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HER CLUB. HER RULES. Except where magic came in. Then it was her way or the highway.

And all of her regulars knew not to cross that line. Vamps, psychics, shifters, they were all welcome. But any serious spell-casting inside her club and they'd be worse than banned. They'd be extinguished. 

Her bouncers were the toughest anywhere. Even the ones that were no higher than your knee cap - or the ones you couldn't see.

Dixie never used magic in her own club. But the club was protected.

Because she had built it up by coming up the ranks. As a nobody from nowhere.

And that's all she really wanted. To find out why she couldn't remember who she really was and where she originally came from.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

I

[image: ]


"TRIMBLE?"

"Dixie!"

That shotgun in her hand transformed into a bouquet of flowers as both me and Dixie embraced each other. She was wearing a stylish night club number, black and white in a kind of leopard/snake-skin pattern, with thin spaghetti shoulder straps. Tight enough to be curvy, but loose enough to enable her to dance or conceal some weapon where it could count. Her chestnut brown hair flowed across her shoulders in big waves. Lips were full and dark red. She's a delicious, wrapped package that told you Christmas was coming—but wasn't to be as much as touched anytime before that.

"Who's your navigator this time?"

I smiled and came back toward Raven, towing Dixie by her free hand. Taking my spell book back from her hands, I introduced her. "Raven, meet Dixie. The owner and manager of the best and safest magic-enabled night club on the coast - maybe in the known worlds."

Dixie handed Raven the flowers, and looked her over with a practiced smile. "Girl, we've got some business upstairs."

Smiling at the bouquet, Raven then tensed. 

I smiled to reassure her.

Dixie explained what she meant. "You've had what looks like a pretty bad night. And while Trimble does his best, he has no real clue what makes a woman really feel like one."

Dixie came over and put her arm around Raven's waist. "A shower or even a tub to soak in, a decent change of clothes and some real girl talk. This is my place, and I've got amenities on top of amenities upstairs just to make it my home. Hope you like extra soft, fluffy towels and plush bathrobes - and maybe my stylist can help you with a trim. The girl that does my nails, well..."

Then Dixie turned her head to me as she started leading Raven away with an arm around her waist. "We're going to be awhile, Trimble. But your place is still as you left it. I'll ring you when Raven thinks she feels ready to embrace the world again."

I watched them move off the dance floor to Dixie's private elevator. And waited to move anywhere until I heard it close.
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ALL CLEANED UP, OUTFITTED, and refreshed, both Raven and Trimble were sitting in my living room, admiring my view of the harbor. Each had their choice of drink, but nothing alcoholic, and nothing with a spell in it. 

They had the couch, I had a matching easy chair with a side pocket for the various remotes. Sure, up here I allowed myself and my visitors to use all the non-lethal magic they wanted, but these electronic devices were time savers. And if someone got out of hand, the anti-spell charms would kick in, but the TV would keep playing. I hated when movies quit and then you had to find out where you left off.

I preferred the patterned fabrics in the furniture. For years I'd tried solid colors, and always found someone would find someway to permanently stain anything. So I just replaced the patterned cushions at least once a year, and kept the rest of my couches and chairs formed from either metal or real wood.

Business is business, but it doesn't mean it can't be comfortable. It also means that the overhead needs to be as low as it can be.

Trimble was telling Raven about how I had built the club, starting off as an underpaid waitress.

"He's just left out the part that you'd find most interesting. How I have no memory of my life before I literally showed up on the doorstep of this club, owning only what I had on."

Raven got interested at that. And Trimble watched her reaction - and mine.

"I knew you were coming, and I know that something else worse is coming our way. It's been building for years. Trimble and I have talked about it from time to time. And I've had to rescue his cute little butt more times than he wants to admit, just because he crossed that power or came too close to it."

Trimble just smiled, a little embarrassed at my candor.

"Trimble is a life-saver. And is why I'm still around. Of course, I was one of his early successes - at least in this 'verse. No one knows how long a nymph lives or where they can travel too. But I know that Trimble sometimes talks in his sleep, using some very strange languages that aren't from this time-space."

Trimble jumped in here. "I knew the owner of his place, the one who sold her share to Dixie eventually. And she owed me some favors, so I got her to take in Dixie 'temporarily' until she either got her memory back or I found her some place better. Years went by and she learned about every job in this place better than the people doing them. And clients came back to this club because Dixie treated them all with respect. And they respected her."

"Trimble's both over and understating things. I made friends with some people who showed me how things really worked. And taught me the magic I needed to get by. Yes, I knew I was a witch, and that is pretty much it. Over the years, I've kept studying and helping people who would teach me more. So, yes, I got so good that when Mama decided to cash in her chips, I was a natural replacement for her."

Raven frowned. "Cashed in her chips?"

"Oh - sorry. That meant that I bought her out with my savings and a small loan that I paid back quickly. The place became so profitable that I was also able to buy out the other part-owners. It's gotten even more profitable because I don't allow magic in here - well, the lethal kind, anyway." 

I held up my hand and a burning fire showed up that soon filled the air with a jasmine scent. "Of course, the bartender is able to keep anyone from drinking after they've had too many, and the bouncers can trans-locate a person just about anywhere and hold them in stasis until they cool off. And repeat offenders can't get inside the club by any means. Their guests can, but not them. My club is pretty exclusive, even for the 'normals' on this planet."

Raven leaned forward. "With all that magic knowledge, you haven't been able to find your memories again?"

I shook her head. "Sorry. I've gotten leads on who did it to me, but those leads only go so far. Anyone who starts to tell me a name or any data that would lead me to them tends to disappear or get forgetful. And not like they wanted to mess with me, they get charmed or spelled out of it. I do have a trail, but it's a narrow, dangerous one. Losing all I've built up just to follow it isn't worth the price - yet."
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