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      I’m a witch. Not a good one or a bad one, although according to the snooty wizards, I’m a stain upon their robes.

      But who cares what those snobs say?

      I’ve got a job to do: stop demons from infiltrating Earth and killing all the witches. Concentrating on my job is hard, though.

      First, the guy who’s decided to help me is hotter than Arizona in the summer. Like seriously, melt-my-panties-into-ash sexy.

      Secondly, demons are targeting witches such as me because, apparently, we’re a tasty snack.

      Finally, the kitten I adopted has gone missing, and if I’m not mistaken, a demon stole it.

      If there’s one thing you should never do, it’s mess with a witch’s pussy. I don’t care who I have to fight to get my furball back!

      And if I fall in love along the way…then it will at least get my mother off my back.

      

      Find more paranormal stories at: EveLanglais.com
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      The misogynistic ass at TDCM—short for the Thaumaturgic Department for the Concealment of Magic—looked down his haughty nose at me. It made me itch to give him a wart, right on the pointy tip.

      Tucking my hands behind my back, I didn’t give in to temptation. Not yet. I reserved the right to change my mind if he continued to piss me off.

      “What do you mean I can’t go in? I’m part of the investigative group studying the demonic incursion.” The only woman amidst a bunch of snotty male wizards. They weren’t impressed that I, a mere human witch, had been elected—by the High Coven—to work with them. To be fair, I really didn’t want to work with the jerks either; however, that was beside the point. They were trying to block me.

      Mr. I’m-So-Impressed-With-Myself sneered. “Your services are no longer needed, as the matter to which you refer is being handled by those properly suited to the task.”

      In other words, they’d found a way to oust the mangy human witch, and the university-educated wizards were taking charge of the investigation. Did I mention they were pompous, convinced of their superiority, and if something didn’t fit their narrow definition then it didn’t exist?

      Humanity was so screwed.

      I leaned forward and placed my hands on the reception desk rather than slapping him silly. “You can’t be serious. I have valuable information to offer. Have you all forgotten I helped handle the library event and that I was there when the Peabody incident went down?” And by incident, I meant a house haunted by unknown forces that possessed the owner, got rid of the wife, and caused widespread problems since the possession turned out to be rather contagious.

      “There were wizards on the scene as well. They will provide insight, if required, to the committee.”

      Insight? Snort. I highly doubted that, especially since no one had yet been able to answer any of the many questions arising from that incident, like why I, and the others, had lost a good fifteen minutes of time.

      I remembered arriving at the Peabody house, and then I blinked and there was just a smoldering ruin where it used to stand.

      No one knew what had happened. Not even Morfeus, the biggest asshat of the wizarding group currently blocking me.

      I couldn’t say I was entirely surprised. Morfeus and his cronies didn’t want to explore what had occurred at the Peabody place. Something had happened, something they couldn’t explain, and their pea-sized brains couldn’t handle it. They were happy the house blew up. Most of them went good riddance, problem solved.

      But I couldn’t be content and just let things go. What if blowing it up wasn’t enough? What if the demons—or whatever it was possessing non-magical folk—came back? I didn’t want that. Especially since I’d seen what happened to witches hunted by demons.

      Turned out we—as in witches, those born of human parents and bearing magic—were a tasty treat to them. A jelly-filled donut they liked to munch on. Some of the people who’d died were my friends, and since my life goals didn’t include feeding a demon, I tended to have a vested interest in ensuring it didn’t happen to me.

      I also owed it to my coven to make sure it didn’t happen to any more members. Losing witches meant fewer fees to help pay the rent on our coven headquarters.

      And when I say coven, I should add that we don’t dance around fires buck-naked praying to Satan. Nor do we have major orgies—a letdown for many applicants. At least once they were told, it tended to weed out the less serious.

      So what did a coven of witches do? Other than moral support, we tended to get together for spell potlucks where we exchanged recipes, shredded ingredients, cooked up a bunch of potions in our cauldrons, and then went our merry ways until the next full moon or All Hallows’ Eve.

      Being a witch was less exciting than people thought.

      We were also discriminated against.

      “Listen here, bud.” I leaned in closer, my fingers curling into fists on his desk. “I am the witch liaison for this sector, which means you can’t shove me out of an active investigation involving us.” Actually, the wizards probably could. Witches were barely recognized by the so-called true magic users. Our diluted bloodlines were an embarrassing reminder that their ancestors had once frolicked with humans.

      Mr. Snooty didn’t look impressed, nor did he change his mind. “Your coven will receive a report with the investigating group’s findings once they’ve completed it.”

      “And how long will that take?” Uttered with the deepest sarcasm I could manage. Having dealt with the TDCM and its various sub-branches before, I knew it meant months, maybe more given their track record.

      “Our best wizards are working on it.”

      “Working on it?” I couldn’t help a high note of annoyance. “People are dying now.”

      “Actually, ever since the Peabody incident, there have been no new reported cases.”

      True, but I for one wasn’t fooled. The demons had found a way into our world. They might be lying low for the moment, but I doubted it would last.

      “You’re a moron,” I muttered as I spun on my heel, meaning to stomp out.

      As departures went, it might have been more impressive if I hadn’t bounced off a chest. A big and solid chest that sent me flying and landing, quite unceremoniously, on my ass.

      The asshat at the desk snickered, which didn’t help my temper.

      A snarl might have curled my lip. “Watch where you’re going.”

      “Terribly sorry,” a cultivated male voice said, low and sexy. “I’m afraid I didn’t notice you.”

      I looked up, way up, and got treated to chiseled perfection. Square chin. Bright, dancing, blue eyes. Blond hair. Wearing a casual outfit.

      Obviously not a wizard. He’d have knocked me down and walked on past.

      Still, how did he not notice me? Did my flame-red hair not register?

      “Oh, don’t worry about it. I just love polishing the floor with my butt.” There might have been a liberal dose of sarcasm in there as I wiggled around.

      He reached out a hand, again, his polite manners giving away the fact that he wasn’t a magic-using douchenozzle. But if he wasn’t a wizard, then what was he?

      I felt a definite tingle when he grabbed my hand. A sizzle that made my girly parts sing va-va-va-voom. Since that never happened, I immediately assumed he wore a spell to make him more attractive to the opposite sex. So many men nowadays resorted to charms and magic instead of something old-fashioned like good manners.

      Without any effort on his part, he hauled me to my feet, but once I was upright, he didn’t release my hand.

      I should have tugged it away; however, I found myself rather fascinated. “Are you an elf?” Rude, yet I couldn’t contain my curiosity.

      At the query, his lips quirked. “Not exactly. And don’t let my parents hear you even hint at it. They’d be most insulted.”

      Offended to be compared to what many believed was the most prestigious race in existence? Elves and wizards, and even shapeshifters and vampires were no longer a secret to the world. Humans had found out about them by accident via a televised incident that no amount of claims stating it was doctored could appease.

      The supernaturals, as we humans tended to call them, those fascinating mystical creatures and beings we read about in fairy tales and legends, were real.

      And obnoxious.

      We lived in interesting times. With interesting people. And things that didn’t quite classify as people but demanded rights.

      The poor human governments were quite stymied. Especially when some of the more reclusive groups, such as the merfolk, began to demand tariffs on all goods floated on their seas. Apparently, the humans had been taking advantage of their oceans and abusing their waters for too long. The merfolk were quite done with humanity’s disdain for their oceanic territory.

      They hadn’t quite declared war yet, but some of the more egregious infractions—a tanker ship leaking oil and doing nothing about it, plus the whaler that was overfishing the waters off the coast of Newfoundland—became the first convicted casualties of the newly enforced Poseidon Laws. There was no appealing the decision. The Kraken ate the offending parties whole.

      Being a somewhat morbid spirit at times, I kind of wondered if someone got to yell, “Release the Kraken!” Wrong, and yet I felt no sympathy. Humans had been abusing the world for too long. It was about time someone did something about it.

      Of course, there were those that screamed it was our right to do as we pleased. Humans were the dominant race according to them. Humans made the rules.

      The supernaturals, in many cases, refused to acknowledge them, and there was no true way of enforcing the laws short of declaring war. There were some that argued we should.

      We lived in divided times.

      As my mind wandered through the various species I knew of, trying to fit the hot and mysterious man into one of those groups, I realized he still held my hand. He also exhibited an amused glint in his eyes.

      There goes Willow with her head in the clouds again. That was one of the nicer things kids had said about me when I was young. Those that chose to use meaner words? They got diarrhea in class. Bullying a witch, even a young one training in secret, was never a good idea.

      I tugged my hand free—the loss of contact quite sobering—and I drew myself to my five feet five inches and a half, the half being important when you’re short—and stated, in a haughty, if high-pitched voice, “I’d say thank you, but if you weren’t so oblivious, this could have been avoided.”

      “My apologies again. My mind was preoccupied with other matters.”

      Probably on where to have lunch. Someone this good-looking probably never entertained a serious thought.

      Ooh, that is mean, even for me. I shouldn’t let my bad mood over getting kicked out of the demon investigation turn me into a bitch. “If you’ll excuse me, I was just leaving.”

      “Going so soon? We just met.” His lips quirked into a smile that made my girly bits tingle.

      I armored myself against it and clutched the medallion at my neck, which wasn’t doing its usual job of filtering out magic. Maybe the spell on it needed refreshing.

      “I have business elsewhere.” Namely my crummy coven office in the warehouse district. I rented a rundown building for my group with concrete floors perfect for drawing protective circles—and also not easily ignited. When spells went wrong, fire usually followed.

      “Until we meet again, fair lady.” He inclined his head and moved past me to the reception desk. I almost turned to watch. A red-blooded woman, I wanted to see if the rear presented itself as nicely as the front.

      However, I restrained myself. Barely. If only I had the same self-control when it came to chocolate.
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      While Alistair would have liked to detain the witch—somewhere more private where he could truly speak to her—to do so would have invited suspicion. Especially since he’d intentionally stood in her path in order to meet her.

      What he’d not expected was for her to fall. It didn’t exactly set the proper tone. But there was nothing he could do about that now. At least he’d managed to get a first impression.

      Very attractive. Most definitely human. Humming faintly of magic. And did he mention attractive?

      With her generous curves, fiery red hair, and snapping green eyes, she definitely stood out.

      She also had attitude.

      While Alistair would have liked to pursue the intriguing witch to continue their discourse, he had business here.

      Business that could not wait.

      The reception desk for the TDCM—which the humans mistakenly assumed was for The Defense and Care of Mammals—was manned by a portly fellow with a face that would have looked better with Alistair’s fist in it.

      Alistair’s mood might have been somewhat shaped by the conversation he’d overheard. Insane that in this day and age such discrimination still happened. Human witches might not have the same magical strength as those with pure elven or other blood, but they deserved the same respect as any other magic user. After all, it meant, somewhere down the line, one of the species had frolicked with a human.

      But most wished to pretend that embarrassment hadn’t happened—even if it continued to occur, just with fewer accidents.

      It always baffled Alistair how the races treated the witches. Their skills were invaluable in many ways, not to mention pissing off the humans seemed rather shortsighted given they outnumbered non-humans about one hundred to one.

      The fellow at the desk shot him a bored stare. “State your name and business.”

      “Alistair Fitzroy.”

      “Never heard of you.” The man didn’t even look down to check his tablet.

      No wonder the redheaded lass was in such a temper. Such intolerable rudeness.

      Alistair leaned closer. “I didn’t ask if you’d heard of me. You will let me in. I am expected.”

      The other man eyed him up and down. “Maintenance crew are supposed to use the back entrance.”

      Pompous fool. He really had no idea who he messed with. “I am not with maintenance, and your attitude shall be reported. I am Alistair Fitzroy, and I was sent by La Fratellanza Di Magia,”—the brotherhood of magic based out of Italy—“because of my expertise in ancient languages.”

      “You’re the expert?” The receptionist eyed him up and down. “We expected someone older.”

      “You must be thinking of my father. He has, however, retired, and I am now taking his place. If you’re done causing me delay…” Alistair inclined his head toward the doors behind the desk, guarded by spelled runes to keep out the riffraff.

      Alistair could have busted in, but that wouldn’t endear him to the TDCM, or anyone else for that matter.

      “If you’ll sign here.” By sign, the man meant place his thumb on a parchment he slid out of a drawer to register his essence.

      With a sigh of annoyance, Alistair imprinted his thumb on the paper and then snapped, “Could you move a little faster? In my country, we don’t make our honored guests wait.”

      The rebuke served its purpose. “Just following the rules, Mr. Fitzroy—”

      “That’s Grande Mago Fitzroy to you.” At times like these, when dealing with pompous idiots, tossing out a title could prove useful.

      With the man put properly in his place, Alistair got a deferential head bob and a scurrying apology as the man stood from his desk and ushered Alistair past. “If you would come this way. Through this door, you’ll find the lift to the third floor and the investigative offices. Grand Whizziar Morfeus is the one heading this particular case.”

      “I know.” Alistair knew everything there was to know about the demonic problem plaguing this city. It was one of many in the world suddenly dealing with the body-snatching demons. The planets had aligned. Hell was coming to Earth.

      But that wasn’t common knowledge, yet.

      The TDCM offices were like any other modern building, he noted as he finally got past the moron at the desk. Lots of gray industrial carpet, grayer walls, chrome finishes, and, hidden in the hanging artwork, runes.

      While humans rarely got to set foot in the inner sanctum, the magical community had hidden for so long that they’d implemented necessary spells into their design. Spells such as look away, you don’t see a man with pointy ears or a green-skinned goblin.

      Oddly enough, though most of the hidden races had chosen to emerge into the public eye, some had elected to stay hidden. Vampires for one. They claimed that too many movies made them out to be the bad guys, and while Twilight had done much to elevate their status, they still preferred to stay in the shadows. Then there were the wizards, who liked secrecy and games. They also chose to remain a secret, more because they thought themselves too important to care what humans thought.

      Soon, no one would be able to hide. It was only a matter of time before technology and an unexpected video outed them.

      Taking the stairs because Alistair didn’t believe in the modern practice of enclosed boxes that rose on a pulley system, he made it to the third floor quite easily.

      It didn’t prove hard to find the office he needed—it was the one with a voice bellowing from it.

      “No. We are not contacting that hearth witch for information. We were all present. We know what we saw.”

      A voice murmured, and whatever they said caused another loud outburst. “I said no, and that is final.”

      Final according to him, not according to Alistair. It didn’t take a genius to guess that the witch he’d met downstairs was the one being argued about. If she did have information, then he would gladly question her. Over dinner and a drink.

      With a firm knock, he announced his presence.

      The door was whipped open. A tall and gangly fellow poked his head out. “Who are you?”

      “Is that the tea and biscuits?” asked someone else from within the room.

      “No. Just some maintenance fellow who is lost. You have the wrong room.” The reed-thin guy went to close the door, but Alistair had endured quite enough from fools already today.

      He blocked the door and shoved it open, sending the guy stumbling.

      “Just because I am not wearing robes or a suit doesn’t make me maintenance,” Alistair barked. “I am also not in the wrong place. I am here because my presence was requested.”

      “I requested tea and biscuits, not some male model,” announced the man who’d been yelling but a moment ago.

      Alistair took in his appearance; as was the case with most elves, the rude fellow stood rather tall. He was gray-haired, the strands combed back and held in a queue at his neck. The sharp features and porcelain skin tone hinted at a strong elvish background, yet he wasn’t pure. His round ears, hidden by hair, yet not peaking at the tips gave that away. He wore a suit, the pale yellow linen of his shirt matched by the striping in his gray tie.

      Alistair’s lip curled. “You must be Morfeus.”

      “I am Grand Whizziar Morfeus. Who are you? How dare you interrupt important matters.”

      Alistair tucked his hands behind his back. “As mentioned, my presence was requested. La Fratellanza Di Magia sent me. I am Fitzroy.”

      “You’re too young to be Fitzroy.” A frown creased Morfeus’s brow.

      “You’re thinking of my father. He retired.”

      “I wasn’t informed of this.”

      “Because you didn’t need to know,” Alistair remarked.

      “And you’re here to what, take his place?” Mockery hued the words, and Alistair could have taken offense, except…I am better than he is.

      “I am as knowledgeable as, if not more learned than, my father when it comes to ancients languages and forgotten histories. Now, are we going to indulge in a boring exchange of credentials, or shall I do what I came here for? I was told you had something that no one could decipher.”

      Morfeus struggled, wanting to assert his superiority, yet at the same time, refusing to show Alistair what he’d come to do would make him appear weak and petty. “It’s gibberish,” he finally declared.

      Gibberish that couldn’t be photographed or drawn. There’d been many attempts. Even live videos failed to show it. Fascinating stuff. It meant Alistair had had to travel here in person to see it.

      “Are you an expert in languages?” Alistair asked. “Have you studied ancient Babylonian and the lost language of the Hunnic? Are you versed in the dead scripts of the Eteocretan?”

      “No, but—”

      Alistair interrupted. “There is no but. You are not qualified to speak on this subject. Only I am. You would do well to stick to the things you can do. Like perhaps finding out where that tea and those biscuits have gone to.” Petty perhaps, but enjoyable.

      “You can’t speak to me like that. I am a—”

      “Step below me in status. I know. And yet, I am allowing you to speak freely. Or would you prefer we turn this gathering more formal and use our proper titles?” Alistair arched a brow, his lips pulled in a half smirk.

      The other men in the room, three besides Morfeus, fought to restrain their snickers while Morfeus turned a shade of red that probably wasn’t healthy.

      “You can’t speak to me like that. I am a Grand Whizziar.”

      “Which is below a Grande Mago, which means I can and will speak to you any way I like. The World Council of Mages has put me in charge of this investigation due to your lack of findings.”

      “They did not!” he exclaimed.

      “Oh, I assure you, they have. Apparently, they could no longer ignore your incompetence.”

      “You lie. If that were true, they would have—” A flurry of ringtones went off, from a delicate bird chirping to the honk of a boat.

      Alistair ignored them as the wizards present whipped out their phones to check the urgent message. He tucked his hands behind his back as he studied his new workspace. The office was boring with its pale gray walls, and small. It also lacked a decent view. Nothing like his usual quarters, but it would have to do.

      He’d have Morfeus clean out his things—after the pompous fool fetched their refreshments.

      “I don’t believe it.”

      “Believe what?” Alistair asked with fake innocence.

      “I’m to give you my office while you are heading the investigation and offer you any assistance you might require.  There must be a mistake.” Morfeus couldn’t have looked more appalled.

      Alistair, though, felt quite gleeful. “No mistake, and mighty kind of you to step down while those more qualified handle things.” Alistair rubbed his hands together. “Now that we’ve settled that, I think we need more than tea and biscuits. Fetch us some sandwiches, would you? No crusts. And on fresh bread. We’ve got a lot of work to do.”

      It wouldn’t be long before the next demon attack occurred, and he wanted to be ready to meet it.
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      Is TDCM right? Were the demon attacks really going to stop? My gut, and a healthy dose of paranoia, had me convinced we’d just seen the start of it.

      For once, I wanted to be wrong. Demons weren’t good for anyone. Not humans, wizards, and most especially witches.

      So why then was the college of wizards, and the idiots running things, so determined to cut off their noses to spite their faces? How could they let their dislike of my impure origins prevent them from collaborating with me? We were on the same side.  We both wanted to stop demon attacks.

      Didn’t we?

      What possible reason could they have for not wanting to stop the possession of household pets and humans by parasitic entities?

      What if they want to eliminate witches? Their disdain for us ran deep, but surely even they wouldn’t stoop to allowing our savage murder?

      Demons didn’t just enjoy witch blood. Any magical blood would do. I’d seen one snack on the head doofus, Morfeus, at a library incident. The demons have only come after witches so far—easy prey—but what about when witches became scarce? Guess who they would turn to next?

      Maybe if a few wizards got munched on, they’d change their tune. Not that I wished it on them. I didn’t wish getting ripped apart and eaten by demons on anyone. Except for the jerk who’d broken into my car and stolen my Guardians of the Galaxy CD—which given the advent of streaming was practically vintage. I hoped the thief burned in a special place in Hell.

      If the TDCM thought themselves too good for me, then screw them. I’d work on my own. I had resources. Perhaps not the same ability to grease palms as Morfeus and his crew, but I’d amassed a fair amount of friends over the years. As for those who couldn’t be bought? They could be cursed. I never claimed to be a good witch.

      I pulled my car—a tiny little eco-friendly thing—into the chain-linked yard that passed as a parking lot. It had no lines and was covered in gravel. Paving it proved an expense I just couldn’t afford, and my landlord almost had a heart attack laughing when I asked.

      Exiting my vehicle, I stretched and popped my limbs. My vehicle lacked the size and comfort of other cars, but I liked to think I did my small part to help the Earth.

      It didn’t hurt that my cousin Vinny had gotten it for me at a sweet, factory-price deal.

      Pulling my satchel from the trunk—just about the only thing that would fit in it—I turned to survey my office. The official coven headquarters for this sector—which covered five states.

      Sounded impressive, right?

      Wrong. The reality wasn’t anything close.

      The warehouse looked depressing in daylight. Gray sheet metal exterior dotted with dirty windows, blacked out from the inside.  A few of them were missing panes, teenagers having thrown rocks at them until they learned better—my windows tended to throw back, harder. That missing glass was covered in plywood.

      Hard to believe this ugly excuse of a building was the headquarters for the Glas Cailleach, one of the biggest covens in the United States.

      Biggest, and yet the youngest witch ran it. With me being just over thirty years of age, many had argued that I didn’t have the maturity to manage a group this size. But none could deny I had the magic. The trials they’d put me through made that clear.

      It also helped that no one wanted to deal with the pompous fools at the TDCM offices, except for me. Apparently, I was a sucker for punishment.

      Entering, my male secretary—because today’s world had an excess of men and a lack of women, some weird biological thing that scientists couldn’t figure out—looked up from his computer. The glasses perched on the tip of his nose were a bright red today, the frames contrasting with Kal’s ebony hair and green eyes.

      A good-looking guy, Kal didn’t lack for companionship. With the world population tipping in the Y chromosome area, the stigmas against homosexuals had finally been eradicated.

      People were now free to love whomever they wanted, and if you were a woman and wanted more than one guy?

      Well, hell, there were tax breaks if you did your part to keep the population happy and growing.

      Not me, though. I wasn’t ready to settle down with a reverse harem and pop out babies like so many of my friends had. Not that I was averse to the idea of children, more like I’d yet to find a man I wanted to have any with.

      At the risk of sounding totally snobby, considering how much I hated Morfeus and his haughty gang of wizards, I wasn’t sure I could settle for a regular ol’ human.

      I had magic at my fingertips. I could do incredible things. Impossible things. I kind of wanted my kids to inherit that ability, not to mention a guy I could share that with.

      According to my mother, I needed to stop being so picky.

      “Have I introduced you to Frederick yet?” Frederick was my mother’s eighteen-year-old and single neighbor. Then there was Billy, the Geek Squad guy who came to fix her computer on a regular basis because she refused to put her coffee in a travel mug. And don’t forget Stavros. Sure, he was pushing eighty with great-grandkids, but he’d just buried wife number three.

      I don’t need help finding a man. Men were bountiful. Men that weren’t jerks or only after sex? Those were much rarer. Scarcer even than unicorns, which it turned out were quite plentiful once they stopped hiding.

      Perhaps Mother had a point. Maybe I did need help. After all, when was the last time I went on a date?

      The fact that I couldn’t remember didn’t bode well.

      “So, we got a call from the TDCM,” Kal announced.

      “Did they change their mind about having me on their taskforce?” I asked. Maybe they realized the error of their ways.

      Ha. Pigs would fly before that happened.

      But didn’t a lab claim to have grown wings on a pig?

      The world needed a better expression.

      “The call had nothing to do with the case. They wanted to know if you were going to have a plus one for the ball.”

      Only if Hell froze over. “Are you freaking kidding me?” As if I didn’t have better things to worry about than some stupid ball.

      As head of the coven, I was expected to attend. After all, my witchy ancestors had fought for their right to be recognized by the supernatural groups and not be burned at the stake.

      If I were to be completely honest, the ball wasn’t completely horrible. I got to hobnob with some really interesting people because it wasn’t just wizards that attended but also folks from all supernatural walks of life.

      All kinds. Since the event usually took place at the Atlantis—a newly built establishment for the supernatural with the world’s largest aquarium—even the merfolk deigned to attend. Although they did grumble about being forced to have their females wear bathing suit tops. Apparently, it went against their aquatic beliefs. But for the comfort of those who didn’t believe in nudity, they complied and hid the nipples. Which led to a movement that protested, topless of course, with signs that said Free the Boobies.

      “What should I tell them?” Kal asked. “Apparently, they need a final head count for the caterers.”

      Tell them my love life sucks. The only guy I could think of on short notice was sitting in front of me and would probably end up in a corner making out with a high-ranking elf.

      For some reason, I thought of the blond hottie I’d met that morning. I’d bet he’d look pretty good in a tux. However, even I wasn’t desperate enough to hunt him down and ask him to be my date.

      Yet.

      Things could change, though. With demons invading our world, who knew what the future held? I might decide I needed one last hurrah.

      “How about I hold off on replying,” was Kal’s diplomatic suggestion.

      I shook my head. “The ball is in less than a week, I doubt I’ll have a date in that short of time. Tell them no.” I’d fly solo, just a desperate witch in a dress forced to shave her legs and wedge her feet into heels.

      Shit. Speaking of a dress… I still had to go shopping for one since it was considered quite gauche to wear the same one year after year. Obviously, a
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