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DEDICATION

This one is for the sexy, smart, funny Robyn Peterman, who always makes me laugh and was gracious enough to invite me into her fantabulous universe.

 

She’s a kick ass friend, a wonderful mentor, a kind soul, and a fierce protector of the people she cares about, so don’t mess with her.

 

Thanks lady! You ROCK and I love you!




FOREWARD

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!




WITCH WITH AN AXE TO GRIND

THE MAGICK & CHAOS SERIES, BOOK 4

 


[image: ]



 

BOOK DESCRIPTION

 

What do you get when you mix one sleep deprived witch, one rat bastard of a wolf, a gentleman's club, and a little Dark Magic? A Witch With An Axe To Grind!

 

Sophie O’Malley would do anything for a good night’s sleep. Yet, it seems to keep alluding her because of the party mongers occupying her closet. When she comes face-to-face with three Mouseketeers in trouble, her life is suddenly flipped upside down.

 

Alec Stone has been cursed by a manipulative, vindictive witch dabbling in Dark Magic, who just happens to be his ex-lover. When he suddenly finds himself stuck in Chez Parée Deux, he’ll need to enlist the help of his new friends, if he has any chance of ever seeing his mate again.

 

Sophie and Alec’s worlds collide when they’re both hexed by a witch with evil desires. 

 

Spells will be cast. Secrets will be unveiled. Deals will be struck. Battles will be fought. But only the last woman standing will be willing to risk it all.

 

Witch With An Axe To Grind is an over-the-top novella based on some of the wonderful characters found in Robyn Peterman’s Magic & Mayhem series.




CHAPTER 1
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Serena still couldn’t believe Alec had dumped her almost five months ago using the oldest line in the book. It’s not you. It’s me. 

The moment the words left his succulent lips, she wanted to smack him upside the head like Cher had slapped Nicolas Cage in the movie, Moonstruck. He was an idiot for letting a witch of her caliber go without a fight. Then, adding insult to injury, he had gone and fallen in love with that witch of a cow, Sophie, who had almost been killed by her deranged father. 

Serena slammed her coffee cup down on the counter hard enough to almost shatter it. Why in the hell do men always fall for the damsel in distress? 

Brittney looked at her angry cousin with a gleam in her eye before speaking. “Someone’s in a bad mood this morning.”

The glare Serena gave her cousin would have put the fear of the Goddess in any supernatural being. “Can-it, Brit. I’m not in the mood for your antics this morning.” 

Unfortunately, her cousin was utterly unfazed by her bad temperament. When she picked up the wooden spoon on the counter, put it up to her lips like a microphone, and started singing at the top of her lungs, Tell it to my heart. Tell me I’m the only one. Is this really love or just a game, Serena knew she was doomed to hell.

Rolling her eyes in disgust and trying to hold back the traitorous memories of Bobbie Carelli breaking up with her at their school dance of all places, while Taylor Dayne was blaring through the sound system, Serena finally regained her composure and asked the question that had been plaguing her since she initially heard the words spill out of her cousin’s mouth. “How in the Goddess’s name do you know a song from 1988 that made its debut when you were just a pup in diapers?”

Noticing how uncomfortable her cousin looked, Brittney knew there was a story behind the song because Serena’s amber eyes were suddenly laced with Dark Magic and she looked as though she wanted to kill someone. But instead of heeding the warning glare, she smiled and said, “The same way I know Devo’s Whip It. You know some believe that song refers to BDSM play, especially when he yells, ‘Crack that whip’. Were you and your friends ever into whips and chains?”

“I’m going to crack something over your head if you don’t stop,” Serena hissed. How was it possible her cousin had picked the two eighties songs that stirred up her most painful memories? Was she using magic to manipulate her like she had Jasper until he caught on to her lying and scheming?

Serena wasn’t sure how her cousin had stumbled onto those two particular songs, but the Dark Magic coursing through her veins wanted to come out and play by zapping the annoying witch in the ass with an energy ball. Yet, she resisted. For now, at least. It was obvious the months she’d listened to Alec whining about finding a mate and ignoring what, or maybe she should say who, was right in front of him had taught her a modicum of patience. 

What chapped her ass the most was that she had helped save that twit of a witch from her father and then been forced to absorb his Dark Magic. While she appreciated the boost to her powers, she hadn’t intended on losing the brass ring. She was convinced that it was only a matter of time before Alec came to his senses. He’d remember how they burned up the sheets and come running back to her with his tail between his legs. She’d make him work for it of course, but eventually, she’d take him back because they were meant to be together.

“Why are you still pining over that wolf boy?” Brit asked in a whiny voice that grated on Serena’s nerves.

“The same reason you’re still pining over Jasper,” Serena snapped in a dry, no-nonsense voice. While she was happy her cousin had returned to Bass Ackwards, Tennessee, it hadn’t reduced her sudden urge to strangle the younger woman in an effort to put them both out of their misery.

“Touché, dear cousin. Touché,” Brit replied with less enthusiasm than she had earlier.

Sighing deeply, Serena finally turned and looked at the beautiful blonde with piercing, amber-colored eyes that were identical to hers. People often thought they were sisters instead of cousins, which was ironic given more than a decade separated them in age, and their mothers couldn’t stand one another.

Serena knew that the only reason her cousin had returned to Bass Ackwards was to reclaim Jasper’s heart, but unfortunately, her plea had fallen on deaf ears. It seemed as though cheating on your betrothed was an unforgivable crime that sentenced you to a life of regret and loneliness.

Maybe that was the case for most people, but they weren’t most people. They were young, beautiful women who had their whole lives ahead of them. There was no question in her mind that they would eventually prevail and win their heart’s desire. Granted, it might take a bit of ingenuity and a little hocus pocus, but in the end, she would be Mrs. Alec Stone.

“I know that look on your face. I’ve seen it a million times over the years. What are you plotting?” Brittney asked.

“Hmm. That’s for me to know and you to find out,” Serena countered with a devious smile that lit up her entire face. Giving Brit a pointed, yet determined look, she finally asked, “Are you ready to win back our men?”

“Of course. It’s the only reason I came back to this hell-hole. Well, that and the fact that Salvatore dumped me for some redheaded vixen shortly after we left this Goddess Forsaken town.”

“Wait! I thought you said she was his mate,” Serena inquired with a raised eyebrow.

“Mate. Schmate,” Brit said in a horrible Irish accent as she waved her cousin’s comment away with a flick of her wrist. “It’s all nonsense if you ask me. I don’t believe for one minute that the Fates only created one person in the universe for each of us. You don’t either, so quit giving me that look.”

“What look?” Serena asked, innocently.

“That appalling look of disbelief written all over your face. You know as well as I do that we make our own fate, which is the reason you’re going after Alec with guns blazing.”

“Okay. You’ve got me there,” Serena said with a chuckle.

“Now that that’s settled, tell me how we’re going to win our men back,” Brittney eagerly asked.

“Fine. Sit down and I’ll tell you what I have in mind.”

* * *

Three weeks later and Serena had yet to make any leeway in her plan to convince Alec she was his one and only. She’d done everything the experts had suggested and then some. She’d reflected on what had gone wrong, worked on improving herself, and then made her move. In an effort to gain some perspective, she’d given Alec some space, which had turned out to be a crock of crap because he didn’t think about her one iota during the time they were apart. Instead, he’d been focusing on how to get that mouse of a witch, Sophie, to accept the fact they were mates.

In thinking about what had gone wrong, the answer was always the same. Sophie had entered their lives and ruined her Happily Ever After. Unfortunately, this was only obvious to her because when she tried to explain her revelation to Alec over dinner and a night of seduction, it only angered him more. When she tried to soothe his anger by giving him more attention (aka: seducing him in the bedroom), her plan only backfired and caused him to storm out of her house. 

At a loss of what to do next, Serena sat at her kitchen table deep in thought. She had never been so frustrated in all her life. She was trying to get her ex back, not send a man to Mars. How hard could it be to get one hound dog to succumb to my desires?

Serena hadn’t realized she had spoken her last thoughts aloud until Brittney said, “Obviously, harder than you had expected, given the look on your face. Maybe you should implement a plan to start flirting with other guys around town. It might shock him into realizing what he’s lost, or it might push him further away. Either way, you’ll at least know where you stand.”

“I know where I stand, Brit,” Serena said through gritted teeth.

“Are you sure about that because from where I’m sitting, it looks like you’re not even on the playing field?”

Annoyed and angry by the smirk on her cousin’s face and the fact she was right, Serena threw caution to the wind and released her Dark Magic. Although she considered it a love tap, the yelp and anger rolling off of Brittney said otherwise.

“Ouch! That hurt!” Brit exclaimed. “What in the Hades is wrong with you? I was just pointing out the facts.”

“I know, but I didn’t ask for your opinion,” Serena said with a deadly, serene smile that had her cousin backing up a few steps.

“You’re going to regret smiting me when I get Jasper back and Alec is waiting for Sophie at the end of the aisle because you failed to gain his attention,” Brit said with a huff and a knowing smile.

Serena knew in that moment her cousin was up to something. Whether or not whatever crazy plan she was hatching in that pint-sized brain of hers would work, remained to be seen, but it was worth a try because right now it was the bottom of the eighth and her nemesis was in the lead. She needed a home run and she needed it NOW.

“What are you up to Brit?” Serena asked, cautiously.

“I thought you’d never ask,” her cousin excitedly replied, as she poured herself a glass of lemonade and took a seat at the kitchen table. “Last night when I couldn’t sleep, I started channel surfing. You know, I didn’t realize how much crap is on television in the wee hours of the morning. You would think if you’re trying to sell something, you’d do it during prime time when everyone is awake.”

Exasperated by her cousin’s inability to stay on track, Serena finally snapped and yelled, “Brit. You’re getting off point. Now, tell me the plan for Goddess’s sake.”

“Oh. Yeah. Right. Anyways, I came across this infomercial by the Broke-Back Doctor.”

“Wait! Don’t you mean the movie, Broke Back Mountain?” Serena quickly inserted. “Moreover, what does Broke Back Mountain have to do with getting Alec and Jasper back? You do realize Alec and Jasper aren’t gay, right?”

“Duh! It wasn’t the movie Broke Back Mountain. It was an infomercial by the Broke-Back Doctor. He was explaining how to get your ex back using his tried and true method,” Brittney said in a matter of fact voice that brokered no argument.

Sighing in frustration, Serena began rubbing her temple to try and hold off the mother of all migraines. Why had she thought Brit would come up with an idea to save her relationship with Alec? Her moment of weakness only proved her desperation and how far she had fallen down the rabbit hole. Trying once again to reason with her cousin, she took a deep breath and said, “Brit, could he have been the Break-Up Doctor, instead of the Broke-Back Doctor?”

“Break-Up. Break-Down. Broke-Back. It’s all the same to me. My point is he had a plan to win our ex-boyfriends back, so I ordered the videos,” she said with a triumphant smile. “They’ll be here tomorrow. I paid for expedited shipping.”

At a complete loss for words, Serena simply banged her head on the table in defeat. Well, metaphorically speaking, she did. In reality, she simply stood, put her glass of tea in the sink, and walked away before she said a spell that would send her cousin down her own dark rabbit hole to Never-Never Land.

“Wait! Don’t leave. Let me tell you what he said,” Brit yelled, as she quickly stood to follow.

Knowing that the younger woman would never give her a moment of peace until she heard her out, Serena grabbed the aspirin out of the medicine cabinet, returned to the kitchen for a glass of water, took a seat at the table, popped the aspirin in her mouth, and slowly began drinking the water. Then she waited, as patiently as a cat about to catch a mouse, for the rest of the story.

Smiling gleefully, Brit said, “The Broke-Back Doctor starts out by explaining how his videos will pinpoint why we’re failing to get our men back and how we might be actually pushing them further away with our actions. This is important Serena because we might be killing any chance we have with Alec and Jasper without realizing it.”

Serena really looked at the desperation in her cousin’s eyes and wondered if her eyes mirrored that same desperation. Deep down, she knew Brit had screwed up by cheating on Jasper and the likelihood the man would ever take her back was slim and none. If she were truly being honest with herself, she knew he would never take her cousin back, but she didn’t want to be the one to destroy the young woman’s hope because it also meant destroying her own.

It meant that she would have to let Alec go, which she just wasn’t ready to do. It was nice having someone to talk to and lean on when you were down and out. Someone who picked you up, dusted you off, and believed in you. Alec had given her all of those things and more, which was the reason she couldn’t let him go without a fight. Therefore, she’d try what Brit and this Broke-Back Doctor suggested, but if it didn’t work, she’d have to use a little hocus pocus to bring Alec around, even if it meant getting rid of Sophie in the process.

* * *

 

Two Weeks Later

 

“Serena, I told you it was over between us. I don’t know how to say it any other way,” Alec said in a frustrated voice.

When he’d discovered that Sophie was his mate and she was about to be sacrificed by her asshole of a father, his heart almost stopped beating. Thankfully, Zara and her sisters were able to lift the force field enough for him and Jasper to rescue the two women. It still baffled him the lengths in which Jacob was willing to go to, in order to steal his wife’s immortality, including using Dark Magic to fake her death. It had taken almost four months for Zeva, the Fates, and the magical community to reverse the dark spell he had placed on his wife.

Sophie had taken refuge at the Old Miller farmhouse outside of town and was rarely seen unless she was picking up her monthly supplies. He had tried to explain they were mates, but she was hearing none of it. Her father had done a real number on her to the point that she saw danger at every corner. His wolf howled at the injustice of it all, but wouldn’t be denied.

And just when he thought things couldn’t get any worse, Serena would pop-up from out of nowhere and try to win his affections. He had explained that they were done long before Sophie had ever entered into the picture, but she continued to ignore his comments. It seemed as though where she was concerned, Denial wasn’t just a river in Egypt.

He wasn’t sure if her unwillingness to walk away was just her being stubborn, or if it had more to do with the Dark Magic coursing through her veins. Either way, he needed to discuss the situation with Mikhail because not only was she making a nuisance of herself, but he also feared for Sophie’s safety. His mate had been through enough over the last year and he didn’t intend for her to be harmed by his poor choice in women.

Today was Valentine’s Day and he was determined to break through the walls she had built around herself. He’d bought all of the fixings for a romantic meal and had convinced Cole and Sarah to join them, so Sophie wouldn’t feel threatened. If things went as planned, he’d at least get his foot in the door. While it wasn’t where he wanted to be, he knew that given the current situation, he had to start somewhere.

“Are you listening to me Alec Stone?” Serena groused. 

The more she yelled at him, the more her voice grated on his nerves. How he had ever thought this woman was beautiful was beyond him. She was manipulative, vindictive, and a threat to his mate every time she threw a tantrum.

“I heard you the first forty times you yelled at me Serena. Now it’s time for you to stop talking and listen. We are done. I don’t love you and I never will. I have a mate and her name is Sophie O’Malley. She’s the one the Fates have chosen for me and you know as well as I do, there is no changing that. If you can’t accept the situation, then we can no longer be friends. I’m sorry, but it’s the way it has to be.”

“You’ll be sorry alright, you lying, rat bastard of a man whore,” Serena said as she stomped away.

“Looks like that went well,” Jasper said with a smirk as he walked up behind Alec.

“Yeah. About as well as a cat on a hot tin roof. The woman is relentless, crude, and self-absorbed. How did I not see this before?”

“Do you really want me to answer that question?” Jasper asked with a wink.

“Hell no. I get it. I was thinking with the wrong head when I invited Serena into my bed. She just never struck me as the clingy, needy type. Know what I mean?”

“When it comes to mating an alpha, they all will eventually show their true colors if you wait long enough,” Jasper said in a disgusted voice.

“What are your plans for tonight?” Alec countered in an effort to change the subject.

“I’m meeting some of the guys for a few rounds of beer and some pool at Don Juan’s. Who knows? I might get lucky and pick up a hot filly who’s up for a night of smoking hot, dirty sex with no strings attached.”

“Don’t you ever want to settle down?”

“Been there, done that, own the tee-shirt. Besides, relationships are overrated in my book.”

Jasper knew from first-hand experience how vindictive and manipulative women could be. It’s also the reason he hated Valentine’s Day. Of course, walking in on your fiancée screwing your best friend on what’s supposed to be the Day of Love has a tendency to do that to a man.

“What are your plans for the night?” Jasper finally asked after shaking off the morbid thoughts running through his head.

“Cole and Sarah have agreed to bring Sophie to my house for a romantic Valentine’s dinner. I’m making my famous baked spaghetti with garlic bread and a Caesar salad. Cole insisted on bringing the wine, so if all goes well, I might finally get my foot through the front door with my mate,” Alec replied.

“I wish you the best of luck with that old buddy. If anyone deserves happiness, it’s you,” Jasper said, clapping him on the back before he said his good-byes.

Several hours later, Alec’s heart sped up when he heard his doorbell ring. “Right on time,” he murmured as he made his way to the front door. Only when he opened it, he was shocked to find Serena standing there instead of Cole, Sarah and Sophie.

“What in the hell are you doing here, Serena?” Alec asked in a voice full of anger and frustration.

“Hello, Alec. Since tonight is all about love, I thought it only fair that Sophie sees you for the rat bastard that you truly are. I mean, it’s only fair,” Serena insisted, as she began chanting.

 

An underdog, I am not, but let them be damned,

For you will shift from a wolf into a rat bastard of a man,

During the night you will no longer be alone,

For on the next full moon, you’ll find your true home,

The dark will hear your horrifying roar,

But no one will come to aid when they hear you groan,

This is my wish for the lying, thieving bastard who stole my heart,

Since yours now belong to another,

So mote it be!

 

Before Alec knew what was happening, he had shifted from a human into his wolf form and ultimately into a mouse. Stunned by Serena’s streak of vindictiveness, he was surprised to realize that he was no longer in his home, but instead in Sophie’s closet.

“What the hell Serena? I demand you reverse your spell now,” Alec shouted, but his plea fell on deaf ears. The witch who had stalked him day and night was no longer in sight.




CHAPTER 2
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Alec was going to strangle Serena when he saw her again, but right now he had bigger problems. As he turned and took in his new surroundings, he suddenly found himself face-to-face with the largest mountain lion he had ever seen. Deadly green eyes peered at him with curiosity, but that’s not what had Alec quivering in his Fab-a-tards. Nope. It was the lion’s sharp, pointy teeth, the scraping of his paws that sounded more like fingernails on a chalkboard, and the sight of him swiping his tongue over his lips, as a foul smell released from his mouth, almost causing Alec to faint.

Holding onto the wall and his nose for dear life, as the mountain lion roared in victory, Alec knew if he didn’t get his ass moving he was about to become someone’s snack. Quickly looking around for possible options, he noticed a small opening to his left. He just had to let go of the wall, and let the mountain lion’s foul breath push him toward the hole. So, on the count of three, he took in a deep breath, released his tight grip on the wall, and let the momentum of Malodour’s halitosis sweep him to safety.

Alec had barely made it inside the cavern before the wall behind him began to shake from the mountain lion smacking his paws against the entrance.

“Dude, that was close. I love your pantalones. Their so daring and bold. They make me want to run with the bulls. Know what I mean?” The mouse walking toward him said in a thick, Spanish accent.

Alec had to shake his head a couple of times to clear the fog because for a moment, the new stranger approaching him looked and sounded a bit like Antonio Banderas in Interview with a Vampire. His mind was so muddled from the encounter with Malodour that he suddenly started looking for Brad Pitt and Tom Cruise look-a-likes. He just knew at any moment, two pale mice would appear in 19th century frock coats, cravats and top hats. 

Of course, Louis would be murmuring about humans pretending to be vampires, pretending to be humans while longing for death. Or, was it the other way around? He always got it mixed up. While Lestat, on the other hand, would be playing the piano, mocking Louis, and ordering him around. He could just hear the cold-hearted vampire now. Taunting poor Louie by saying, “Louie, Louie. Louie. It’s been over two centuries. Why are you still whining like a little bitch? For Goddess’s sake, grow a pair.”

Wait! Maybe this is all a bad dream. Maybe I’m really a mouse pretending to be a wolf, pretending to be a mouse. Or, am I a wolf pretending to be a mouse, pretending to be a wolf, Alec thought.

“No my friend. You’re definitely a mouse,” the stranger finally said in a dry, sarcastic voice.

“Wait! How did you know what I was thinking?” Alec quickly asked.

Rolling his eyes, Armand said in an exasperated voice, “Everyone knows what you’re thinking. You’re broadcasting your thoughts throughout Chez Parée Deux.”

Groaning Alec knew he didn’t want to know, but the shit show that had become his life just kept on giving, so he sighed deeply and asked, “What is Chez Parée Deux?”

Affronted by his innocent question, the man gasped in horror, then simply said with a sneer, “It’s only the second most prestigious gentleman’s club in all the world.”

Thinking about the stranger’s comment for a moment, Alec finally threw caution to the wind and said, “Okay. I’ll bite. If you’re the second most prestigious gentleman’s club, then what’s the first?”

Once again, the man grabbed for his heart and gasped in horror. It was obvious, he was appalled by Alec’s lack of knowledge regarding gentleman’s clubs, but instead of calling him out on it, he replied in a haughty voice, “Chez Parée, of course.”

“Oh-kay,” Alec mumbled under his breath, as he felt their conversation spiraling further and further downhill. So, instead of beating around the bush, he went for straight up honesty. “Look, I apologize if I have insulted you or Chez Parée Deux in anyway. I’m just a little disoriented right now, but if you’ll answer my questions, I’m sure I’ll regain my footing.”

“Fair enough,” the stranger said as he turned up his nose. His Spanish accent was so thick that at times Alec struggled to understand what he was saying.

Sighing once again, Alec tried a different approach, hoping that it would eventually break the ice. Holding out his hand and plastering a smile on his face, he said, “Hello. My name is Alec Stone. What’s yours?”

The man finally relaxed a bit, shook his hand and said, “It’s nice to meet you, Alec Stone. I’m Armand Romero Gutierrez Serrano Martin.

“Holy crap! Did your parents not like you?”

“No. In fact, they adored me. Why do you ask?” Armand replied, oblivious to Alec’s inside joke.

Once again, at a loss for words, Alec simply nodded and murmured, “Oh-kay.”

“I see you met Tomas.”

“I take it, Tomas is the mountain lion who tried to eat me alive a few minutes ago?”

“Tomas is no mountain lion. He’s… how do you say? A pussay.”

Alec couldn’t help but raise an eyebrow at Armand’s response. “Did you say… pussay?”

“Yes. Pussay. You know… Like Pussay Cat. As in, the infamous Tomas and Gerardito. Yeah? He’s Tomas and you Gerardito.”

“Ah! I get it. He’s a gato, but I’m not a raton. I’m a donjuán.”

Shaking his head emphatically in disagreement, Armand said, “No you’re a raton like the rest of us, only with nice pantalones. We’re all Gerarditos. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, as we all have our place in life. ¿Sí?”

Well, being a rat bastard of a man did get me into this mess, Alec thought. Maybe I can buy myself some time, let Serena cool off a bit, and she’ll realize the error of her ways and reverse the spell.

“What will you do if this Serena doesn’t cool off?” Armand asked.

Startled out of his thoughts, Alec opened his mouth to ask Armand again how he knew what he was thinking, but closed it quickly. It was becoming abundantly clear that there were no secrets in Chez Parée Deux. He wasn’t sure if this was a good revelation or a bad one. Either way, he was in a pickle and needed help.

Unsure of where he truly was or what to do next, Alec simply followed Armand down the long corridor. The way the light shimmered at the end of the tunnel, he couldn’t help but wonder if he had died and gone to mouse Heaven or Hell. Either way, when they reached the end of the corridor and turned left, Alec was literally stunned into silence.

The verdict is still out, he thought.

“Verdict about what?” Armand asked.

“Nothing,” Alec simply replied.

It was as though he had entered a time warp. The front of the building, or façade of a building—he wasn’t sure—boasted of bright lights, fast cars, sexy women dressed in skimpy outfits, and men who seemed more than happy to pay the cover price. The more he observed the scene laid out before him, the more Armand’s clothing made sense. He wasn’t a flashback from Interview with a Vampire. He was one of the doormen for Chez Parée Deux. The bright, neon sign hung above the entrance in bold script for all to see.

Taking in the nice suits and ties the men were wearing, Alec started to feel a little underdressed. “Um, Armand. Do you have an extra pair of clothes I could change into before we go in?”

“Why? I love your pantalones. You will be the envy of every man in the club,” he replied, as his accent became thicker and thicker with every syllable.

Alec looked down at the Fab-a-tards, Fabio had designed for him several months ago and cringed. He looked more like the entertainment than a paying customer. All he needed was a bow-tie and he’d be a Chippendale off the old block. When his disgust quickly turned into panic, he stopped dead in his tracks.

“Armand, you don’t think I’m the entertainment do you?”

“No. Of course not. Why do you ask?” Armand replied, looking a little confused.

Letting out a deep sigh of relief, Alec finally said, “Maybe because I look like I’m trying to channel my inner Chippendale, which for the record, I don’t roll that way.”

“No worries, neither do any of the gentleman who partake in the festivities of our club. They’re all manly men, as you would say. Now, let’s go, or we’ll be late.”

“Late for what?” Alec asked, as he resumed following Armand into the club.

“Not what, who,” Armand said with a smirk.

A few minutes later, the lights dimmed and a spotlight appeared at the front of the stage. Suddenly the music started as four beefy men with glistening muscles like rippling sacks of apples carried a veiled woman in a palanquin, often referred to as a litter chair, onto the stage. The sultry, buxom blonde with red lips and curves for days was mesmerizing. The way she swayed her hips and enticed the men, as well as some of the women in the audience with her sensual moves, was mind boggling. Alec couldn’t make himself look away and that was just the beginning.

When she turned her gaze on him and started singing, “Whatever Lola Wants, Lola Gets,” the room suddenly erupted in sighs of pleasure. 

Alec had to admit the longer she sang, the tighter his pantalones became until it was difficult to breathe. He had never seen a vixen with such power and control, dominate a room. It was obvious that every man in the room wanted her and every woman in the room wanted to be her. She twirled and spun around the pole in the center of the stage as if they were one. 

When the number came to a close, she turned to Alec and sang the final lines of the chorus, “Whatever Lola Wants… Lola Gets… And Little Man…. Little Lola Wants You,” right before the stage went dark. The crowd immediately burst into applause.

Unfortunately, when Alec turned and looked at Armand, he was frantically shaking his head in dissension. Alarmed by the man’s reaction, Alec touched him on the shoulder and said, “Armand, what’s wrong?”

“Uh-oh! This is bad. This is really, really, bad,” he kept muttering, as he paced back and forth.

“What’s bad? I thought it was a great performance,” Alec said.

“It’s bad because Little Lola has set her sights on you. The last man who fell into her web of desire has never been seen again,” Armand replied, panic evident in his voice.

“You worry too much, Armand. While Little Lola is beautiful and enticing, I’m not interested in her. I have a beautiful mate and her name is Sophie. Speaking of Sophie, I need your help getting back to my beloved.”

Still shaking his head in denial, Armand said, “That’s what the other man thought as well and he went willingly. Little Lola will eat you up and spit you out like yesterday’s stale bread. She’s what you call… a Maneater.”

“A what?”

“You know. A Maneater.”

“Huh?” Alec asked, obviously confused by Armand’s comment.

Scratching his head, Armand finally said, “A Maneater. You know. Like Hall and Oates sing in their song: Oh-oh, here she comes. She’s a Maneater.”

When Alec finally understood what Armand was saying, he was suddenly pale. He didn’t have time for another crazy Mouseketeer in his life. He already had a gun shy mate and a vengeful witch to deal with, but before he could do that, he needed to figure out how to get the hell out of Chez Parée Deux.

“I need a drink, Armand. Could you loan me a couple of bucks? I promise to repay you when I figure out how to get out of this mess.”

“Sure, my friend,” Armand said with a sorrowful smile. He wasn’t sure what had caused the sudden change in his friend’s demeanor, but he had a feeling the shit was about to hit the fan.

Alec made his way to the bar and ordered a single malt whiskey, neat. Once the bartender handed him his drink, he turned and took in the scenery. Several women walked around in Vegas showgirl style costumes that could have also doubled for something you would have seen in a Brazilian Samba Carnival in Rio. If the rhinestone, jeweled headpiece with sequins and feathers didn’t grab your attention, then the skimpy, jeweled bikinis definitely would have.

When Alec came face to face with the buxom, strawberry blonde in a pirate’s hat, a thigh high wench’s costume, and a painted on skull’s face, he knew without a doubt that Chez Parée Deux was Hell. Her friend was wearing a tight, black and gold sailor’s outfit that left little to the imagination. He had never seen a pair of cha-chas as big as hers. 

They couldn’t be real, he thought, before downing the last of his whisky in one gulp.

“What couldn’t be real my friend?” Armand asked. It was as though the man had appeared from out of thin air.

Clearing his throat and suddenly remembering that everyone knew what you were thinking in Chez Parée Deux, he lied and said, “Her eyes. They’re so blue that they can’t be real. They have to be contacts.”

“I assure you my friend, everything on Sheila is real. Nothing has been manufactured by Dr. 90210,” Armand countered with a knowing smile.

When both men began laughing, Alec knew that he had made a friend in Armand. Now, he needed to figure out a way to warn Sophie about Serena. Unfortunately, that’d be a task for another day because it looked like the patrons of Chez Parée Deux were ready to party.




CHAPTER 3

A Few Hours Earlier


[image: ]



Sophie paced the length of her living room floor, wracking her brain on how to get out of tonight’s dinner. Although she thought Alec was one of the sexiest men she had ever seen and would always be grateful that he was willing to risk his life in order to save her, she was exhausted and simply wanted to go to bed. Alone. These days it seemed as though the damn mice in her closet were always having a party at the expense of her getting a good night’s sleep.

She had tried everything the convince them to leave. She didn’t want to hurt the little creatures, but something had to give because the deprivation of sleep was making her irrational and cranky. In fact, dealing with the mice was almost as bad as being held captive and tortured by her deranged father. Almost.

Knowing nothing would be resolved in the immediate future, Sophie headed toward the kitchen to make herself a cup of soothing tea. The moment she crossed the threshold of her favorite room and glanced toward the refrigerator, she froze. Igor was making his way toward the dog food trap covered in peanut butter that she had left for him and his friends. She watched with baited breath as he slowly, methodically, moved toward the trap. Looking at the big guy, she knew he wasn’t the leader of the ring, in fact, he seemed to be the nicest of them all. She hated tempting him, but she needed some rest.

She did her best to project her thoughts on Igor, so that he would take the bait. That’s it, Igor. Keep heading toward the light… I mean food. You know you want it. The smell alone is so tantalizing you can’t resist. Once the peanut butter touches your lips, you’ll experience pure nirvana.

When Igor chanted pure nirvana and continued walking toward the trap like a zombie, Sophie squealed in confusion. How had he known what she was thinking? Deciding to worry about that later, she resumed holding her breath until Igor was all tangled up in the trap. Once her prisoner was captured, she’d take him outside and release him. She didn’t want to hurt the little creature, as they were all a part of the Goddess’s plan. She just wanted some sleep, and one less occupant residing in her closet would definitely get her closer to her goal. So, she resumed watching in silence as Igor was joined by his best friend Armand. If she were lucky, she’d get two for the price of one today.

* * *

“Igor. Stop. It’s a trap, mi amigo. Don’t do it,” Armand ordered. No, pleaded.

Igor stopped dead in his tracks and turned to look at his best friend since grade school. “I can’t help myself, Armand. You know peanut butter is my weakness, but when you combine it with dog food, it’s like sex or love. I’m addicted and I have to have it,” Igor whined, hoping his friend would understand his moment of weakness.

“I know, Iggy, but if you get caught, I won’t be able to get you out. Let’s retreat for now and I promise together, we’ll come up with a better, safer way to get your peanut butter dog food.”

“You promise, Armand,” Igor asked skeptically.

“I promise, Iggy. You know I would never break our motto.”

“Motto?” Igor asked in confusion.

Sighing a little in frustration, Armand finally turned to his friend and said, “Yes, our motto. “Am I my brother’s keeper?”

When Igor heard the phrase, it was like a light bulb had been turned on. He smiled with joy and said, “I love New Jack City. You’re right, Armand. I am my brother’s keeper. Could we watch New Jack City tonight? I’m in the mood for a little gangster violence. Besides, the clothes and hats Wesley Snipes wear in the movie is off the chain. He was such a hard ass. Know what I mean?”

“I do, Iggy. And yes, we can watch New Jack City tonight. I love movie nights with you,” Armand replied, as he steered his best friend back toward Chez Parée Deux.

* * *

“Wait! You’re going the wrong way,” Sophie hissed in frustration. 

If she didn’t catch these two, she would never get any sleep. So, it was time to put Plan B into action and up the ante. She slowly moved to the counter and found the peanut butter spray she had whipped up and released several quick squirts in the air. She had to admit that it was potent even to her own nose. Slowly putting the bottle down, she stood silently and waited for the smell to reach her soon-to-be victims.

“Oh my Goddess, Armand. Do you smell it? That delicious scent of peanut butter that sucks me in every time.”

“It’s not that enticing, Iggy,” Armand replied, as he fought with every fiber in his body not to turn around and high tail it toward the trap.

He wanted that gooey, peanut butter goodness as much as Iggy, but he’d never admit it aloud. To be honest, he was just as much a whore for peanut butter as his best friend, if not more. He loved the way the smooth texture wrapped around his tongue. The crunch from the dog food was simply an extra bonus. Besides, who didn’t love a salty, crunchy treat that left you in Nirvana Heaven?

“I’m sorry, Armand,” Igor said.

“Sorry for what, Iggy?”

“I have to go back. The smell is killing me. It’s so enticing. Even more enticing than Lola,” Iggy whispered before he turned and ran for the trap of goodness. Well, given Iggy’s size, as fast as could be expected.

When the bigger mouse turned and headed back toward the trap, Sophie knew that she was getting closer and closer to a good night’s sleep. Or, at least that’s what she thought. It seemed the little sucker was smarter than she had anticipated. Her nemesis suddenly did a karate kick that released the trap and the peanut butter doggy treat in the air. When he took flight to grab his treat, she had had enough. Quickly moving toward the refrigerator, she swung the door open and made contact.

Ugh! That’s going to leave a mark, Igor thought right before everything went black.

“Bulls-eye,” Sophie yelled in triumph.

Armand watched in horror as the bottom of the refrigerator door whacked Igor in the head. When he hit the ground like a ton of bricks, Armand knew his friend was out for the count. Once his captor finished howling with glee, she suddenly disappeared into the other room. He figured she needed something to dispose of Igor’s body, which meant time was not on his side. Quickly rushing to his friend’s aid, he grabbed Iggy by the shirt color and started pulling for all he was worth. His friend weighed a ton. The longer he pulled, the more it became clear that his best friend needed to go on a diet. Starting tomorrow morning, he was implementing Operation Hot Yoga. If that didn’t sweat the pounds off of Iggy, nothing would.

“Hold on, Iggy. We’re almost there,” Armand whispered in his thick Spanish accent. Although he was tired and out of breath, he knew that it was only a matter of time before Igor’s captor returned. They needed to return to Chez Parée Deux and fast.

* * *

Sophie rushed back into the room with her Mason jar in hand, ready to scoop up her prisoner. Her intent was to take him outside and release him in the woods, but when she looked down, he was nowhere in sight and neither was the peanut butter covered dog food.

Sighing in frustration, she closed the refrigerator door, put the Mason jar on the island and flopped down in one of the chairs in defeat. It was obvious his friend had come to the rescue because he too was nowhere in sight. She had been outsmarted once again.

“So much for my good night’s sleep,” Sophie whispered, as she stood and walked back into the living room. 

She was tired, frustrated, and embarrassed by the situation. Maybe if she took a short nap, things would look better when she woke up because at the rate she was going, they couldn’t look any worse.

Mouseketeers one. Sophie zero. Those were the last thoughts running through her head, as she finally dozed off to sleep on the sofa.




CHAPTER 4
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“Sophie. Sweetheart. Wake up,” Sarah encouraged as she gently shook her sister’s arm.

“Leave me alone, mom. I’m tired and need sleep,” Sophie said, right before she rolled onto her other side and went back to sleep.

“Sophie. Wake up, or we’re going to be late,” Sarah said in a sterner voice that finally grabbed her sister’s attention.

Yawning, Sophie opened her bloodshot eyes, turned over and faced her sibling. Her head hurt. Her limbs were heavy. She was still exhausted and frustrated from this afternoon’s failure to capture her nemeses. She simply wanted to go upstairs, climb into bed and sleep for a month. The last thing on her mind was being social. So, she did what she should have done earlier in the day.

“Sarah, I can’t go to dinner. I’m tired and need to sleep. Maybe, we can do this another time, when I’m better company.”

“Oh no you don’t. You have weaseled out of this dinner for the last time. Now get up and get dressed,” her sister demanded.

“I’m sorry, Sarah, but I can’t. I’m too tired. All I want to do is go to bed and sleep,” Sophie said, as she burst into tears.

“Aw, honey. What’s wrong? Why are you crying?” her sister asked, as she sat on down on the sofa and wrapped her in her arms.

“I’ve… I’ve tried everything known to man to get rid of the mice in my closet, but they keep outsmarting me. I almost caught one of them earlier today, but he got away with the help of his friend,” Sophie cried.

In a gentle voice, Cole finally spoke up and said, “Sophie, do you need me to set out some traps?”

“I’ve set out traps, Cole, but they continue to get away. They’re cute, smart, and sneaky. More importantly, I’m outnumbered.”

“What type of traps are you using?” Cole inquired. He knew he was asking for trouble, but instead of keeping quiet, he ignored the alarm bells going off in his head. Sophie was a part of his family now, which made her problems, his problems.

“First, I tried the bucket trap, but that didn’t work because somehow he got away. Probably with the help of his little buddy,” Sophie groused. “I swear, I feel like I’m in a bad episode of Tom and Jerry.”

“Bucket trap?” Cole asked, obviously confused by the look on his face.

“Yes. You know. It’s where you get a large bucket for the mice to fall into, usually eighteen inches tall, according to the guy in the video. This prevents the mice from jumping out, because believe you me, they have some serious leaping abilities. Then, you connect a plank to the bucket and put a trail of peanut butter all the way up the plank until it reaches the top of the bucket. Once the mouse becomes curious and climbs up after the peanut butter, they’ll discover a rod that’s holding a toilet paper roll with peanut butter on it. Unable to resist the peanut butter, they go after it, start spinning, and eventually fall into the bucket that contains a bowl of oil at the bottom. The oil prevents the mouse from climbing out, which then allows me to set it free in the woods.”

Almost stunned speechless by Sophie’s elaborate trap, Cole eventually cleared his throat and said, “I take it the trap didn’t work too well for you.”

“Yes and No. Yes, in that I caught one of them and was able to set him free. No, in that now the other two won’t go near the contraption. I’ve also tried cheese and peanut butter covered dog food in a trap, but have had very little luck.”

“Hmm. I see. When you set the traps, did you use gloves?” Cole asked.

“No. Why do you ask?”

“Well, you see. Mice have a keen sense of smell and can detect your scent on the traps. This may be the reason they’re avoiding them, which is why you should always use a pair of gloves when handling the traps.”

“Seriously?” Sarah asked in a disbelieving tone.

“Yep. They also don’t like cheese. You need to stick with the peanut butter. That’s their food of choice. The dog food is a nice touch as well. The old cartoon images of mice eating cheese are a farce. Hazelnut spread will also work if you don’t have any peanut butter. Their desire for calories also entices them to try chocolate, believe it or not. You might also try to lure them with cotton balls, dental floss, yarn and twine.”

“Cole, I have been using peanut butter, but they keep getting away,” Sophie said in a frustrated voice.

It was obvious his sister-in-law had reached her limit, and he knew he should have kept quiet, but the fixer in him wanted to help her solve the problem, so he opened his mouth and inserted foot. 

“If they keep getting away, it’s probably because you’re using too much bait. It allows them to steal the peanut butter without getting caught. You should really only use a pea-size amount. It’s just enough to attract your nemesis, but not so much that they can eat it without springing the trap,” he said in a confident, all-knowing voice.

Annoyed by everything she had obviously done wrong, Sophie glared at Cole like it was all his fault two mice had taken up residence in her closet. When he got the hint and shut up, she said, “Who died and made you the Mouse Whisperer?”

Unfazed by her comment, Cole smiled and said, “No one. Just thought I’d help.”

“Sure you did,” Sophie whispered under her breath. She was trying to be civilized, but Cole’s know-it-all attitude was working her last damn nerve. All she wanted, no needed, was a little bit of sleep. Was that too much to ask for in this day and age. For Goddess’s sake, she didn’t want to hurt the little guys, she just wanted them to take their parties elsewhere.

“Maybe you should try a different trap that’s guaranteed to work,” Cole said, with a sly smile.

Deep in thought, she had almost missed what her brother-in-law had said. “Wait! Did you say there’s a trap that’s guaranteed to work?”

“Of course. You’re not the first person who’s had to get rid of a few mice who like to party all night long. It used to be that you could only purchase these traps online, but fortunately for you, Milo’s Hardware Store carries them now. We could pick up a few in the morning and set them out.”

“Are you serious? Tell me how these traps work,” Sophie insisted, as her face transformed from gloom and doom into pure unadulterated joy. If all went well, she’d be sleeping like a baby in no time. How had she missed someone had invented traps that were guaranteed to catch the little buggers in her closet.

“Well, they look like a mailbox, but they’re oh, so much more,” Cole said. “Like your old traps, you’ll still use peanut butter as the bait. You’ll also need four D batteries. Once you’ve placed the peanut butter at
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