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Hot for Creature

By

Red Dawn

Playlist for Hot for Creature

A few of these songs weren’t out at the time the story takes place, but they’ve got the right vibe, and a few are mentioned in the story. The main character likes to make her own mix tapes.

Hot for Teacher – Van Halen

Landslide – Fleetwood Mac

Harvest Moon – Neil Young

I saw the sign – Ace of Base

What’s going on - 3 Non-Blondes

Eternal Flame – The Bangles

Dreams – Stevie Nicks

Giving him something he can feel – En Vogue

Freak Me – Silk

Everything I do, I do it for you – Bryan Adams

Edge of Seventeen – Stevie Nicks

Losing my religion – R.E.M.

Every breath you take – The Police

Sweet Child O’ Mine – Guns n’ Roses

Thriller – Michael Jackson

Black – Pearl Jam

No Ordinary Love – Sade

Leather and Lace – Stevie Nicks and Don Henley

Outside the rain – Stevie Nicks

Into the Night – Benny Mardones

Iris – Goo Goo Dolls

True Colors – Cindy Lauper

Linger – The Cranberries

Kiss Me – Sixpence None the Richer

Angel Eyes – The Jeff Healey Band

I’m too sexy – Right Said Fred

The time of My Life – Bill Medley and Jennifer Warnes
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Primrose Cove, North Carolina

October, 1994

The morning light shining into my bedroom is often ridiculously bright. The bay window across the room has a stained glass piece filled with wisteria vines on the middle panel. A beam of sun managed to pass straight through one of the lavender flowers and directly onto my face.

I heard a low rumble of activity downstairs and wondered why my sisters and daughter were up so early. Then I rolled to face the bedside clock and realized I forgot to set my alarm. Again.

“Shit.”

As soon as my feet hit the floor I started reaching for clothes. My bra was hanging on the bedpost at the foot of the bed, along with my favorite hat. I stumbled as I was putting on my jeans and sat on the rug for a minute, laughing at myself.

“You okay up there?” my sister, Audrey, called. From the sound of her voice she was already on her way up the stairs, probably to wake me up.

“I’m good,” I said, still laughing. “Only bruised my ego, and maybe my ass.”

“Can I come in?” This time she was clearly right outside my door.

“Sure, it’s not locked.”

My older sister stood in the doorway for a moment, blond, statuesque, and beautiful, taking in my appearance and smiling.

I stood slowly and finished pulling up my jeans and fastening my bra.

“At least the important parts are covered,” she said with a smirk, passing me a large mug of coffee.

“Ugh, bless you,” I moaned, taking a big sip.

I sat down at the vanity as I shrugged into my favorite black dress shirt. It’s shorter in front and hangs to my knees in back, made of chiffon, and meant to be worn untucked. I placed the coffee mug beside my makeup bag and started running a comb through my long brown hair.

“Your panties don’t match that bra,” she said, standing behind me.

“Well, I’m not getting naked with anyone, so as long as they’re clean, I don’t care.”

She smiled.

“What smells so good?” I asked, smearing on eyeliner at record speed.

“Cordelia is making pancakes and bacon. If you hurry, you can have time to eat before you leave.”

The sounds of my younger sister and daughter’s laughter drifted up the stairs and through my open door, making me smile.

“Is there a reason you’re standing here, watching me get ready for work?”

Audrey shrugged and sipped her coffee. “Just making sure you look presentable.”

“To whom?” I laughed. “I’m my own boss. As long as I’m dressed and not showing up drunk, fuck what anyone thinks. You know what? Fuck what anyone thinks anyway.”

She snorted with laughter.

I studied my sister’s expression as I finished my makeup and buttoned my shirt.

“I know that appraising look. You’re not trying to set me up with someone again, are you?”

“You should date more.”

“I have dated. I do date.”

“When was the last time you went out with someone?”

I paused as I was lacing up my favorite black boots. Honestly, I couldn’t remember and Audrey can practically read my thoughts.

“See what I mean?” she said.

“I have my daughter and my bookstore. And I have you and Cordy. If a man I really enjoy comes along, fine. If not, that’s fine too.”

“You’ve been divorced for twelve years.”

“During which time you’ve been divorced twice,” I countered. And once before my marriage ended, but I didn’t bring that up. That was the one that really hurt.

She raised an eyebrow. “You’re forty five and Bailey is an adult now. She’s in college. You should be thinking about yourself and your own happiness.”

I grabbed the old worn top hat from the bedpost and positioned it just so as I smiled at my sister.

“I know you mean well, Audrey, but I am happy.”

She opened her mouth to say something else and I stop her.

“A dick doesn’t automatically bring happiness and life fulfillment,” I joked.

She shrugged and fell into step beside me as I left the room. “No, but it helps.”
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As we stepped onto the second flight of stairs Audrey looped her arm through mine and said, “You could go by Rose House and let mom introduce you to that new guest she keeps going on about.”

I laughed, but squeezed her affectionately as I said, “The college professor? No thank you, I’ve already been married to one of those, remember?”

“Ah, but this one sounds like a younger and hotter upgrade.”

I shook my head. “Isn’t menopause supposed to mellow you out, not turn you into a sex charged fiend?” I teased.

“You’re such a bitch on Mondays,” she quipped, smiling down at me.

“It’s Monday, damn,” I said, mostly to myself. It was my turn to set out the trash can beside the road for pickup last night and I forgot.

“You just remembered it, didn’t you?” Audrey said.

“The trash? Yeah. I better take care of that first before the truck gets here.”

I went to pass her my nearly empty coffee mug and she said, “Already taken care of. That’s why I’m up so early. Mom didn’t see the can out front when she looked up the road and called and woke me up. I’m surprised the phone didn’t wake you too.”

“I slept like a rock last night. I needed it though. Insomnia has been kicking my ass lately.”

We walked through the open archway, through the formal dining room and into the kitchen. Warmth, laughter, and the smell of apples and spice greeted us, making me realize again how lucky I am.

“You almost missed it, mom,” Bailey said, turning toward the breakfast table with a large platter of pancakes. “I swear I could inhale this entire stack.”

“If you do, then I get all the bacon,” Cordelia said, placing another platter beside the pancakes. “Anyone need a coffee refill before I sit down? You know what, I’ll just bring the pot with me.”

We have a metal potholder; technically I think it’s called a trivet, with a brightly colored rooster on it that stays on our breakfast table just for the purpose of bringing the entire pot of hot coffee to the table.

I grabbed a stack of plates from the cabinet as Cordelia informed me, “It’s your turn to cook next time.”

Audrey was already unfolding the newspaper as we sat down. Reading the paper from cover to cover is part of her morning routine. Most days this was a national newspaper we had delivered, but once a week it was The Primrose Gazette. 

“So, what’s everyone up to today?” I asked, refilling my mug.

“I’ve got a ten o’clock English class,” Bailey said around a mouthful of pancake. “I’ve got to hurry and go by the library first. I need to double check a reference I used in my paper.”

“English, isn’t that the class taught by that new professor?” Audrey asked, giving me a pointed look.

Bailey laughed. “Yes, and he is as hot as grandma keeps saying, but he’s old.” She shrugged and my sisters and I all laughed softly.

“Mom said he looks like he’s thirty-something. That’s not old,” Audrey said, not looking up from the paper this time.

“Aunt Audrey,” Bailey said, with a smirk, “it’s too old for me.”

“Yes, it is,” I agreed.

“But not for one of us,” Audrey said, elbowing me gently.

“If you’re going to try to fix mom up with someone again, could you maybe pick a candidate besides someone I need to earn a passing grade from?”

“I was actually going to suggest my friend who works at the bank, but since my sister is clearly not interested, I thought I’d go with our mother’s idea.”

I raised an eyebrow as I grabbed the syrup bottle. “First of all, you didn’t even tell me who you had in mind, and secondly you are correct in me not being interested in your friend Jimmy.”

“What’s wrong with Jimmy?” Audrey asked.

“He’s nearly bald and has the worst comb-over I’ve ever seen.”

“Not to mention he looks constantly sweaty,” Cordy said, giving a fake shiver. “He’s kind of gross, Aud. You can do better than that, surely?”

“I can do better than that!” I said, laughing. “All on my own, if I wanted to, and I’m really not looking to date at the moment. So, no sweaty, balding bankers, or college professors, even hot ones, please.”

“I thought you were only wearing grandpa’s old hat to cover the gray hairs that showed up in your roots,” Cordelia said to me.

I gave her a sarcastic look and poured more syrup over my pancakes before answering, “I’m wearing grandpa’s hat because I like it.”

“She does wear it at least twice a week,” Bailey said.

“To cover her gray roots,” Cordy laughed.

“She’s just jealous that she could never pull off the look,” Audrey said shrewdly as she turned the page and neatly folded the newspaper beside her empty plate. “I should probably eat something.”

My daughter looked at her watch, swore softly, stuffed several huge mouthfuls of food into her face, then got up grabbing her backpack and kissed my cheek, leaving behind a bit of syrup.

“I’ve gotta run,” she said, still chewing. “Love you guys. See you tonight!”

“I’ve got to go as soon as I eat,” Cordy said, picking up the pace also. “Rick wants me to cover the auction of Ms. Kelley’s estate tonight, plus I’ve got another article to turn in for tomorrow’s paper. Oh, and I’ve got a property to show across town.”

“Oh, that’s right, the famous Kelley sisters’ estate auction. Aren’t you going to that?” Audrey asked me.

“I thought I might swing by, see if there were any interesting books for my shop.”

“Shit, I want to go to see if the rumors were true about those two,” Cordelia said, shoveling in bacon like a champ.

“It’s not as if there’s going to be a sign somewhere saying, ‘Yes, these two were witches, just like everyone always said,’” I joked.

Cordy shrugged, tucking a stray lock of red hair behind her ear. “There might be something equivalent, like a spellbook or something.”

I laughed. “You want to go to the auction to look for magic books? Seriously?”

“Well, what kind of books are you looking for?” Cordy asked.

“Old ones. Maybe some first editions or something.”

“Well,” Audrey said, putting the paper aside again. “I’m going just to be nosy.”
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On Monday, Wednesday, and Friday, I let Bailey use my car to drive to college, and I rode my bicycle into town. It was a cool crisp morning and I smiled as I put the VHS tapes into the basket on the front of my bicycle. I enjoyed my rides through town, especially on days like this. I offered to buy Bailey a nice used car, even stuck back some money for it when she turned sixteen. But, she insisted on wanting to save the money and do it herself. She’s always been fiercely independent, so I agreed. I also overpaid her whenever she helped me at the bookstore. If she realized that, she didn’t let on. She turned eighteen right after her high school graduation, before starting college for fall semester. She almost had enough in savings to go to the local used car lot and pick out her first car.

I glanced back at our three story house (not including the attic) with its butter cream colored siding, white trim, and abundance of climbing wisteria vines. Though not blooming this time of year, the vines were always beautiful to me. They were planted by my great grandparents, and are the reason our home is known as Wisteria Manor.

I was careful not to build up enough speed as I went down the hill to blow off my hat. This required some effort and constant breaking as Wisteria Manor is the last house on top of a large hill that overlooks the ocean and a small beach.

My dad was putting one last bag into their trash cans beside the road and waved as I rode closer to Rose House. If I didn’t stop, it would be rude, so I slowed down and stopped on the grass beside the mailbox.

“Hey, pumpkin, on your way to work?” he asked, smiling.

“Yep. What have you got going on today?”

He put his arm around my shoulders and gave me a quick hug. “Still wearing your granddad’s hat, I see. He would have loved that. It suits you.”

“You avoided my question. I’ll take that to mean mom is getting on your nerves again.”

He laughed. “Why I ever thought it would be a good idea to work with her after retirement beats the hell out of me.”

“If you hadn’t turned this place into a B&B, where would you hear all the good gossip if not from guests?” I teased.

“Oh, that’s not the part that I regret. It’s putting her in charge that cooked my goose.”

“So, other than pissing you off, what’s mom up to?”

He laughed and smoothed a hand over the two large white streaks on his otherwise red beard. His short hair was light blond and also streaked with white. Audrey looks like mom, but has dad’s hair. Cordelia looks like dad, but has mom’s hair. I’ve been told all my life that I look like a combination of my mother’s parents. They both had dark hair and a natural tan that my pale ass didn’t inherit.

“She could make a full time job out of that, but to answer your question, she’s baking. She mentioned she might be bringing by some cookies for you to sell in the bookstore, later today.”

“Ah, I should have seen that coming.”

He wiggled his bushy eyebrows at me and we both laughed.

“Just humor her,” he said.

“I know she’s going to ask me to come over to try to set something up with that new professor.”

“I don’t always agree with your mother’s meddling. But, in her defense this one does actually seem like a decent fellow.”

I raised both eyebrows high enough that I’m sure they disappeared beneath my bangs. “Decent fellow? That’s high praise coming from you.”

He smirked. “You should get to work before she sees us talking and comes out to gossip. Otherwise you’ll never get to town in time to return these before you get more late fees.” He gestured to my tapes and I laughed. “More horror movies, I’m guessing?”

“Yes, dad, I’m still rotting my brain. Oh, are you and mom coming to the auction tonight? I figured you’d want to look for antiques.”

“We were going to, but one of our guests is hosting a party while they’re here and your mother is doing the catering. Naturally, I’ve been elected to help serve food.”

I laughed again and put my hat in the basket, using the VHS tapes to hold it down. I needed to speed up in order to open on time.

“If you see something good, get it for me,” my dad called as I rode down the hill.

I waved over my shoulder to let him know I heard his request.
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Primrose Cove was in full swing for fall tourist season. The town square was even prettier than usual. Every bush and flower had been carefully selected to match the colors of the changing leaves. The large display on the corner of the sidewalk where I parked my bike matched the rest of the town’s décor. There were several small bales of hay lined with pumpkins of various shapes, sizes, and colors, along with a sign advertising, “Johnson’s Pumpkin Patch, now open.”

I smiled and made a note to stop by sometime this week.

The bell above the door chimed as I rushed in and dropped the tapes on the counter.

“Running late again?” Barbara asked.

I jumped and gave a small yelp as the petite woman stood up from behind the counter.

I put a hand over my heart, both of us laughing.

“You scared the shit out of me.”

“Sorry,” she said. “I was just down here organizing some things. “How did you like this batch?” She tapped one of the plastic movie cases as she questioned me.

“Pretty good, didn’t really scare me though. I’m always in search of something to actually give me a good scare. But, I can’t say I wasn’t entertained.”

“You could always rent Fright Night again to drool over Christopher Sarandon.”

“Ah, I bought a copy, so I can drool at my leisure.”

She laughed. “If I was that girl, I’d have chosen the hot vampire. No doubt about it.”

“Oh, yeah,” I agreed. “No contest. Still a great movie though.”

Barbara is also retired, and like my parents, in her late sixties, though she didn’t look much older than me. The video store on the corner of Main Street is what she calls her, “retirement project.” She keeps her hair in a short spikey cut, dyed a shade of red than can best be described as burgundy, and keeps her nails painted black.

Barbara, also a horror fan, gave me a shrewd look. “I’ll have to see what I can come up with for next time. I love a challenge.”

“You’ve been trying to scare me since you opened this store ten years ago,” I said, walking to the door.

“You should walk through our house after midnight. I guarantee my husband’s thunderous snoring could do the trick,” she joked.

I sped over to the other side of the town square and noticed someone was standing outside my shop, looking in the window. The black of his outfit contrasted with the bright red of the front of my store, making him stand out. Not that he wouldn’t do that even without the contrasting color. I was so busy staring at his ass in those tight black slacks that I hit the curb with my bicycle and barely stopped myself from falling forward over the handlebars.

I tried not to look mortified as the handsome stranger turned to me with a smile that could melt a glacier.

“Hi,” I said, grabbing my hat and purse from my basket. “I’m usually open by now, sorry, running a little late today.”

When he only offered me a smile in response I continued, “I take it you’re looking for a book?”

He shook his head as if trying to wake up. “Yes, I am. You work here?”

I jingled the keys as I stepped past him to open the door. “I own the store.”

I motioned for him to enter and he walked past me, moving closer to me than was necessary to pass, but not quite close enough to touch.

“Really? I like the name. How’d you think of it?”

The name of my shop is, “The Little Red Bookstore.” As I walked behind the counter and put away my purse and keys I answered him honestly, “I’ve always had a thing for the Big Bad Wolf.”

His laughter was deep and smooth, the sound poured through me like a strong whiskey, leaving me unexpectedly giddy.

“Even before that new Jack Nicholson movie?” he asked.

His voice carried a hint of a British accent, not enough to be noticed at first and only obvious when he pronounced certain words. It was sexy as hell.

I was so distracted, watching him slowly walk past the stacks of books that I wasn’t following the conversation.

When I gave him a confused look he said, “Wolf. Have you seen it?”

“Loved it, but yes, I’ve been intrigued by the idea of the Big Bad Wolf since I was a kid. Red Riding Hood is my favorite fairy tale. My mom says I’m warped and my sisters would probably agree with that assessment. Can I help you find anything in particular today?”

He paused beside a display I had set up especially for the month of October, a collection of new and used books ranging from slightly creepy kids stories like Goosebumps to the heavy hitters of horror like Dean Koontz and Stephen King.

“Looking for something spooky for the season?” I inquired.

He tapped the cover of one of the paperbacks. “What do you think of this author?”

“Ezra Knight? I’ve read all of his books, some of them twice. He’s an excellent mystery writer, if you like the genre. Some of his stuff is more horror than most mysteries, but that’s what I like about them.”

His smile widened and when he looked up at me I realized how absolutely stunning his eyes were. I would have noticed this before, had I actually been looking at his face. My sharp intake of breath was barely audible, but something about the way the stranger licked his lips as he drew closer let me know he heard me. His eyes were a pale blue shock against the darkness of his thick lashes. It almost looked like he was wearing eyeliner.

He ran a hand through his short dark hair as he said, “I’m looking for something a little more metaphysical, if you have it.”

“You mean like New Age? I have some books on meditation, yoga, various religions, a few about Wicca.”

He nodded. “Wicca might be helpful.” He hesitated, biting his full bottom lip before saying, “This is going to sound strange, but do you have anything that might be authentic when it comes to witchcraft?”

I paused, considering his question. “You mean like a real book of spells?”

“Well, at least a book that someone might think is real,” he said, smiling again.

I must admit when I saw this man out front in his well-tailored slacks, and matching black shirt and vest, I didn’t think he was here to ask about witchcraft. If I had to guess, I’d say he would have gone straight for the mystery section, possibly crossing over into high fantasy.

“I probably sound a little weird.” His laughter this time sounded slightly nervous. “I’m doing my dissertation on witchcraft and I’ve been trying to get my hands on an actual grimoire.”

I smiled then too, relieved he had a “normal” reason for his request, and wasn’t some wacko looking to be the next Aleister Crowley or something. “Don’t worry; I get a lot of unusual book requests here.”

“Are you telling me that asking for an authentic grimoire isn’t the strangest request you’ve received?”

“No, but it’s close.”

His already slightly arched brows rose as he rested against the counter, leaning closer to me. “Do tell.”

“Well, I’ve had someone ask if there are any books that tell how to start your own cult, and one local nut who wanted to read about ritual human sacrifice.”

He winced, then gave me a playful smirk. “And I just got lumped in with those two. Yikes.”

I couldn’t help but smile at him in return. “I didn’t say you were in the same category as those weirdos.”

“Oh, but definitely a weirdo,” he said, making it a statement and not a question.

I laughed again. “I should get some coffee going. Oh, and I didn’t actually flip my sign to open. You’re welcome to have a look at what I do have, though I can’t offer anything real when it comes to magic.”

I walked past him and could practically feel his eyes on me as I flipped the sign on the door to say, “open.”

“You know what’s really strange? You’re not the first person to mention a spellbook to me today.”

He seemed just about to ask another question when he glanced at the clock on the opposite wall.

“Oh, shit,” he said. “I’ve got somewhere to be at ten and I’m definitely going to be late.” He was almost at the door when he asked, “What is your name?”

“Penelope Chapman.”

“Well, Penelope Chapman, maybe another time I’ll return and peruse your non-magical books.”

He was already out the door when I realized I didn’t ask his name.
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The rest of my day was much less eventful, but I sold a shit ton of books. A few people were relaxing in the lounge area I have set up near the smaller of the store’s two fireplaces and enjoying the complementary coffee when my sister, Cordelia, entered the bookstore. A few golden leaves twirled in on a gust of wind as the door closed behind her.

“Oh, God it smells good in here,” she said, walking to where I stood, organizing a stack of books. “Do you have any more coffee?”

“Last pot of the day,” I answered. “I think there’s enough left for one cup.”

Her smile brightened the room. “That’s all I need.”

“You’re here early,” I said, placing the remaining books in my hand on a large display table at the end of a bookshelf.

“It’s only about an hour before you close, right?”

I looked at the clock. “Wow, you’re right. I don’t know where the time went. I should let the fire die down starting now. Even with the glass doors on the fireplaces, I don’t want to take a chance with all of these books.”

My sister followed me behind the counter and went straight for the coffee. “That’s what those glass doors are for,” she says. “The store hasn’t caught fire in all these years, not even a single spark has made it onto the rug. Don’t worry so much.”

“We close in an hour,” I announced loudly. “Not trying to rush anyone, just letting you know.”

“You’ve got a lot of customers here for this time of day,” she said, adding a heaping spoonful of sugar to her Styrofoam cup.

“It’s been this way most of the day. I didn’t even get to close for lunch.”

“Did you eat?”

“I had a candy bar that I’d forgotten was in my purse until I started looking for a snack.”

She laughed. “We’ll get dinner after the auction then, what do you think?”

“Oh, I’d forgotten about the auction again.”

“You thought I just dropped by to give you a ride home out of the goodness of my heart?” she teased.

“Stranger things have happened.”

Cordy unwound the pumpkin orange scarf from her neck as she said, “I brought your coat too. It’s getting chilly.”

“Thanks.”

I began to absentmindedly go through my end of the day routine, emptying the trash, turning off the coffee pot, etc. Cordelia followed me, telling me about her day, the article she was writing about a string of missing women in Tennessee, and the property she showed earlier today. Her boss, Richard Martin, owns the local paper and sells or manages most of the real estate in the surrounding area. He’s been like a second father to Cordelia and I reminded her often that she’s lucky to have him.

“Is it my imagination or are you really distracted?” she asked.

“Why do you say that?”

“Because you don’t have one of your mix tapes playing in the background, for one thing. But I just told you that one of the missing women has been found and you didn’t even react.”

“I’m sorry. Is she ... alive?”

Cordy finished off her coffee with a big gulp and shook her head. “She was mutilated. I haven’t gotten any more details than that, but the story is making the news in most of the surrounding states.”

“That’s awful.”

“Yeah, she was really young, just graduated from college.”

I shivered, thinking of my daughter. “Tennessee isn’t very far away,” I said.

As my last two customers made their way up to the counter one of them asked, “Are you talking about the Mothman sightings?”

“The what?” I asked.

“Oh, that’s the part I forgot to tell you,” Cordy said. “The women all went missing around the time people started to report sightings of something they’re calling The Mothman.”

“You’re serious?”

“Deadly,” the customer said. “Some people claim The Mothman is the one taking the women. Apparently, this has been going on for a few years at least, but it’s just now making the news with the body of one of the missing women being found.”

“But, there’s no proof about any kind of creature,” my sister added.

“Right,” the customer agreed. “From what I’ve heard, it’s all speculation. But still creepy as hell.”

I placed her books in a bag and gave the customer her change as I said, “Agreed.”

As I was getting ready to lock up the store I checked the fireplace one last time.

“You said you had a house to show today, did they seem interested in buying the property?”

“Oh, she bought it. Didn’t even try to get more of a bargain on the price.”

“Which place was it?”

“One of the newer houses, way across town. Actually, it’s not far from the auction. I can show you on the way. It’s that cute little cottage with the blue shutters and all of the hydrangeas out front.”

“I know the place.”

“The new owner is kind of a snoot though.”

“Really? That’s a shame.”

“Maybe I misjudged her, but she seemed to have a pretty big stick up her ass.”

I busted out laughing as I locked the door behind us. “That bad, huh? What was she like?”

“Tall, blond, and so thin I wonder if she ever actually eats.”

“Maybe that’s why she’s grouchy, hunger pains?”

My sister laughed then too. “I don’t mean to be bitchy; this woman was just really unpleasant. If you meet her, you’ll see what I’m talking about.”

“What was her name?”

“Lilian something, but I’ll just refer to her as the blond bitch.”

“Maybe you just caught her on a bad day.”

“I sure hope so, otherwise I feel sorry for the kids.”

I was in the middle of attaching my bicycle to the rack on the back of her van. “She brought her kids with her to look at the house?”

Cordy laughed again. “No, I don’t think she has any. I meant the kids at school. She’s the new fourth grade teacher.”
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The auction house is on the opposite end of town, near the farmer’s market, and not terribly far from the house of the infamous Kelley sisters whose belongings were being auctioned. We were almost there when Cordy passed me a wad of cash.

“Before I forget, here’s my money, and here’s Audrey’s,” she said, pulling money from first one pocket, then the other.

“I thought she was going to be there.”

“She is, we just want you to bid for us.”

I gave her a sarcastic look. “You two are ridiculous. How am I supposed to know what you want to bid on?”

She shrugged. “I think we are close enough for you to guess, or one of us will elbow you. So, was there a reason you were so distracted before? It’s not like you to not perk up at the mention of something scary, like a possible creature on the loose snatching up women.”

I laughed softly. “So, I like to read mysteries and horror. That doesn’t mean I take any pleasure in hearing about real life awful things happening. Although, I must admit, I’ve been waiting my whole life to hear that something supernatural is actually real.”

“You know that’s not how I meant it. You’re avoiding my question.” She turned to me suddenly, nearly choking herself with the seat belt and smiling like the Cheshire cat from Alice and Wonderland. “It’s a man, isn’t it?”

“Pay attention to where you’re going,” I said, reaching over to guide the wheel for a moment.

Cordelia’s red curls bounced as she turned back to the road, but she was still wearing that grin. “You met someone you are actually interested in.” This time it was a statement and not a question.

“I didn’t say I was interested, but yes, a really good-looking and kind of strange man was waiting when I opened the store today.”

“What was he looking for?”

“An authentic book of witchcraft.”

She gave me a surprised look. “What for, morbid curiosity or is he a nut case?”

“He’s writing his dissertation on witchcraft. I think he wanted the book for research.”

“Ah, so he’s about to be a Ph.D. Interesting. What does he do for a living?”

I laughed again. “I don’t know, Cordy. The man was there to find a book, not give me his life’s history. I didn’t ask.”

“And what did this man who managed to distract you look like? Oh, there’s the house I was talking about. I wonder if Blondie McBitch will be at the auction tonight.”

I smiled as I turned to look at the house. “Probably not, I think auctions are something that tends to attract antique hunters and a few locals. If she just moved here, she likely doesn’t even know about it.” I could feel her still waiting for me to answer the question about the mystery man. I sighed before answering, “He was about six-foot-two, short black hair, pale blue eyes, and an ass that made me crash my bicycle into the curb.”

She practically howled with laughter. “You did not!”

“I did. Thankfully, I didn’t go over the handlebars and bash my fool head on the pavement.”

“What did he do? Did he see this?”

“Oh, he saw it.” I laughed softly. “He just smiled at me and was gracious enough not to say anything about my little crash.”

“And does this strange man with the glorious ass have a name?”

“I’m sure he does, but I didn’t ask.”
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Chapter Seven
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To my surprise the parking lot was overflowing with cars. Many people, including my sister and I, were forced to park down the street.

“Holy shit,” Cordy said with a small laugh. “I guess everyone is here to satisfy their curiosity about the sisters.”

“Just like us,” I pointed out.

“Do you think it will be that way when we kick the bucket someday? The infamous Chapman sisters,” she said playfully.

I adjusted my hat and slipped into the black wool coat she brought for me. “I don’t think we are nearly as interesting as Madeline and Grace Kelley. For one thing, no one thinks we’re witches.”

“Maybe not, but you can’t say we don’t have a reputation.”

“Mostly because of you two,” I joked.

“And you dressing in mostly black and wearing a top hat has nothing to do with it. Although, Audrey is kind of a slut.”

I busted out laughing. “Neither of us is in any position to judge her for sleeping around.”

Just because I wasn’t interested in seriously dating anyone at the moment didn’t mean I’d locked it all up and thrown away the key since my divorce.

“True,” Cordy said, laughing. “But you can’t be married and divorced three times in a small town and not have people talking. Speaking as a local, there’s not much else going on.”

She looped her arm through mine and as we rounded the corner of the farmer’s
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