now,” I said with a grin, standing and taking in the man who had sired me.

      With a wave of my hand, I encased the room in a strong magic. No one could come in and no one could leave. It still remained to be seen if The Dave was going to leave the room alive when we were done.

      “Was there a reason for that destruction?” The Kev inquired, still seated.

      “Yep. Either The Dave is a liar or he didn’t know there were four cameras in here. Operative word being were… now there are none.”

      “What?” The Dave asked, shocked.

      Again, my father either deserved an Oscar or he was lying. Unable to read his aura was a real issue at the moment. I’d know in a heartbeat if he was lying.

      What to do…

      “My Queen?” The Dave choked out, going to his knees.

      The jig was up faster than I’d planned but winging it often went like that.

      “Up,” I said, dropping my disguise and letting my true self free. “No more bowing and scraping. The new show of respect is a thumbs up.”

      The Dave raised his head and looked so alarmed, I laughed.

      “Are you serious?” he asked.

      “Deadly,” I replied. “And before we have any family reunions, you have some explaining to do.”

      “Of course,” he said, getting slowly to his feet while staring at me with such adoration that I was tempted to leap into his arms and ask him to love me.

      “Go to the other side of the room,” I instructed curtly. It simply wouldn’t do to get mushy when I might have to end his life. “I’m seriously in danger of hugging you and I’m not ready for that yet. You feel me, dude?”

      The Dave grinned and obeyed my request. His damned smile was so freakin’ appealing, I almost forgot my own rule. He was a sneaky one.

      “As you wish, my Queen.”

      “About that,” I snapped, trying to stay mad. He was making it difficult with all that damned smiling. “I’m not sure I’m taking the job yet. However, this place is such a hot mess, I’m at least staying until this shitshow is under control.”

      “I see,” he said, now glancing over at The Kev who was still in disguise as Ben.

      Susu was no longer in disguise and felt comfortable flitting around the room. I supposed she thought since I was me now that she could be herself. That was fine. I was sure The Dave was well aware of the talents of Mini-Elves. But his focus on The Kev pissed me off.

      And that was my first piece of business.

      “Tell me right now why you imprisoned The Kev and scheduled him to die,” I demanded in a voice that jerked The Dave’s gaze right back to me.

      “Die?” he asked. “The Kev was not scheduled to die. I imprisoned him for his own safety. The Dark Court wanted him executed on sight.”

      “Bullshit,” I snarled as silver, gold and pink glitter exploded in furious little bursts around my head. “He was nearly dead when I got to him.”

      “He was being guarded by Gray Fairies,” The Dave insisted. “With instructions not to harm him. This can’t be right.”

      “Again, I call bullshit,” I shouted as the Fairy dust ramped up and The Dave had to brace himself to stay on his feet.

      “Gemma,” The Kev called out as he took back his true form. “Stop. He tells the truth.”

      “Those were not Gray Fairies guarding you,” I hissed, refusing to tamp back the storm raging in the room. “They were Dark and two of them were not Fairies at all.”

      “What?” The Kev and The Dave shouted at the same time.

      Shit. My mouth was full of Fairy dust. My power was biting me in the butt. Choking to death on my own magic was not part of the grand scheme. With great effort and a small amount of pain, I stopped the storm. The magic might have abated, but my anger had not.

      “What do you mean not Fairies?” The Kev asked.

      “They. Were. Not. Fairies,” I repeated, watching The Dave carefully for his reaction. His reaction matched The Kev’s… total bewilderment.

      “What are they?” The Dave asked.

      “Were,” I snapped, still trying to gauge if he was playing us. “They’re in Susu’s digestive tract now. And I have no clue what they were. I was hoping you could enlighten me.”

      The Dave walked back to his desk and dropped into his chair. Letting his head fall forward, he caught it in his hands. “I should have suspected something.”

      “Is he bullshitting us?” I demanded of The Kev. “I’m having a hard time buying it. I mean, I want to buy it. I want to buy it with all my heart, but if I can tell they weren’t Fairies then why can’t he?”

      “He’s not the Fairy Queen,” The Kev said, giving me the thumbs up. “You are. You power outweighs all of ours put together, my love.”

      “Then we are soooo fucked,” I said, pacing the room and kicking the piles of Fairy dust left over from the storm.

      “Read The Dave’s aura, Gemma. That will tell you all you need to know,” The Kev promised.

      “Oh my Hell,” I shouted. I was tempted to pull a Susu and punch myself in the head. “I should have already done that. I totally suck as the Fairy Queen. You guys should really get a different gal for the job. I’m a walking menace.”

      I closed my eyes and pretended I wasn’t here. If I couldn’t see them, they couldn’t see me. Right? Wrong. So, so, so, wrong.

      “Look at me,” The Dave gently directed. “Read me, Gemma. See who I am.”

      Slowly opening my eyes, I looked at the man who I wanted to hug so badly it physically hurt. His aura was like none I’d ever seen. It was a pure sparkling gold. It was the color of enlightenment and divine protection.

      The Dave was guided by the highest good—divine guidance. My father embodied protection, wisdom, inner knowledge, a spiritual mind and intuitiveness. Basically, the man was incapable of lying.

      Shit. Now I was more confused than ever.

      “Fine,” I grumbled. “He’s telling the truth.”

      “Can I hug you?” The Dave asked, looking so hopeful I wanted to cry.

      “If you insist,” I said, crossing the room to him with such speed it was embarrassing.

      His embrace was everything I’d ever wanted as a child. It was so loving and warm, now I was crying. The Dave held me close and rocked me gently back and forth. I wanted to stay in my father’s embrace forever, but that was not a possibility.

      “Did you love my mom?” I asked, looking up at him.

      His smile was angelic. “I did. She was not my true mate, but we were destined to create you together. It was more of an arranged marriage, so to speak. We were genuinely fond of each other and before she was murdered, she did indeed find her true mate. He was the love of her life and she was his.”

      “And you? Did you find your true mate?” I asked.

      “No. Not yet, but I feel she is near.”

      I was very tempted to tell him it was The Shelia and she was indeed very near, but they would have to discover that one on their own.

      “Did I know this information?” I asked, trying so hard to remember.

      The Dave glanced at me in concern. “You don’t remember?”

      Pulling out of his embrace was difficult, but my brain worked better when I moved around.

      “I remember bits and pieces. When I see things, I remember. Your chambers feel familiar, but I’m not sure why. However, I’m very sure I never made the law banning Demons, but I have no proof.”

      “The law was made right before you died,” The Dave said. “It was signed and on your desk.”

      “In my cold dead hands?” I snapped, furious I had no memory of any of this.

      “Umm… no,” The Dave whispered, blanching. “There was nothing recognizable left.”

      “Oh,” I said, feeling a little ill about that piece of the story. “She tore me apart after poisoning me?”

      “That’s what she said,” The Kev confirmed, wrapping his arms around me and lending me his strength and warmth. “But I don’t think she had the power to do that.”

      “Neither do I,” The Dave agreed.

      “The Reggie said he felt another presence in the shadows when he found what was left of me,” I told them.

      The Dave nodded. “He said as much to me as well, but there was no proof. The Corinne made herself Queen that very day, imprisoned me, and locked down the chambers you were murdered in.”

      “Here? I was murdered in the Grand Fun Palace?”

      “You were,” The Kev said, holding me tighter.

      My mind went to work again even though I would have done anything to turn it off at this point. I knew what I had to do. Remembering the past was the key to changing what was happening in Zanthia now. My baby’s future depended on it.

      “Is the chamber still locked down with magic?”

      “It is,” The Dave confirmed.

      “Created by The Corinne?” I asked.

      Both The Dave and The Kev nodded.

      “Take me there. I need to see it.”

      “I don’t know if we can get in,” The Dave said.

      “Who is the fucking Fairy Queen?” I demanded as sparks began to shoot from my fingertips.

      “You are, lover,” The Kev said with a grin.

      “Damned right, I am. Some murderous, bitchy sister who got eaten by my Guardian Angel cannot keep me out of what is mine. You dudes feel me?” I shouted.

      “I feel you,” Susu squealed with glee as she shot around the room like a colorful bullet.

      The Dave gave me a thumbs up and a smile so bright, I had to hug him once more. The Kev always had my back and I would always have his. I was terrified to do what I was about to do, but there was no other way.

      I was the fucking Fairy Queen.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Sixteen

          

        

      

    

    
      I regretted my decision the moment I entered the chamber. The room was lightly dusted with an iridescent green mist and small glowing globes, remnants of golden enchantment, bounced around as if lost. I recognized it as my own—from many centuries ago. Reaching out my hand, the glimmering bubbles came to me and rested around my head like a broken crown. It was melancholy and tragic. The crystal at my neck heated and I gently rubbed my stomach to reassure my baby.

      The spell that The Corrine had placed on the room was shoddy. I was surprised no one had been able to break it. But then again, maybe no one had really tried. It was not a nice place to be.

      “Do you remember this room?” The Dave asked quietly as I stood as still as a statue and looked around.

      The Kev reached for me, but I held my hand up for him to stay back. This was a trip I had to take on my own. As much as I loved my Fairy, he could not erase what had happened here and neither could I.

      “I remember,” I said. My voice sounded far away to my own ears—hollow and small.

      The room was not tacky at all. It was more my style than anyplace in Zanthia I’d seen so far. It wasn’t grand or gaudy, but it was lovely in an understated way. Well, it had been at one time. Now the furniture was upended and broken as if there had been a deadly struggle—and indeed there had been. Only the desk survived unscathed.

      For a brief moment pictures of Zanthia flashed through my mind—the Zanthia from before. There were no Tilt-O-Whirls. No carnival rides. There were trees and paths and lovely architecture. Had The Corinne changed everything?

      “I feel her here. I feel myself here,” I choked out as I grabbed the edge of the desk. The minute I touched the mahogany wood, I fell down a hole like Alice in Wonderland. However, there was no silly rabbit to greet me. My body was here in the room, but my mind traveled far back in time.

      The vision ran in slow motion and it was the worst horror movie I’d ever seen. My stomach cramped and searing pain coursed through my body. The Dave and The Kev’s words of concern sounded like distant gibberish.

      Closing my eyes against the travesty that was rushing across my vision didn’t stop it. There was no way out. The pain was almost unbearable, but if remembering was the price I had to pay to keep my baby safe, then remember I would.

      I was the fucking Fairy Queen of Zanthia.

      “You will sign this into law,” The Corinne hissed. “You must. Demons want Zanthia. This is the only way to keep our race pure.”

      “Why is that so important to you, sister?” I asked, eyeing her with distrust. Nothing was straightforward with The Corinne. My sister was exquisitely beautiful and extraordinarily bad. There was always an ulterior motive. Her pathetic vying for power made me weary. We were at war with the Trolls and it took all I had to make sure my army and my people were safe and provided for.

      “Because it’s right,” she snarled. “To taint our blood with outsiders will end us. It’s disgusting and unacceptable. You must see I’m correct.”

      “No,” I said. “I see that you are elitist. Right now our blood is being shed on battlefields with an enemy far more dangerous than the Demons. It’s the Trolls that want Zanthia, not the Demons.”

      “Rubbish. Demons are vile and full of evil. We should have never gone to war with the Trolls,” she snarled. “I simply don’t understand your reluctance. You’re as weak as our mother was.”

      “Do not speak ill of The Jewel,” I said in an imperious tone that made The Corinne back up and paled considerably. “Our mother was fair and good. I should only hope to be as good a Fairy Queen as she was. Do not mention her again in any kind of derogatory way—ever. Am I clear?”

      “Yes, my Queen,” she choked out as she went to her knees and bowed.

      I was very aware of how much she hated calling me her Queen. She was older and felt she’d been passed up, but Fate decreed what Fate decreed, and I was the true Fairy Queen. I was certain if my sister had the chance to take the crown she would do it in a heartbeat. However, I would never give her the opportunity. She would be the ruin of Zanthia—not the Demons.

      “I will not sign the decree into law. Satan is far better as an ally than an enemy. And not all Demons are evil. They were created to punish evil—not make it.”

      “Lies,” The Corinne snapped. “If the choice was mine, I would build a wall to keep the vermin out.”

      “Then it’s a good thing the choice is not yours,” I replied lightly, ready for her to take her leave.

      Her constant nagging about keeping Zanthia pure had increased as of late and she was causing unrest. My own people were questioning me about the war with the Trolls because of her. The Corrine was trying to undermine my authority. However, she was my blood and I would look after her until the end of time because that’s what family was supposed to do. She just made it difficult—extremely difficult.

      “Is that your final answer on the matter?” The Corinne inquired in a strange tone.

      Glancing up at her sharply, I narrowed my eyes and nodded my head.

      “Say it,” she insisted, moving to the far side of the room.

      “Say what?” I asked, frustrated.

      “Say that the Demons are allowed in Zanthia and damn the Trolls to Hell. I need to hear the words, dearest sister of mine.”

      Had she lost her mind? What game was she playing now?

      “Fine. If I do as you so rudely ask, will you leave my chamber? I have work to do.”

      “Your wish is my command, my Queen,” The Corinne said in a condescending tone.

      Sometimes I wondered if she truly was my sister. Our mother and father were two of the most divinely good people to roam the Universe. While they hadn’t been each other’s true mates, and not meant to be together forever, they had raised us with love, discipline and compassion. The Corinne had been sour even as a child.

      And when our mother had found finally her true mate, The Corinne had been horrid to him.

      The Reggie was a dear soul and so heartbroken after The Jewel’s death. I’d kept him close to me. He was a scholar and a healer and one of my closest friends. The Kev and I adored him.

      “Say it,” The Corinne shouted, sounding more insane by the second.

      Fine. If it would get her to leave, I would say just about anything. However, what she wanted me to say was exactly what I believed. “Demons are allowed in Zanthia and the Trolls can go to the Basement of Hell and burn for eternity for all I care. Are you happy now?” I demanded.

      “You will never know how much,” The Corinne replied raising her arms above her head and shrieking like a banshee.

      The next part of the vision was so raw and vicious I could hear my own screams… right now in the present. They matched my screams from the past. The Corinne’s shriek was not because she was crazy—that was a given. It was a call—a signal. My chamber filled with the most grotesque creatures known to the Universe and the creatures my people were fighting. I could hear my sister’s maniacal laugh as she watched me fight each evil monster after each evil monster.

      The Corinne chanted and fucked with my magic. Only someone from my bloodline could do something so heinous and cruel. Under normal circumstances her chanting wouldn’t affect me. I was far stronger than my sister, but she’d taken me by surprise.

      One weakened Fairy Queen against thirty Trolls was not going to end well. She knew it and I knew it.

      The only thing that kept going through my mind was The Kev. His devastation at my death would only match mine at his. Visions of his beautiful face kept me fighting for my life.

      As each limb was torn from my body and my blood pooled in macabre puddles on the floor, I kept fighting. I fought until there was no breath left—until my battered and destroyed spirit floated out of my body and looked down at my scattered remains.

      The Corinne laughed and picked up my severed hand. She placed a quill pen in my hand and pinched my lifeless fingers together. With no emotion except hatred and greed emanating from her evil body, she sighed the decree to ban Demons from Zanthia. I had indeed held the pen that signed the heinous ordinance into law, but it was the hand of evil that had truly done the deed.

      The Trolls bowed to my sister and she cast a horrid spell. Gone were the grotesque ten foot bodies of the Trolls and in their place stood what appeared to be beautiful Fairies. Her words no longer made sense. The Corinne’s voice was shrill and I couldn’t make out her directives to the imposters. But I didn’t need to hear the words. I knew now exactly what she had done.

      With a violent jerk, I came back to the present. I felt sick and weak. My tears flowed and created small crystal pools on the desk. My throat was raw from the screaming. The Kev and The Dave looked positively murderous. The devastation in their eyes matched my own.

      “I didn’t make the law,” I choked out as I reached for The Kev.

      He was beside me so fast I didn’t see him move. The Dave was equally as quick. They both held me as I sobbed.

      “You are safe here in Zanthia,” I told The Kev. “The law was signed with my hand but only after it was torn from my body. The Corinne used my severed hand and signed it into law. Not me.”

      The Kev’s wail of fury was so enraged and visceral I felt it down to my toes. The Dave’s body shook with fury and both men’s magic bounced around the room tangling with each other’s as they both tried to soothe me.

      Thankfully, it worked. The pure love infused in the enchantment, wrapped me in a protective blanket of hope and adoration. Letting it enter me, I sighed and laid my tired head on The Kev’s chest as I held tightly to The Dave’s hand.

      “She didn’t kill me,” I whispered. “Well, she did, but she didn’t.”

      “You don’t have to talk about it,” The Kev said, burying his face in my hair.

      I smiled. My Fairy wanted to protect me from the Dark side but he couldn’t do that. What he could do was love me and that would give me the strength to face it on my own. There was simply no other choice. It was my destiny.

      “I do,” I corrected him. “If I bury the memories, the darkness will live on. That’s not how I roll.”

      “Do you know who killed you?” The Dave asked.

      Nodding my head, I straightened my spine and moved away from the men who loved me. Walking around the room, I could now place faces. Two of my killers were in Susu’s stomach. And twenty-eight more still roamed Zanthia. In fact, I’d just spoken with two of them.

      “Trolls,” I said in a flat tone. “And they’re still here.”

      “In Zanthia?” The Dave asked as his magic ramped up. “Where?”

      “In your Dark Court, and from what I’ve observed here, they’re winning,” I replied as my eyes blazed and an eerie mist of pink, gold and silver began to swirl through the room.

      “Trolls are the species of the Dark Court?” The Kev ground out, glowing so brightly I had to shield my eyes.

      “Not for much longer,” I said, feeling stronger and more like myself than I ever had.

      Knowing my past had freed me. Now I just needed to live to see my future.

      “If you can spot them, I can kill them,” The Kev snarled.

      “And I as well,” The Dave added not looking as sweet as he had a moment ago.

      “Not yet,” I told them as my magic ramped up. However, now I had complete control of it. My power no longer controlled me. My insides tingled and I closed my eyes to enjoy the feeling. “Susu, can you transport The Kev, The Dave and myself back to the Plaza? My magic is weak right now. I need to sleep.”

      “I can,” Susu, who had been hovering around my head the entire time, said as she kissed away the tears that still flowed from my eyes. “I can do anything you ask of me, my Queen.”

      “Thank you,” I told her, gently kissing the top of her lovely little head. “We have work to do.”

      A truer statement had never been said.
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      The Plaza was full. Thousands of Light Fairies filled the rooms and thousands more rimmed the perimeter of Zanthia. The magic in the hotel was invigorating. As it touched my skin and danced with delight around me, my exhaustion quickly faded.

      These people were the reason I was here. The reason I’d been reincarnated. These were my people. However, apparently the word about the Thumb of Respect had not been spread very well. As I visited each and every room in the hotel, Fairies dropped to the ground with such speed, they banged their heads on the floor. I was certain many would end up with a concussion or at the very least a resounding headache.

      “It’s incredible,” I whispered to The Kev with a giggle when we’d finished our rounds after a long but wildly satisfying five hours.

      “It is, lover,” he said, pressing his lips to mine. “But we should rest. Dawn is coming soon and you need to yank another plan from your delectable ass.”

      “This is true but I already have one in the works,” I told him with a grin.

      He took my hand in his and led us back to the fifth floor where our friends awaited our arrival. “Did we lose Susu in the melee?” he asked, glancing around.

      “Nope,” I told him with a sly little grin. “I sent her back to Astrid at the Cressida House with a message.”

      “Do tell,” he said with a raised brow.

      “And ruin the surprise?” I asked with mock horror. “No way. You’ll just have to wait and see. Don’t you trust your Fairy Queen?”

      His eyes narrowed playfully and I laughed.

      “I trust my Fairy Queen with my life and the life of our little one inside you,” The Kev said, turning serious on a dime.

      He reverently touched my stomach and the crystal at my neck warmed. “I think she trusts me too,” I whispered, placing my hand over his.

      “She does,” he said. “She told me so.”

      With a smile of absolute contentment pulling at my lips, I took a deep breath. “Let’s go see our friends.”

      Everything was different now. Well, it was the same, but I remembered my past and there was one person in particular I couldn’t wait to see.
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        * * *

      

      “Hairy Peen!” Martha shouted and jumped up from the couch with her eyes shining like a child on Christmas morning. “You missed it. We killed the rock star temper tantrum. Killed that fucker dead.”

      “Almost killed a bunch of Fairies too,” The Shelia said with an eye roll and a laugh.

      The entire room was filled with my inner circle and I grinned. I squinted at the two certifiable Vampyres who were dancing around with glee. “What happened?”

      “It was so motherhumpin’ perfect,” Jane gushed. “They didn’t know what hit them.”

      “Understatement,” The Shelia muttered, shuddering and laughing at the same time.

      “Tell me,” I insisted. I really needed to hear something funny. If The Shelia’s expression was anything to go by, this shit was good.

      “Okay,” Martha said, patting her buddy Jane on the back in congratulations. “First off, I’d like to say I will never knee Jane in the clam again. After today her va-jay-jay is safe from my knee until the end of time… or we get beheaded.”

      “That’s the same thing, shit for brains,” Jane pointed out.

      “Explain yourself, assmonkey,” Martha demanded, gut-punching the same woman she’d just sworn not to knee in the lady bits for eternity.

      “You’re such a dumbasswanker. I bet you think Johnny Cash is a pay toilet,” Jane snapped as she landed an excellent left hook to Martha’s face.

      “You think so, you ancient atomic wiener?” Martha hissed and walloped Jane in the back of the head sending her flying across the room.

      “If we get beheaded, it is the end of our time, you steamy bum gremlin,” Jane grunted getting up and flipping her buddy off.

      Martha paused in deep thought—which was a total oxymoron.

      “Oh,” Martha replied shrugging her bony shoulders and scratching her partially bald head. “My bad.”

      “No worries,” Jane replied, unfazed by their violent exchange.

      “Umm… I have stuff to do,” I said with an eye roll at their ridiculous antics. “If you want me to hear the story, tell it now.”

      “Right,” Martha grunted, getting back on track.

      She opened her mouth and began to laugh so hard, I laughed with her. When Jane joined in with her high-pitched cackle, I was done. I was laughing so hard tears leaked from the corners of my eyes. It had been a long and shitty day. Maybe hysterical laughter was the medicine I needed.

      “Stop,” The Shelia commanded through her own laughter, raising her hand in the air and then swiping at her own tears. “Tell the Queen what you did. I can’t even speak the words.”

      Now I really, really wanted to hear it.

      “Okay,” Martha choked out as Jane pumped both her skinny arms in the air and did a small victory dance a la Rocky. “We went down to the desk and started yelling.”

      “And twerking,” The Shelia added.

      “That’s our signature move,” Jane pointed out and gave an example.

      “Keep going—not twerking—talking,” I instructed.

      “So I told the fuckers to clear the hotel pronto or we were out of here,” Martha choked out.

      “And?” I pressed, still laughing even though I had no clue what was coming.

      “They said that was impossible,” Jane explained with a lewd hip roll to make her point.

      “Yep, they sure did,” Martha said. “I was mad, but old Jane here was so mad that she…”

      Martha fell to the floor in hysterics. Everyone in the room was laughing and groaning.

      “What?” I shouted. “Tell me.”

      “Jane farted!” Martha screamed. “She laid out the loudest and deadliest vaporized poop particle in the history of all bottom burps.”

      “That right,” Jane bellowed, doing the moonwalk. “I produced a butt trumpet that sent those gay fuckers running for their lives. Fairies sprinting like the Devil himself was on their heels due to my rippin’ a juicy one.”

      “Wait,” I yelled over the groans. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to laugh or throw up. “You’re dead. You don’t have bodily functions.”

      “While this is true,” Jane said, nodding her head, “apparently I had one saved up in the poop shoot from when I was alive. That fucker had been cooking for years.”

      “Oh dear God,” I muttered and let my chin fall to my chest.

      “Suffice it to say, I almost died in the blast since I couldn’t flee the Plaza,” The Shelia said with a gag. “However, the method worked.”

      “Had to open all the windows on the first three floors for an hour, but no biggie,” Jane announced, wildly proud of herself. “Not sure I could ever do it again, but that trouser cough will go down in history.”

      “Okay,” I said, holding my hand up so they would stop. “I’m… umm… proud of you, and I thank God that I wasn’t here to witness it.”

      “Or smell it,” Jane added with a raised brow and a wide grin.

      “Correct,” I said scanning the Fairies in the suite.

      The Reggie was smiling at me and memories of our time spent together, both when The Jewel was alive and after, came roaring back to me. The man was so dear to me and these particular memories were very welcome.

      “You,” I said, pointing at the Fairy who’d been a huge part of my life so long ago. “I need to say something to you.”

      The Reggie looked confused and alarmed. The Shelia stood right next to him. I was delighted to see their friendship was back on track. They were both beautiful people inside and out.

      “Have I done something to displease you, my Queen?” The Reggie asked, concerned. “If I have, please accept my most sincere apologies.”

      Slowly crossing the room to him, I grinned. “Nope. Apology not accepted.” I said, standing in front of him. Placing my hands on either side of his handsome face, I bowed my head to him in respect.

      “Please don’t bow to me, Gemma. I am undeserving,” he whispered.

      “I love you, The Reggie. My mother loved you and you will forever be one of my greatest heroes.”

      “I failed you,” he choked out brokenly. “You died… you were murdered… and I wasn’t able to save you.”

      “No one could have saved me. The Corinne had planned long and carefully for my demise. You have to let that one go, dude. We start again right now. I love you and I always will.”

      The Reggie’s smile was angelic—just as I’d always remembered it. “I love you too, my Queen. Your mother loved you so very much,” he said with a sadness in his eyes. “You were her joy and her light.”

      “Pretty sure you were her light as well,” I told him.

      “That I was,” he agreed. “Someday I will be with her again. I eagerly await that time.”

      “Not yet,” I said, hugging him tight. “I need you here.”

      “And I shall be at your service until my last breath,” he promised. “We found the orphans.”

      “How many?” I asked, happy that everything thus far was going smoothly—even the evacuation of the staff, if you could call a fart going smoothly.

      “Twenty.”

      “That’s all of them?” I asked.

      “It is,” The Reggie replied.

      “And miracles of miracles,” The Bob said, joining us, “we were able to return almost all of them to very worried families. The Dark Court had purposely separated children from their parents.”

      “What kind of sick fucks would do something so inhumane?” I hissed as sparks shot from my fingers.

      “The Dark Court,” The Reggie said with disgust. “They have no souls.”

      “And tomorrow they will have no Court,” I snapped.

      “Wait,” I said, as The Bob’s words sunk in. “Almost all of the orphans were reunited with their parents?”

      “All but one,” The Bob confirmed.

      “Which child is alone and where is the child?” I asked as my stomach sank.

      “It’s Mina,” The Reggie said. “She’s in the far bedroom down the hall with Lady Gaga.”

      “Oh God,” I said, looking around wildly for The Kev.

      “I’m right here, lover,” he said from behind me. “Do you need me?”

      “I do.”

      Grabbing his hand I ran from the living area and down the hallway. My man was right with me. “I’m gonna do something…” I started.

      “I know,” he said with a smile and kissed me. “Do it.”

      “I love you.”

      “And I love you right back,” he replied with a chuckle. “Let’s go increase the size of our little family, lover.”
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        * * *

      

      “Mina,” I said softly as she looked up at me with huge tears swimming in her blue eyes.

      “Hi,” she said, holding on to Lady Gaga like her life depended on it. “Who is that?”

      She pointed to The Kev and tilted her head.

      “That’s The Kev. He’s my mate,” I told her as she continued to stare at him.

      “Is he taking me back to the bridge?” Mina asked in a barely audible voice.

      My throat clogged with emotion. This was so wrong.

      “Nope,” The Kev said as he sat down on the ground next to Mina and Lady Gaga. He crossed his legs like a kindergartener and began to scratch my hartwog behind her colorful ears. “I was thinking.”

      “About what?” Mina asked.

      “Lots of stuff,” The Kev said, smiling at her.

      She smiled back tentatively and my heart melted. Even if I wasn’t a great mom, Billie Jean would have a fabulous dad.

      “Like what stuff?” Mina asked, more interested now.

      “Like I would really like to have a little girl named Mina,” he said. “I was wondering if you knew a little girl named Mina that would like to live happily ever after with Gemma and me?”

      Mina’s eyes grew large and she poked The Kev’s knee. “My name is Mina.”

      “It is?” The Kev asked, slapping his head in surprise. “Are you sure?”

      “Yes, silly,” she said with a giggle as Lady Gaga purred with happiness. “I’m sure my name is Mina. Are you really looking for a Mina to keep and love?”

      “I am very sure,” he said and took her small hand in his. “You do not have to be alone in this world, Mina. We can never replace your real mommy and daddy, but we would be very honored to love and take care of you for the rest of time.”

      “Really?” she whispered.

      “Really,” I said as I crouched down next to the man I adored so much it was insane. “We would love to love you forever.”

      “Can I keep Lady Gaga?” she asked hesitantly. “She loves me too.”

      “Lady Gaga comes with the deal,” I promised her. “And so does a little sister in about nine months.

      Mina’s eyes lit up and she threw her small body at us and sobbed. I joined her and The Kev shed tears as well.

      “I love you,” I mouthed over Mina’s head.

      “Right back at you, lover,” he mouthed back.

      “What should I call you,” Mina asked, peeking up at us.

      “What would you like to call us?” I asked. Anything she would have said would be fine with me.

      “Mommy and Daddy, please,” she said. “I can’t remember mine. They’ve been gone so long.”

      I was speechless. My heart grew so much I was sure it would pop out of my chest any second. Thankfully my better half could still make words.

      “Then Mommy and Daddy it is,” The Kev said, planting a kiss on the top of Mina’s head.

      “Mommy and Daddy?” Mina asked, trying out the words.

      “Yes?” The Kev answered.

      “Can Lady Gaga and I sleep with you tonight?”

      I looked at The Kev and we both laughed. “And so it begins,” I said with a grin.

      “I believe that can be arranged,” The Kev said as he scooped a giggling Mina into his strong arms and pulled me to my feet. “It’s time for bed, my little family. Tomorrow is coming quickly and we need rest.”

      Lady Gaga grunted her agreement and waddled down the hallway after us as we went to hit the sack. Life was perfect right now. I just needed to make sure tomorrow ensured that days like today would continue.

      And I would. There was no other option.
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      “You good?” The Kev asked as he gave both Mina and me a kiss before he had to leave for the concert venue at the Grand Fun Palace.

      He, The Reggie, and The Bob were going over to set up early and make sure there would be no surprises. Hopefully, The Kev’s disguise would fool everyone for one more day.

      “I’ll be better tomorrow,” I told him with a tight smile. I just prayed we would actually see tomorrow. “Tell me one thing.”

      “What’s that?”

      “How do I project my thoughts so people can see them?” I asked. “Is it difficult?”

      “Not at all,” The Kev said, as he snapped his fingers and threw the memory of our first kiss onto the bedroom wall.

      Mina squealed with delight and ran over to the enormous moving visual.

      “How did you do that?” I asked. It was mesmerizing watching his take on one of the best moments of my life. My brain started to whirl with possibilities—x-rated ones. The Kev’s sexy chuckle was proof positive that he knew exactly what I was thinking.

      “All you have to do is find the memory and will your mind to send it,” he said. “Shall I give you a suggestion considering where your thoughts are at the moment? It might be best.”

      His grin was positively lewd and I laughed. He was correct—as usual. We didn’t need to scar our new daughter with our sexual escapades on the first full day with us as her parents.

      “Yes. I do believe that is a wise suggestion.”

      “Show Mina how sweet she was sleeping last night,” The Kev said.

      The image was right at the front of my brain. She had fallen asleep the minute her small head hit the pillow and I’d watched her until I couldn’t keep my eyes open anymore.

      Willing my mind to obey, the movie version of last night appeared immediately. It was beautiful. Mina held tight to both of our hands while she’d slept and Lady Gaga snored at her feet.

      “That’s me!” Mina shouted and hopped up and down with excitement.

      “That was so easy,” I said with surprise.

      “The good memories are quite simple to show. It’s the dark ones that take more concentration,” The Kev explained.

      Nodding thoughtfully, I kissed him again and pushed him out of the door. He needed to go and I had some thinking to do.

      The day had already been nuts and was going to get more insane quite soon. I’d transported and met with many of the Fairies surrounding the perimeter of the city. I’d made it clear what I was doing and every single person had pledged their support. Not a single Fairy had so much as blinked when I explained what had happened to The Kev and said they would have done the same.

      I even came across a group of Vampyre Fairies. They’d been hidden in seclusion longer than all the others. It broke my heart and pissed me off. Their loyalty to me was humbling and I was going to do my best to earn it.

      The plan was less half-assed than the others thus far, but there were so many unknown variables that I felt antsy and unsettled. Unable to get to the actual Light Court without revealing myself completely, I had no clue if they would support what was going to go down in a matter of hours.

      But I had to stop worrying about things I couldn’t control at this point. The truth would be revealed and then the Fairies would have the chance to choose their sides.

      Susu hadn’t returned from her mission, but I expected her shortly. I knew Astrid would have my back. I just hoped she would be able to find all I needed.

      “Come here, little lady,” I said to Mina. “Would you like me to fix your hair?”

      “Yes. I would… Mommy,” she said with a shy smile, still getting used to the wonderful word.

      “Ponytails or a braid?” I asked as I kissed the top of her head.

      “A braid, please.”

      A weak thread of late afternoon sunlight streamed through the window and made a watery looking line across the Persian rug. Biting my bottom lip, I stared at it. The long forgotten sun above Zanthia had peeked through the clouds today for the first time in centuries. This concerned me because I didn’t need to announce my presence to the Dark Court. Both The Kev and The Dave had allayed my fears. The members of the Dark Court rarely if ever ventured outside. Or at least the ones who weren’t Fairies at all wouldn’t.

      The Dark Fairies were having conniption fits trying to figure out what had happened in the Magic Mystery Castle. The Dave had been informed that there was “an issue” but the Dark Court had refused to say more. Of course, I was able to fill in the blanks, plus The Dave pointed out that the magic I’d encased the dungeon in would keep the Dark Fairies busy all day.

      This was a big Win-Win as far as I was concerned.

      Focusing on the here and now was my priority. I smiled as I realized both of my little girls were with me—Mina in the chair and Billie Jean inside my body. Life was good.

      “Oh. My. God. The Dave is here,” The Shelia hissed in a tizzy as she barged into my bedroom while I finished braiding Mina’s hair.

      “Yep,” I replied casually, enjoying her mini freak out. Anything to take my mind off of the evening ahead was terrific—even if it was only momentary. “Mina, go find Lady Gaga and play with her. Mommy has some work to do.”

      With a sweet kiss to my cheek, Mina tore out of the room in search of her beloved pet.

      “Mommy?” The Shelia asked, forgetting her own drama for a moment.

      “Yep,” I told her with a grin. “The Kev and I are keeping her… forever.”

      “She’s a very blessed child,” The Shelia said, hugging me.

      “I’d have to say it’s the other way around, but thank you, dude.”

      The Shelia stood still for a moment and looked perplexed. “Why in the Hell did I come in here?”

      My eye roll was tiny and thankfully she missed it. “Because the Fairy of your dreams is on the premises?”

      “Shit. Yesssss,” she said, throwing her body dramatically onto my bed. “He is so damned hot, I have trouble making full sentences around him. It’s horrible. I can barely breathe when I look at him. What is wrong with me?”

      “I believe you’re in luuuurve,” I told her.

      With a grunt of despair, The Shelia pulled the covers over her head and basically disappeared in a pile of goosedown to bemoan her life. I was going to enjoy the heck out of this one. A knock at the door kept me from giving her crap.

      “May I come in?” The Dave asked, poking his head in and not waiting for a reply. “Gemma, I know we’ve only just reunited, but I need some advice… desperately.”

      “Umm… now might not be the best time,” I told him honestly.

      “I will only take a brief moment of your time,” he said, clearly unaware that there was a Fairy who had it bad for him under the mountain of blankets on the bed.

      “Well…” I hedged.

      Completely oblivious to my hesitation The Dave barreled right in. “My true mate is here.”

      “What?” I asked, quickly sitting on the mound of The Shelia so she didn’t move. “Here?”

      “Yes,” The Dave said, flustered. “I’m not sure what to do about it. I’m terribly out of practice as I was imprisoned for five hundred years and never really was much of a ladies’ man to begin with.”

      “You’re pretty dang hot,” I replied. “I mean, I don’t think you are because you’re my dad and that would be way weird. But from what I’ve heard though, the Fairy ladies are all pretty nuts over you.”

      I felt The Shelia pinch me and I bounced on top of the pile to punish her.

      “They are?” The Dave asked, shocked to the core.

      My father might be a truly enlightened being but he was clueless where women were concerned. “Absolutely,” I assured him.

      “While that’s quite flattering, there is only one opinion I care about. She’s a friend of yours. I was wondering… No—I can’t ask you this,” my father said, blushing furiously. “This is mortifying. I’m a five-thousand-year-old Fairy. I shouldn’t be bothering you with my issues.”

      As he turned to go, I let the cat out of the bag. “The Shelia has it bad for you.”

      The Dave froze mid-step and glimmering gold magic burst out in clouds around his body. Slowly he turned back to me with a smile on his face that could stop traffic all over the world at rush hour.

      “The Shelia finds me attractive?” he asked, sounding like a nerdy high school boy who just found out the Prom Queen was into him.

      “Yep. Very, very, very attractive.”

      “Is she taken? A true beauty like The Shelia surely has many admirers,” he said, not quite sure how to handle the fabulous news.

      “Is she really your true mate?” I asked.

      He nodded his head and I felt The Shelia squirm underneath me since he hadn’t uttered the words aloud.

      “Would you like me to help this along?” I asked, enjoying myself so much it was crazy.

      “Would you?” The Dave asked, looking so hopeful I almost felt bad about what I was about to do. But not that bad.

      “Nothing would make me happier,” I said as I hopped off the blanket mound on the bed, pulling the quilts off with me.

      The Shelia was curled up in a ball with her eyes closed. I’d bet all the gold in Zanthia she was hoping that if she couldn’t see us, we couldn’t see her. However, that wasn’t how that game worked.

      “I will burn all of your Prada for this,” The Shelia threatened with her eyes still tightly shut.

      “Dude, that’s harsh,” I said with a laugh. “The Shelia. The Dave. My work here is done. Why don’t you guys hang out and have a nice chat. Since I’m knocked up at the moment, I’m starving and need food. Have fun,” I yelled over my shoulder as I sprinted out of the room.

      But before I left, I did see The Dave give me a thumbs up and a smile so beautiful it made me tingle.

      Stuff was going really well for me today. I just hoped my run of luck continued.
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        * * *

      

      Peeking out from behind the curtains, I caught my lip between my teeth and tried to stay calm. My stomach felt like it was hosting a high school marching band on Homecoming night and everyone was wasted—especially the band. My pockets were filled with flaky circle bread for back up since I was constantly hungry. My Dirty Diana disguise was in place and holding.

      The Kev was in front of the curtain setting up the mics and everything backstage was bustling. Miraculously, The Jennifer and the others seemed to know a lot about putting on a concert.

      “Do you need any help?” I asked her as she adjusted the huge speakers on the stage.

      “No, my Queen,” she said with a thumbs up. “We’ve got this.”

      Giving her what I hoped looked like a smile full of confidence, I nodded and went back to covertly observing what was going on out front.

      The Kev’s Ben disguise was awesome and he casually cased the enormous audience while pretending to be doing a sound check. He knew these people better than I did, but I could easily spot the Trolls. They were congregated together on the left side of the auditorium looking bored out of their minds.

      “Enjoy your life for a few more minutes, fuckers,” I whispered to the monsters even though they couldn’t hear me.

      The Dave sat on the far right, surrounded by the Light Court. I could only assume that the Gray Court was in the middle. That made it all slightly easier, but once the shit hit the fan it would be impossible to tell who was Light, Dark or Gray.

      “Holy Hell, there are lots of Fairies out there,” The Shelia said, sporting her goth look as she peeked out at the crowd. “Are Martha and Jane actually any good?”

      The excitement in the huge auditorium bordered on hero worship hysteria. I shrugged. “No clue—never heard them sing. But if the rabid crowd is anything to go by, I’d have to say yes.”

      “Fairies are basically tone deaf,” The Shelia pointed out.

      “All of them?” I asked, remembering Astrid telling me I was butchering Michael Jackson… maybe I was.

      “All of them. Where’s the band?” she asked, glancing around backstage.

      “No band.”

      “They sing without music?” The Shelia asked, wrinkling her nose.

      “Nope, they sing with a track. The Bob took it to the sound booth.”

      “Similar to karaoke?” she asked with a laugh.

      “Not similar to karaoke. Exactly like karaoke,” I replied with an eye roll.

      “Dear God,” The Shelia said. “What are they singing?”

      “Again, no clue. They told me it was a surprise.”

      “As long as Jane doesn’t have another leftover stinker from her human life, I don’t care what they sing.”

      “I feel you,” I shot back with a shudder. “Where are they?”

      “In the makeup room, transforming themselves into drag queens,” The Shelia said with a raised brow. “It’s really scary. I wouldn’t go back there if I were you.”

      “You’re not me,” I told her with a grin. “I need to make sure they’re clear on what they have to do.”

      “Good luck,” she called out as I walked away.

      “Wait.” I stopped and turned back to her. “How did it go with The Dave?”

      Her grin almost split her beautiful face. “He wants to court me.”

      “That’s kind of old-fashioned,” I said with a giggle.

      “We’re old.” She shrugged and laughed.

      Shaking my head and smiling, I headed for the dressing room and prayed the old freaks hadn’t gone too wild with the makeup. The only piece missing right now was Susu. She still hadn’t returned. It was worrisome, but the mission had several parts. My fingers were crossed that she’d succeeded. What I had planned could still work, but it would be a far stronger offense if all the parts were in place. The puzzle was complicated and I wasn’t too proud to ask for help.

      My people and my family’s lives were at stake. Nothing was more important than that.

      Nothing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nineteen

          

        

      

    

    
      “No fucking way,” I muttered as my eyes went wide at the horrifying makeup job the gals had done on themselves. They made Bette Davis in Look What Happened to Baby Jane look like a freakin’ pro. Jane had more lipstick on her teeth than her mouth and Martha’s enhanced eyebrows looked like she had a family reunion of hairy caterpillars on her forehead. It was not attractive. They needed all the help they could get on a normal day.

      “Scary Bean,” Martha shouted when she noticed me standing in the room with my mouth wide open. “How’s it hangin’?”

      “Little heavy on the makeup there, huh?” I inquired, trying to be polite.

      “Nah,” Jane grunted, lining her mouth with a lime green pencil that I was pretty sure wasn’t meant for lips. “Gotta wear a little extra so the bastards in the back row can see my sexy mug.”

      “Interesting,” I replied vaguely since anything I had to offer wouldn’t be that nice. “You are aware of the plan? After the first song, you will introduce the video retrospective of your career. Once I take my true form, you are to leave the stage and take cover. Right?”

      “I hear you,” Jane said, cagily.

      “That’s a non-answer,” I replied, narrowing my eyes at the old biddies.

      “We can fight,” Martha said.

      “I know you can, but this is my fight, and I will not risk your lives. Am I clear?”

      “As mud,” Jane mumbled.

      I stared at the old women and debated having them come onto the stage at all. I was deadly serious about them not risking themselves. But there was more I needed to tell them. As difficult as it would be, I needed them to know.

      “Can I say something to you guys?”

      “About the fart?” Jane asked.

      “No.”

      “About how sexy we look?” Martha inquired.

      “Umm… no.”

      “About signing up for our twerking class?” Jane tried again.

      “Definitely, no,” I said. “I want to thank you.”

      “What?” Martha barked, confused.

      Grabbing a chair and looking back and forth between them, I smiled. I had to keep my eyes on their noses because the rest of the real estate on their faces was so grossly over made up that I was afraid I would laugh.

      “I need to tell you this in case tonight doesn’t go like it’s supposed to.” Taking a deep breath, I let my real feelings rip. “I love both of you.”

      “Are you high?” Jane asked, concerned.

      “No. I’m not high.”

      “Drunk?” Martha suggested, squinting at me.

      “No. Not drunk. Now shut your cakeholes and listen to me.”

      The sat mutely and stared at me like I’d grown another head.

      “I think you’re both insane, profane and not quite right in the head,” I told them.

      “Thank you, Hairy Queen,” Martha said.

      “Zip it,” I warned with a laugh. They were making this much more difficult than it had to be, but I should have figured this was how it would roll. “I want you to know how I feel about you. I love you. I think both of you are brave and wonderful. I’m proud to call you my friends and you will have my protection for eternity.”

      “What the ever-lovin’ fuck?” Martha shouted, glancing around the room. “Are we being punked? Is that sexy little nugget of love, Ashton Kutcher, here?”

      “No. You are not being punked,” I said with an eye roll.

      “When you say love…” Jane pondered aloud. “Do you mean the gay kind of Fairy love or just plain love?”

      “Oh my God,” I muttered as I stared at the ceiling and told myself it would be really bad form to zap their idiot asses right after I’d told them I loved them. “The plain kind of love,” I ground out, trying to smile.

      “Well, thank Jesus in a sequined thong for that,” Jane said. “I thought you were hittin’ on us. I mean, I know we’re hot, but we’re also mated, Hairy Peen.”

      Nodding because I had no words left, I gave each of them a quick hug and made a run for the door.

      “Wait,” Martha yelled, seconds before I made my escape.

      “What?” I asked, slowly turning around and expecting more appalling things to fly from their mouths.

      What I witnessed was so horrifyingly moving I’d never be able to explain it to anyone—besides no one would ever believe me. Both of the old freaks were crying and Vamps cried blood. The mounds of makeup on their faces were now a runny and bloody disaster. I wasn’t quite positive but Jane might have been drooling she was so overcome. And Martha? She was a hot mess of so many colors I couldn’t even make out her features.

      “Oh shit,” I gasped out. “I didn’t mean to upset you. I’m so sorry.”

      “Shut the fuck up, Larry Spleen,” Jane sobbed. “That was the nicest goddamned thing anyone has ever said to us.”

      “Fucking A,” Martha grunted as she swiped at her tears and screwed up her disastrous makeup job to the point she was truly unrecognizable. “We love you too, Hairy Bean.”

      “So you’re okay?” I asked.

      “As long as you’re not trying to move in on Lizard’s territory, then we’re good,” Jane assured me with a thumbs up.

      “I wouldn’t think of it,” I said, shaking my head in defeat.

      “Should we hug it out?” Martha asked, still a little confused about what had just gone down.

      “Maybe not,” I said.

      “Absolutely,” Jane shouted and came at me like a bat out of Hell with Martha on her heels.

      So we hugged. We hugged for about five minutes and then I had to pry them off of me. It was one of the most terrifyingly wonderful moments of my life. However, I wasn’t going to repeat it any time soon.

      “Remember, one song and then you introduce the video of your rise to the top,” I reminded them. “And be ready to remove the collars when I tell you to.”

      “Roger that,” they said in unison as they came in for a second hug.

      It lasted two minutes longer than the first one, but somehow I didn’t mind.
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        * * *

      

      “May I ask what happened to your shirt?” The Reggie inquired.

      “Martha and Jane,” I said, looking down at the rainbow of colors smeared all over my Michael Jackson concert tee.

      “I see.” His smile was adorable and his laugh made me happy. “I will be on the floor with The Bob working security for the girls… and you.”

      “Good. The Gus and The Henry?”

      “The Gus is in the sound booth ready to drop the film screen down after Martha and Jane’s first song. The Henry is at the back of the room ready to alert the Light Fairies when to storm the Palace.”

      “Not sure if bringing in the Light Fairies is a good idea,” I said, internally debating the safety and the merit of having them fight.

      “I’d have to agree with you but they insist on having your back,” The Reggie replied. “As do I.”

      “Outstanding. Earplugs?”

      “They have been distributed to the inner circle. Are you sure you want to do this, my Queen?” he asked, carefully.

      “Which part?” I asked, knowing exactly what he was referring to.

      “The part where you show our people your death.” His face was pale and his concern for me was abundantly obvious. “You saw it yesterday. Can you withstand it again?”

      His question was a fair one. I’d thought long and hard about it. It happened. It was in the past. There was absolutely nothing I could do to change it no matter how much I might want to.

      I’d missed out on hundreds of years with The Kev because of my sister’s insanity and my Queendom had all but gone to Hell in a knockoff handbag.

      Zanthia was now unknowingly in the clutches of the Trolls.

      However, if my fate hadn’t played out as it did then I would have never known Astrid, or Tiara, or even Martha and Jane… and I wouldn’t have Mina either.

      And would Billie Jean have come into The Kev’s and my life together? I had no answer for that one.

      “The Reggie,” I said, taking his hands in mine. “I have a choice here. I can let my past define me and trap me in its web, or I can own it and put it behind me. I need to prove without a doubt that I did not sign a law banning Demons. It affects the lives of my family now, so it’s personal, plus it’s flat out wrong. It’s pretty simple. And the fucking Trolls have to go.”

      “It’s not simple at all,” he said. “The Jewel would be so proud of you.”

      “I hope so.”

      “I know so,” he said, giving me a hug.

      There was no time to bask in my mother’s memory. Someday I would be reunited with her but that was not going to be today.

      “Are you able to tell the Gray Fairies from the Dark?” I asked.

      “By sight? No,” he said. “I know the allegiance of many out there because I’m personally acquainted with them. But to tell by physical appearance? Impossible.”

      It was what I had thought. However, once I dropped the disguise I could read their auras. Reading thousands of auras at the same time was going to be tricky, which was why I had a plan B. “Okay. Am I correct that the Light are on the right, Gray in the middle, and Dark on the left?”

      The Reggie peeked through the curtain and nodded. “Yes.”

      “Are they separated by the aisles or are some crossing over?”

      The Reggie examined the audience for a few minutes and then let the opening in the curtain fall closed. “Separated by aisles. The different factions don’t mix unless they choose to change color.”

      “Does anyone go back to Light from Gray?” I asked.

      The Reggie smiled. “I did. It was difficult but it can be done. The Gus and The Henry also crossed back. The Bob never left the Light. He is quite special.”

      “I think you’re pretty damned special too.”

      “The feeling is very mutual, my Queen,” he whispered. “Very mutual indeed.”

      “Take your place, The Reggie, and may God be with you,” I said, kissing his cheek.

      With a curt nod and a thumbs up, he left.

      Where in the Hell was Susu? The concert was due to start. I would be devastated if something had happened to her. That was not in the plan at all.

      “Ohmyfuckinggorgeousness,” a tiny voice squeaked just before a red-headed, green-eyed and freckled Mini-Elf that wasn’t my Guardian Angel zipped by me.

      “You said she was beautiful but you didn’t do her justice,” another unfamiliar voice squealed.

      This one was equally as lovely with skin as black as night, chocolate-colored eyes and a shock of wild blue hair on her tiny head.

      “She’s mine,” Susu hissed. “You can look at her, but if you touch her, I will pull each and every one of your hairs out of your head—one strand at a time. I’m serious bee-otches.”

      “Such a drama mama,” the redhead complained and dove at Susu.

      Grabbing all three of them out of midair before a Mini-Elf smackdown could ensue, I eyed them. “Who did you bring back here, Susu?” I asked sternly. “And can they behave themselves? I have no time for bullshit and bad behavior right now. You feel me?”

      “I’m Huhu,” the small redhead announced with a little midair curtsy.

      “And I’m Lulu,” the blue-haired Mini-Elf informed me with a wink. “I’m the prettiest of them all.”

      “It’s nice to meet you. I take it you were born without the humility gene either,” I said, glancing over at Susu.

      “Correct,” Lulu said, beaming like a tiny crazy person.

      “Have you ever eaten a Troll?”

      “No, but I’m game even though Susu said they taste like Hell,” Huhu said, pursing her lips in disgust.

      “Nooooooo,” Susu corrected her with an enormous eye roll for such a tiny thing. “I said, they tasted like hot ass in a garbage dump… in Hell… in July.”

      “Same diff,” Lulu snapped.

      “Not even close,” Susu grumbled.

      I was very glad that I had only been assigned one Mini-Elf Guardian Angel. If I’d had to deal with these three on a regular basis there was no telling what I would do.

      “Did you get the message to Astrid?” I asked Susu.

      “Are Mini-Elves the hottest creature in the Universe?” she asked with a giggle as her buddies nodded their tiny heads vigorously.

      “And?” I asked with an eye roll of my own.

      “She will make it happen. The secret password is Susu is the sexiest. Say it three times,” she informed me.

      “Is that a joke?” I demanded.

      “Umm… no?” she replied, not liking the fact that pops of gold glitter were now exploding around my head.

      “You truly told them the cue to attack was Susu is the sexiest? Seriously? Susu is the sexiest?”

      “I couldn’t remember what you had told me, so I made something up. I think it works,” she said, getting ready to whack herself in the head.

      “Lulu has an awesome rack would have been better,” Lulu chimed in.

      “Or Huhu’s ass is a work of art,” Huhu added, not wanting to be left out of the narcissistic party.

      “Whatever,” I snapped. “What’s done is done.”

      “It’s okay because I am sexy,” Susu pointed out.

      “I still can’t believe the freakin’ secret word is Susu is the sexiest,” I said with an annoyed sigh. “It was supposed to be black raspberry chip.”

      “I think mine is better.”

      Ignoring my Mini-Elf, I checked to make sure Martha and Jane were ready. They were and then some. It was time to go. They had tried to repair their makeup… kind of. From the look of things, they’d just slapped on more to cover the mess the crying had caused.

      “Let’s do this,” Jane grunted, doing an array of lewd moves to warm up.

      “Curtain is in two minutes,” I said, checking my watch as The Kev approached. The excitement backstage had ramped up and equaled that of the audience. The hair on my arms stood up and I said a quick prayer that everyone would stay safe.

      “Well, what have we here?” The Kev asked with a look of surprise on his gorgeous face.

      “Mini-Elves. Three of them. They’re all conceited,” I said, glancing over at the Vampyres to make sure Jane wasn’t naked. I hadn’t even noticed their outfits since their faces were such tragedies. Thankfully, she was clothed… if one could call wearing assless chaps and pasties being clothed. At least they were still wearing their collars.

      “Not what I was referring to, lover.”

      “What are you referring to?” I asked, confused.

      “I believe that would be me,” Satan said from directly behind me.

      “Shit,” I shouted as I whipped around in shock and accidentally covered the Devil from head to toe in pink Fairy dust.

      “It’s lovely to see you too,” the Devil said with a grin. “Pink isn’t really my color, but I think I wear it well. It’s good to see you, The Kev.”

      “I’ll reserve judgment until later,” The Kev replied, shaking Satan’s glitter covered hand.

      “You’re not supposed to be here yet,” I hissed with alarm, scanning the backstage area to make sure only our people were back here.

      “I heard the secret password three times,” Satan said with a shrug. “So here I am.”

      “Me too,” Astrid said with a wide grin as she materialized in a haze of black glitter.

      “Me three,” Tiara said, winking at me as she popped in.

      “Me four,” Lizard said with his ever-present baseball bat in his hands as he appeared in a blast of silver and red Fairy dust.

      He blew a quick kiss to his ladies and then moved his focus back to me.

      “Shitshitshitshit. Astrid can’t be here. She’ll lose her memory and so will Tiara and Lizard,” I said, beginning to freak out. “You’re too early.”

      “Not a problem,” Satan said. “I’ve granted them immunity.”

      “And the price?” I demanded, narrowing my eyes at the King of the Underworld.

      We were on my turf now. I might be a mess but I was still in charge. I was well aware that I wasn’t as powerful as Satan, but I was the freakin’ Queen of Zanthia. The Devil was not going to blackmail my friends when they were here at my behest.

      Satan’s laugh wasn’t the least bit amusing. I continued to glare at him. He stopped laughing.

      “Fine,” he grumbled. “Congratulations. Your balls are bigger.”

      “My balls are not up for discussion at the moment,” I snapped.

      “Touchy, touchy, touchy,” Satan said with a delighted grin. “Astrid, Lizard and Tiara will owe me nothing.”

      “Seriously?” Astrid asked, looking at her Uncle askance.

      “Seriously,” I said, still pinning Satan with a glare. “If you would like an invitation to return to Zanthia, you will heed my demand.”

      Satan’s laugh made me want to squeal with joy. I was playing in the big leagues now and holding my own.

      “Are you sure you have no Demon in you?” he inquired, enjoying being bested.

      “Actually, at the moment I do,” I answered him cryptically. “However, she’s only hitching a ride for another couple of months. And thank you.” I touched the crystal at my neck and nodded to him.

      “Thank Fate. I’m not that nice,” he replied.

      “I beg to differ, but that’s for another conversation at another time.”

      “Look out,” The Kev yelled and pulled me close to shield me.

      The Fairies, the Vampyres, the hybrids, and even Satan all hit the deck in a panic as a peach colored floral wind ripped across the stage. Monkeys fell out of the sky and three blossoming trees erupted from the stage floor making the performance area look like a miniature jungle.

      “Great fucking props,” Martha yelled as she used Jane as a shield from the violent gust.

      “What the Hell?” I shouted as I raised my hands and prepared to blast whoever had just crashed the party with a tsunami of Fairy dust.

      “No, Gemma,” The Kev insisted urgently, grabbing my hands before I made the mistake to top all mistakes.

      “I’m here!” Mother Nature announced as she appeared in a blast of peach glitter much to the appalled shock of all. “Well, I wasn’t exactly invited—which is extraordinarily rude—but I heard about it, so I showed up! What are we doing tonight?”

      The Kev had just saved my life and probably the entire Universe. My body ached as the severe burning from pulling back the blast roared through me. It wasn’t nice to mess with Mother Nature but it was a freakin’ death sentence to try to blow her up. Dropping to my knees in pain, I pulled my shit together.

      “Umm… we’re killing some Trolls,” I said on my hands and knees, looking up at insanity personified.

      “Sounds fun. I’m in,” she replied, returning the favor and bowing to me.

      That was weird. I was tempted to tell her that I wasn’t actually bowing to her, but I didn’t want her to throw a tantrum. She was famous for those and we had no time to spare. She’d already graced us with a jungle.

      Standing up quickly, I kept going on as if nothing out of the ordinary had just occurred.

      “Looking good, The Kev,” Mother Nature said with a wink as she gave him a pinky wave.

      “Thank you, Gaia. You are as lovely as ever,” he replied with a gallant bow.

      “He’s a keeper,” Mother Nature said, elbowing me in the side. “You’re a lucky girl.”

      “The luck is all mine,” The Kev said, putting his arm around me.

      “How romantic. I wish Bill were as demonstrative. I’ll have to have a word with him when I get home,” Mother Nature mused aloud.

      “Are you done?” Satan asked the question I was too polite to ask.

      “Yes, dear. I’m done. How exciting,” she gushed, bouncing up and down. “Killing Trolls, that is.”

      “How many Trolls?” Lizard asked, smacking his bat menacingly.

      “Twenty-eight,” I said.

      The silence was louder than Mother Nature’s entrance. No one said a word. Twenty-eight Trolls was no joke—not even a little bit.

      “That’s a tall order,” Satan said with a raised brow.

      “Your point?” I asked, flatly.

      “No point. Just an observation.”

      “Here’s the deal. No one—and I mean no one—can show themselves until I give my people a fair chance to go to the Light side. If there’s even a slim chance they want redemption, I want them to have it.”

      “How utterly do-gooder of you,” Satan pouted. “I thought you had bigger balls, Fairy Queen.”

      “Her balls are just fine, you little shit,” Mother Nature hissed as she smacked her son in the back of the head as her monkeys screeched with laughter. “If you want an open invite to Zanthia, you’d better get with the program. You are not the boss here.”

      “Was that really necessary, Mother?” Satan snapped.

      “No, it wasn’t,” she replied with a tinkling laugh. “But it was fun and you’ve skipped dinner in Nirvana for three months straight.”

      “Touché,” Satan said.

      “Enough,” I said without blanching at all.

      Okay, yes—I’d just basically shushed some of the most powerful entities in the Universe, and no, I didn’t care. I was grateful for their presence but I was running this show. No one cared about my people more than I did. No one would fight for their continued existence like I would.

      I’d given my life once and I was prepared to do it again. It wasn’t in the plan, but…

      “Curtain’s going up,” The Kev said as The Shelia ran across the stage in a panic and gaped at the assembled group in shock.

      “What in the Hell?” The Shelia gasped out taking in the powerful and motley crew.

      “In the flesh,” Satan said with a grin.

      “It’s showtime, motherhumpers,” Martha yelled as the curtain rose and the music started.

      “Shit,” I shouted as I waved my hands and created a strong sparkling wind that blew everyone except Martha and Jane off the stage. “Everyone stay out of sight until I call to you.”

      “And the password?” Satan inquired as he stood up and brushed the glitter off his Armani suit.

      “Umm…” I said searching for something there was no way I would forget.

      “May I make a suggestion?” the Devil asked.

      “Will it cost me?”

      With an eye roll that beat any I’d ever produced, the Devil chuckled. “No price.”

      “Okay. What is it?”

      “BJ,” he said with a grin.

      I grinned right back at the Harbinger of Evil as the crystal at my neck grew warm. “BJ it is.”
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      The roar of the crowd as Martha and Jane twerked their way across the stage was deafening. The girls were on fire. Literally.

      “Son of a bitch,” Astrid said in shock. “Those idiots are about to turn to a pile of ash in front of a thousand rabid fans. What the fuck are they thinking?”

      “They’re not,” I hissed, waving my hand and magically dousing the most idiotic move the dingbats had made in the entire time I’d known them.

      The fans screamed their approval of the fire and then the lack thereof. I just hoped the old dumbasses didn’t have any more death wishes tucked away in their assless chaps. If they incinerated themselves, I would have to go to plan C. I didn’t have a plan C.

      “Do you recognize the song?” The Kev whispered in my ear.

      His quiet voice belied the raging tension in his body. His power had come back and I could feel it vibrate through me. He was on the verge of imploding but then again so was I.

      “No, I’m too busy making sure they stay alive,” I told him, scanning the audience carefully to check no one had moved.

      “Listen to what is happening around you,” he said. “Stay in the moment, Gemma. Don’t get ahead of yourself. Too much is at stake.”

      He was right. My love was usually right. Breathing in his scent, I centered myself. My friends had my back. My people would have a choice. And the Trolls would die. Focus. Stay in the present. Be the Fairy Queen that my people needed—the Fairy Queen I was destined to be.

      “No way,” I said, leaning back onto The Kev as I took his advice and listened.

      “Yes way,” he said, touching my stomach.

      The opening drumbeats of one of the best songs ever written blasted from speakers that pulsated with the groove. My smile grew larger as the dummies each pulled a single black glove from an opening in the back of their pants where their sagging asses were hanging out for all of Zanthia to see. Sunglasses and sequined fedoras completed the look and I laughed with delight.

      “Oh my Hell, they’re going to butcher Billie Jean,” Astrid shouted over the music with a terrified expression.

      “No,” I shouted back. “They’re paying their respects to my daughter.”

      “You have something you want to share?” she asked with a raised brow and a wide grin.

      “So much, dude,” I yelled, watching the perfectly awful beauty unfold on the stage. “Later.”

      “Promise, Fairy Queen?”

      “Promise, Vampyre Princess,” I said, giving her a quick hug.

      “You’d better not fucking die tonight,” she warned.

      “That’s not in the plan, dude.”

      “That’s my girl,” she said.

      The song was perfect and the performance was terrible, but the Fairies in the crowd loved it.

      The Trolls? Not so much.

      The audience sang along and many cried like I would have in the presence of Michael Jackson himself. It was nuts.

      The Shelia had been correct about Fairies being tone deaf. With the Fairy audience members singing along, I wouldn’t have recognized the song if I hadn’t known what it was. It was that bad.

      “One minute,” The Kev said, turning me to face him and staring at me with laser-like intensity and absolute love. “Are you sure you still want to do this?”

      “I’m positive.”

      And I was. They had succeeded in killing me once. They were now killing my homeland and my people. It was time for turnabout— and turnabout was Fair-y play after all.

      “And now you beautiful motherfuckers,” Martha shouted through her mic as the song ended. It caused so much feedback I thought the speakers might blow. “It’s time to sit back, relax your cracks, and watch a little movie that will change your lives!”

      “That’s right!” Jane grunted into her mic with Mother Nature’s monkeys draped all over her. “This is going to blow all of your gay-assed minds.”

      I laughed. Hard. The skinny idiots had made me laugh right before I was going out to do the most important and serious thing I’d done in my short new life. Martha and Jane were every kind of awesome and if they didn’t hightail their gorgeous, disgusting sagging asses off the stage, I was going to kick the aforementioned asses so hard they wouldn’t be able to sit for a century.

      “Give a big fucking hand to your Hairy Peen,” Martha bellowed into the mic.

      “It’s Fairy Queen, you skanky ho,” Jane corrected her.

      “My bad, motherfuckers,” Martha amended. “Your Fairy Queen.”

      The arena that had been the home to cheering and screaming fans only seconds ago was suddenly so quiet you could hear a pin drop. My stomach clenched and my mouth went dry, but magic roared through my trembling body.

      Yes. I was the fucking Hairy Peen and the Dairy Spleen and every other rhyming insult Martha and Jane could come up with. But mostly I was the Fairy Queen and I planned to keep the job for a very long time.

      “You’ve got this,” Satan said. “Go show the bastards who’s the boss.”

      “I believe in you, lover,” The Kev said. “Take back what is yours. Free our people.”

      Standing tall and proud, I dropped the Dirty Diana disguise and became who I was supposed to be. My battle wear was Prada. My battle lay ahead of me.

      I was here. I was in the moment. And I had no plans to lose. The alternative was devastating.

      “Good evening,” I said as I walked with confidence I didn’t even have to pretend to have to the center of the stage. “It’s lovely to be back.”

      In the blink of an eye, more than half the massive crowd was on their knees. All of the Light Fairies, most of the Gray and, surprisingly a few of the Dark, dropped in respect. However, the Trolls stayed seated with shock and hatred burning in their eyes. Thankfully no one had made a move in aggression yet.

      “As you can see, I have returned,” I said. “Zanthia is in a state of tragic despair and that ends tonight.”

      Cries of joy came from the right side of the room and growls of fury from the left. With a sharp slice of my hand through the air, I dropped protection walls around both the Light and The Gray. The Dark I simply froze with a chant in a language only very few knew. It was the same language The Corinne had used to weaken me and bring on my death.

      She’d won last time. She would not win again.

      “The law banning Demons was not signed by me,” I shouted to the crowd.

      “It was signed by your hand,” a Troll still in a Fairy facade snarled.

      “Yes,” I agreed with a cold smile. “My dead hand—without my consent.”

      The murmurs of the crowd grew louder. Some doubted—some believed. The Light Fairies blanched in very real fear at the fury coming from the Dark side and the Grays seemed unsure of what to do at all. It was a fucking mess. A land ruled by tyranny and fear was a very dangerous place.

      The Trolls were doing everything they could to break the spell I’d cast. I was aware it wouldn’t hold them for long. It simply needed to hold them for long enough.

      “You have no proof,” came a furious voice from the Dark side.

      “Here,” Jane yelled, running out onto the stage with the severed head of The Ned. “I remembered the proof.”

      “Where did you get this?” I demanded, completely grossed out.

      “Brought it in my purse. Thought you might need it.”

      “Umm… no, but thanks. You can go put that back in your purse.”

      “Roger that,” she said as she sprinted back off the stage.

      Regaining my composure after Jane’s help was difficult, but regain it I did.

      “The time for exclusion in Zanthia is over,” I said, glaring at the left side of the auditorium. “A pure bloodline is sheer madness and doesn’t seem to be working out so well here. I’m your Queen by fate. I am fair by choice. I’m no better than any of you. My power is determined by the happiness and wellbeing of the ones I lead. Divisiveness is deadly… and separating children from families is inhumane. No race of immortals is superior to another. If that’s the way of our future, it will be our end. Only balance and compassion can ensure our survival. The invisible wall that has been built around a dying Zanthia comes down tonight.”

      The cheers grew louder and when one of the monkeys handed me a mic, I took it.

      “There is one court in Zanthia. It’s the Light Court. Differing opinions are welcome. They are necessary. The people’s voices will be heard.”

      “Traitor.”

      “Bitch Queen.”

      “Liar.”

      “Death to all royalty,” came guttural shouts from the Dark side as they struggled to free themselves and end me where I stood.

      “I am many things,” I said with a smile to my detractors. “Bitch, traitor, and liar aren’t among them.”

      “Proof. You have no proof,” one I recognized from outside The Dave’s office snarled.

      “And that’s where you’re wrong, Troll.”

      The crowd went deathly silent again as all heads whipped in the direction of the person I was speaking to.

      “Lies,” he bellowed. “She dies. The false Queen is a traitor.”

      His ugly voice and vicious words bounced off the walls of the enormous concert hall and confusion was rampant.

      “Cease,” I shouted, not using the mic. I didn’t need a mic. My magic was more than enough. “You want proof? I have your proof.”

      Fairies were clearly a literal bunch. Not. A. Problem.

      The screen dropped down from the ceiling and the lights dimmed. Willing my mind to go back to the place that had destroyed me was easier than I’d thought it would be. It wasn’t without pain, but… no pain, no gain.

      Watching my demise was emotionless for me this time. I’d lived it and I remembered it. However, it was anything but emotionless for The Kev, The Dave, Astrid, The Reggie and the others. Even Satan began to glow a terrifying red as he watched the Trolls tear me from limb to limb while my sister laughed like a deranged monster.

      The shocked wailing coming from the right side of the room didn’t surprise me. My death was bloody and graphic… and it was playing out on a twenty-foot screen in Technicolor. I didn’t need to watch it, but I did. Seeing what could happen when evil took root gave me the strength to end it permanently.

      Glancing out at the reactions of my people, I gasped. The auras of the Light were as pure as I believed they would be. The Grays were mixed but redeemable. It was the Dark that was in question—not all of the Dark were truly damned.

      Shitshitshit. Ending those that could be saved was inconceivable to me. Separating them from the Trolls once the spell wore off would be impossible. Maybe.

      “Martha. Jane,” I called out as I turned back to the screen and watched The Corrine take my severed hand and sign the decree into law. “Prepare to remove the collars. Lizard, defend your women. Keep them safe.”

      “With pleasure,” Lizard growled as his eyes began to glow. One was silver and one was red. It was beautiful.

      “She brings Demons to our land,” a still disguised Troll screamed as his own furious spittle covered his face. “It is treasonous. She must die.”

      “Okay, asshole,” I snarled. “Which part of the movie didn’t you understand? I didn’t sign the law. It’s not open to debate, motherfucker. Demons are allowed in Zanthia.”

      “And Trolls are not,” The Kev said, walking across the stage in his true form with a piece of parchment paper in his hands. “The decree to permanently ban the enemy of our people—the ones who have been systematically trying to control and ruin our peaceful existence shall now become law.”

      He knelt before me and offered up a quill pen. It was kind of old-fashioned , but the Fairies were all about pomp and circumstance. Taking the pen, I signed the decree into law.

      “Okay, that’s done,” I said with a grin and a shrug. “Guess it’s time for the Trolls to leave. You dudes want to leave voluntarily or do I have to go balls out on your asses?”

      “The Fairy Queen has tremendous balls,” Satan announced as he strolled onto the stage to the complete and utter shock of all present.

      It was the first visit of the Underworld royalty to Zanthia, and if I had my way, it wouldn’t be the last. He might be the Devil but I liked him. A lot.

      “Lucifer, you have to stop saying balls,” Mother Nature chided as she too took to the stage. “It’s positively rude.”

      “The Fairy Queen said it first,” Satan pointed out.

      “Oh!” Mother Nature said with a giggle. “My bad. Carry on.”

      “Umm… I didn’t say BJ yet,” I told Satan with an eye roll.

      “I know,” he said with an unapologetic shrug. “I just can’t resist an audience.”

      Ignoring my need to smack him, I turned back to my people. “The choice is yours. You can live in the future with us or die with the past.”

      And that’s when the spell broke. The Trolls were free. They were also stupid—very stupid.

      Surprisingly, they kept their Fairy exteriors as they charged the stage. Maybe they weren’t as stupid as I thought…

      “BJ,” I shouted as my inner circle and friends all took to the stage prepared to fight alongside me.

      “Damn it to Hell,” Satan snarled. “I’m assuming collateral damage is a no-no?”

      “It is,” I said, as I snapped my fingers and reinforced the walls protecting the Light and the Gray.

      “Then would you like to share how we tell the Trolls apart from the Dark Fairies?”

      “You can’t tell?” I asked, flabbergasted.

      “If I could tell, I wouldn’t ask,” he replied, annoyed. “Seems you might have a few tricks up your Prada sleeves that I don’t.”

      “Fine point. Well made,” I said, marveling at the power I was blessed with. “Martha and Jane, remove the collars. NOW!”

      Scooping up the mics and tossing them to the girls, they let the words rip with a vengeance like only they could. I was very aware this tactic would take down most of the room, but it would also accomplish what was necessary. The Fairies would live through the words. However, we might not survive the Trolls if we couldn’t figure out which ones they were.

      “Biscuits slacks, with creamy, creamy, fucking cream cheese on ‘em,” Jane bellowed into the mic as Fairies began to drop like flies.

      I was grateful my inner circle was wearing earplugs and that I’d had the smarts to send some extra pairs with Susu when she’d gone to Astrid. Lizard and Tiara were absolutely fine.

      “Motherhumpin’ assless creamy biscuits with sequined electric slacks on fire in Walmart,” Martha added with glee.

      “Keep going,” I commanded to the crazy old Vamps. “Don’t stop.”

      “No problem, biscuit ass,” Jane shouted into the mic with a respectful thumbs up.

      The Trolls were obvious now. They knew it and we knew it. And that’s when it got ugly.

      Finally dropping their Fairy facades, the twenty-eight Trolls were now ten feet tall. Some were even taller than that, with rotting flesh and a stench that made the Basement of Hell smell like freshly baked flaky circle bread.

      “You will not win this,” one of the Troll bellowed in a harsh voice that sounded like he’d swallowed massive quantities of glass and his throat was still bleeding profusely. “You’ve been gone too long. Zanthia is now ours.”

      “I’m going to have to disagree with you and your smelly posse,” I replied equally as harshly.

      Smoke and fire huffed out of his nose and his fury consumed him. With a battle cry that I would carry with me forever, he signaled to his cohorts to attack.

      “Game on,” I shouted.

      “Left side of the neck,” Satan roared as he clapped his hands and deadly looking jeweled swords appeared in all of our hands. “Clean through the left side. Or rip their heads off.”

      “I say knee the bastards in the nuts and then remove the offending head,” Mother Nature called out as she began to glow like an avenging Angel.

      “Doesn’t matter how,” Astrid snarled as black glitter covered her body and her gold eyes went red. “Just do it.”

      “Shift,” I commanded to my Fairies. “Shift and end them.”

      In the blink of an eye the ten Light Fairies we’d saved from the dungeon, plus The Reggie, The Gus, The Bob and The Henry all shifted. But even more spectacularly, Tiara, Lizard and The Shelia shifted. However, the most stunning of all was The Kev. He was truly glorious—an enormous mesmerizing bronze creature with sparkling golden horns and claws and teeth as sharp as daggers.

      “Holy Hell,” Satan muttered. “Fucking impressive.”

      “NOW,” I roared as my small frame morphed into my monster.

      Susu, Lulu and Huhu buzzed around my huge head with blood-thirsty eyes and maniacal expressions on their lovely faces.

      “Are you hungry?” I asked as I began to charge.

      “Yesssssssssss!” they squealed in unison.

      “Then eat them, but leave the biggest one for me.”

      Screaming like tiny banshees, they shot into the melee and went to town. The grunts and shouts of agony came from both sides as the bloody battle raged.

      “Watch your back,” The Kev bellowed as he dove through the air like a ball shot from a cannon and tackled a Troll that had slipped behind me.

      Many of the Trolls were severely damaged, but still fighting—growling and gnashing their razor sharp teeth. It was a shitshow of epic proportions and I wasn’t sure who was winning at this point.

      “Shall I call on the Fairies outside?” The Reggie asked in his beast form.

      He was stunning and vicious.

      “No. They stay outside until it’s over,” I ground out as I bit through the jugular of a Troll that was gunning for The Reggie and then tore his head from his body with my claws. “They’re weak from hiding in the jungle and not experienced with Trolls.”

      “Yes, my Queen,” he said in a booming voice as he threw his huge frame back into the fight.

      I could hear Martha and Jane in the background of the Hell we were in shouting the words as if their undead lives depended on it. I was truly glad I’d told them how I felt. From now on, I would never keep a kind or loving word inside my head. I would speak it and I would speak it loudly.

      “Shit,” I growled and I felt the fire-like sensation of jaws tearing at my hind leg. Trying to shake the Troll off was impossible and my blood flowed out of my body as he tore through my scales.

      “Not today, you son of a bitch,” Satan roared as he shot through the air completely on fire and shoved an enormous blade right through the Trolls neck. “You’re welcome,” he said with a cocky grin as the dead Troll fell away and I could send magic to my open wounds.

      “Do I owe you for this?” I asked, baring my fangs in my best monster smile.

      “Hmm,” he replied with an evil little glint in his eye. “A vacation home in Zanthia sounds appealing.”

      “Deal,” I said with a laugh that sounded more like a massive grunt in my beast form. “You have yourself a deal.”

      “Twenty down. Eight to go,” The Kev bellowed in a voice that rocked the very foundation for the Grand Fun Palace.

      “Five,” Mother Nature shrieked like she was having a ball as she literally blew up three that were trying to eat her monkeys.

      Apparently, the Trolls hadn’t gotten the message that no one fucks with Mother Nature… or her monkeys.

      “Four,” Susu squealed as she and her cohorts finished off an unlucky Troll.

      “Three,” Astrid grunted as she tore the head off of an ugly one with her bare hands and then kicked it across the venue like a football.

      “Two,” The Dave shouted in his beast form, which was even more stunning than his human form.

      He and The Shelia fought side by side and took out the Trolls with shocking ease.

      “One,” The Kev grunted as he gored the Troll running straight at me and knocked his head clean off his body.

      “Last one is mine,” I shouted in a voice so full of fury, I didn’t recognize it.

      I knew the last Troll. He would be branded into my brain for as long as I lived. He was the one that had led the charge in my demise so long ago. It didn’t surprise me he was the last one standing. He was the most evil of all. He had someone I loved in his deadly jaws and that wasn’t working for me.

      “You will fight me, you bastard,” I snarled as he spit The Reggie out of his mouth and threw him across the auditorium. “You killed me once. It’s my turn to return the favor.”

      “Die,” he growled as he charged me like a derailed freight train straight from the bowels of Hell. His sharp teeth were bared. Smoke and fire blew like an inferno from his mouth and nose. His eyes were wild and his fondest wish was to kill me again. Too bad so sad.

      I stood as still as a statue and let him run at me. All of The Kev’s training came back to me clearly, but there was one move that The Kev had never taught me and I was about to use it. I was seriously tired and still bleeding profusely. I was simply done.

      “Watch him,” The Kev directed, advising me, but letting me fight my own fight.

      “Yep,” I said, still not moving.

      And then I tripped the bastard.

      I. Tripped. The. Troll.

      The son of a bitch went down like a ton of bricks. He was running with such speed and anger he was sloppy—stupid and sloppy. It was far easier than it should have been, but at the same time it was poetic justice. It was so much easier to be nice than to be an asshole.

      “Yesssssssssss,” Astrid shouted.

      “Not done yet,” I said, going back to my human form and picking up a sword from the ground. “This is for my people. It’s for the baby I carry and me. It’s for my mate. It’s for our daughter, Mina.  But mostly it’s for the good of the future. You have no place in our future.”

      Emotionlessly and with the expertise of training long hours and months with The Kev, I shoved the blade through the left side of the Troll’s neck. It was fast. It was clean… and it was over.

      “Is everyone alive?” I asked as my knees gave out. I collapsed to the ground amidst all the blood and gore.

      “Beaten up, but accounted for,” The Dave said. “The Reggie is in a bad way, but I think he will mend.”

      “Take him to the Plaza. Now. The Gus, The Dave and The Henry go and work on The Reggie. I can’t lose him,” I instructed.

      In a golden pop of Fairy dust they were all gone.

      “What do you want to do with them?” Satan asked pointing at the now cowering Dark Court. “Can I have them?”

      “Umm… no. Nice try, but no,” I said with an exhausted chuckle, getting back to my feet with the help of The Kev. Waving my hand, I broke the spell on the dungeon of the Magic Mystery Castle. “Imprison them. They will await their judgment day rotting in the very same cells they put innocent people in. I will deal with them when I’m ready, which might take a month or six.”

      Clapping my hands, I chained them together—all three hundred or so of them. Iron bound their feet, wrists and necks. It was fitting.

      “Shall we transport them?” The Dave asked with The Shelia at his side.

      “No. Walk them through the streets of Zanthia and let it be warning of what will happen if the Gray choose to go Dark,” I said flatly.

      “Ooooh, nice touch,” Satan said with a grin.

      “Satan?” I said.

      “Yes, Fairy Queen?”

      “This is my house. I would very much like you to zip your lip.”

      The Devil’s laugh bounced through the huge room and I shook my head. I’d thought my life was crazy, but I’d had no clue how truly insane it could get.

      Waving my hands, I dissolved the protection walls and all the Fairies went to their knees—even the Gray. There was hope for them in the new Zanthia and that made me happy. I didn’t have the heart or the energy to explain the thumbs up thing at the moment, but it could wait until tomorrow—a bright, sunny new tomorrow.
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      Once upon a time in a dangerously enchanted land far, far away, there lived a beautiful Fairy Queen. Her glimmering silver eyes were legendary and her laugh was reminiscent of delicate wind chimes on a breezy spring day. A simple smile from Her Majesty could make even the weariest immortal’s heart grow light. The Winds of Change favored the beautiful Queen and the sun shone brightly on the lush green land during her reign.

      In her first time around in life, there were a few hiccups—an evil sister who wanted her dead, Trolls, unrest—you know, the usual. People are rarely given second chances but the Fairy Queen was indeed given another shot. For she was the true Fairy Queen and the truth always wins out in the end. It might take a few hundred years to make it happen, but in the end Fate is usually kind to those that are truly good.

      In the Fairy Queen’s long and sad absence, the light went gray and soon turned charcoal black. What was once enchanted was bewitched with greed and avarice. The once exquisite land of Zanthia was thrown into chaos as the Dark fought for power and the Light became hazy.

      However, this did not deter the reincarnated Fairy Queen. Well, it kind of did, but she prevailed anyway—especially once she agreed to take the job she’d been destined to have.

      The Darkness gone forever and now the sun blessed the completely remodeled Zanthia.

      Gone was the macabre carnival and in its place stood a graceful and lovely town. While the good Fairies of Zanthia had a little difficulty letting go of the solid gold tackiness of the former regime, the Queen was very persuasive. She’d only had to throw two fits to make her people realize that tacky was tacky.

      The only sadness that marred the Fairy Queen’s newfound joy was the passing of her beloved The Reggie. After the showdown with the Dark evil, The Reggie was damaged beyond repair. He’d died peacefully in the arms of the Fairy Queen he so loved. His last words were words of happiness as he knew he was going to be reunited with his true love, The Jewel. The Fairy Queen shed many tears over the death of The Reggie, but found joy through the pain knowing that The Reggie would find perfect peace with his mate in the Heavens above.

      Once the walls were torn down around Zanthia, immortals of many origins visited the magical land. One of the favorites was the Dark Prince himself. Rumor had it that he’d won his vacation palace in Zanthia on a bet with the Fairy Queen herself, but no one was talking about it, and the rumor would never be confirmed. However, there was also gossip that The Kev and The Fairy Queen had a condo with air conditioning in Hell for quick getaways.

      The rumor mill was nothing if not interesting…

      And the profane, rock star Vampyres that had helped save the day? Martha and Jane were immortalized in the town square with ten-foot statues. Much to the Fairy Queen’s dismay, they were clothed only in assless chaps and pasties. When the Queen went for her afternoon walk with her children, she usually avoided that part of town.

      And the one who loved the Fairy Queen the most? He had waited for her. He would have waited until the end of time because a love like theirs transcended the silly concept of hours, minutes and even centuries. It was everlasting and the stuff very real happily ever afters were made of.

      It also helped that they had a rockin’ awesome sex life… it’s the little things.

      The Fairy Queen and The Kev’s love for each other produced a very special child. Billie Jean joined her mother, father, and older sister Mina on a glorious Spring day. Zanthia rejoiced for weeks on end at the birth of a new princess.

      However, the most interesting thing by far was the reaction of a certain True Immortal to the birth of little Billie Jean. At the christening performed by God, who had forgiven the Fairy Queen for calling him an ass spurred on by a deal with the Devil, all of The Fairy Queen’s nearest and dearest were in attendance. Little Billie Jean was part Fairy and part Demon, but there was far more to her than met the naked eye.

      And the one who could see it all clearly?

      None other than Samuel.

      And that is the end for now… but also the beginning of another great epic love story.

      Happily Ever Afters do indeed exist—just ask The Fairy Queen.

      
        
        — The End (for now) —
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        Pirate Doug

      

      

      
        
        What in the Chicken of the Sea was I thinking to agree to this half arsed Otherworld Defense Agency mission?

      

        

      
        I’m the most absurdly good looking Vampire Pirate of the High Seas. Being on the run for my life is very important work… and a freaking full time job. Defending Mermaids from some vicious Sea Hags is going to cut into my pilfering time.

      

        

      
        Unacceptable.

      

        

      
        Even though this is a very bad move on my part, I know I’ll eventually agree—too many bounties on my arse to refuse, and the thought of a certain Mermaid makes my roger quite jolly.

      

        

      
        However, Tallulah, the leader of the Mystical Isle Pod of Mermaids, isn’t going to be happy to see me… at all. The horrible, sexy, breathtaking woman has been starring in my dreams for too many years to count. Sadly, just when my mind wanders to the really good nookie part, the dream ends with her lopping my Johnson off.

      

        

      
        I just hope to Hell and back that the Sea Hags have some outstanding booty to steal. If I’m going to have to regrow my tallywhacker, the treasure had better damned well be worth it.

      

      

      
        
        Tallulah

      

      

      
        
        Running a tourist trap for humans in the Bermuda Triangle had sounded like a fine plan—until it wasn’t.

      

        

      
        With the Sea Hags gunning for our island and ruining our questionably successful business, I did what any desperate Mermaid would do. I called for backup.

      

        

      
        Of course, getting help from the Otherworld Defense Agency is risky as they don’t usually deal with ocean creatures. Whatever. Desperate times call for crappy measures. Chances are they’ll send freaking Pirates. I hate Pirates…

      

        

      
        Well, I hate one Pirate in particular.

      

        

      
        Hopefully, it won’t be the one seafaring jackhole I despise more than any other. Pirate Doug would be an idiot to show his face here after what he’d done. Not only did the dumbass abscond with our treasure, the son-of-a-bitch took my heart with him as well.

      

        

      
        I’ll tear his sorry ass to shreds if he so much as steps even one hairy toe on my island.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Pirate Doug

        

      

    

    
      “Doug, this is an offer you would be foolish to refuse,” Renee said, running a hand through her curly red hair in frustration.

      “Pirate Doug,” I reminded her for the fourth time. If the human woman—as attractive and beddable as she was—couldn’t be bothered to remember my title, I couldn’t be bothered to listen.

      I was an extremely busy Vampire Pirate of the High Seas. Being on the run for my life was a full fucking time job. Sitting still in an office on dry land was making me itchy. I was a sitting duck for my inordinately long list of enemies.

      Of course killing me was an almost impossible feat, but I could be dismembered quite easily by the right foe. My arms and legs would regenerate, but it really pissed me off to have to regrow the appendages—not to mention dry socket sucked.

      I’d had the same legs for three hundred years and I planned on keeping it that way. Now my arms were an entirely different story. Taking a week off to sprout new limbs was a dangerous proposition for someone as in demand as I was.

      “So let me get this straight,” I said, casing the office for something to abscond with. Sadly, there was nothing shiny in sight. Either Renee had hidden all her precious booty or she didn’t have any. “You’re going to pay off my debts if I agree to take this appalling offer I have yet to hear?”

      “No,” she said with a barely disguised eye roll. “No one in their right mind would pay off your astronomical and wildly illegal financial woes.”

      “So then I’m wasting my time and risking my life by being here,” I said, standing up to take my leave.

      “Sit,” Renee commanded in a voice that made me a bit randy and resulted in my breeches growing tight.

      The small woman had large balls. I found her rudeness wildly arousing. Not that I would make a play for the owner of the Otherworld Defense Agency. She was mated to two Werewolves. Those hairy bastards were vicious. Besides, I preferred nonhuman women who enjoyed the sea—much more durable in the boudoir on my ship.

      “Your debt is insurmountable,” she pointed out.

      “Thank you,” I replied with a gallant bow.

      “That wasn’t a compliment,” she said, biting back a grin.

      “My bad,” I said with my most charming smile.

      I was obnoxiously aware that I was an obscenely good looking bastard. It had come in handy over my many centuries. Pretty people could get away with murder—not that I was into that sort of thing. I was far more into priceless objects, rare artifacts and getting laid on a very regular basis. Murder only came into play when someone was gunning for my sexy ass.

      “Doug,” she began.

      “Pirate Doug.”

      “Right. Pirate Doug,” Renee amended with a shake of her head and a chuckle. “I can have the most egregious bounty removed from your idiot head if you take the job.”

      “You can get the Gnomes off my arse?” I inquired, surprised. I let the idiot comment go mostly because it was accurate and the rest of her statement was very intriguing.

      Gnomes were the bane of my fabulous existence at the moment. The bald bastards were after me for too many reasons to count. Of course bedding the gal pal of their head honcho a decade ago didn’t help, but draining their international bank accounts was certainly high on their list of my transgressions as well.

      “They owe us a favor or seven,” she said cryptically. “We can erase what you’ve done. However, I’d like to suggest that you steer clear of the Gnomes in the future.”

      “Could you be more specific?” I inquired. Implied rules and vague hints were not my forte.

      “Sure,” she replied with a sigh and then a laugh. “Keep your dick in your pants and stop stealing their shit. Period. We can’t negate your future crimes—only the ones you’ve already committed.”

      “Interesting,” I said, running my hand over my well-trimmed goatee and considering this offer although I still had no idea what I had to do. I was tempted to say yes even though the mission was a mystery. I’d had far too many close calls of late. It was getting quite tiresome to have to fight off those bloodthirsty Gnome sons of bitches.

      There were plenty of people and species to steal from. I could avoid looting the Gnomes for a few hundred years. However, keeping my man tool in my breeches might prove to be difficult. The female Gnomes adored me. They were animals in the sack and delightfully violent—all attributes that made my roger quite jolly. Although, living to see tomorrow did appeal…

      “Let’s say… hypocritically, I accept your offer. What exactly did you have in mind?” I asked, sitting back down, but rearranging my chair so I could see the exit clearly. Never good to let someone sneak up from behind. That’s how I’d lost my left arm three months ago.

      “I’m sorry, what did you just say?” Renee asked, seemingly confused. “Do you mean hypothetically?”

      I paused in thought. I had been told it made me look smarter…

      “No. I’m fairly sure I’m a hypocrite. Did I use it in the sentence wrong? I have a word of the day calendar and I’ve been trying to stretch the old vocabulary. I’ve found pretending to have a higher IQ gets me laid more regularly.”

      The human woman was stunned to silence for a brief moment and then had an alarming coughing fit that caused her face to turn a bright red—or possibly she was choking to death. No matter. She was clearly bowled over by my brains and brawn. I was gorgeous and had a legendary trouser snake. However, if she keeled over in my presence I’d have to answer to the fucking Werewolves. That was not my idea of a good time.

      “Do you need me to hemlock you?” I inquired politely.

      Her eyes grew wide and I wondered if she was daft. I’d heard quite the opposite, but her behavior was strange.

      “Umm… no,” she said, getting control of herself with effort. “That won’t be necessary.”

      “Very well then,” I replied. “What are the terms?”

      “You still have your ship?” she asked, wiping a few tears from her eyes as she cleared her throat several times.

      “I have a fleet,” I replied proudly.

      “Do I want to know how you amassed a fleet?”

      I paused and winked at the harried woman. “Probably not.”

      “Fine,” Renee said, scrubbing her hand over her mouth to hide her grin. “We’ve received a distress call from a Mermaid pod in the Bermuda Triangle. They’re being attacked by Sea Hags.”

      I froze for a brief moment. Mermaids were my weakness—well, one Mermaid in particular, but she wanted to off my fine ass. Whatever, I didn’t need that delectable swimming hooker. She’d had her chance. It was completely irrelevant that I’d fucked it up.

      “And this is a problem?” I asked, not clear on why anyone would want to save either of those species.

      “Yes, it’s a problem,” Renee said. “Mermaids are good and Sea Hags are not.”

      “Not sure where you’re getting your Intel, but the last Mermaid I encountered tried to castrate me. Do you have any clue how long it takes to grow back a schlong?”

      Again the poor human was rendered mute. I really didn’t know how she ran a business if she couldn’t hold a decent conversation.

      “Well, do you?” I demanded.

      “No,” she choked out and then narrowed her eyes. “And I can live out the rest of my life without knowing. The mission is to help the Mermaids fight off the Sea Hags. While your intellect is debatable, your skills are unrivaled. This is why I’m offering you the mission. If you can’t do it, fine. We’re done here.”

      Renee stood up and offered me her hand. This was not going my way. I hated when things didn’t go my way. I usually threw an epic fit, but somehow didn’t think that would go over too well right now. And I wasn’t quite sure if she’d just insulted me.

      What I needed was to get the fucking Gnomes off my arse. So what if I had to help some legless wenches. If I wore a protective codpiece over my Johnson, I would probably be fine. As long as it wasn’t the Mystical Isle Pod… I’d be a dead Pirate walking with those waterlogged, sexy freaks of nature.

      “Wait,” I said, ignoring her outstretched hand. “So what you’re saying is that I need to send the Sea Hags to Davy Jones’ locker—or at least make a few Black Spots to scare the heinous scallywags off the water loving, scaly tailed bitches’ arses? However, I’d like to know if hornswoggling is off the table, from what I understand the Sea Hags have impressive booty.”

      “Umm… I think so,” Renee said, trying to decipher my statement. “If that means you’ll stop the Sea Hags from killing the Mermaids and stealing their land—then yes. Pretty sure you don’t think the Hags have nice asses, so I’ll assume you’re inquiring if you can loot their treasures?”

      I always forgot that most didn’t speak Pirate. However, the human woman was right on the money.

      “Yes,” I replied with a grin.

      She shook her head and closed her eyes. “If you steal from the Sea Hags, I don’t want to know about it. However, there will be no stealing from the Mermaids.”

      “Deal,” I said, taking her small hand in mine and shaking it. “Piece of cake. And what is the pod of man-eating Mermaids called?”

      There were hundreds of those tail wagging swimming hookers in the Bermuda Triangle. There was no way in Hell it could be the one pod that wanted me strung up and beheaded.

      “It’s the Mystical Isle Pod. Do you know of them?”

      It was now my turn to be speechless. The prospect of seeing the one that got away—or rather, the one who tried to castrate me for a slight misunderstanding—was horrifyingly tempting. If I declined the job on the outside chance that I would lose my pecker, I’d have to deal with the Gnomes. The Gnomes could mean actual death for me. Weighing the cost of my dong against the cost of my life took me a few minutes.

      I smiled at Renee so she wouldn’t be alerted to my inner terror and turmoil. Deciding to risk my wanker as opposed to my life, I nodded and widened my smile. I prayed to Poseidon that it didn’t resemble a constipated wince.

      “I do know of them,” I replied, nodding slowly and slightly bent at the waist already in mourning for my nads. “Haven’t seen those gals in a century. It shall be jolly to get reacquainted.”

      “Are you sure?” she asked, eyeing me strangely.

      “Positive,” I answered. “Absolutely positive.”

      Positive that this was a very bad move on my part. Tallulah, the leader of the vicious Mystical Isle Pod of Mermaids, wasn’t exactly fond of me… and that was putting it mildly. The horrible, sexy, breathtaking woman had been starring in my dreams for too many years to count. Sadly, just when my mind wandered to the really good nookie part, the dream ended with her whacking my Johnson off. I just hoped to Hell and back that the Sea Hags had some outstanding booty. If I was going to have to regrow my tallywhacker, the treasure had better damn well be good.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Tallulah

        

      

    

    
      “To your left,” I shouted to Ariel as I ducked a blast of salty magic aimed at my head.

      “Ask any tuna you happen to see,” Ariel grunted as she slapped the head off one of the more aggressive Sea Hags with her tail. “Who’s the best mermaid? That would be ME!”

      There was no time to groan and close my eyes at Ariel’s terrible ode to the tuna fish song. I’d nail her for that shortly—as long as I lived through the next few minutes. At least she hadn’t burst into Part of Your World.

      “Throw a glitter fish bomb,” Madison yelled as she wrestled with a deadly Hag, squeezing so hard that the Hag popped like a green goop-filled balloon.

      Well, that was certainly one way to eliminate the enemy…

      “No can do,” I yelled back. “We have human paying guests on the island. Can’t risk them. It’s hand to hand, ladies.”

      “But wait,” Ariel said as she expertly twisted a Sea Hag in a knot. “I thought the humans already paid in full.”

      “They did,” I replied, tossing a bolt of magic at a trio of Hags who were trying to behead me.

      “Then what’s the problem?” Ariel questioned, avoiding a Hag dagger that had been lobbed at her.

      “Not following,” I called out as I took out a few more with my tail.

      “If they’ve already paid, why do we care if they die? There are kajillions of humans.”

      “I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that—and kajillions is not a word,” I snapped and shook my head in disgust. “We can’t become the island known for randomly killing humans. First off, it’s wrong… and secondly, it will ruin our business.”

      “Well, crap,” Misty complained, hurling a stinky Sea Hag over her head at the others still gunning for her. “Goddess, their breath smells so bad their toothbrushes must pray at night.”

      “Or else their teeth try to escape,” Madison said, landing an excellent left hook to the face of a Hag that was trying to drown her. “Oh, wait,” she added with a laugh as she popped up from beneath a wave and sent a sizzling shot of magic right at the Hag. “They don’t have teeth. My bad.”

      The normally teal blue sea was awash with blood—theirs and ours. This was the fifth attack in as many days by the heinous Sea Hags. I wasn’t sure how much longer we could take the assaults and come out on top, but my sister Mermaids and I wouldn’t go down without one hell of a fight.

      The day had dawned bright and sunny—it had been perfect. Now? Not so much. Normally our island was a peaceful paradise, albeit a bit dated. But this morning the lovely scenery was being polluted by vicious, horrifying Sea Hags who definitely wanted us dead.

      This, of course, wasn’t good for business. We had actual paying customers on the island for the first time in months. However, if they were watching the deadly showdown from the beach, I was certain they would be departing immediately.

      “Take that!” Ariel growled as she twisted out of the deadly embrace of a Sea Hag and beheaded it with her sharp fin.

      “Only a few left. We’ve got this,” I shouted as I dove under a wave to avoid a trio of Hag daggers tossed my way.

      The salty air was polluted with the acrid odor of Sea Hag BO and stanky breath that would make one weep. It wasn’t fair. All we wanted to do was live quietly on our island and have some fun. Being attacked by greedy Sea Hags who were trying to take over the Bermuda Triangle wasn’t part of the plan. They’d already taken possession of the two neighboring Mermaid islands and now they were after ours.

      Not gonna happen.

      I’d welcomed the displaced Mermaids, but it was getting a bit overcrowded on our small parcel of tropical paradise. Whatever. I had no plans to get kicked off of the place we’d called home for the last century. Plugging my nose to avoid the stench, I went for the remaining Sea Hag—of course there were, unfortunately, more where she’d come from but we’d almost dispensed of the twelve that had staged today’s invasion.

      Swimming at a speed that almost rendered me invisible, I headbutted the disgusting excuse of a creature and she went flying out of the ocean like a shot from a cannon. Her scream was music to my ears. The force of my attack knocked her arms off. This was excellent. An armless Sea Hag couldn’t throw spells—or Hag daggers. She elevated out of the water about a hundred feet and narrowed her eyes menacingly.

      “Bony Velma Dustface demands your surrender,” the toothless Hag hissed as she pointed at me with the toe of her slimy boot. Since her arms were absent, it was all she had. It looked ridiculous.

      “You can tell Bony Velma Buttface that she can shove it,” I roared, setting the surface of the sea on fire and watching the Sea Hag scream with fury.

      “It’s Dustface, you rude half-fish,” the Sea Hag growled, staying far above the enchanted flames I’d set.

      “That’s what I said,” I replied, flipping the idiot the bird.

      “You said Buttface.”

      “Nope,” I argued. “Clearly you have water in your ears. I said Slutcase.”

      “I was pretty sure you said Nutpaste,” Ariel volunteered with a wide irreverent grin.

      “Enough. You will be sorry, Tallulah of the Mystical Isle Pod. You will rue the day you were born,” she shrieked.

      “At least I wasn’t hatched, Rickety Shelia Clotlegs,” I snarled and silently summoned the sharks.

      The sharks despised eating Sea Hags. According to my hammerhead buddies, the Hags tasted like butt. I was completely and happily unaware of what butt tasted like, but I took my friends’ word for it. I would owe them big for getting rid of the dead Hags, but odiferous bodies washing up on the beach wasn’t real appealing to tourists.

      “Be gone, you abomination,” I shouted as I waved my hand and created a strong wind sending the flames higher. “Go back to your cave and tell your leader that she can fuck herself.”

      “Psst,” Misty said, swimming up to me. “They actually can fuck themselves. Might want to pick another threat.”

      “Are you serious?” I whispered. “How did I not know this?”

      Misty shrugged. “No clue, dudette. You want me to tell her off?”

      “Umm, sure,” I said, still trying to absorb the appalling fact that Sea Hags could do themselves. I supposed it was probably a good thing since no creature in their right mind would want to get within a hundred feet of the hideous beasts.

      “Tell old Bony Velma that her farts are so bad she’s been accused of Global Warming. I’d suggest you losers go into hiding before the Stank Patrol arrests your asses,” Misty shouted with a snort of delight, as Rickety Sheila Clotlegs shrieked with fury.

      “I will be back and you will be sorry,” she bellowed as she disappeared in a blast of putrid green mist, leaving her fallen comrades floating on the water.

      “Did you call the sharks or do we have to clean this shitshow up?” Madison asked, swimming over.

      “They’ll be here in five,” I replied.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “Tallulah,” Ariel griped, wiping the blood from her sparkling orange tail as we made our way to shallower waters. “I don’t know how much longer we can hold the Hags off. Our morale is shit, I’ve lost about twenty scales and the humans have all but left the island. Our tourist business is sucking the big one.”

      Sighing, I looked at my tiny, battered army of exhausted Mermaids. There were four of us including me. At the moment, it was my sisters and me against a giant army of stinky foes. I was the oldest of my siblings and therefore I got stuck with being the leader. We had others Mermaids in our pod, but we were the only ones strong enough to take on the Hags. The deadly attacks were coming daily and at this point, I wasn’t real sure we would live to see next week.

      Ariel was correct about our odds and, sadly, our business. Of course her name wasn’t really Ariel—it was Joan. However, she’d viewed The Little Mermaid so many times she’d adopted the name, much to my horror.

      “Actually,” Madison—whose real name was Cindy, but she was obsessed with the movie Splash—chimed in. “Our tourist business has always sucked. Not real sure who thought picking an island smack in the middle of the Bermuda Triangle was a good plan.”

      “Quit your bitchin’,” Misty snapped—the only sister that had kept her given name, besides me. “It was reasonably priced, considering we got robbed by that bastard Pirate that Tallulah was boinking a century ago and we had no gold coins left to buy something in a better location.”

      “Ya know,” I said, running my hands through my lavender hair and rolling my matching lavender eyes. “It’s not like I’m the only one who boinked an asshole over the centuries—we’re Mermaids—we tend to boink fairly often. Ariel, I believe we just had to take out a restraining order on the Johnny Depp wannabe who trashed the gift shop and peed in the pool when the cruise ship stopped by—ensuring that we are no longer a destination for any of the cruise ship lines.”

      Ariel shrugged her slim shoulders and tossed her bright blue hair over her shoulders. “He was hot,” she said in her defense and then giggled. “And a total douche.”

      “And Madison,” I pointed out, tired of being blamed for our bad fortune. “You boinked the Dragon Twins who literally fried the entire south end of the island.”

      “Fine point. Well made,” Madison agreed with a shudder. “Although it’s too bad that was five years ago. We could certainly use those fire breathers now. It would be fabulous to fry up some Sea Hag and feed it to the sharks.”

      “True,” I said with a weary chuckle. “However, I’ve made a call for back up.”

      My Sisters of the Sea stared at me in shock.

      “What?” I demanded, slapping my tail on the surface of the water and splashing the open mouthed dummies.

      “How exactly are we going to pay for backup?” Misty asked. “We’re kinda low in the bank department.”

      “I have a plan,” I started only to be met with groans from the ungrateful idiots I presided over.

      “Does this plan have anything to do with magicians who incite terror in humans and create massive lawsuits?” Madison inquired with a snicker.

      “No,” I snapped. “And Merlin couldn’t help the way he looked. Of course, sawing the human newlyweds in half was a horrifying idea, but other than that he was lovely.”

      “He was a twelve hundred year old jackhole,” Ariel pointed out.

      “Fine. He was a mistake,” I admitted. “I just thought we needed some entertainment for the humans. Hindsight is twenty-twenty. I fired him and I was able to repair the couple he dismembered.”

      “What’s your plan?” Madison asked as she plucked a shrimp from the sea and popped it into her mouth. “Needs cocktail sauce,” she muttered, spitting it back out.

      Ignoring her appalling manners, I continued trying to drum up some excitement. “The Hags have an enormous stash of diamonds in their cave. As you can plainly see, the damage they’ve caused to our island makes it only right that we should be compensated for their destruction. And if what I hear is true there will be plenty left over to pay for whomever is being sent to us.”

      “Hang on a second,” Misty said, narrowing her emerald green eyes that were identical in color to her long curly locks. “You called for backup and you have no clue who you called?”

      “I called the Otherworld Defense Agency. The human owner—Renee—was lovely and promised to send a crew that was good on the sea and deadly.”

      Misty’s point hit home in an enormous way. It was insanely irresponsible of me to have agreed to just anyone. However, the Renee woman wasn’t sure who she could find to help us. Desperate times called for shitty measures. Any help would do at this point.

      “Better not be fucking Pirates,” Madison grumbled as she waved her hand over her tail and conjured her human legs.

      “Pirates hate Mermaids and Mermaids hate Pirates—or at least we do,” Misty stated as she too took on her land body. “Hopefully, they’ll send Selkies. I’m horny and those bastards are hot.”

      “As long as it’s not Sponge Bob Square Pants, we’ll be fine,” I said with a laugh as I reluctantly called to my land legs. Being in the water was where I longed to be, but I had a pod to lead and we needed to prepare a few rooms at the crumbling lodge for our mystery hired guns. It hadn’t even occurred to me that Renee could send Pirates. My distress call was a last ditch effort to save my people, our home and our pathetic business.

      Besides, it wouldn’t be the one Pirate that I despised more than any other. He would be an idiot to show his face here after what he’d done. Not only did the dumbass abscond with our treasure, the son of a bitch took my heart with him as well.

      I’d tear his sorry ass to shreds if he so much as stepped on my island.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Pirate Doug

        

      

    

    
      I stared at my three-man crew and sighed dramatically. They stood in a row, all looking extremely guilty—because they were. I’d been sailing the seven seas with the arseholes for two hundred years. I expected better of my mates.

      Thornycraft ‘Gunner’ Rowley stared at his fingers. He was missing three of them and his thumb so at least that made some sense to me. However, Bonar ‘Savage’ Thunder and Upton ‘Iron Chest’ Driscol had no such excuse. They were sporting all of their fucking digits.

      “Who thought calling my inebriated father was an outstanding idea?” I demanded as I paced the small cabin below the main deck of the ship.

      “He did,” they all yelled, pointing at each other.

      “Did not, ya greasy haired sea rat,” Upton bellowed at his comrades.

      “Wasn’t me,” Bonar swore and narrowed his eyes at the others.

      “Yarr are peg-legged bow bunglers,” Thornycraft shouted, pointing at the idiots—or at least he tried. Being partially fingerless had some distinct disadvantages.

      I paused for a long moment and rolled my eyes. “What the hell does peg-legged bow bunglers even mean?”

      All three stared at each other in confusion as they searched for the answer. Some things were simply better left to the imagination. Deciding it was counterproductive to flummox them even more—not to mention I was also a bit bewildered at this point—I got back to the matter at hand.

      “So if none of you arses called my father. Who did?” I demanded.

      As if on cue, the bane of my fucking existence—or at least one of them—swooped into the cabin and landed on my shoulder.

      “Holly, how many times do I have to tell you that you are not allowed in the house?” I growled, attempting to remain stoic as the scraggly feathered flying shitbag dug her sharp claws into my shoulder and sent an electrical shock through my body.

      “Ahoy, Dipshit,” the parrot chirped and dug her claws in deeper.

      “Ahh, Captain?” Upton said raising his hand politely.

      “Yes, Upton?” I asked, trying not to wince as the vicious avian pecked at my ear.

      “The bird’s name is Polly—not Holly.”

      “Interesting,” I replied, trying to recall if Upton was correct.

      For the life of me, I could never remember the moniker of the pest. It had barnacled itself to me fifty years ago. No matter how many times I’d tried to kill it or leave it in a random port, the soaring shitter always found her way back.

      “Are you sure?” I asked, wondering if I could pawn the little bastard off on my father.

      “Aye, Captain,” Upton replied, keeping his distance.

      Polly or Holly—I still wasn’t convinced—was known to go for the eyes and occasionally, the nuts. A smart man kept a healthy distance from the maniac.

      “So Solly,” I growled at the bird.

      “Polly,” Bonar corrected me.

      “Right. Polly,” I amended. “Are you the scurvy wench that invited my father aboard my ship?”

      “Eat me, arsehole,” she chirped and crapped on my shoulder.

      The crew stayed warily silent as did I. Thankfully, there had been a pause before the arsehole part of that comment, but I was unsure if she was calling me an arsehole or wanted me to eat hers. The thought was appalling and it was all I could do not to remove my own arm and beat her with it.

      “Umm,” I said, carefully gauging my next move. “I’ve already had breakfast so I’ll have to pass. Answer the question or I’ll feed you to the sharks.”

      Not that my shark friends wanted anything to do with Polly-Holly-Solly either. They were as terrified of her as we were. The damned bird made the bloodthirsty Gnomes seem like innocent children.

      “You’re a dumbarse,” Polly cawed and flapped her wings in my face.

      “Your point?” I inquired with an eye roll. I already knew this. I wanted to know if the feathered fiend had called my father. The bird was an idiot.

      “Polly want a cracker, douchebucket.”

      “What the hell is a cracker douchebucket?” I asked my wide-eyed, cowardly crew who were slowly making their way to the door of the cabin.

      “Well…” Thornycraft said, scratching his head. “Me guess would be it’s a vinegar hamper used to hold salted biscuits.”

      “Do we have one of those?” I asked, certain Thornycraft was correct.

      He was excellent with random bits of bizarre knowledge.

      “I do,” Upton announced.

      “Go get it, man,” I shouted. “Wally is trying to gouge my shoulder off. I’m dying here.”

      “Tis impossible, Captain,” Bonar said. “The parrot would have to behead ye to actually end yer life.”

      “It was a finger of speech,” I snapped. “Certainly you’ve heard of that.”

      “A finger?” Thornycraft asked, squinting his eyes and pointing to the invisible digits on his hand. “I thought it was a figure of speech.”

      “Don’t think. It’s overrated. Get the damned vinegar cookie basket. NOW.”

      My crew sprinted from the cabin like the Devil himself was on their heels. Damn it. I was alone with the bird. I thought the surprise visit from my father was hideous, but no, this was much worse.

      “So Folly, nice weather we’re having,” I said, keeping the conversation neutral.

      “Yep, Doug,” the feathered jackhole replied.

      “It’s Pirate Doug. If you’re going to terrorize my ship you will call me by the correct name, Yolly,” I told her. No one called me Doug and lived to tell.

      Lolly’s eye roll was outstanding. “Pot. Kettle. Black,” she squawked and flipped me off.

      “Whatever,” I muttered, conceding the point. She’d called me Doug to be disrespectful. I called her Dolly because I couldn’t for the life of me remember her name. There was a distinct difference here. Anyhoo, I had a much bigger problem at the moment and I was fairly sure Nolly was at the root of it.

      “Umm… I understand my father is on deck. Do you know why he’s here?”

      “Yep.”

      “Would you like to share?” I asked carefully as I coaxed the bird to my hand.

      “Nope,” the parrot answered, settling herself on my arm and piercing an artery.

      “Do you hate me?” I asked through gritted teeth, wondering if I snapped her neck if she would survive it.

      “Yar Dipshit, gotta feed the fish. Yarr are a mutiny minded platoon splinter. Yar will dance the hempen jig and walk the plank if yar cutlass flappin’ fish stink don’t avast ye,” she squawked.

      “My arse is in danger?” I asked, trying to decipher her babbling. The vicious bird was more fluent in Pirate speak than I was.

      With a swift swat to the back of my head with her wing, I went flying across the cabin. I was a damned Vampire Pirate and I was getting my arse handed to me by a bird. It was a fine thing that my crew wasn’t present.

      “Talk to yer dad,” Bolly squawked, pointing her wing at me.

      “Now?” I questioned, hoping to delay what was most definitely going to be a mortifying heart to heart with my father.

      I had Sea Hags to destroy and a certain Mermaid to dodge. I didn’t have time for family reunions at the moment.

      “NOW!” the feathered menace instructed.

      She didn’t have to ask twice. Quickly waving a hand over my gushing artery, I stemmed the flow of blood and checked myself in the mirror. Damn, if I wasn’t a handsome son of a bitch. I could take on the world today.

      Or at least I could take on my father… maybe…
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        HOT DAMNED SERIES

        Fashionably Dead

        Fashionably Dead Down Under

        Hell on Heels

        Fashionably Dead in Diapers

        A Fashionably Dead Christmas

        Fashionably Hotter Than Hell

        Fashionably Dead and Wed

        Fashionably Fanged

        Fashionably Flawed

        A Fashionably Dead Diary

        Fashionably Forever After

        More coming soon…

      

        

      
        SEA SHENANIGANS SERIES

        Tallulah’s Temptation

        Ariel’s Antics

        Misty’s Mayhem

        Madison’s Mess

      

        

      
        SHIFT HAPPENS SERIES

        Ready to Were

        Some Were in Time

        No Were To Run

        Were Me Out

      

        

      
        MAGIC AND MAYHEM SERIES

        Switching Hour

        Witch Glitch

        A Witch in Time

        Magically Delicious

        A Tale of Two Witches

        Three’s A Charm

      

        

      
        HANDCUFFS AND HAPPILY EVER AFTERS SERIES

        How Hard Can it Be?

        Size Matters

        Cop a Feel

      

        

      
        If after reading all the above you are still wanting more adventure and zany fun, read Pirate Dave and His Randy Adventures, the romance novel budding novelist Rena was helping wicked Evangeline write in How Hard Can It Be?

      

        

      
        Warning: Pirate Dave Contains Romance Satire, Spoofing, and Pirates with Two Pork Swords.
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        Robyn Peterman writes because the people inside her head won’t leave her alone until she gives them life on paper.

      

        

      
        Her addictions include laughing really hard with friends, shoes (the expensive kind), Target, Coke Zero Cherry with extra ice in a Styrofoam cup, bejeweled reading glasses, her kids, her super-hot hubby and collecting stray animals.

      

        

      
        A former professional actress with Broadway, film and T.V. credits, she now lives in the South with her family and too many animals to count.

      

        

      
        Writing gives her peace and makes her whole, plus having a job where you can work in your underpants works really well for her. You can leave Robyn a message via the Contact Page and she’ll get back to you as soon as her bizarre life permits! She loves to hear from her fans!
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