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WILDE & WITCHY VOLUME 2: Desired Magic

PART 1: A Mating Most Foul
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Dani Harper was in the kitchen along with Galen Wilde, cleaning up from breakfast. Their new charges, wolf shifters, Shiloh and Simon Colson, were ushering the rambunctious dogs outside to run off some steam—by taking their wolf forms and leading a race through the grounds of the Harper Estate. 

It was fast becoming a new, fun routine, and one Dani and Galen got quite the amusement from watching. But today, they had other plans to get to, and didn't have the time to see their four-legged friends off. 

Sawyer was finally returning from his visit with the pack—a trip that had been extended from a few days to a few weeks, in order to properly finalize his father's affairs and permanently break off from the wolf pack. It had been more difficult than Sawyer had expected, but it was at last, finished. 

Today was also the day the new Blueberry Island deputy arrived—to replace Demon Trevor, who Galen was forced to kill when he tried to murder Dani. The Police Chief was hopeful this new guy would work out and stick around. He'd been having trouble keeping a good deputy around for long, even before Demon Trevor. And what sucked the most, is that Trevor, even though he'd been faking it, had been a damn good deputy. 

Galen fixed a smile on his short, curvy, sassy mate to be—one more hellishly long week to survive through before they got a second chance to mate. He wasn't letting anything get in the way this time. He might tease it was all about the fucking, the biting, and the claiming—but it was a bit more involved than that, and he wanted no interruptions or distractions. He wanted their bonding night to be memorable, forever, and had been planning the perfect romantic night for him and his mate. 

He didn't regret missing the last full moon. It was for a good cause, their new chaos—erm, family—in inviting three shifters to live with them. And yes, it was tough as hell to let the full moon pass and not give into the need to mate. It had been all he could do to control the mating fog—a shifter thing, that was like an addictive drug-like chemical that permeated from their pores during the night of a full moon if their inner animal was ready to mate. 

Or, when they first met their mates, as a way to attract the other, to them. Or as a way for their inner beast to tell them, hey, this is your mate! Claim them!

But in the end, life was settling into a nice, but not mundane, routine. In some ways, almost like it was always supposed to have ended up like this. 

Shiloh and Simon were eager to have Sawyer home, but they were fixtures around the mansion now, and in a way that seemed like they had always been there and that the place would seem empty without them. And what a help they were! Always willing to do anything Dani needed help with, especially when it came to getting the mansion ready to open as a supernatural safehouse. 

Dani and Galen scurried through the breakfast cleanup because they'd promised to meet the ferry when it docked. Plus, they were prepping for a welcome home, and welcome to the island, dinner later that evening, seeing as Sawyer and the new deputy were arriving on the same day. 

Dani grinned when she magically summoned the broom and it flew gently across the kitchen and right into her hand. Galen chuckled. Slowly, his mate was learning to control and use her magic. 

"Wow! Sometimes I just can't believe this life, you know?"

"From wandering student and dog walker, to a witch and taking care of—well, a dog sitter of a different kind." He barked at her playfully and she laughed. And then gasped, wide-eyed, when three other brooms and a vacuum cleaner flew into the kitchen, standing to attention as if waiting for orders. Galen held back a grin as Dani grumbled under her breath and then ordered the extras to return from whence they came! 

"At least they listened."

"Smart choice," agreed Galen. "Or they'd have to face the wrath of Dani Harper." 

She narrowed her eyes, which darkened and smirked, and crooked her finger at him like she was summoning him. She wasn't. But he played along anyway and sank to his knees in front of her wearing fake surrender. 

"One of these days I won't be faking it and I'll dream up some appropriate punishment."

"I can think of a few ways." He growled hungrily. 

She rolled her eyes. "On your feet lover boy. We've got too much to get done before that ferry arrives." She twisted around with the broom in hand and he swatted her jiggly ass and went back to cleaning up. They were short on time—but he'd make up for it later that night. 

"I've got a good feeling about this new deputy," Galen said a few minutes later. 

"Yeah. Why's that?"

"I'm ninety-nine percent sure he's not a demon, for one."

"Big—BIG plus," she agreed heartily. "Why else?"

"Just a gut feeling. His records indicate he might have had a few run-ins with the supernatural in the past. It was written in between the lines—something you'd only recognize from having to write similar reports yourself."

"That would be helpful, wouldn't it? If he was."

"Easier, for sure. Blueberry Island's supernatural population is growing."

"And therefore, its problems too."

"Unfortunately." 

"And it might change even more once I get the supernatural safehouse open. I'm still worried a little about it—I hope we're not putting unaware locals at risk." She'd been fretting over this for days. 

"Believe me, Dani, if anything, you're going to be helping avoid future problems. Not causing them. And the supernatural population on the island is already bigger than you think."

"I know. You're right. God, it's like I'm incapable of not creating problems that aren't there." 

"I see it more like you care so much, you'll worry yourself into an early grave."

She smacked a damp towel at him and smirked. 

"Still, think of it like this," Galen tried. "If Sawyer and his brothers had a place to come to for help, things would not have gotten so out of hand with their father. Or at the least, we would have been better prepared."

"And they'd not spent a month hiding out in the woods." Dani sighed. "It is the right thing to do. I'm still sure of it. I just get worked up about things not going right, you know? I mean, I'd be silly not to think of potential problems, too. I'd hate for people to come here for help but still not get what they needed, you know?"

Galen grinned at his nervous mate to be. A worrier until her dying breath. But it really was because she wanted to help people so badly, she feared failing. 

"We can't be too much more prepared, Dani. We've hired a new caretaker, and he's got a new assistant coming on soon. So, the grounds are covered. We've hired cleaning staff to help out around the mansion. We've even hired counsel, to help with serious issues we are not trained for. And every single one of them is part of the supernatural world, or aware of it."

"That was damn lucky."

"Not lucky. Meant to be," Galen insisted. 

"I hope you're right. But you know damn well I'm still going to worry about it."

"Then I will take it as my personal job to distract the worry right out of you." He slid up behind her and pulled her jiggly ass into him, holding her in a possessive embrace that warned he would make her forget every single thing she ever worried about. 

She shuddered under his arms. 

Damn the werewolf and his sexy promises. 

And damn her own hormones for never giving her a say and just caving in like a drooling schoolgirl who just saw the face of a sexy God saunter by. 

But two could play this game. She twisted in his embrace until her hand slid between them and stroked the steel under his jeans. His eyes went wild and she watched all thought and reason dissolve. 

"You were saying something about distracting me," she teased. He replied in a garble of nonsense and she bit her lip trying not to laugh. "I really do have you wrapped around my fingers, don’t I?" More like, wrapped up in her fingers. And now who was hot and bothered with no time to finish?

He growled and grumbled, but they broke apart because the grandfather clock in the living room chimed and reminded them they were on a schedule this morning. 

"Anyway," Galen continued, adjusting his jeans, "the opening is not for a couple more weeks yet. Not until after we mate." 

Ah hell. Screw the time! It took all of two seconds for their lips to lock and for Galen to knock Dani's knees together all unbalanced like when he growled impatiently. 

"And then I'm going to work on getting you knocked up." 

"It's a darn good thing sexy growls and starving eyes don't get a gal pregnant," she muttered with a shudder. "I'd be having multiples by now." 

"Even better. We could always change it from a safehouse to a daycare."

She wriggled out of his grasp and he swatted her sexy jiggling ass as she went breathlessly back to the dirty dishes. 

"Daycare, not happening, Mister Wilde." She'd come to calling him that whenever she meant business. It didn't lessen how turned on it made him when she got sassy and serious though. "Babies are a lot of work you know," she went on. "And our new charges might be growing young men, but they are a lot of work too. We'd better pace ourselves so we don't burn out before we even get the safehouse open."

He got serious for a minute. 

"Have you changed your mind about having a baby?"  

She swung around. "Oh, hell no." She rubbed her belly, which made his tongue wag. "I'm just trying to break past that horny wolf and remind your human side, it's not just about seeing my belly thick with your babies." 

He was eyeing her belly and drooling like a one-tracked, one-minded, lust-filled tank of sexy. 

"How long until the ferry gets here? And the boys get back from their run?"

"Not long enough sexy man. Not nearly long enough. You'll just have to fantasize until tonight."

His gaze warned that was unlikely and he might just toss her over his shoulder and lock them away in the bedroom, late for the ferry or not. And Shiloh and Simon were used to their sexy antics by now. 

Dani chuckled at the power she had over her tank of a man... wrapped around her fingers and her ass, indeed. 

He let out a frustrated growl but minutes later the dogs returned, all properly exercised and worn out, and two young shifters already starving for another breakfast. Dani was having a hard time keeping enough food in the house to feed her growing shifters. 

"You guys have no idea how lucky you are to have such hard-working metabolisms," Dani expressed with a hint of jealousy. 

"If your lack of one keeps you exactly how you are, then metabolism can go fuck itself," Galen rumbled. 

Shiloh and Simon laughed and rolled their eyes at the display. Galen and Dani were possibly the best couple ever, they'd decided. And even though none of them was remotely interested in the whole mating thing, yet they'd both decided they wanted to be just as happy, one day... many years from now. 

Shiloh still had a year of school to finish and they'd just enrolled him in his senior year. 

While Simon was heading into his first year of high school. 

It would be their first time attending public school, having attended a small school run by their pack, previously. 

"Okay," said Dani. "We've got about an hour before the ferry docks. I want to find something to hang on Sawyer's bedroom walls. He can change it later if he wants to. But the walls are so barren. They need some color."

They'd moved out of the temporary, albeit awesome, guest quarters, and up to the third floor where they each had their own room and lots of space. And they all had more privacy—most especially Dani and Galen at night. Or morning. Or when the hell ever they felt like sneaking away.

And the guest quarters were now going to be part of the new safehouse. 

Shiloh choked down a too large chunk of blueberry muffin and held up a hand. They waited for him to suck down some of Dani's homemade sun tea. 

"I found a painting in the basement I think would be perfect for Sawyer's bedroom. It's a painting of the ocean under a full moon, and there's this lighthouse... it's perfect for him. He'll love it. Colorful, but not too much. He doesn't like loud, gaudy things."  

Dani smiled. Because Shiloh was being completely serious. Sawyer's brothers were something special, and they'd been counting down the hours until he came home. They'd worked just as hard to help clean out his room as their own. 

"You seem sure he'll pick the room you think he will," Simon argued though. "I think he's going to go with the other one."

They'd actually cleaned up two different rooms they thought Sawyer would like, so he could pick one on his own, and had been betting on which one he'd take. 

"Show me the painting," Dani sidetracked them. Shiloh went to grab it and slid back into the kitchen holding a painting almost as large as himself. He leaned it against the island and motioned his hands in display of his find. 

"Wow." Galen peeled over to look at the art. "That's kind of—"

"Freakishly real looking," Dani finished. "This was in the basement?"

"Yup."

"There's a treasure trove of stuff down there," added Simon. "It might take a lifetime to get through it all. You were right when you said your aunt was a hoarder." 

"No doubt." Dani stepped closer to the painting. It was playing tricks with her eyes, almost like the ocean waves were rolling across the canvas and crashing up against the rocky shoreline of a tiny island, just large enough for the lighthouse perched atop it. 

The full moon shined down casting a hazy, almost ethereal glow across the water. 

Galen came up behind Dani and planted his head on top of hers, and their hands met and hooked together, lying against the witchy mark on her shoulder. They stared into the painting a bit mesmerized by it. 

Of course, his brain was stuck on the full moon and its promise of mating.... 

She caught Galen's throaty growl against the top of her head and knew exactly where his mind was—he wanted her naked underneath that full moon. It was a desirable thought, however, something else caught her eye down in the lower righthand corner. 

A name.

Dani squinted getting a closer look. 

"Meena Harper."

"For real?" Galen asked. The mysterious third sister of Marni and Mona. 

"Who's that?" asked Shiloh and Simon at once. 

"It's a bit complicated, but the short story, another aunt I never knew existed until this summer." Dani reached out her free hand to swipe a bit of dust off the name to make sure she was reading it right, when swoosh—her hand touched the paint and her feet swept out from under her. Muscled arms snaked around her waist and held on as the world began to spin away from them. 

In the kitchen, Shiloh and Simon gasped, jumped to attention, and stared at the empty spot Galen and Dani had just been standing in. 

"What the hell just happened?" Simon squawked out. 

Shiloh shrugged, mouth gaping. 

The sister cats came screeching into the kitchen, hissing at the painting. They'd sensed the evil.

"You're too late," Simon told them. 

"Too late for what, though?" Shiloh asked.

"Oh. My. Freaking. Hell." Simon pointed at the painting. 

Two faces emerged from the lighthouse window, faces that had not been there before. Lifelike, but still, like they'd just been painted in. 

"Dani?"

"Galen?" 

The shifter brothers stared, horrified and clueless as the faces of their adoptive hosts stared back at them like a still life harbinger of doom. 

​CHAPTER 2

Sawyer Colson had borrowed Galen Wilde's truck to return to his pack in the northern Maine woods to announce his father's defeat, as well as his intent not to have a goddamn fucking thing to do with any of them from here on out. 

He got a response that was a mix of regret over what they'd done to Sawyer—beating him close to death and forcing his shift, by order of his now dead father—a few mourned the loss of their pack leader—and of course, fighting, over who'd be the next Alpha to lead the pack. 

Sawyer couldn't have left fast enough, but his intended few days to manage his father's affairs had turned into almost three weeks, and here he was at last, boarding the ferry back to Blueberry Island with a truck packed with anything he thought he or his brothers might still want from their once home.

Not that it had ever truly been a home. There had been no love, except between the brothers. Something Sawyer was growing to consider a damn lucky thing the longer he spent with the pack, and he looked forward to returning to the island. He couldn't remember the last time he looked forward to something, rather than dreading whatever was to come. 

His return to the pack had triggered a few unexpected things. One of them, having to deal with his arranged mating, which for some reason, even though Sawyer had been banished from the pack, had not yet been dissolved. Probably because he and his brothers had run away and their father had gone searching to get them back. 

The woman's parents had hoped to talk Sawyer into vying for the Alpha position and keeping the arrangement, but Sawyer was having nothing doing. His intended mate was nice enough—they'd been friends. But neither of them wanted to mate each other. Sadly, even though their mating was dissolved when Sawyer turned down being Alpha, the woman was bound to just be paired off with another, not of her choosing.  

It was a shitty, antiquated system. One he and many others would prefer to see done away with. And many packs had done so. But a few remained stubborn—mostly those who didn't care about their offspring, and only to further their own positions within the pack. 

And even more shocking, is that once Sawyer had finally managed to close out his father's estate—their huddle of a home—it turned out his father had been a hoarder of sorts, just like Dani's Aunt Marni. Just not of possessions, but of money. It wasn't a whole hell of a lot, but it would help Sawyer and his brothers restart their lives again. And was a lot more than Sawyer ever expected to get from their father. 

It changed nothing in how it all went down.

Sawyer had no regrets over killing his father.

Did he wish it could have been different? Sure.

But his father was far more concerned about his power than his children. 

Always had been, and that was never going to change.  

Sawyer was eternally grateful for Galen Wilde and Dani Harper for not only saving their lives when their asshole father came searching, but for taking them in, and looking out for his brothers while he closed up the final chapter on pack life. 

It made no sense to him but boarding the ferry to Blueberry Island felt like coming home. How odd, considering they'd barely spent any real time living there. But at least his brothers would finish school and have a chance at a better life. That's all that mattered. And as nice as Dani and Galen were, he wasn't about to slouch on his duty and planned to find work as soon as possible. 

The money their father had unknowingly given them would certainly help them start over, but it wasn't nearly enough if his brothers decided to go to college. Only problem was, he had no clue what the hell he was going to do for work. But he wasn't afraid of getting dirty or putting in long hours. 

His long legs made quick strides of the stairs to get topside on the ferry. The salty mists had a way of calming his nerves. Water, too. Back with his wolf pack, they'd had access to a swift moving river, a lake, and even a pool at a local campground, where he and his brothers swam as often as they could. That was possibly the only thing Sawyer would miss. 

Even in the depths of winter they'd take a dip in the icy waters. Wolf blood ran hot and even in the dead of winter the water was never more than a gentle chill.

Sawyer rounded the top stair, popping out into the foggy morning only to get pushed out of the way by what he thought was a man scurrying to the restroom door right behind him. And for reasons only his wolf could explain, he was unable to make himself continue onward, a strange pull keeping him there, waiting for the man to exit. 

He did, about thirty seconds later, shocked to see Sawyer still there. 

"False alarm. Sorry about bowling you over." 

Totally bowled, Sawyer thought to himself. “Still standing," he said aloud. It was more than he could say for the cutie exiting the restroom. He grabbed the side of the ferry wall to keep himself steady and wore a rather green pallor beneath a swath of layered golden hair that cropped below his ears. 

"I need to sit," breathed out the man with an annoyed shake of his head. His voice held hints of humiliation, but something else Sawyer could not peg—but talk about getting bowled the fuck over. Sawyer reached out to steady the man and a rush of cold sweat swept across his entire body, edged with a flash of heat that simmered in his veins. It sucked the air right out of his lungs. 

Maybe this guy was contagious. Or perhaps Sawyer was allergic to him, or something he was wearing. Sawyer found himself grasping one of the man's shoulders, staring like a foolish kid who didn't know better. The man's smooth cheeks blushed. Sawyer took in the slight feminine softness of his skin and the way his hair fluttered around his cheeks in a way that amplified his cute as hell dimples.... 

Sawyer clamped his jaw. What the hell was he thinking about his freaking dimples for? 

His wolf disagreed with that assessment and tried to push out a growl which Sawyer denied. What the hell was that all about?

They were almost evenly matched in height—dimples, a couple inches shorter and not as bulky, but trim and healthy, and porcelain-skinned. The man was beautiful, but Sawyer was staring like a dumbass schoolboy who didn't have any manners. 

"You look a touch green," Sawyer told the baby-faced dimple cutie. He helped him get seated on the deck. "Can I get you anything?" 

The guy looked shocked for a second but shook his head. He was staring right back in the same goofy manner Sawyer was trying to erase from his own face.  

"Leave it to me to take on a new job that requires any kind of water crossing." The man joked gloomily. 

"Ah. Seasick, I take it?" 

"Since the day I was born. I love the ocean, and living near it, just not so much the being on the water part of it."

Sawyer grinned. At least the guy had a sense of humor about it. 

"Some air should help." 

The man leaned back and breathed out like he was hoping to push out the waves rolling through his stomach. 

"Stupid ass seasick pills are bullshit." 

Sawyer slid onto the bench across from him. More like, his wolf made him do it. He wanted to tell his wolf to fuck right off because he wasn't here to stare at a stranger, flirt, or fall for anyone. No matter what kind of delightful thrill those damn dimples gave him. 

And definitely not after what happened when he got caught kissing a guy, and his father and pack had nearly killed him. And never mind there was a damn good chance this guy was straight. And Sawyer would not do anything to jeopardize the life he was trying to carve out for him and his brothers.  

"So, summer job or permanent?" he found himself asking though. Of course, summer was already flying by. It was a week to August already. 

"Permanent, I hope. Although, seeing as the last three deputies that came to work here either quit, or died, well—I admit, I'm intrigued by the place."

"New deputy?" Sawyer assumed with a knowing, and nervous, grin. He wasn't only accidentally flirting with a beautiful man, but the new deputy. Yeah, this had disaster written all fucking over it and he was sure to tell his wolf so. 

"Beau Benson," dimples introduced himself. "New deputy. I know I don't exactly fit the normal profile of a cop. The hair...." as he said it, he flicked it ever so adorably. Or maybe Sawyer was the only one to think so. 

"Sawyer Colson," he greeted back. "And I did not picture cop," he admitted. "Or a fisherman," he teased. Although why he babbled, he couldn't imagine. But the guy smiled and laughed. 

"Yeah. No. Nothing remotely water related. I like small town life though. I'm hoping Blueberry Island is a good fit." He stroked his fine hair. "I've never managed to cut it. Got a ton of shit about it once I graduated and got an actual job. Almost cut it once, but just couldn't close those damn scissors. And who made the rule to be a peacekeeper you got to have a specific haircut or look about you?"

Sawyer laughed. 

"Yeah, it does seem like there's an understood code or something. And I can't speak for other places so much, and I'm pretty new to Blueberry Island myself, but I think you'll fit in fine, and you'll like your new boss. He's got a crazy thick head of hair himself. And doesn't shave often, either." It was too hard for wolf shifters. They were a hairy people. "I guess dress codes and such don't hold the same value here as they do other places."

"Good to know. Hopefully my merit alone will win the Police Chief over. I'm dedicated, even if I can't grow a single hair anywhere but on my head." He blushed in charming humiliation at that reveal, realizing it held more meaning than he'd intended. 

And Sawyer's rattled brain was already imagining Beau's smooth all over body before he could stop himself. He'd found men attractive before, enough to know with absolute certainty he was gay—but this was a whole new level of attraction. Like some fated sighting he didn't want to think about or believe the meaning of. 

He cast his gaze downward as if Beau was able to read his thoughts. 

It was only a conversation with a good-looking guy, nothing more. Because he wasn't looking for anything more. And he was in charge here, not his wolf. 

"You know the Police Chief?" Beau confirmed a minute later. 

Sawyer smiled and cocked his head. 

"You could say that. I kind of, sort of, um, live with him." Beau's eyes lifted in surprise. And if Sawyer wasn't mistaken, a spark of jealousy. Which was absurd and he was simply imagining things. 

"Well, I have to admit, that gives a gay guy moving to a new place some hope," Beau said next. That had Sawyer reeling with surprise. "If there's more studs like yourself on a small island like this... I wouldn't mind finding a nice guy to settle down with."

Sawyer coughed out a choked reply that made no sense. He'd done a poor job of explaining his living situation. And accidentally outed himself when he hadn't even meant to.

And fuck—deputy dimples, Beau Benson, was gay. And so easily out in the open about it. Not that Sawyer was in the closet any longer, but he wasn't one to flaunt it openly. Not when everything in his life up until now had required otherwise. But he needed to clarify. 

"I, um, actually meant that I live in the same house with him. Not romantically, because—" he frowned. "Me and my brothers live with the Chief of Police and his ma—fiancé," he corrected. Sure, just say mate and see how that goes. Dumbass. "I am gay. I mean, yeah... but my living situation is not romantic in any way." Christ! He was sounding like Dani Harper when she got flustered and worked up. He straightened himself and tried to awaken the Alpha he was. "Galen Wilde is a real standup guy. He and Dani are good people. Saved my ass, big time."

"Good thing," teased Beau with a simper on his lips. "An ass as fine as yours would be a terrible thing to waste." He said it like he meant it, and yet his porcelain cheeks got the most adorable flush after, like maybe he'd wished he hadn't been so daring. Or probably wasn't like this—normally. 

That went for both of them....

Sawyer had never been around another man so open about who he was. It was refreshing but had him on edge because it was pushing his own comfort zone. After what had happened with his pack, he wasn't eager to try kissing another man again anytime soon. 

"Don't mind my flirting," Beau said a minute later. "I don't even know what came over me. Sometimes I get carried away when I'm nervous. And I made a promise to myself that even though I'm starting over in a new place, I'd just do me. You know? I don't mean to make you uncomfortable."

"You're really not." At least not because he was gay, only that Sawyer was far too pleased about that and it scared him more than he wanted to admit. Christ! He didn't even know this guy. 

"It's a relief, though. To hear someone speak so highly of the man you're about to start working for. It does give a guy hope that he made the right choice in packing up his life and trying something new."

"It's quite daring of you," admired Sawyer. 

"Not really. I'm not leaving much behind," Beau admitted ruefully. "I was ready for a fresh start. I'm still looking for that place to call home. Somewhere I fit in." His words insinuated he had a difficult time with that. 

"I can sympathize with that idea."

"It's strange though. I swear, once I made the choice to start over somewhere new, it was almost like fate stepped in and did all the hard work for me. Like, I couldn't have stopped this move even if I'd tried to." 

"Perhaps that's a good sign then. Not that I believe in fate so much, but sometimes things work out. Sometimes we just get lucky." He sure felt that he'd gotten lucky as hell by coming to the island. 

"Luck? Fate? Who knows in the end, right?" Beau stared at him with an inquisitorial smirk that made Sawyer twitch in his seat. "You have this sort of—aura, about you. Powerful. But not ego powered. And even though you're settled on your current path you've got this ready to bolt energy."

Sawyer frowned. "Am I really that easy to read?"

"Shit. Sorry. I'm doing it again. The cop in me," he blamed. "Always trying to read people. Which many say I'm freakishly and annoyingly good at doing."

"You are. That was kind of spot on. And I wouldn't say it's freakish," he added graciously. "I imagine it comes in handy in your line of work."

"It can. But it can backfire and offend just as easily."

"So many things in life can," Sawyer noted a bit somberly. But he needed a change of subject because deputy dimples was still a stranger, attractive or not, and he didn't feel like sharing his life story. "Feeling less queasy?" 

"Smooth change of subject," he teased. But he didn't push either. "Pills finally kicked in a bit, I guess. It's a little better now
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