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Prologue

 


My name is Pandora, I am a dark Fairy Godmother. What? Never
heard of a dark Fairy Godmother? Well, that’s because only about
one in every one million Fairy Godmother pregnancies result in a
blending of wild magic creating a deviant like me.

I still remember that day at health class in Godmother
finishing school: “Girls! Make sure you
never trust a boy when he says, ‘Don’t you trust me, baby?’ and
once you’re bonded, never have sex in any position other than
missionary!”

Yeesh, have you seen
how the Fairy Godfathers dress here? Prancing
around in their pastel leggings and embroidered velvet frocks? No
freaking thank you, I’d rather have sex with the Gnome gardener
that was always peeping in the girls’ locker room than let one of
those dandies get at me.

Apparently, it runs in the family, because my mother was a
badass too. All she’s ever told me about my father was that on one
spring break, she and her fellow sorority sisters, The Raging Blue
Fairies, decided to do something crazy. They flew down to Florida,
hit the paranormal bars that were “happening” at the time, had a
few too many mai tai’s, and ended up in the hot tub with a dashing
male of the non-fairy
variety. One thing led
to another and nine months later I came into the world. In true
fashion that only I could pull off, she said I unfurled my
smokey-grey and black wings and gave the head nurse the finger
before starting to cry.

The ruling Fairy Godmother Council of course tried to make my
mom give me up, since not only was she not bonded, but I was the
epitome of all that could go wrong in the life of a Fairy
Godmother. They wanted her to leave me in the woods for the Sprites
to decide my fate and let the realm reabsorb my magic if that was
its will. But like I said, my mom was a badass and she very
politely, because she was still a Fairy Godmother of course, told
them to shove off and curled her sparkly blue wings around
me.

While my mom always made sure that I knew she loved me just
the way I was, I never really did fit in with our society. It’s
totally true what they say about me: I do create havoc and trouble
wherever I go … and I freaking love doing it!

I spent most of my school days punking the other Fairy
God-students, even the teachers weren’t safe from my wrath. No, I
was not the one who opened that damned box of sins. The fucking
thing was open when I strolled into the locker room. I think those
damned Pink Pixies set me up, it had only been a week since I
drugged them in chemistry lab and shaved off all their eyebrows.
Who knew they would be so vindictive? I almost felt like we
could’ve been friends after that. Too bad.

Eventually, I did get kicked out of school, but not before I
absorbed one very clear fact that I took great offense to within my
mother’s society of well do-gooders. They used their magic to help
others find their happy endings, but not all others—just the “good” people they decided
deserved it.

Who were these pompous assholes that decided just because
someone took a less-than-understood path in their life, they were
“evil” and not deserving of a happy ending? Well, I call bullshit
on that, bitches.

See, I have my own brand of power and I decided that I would
be the Fairy Godmother picking up the slack for all the
misunderstood “monsters and villains” out there. After all, they’re
just different like me, right?

And let me tell you, I make damn sure I get
my happy ending
on the regular, if you know what I mean. *wink*

****

“And so, it
begins…” She wrung her hands together in glee, the tingling in her
body let her know that her next clients were about to be on their
way to matchmaking bliss. “Oh, this is super exciting and will be
my first job with both clients UD.”

Dori’s mom
finally looked up from her tablet. “Hon, what does UD stand
for?”

Shit. Shit.
Shitty shitballs. Quick! Think of something, girl!

“Uuuhhh,
definitely not ‘under duress’ … more like ‘underdressed’. Yeah, you
should see this gal, yoga pants 24/7, it’s a real damned
shame.”

Dori tried her
best poker face as now both her mom and her evil grandmother were
giving her the stink eye.

“Won’t this
only be your second job at all?” Her grandmother raised one
perfectly manicured eyebrow in challenge before a few seconds went
by and her mother gasped.

“Pandora! Were
you experimenting on unsuspecting people before your first
case?”

Rhut roh.

“What? Pshsst,
what kind of person would do something like that? Mess in humans’
love lives for their own personal-gain-slash-entertainment? The
Greek gods, that’s who. Those A-holes! Am I right, Gran? Or
am I right?”

They aren’t
buying it. Shit.

“Fine! I may
have tried out a few—or
fiftyish—spells before I figured out I
could only use my magic indirectly on them for the matchmaking
plans to work. But no one died, for Goddess’s sake.” Her eye roll
was violent and gloriously done, if she did say so herself.

“Did anyone
get hurt?” her mom asked quietly. It’s always the ones you think
you can trust...

“Look, the
paramedic said that it wasn’t my fault and that accidents happen
all the time, so there you have it.”

“Did you
threaten to magically castrate him if he didn’t say that?” Gran
asked, now with both eyebrows in on the action.

Dori met her
Gran’s stare and refused to release it. Never let a predator see
you sweat.

“And if both
clients are under duress, as you say, then perhaps one should just
mind her own magical business?” Her grandmother now had a tiny
smile disrupting the normal resting bitch face she was notorious
for. “Why are you getting involved at all if neither has hired you?
Who will pay your fee?”

“Duh, Gran,
sometimes the universe wants what the universe wants. Who am I to
ignore visions and disembodied voices telling me that these two
crazy kids are destined to be together?”

Her dear,
sweet mom perked up considerably at that explanation and was
working herself up into quite a froth if the sudden eye twitch was
any indication. “Pandora, you’ve been hearing voices? Why didn’t
you tell me? Oh, Goddess. Mother, what could this mean?”

“Relax, Mom,
the voices say it’s perfectly normal for someone like me to hear
voices.”

“Well, what
else would they say?” Her mom shrieked.

“Hmm. Valid
point. I’ll have my voices—oops, I mean people, look into
that...”—she was rubbing her hands
together as she tried to anticipate how this next job would
go—“for now, I’m going to have a nice hot
bath before I head off to my therapy appointment. I am expecting a
delivery, though. Mom, can you do me a solid and bring it to me
when it gets here?”

“Sure thing,
sweetheart, and I’m so glad you like your therapist this time
around, I think she’s really helping you work through some of your
issues. Though perhaps you should bring up these ‘voices’ to your
doctor?”

Twenty minutes
later, the soft click of the bathroom door opening roused Dori from
where she had almost fallen asleep in the tub. Her mother walked in
with a confused look on her face and one steaming hot cup of
salvation in her hands.

“Dori, why did
an Uber driver just drop off this coffee and tell me to take care
of my granddaughter?”

“Mom, you told
me that using magic to conjure Starbucks was wasteful, like, just
yesterday.” She sighed loudly. “Come on, do I need to get you some
ginkgo or something? Your memory’s the worst!”

Her mom just
stood there, shaking her head in disapproval. But really, she
should have been complimenting her on the subtle, yet genius,
spell.

Did she think
it was easy to make someone think a glorious cup of joe was a
toddler? And to make sure he didn’t spill the entire way?

“What? I’m
helping the man fulfill his purpose in life—that’s his job. Would
you make your grandbabies walk home?”

“Coffee is not
children!”

“And they
never will be with that attitude, Mom, sheesh…”—a slow smile bloomed over her face—“you would make your grandbabies walk? Hmm,
that’s stone cold. But agreed, no one likes a spoiled crotch
goblin.” Dori stood and stepped out of the bath before her mom
could protest, “Hey, I’m proud of you.” Then she plucked the grande
triple-shot mocha with cinnamon on top out of her mom’s hand and
went to get dressed.

There was
matchmaking to be done.


Chapter One

 


Barrett traced
to the clearing outside of his parents’ home, and he smiled to see
the familiar stone cottage hidden away from the rest of the
village. The plump grinning face of his mother appeared in the
doorway, her pale leaf-green skin so different from his own, but
comforting to him nonetheless. His much larger father stepped up
behind her and nodded in greeting.

“Barrett!
You’re right on time, I just pulled dinner out of the oven.” She
hugged him around the waist before ushering him into the warm
living room. “You look thin, have you been eating?”

Both he and
his dad scoffed at that, seeing how his recessive ogre genes had
him standing at just over seven feet—there was nothing small about
him. Somewhere in his mother’s line, an ogre mate had snuck in, and
now generations later, he was officially the only goblin-born ogre
in recorded history of the Paranormal Council.

Some found it
a fascinating development, many, especially those in his village,
hadn’t been as enthused when he hit puberty and his magical
nullifying abilities from his ogre lineage kicked in and disrupted
the village’s entire way of life.

Goblins used
magic constantly. As a member of the underfae it was a huge part of
who they were, which is why his parents had agreed to relocate to a
more remote area soon after his abilities became apparent. It was
also why Barrett had moved to his own den as soon as he was able.
He hated feeling like a burden in the lives of his friends and
family.

“Yes, Mama,”
he said and leaned down to kiss his mother’s cheek, “I have been
eating—everything that isn’t nailed down as a matter of fact.”

Her sweet
giggle in response never failed to bring a smile to both of the
Brohms men. Alara Brohms was an angel of a woman, and Barrett had
thanked the goddess many times over that she had been his mother.
Not all goblins would have been as accepting of an ogre as a son,
the differences between their two races were vast.

“Come and eat,
my boy.” His father’s booming voice echoed out of his large
barrelled chest. The man may not even reach up to Barrett’s
shoulders, height-wise, but he was almost as wide. “Then your
mother can dote and pretend she didn’t invite you here to set you
up with some female she met at her knitting club.”

A tea towel
came flying out of the kitchen and smacked his father in the face
as they both chuckled.

“Caric!” His
mother’s exasperated tone made him smile. “Nivene is a lovely
woman, who are we to say they wouldn’t be a perfect match?”

“She’s a
sasquatch or something…” Barrett’s father whispered, “a little
hairy if you ask me.”

“And
who asked you?”

Neither man
questioned how his mother seemed to hear everything said in her
home, and they knew better than to disagree when Alara used
that particular tone.

“I’m sure
she’s a lovely person…” Barrett tried not to let his grin show
through as he made eye contact with his dad.

“And waxing is
always an option.”

Unfortunately,
both men lost their composure when his father let those words slip,
their laughter could probably be heard all the way to the
village.

“You know I
appreciate the thought,” Barrett’s tone was gentle as he helped her
carry the food to the table, “but I thought we’d agreed that there
would be no more setups?”

It almost
broke him when she looked up at him and her eyes were moist with
the beginning of tears.

“It’s just not
right that you have to spend your life alone, you’re a wonderful
man.” The cracking of her voice twisted the knife in his heart
further. “I keep wondering what we must have done to offend the
goddess so, and why she would punish you and not me. I can’t fathom
the cruelty of it.”

“Mama…” He
took the dish out of her trembling hands and placed it on the table
as his father looked on helplessly. No doubt his parents had had
this very conversation more times than could be counted since
Barrett’s true nature had manifested. “None of this is your fault.
I am what I am. And you know why I have to be alone, it’s not safe
for others to be around me.”

“Pssht,” she
admonished, her protective instincts chasing away the tears. “There
hasn’t been an incident in years, Barrett—and besides, as far as
I’m concerned, none of those were your fault.”

“People died,”
he answered back quietly. His shame wouldn’t let him meet his
parent’s eyes. “When my ogre comes out, he can’t be controlled. I
can’t ever let that happen again.”

“Those wolves
attacked you!” she snarled, her true goblin visage turning
ferocious in a moment. “They got what they deserved.”

Barrett felt
his father’s hand on his back, while his mother was almost
mindlessly protective of her young just like most goblin females.
His father understood why Barrett kept himself apart from
everything.

“Getting drunk
and picking a fight in a bar doesn’t mean someone deserves to die,
Mama.” Thinking about that night made his stomach tie into knots.
“And if anything like that were to happen again, the Para Council
wouldn’t be as lenient again.”

“They could
execute him, Alara.” His father’s words were quiet, but it wasn’t
something Barrett didn’t already know. If a member of the para
community was unstable, and a threat, it was a well-known fact that
Hunters would be sent out to take care of it.

If that
happened to him, it would be messy and violent, but even his ogre
couldn’t stand against a large number of trained warriors.
Eventually, they would be able to kill him. But not before his ogre
could kill or maim a good deal of them, and the idea of destroying
good people who were just doing their jobs to protect others made
him physically ill. No, it’s better that I just live my life
apart from the rest of the world. That way no one will get
hurt.

After all,
Barrett knew what it was to be stared at as if he were a monster.
His size alone would do that out in the human world but in the
paranormal world? They stared for a different reason. He wasn’t
fully ogre and he wasn’t fully goblin, and even if other para
beings couldn’t see what hid beneath his skin, they all had
heightened instincts that screamed at them in his presence—that he
was a dangerous creature even among monsters.

It was one
thing to look like a beast, but it was another thing entirely to be
one in action. No, he couldn’t live with that at all.


Chapter Two

 


Lynni sat on the park bench and ate her ham-and-cheese
sandwich. As she watched the human children on the playground, she
felt the tingle of magic only seconds before she was no longer
alone.

“I thought I would find you here, you’ve always loved the
little ones.”

“Hi, Daddy,” she said. She turned and leaned in to kiss his
cheek, his human guise of tanned skin and dark hair, mildly greying
at the temples, was just as dear to her as his unglamorized
deep-sapphire hue. “You know you shouldn’t just pop in out in the
open … someone may have seen.”

“Bah.” He waved off her words as he materialized his own
lunch, a delicious-looking donair that she knew was from his
favorite spot on the other side of town. “Humans only see what they
want to see, it’s why they still don’t believe magic is real after
all this time.”

“I hope you paid for that.” She gestured to the food he was
now stuffing into his mouth at an alarming rate.

He nodded and rolled his eyes, Torval Dousette drove his wife
crazy with his love of human food, which was one of the reasons
they kept their monthly lunch dates just between themselves. Well,
they used to be only once a month, but something must have changed
recently as her father had been popping in for a visit almost
weekly for some time now. Lynni tried not to read too much into it.
Deep down she suspected she already knew the reason, but she
refused to dwell on that.

There were many things she chose not to dwell on, such as how
self-absorbed and oblivious most of these parents were, choosing to
stare at their phones or gossip with one another rather than pay
attention to their children. They had no inkling of how blessed
they were to be so delightfully normal—to have a family to call their own,
a legacy that would carry on once they were gone from this world.
She would have given anything to have even just a fraction of that
normalcy, but the fates had always had other plans for Lynni. She
was a djinn without magic, which was just about as broken as any
being could be.

“Sweetie,”—her father wiped his mouth with the napkin she handed
him—“we need to
talk about this month’s family dinner. I’m not sure you should
attend.”

Inside Lynni’s chest her heart stumbled a bit, but she tried
not to let it show. Remain upbeat, it
will only hurt him more if he sees how scared you
are.

“Oh,” she said, her voice sounding higher than normal even
for Lynni. “Why would you say that?”

She could see the pain in his eyes as he fiddled with the
wrapper in his hands. “Your Great Aunt has heard rumblings around
the dark market that someone’s been asking about you.”

“I see.” It wasn’t as if she spent a lot of time in the djinn
realm. Lynni had been living amongst the humans for so long now
that she didn’t really even think of it as “home” anymore—but
still, it damaged something inside of her to think it wasn’t safe
for her to go back there.

Her father took one of her hands in his own. “Tarek and I are
looking into it, I’m sure it’s nothing. I’d just feel better if you
avoided coming back until we get it sorted.”

Lynni forced another smile. “Sure thing, Daddy.” But the
large breath he let out as soon as she agreed confirmed her
suspicions that something serious was afoot, especially since her
birthday was only three weeks away.

The silent alarm on her phone let her know that she needed to
get back to the office. “I’ve got to head back, my next appointment
is at 1:00 PM.”

“I’ll walk you.” Her father offered his arm and she took it
as they left the park.

“Looking to stop for some gelato before you go back to the
Wicked Djinn of the West?” He snorted at her description of her
mother, but Lynni knew her father too well.

“Their mint chocolate is far superior to any other shop in
the city,”—he
shrugged—“it
would be silly not to stop while I see you back to your
office.”

Lynni laughed. “Dad, you’re a djinn, you can manifest gelato
straight from Italy if you want.”

“But it doesn’t taste the same as when they hand it right to
you, you know?”

Thank the Goddess for her ridiculous father, the most
un-djinn of any djinn she’d ever met.

****

Forty minutes later she watched as her patient made herself
comfortable on the sofa. Lynni actually looked forward to Dori’s
sessions—at least they were never boring.

“So, one of the court mandates of your required therapy was
to work on your interpersonal skills, Dori. Have you been meeting
new people? Are you dating anyone right now?”

“Well, I did go out with a wolf shifter a couple of weeks ago
and I have caught him lurking in the bushes in front of my mom’s
house a few times. That’s practically dating, right?”

It was all Lynni could do to stifle her smile.

“Errr … umm … no, Dori, I believe that may be stalking. We
should probably call the police before he does something crazy like
abducts you.”

“You know what they say, abduction is the biggest form of
flattery.”

“Who says that?”

“I don’t know ... serial killers?” The other woman shrugged,
quite unconcerned.

“Exactly.” This possibly may have been the most bizarre
conversation she’d ever had with a patient, even Dori.

“Exactly what?”

“I’m sorry?” Sweet Goddess, I
think this fairy has fried my brain.

Dori looked back at her with a vaguely blank stare, and all
Lynni could do was shake her head.

“Sometimes I feel like you have no idea what is coming out of
your mouth.” Lynni sighed.

“Yeah, I’ve heard that before—this is probably one of those
times.”

Lynni knew when to switch gears, she was beginning to think
that nothing could frighten this fairy. It was one of the things
she most admired about the young woman.

“So, what else have you been up to, Dori? You mentioned you
started a new business? That’s rather exciting, why don’t you tell
me about it?”

This had her patient perking up. Lynni could see how
enthusiastic she was about it just from her body language
alone.

“Well, it’s kind of like a matchmaking service for those
‘screwed by the universe’ romantically. I’m finding
happily-ever-afters for the ones who don’t qualify for the Fairy
Godmother Council’s precious lists.”

“Oh my! What a caring and altruistic gesture, Dori, I’m so
proud of you for helping those less fortunate.”

Dori muttered something under her breath that Lynni could
barely hear “Yeah, well, it was mostly about showing those douche
canoe fairies that my awesomesauce Jedi powers would
not end up with
me doing community service for the Para Council. Dick
teachers.”

“Oh, well ... umm, it’s the thought that counts, I
believe.”

Suddenly, Dori’s look turned speculative and something in
that stare made Lynni think the other woman was taking her
measure.

“Hey, Doc, you’re single, aren’t you?” Her beaming smile was
trouble for sure. “I think I know the perfect guy just for
you.”

“Who, me?” She stuttered, not at all prepared for where this
conversation had veered. “Oh, no, I’m much, much too busy to take a
mate.” Lynni wasn’t about to tell a patient that she was too broken
for even the strangest of paranormals to consider dating. “I have
my job, then my volunteering at the kelpie rescue. They have such a
hard time finding permanent homes for them, you know?”

“Hmm, could be all the children they’re rumored to lure into
the water and eat...”

“Oh, and I teach a para-seniors water aerobics class every
Wednesday night and volunteer at all the bake sales for the
elementary school. No … I’m afraid I simply don’t have time. Too
many people need my help.”


Chapter Three

 


Dori tried to keep her sigh internal, but
jeepers, this
djinn was a stubborn one. Did she think someone was out there
comparing karma points or something? Because Dori was pretty sure
that entire thing was a scam. After all, it was usually the nicest
people who got the shaft from the universe.

“So, let me get this straight, you’d rather be looking at old
saggy people in bathing suits and feeding creepy water monsters
than getting felt up by a super hot dude?”

The flush began creeping up Lynni’s face. It was fascinating
to Dori how Lynni’s glamour always seemed so second nature to the
shy doctor, but she’d never seen or felt her do any other magic at
all. It was downright odd for a djinn not to use magic for almost
everything. Dori could practically see the magic swirling beneath
her skin. Lynni was no lightweight when it came to powers, so
clearly, she just had the willpower of a saint.

“Errr, well, he’s hot, you say?”

“Oh, yeah, think Henry Cavill as Geralt of Rivia—only bigger,
and a brunette.” She waggled her eyebrows as the djinn’s eyes grew
wide.

Boom. Snagged her with the man-candy.

“Seriously, he’s smokin’ hot, his body’s rock hard all
over.” Snicker, snicker, an ogre with a
body literally as hard as a rock.
“Plus, he’s got some serious OCD issues he could really use your
help with.”

“Oh!
A compulsive disorder
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