
  
    [image: Dragon Him Out to Sea]
  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2023 by Julia Mills

        All rights reserved.

        This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

         

        DISCLAIMER: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictional manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

         

        NOTICE:  This is an adult erotic paranormal romance with love scenes and mature situations. It is only intended for adult readers over the age of 18.

      

      

      

       

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            JOIN THE CLAN!

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Wanna keep up with all my crazy? Have fun? Win some cool prizes? Get exclusive excerpts of upcoming books?

        Sign up for my newsletter RIGHT HERE!

        Be the FIRST to see new covers, sneak peeks, and, best of all, ADVANCED COPIES OF ALL MY BOOKS!!!

        Join the group! Julia’s Mills’ Fan Club on Facebook!

        I absolutely LOVE stalkers! Here are all the links! Follow me everywhere!

        Newsletter

        Website

        Facebook 

        Instagram

        Twitter

        Pinterest

        BookBub

        Goodreads

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Beta Read by Linda Levy

        Edited by Em Mills

        Proofread by Book Nook Nuts

      

      

    

  


  
    
      For my family

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: ]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DRAGON HIM OUT TO SEA

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Fate may be messing with her big time, but it’s Destiny Mack’s got to watch out for. 

      

        

      
        With her sister on her back and an Omnipotent Being in her kitchen – what’s a Lioness to do? Why does everyone think she needs a Mate? Can’t she just be wild and free?

      

        

      
        Then she sees him. Why hadn’t she noticed him before? Had he always had those hypnotic hazel eyes? Did just the sound of his voice always make her feel tingly?

      

        

      
        Wait! Why is he walking the other way? Doesn’t matter. This Lioness refuses to give up. Hey! At least they're in the middle of the ocean, so he can’t run away, right?
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      "Seriously, Savannah," she said for what felt like the hundredth time. "I dialed that blasted number so many times my fingers hurt. I'm pretty sure I'll be reciting it in my sleep for the rest of my life. Can you imagine? I wake up in a cold sweat, and all I can say is a senseless set of numbers. Somebody is sure to have me committed."

      "Did you leave a message?" Her older and obsessively overbearing older sister immediately fired back, completely ignoring Mack's attempt at wit and humor.

      "Well, if you'd let me get more than a dozen or so words out of my mouth before interrupting, I might be able to…."

      "That was way more than a dozen, Mack. Just tell me…."

      "I'm trying to tell you, Savannah," she growled through gritted teeth. "Goddess knows. I've tried to get the words out since I picked up the phone. Now, hush up and listen."

      Waiting for less than a split second to be sure Savannah was listening, she didn't dare to give it any longer and powered on. "The stupid phone finally started ringing on my umpteenth try. First, there were a bunch of clicks and taps, then a whirring static. Then, I swear, it sounded like the preschool Cubs beating on pots and pans with wooden spoons and growling and snarling like they were pretending to fight some big battle."

      "What do Cubs have to do with…?"

      Refusing to let her sister interrupt, Mack kept right on going. "Then there was this seriously bizarre ring. I mean, it was like something from a horror movie. No. Wait. It sounded more like the phone had fallen into a well, had gotten wet, and was struggling to stay alive. Or it was really, really far away and struggling to get its message across jammed airwaves."

      "Phones aren't alive, Mack. I swear…"

      Refusing to stop no matter how many times Savannah interrupted, Mack doubled down, raised her voice, and continued. "I almost hung up. Hand to my heart, I was ready to disconnect the call and never look back. I thought for sure you'd given me the wrong number, or at the very least, I was calling the other side of the world, and the little network gnomes were out to lunch. But, then, like Magic or something spooky weird Mystical, which I hope was using its Power for good and not evil, just when I pulled the stupid phone from my ear, another woman answered."

      "Well, that was probably…."

      "No. Stop. I knew it was not Babs." Pushing the words through gritted teeth, she went on, "Because the person I spoke to didn't have a thick Scottish brogue like you said the Babhdoir would have. See? I remember every word of your description – even the part about her sounding like the Highlands. There. I do listen."

      Huffing out a sharp breath that in not so many words said - 'so there' – Mack gave a curt nod. But, of course, absolutely no one could see it or any of the hand gestures, facial expressions, or waving of arms she was forced to go through every time Savannah was on the phone. Even so, she continued, hoping to get through her oldest sister's thick head and make her see reason. "Anyway, the woman on the phone was straightforward, pretty much acted like I was bothering her, and in no uncertain terms said, "The Babhdoir is 'out of the Realm,' and I'm taking her calls. Do you want to leave a message? If so, now is the time."

      "And did you?"

      "Of course I did. Damn, Savannah, are you crazy? Did I go through all that rigamarole and then just hang up? No way. But I'm not holdin' my breath for a callback. I wonder if she even wrote down my name and number. However, I am pretty sure she was rolling her eyes and shaking her head the whole time I was speaking. At least, it damn sure sounded that way. Okay, so she wasn't mean or anything like that."

      "So?"

      "So, what I am saying," Mack huffed. "Is she was pretty matter-of-fact and to the point with no fluff. And I guess I expected bubbly. Oh! And I also got the weird feeling that she was something 'Other' with loads of Power and Magic if you know what I mean."

      "No, I have no clue what you're babbling on about. You should be…."

      “I should be worrying about finding my Mate and not who I was talking to on the phone,” Mack deadpanned. “Yeah, yeah, yeah, blah, blah, blah, I’ve heard it all before.”

      Inhaling deeply, it didn't surprise her that Savannah completely ignored what she said and was already firing off a fresh round of questions. Hell, her oldest sister, the Queen of the Leonidas Pride, had been harping and hounding for nearly a year. So why would this time be any different?"

      "What the hell does that mean? Babs is always everywhere. I told you to contact her the second you knew Wiley wasn't your Mate. Why is it you never listen to me?"

      "I do listen. I have said it - repeatedly. Remember back up there when you were interrupting me? I repeated your words verbatim. I. Listen."

      But it was Savannah who refused to listen. Instead, she was still spouting questions like a broken faucet pouring water all over the kitchen floor.

      "Are you sure you heard the woman correctly? She said the actual words 'out of the Realm'? And why would someone else be answering Babs' phone? Something doesn't sound right, Mack. Are you sure you called the correct number? How can the one and only Celtic Matchmaker to the Paranormal in the entire universe be out of contact? She has to be available every minute of every day for all the Supernaturals in the whole damned galaxy. After all, we are all driven by our instincts, and none is greater than to find the other half of our souls? Love waits for no man - or Cat, or Wolf, or Eagle, or Serpent, or…."

      Pulling the phone from her ear, the youngest of the four Leonidas Lionesses – the only one who, as of that moment, hadn't found her Mate - opened her mouth as wide as it would go and gave a silent scream, ending with a silent shriek of, "Like I said a hundred, thousand, million times – I. Do. Not. Know."

      With a deep inhale and slow exhale, she smiled, put the phone back to her ear, and decided to change tactics. The Goddess knew being combative wasn't getting her anywhere. If being the youngest of four strong-willed, independent Alpha Lionesses had taught Makayla Leonidas anything, it was that you get more flies with honey – or in her own words – your sisters can't talk when their mouths are full of cookies. Thankfully, her Goddess-given abilities helped her to always be prepared.

      If her family loved anything, it was sweets, and Mack made the best cookies in the whole damned world. She wasn't boasting or being prideful. It was the truth. When all else failed, a little flour, some sugar, and a whole bushel of chocolate chips pretty much turned any frown upside-down. Well, cookies almost fixed everything except when it came to Mack's Gift because being a True Empath wasn't always a bed of roses. Most of the time, it was anything but.

      Feeling what everyone around her felt was hard at the best of times, but it had been mind-boggling at the age of two. It took years for the overwhelming, sorrowful mourning of the Leonidas Pride to subside enough for Mack to be with more than a few people at a time.

      "And the weirdest part was not knowing what was happening," the Lioness with whom Mack shared her soul added. "It wasn't like I could step in and take over. You were still a babe. I can't begin to imagine the trauma you would've suffered if I forced the Shift while you were so young."

      "Seriously," Mack replied, giving her full attention to the Lioness with whom she shared her soul and only half listening as Savannah went on and on and on. "I can sorta remember wondering why I never left the Palace or played with the other kids, but then I had nannies and tutors and my sisters who were always there for me."

      "And Savannah always came home for dinner and story time."

      "Yeah, she did."

      "For you girls, that became your normal. After all, the murder of your parents was still being investigated. So, of course, you needed to be kept safe, and under the protection of the watchful eyes of the Royal Guard was the best place."

      "And none of them ever knew about my abilities. Daddy made sure of that when I was born. He always protected us – no matter what."

      King Leonidas had sworn his wife and Savannah to secrecy from the moment Mack was born. He didn't even tell the other girls because they were still so very young and unable to understand the importance of keeping confidences that affected the survival of not only their family but their Pride. He feared others would try to exploit Mack's tremendous ability for their own ill-gotten gains.

      "I wish I'd had the chance to get to know mom and dad better."

      "I know you do."

      "But somethings are just not meant to be."

      The years passed so quickly. In the blink of an eye – or so it seemed for Mack – she was a teenager with immense Empathic abilities topped with wild hormones and crazy emotions and no way to channel any of it.

      "Then Sierra stepped in and took you under her wing," the Lioness purred.

      "For real," Mack happily agreed. "Did you know my sisters and I are the fourth generation of Leonidas Lions she's been the Household Manager for?"

      "I sure did."

      "It was kismet," Mack wistfully sighed. "Baking was my thing before I knew how to make anything but sugar cookies. Every time I made a batch of anything, everybody was so happy."

      "Because it was so good."

      "And because my Powers snuck in there and gave people what not even they knew they needed."

      "That had very little to do with why everyone loved your sweet treats."

      "Aww, thank you, Lally."

      "And that is why you'll have a great baking empire very soon. The name The Sweetest Things will be on everyone's lips. There'll be a shop in every town. Your name will be bigger than Betty Crocker."

      "From your mouth to the Goddess' ears," Mack chuckled. "But first, I have to get back to Savannah before she pops her cork and ends up over here. Over the phone is enough for one day."

      "You got this."

      And with that loving sign-off, the Lioness with whom Mack shared her soul retreated to the back of her mind. Then, tuning back into her sister's endless diatribe, the youngest Leonidas daughter used the sweetest tone she could muster, repeating, "I don't know the answers to any of your questions, Savannah. But I sure wish I did. And I do listen to you. I'm pretty sure I've already proven that once or twice in just the last thirty seconds, but that's neither here nor there."

      "I know, Hun, but…."

      "But nothing. I was just bummed when the whole Mate thing with Wiley went tits up, ya' know? Really, really bummed. I seriously thought he was the one. I guess my Empathy was on the fritz that day, or I misread all the signs. Whatever the heck happened, everything got all messed up."

      "I don't think…."

      "Well, I do," Mack interrupted, already knowing what her sister was about to say. "Because it's the only thing that makes sense. Nobody with my Gift shouldn't be able to feel when their Mate is nearby."

      "Yeah, but…."

      "But nothing," Mack jumped in again. "Sorry I keep interrupting, but I need to say this."

      "Okay," Savannah murmured.

      "Thank you," Mack smiled, hoping all the love, respect, and admiration she had for her big sister flowed through the airwaves as she continued to explain. "When I discovered Wiley wasn't the one – my One. I was… Well, I was… Well, shit, I just wasn't up to going on the hunt for the right guy at that very moment. There was no way in all that's holy I could even think about doing my hair, putting on makeup, and trying to act interested in whatever some random dude was saying. I needed to lick my wounds, eat a dozen or so double-chocolate chip-macadamia nut cookies dipped in caramel with a pint or two of chocolate cherry ice cream, and watch every John Hughes movie I could get my hands on. Sue me. I'm a girl. I eat my feelings."

      "Yeah, but you still keep that cute little waist no matter how many cookies you eat."

      "Ha! Yeah, right, with well-rounded hips and a booty for days. I'm pretty sure my butt was the inspiration for Sir Mix-a-lot's Baby Got Back."

      "Whatever," Savannah scoffed with a chuckle. "All the guys have always loved your figure, and all of us girls have always been jealous."

      "Yeah, all the guys except the one I thought was supposed to be mine."

      "I know, Hun. It sucks. I'm sorry. I just..."

      Not letting her sister take over the conversation for the umpteenth time, Mack cleared her throat and jumped in when Savannah paused to take a breath. "But I refuse to be Debbie Downer for another second. So, the Pity Party is officially over."

      "Oh, good. I'm so happy to hear th…."

      "Oh, no, you don't. You need to hear me out. I called the Babhdóir. I have no clue who answered the phone – and I really don't care. All I know for certain is that I cannot talk to Babs MacAutley until she returns from the Other Realm - whatever that is. I mean, come on. We have one helluva calling plan, but the last time I checked, it does not cover interdimensional roaming."

      "Well, that just won't do. Let me call Tessa and see if she…."

      "Oh, for the love of all the claws and tails of all the Leonidas Lions, will you puhlease take a frikkin' break? It's not like…."

      "You're not listening to me, Mack. You cannot just-."

      The sound of the ringing doorbell blessedly drowned out whatever new craziness her sister was trying to spout. Cutting Savannah off when the Queen of the Leonidas Lion Pride took another quick breath, Mack quickly said, "Hey, slow down there, Sis. I gotta go. Somebody's at the door. I'll…."

      "You will call me back as soon as you can. Just tell whoever is at the door that you're busy. Tell your visitor that you are speaking to your Queen. Tell them there's an emergency at the Pride. Tell them…."

      "That I'm considering a life on the run," she mumbled under her breath. Then smiling so wide her cheeks literally hurt, she prayed it would soften her tone as she sarcastically chirped, "First off, the day I tell anyone that I'm speaking to my Queen when it is you on the phone will be the day I shave my head, give up chocolate, and become a vegan. Secondly…."

      "But Mack…"

      "But nothing, Savannah. I said I would call you back, and that is what I will do. After I have answered the door."

      Ding-dong

      "Mack? Mack! You have to…."

      "I have to go, Queen Pain in the Butt. Whoever is at the door is trying to wear out the bell, and that is not gonna happen. Not on my watch. I just learned to program the damn thing to play Who Stole the Cookie from the Cookie Jar, and I'm not havin' some crazy person break it before anyone but me gets to hear it. Talk to ya' later, and Savannah…."

      "Yes?"

      "I love you more than all the cookies in all the world, even when you make me crazy."

      Pulling the phone from her ear as her sister was gearing up for another rant, Mack hit the red button, exhaled the breath she'd been holding since she first said hello, and shook her head. Then, turning to leave the kitchen and make her way to the door, she mumbled to the empty house, "I swear to the Great Goddess, just because she found her Mate does not mean I need to find…."

      Swinging open the door, she was mentally finishing her sentence while gearing up to outwardly scold the person assaulting her doorbell when the impromptu visitor snapped, "Oh, no-no-no-no-no, Makayla Leonidas, you are sorely mistaken. Finding your Mate should be your number one priority. Strike while the iron's hot. That's my motto. Right along with, 'love waits for no man - or woman, and Destiny can be a cruel mistress when no one listens.'"

      Pushing her way into the house, a statuesque woman dressed in vintage Elsa Schiaparelli, who had most certainly been a model back in the day, kept right on talking. "Your sister is absolutely right. She's not the Queen of the largest Lion Pride on the Planet for nothing. Max Prentice has no time for fools. He wouldn't have let your sister take over after the death of your parents if she wasn't one helluva Lioness."

      "How the hell do you know any…?"

      "Oh, I know plenty," countered the gorgeous woman whose aura of authority made the little hairs at the back of Mack's neck stand on end, and the Magic rolling off her made it hard to think. "There's no time like the present to find your Mate."

      "What? Wait. Who are…?"

      "Name's Desi."

      “Desi…? Who…?”

      Striking a pose – that was the only way to describe it – the most powerful woman Mack had ever stood before crossed her left arm across her body, propped her right elbow on the back of that same hand, and laid her elegant fingers just under her chin in a flowing motion resembling waves on the ocean. It was then the youngest of the Leonidas Lions looked into the woman's eyes. It was as if Mack was floating on air, falling forward without fear, and witnessing the galaxy for the first time.

      Shining onyx with honest to the Goddess starlight in their depths, the little voice in the back of Mack's mind, the one that wasn't Lally, but what she imagined her mom would sound like, whispered, “We should know her.”

      “Yes, we should.”

      “Yes." The woman gave a single nod followed by a cheeky wink. "You should. But since you don't, I'll clarify." Pushing a perfectly platinum curl off her shoulder with the tips of the fingers that had been under her chin, the woman gave a flourish to rival the great Vanna White and announced, "As I said, I'm Desi, but you may know me as Destiny or the Omnipotent Being known by the same name." Then, nodding like Mack's third-grade teacher, Miss Daniels used to do when she was imparting wisdom to the eight-year cubs whose education had been entrusted to her, the gorgeous, statuesque, and increasingly scary woman continued, "Now, I can see by the look in your eyes, and I can hear by the inner workings of your mind and that of the Lioness with whom you share your soul and that other little voice which is indeed your momma's spirit, that you think I am nuckin' futs and should be heavily medicated and restrained in a straitjacket."

      Chuckling as if she were having coffee with her best friends, the woman swiped the air before her with yet another flourish. "But you could not be more wrong if you were standing on your head in a hot tub atop the Mountain of the Realms during a freak blizzard."

      "The Mountain of what during a what?" Mack breathed the words as she tried hard not to believe that the woman before her was the Omnipotent Being known as Destiny, even as every lick of good sense and impeccable intuition she had told her that the woman who had shown up unexpectedly at her front door just might be who she said she was.

      And that was when Lally chimed in with, "She might be as insane as the Mad Hatter, the Cheshire Cat, the White Rabbit, and the Caterpillar combined, but I sense no malevolence, just enough Magic to power the whole world and then some." The Lioness inhaled even though she didn't need to. “Oh, and just to stick with the imagery I’ve got going, I get no Queen of Hearts vibes from her at all.”

      “So, my head might actually stay on my shoulders?”

      “Maybe.”

      “Oh, darlin’,” the woman who just might be the Omnipotent Being known as Destiny, one of the legendary Powers That Be, and last but not least, the sister of Fate Herself laughed out loud then clapped Her hands. "If I wanted your head, I could've taken that with the tiniest of thoughts from the other side of the universe while getting a mani/pedi and giving my sister hell for refusing to recognize her Mate."

      “Fate has a Mate?”

      "She does. Of course, she does. We all do. All of God with capital G's creations have a perfect Mate wandering around somewhere. But that's not what we're here today to talk about," the woman happily scolded with a wag of her finger. "We are here to get you hooked up with the man Auntie Uni made for you."

      "Auntie U-Uni?" Mack sputtered, then coughed, then inhaled deeply to keep from passing out. "You me – You mean, the Uni- Uni- Uni…."

      “Good grief, Girlie.” The woman snapped her finger three times, each closer to Mack’s face than the one before. “Do I need to give your heart some defibrillation, whip a hunky man to give you mouth-to-mouth, or get you a stiff drink?”

      “N-N-No,” Mack stammered. “It’s just that… I mean to say… Well, I guess what I’m trying….”

      “What you’re trying to say is that you are still not sure who I am. However, you were leaning towards believing me. Then I called The Universe, the more-than-Omnipotent Being who breathed life into the primordial ooze, the One who is besties God with a capital G who said, 'Let there be light,' and the Supreme, Immortal and Unstoppable Existence who has 'girl time' with the Great Goddess who zapped the big blue and green ball you like to call home with tons of metaphysical mojo to make it circle the sun - my aunt, and everything you thought you were finally figuring out now makes not one lick of good sense. Am I about, right?"

      Not waiting for an answer, the woman snapped her fingers, and Mack's world was turned inside-out and upside-down. Flying through Time and Space so quickly everything was little more than a blur, the Lioness caught glimpses of the Past, Present, and Future. Flashes of light switched to suffocating darkness, then turned into a blast of Magic unlike anything she knew existed in the time it took her to blink - if she could've blinked.

      Hitting the ground, only the feel of cold marble beneath her bare feet kept Mack from fainting dead away. A shock of electricity flew through her body and shot out the tips of her fingers and toes as the woman the youngest Leonidas Lioness was almost sure was the Omnipotent Being known as Destiny gently touched her arm.

      Letting her head fall as far as her neck allowed, the only way she could look Destiny in the eye since the Omnipotent Being was every bit of six-feet tall and Mack was only five-foot-nothing, she inhaled deeply and let the words she needed to say flow on her exhale. "Okay, so I am at least fifty-three percent sure you are who you say you are."

      “Fifty-three percent?”

      "Well, umm… yeah. Probably closer to eighty or eighty-five. But admitting that out loud seems like a seriously huge commitment. I mean, after all, I am throwing away all logic, believing in a construct that requires faith, and pretty much saying The Powers That Be can appear to us mortals in human form with no warning." Shrugging because she needed to do something with all the nervous energy filling every cell of her body, Mack forced out a sharp breath. "But since that's what I just did, let's go with eighty-seven percent for the time being."

      "Hot damn!" Destiny whooped with a loud clap of Her hands. "She can be taught." Then, giving Mack a wink, she added, "Take a quick look around. This is my home. Some people, mostly my sister, call it the Mansion of the Stars. But, of course, that is not accurate in any sense of the word. However, since She is the older sister and was given the privilege of naming her home first and chose Mansion of the Realms, I was left with Stars."

      “Are we near the stars?” Mack asked, not stuttering as she tried to wrap her mind around where they might actually be without coming right out and saying the words.

      “Nope, not even a little bit.”

      "Okay…." She drew out the word and let her eyes open as wide as they would go, hoping Desi would continue.

      Thankfully, She did.

      “Look, I would tell you where we were if it was a real place on a map, but it’s not, and since I am asking you to believe in a lot today, how about we save this for another day.”

      "Okay…." She drew out the word again, this time without wide eyes.

      "Fine," Destiny reluctantly huffed. "I'll give it a go, but if your mind is irreparably blown, please remember that I did warn you."

      "Okay."

      "We – The Powers That Be – live in what y'all call the Ether. It's like an in-between 'space'…."

      She made finger quotes, and finally, for the first time since the Omnipotent Being known as Destiny had walked through her front door, the little hairs on the back of Mack's neck laid flat against her skin. So maybe meeting one of The Powers That Be wasn't so bad. And, just to be clear, She was who She said she was. There was no longer any doubt about it.

      “Yeah, and maybe you’ll sprout wings and be the first flying Big Cat?”

      “Nope,” Mack chuckled to her Lioness. “Max holds that distinction. And I….”

      "Yes, he does, but that doesn't mean there isn't room for one more," Destiny put in her two cents. "But that's not the point right now. We have to stay on task here. Time is one of the things that require an act of God with a capital G to change, and it is something you do not have a lot of where finding your Mate is concerned." Turning in a complete circle, she continued. "So, focus, Mack. And realize that what is important is that you're the first non-immortal to see my home, and I have to ask…."

      There was a pause – one long enough that Mack felt the little hairs at the back of her neck think about once again standing attention – then just as quickly as She'd stopped talking, Destiny started again. With more enthusiasm and maybe a little bit of trepidation, which was freaky all on its own, the Omnipotent Being spread Her arms open wide and blurted out, "How do you like it?"

      Looking one way, then the other, then turning a semicircle to the left and a whole circle to the right, Mack was shocked to find the Mansion of the Omnipotent Being known as Destiny… Well, homey.

      She'd gone with what Mack had seen described in Modern Homes magazine as transitional design. At the behest of Destiny's waving hands and gentle pushes on her shoulder, Mack walked from room to room. She had mixed traditional elements with clean lines and contemporary upholstery. Light color schemes, neutrals, and natural wood tones were strongly featured, with each room having its own 'feel.'

      “You do know that She can change all of this with little more than a thought,” Lally grumbled. “It’s not like She called in Better Homes and Gardens and Martha Stewart and spent millions of dollars.”

      “But it’s nice. Nothing like I imagined. It’s….”

      "What did you imagine?" Destiny asked, appearing at Mack's side with an expectant look on her face.

      Opening and closing her mouth several times, Mack realized she didn't know what she expected – just that it hadn't been what she was seeing. So, that was precisely what she said.

      "Oh, I just love that answer," Destiny replied with a smile that brightened the whole room and a clap of her hand. Then as if someone had closed the blinds and turned off the lights, She frowned and deadpanned, "And as for you, Lablaoise, it is very true that I can change almost anything I wish with nothing more than a thought, but that is not the case with my abode. I worked really hard on making a castle a home, and even though you have only seen a couple of the hundreds of rooms, rest assured that I did consult Better Homes and Gardens, Martha Stewart, Jonathan Adler, Kelly Wearstler, Nate Berkus, and a whole host of others." Fists slammed on Her hips. Her hair flew backward from unseen winds. Her eyes turned as dark as night without a star in sight, and She snapped, "So, never ever, never assume." A sharp nod of Her head and She added, "You, of all Beings, are old enough to know better."

      Stunned into silence, Mack was surprised that an Omnipotent Beings' feeling could get hurt - because that was precisely what she'd just witnessed - but she was absolutely gobsmacked that the Lioness with whom she shared her soul had been well and truly put into her place. Lally didn't so much as utter a word in protest. Hell, Mack wondered if she was breathing.

      And just like that, Destiny was over it. Putting her arms around Mack's shoulders, She once again smiled brightly and teleported them right back to the youngest Leonidas Lioness' house with a swish of her hand.

      Touching down on the front porch, Desi opened the door with Her very own hand and followed Mack over the threshold. Then, turning to welcome the Omnipotent Being into her home, the Lioness paused for a split second when she realized that along with getting them back to Earth, Destiny had changed Her entire outfit. Going from a tailored merlot Elsa Schiaparelli suit to a classic Dior black dress with rounded shoulders, a cinched waist, and a very full skirt, She looked more like a supermodel than before. Best of all, She now carried the newest Kate Spade black leather bag with gorgeous silver hardware and a red silk interior – the one Mack had been trying to find for the last month and a half.

      Gathering her wits in record time, something she just knew would be imperative if she hung out with an Omnipotent Being for any length of time, Mack complimented, "You look fabulous. And I just love that purse."

      “Why thank you,” Desi smiled and nodded. “One of the things I just love most about Earthers is your fashion. I am pretty much a slave to it.”

      "O-Oh-oh," Mack stammered, making a mental note to get better at going with the flow and not almost swallowing her tongue every time Destiny spoke.

      Watching Desi set the bag on the credenza in the foyer, a flash of Magic strong enough to light up the Isle of Skye for all of Hogmanay whipped through the room and up the stairs. "When you get a sec, check your closet." A cheeky wink, something that made Her eyes sparkle just that much more, Destiny added, "I might have left you some surprises I think you'll like."

      Without further ado, She spun on the toes of Her black, four-inch Christian Louboutin stilettos as if she floated on air. Then fluffing her platinum hair, She matter-of-factly explained something Mack had been too overwhelmed to think of or wonder about - how She had known to come.

      "I talked to Babs. She'll be out of your Realm for quite some time."

      Holding up Her hand when Mack tried to speak, the starlight in Her eyes went from silver to gold as She patted the air. Then, slowly shaking Her head, Destiny continued without so much as a breath. "But don't you worry one little bit. I am the original Matchmaker.

      Think, the One who gave Cupid his bow and arrows but told him the diaper was a no-go." She shrugged. "Well, two outta three ain't bad. Anyhow, I also told Aphrodite how
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