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        Protectors don’t get nights off…

      

      

      

      Girls’ night means different things to different groups of friends. For Cary Redmond and her three closest friends, it means staying in and watching a classic 80s film while eating Mexican food and drinking margaritas. The perfect evening, with the perfect company…

      Until an unexpected guest crashes the party. Literally.

      In the ensuing wreckage, Cary discovers her night off has just become a work night. Since she’s a magical Protector, she’s used to diving in to keep the good guys safe from the bad guys. But this time, it’s her dearest friends in danger.

      And no one, not even the Goblin King, messes with Cary’s friends.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        CARY VS THE GOBLIN KING

        Copyright © 2020 by Katrina Tipton

      

      

      

      
        
        Cover design: © 2020 T&D Publishing

        Cover Art: © Viorel Sima, © Mikel Martinez De Osaba | Dreamstime.com

        Published by: T&D Publishing

      

      

      

      
        
        T&D Publishing: https://tanddpublishing.com/

        Kat Simons Website: https://www.katsimons.com

        Kat Simons Newsletter: http://eepurl.com/OxQQL

      

      

      

      
        
        All Rights Are Reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

      

      

      

      
        
        This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously, and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locale or organizations is entirely coincidental.

      

      

      

      
        
        eBooks are not transferable.

        They cannot be sold, shared or given away as it is an infringement on the copyright of this work.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To my fellow lovers of 80s Fantasy movies.

        And to the memory of David Bowie, my true Goblin King.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      Angie shut off the movie and all four women leaned back in her softly cushioned couch and sighed.

      “That is a very good movie,” Cary said. She’d seen Labyrinth before, it was one of her favorite classic fantasy movies. But watching it again with her three best friends, especially when it was the first time for Lucy, had been a great way to spend girls’ night.

      She, Angie, Lucy, and Marianne had started girls’ night just in the last few months, after they’d all met separately, and discovered how well they got along together as a group. It wasn’t often you could introduce your friends to other friends and have them all bond so well. Cary had been delighted. And girls’ night had become one of her favorite escapes from her workday.

      She raised her mostly empty margarita glass, just to celebrate her happiness. “To David Bowie.”

      The other three raised their glasses too—Marianne was the only one with much left in her glass, though Cary wasn’t sure if that was because she’d refilled more recently or been drinking slower.

      “To David Bowie,” they all said in unison before downing whatever was left of their drinks.

      “You know,” Marianne said, leaning forward to place her glass gently, and very carefully, on Angie’s thick wooden coffee table. “The real goblin king is not nearly that sexy. In fact, he’s not even a little sexy.”

      “That’s very disappointing,” Lucy said, her little girl voice making the statement sound even more profound.

      At least to Cary. But that might have been the influence of the margaritas.

      “Not even a little sexy,” Marianne said again, and sighed, running a hand over her short, natural curls. “I’m not too proud to admit, if he looked like David Bowie, I would have spent a lot less time resisting his attempts to kidnap me over the last twenty years.”

      Lucy snorted. “Don’t let Gina hear you say that.”

      Marianne smiled, but the look was wistful. “I don’t dare say any of this to Gina.”

      Marianne’s long-time girlfriend was mundane and had nothing to do with the magical worlds. She didn’t know Marianne was more than just a seamstress. Marianne was a weaver. She and her two sisters could integrate magic into the clothes they made, and when working together, they could even weave gold. Though Marianne insisted that was the least of her skills. Mostly just a parlor trick.

      Unfortunately, it was a parlor trick the goblin king coveted.

      When Marianne and her sisters reached adulthood, they’d decided to live apart—even though they were very close—in an attempt to distract and dissuade the goblin king. It hadn’t worked completely. The bastard kept coming for them. But the attempts on Marianne had slowed in the last few months. Everyone was pleased with this turn of events.

      Cary hadn’t met the goblin king yet, just one of his minions. That was how she and Marianne had initially bonded—well that, animals, and all things 80s. They’d known each other before, when Cary had still thought she might be a veterinary technician and had been working at the clinic where Marianne occasionally volunteered. At that point, Cary hadn’t known Marianne was a weaver. Though, to be fair, Cary hadn’t known the world held things like weavers and goblin kings.

      She’d learned all that after rescuing a puppy from a demon and being tricked into becoming a magical Protector.

      Lucy groaned and rubbed her face. Her messy red bun slipped sideways on her head. “I have to teach an early class tomorrow morning.”

      Lucy was the only technically mundane woman in their little group, but she was a multi-blackbelt martial artist who could fell men twice her size. And given her size—tiny wasn’t an unreasonable description—that was an even more impressive sight to behold.

      She’d taken to their weird world of the supernatural like it was normal, though, and happily settled into the group. She and Cary had also bonded over animal love. And nagging parents. Lucy’s dads wanted her to settled down and get married. Cary’s mother kept making the same argument. It was a thing, and she and Lucy had spent a lot of time bemoaning the parental pressure.

      “I shouldn’t have had that last margarita,” Lucy said sadly, dropping her hands to her lap.

      “Taxis for everyone!” Angie announced and stood to clear the remains of their dinner, a Tex Mex feast of tacos and nachos.

      Cary lumbered off the couch to help, snatching a last nacho chip off the tray as she followed Angie into her bright, open kitchen.

      “Thanks for hosting girls’ night again,” she said.

      “No problem,” Angie said. “I love having you all over. It’s nice to have people in the house who aren’t clients.”

      Angie was a witch and psychic who ran a pretty successful psychic’s reading business out of her home. She had a front room set aside specifically for her clients, all decked out in dark colors, velvet and silk drapery, a beaded curtain covering the door. Crystal balls and arcane looking paraphernalia scattered about. Outside that room, though, Angie’s house was comfortably decorated in a more southwestern theme, a look that better suited her personality.

      They were loading the dishwasher when a crash from the other room stopped them cold.

      “Oops,” Cary said.

      They hurried back to the living room, assuming one of the others had dropped a margarita glass.

      Only to discover that had not been the reason for the crash.

      Cary instinctively hurried to get between Lucy, Marianne, and the very large—she squinted—man sprawled on top of Angie’s now destroyed television set.

      “Sorry,” Lucy said, blowing a lock of hair off her forehead. “He startled me. I’ll buy you a new TV.”

      Angie waved that away. “I have insurance.” She scowled at the newcomer. “Though I would like an explanation as to why there’s a strange man in my home.” Her green eyes narrowed. “Or whatever the hell you are,” she muttered.

      “Girls,” Marianne said with a sigh as the man cursed and scrambled back to his feet. “Meet King Goffin. The goblin king.”
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      There was a beat of silence while the newcomer rearranged his clothing and pulled himself up to his full height.

      Lucy was the first to break. “Well, that’s very disappointing.”

      “I told you,” Marianne said.

      The real goblin king did, indeed, bear no resemblance whatsoever to the sexy David Bowie. Not even a little bit.

      And Lucy was right. It was surprisingly disappointing.

      The real goblin king was tall, taller than Cary had expected actually. He towered over them all—which made Lucy’s flipping him over onto the TV even more impressive. But all the height was overwhelmed by the gangly limbs, a seriously hunched posture, and dirty dark hair hanging down over his face. His skin was an interesting shade of green, pale and sort of hard to tell it was green. Mostly he just looked maybe a little sickly. Like the green had too much yellow in it and he was jaundiced. He had a substantial nose and prominent brow but no eyebrows. His jaw was thick. So were his lips, but in a way Cary found a bit off-putting. His eyes were huge for his face, disproportionately huge in his wide features. And while Cary might have expected dark eyes, his were actually a bright bright green. Almost as bright as her bosses, the North American Fae who created Protectors—she’d nicknamed them the Nags because they were.

      The myriad of warts, lumps and bumps covering the goblin king’s face and hands were
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