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      For Roxanne McNally, being a grim reaper has never been easy.

      Now she hates her job more than usual, because she’s been charged with reaping the soul of a legend—werewolf Marty Andrews Flaherty. Marty, together with her equally iconic friends Nina and Wanda, are Rocky’s idols. To say she’s an OOPs fangirl is putting it mildly. No way is she willing to deal with eons of hate Tweets for taking the soul of a paranormal superstar. Reaping supernaturals isn’t even her gig. She’s strictly human-only. No. There must be some mistake with the list, and she’ll get to the bottom of it…if she can just ignore the distracting reappearance of a certain hunky doctor in her life.

      Hudson Kahlil—frequently known as Dr. Sexypants among besotted patients and staff—could swear he knows Roxanne from somewhere. As a phoenix who’s regularly reincarnated with no previous knowledge of his past lives, he’s not surprised he can’t place her. Though he’d love to reacquaint himself…and he may get the chance, since they’re both temporarily staying at Marty Flaherty’s home, protecting her while racing to find an unknown threat.

      Nina, Wanda and their assorted framily may be able to save Marty’s immortal soul from an enemy whose plan is still unclear…but they can’t save Rocky from the backlash when her secret past connection to Hudson is finally revealed.

      ***Author Note: This is an Accidental Quickie and shorter in length than prior novels in the series.***
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      Darling readers,

      

      If you’re joining me for book seventeen, holy-motherfluffin’-smokes, right? Who knew The Accidentals would hang around this long? Back in 2008, when I had this crazycakes idea about a fashion/makeup-driven, kind of silly, maybe even a little dimwitted woman with a big heart who’s accidentally bitten by a hunky werewolf, I never in a million years believed they’d still be around eleven years and countless accidental adventures later.

      But here we are, and I can’t thank you enough for coming back for more time and again! The girls have been through heartache, triumph, tragedy, but the one consistent thing in their lives will always be their friendship.

      No matter how many paranormals they’ve adopted along the way, they’ve always had each other and their extended family—people Nina calls framily—to count on. To many of you, they’ve become like family. A place you can visit when you want a dose of slang-filled humor attached to some of Nina’s foul language, a fashion tip from Marty, or a sympathetic but stern talking to from the ever-sophisticated Wanda. A gourmet meal whipped up by Arch, a warm fuzzy from Carl, or even just a big bear hug from squishy Darnell. In essence, it’s a formula that’s been rehashed a hundred different ways seventeen books later, and while I wholeheartedly acknowledge said formula, who says formulas (like mac and cheese) aren’t as important as the unexpected?

      Either way, these characters have endured, and as long as you keep coming back for more, I’ll keep writing them until I run out of ideas or my hands fall off (which, if you follow me on social media, isn’t as much of a stretch as you’d think. LOL!).

      Though, please note, this won’t be one of our typical Accidental adventures, in the sense that a new hero and heroine are introduced with an accidental turning. This book is a quickie dedicated to Marty, and picks up sort of where Mermaid left off in terms of timeline and Wanda’s pregnancy. As some of you may know, I had a really rough 2017 medically speaking, and spent a lot of 2018 recuperating and getting back on track. In essence, Wanda’s still with child since The Accidental Mermaid (poor thing—she’s literally having the eternal pregnancy. LOL!), and we’re just going to pick up right where we left off.

      All that said, I’d also like to acknowledge the author of Alexander and the Terrible, Horrible, No Good, Very Bad Day. I’ve rather riffed a bit on this magnificent title. That said, please note, the author, Judith Viorst, has my utmost respect.

      

      Dakota XXOO
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      “Blooondiiie,” Nina Blackman-Statleon crooned softly in her best friend Marty’s ear as she lay beside her on her hospital bed. Lights from the werewolf’s heart monitor blinked and beeped, and tubes draped from one end of her prone body to another, making her look fragile and small. “It’s time to get up, ass-sniffer. I don’t have time for this ish anymore, Miss. Everything’s falling apart while you sleep like some sorta bleached-blonde Rip Van Winkle. Naptime’s over.”

      The silence filling the sterile room, with its crisp sheets and bedpans and a window of weak sunlight from a frigid Buffalo day spilling onto the floor below, was a deafening roar.

      A silence so palpable, it literally knocked at Roxanne’s heart as she witnessed the same scenario she’d watched for over a month play out as though it were a song on repeat.

      Nina curled her long legs under her and reached a hand up to brush Marty’s stringy hair from her forehead before cupping her chin. “Okay, serious talk. What the shit are you doing in there? You do fucking realize that all this time you’ve been in a coma, your darker-than-Satan’s-soul roots are growing in, right? You do remember you’re not really a blonde, don’t you? That la-dee-da Francoise with the three-hundred-dollar haircuts and the expensive hybrid car would have a shit-in-his-pants fest if he could see how you’ve friggin’ let yourself go. I know if you could see what you look like, you’d shit your pants, too, Marty. So wake up, for Jesus sake. You damn well can’t leave me alone with this batch of morons. I need a fall guy. A punch line to my jokes, and you’re my favorite little punch line.”

      Wanda Schwartz-Jefferson, Marty’s other best friend, swallowed, the muscles in the long length of her neck strained as she gulped. Pressing her forehead to her arm before she lifted her head, her eyes watery but determined, she held Marty’s hand and sighed in teary, very hormonal frustration.

      Roxanne knew Wanda’s hormones were wreaking havoc with her emotions because on more than one occasion, out in the hospital halls, she’d yelled those words at Nina with clenched fists and matching clenched teeth.

      As she sat in a hard chair beside the bed, Roxanne watched Wanda summon the will and search for the right words to beg her friend to come back to them.

      “Marty, it’s been almost a month. Enough is enough, honey. I can’t discount-mall shop without you. Surely you don’t think I can bring this Philistine with me, do you? Nina doesn’t know a knockoff Gucci purse from a duffle bag. Please, Marty,” she whispered, her voice trembling ever so slightly. “Please, wake up. We miss you. I miss you…”

      Nina nodded, a thick curtain of dark hair falling over her shoulders and down along her back, her gorgeously lean face pained. “I hate to say it, Marty, but Wanda’s fucking right. I don’t give a shit about purses and scarves. That’s why you need to be here. To give a shit about all the stuff Wanda gives a shit about and leave me the fuck alone so I don’t have to pretend I give a shit.”

      “Maybe we’re just approaching this all wrong,” Calamity, Nina’s cat familiar, said rather out of the blue, repositioning her tiny butt at Marty’s feet before settling in. “Maybe we need to stop begging her to wake up all day, every day, and start living our lives again.”

      “Start living our lives?” Nina scoffed, her dark head popping up as her sultry charcoal gaze narrowed in on her familiar. “We’re doing what anyone would do if their BFF was in a coma, sitting fucking vigil by her damn comatose bedside. So what the fuck do you mean, live our lives, Calamity? What the hell else should we do? Throw a party?”

      “Well, while Marty loves a good party, that’s not what I mean at all. I don’t mean bust out the beer bongs and the chips and dip, Nina. I mean, maybe we go about our days like we would if we weren’t all stuffed into this hospital room like a bunch of cattle at the 4-H. Talk about normal things, do normal things. Like, don’t you knit or something, Preggo?” the cat asked, referring to Wanda, whose swollen belly looked as though she’d burst if you simply brushed up against her.

      Wanda’s hand went protectively to her stomach, her elegant face showing signs of exhaustion. “I do. I’m not sure how that’s going to bring Marty out of a coma, though. Should I knit her a coma hat? Maybe some coma socks?” she asked, her voice snide and angry, and she didn’t bother to hide it.

      This long haul of a coma had clearly begun to take its toll on Wanda. Each day—until sometimes long into the night—that she came into the hospital to sit with her friend, she looked wearier. No matter how much she straightened her spine to gird herself against the silence coming from her friend’s hospital bed, she couldn’t hide it in her eyes.

      The eyes were the windows to the soul, and Wanda’s soul was broken and torn, lost over her friend’s illness. And Nina’s wasn’t doing much better. Marty’s coma was sucking the life out of them.

      Sucking the life out of them…

      Rocky would giggle at the irony of her internal thoughts, Marty and Nina being dead and all—well, mostly dead—but now wasn’t the time to giggle at her own stupid jokes.

      Not the time at all, Roxanne Evelyn McNally. So she busied herself with the pretend cleaning she gave the hospital room three or four times a day that no one ever appeared to notice and kept her ears open.

      The cat sniffed. “Coma socks. That’s some funny shit, Preggers. Maybe once you have this kid, you should take your show on the road. Until then, are you ready to listen to my suggestion or do you just wanna dismiss the lowly familiar?”

      Wanda rolled her hand in that elegant way she had, her finely boned fingers long and lean. “At this point, I’ll take whatever suggestions are available—even one of yours, Calamity.”

      Calamity lifted her hindquarters and huffed her offense by driving her tiny chin upward. “I’m gonna ignore how rude that was and chalk it up to your grief and raging hormones, Miss Rude.”

      Nina sat up, swinging her long legs over the side of the bed, tucking her raven hair behind her ears. “Get to the point, Calamity. I’m in no mood for your bullshit today. My vampire sleep is all fucked up with Sleeping Beauty, here, on hiatus.”

      She swished her tail, ruffling the midnight-black fur along her spine. “Fine, fine. Here’s what I’m saying. I’m saying, we do the stuff we do day to day, we just do it here. So Marty, if she really can hear us like the doc said, hears all the stuff she’d hear if she were at home. Smells, sounds, whatever. So maybe we get Arch in here to cook something and we answer the OOPS phones while Carl reads to Darnell. Maybe we just get the hell on with it. Besides, I think we all know, Marty’d hate this shit, everyone hovering over her for hours on end. She’d want everyone to go on doing what they do.”

      Wanda’s head popped up and she sat straight, twisting the pearls at her neck, her eyes excited for the first time since Rocky had met her—or maybe a better word for what she was doing was lurked. She hadn’t met anyone officially. She’d simply been observing from a distance and skulking about.

      Nina lifted her chin. “What’s going on in that fancy-schmancy head of yours, Wanda? I can see the wheels turning.”

      Wanda slid to the edge of her seat. “Maybe…maybe we bring her home and do all those things!”

      Nina’s face went dark as she glared at her friend. “Home? Are you fucking insane, Wanda? Do you see all the shit she’s hooked up to or did you go blind when Heath knocked you up? How the fuck can we bring her home when she’s attached to almost every piece of medical machinery there is? Not to mention, she needs round-the-clock care. I love her. Shit, I love her like she’s my own damn flesh and blood, but I’m no nurse. I can’t change pee bags and tubes and give her all the crazycakes crap they feed her through that damn IV, and neither can you. You’re going to have a baby any damn minute now, for Jesus sake. You need to rest, not give our ass-sniffing friend an enema.”

      Wanda rolled her eyes and hopped up…or lumbered upward, was probably more accurate. As she rose to her feet, she shook her head in a distracted manner and looked out the window into the glare of the late-day sun.

      “No, that’s not what I mean, Nina. Just hear me out. Look, we’re rich, right? I mean, really rich. And Marty’s rich. Really, really rich. What good is all that money if we don’t put it to good use? Let’s hire some nurses. A team of nurses, for that matter. And doctors—a team of them, too! It’s not like Marty’s house isn’t big enough to dedicate an entire wing to a staff of medical professionals and all this machinery, right? Her closet alone could house a small country of people. Am I wrong?”

      Nina gnawed on the inside of her cheek as Rocky watched her silently contemplate Wanda’s idea. Pinching the bridge of her nose, the vampire popped her lips.

      “Okay, I’m pickin’ up what you’re layin’ down now. But do you think the doctors here will even let us move her? That one asshole Dr. Doomsday sure as fuck isn’t gonna like it. He doesn’t like anything, which, under normal circumstances, I’d admire the hell out of, but he cramps my style. I have to sneak past him and ninja in here every time I come to visit her after hours. You should see me Matrix my way through that damn nurses’ station. You’d think, this being a freakin’ hospital for the paranormal, they’d cut us vampires some slack, but he’s got this shit on lock down like it’s Attica for the sick.”

      Wanda frowned, tucking her sky-blue sweater around her engorged middle. “Is Dr. Doomsday a gargoyle or a skinwalker? They’ve all begun to blend into one big doctor nightmare—except for Dr. Sexypants. Him I’d know if I were blind and deaf. That’s the other cardiologist on her team, and God forgive me, if I wasn’t a faithful, loving wife and a happily married woman, I can’t promise I wouldn’t give my ovaries a chance to really shine with that dark-haired demon.”

      “Settle down there, Hormones,” Calamity teased with a swish of her tail. “Your ovaries are plenty shiny without Dr. Sexypants in the mix.”

      Rocky fought a giggle to avoid being caught eavesdropping as she pretended to reorganize the bottles of lotion and perfumes Marty’s friends brought so she’d have them if she woke up. Calamity cracked her up.

      And actually, Dr. Sexypants was a Phoenix, and his name was Hudson Khalil. A dark-haired, olive-skinned, sultry-eyed, scarlet-and-gold-wingspan-of-at-least-fifteen-feet phoenix.

      Just ask her. Rocky could tell you all you needed to know about him.

      He was the talk of the hospital, too—not just among his patients, but among the nurses and other doctors. He was that good-looking and, above all, kind.

      Nina scratched her head and pushed her long, lean body to the end of the bed. “I think he’s a gargoyle. But I know he’s an asshole. A cranky, uptight, hoity-toity, elitist asshole who’s lucky as fuck I haven’t choked him out yet.”

      Wanda flapped a hand at Nina. “That’s her other cardiologist. She has three who consult, but he’s the Chief of Cardiology and if it weren’t for him, she’d be dead. So let’s not choke him out just yet. He clearly knows what he’s doing because at the very least, she’s still alive, and if you’ll recall, she hung by a thread for a while there while they tried to stabilize her. I don’t care how gloomy and curt he is, he saved her.”

      “He didn’t save her save her, Wanda. Dr. Sexypants was the real hero at the karaoke bar. Dr. Doomsday just kept her alive when we got her to the hospital. Let’s give credit where credit is fucking due,” Nina groused with a scowl.

      That was not a lie. Rocky had been at the bar that night. She’d witnessed it all. Hudson Khalil had indeed saved Marty. He’d jump-started her heart with compressions and mouth-to-mouth and kept her alive until Nina had scooped her up and rushed her to the hospital.

      Wanda frowned. “Either way, Dr. Doomsday is the one keeping Marty alive now, and the man in charge of her care. Dr. Sexypants is just part of the consulting team of heart specialists.”

      Nina scrubbed a hand over her lineless face and grimaced. “I still can’t believe this shit, Wanda. I don’t think I’ll ever understand how our pretty-pretty princess had a damn stroke and a heart attack when she’s a werewolf. I always feel like that’s the compensation for shedding like a pack of dogs and outliving everyone, we’re safe from medical disasters. So how is this even flippin’ possible? And doesn’t that mean the same could happen to either one of us?”

      Wanda rolled her head on her neck to stretch and winced. “You don’t have a beating heart, and you don’t have working organs either. Which is weird because you’re technically still half-human, too. The paranormal has lots of the unexplained and defies logic. But I suppose—because I definitely still have some organs  due to my halfsie nature—it could happen to me, too. Dr. Doomsday—er, Dr. Valentine—said Marty’s technically half-human. She wasn’t born a were, so she’s susceptible to heart attacks and all manner of things, just like other humans.”

      “It’s because she didn’t take care of herself,” the vampire spat. “She was all ‘Oh, I’m working day and night to keep this merger between Bobbie-Sue and Pack Cosmetics on track. I don’t have time to eat more than a stupid celery stick.’ Fuck, it makes me so angry I missed the signs. She was having headaches all the time, and no matter how much Bobbie-Sue crap she plastered all over her face with that trowel, she always looked tired. She lost all that weight because she wasn’t eating right, and all I did was razz her about how she was a moron for not taking advantage of the fucking fact that she can still eat chicken wings.”

      Calamity sat up. “I don’t think anyone can stop Marty when she wants to do something, ladies,” she reminded with a gentle tone. “She was determined that everyone in both companies survive the merger without so much as a scratch. Do you know how many employees Pack and Bobbie-Sue have combined? It was a crazy task to take on alone.”

      Nina screwed up her beautiful face. “But I saw it happening right in front of my fucking eyes. I just didn’t push her to stop because after the shit went down with our favorite mermaid Esther, she all but holed up in her office so much, you could hardly ever get in touch with her. She even stopped coming to framily night dinner. Who, out of the lot of you that can still eat, ever misses Arch’s damn chicken foo-foo or whatever it is? I should have beat the damn door down and made her slow her roll,” she rasped. “Hell, even Keegan couldn’t get her to relax, and he was as much a part of this whole merger as she was. He owns Pack, for Christ’s sake. He told me after everything happened, she’d been sneaking off in the middle of the night to work and when he caught her, she told him she wouldn’t sleep until she knew every employee, right down to the damn dude who sweeps the floors, was taken care of. It was a shit-ton of pressure.”

      “But I was the final straw. I’m the idiot who pressured her into going out with us for some karaoke that night,” Wanda confessed, her voice shaking, her wide eyes filling with tears. “I played on her sentimentality by reminding her how we used to karaoke all the time. So that much-needed break I hassled her into hassled her directly into a heart attack. I’d give anything to take that night back. Anything.”

      The raw emotion in Wanda’s tight voice made Rocky pause. She hated this part. Hated it more than she hated almost anything else.

      Nina slipped entirely off the bed and grabbed Wanda from behind, pulling her friend to her chest and squeezing her shoulders. “You do know it would have gone down anyway, right? She was gonna have a heart attack and a stroke and who knows what else whether it was at karaoke or at home or at the fucking Gucci counter at Macy’s, Wanda. Dr. Doomsday said so. Her heart wasn’t pumping properly. Her valves were all fucked up and her blood pressure was too high. It was just a matter of time. I’m just glad we were with her when it happened. I got her to the hospital a fuck of a lot faster than some damn ambulance would have.”

      “I do know,” Wanda whispered, letting her chin hang to her chest. “I just wish I hadn’t been such a heartless shrew to her before she had the heart attack. I was just so annoyed that she couldn’t enjoy two seconds at girls’ night with us without checking her texts or…”

      Nina squeezed her friend tighter, the memory of the night everything had happened clearly still as fresh as if it were just yesterday. “If the worst thing anyone ever called Marty was selfish, I’d worry. We call each other names all the time, Wanda. It’s what we do.”

      Wanda shook her head, inhaling a ragged breath. “But it was the way I said it, Nina. It was the way I attacked. I was horrid. God. I was simply dreadful. Was it really necessary for me to scream at her about how self-absorbed I thought she was being in a bar full of people? I mean, I screamed so loud, I thought the man singing ‘Born to be Wild’ was going to faint from the blowback.” Wanda shook her head, her shoulders slumping. “That’s not me. That’s not who I am. I guess…I guess I was just missing her and it all came rushing at me and caught me off guard…”

      “Your hormones were all amped the fuck up, Wanda. You can’t help that shit. You’re eighty-million months pregnant.”

      Wanda shook her head furiously, swiping a thumb under her eye. “No! That’s no excuse, Nina. I’m not unkind. I’m not loud or abusive. That’s your job.”

      Nina’s perfectly sculpted face took on a pained look, her lips thinning. “Yep, and don’t think for a fucking second I don’t regret razzing the shit out of her that night, either. I poked her, made fun of her, was a bitch of epic proportions because I was bent outta shape, too. And even if that’s normally who I am—even if it’s what everyone expects of me—I’d never say another shitty word to her again if it meant none of this had happened—if I knew it would have stopped this from happening. We’re both guilty, Wanda. It’s not just on you, but we didn’t do it to be mean girls. We did it because we love her and there was just no getting through to her.”

      Wanda reached a slender hand up and gripped Nina’s wrist as though it was the only thing keeping her from falling down, and pressed her cheek to her friend’s hand.

      “But it was my words just before she went up onstage to sing—my last words to her—that I have to live with. I called her a selfish B word. That was the last thing she heard me, or anyone for that matter, say to her, Nina. What if…what if she… And I didn’t get the chance to apologize? The chance to tell her I didn’t mean it. I swear, I didn’t mean it!” she sobbed in a raw whisper.

      Nina gave her head a vehement shake, her insanely thick, shiny hair rustling along her spine. “Then I’ll go to the afterlife and hunt her ass down and bring her back. No way I’m letting that shit happen. Besides, you damn well know, she has to live so we can torture the shit out of her for having a heart attack in the middle of her all-time favorite song ‘Push It’.”

      “Right in the middle of a resounding ‘push it reeeeal good’!” Wanda said on a watery laugh.

      Nina grinned, turning her friend to look at her, chucking her under the chin. “She’s gonna shit a Channel bag and it’ll make all this waiting around for her to wake up worth it.”

      Wanda inhaled long and slow, staring up at her friend.

      “It’s going to be okay, isn’t it? No way we can
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