
  
    [image: The Sassy Goddess]
  


  
    
      The Sassy Goddess

    

    
      
        Julie Morgan

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        
          Part I

        

        
          
            Foreword

          

          
            Acknowledgments

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        Also by Julie Morgan

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Part I

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        by JULIE MORGAN

      

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2020 by Julie Morgan

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is coincidental.

      

      This book contains content that may not be suitable for young readers 17 and under.

      

      The Author of this Book has been granted permission by Robyn Peterman to use the copyrighted characters and/or worlds created by Robyn Peterman in this book. All copyright protection to the original characters and/or worlds of the Magic and Mayhem series is retained by Robyn Peterman.

      

      Cover design: Julia Lake Mills

      Edited by: Eve Arroyo

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Foreword

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Blast Off with us into the Magic and Mayhem Universe!

      

        

      
        I’m Robyn Peterman, the creator of the Magic and Mayhem Series and I’d like to invite you to my Magic and Mayhem Universe.

      

        

      
        What is the Magic and Mayhem Universe, you may ask?

      

        

      
        Well, let me explain…

      

        

      
        It’s basically authorized fan fiction written by some amazing authors that I stalked and blackmailed! KIDDING! I was lucky and blessed to have some brilliant authors say yes! They have written brand new stories using my world and some of my characters. And let me tell you…the results are hilarious!

      

        

      
        So here it is! Blast off with us into the hilarious Magic and Mayhem Universe. Side splitting books by fantabulous authors! Check out each and every one. You will laugh your way to a magical HEA!

      

        

      
        For all the stories, go to https://magicandmayhemuniverse.com/. Grab your copy today!

        And if you would like to read the book that started all the madness, Switching Hour is FREE!

        https://robynpeterman.com/switching-hour/

      

      

    

  


  
    
      To Robyn: thank you for bringing me into your Magic & Mayhem universe. The adventure has been amazing!
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        To Julie Lake Mills: thank you for being my cheerleader and encouraging me to the finish line!

        To Heather Ray: thank you for listening to me while I went on and on about this story. Our laughs will be cherished!

        To Nicole Andrews Moore: thank you for helping me bring this story to life!

        To Robyn Peterman: I love your crazy world and everything about it! Long live Zelda!
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      “Shit, I meant to do that.” Wiping off my hands on my jeans after tripping over a rock, I groaned and sent up a silent thank you for not falling on my ass. I don’t know why I’m shocked because crap like this happens to me several times a day.

      Hello, my name is Cesha Averly, witch goddess extraordinaire. Well, just witch, not a goddess. Not yet anyway. Give me time, I promise it’ll happen!

      Today was no different than any other day of my life, however, I had a feeling that was about to change. Call it my intuition. Hired to search for artifacts in the caverns of West Virginia, I lowered myself to sit on my heels. I swear I could sniff and the air would drown me. It was so humid in the cave, which is an odd contrast to when I’d first ventured inside. The air in this part of the state was notoriously humid, but the deeper inside the cave I went, the dryer the air became, until this spot I found myself in.

      Pushing myself up to my feet, I pointed my quad lantern in front of me. A part of me was sure the boogeyman would most definitely jump out just to scare the shit out of me. Then, again, I knew plenty of those assholes back home. My fellow witch friend, Zelda—or maybe we’re just acquaintances, I’m not sure really what we are, but we’re both witches, so there’s that—she runs with a crew of shifters. She often referred to herself as the Shifter Wanker, a made-up name she coined. Anyway, one of them would totally try to scare you, just for the fun of it.

      I pressed my free hand to the wall and noticed the surface felt damp. There wasn’t any running water, and, honestly, the temperature grew colder the further I walked into the cave. Then, I finally saw it, the gold flashing in the distance, buried in the wall.

      Stepping carefully—for a change—I made my way over to some things that appeared to be grafted into the stone fortification. I found a golden chalice, a scepter, and an orb with rows of gold bars wrapped around precious stones. It was the treasure I’d been paid to find and retrieve.

      I sat my lantern down and turned a few of the lights to shine on the items in the rock barrier. They hadn’t simply been placed on a shelf long ago, no, these golden objects had been forced into the wall by magic. Whose magic? No idea, and I didn’t care.

      Rubbing my hands together, I closed my eyes and focused on my own craft and felt my power rush through my arms and out my fingertips. Once the walls began to vibrate, I opened my eyes, grabbed the lantern, and took a few steps back. The wall fell in a heap of rubble, and, with it, the booty I’d been paid to collect.

      I pulled my backpack off my body and knelt next to the items. After packing them into the bag, I stood and slung it over my back. Pulling out my cell phone, the screen lit, and I frowned, noting there was no signal this deep inside, so I pushed it back into my pocket.

      As I started to leave, something caught my attention in the distance. Was there a glimmer in the air or was I imagining things? Could the light from my lantern have reflected off the damp walls and, maybe, caused the effect? I reached to where I’d felt the moisture on the wall and touched it once more. Indeed, it was wet, but not enough to indicate any pools or bodies of water. Where had the flicker come from?

      Looking to where I’d seen the glimmer, I made my way over to it, about twenty feet from where I’d stood. In front of me was a rock wall, but it wasn’t really there. It was like a mirage of sorts. The wall fluttered as if it was under water and I stared at it, bewildered.

      I’ve never looked upon anything like that, nor could I explain it. So, it would be best to leave, right? For those who never sought adventure, sure, but for me? I was definitely going to see what was happening there.

      I pushed up my long-sleeved tunic and lightly touched my index finger to the shimmering substance. It was chilly, but not wet. How can something look like water but not feel like water?

      Being bold, I pushed my arm through, up to the elbow, then pulled it back. Nothing hurt, nothing burned, stung, or even tickled. Not that I was expecting as much, but my arm was cold. Not just cold, it was freezing. What was on the other side?

      “Shit, and me without my hoodie. Well, Cesha, it’s now or never.” With a grin, I decided to go for it and stepped through the glimmering wall. I wasn’t sure what to expect but, when I did, the atmosphere went from hot and humid to cold and wet.

      I shivered and when I opened my eyes, I gasped. I didn’t want to make assumptions on what had just happened, but I think I’d just found a portal and had passed through it to another dimension. I guessed that because I’d been in the darkness of a cave and had stepped through a shimmering wall into a cold world that had a flowing waterfall on the other side.

      Did I mention it was cold? It was summertime in West Virginia, definitely not North Pole weather.

      Thankfully, I wasn’t in the waterfall. Hell, I’d drown. Story over for me. The falls was just in front of me and I could feel droplets sprinkling on my nose, face, and chest. I side-stepped to my left and followed the light of what I assumed was the sun. There was a small break in the falling water, just enough for me to step through, and when I did I gasped once more.

      I was teetering on the edge of a cliff and quickly stepped back. My heart was racing, and when I looked out through the water’s break, there was a horizon in front of me unlike anything I’d ever seen.

      The ground was covered in snow, and there were two suns in the sky, one slightly larger than the other. Both were a golden orange, like the sunsets we saw during the summer months in West Virginia, and you could actually look at these suns without feeling blinded.

      Beneath the falls was a lake, maybe a thirty-foot drop. I’m a daring woman but I don’t know if I could jump that and live.

      Well, yes, I’d live, but my damn panties would be so far up my ass I could use them as a scrunchy! Are scrunchies coming back in style? Man, I used to love those.

      With a sigh, I closed my eyes and wanted to remember everything I’d just witnessed. Hopefully, I wasn’t having some sort of seizure and dreamed the entire thing. I quickly pinched my arm.

      “Ow,” I growled. Opening my eyes, nothing had changed. I was freezing behind a waterfall in a land covered by snow with two suns. I was definitely not in West Virginia, or Earth, any longer. I had to go back. I couldn’t stay and knew I wouldn’t be able to. Zelda and Baba Yaga would come looking for me.

      At least I hoped they would. Zelda seemed to genuinely like me, but Baba Yaga blows me off like I’m a girl who so wants to be in the popular group, and she’s the mean girl who always says no.

      Whatever. Once I tell them about this, they’ll definitely want to know more. I just found a portal to another world! Who else could claim that?

      I started to head back to where I’d come from and my foot slipped. I screamed and fell to my hands and knees. My heart raced in my chest and I closed my eyes, gathering my breath. Then, something swooshed in the air that sounded like the flapping wings of a giant bird.

      Fear finally clamped down on my chest. My heart sped so fast I thought I’d have a heart attack. When the sound of the wind being pushed through the air stopped, I moved quickly across the ground and stumbled back through where I’d initially come through.

      Landing on my backpack, the golden chalice pushed into my spine and it hurt like a son of a bitch. I’d tend to that later. Getting to my feet, I quickly made my way out of the cavern, lantern in hand.

      Making a few turns I could see the light of day just ahead. The humidity of the air almost felt disappointing. I desperately wanted to go back to that new world and discover everything that was on the other side, but, first, I needed to complete this transaction and get paid. Then I needed to call Zelda.
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      My client met with me just a few miles from where the precious items had been found. I pocketed the cash handed to me, and the rough looking man with a beard and scars from what looked like a tiger fight—and the tiger won—took off with his loot.

      I turned toward my car and once he was long gone climbed inside. I never get in my car when a client is still around after making a transaction. Anyone could follow me, and then where would I be?

      “I would kill for a Starbucks white chocolate mocha right now.” I locked the doors and started up my Porsche 718 Boxster convertible. I loved my car; the midnight blue color was perfect with the black interior and silver wheels. It purred to life and I let the top down. Grabbing my not-in-style scrunchy, I pulled my hair into a messy bun and blew onto the highway.

      Driving toward my liquid gold destination, I pulled into the parking lot and grabbed my phone.

      I dialed Zelda and put it to my ear. Climbing from my car, I heard her line ring three times, then her voicemail picked up.

      I rolled my eyes. I shouldn’t be surprised. She probably has her hands full. However, none of the others will talk to me unless I found something worth discussing.

      I waited for the beep then started to speak. “Zelda, hey, it’s Cesha. Look, I found something and I’m not sure who to go to with this information. It’s huge, like bigger than all of us. Please, call me back as soon as you can. Bye.”

      I hung up and strolled into Starbucks. The barista, Amy, on the other side of the counter greeted me with a smile, then she had a grave look of concern.

      “Ma’am, are you all right?”

      I felt across my face, then my mouth. “Shit, do I have a booger in my nose or something?”

      She shook her head. She touched the side of her face near her hairline, and I did the same. When I brought my hand down, there was blood. Shit. Did I hit my head in the chaos of falling back into our world without realizing it? Yeah, probably, because that’s shit a clumsy ass like me does.

      “Oh, I fell. I didn’t realize I cut myself. I’ll be fine.” I shrugged it off. “Doesn’t even hurt.” Just as I said the word “hurt” my head began to throb. Yeah, perfect timing. “Can I please have a venti soy white chocolate mocha?”

      She nodded then rang up my order. I paid and made my way over to the bathroom. I gasped when I saw myself in the mirror. Why hadn’t I checked myself before meeting up with my client? Holy hell, I looked like ass with blood and dirt on my face. No wonder the barista had looked horror stricken.

      I quickly washed my face and tenderly applied a wet napkin to my head. It didn’t need stitches, thank goodness. But I could also zap it closed and be done with it. I held my hand against my head and closed my eyes. The power pushed out of my palm and pressure was applied. It tickled slightly, and the pounding stopped.

      I opened my eyes and took in my reflection. I was healed, but blood was left over. I probably should leave it though. If I walked in looking like a zombie and out like a Barbie doll, people like Amy would notice. And being noticed was not what witches did.

      I stepped out and picked up my drink, then headed back to my car. I needed to get home, map out what I’d found and where, and see if there was anything else I could discover before I headed back to the cave. I was definitely going back this week, maybe as soon as tomorrow.
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      I’ve never been much of an artist, but, dammit, I had to draw everything I saw, or at least try. It might look like a toddler had done it when I finished, but it would be something to hold onto for when I go back. I was going back, there’s no doubt in that plan, but, first, I needed backup. I needed the coven. I just hoped this time around they’d venture out to help me.

      Standing in my dining room, I moved the chairs out to the walls to give myself space. I’d bought some poster board on my way home and I laid it across the table along with a sketch pencil I’d also picked up. See me being all professional? I tried to recreate the waterfalls, and the break in the water I’d looked through, well, almost tumbled down.

      My efforts ended up looking like a bunch of dark lines trying to represent water. It was a mess. Maybe I could use my powers to draw it out? Hell, my luck, I’d end up recreating it in real life. Wouldn’t that be a gas?

      I jumped when I heard a knock at my door, not expecting company. I set the pencil down and headed toward the front of my house. Peeking through the peephole, I was surprised to see Zelda on the other side.

      I quickly opened it and bounced on my feet in excitement. “Zelda! Zomigawd I cannot believe you’re here! I’m so excited. Holy shit, I have to tell you what I found!” Her long, red hair flowed in perfect curls and her slender frame was beautiful with her glowing skin. Motherhood suited her well.

      “Whoa, slow down, speedy.” She closed the door and stood for a moment, then looked around my home.

      As often as I’d entertained the coven here, bringing them closer to me, trying to find a way to get into their good graces, nothing had worked. At least nothing till now.

      “Right,” I started and motioned for her to follow me toward the kitchen. “Would you like a tour of my humble abode?”

      She shook her head. “Another time. What’s so urgent that you insisted on seeing me?”

      “I could tell you, but let me show you instead!” I led her into the dining room and pointed to the table. “This here! I’ve found something no one else ever has!”

      She leaned over my drawing and frowned. “So, you found a kid’s drawing and claimed it as your own?”

      I huffed and shook my head. “No, I drew this.”

      “Oh, well, geez, could use some work.” With a tsk she turned to look at it. “No offense intended.”

      I smiled and waved it off. “None taken.” Of course, I was offended. This was a piece of art, dammit! She’d just compared it to a child’s drawing. But, hadn’t I just done the same earlier?
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