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      Hello, and welcome to Bewitching Midlife Crisis Mysteries set in the fictional town of Buttermilk Bay, Massachusetts!

      This particular addition to the series deals with a place known as the Bridgewater Triangle, located in Southeastern Massachusetts.

      Online source: Susannah Sudoborough: The Enterprise, October 13, 2021

      The modern cultural origin of the Bridgewater Triangle legend is cryptozoologist Loren Coleman‘s 1983 book “Mysterious America.” In it, he coined the term “Bridgewater Triangle” — inspired, of course, by the Bermuda Triangle — and established its rough boundaries. 

      This two hundred square mile triangle of land is famous for its paranormal sightings. Please note, for the purpose of this story, I’ve taken some artistic liberties with those two hundred square miles and the legends they’ve amassed over the years. Any and all mistakes are mine.

      Credit to Robert Frost’s “The Road Not Taken,” August 1915

      On that note, this story also mentions a couple of triggering issues (not depicted, but mentioned), including suicide. If you or someone you know needs help, please reach out. National Suicide Prevention line—988.
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      Evanora Dark here, an unalived specialist, live from "Bitten Off More Than I Can Chew-ville!”

      It’s not enough that I talk to ghosts, but it looks like demons don’t mind my company either. A demon so sexy, so mesmerizing, who smells like paradise, I literally have to remind myself he’s a total jerk and that he’s trying to steal my sweet ghost’s soul.

      You didn’t read that wrong. Allow me to explain. Kai Pettigrew is a twenty-something TikTok star with millions of followers. He’s dedicated his young life to serving his community by helping the homeless with Kickstarter funds and drumming up donations to get the less fortunate back on their feet.

      While helping film an overnight ghost-hunt in one of the spookiest places in the country called Bridgewater Triangle with his best friend, an equally famous TikTok star, sweet, generous Kai allegedly takes his life by jumping from a ledge, leaving nothing behind but a short note.

      But Kai informs me that’s not true at all. Yet, he can’t remember what really happened that fateful night, leaving me scratching my head. If Kai’s not responsible —then it has to be murder, right? But he was with his best friends in the world while filming. Surely, they wouldn’t hurt him, would they?

      That leaves me with more questions than ever before. Now, add in a too-sexy-for-primetime demon who wants to snatch Kai’s soul, casts a diabolical spell on my libido, and not-so-subtly threatens my family and friends if I try and prevent it, and I’ve got big trouble. My Aunt Tuppence casts her own spell of protection to keep my family, Cary, and BFF Fab safe, but she warns me to stay away from them until I solve the case which leaves me on my own to investigate.

      Alone. Outmatched. Terrified.

      But I’ve got the determination of a thousand witches and the heart of a thousand more. Will it be enough to catch a killer while saving a giving, sweet boy from the bowels of Hell?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!”

      “Evanora!” my BFF, Fabiola, bellowed my name with anxious, high-pitched panic. “Oh my stars, this is just like Friday the 13th! I’ll bet you a zillion Monopoly dollars Jason’s out here, looking for his next kill! Answer me! Are you all right? I can’t see a dang thing! I need to hear your voice so I can find you! Talk to me, Ev!”

      I’d definitely do that if I wasn’t face down in a pit of mud, thus keeping my lips from moving in order to answer. Sticky, gross, smelly, partially frozen, absolutely freezing late-October mud in Hockomock Swamp, located in lovely Southeastern Massachusetts.

      Quick bit of history about our current location: Hockomock Swamp is part of the Bridgewater Triangle—a two-hundred square mile triangular area of land and a magnet for alleged paranormal phenomenon (think Bigfoot, thunderbird, UFO sightings and even devil worship. Eep!).

      Hockomock originates from the Algonquin word, meaning “place where spirits dwell.” It’s listed as one of America’s spookiest places to visit.

      And that’s no lie, there were plenty of spirits swarming the swamp, overwhelming me with their milky presence, some waving to me, some with angry faces, and some flat-out bewildered, but I wasn’t here for them.

      I was here for one particular spirit.

      A tall, husky young man with a swath of almost white-blond hair, wearing soaking-wet SpongeBob SquarePants footie pajamas.

      He’d gotten away, but not before I’d forgotten to look where I was going and fell into this half-frozen gunk.

      “Evanora! I said, answer me!” Fab’s footsteps slopped through the mucky marsh with clear determination. I heard her stumble and trip, making use of her colorful vocabulary while I unstuck my face.

      “I’m over here!” I called out, spitting and gagging on dead leaves and some twigs while cold mud seeped into my clothes.

      “Where the bleepin’ blazes is here?”

      The alarm in her voice carried its way to my ears on the chilly evening air and made me aggressively feel around in the goo for my phone so I could use the flashlight to guide her.

      I managed to stand, but just barely as my feet sank deeper, forcing my legs to go crooked. “I’m trying to find my phone. Hang on!”

      Squinting, I attempted to assess my surroundings, but I could only see a foot or so in front of me, leaving me afraid to move.

      And then there was the noise level. All the ghosts who’d ever ghosted had decided to converge in one stinkin’ place and chatter at me.

      “Is that her?”

      “Is that Christiana’s girl?”

      “Oooo, she’s a real looker, eh, boys?”

      Cackles—some deep, some light and tinkling, some frighteningly maniacal—rang in my ears, making it difficult to concentrate. There were wolf-whistles, catcalls, laughter and conversations swirling around my head, buzzing, buzzing, buzzing until I wanted to scream.

      But in the fray, there was a distinct whisper.

      “This way,” a sweet, disembodied childlike voice said. “I can help you. I promise.”

      A chill skittered up my spine and along my arms. What was a child doing out here in the middle of this hellscape? Or was it a ghost child?

      Aw, c’mon, Universe. Not ghost kids. I’m not ready for that yet.

      As if it would do me any good, I froze and gulped, scrunching my eyes shut like I’d done when I was little and I was afraid there were monsters under my bed.

      Living in Massachusetts, most of us knew the legends and reports of paranormal activity in Bridgewater Triangle. It was considered one of the spookiest locations in the country—and a Halloween hotspot for tourists from all over.

      I’m not sure I ever really believed in any of the stories I’d heard, but I was looking at it from a much different perspective now. Now, I knew entities existed, and so far they’d all been pretty reasonable, but that didn’t mean I might not encounter an unreasonable ghost.

      Jarvis (you know, my misogynist boggart who lives in a crystal ball on my shelf?) had spent a full evening regaling me with tales of some of the fiercer apparitions my mother had dealt with.

      I don’t scare easily. And it’s a good thing. I mean, I see dead people, right? In fact, I live for a good horror movie, and Halloween is one of my favorite times of year, but when he started talking demons and possession, my hackles reset to DEFCON.

      Now that I was here, in the middle of an alleged paranormal portal of some kind, ironically one I’d never visited before after living in Massachusetts all my life, and a small voice was sweetly offering to help me, I began to rethink my fear factors.

      Darn Jarvis and his ghost tales.

      Popping my eyes open, I braced myself, clenching my fists and gritting my teeth to prepare for whatever was in front of me.

      In the immortal words of the men from one of my favorite movies ever: I ain’t afraid of no ghosts.

      When my eyes adjusted to the dark, it wasn’t a child I was looking at but a creature of some kind. It came up to maybe my knee, its back covered in pointy quills, but the rest of it looked like…a goblin? I guess that best described it.

      Smooth-skinned, with ears the size of satellite dishes and a long nose resembling a dog’s, whatever it was stood in front of me, its long, knobby finger pointing to the left.

      What in all of troll dolls was it?

      I was so astonished, my heart beat so hard, I didn’t know what to do—and it didn’t help that a zillion ghosts had decided to have a gabfest. So of course, instead of taking action, I stood there with my mouth hanging open like a complete idiot.

      Was this a ghost?

      Rooted to the spot, while Fab continued to call out my name, I cursed this stupid antiquing road trip—one I’d talked Fab into coming on because I wanted company on the ride.

      It had been all fun and games until I saw that young man in soaked footie pajamas flagging us down…
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      About forty minutes earlier…

      “I hope we find something here,” I commented as we pulled up to what felt like the hundredth antique store this afternoon and I turned off my truck.

      I was looking for some corbels for a project I was working on in Peabody. They made amazing bookshelf holders, but I couldn’t seem to find exactly what I was wanted for this project—a project I’d dubbed Rustic-Retro.

      Mixing two so completely different styles was a challenge, to say the least.

      Fab let her head fall back on the headrest and yawned. “Man, I hope so. I’m starving and you promised me some lunch if I came. Now we’re pushing dinner and I see a steak in my near future. Also, I don’t want to be here after dark and that’s gonna happen in like less than an hour. You know how I feel about this place. Jason lives here, and I don’t care if you call me silly for saying so.” She shivered for effect.

      Fab hated anything even a little spooky, and Bridgewater was the spookiest.

      I grinned at her with a chuckle, giving her a poke with my finger. “Stahp. Jason lives in a cabin in the woods by a lake.”

      “Okay, so maybe it’s Freddy Kruger. You say tomato, I say psycho killer with a sharp object fetish.”

      Turning to look at her, I laughed again. “You don’t really believe all the stuff they say about Bridgewater, do you?”

      She folded her arms over her chest and gave me a look before she rolled her eyes. “Excuse me, ma’am. Do you not see ghosts? Do you not have a little womanizing alien creature living in a crystal ball in your living room on a shelf? Do you not talk to your dead father? Ask me again if I believe in all the stories about this place.”

      I snorted, peering out the windshield at the small dirt parking lot as I assessed the sweet little white house with red shutters, housing my beloved antiques.

      The trees to the left of the house, nearly bare now, hung onto a few of their colorful leaves, but most of them were on the ground and needed raking.

      Halloween was just around the corner and the antique shop celebrated it with skeletons hanging from the eves and cobwebs draped over the barren bushes.

      “Okay, there’s that. Ghosts are real. But Bigfoot? Aliens? C’mon, Fab.”

      Fab tapped me on the arm, her red lips pursed and one eyebrow rose high on her forehead. “I’m sorry, did you hear me the first time? Ghosts, Evanora. You talk to ghosts. Erring on the side of caution, I’m voting in favor of Bigfoot’s existence and little green men with spaceships.”

      I sighed just as an incoming text pinged my phone. I held it up to see who it was and a rush of warmth invaded my limbs.

      “Cary?” Fab asked, tucking the handle of her cute burnt-orange purse over her arm.

      I fought a giggle and a twirl of my newly blonde-ish hair. “Uh-huh.”

      “Why don’t you ask him if he thinks Bigfoot lives here.”

      Laughing out loud, I rolled my eyes. “We’re not at the ‘I talk to ghosts’ stage of our relationship yet.”

      She winked with a smile, leaning her head against the window. “But you are at the stage where, since you two made nice, you’re seeing each other at least four times a week.”

      “Make that five. We had a late dinner last night. He made grilled cheese at my place and I provided a bottle of white.”

      Since my last ghost, Susan, moved on a couple of weeks ago, Cary and I had been spending a lot of time together. He’d really shown up for me after I’d helped Susan solve the mystery of her death.

      It had been a really rough case to investigate, seeing as she was the woman my ex-husband had left me for so many years ago. But it was also cleansing and rewarding, if that makes any sense at all. But it had also exhausted me.

      Reliving all those old memories felt different than they had even ten years ago. Yet, they still dredged up my failures.

      Still, even though Cary didn’t know many of the details about the event, other than I’d been a witness to someone confessing to killing Susan, he didn’t press.

      I’m not sure if I gave off a vibe that said don’t go there or if he thought I might still be traumatized by the event, but he hadn’t pried, and I hadn’t offered simply because I wasn’t prepared to tell him the entire story about my background as a witch or my ghost talking.

      Explaining how I’d landed in the same place as her killer wasn’t going to be easy. Harder still, the trips I’d made to the police station to talk with the police about what happened the night I’d caught her killer.

      Thankfully, Susan’s killer had confessed and it didn’t look like there was going to be a trial, which might save me a bunch more explaining.

      Right now, we were in this safe little bubble of getting to know one another with dinners and movie watching, quick coffee meets at the houses we were working on, and I wasn’t ready for it to burst.

      Fab let out a happy sigh. “You guys are the definition of adorable. I’m glad it all worked out.”

      I winced, almost as if acknowledging we’d worked out would curse us. “Don’t say that too loud. He doesn’t know everything about me yet. Once he does, he might decide to turn tail and run and never look back.”

      “I don’t believe that,” Fab poopooed me. “Cary’s a good, solid hunk of a man who wouldn’t dream of running from anything—especially someone as gorgeous as you.”

      “I don’t believe it either,” my father chimed in from where he’d appeared between us on the bench seat of my truck.

      Yet, I was still skeptical. “But you don’t know that, Dad.” I didn’t want to get my hopes up. Though, if I’m honest, they were already a little up.

      Fab clapped her hands in glee, her taupe-colored nails flashing in the fading sunlight. “Is your dad here?” She looked around the way she always did when a ghost appeared, her eyes wide, always expecting to see an apparition. “Hi, Mr. Dark! How’s Spooky Town? Meet any cute guys?”

      Knightly chuckled, deep and resonant. “Hello, precious girl! It’s always so good to see you’re so well.”

      I couldn’t help but smile. Knightly and Fab had always appreciated a mutual admiration for one another, and that hadn’t changed since his death.

      “Dad says hi and he says you look beautiful as always.”

      My father nodded. “Indeed, she does. Tell her I especially love the cropped denim jacket with the amber turtleneck. The color suits her beautifully.”

      “And he likes your outfit.”

      Fab patted the spot on her chest where her heart beat and looked up toward the roof of the truck (she’s never quite been able to grasp that ghosts don’t all float about in the clouds) with a warm smile that lit up her face. “Thanks, Mr. Dark. I sure miss you and your fashion advice. I mean, if it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t have had a dress to wear to prom.”

      My father was many things, among them, insanely fashion forward. When Fab’s dress had come in at the boutique where we’d purchased our gowns, hers had been a size too big, but it had been too late to reorder.

      So my father and Cedric set about altering the dress, turning it into an homage to Madonna, who of course, if you’re our age now, you know was the epitome of cool back in the ’80s.

      They’d reengineered the entire tulle bottom half of the dress into a knee-length tutu, and matched it with one of her T-shirts and a big tulle bow headband, turning her into the envy of our entire graduating class.

      “Those were good days, weren’t they, my darling Fab?” my father cooed, smiling at her with almost as much love in his eyes as when he looked at me.

      Both sets of parents had embraced our friendship from the start and that hadn’t changed in all these years. We shared as much with our extended families as we did with our immediate.

      I smiled at the memory. “Dad says he misses the good old days.”

      Fab shrugged her shoulders and smiled up at the ceiling of the truck. “Yeeeah, they were good, weren’t they?” Then she put her hand on the door handle, preparing to get out of the truck. “Now, as much as I love a good stroll down Memory Lane, and I love chatting with you, Mr. Dark, I want out of this portal to hell and the day is waning. Let’s get your shelf thingies and get the heck out of Dodge.”

      In that moment, I saw a flash of white-blond hair in my rearview mirror. It was a man, or more accurately, a young man, frantically waving his arms from behind my truck. He was soaking wet, his hair plastered to his skull, but even wet, I saw how blond he was.

      And then I heard, “Please help me! I need help! Why can’t anyone hear me? Why won’t anyone listen?”

      I whipped around to see the young man, billowing in the blustery wind like one of those blow-up air dancers they use to advertise a car dealership. Milky and shimmering in and out of existence, he sounded frantic, his expression one of terror.

      Without thinking, I jumped out of the truck, sliding to the ground with a slap of my boots to the gravel parking lot to rush toward the rear of my vehicle.

      The sun glinted sharp in my eyes, making me cup them to see him properly. “Who are you? What’s happening?”

      If he was astonished that I’d answered, he recovered quickly. “I need help! Please come with me!”

      I held up my hands to indicate he should slow down. “It’s all right. I’ll help you, I promise, but first you have to tell me who you are?”

      He looked pained and frustrated, his pudgy cheeks, puffing outward in impatience. “I don’t have time to explain. I need you to follow me!”

      And then, like a shot, he took off, and I do mean, literally, he shot up into the air as though spat from a cannon, zipping across a dormant field.

      As fast as my stupid bursitis-riddled hip would allow, I hopped back in the vehicle and backed out, my tires screeching, and took off after him, leaving a trail of dust in my wake.

      “Ev? What’s going on? What are you doing?” Fab yelped as she braced herself against the dashboard with one hand when I took a corner down a back road too sharply.

      As the sun began to fade, I could only just make out the boy’s form, rippling in the wind as he sped toward a wooded area where my truck couldn’t go.

      But did that stop me? Nay. I slammed on the brakes and threw the truck in park, throwing open the driver’s side door and falling to the ground with Fab hollering my name.

      “Evanora Dark, stop right now and tell me what gives?!”

      I didn’t even look around to see if anyone was about before I yelled to her, “Ghost!” patting my jacket pocket to be sure I had my phone before taking off into the woods to chase him.

      He’d sounded so helpless, so afraid… I couldn’t leave him, could I? He looked around my son Cal’s age, maybe a bit younger, and he needed help. I’m a mother first—always—and the idea he was afraid with no one to help explain what had happened to him was more than I could bear.

      Regretting the fact that I’d worn my cute boots instead of work boots for my antiquing expedition, I plowed through tall grass, now yellowed and dying, until I was nearly out of breath, fighting my way through the autumn brush.

      That’s when I’d tripped and landed in this predicament in the swamp.

      The swamp where I was chasing after a ghost in sopping-wet SpongeBob footie pajamas in my cute new boots and way-too-light-for-this-weather jacket.

      Anyway, back to where I am now. Trying to identify what in all of frack this creature was.

      While I cursed the weather, my frozen fingers, my sore hip, the mud in my mouth and hair, and the universe in general, I couldn’t seem to get my feet or my mouth moving. So there was no chance I’d be able to run from this troll-ish being.

      All Fab’s earlier talk of aliens swirled in my head.

      But my eyes had finally adjusted to the dark. So there was that. I’m not sure if it was a good thing that I could see it clearly, or a bad thing, but I could see.

      “This way!” the being said with more insistence, jabbing its long finger toward the left, clearly becoming annoyed with my frozen state.

      And then I heard the boy call out again. “Here! It’s here! Help me!”

      Somehow, the desperation in his plea got my butt in gear and I managed to yank one foot out of the mud. I left behind a cute new boot, but I was free.

      With that, I tore my other boot loose and moved forward, the sock on my shoeless foot soaking wet as I allowed myself to block out the fact that I didn’t know what this little goblin-like thing was and followed the direction of its finger.

      Stumbling over some brush and scattered rocks, muttering creative curses, I tripped again, stubbing my bootless toe. “Son of a biscuit!”

      “Here! It’s here! Right here!” the ghost man yelled, making my ears ring with his urgency.

      Looking up from my injured foot, I blew my sticky hair from my mouth to find the boy, standing in the middle of a small clearing under some trees, pointing at the ground.

      I held up my hands to indicate everything was all right. “You don’t have to yell, honey. I can hear you fine. Now, tell me, what’s there? What do you see?” I asked, forcing my voice to sound calm and reassuring.

      “Me,” he said, eerily quiet and somber. “It’s me.”

      But when I looked, there was nothing there. I cocked my head and decided to take a different route to our destination. Obviously, he was confused and frightened and in need of help.

      The creature came to stand near the boy, wrapping his arms around the young man’s legs and burying his face in his knee.

      Peculiar? Yes. But it was also quite endearing. It behaved almost like a child clinging to a parent, much the way Callum had done with me when he’d been a toddler.

      I took a step closer, wincing at my sore toe on the cold ground. “I’m Evanora. What’s your name?”

      Everything stopped then. The wind stopped blowing. The ghost voices stopped whispering, and Fab stopped calling my name.

      It was as though he realized for the first time I was talking back.

      He cocked his head and looked me dead in the eye with disbelief. “You…you can hear me?”

      I smiled, fighting the chatter of my teeth and the caking mud falling from my face. “I can. I’m Evanora,” I repeated with a muddy smile. “Who are you?”

      He blinked in wonder, visibly swallowing.

      I watched his Adam’s apple bob up and down while I suspected the wheels in his head turned and he decided whether he should trust me enough tell me his name.

      And then, out of nowhere, a gray streak of light bolted from the darkness and jumped on the boy, knocking him to the ground.

      The boy’s laughter rang out as he wrapped his arms around the bolt of light and said, “Easy, buddy! Good boy!”

      Now it was my turn to blink.

      That bolt of light turned out to be a dog.

      A ghost dog…

      Shut the front door.
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      They tussled on the ground for a few seconds, the dog licking the boy’s smiling face before he held up his hand and told the wiggle worm to sit.

      Which he did immediately, his tail swishing along the hard ground in ghostly swipes.

      I think by now, everyone knows how deeply I feel about animals. My instincts took over and I crouched down without even thinking about the fact that I couldn’t actually pet him.

      “Look at you,” I cooed “Aren’t you just the bestest boy?” He wiggled in response, his long, lean body shivering from my praise.

      Naturally, because I adore animals, I tried to pet him, and as expected, my hand went right through his slender body, but he appeared to understand what I tried to do and he let his snout rest in the general vicinity of my palm.

      I looked up at the boy and asked with a smile, “Is he a greyhound? Or more precisely, is he your greyhound?”

      Now the boy smiled, too, his wet pajamas clinging to his husky body. “Yep. He’s not necessarily mine, but he attached himself to me when I got here and he hasn’t left my side much since. So I decided he’d be mine until…”

      He looked down at the ground as though saying the words out loud were too much. “Some of the other people here say he used to race over at an old greyhound track. It’s somewhere here in Bridgewater Triangle.”

      Ah, yes. I remember hearing something about a defunct dog racing track, Raynham, I think it was called. After a statewide ban on dog racing, one I wholeheartedly supported, it had closed.

      I despise the practice. In fact, one of the rescues I donate to does a lot of work with retired greyhounds, and seeing some of their conditions after being raced broke my heart. They’re such gentle souls, who only want to love and be loved in return.

      But that aside, I noted, my ghost appeared to know where he was and that he was dead. That helped enormously if he was seeking answers. The transition period was always a difficult one for those who hadn’t accepted their fates or, like my last case, couldn’t remember anything.

      The dog sat up on his haunches, his tongue lolling out of the side of his mouth as he looked up at the boy with complete adoration.

      “Well, he’s beautiful,” I praised, looking at the gentle dog before tucking my freezing hands into the pockets of my wet jacket.

      The young man looked down at the dog with equal love in his eyes and nodded. “Yeah. He is. He’s been kinda torn up from racing and whoever owned him wasn’t very good to him. But I’m gonna make sure he’s okay from now on, right, buddy? Nothin’ but love from here on out.”

      My heart clenched tight, looking at the two of them, obviously sharing a special bond only a pet and a human can share. The idea that this dog was neglected and went to his death without ever knowing a loving hand shredded me.

      But that brought me back to this boy, standing in front of me with a shock of wet white-blond hair, a round face and hopeful eyes while an alien creature hovered nearby—a creature I wasn’t sure I was ready for an explanation about.

      I decided it was possible this young man was avoiding the subject of his death or the circumstances surrounding it, and maybe, rather than press him for more information, I might ease my way into the discussion.

      I approached further conversation with caution, fighting the chill by crossing my arms over my chest. “So what’s your furbaby’s name?”

      Now he grinned and swayed a little, looking quite pleased. “Bowie. I named him after the actor who played my favorite character in Labyrinth. In case you didn’t know, a famous singer named David Bowie was in it.”

      I had to put my wrist over my mouth to keep from laughing out loud at his words.

      In case I didn’t know, David Bowie was a famous singer. Ah, youth in all its innocence, eh?

      Instead, I bobbed my head in acknowledgement. “I’m fifty-three. Believe me, I know all about Labyrinth and David Bowie. Either way, it’s a cool name.”

      When he looked at me this time, his green eyes were watery and sad. He pressed Bowie to his side, his tone somber. “I’m dead, right?”

      My heart began to beat harder. A boy so young, gone. I almost couldn’t fathom it. “I think so…” I paused, searching for the right words when I realized I still didn’t know his name. “Do you mind telling me your name?”

      “Kai. Kai Pettigrew.” When he gave me his name, he looked at me as though I might know who he was, but it didn’t ring any bells.

      “Kai,” I said softly. “That’s a lovely name. My son’s name is Callum. Cal for short. He’s probably just a little older than you. I’m Evanora Dark, in case you missed my introduction the first time.”

      Nodding, he jammed his hands into the pockets of his pajamas. “I know who you are. Everyone here knows who you are.” He spread his arms wide to indicate everyone.

      When I’d first fallen in the mud, I’d heard my mother’s name mentioned, but I’d forgotten about it in the chase to catch Kai.

      Now I gulped. Everyone was such a broad stroke of the brush. “Do they? Then I hope they told you I only want to help you.”

      Kai bit his lower lip and the creature noted his hesitation, acknowledging it by slipping between his legs and glaring at me.

      Changing course again, I asked, “Who’s this little guy? Does he
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