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        Bubble, bubble, who the hell asked for a bubble?

        We’re off to the Swamp, a nasty hex to tromp.

      

        

      
        Wanda the wand is rarin’ to scoot, and the crazy Wolf is a root-a-toot-toot. (Sorry, rhyming's not my thing. Talk to Daisy. She's the danged poet.)

      

        

      
        Grab your boots, your magic, and a big can of bug spray, I’mma need all the help I can get to keep this evil at bay.

      

        

      
        The Dragonettes are out like a light with no little Prince Charmings in sight.

        Yes, there’ll be Gators, but no worries, they’ve all been fed. Even that nasty little redhead,

        Nannette and her crazy brother, Ted.

      

        

      
        P.S. If you see Dash, tell him to get his Slothy butt to the Swamp!
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      "Now, that was one helluva opening night!" Tossing the terry rag I'd used to clean the bar top into the hamper like I was an All-Star NBA forward at the buzzer of game seven of the finals, I cheered, "Hell yeah!" Then, just because I’m me, did a little boot-scoot to the music blaring from the jukebox.

      “Guess Hairy Wart was seriously ready for the Hairy Hangout to reopen?” Thibaut (Pronounced T-boe for y’all who aren’t from around here, like me.) snickered with a grin, letting me know how very pleased with himself he was.

      To be honest, I'd had a crush as big as Cupid himself on that sexy Wolf from the moment he rode into town. (Dude, has a custom Harley that is one fine piece of machinery.) So smitten, I even convinced my sisters to help him fix up the burnt-out shell of a bar Miss Bunny said had been an eyesore on the main strip of our little town for more than ten years.

      Then, pretty much par for the course where my luck is concerned, I figured out he wasn't my True Fated Mate. But every cloud has a silver lining. We ended up best buddies instead of lovers. (Just so's ya' know, I did finally find out who my Mate is. To date, he’s slinked off to parts unknown after the shit hit the fan a few months ago. As far as I'm concerned, he can damn well stay in whatever tree he’s hanging from. Dumb, lunk-headed, buttface.)

      Giving Thibaut a nod, I teased, “Yeah, I guess we did alright. Lord knows we were busier than a cat coverin’ crap on a marble floor.”

      And I had the aches to prove it. The bottom of my feet were on fire from runnin’ around like a chicken with my head cut off when my arms decided to join the ‘Kick Jamie’s Ass’ party. Hurtin’ like a nasty son of a bitch, they felt like overcooked, dried out, then heated up again, cheap, bagged noodles.

      I’d been mixin’ drinks and pullin’ the handle on eight kegs all damned day and most of the night. Hairy Wartians, as I called them, damn sure liked to drink. Yep, I was almost too tired to think, but I still had to give Thibaut as big ole rasher of Witchy shit.

      “Maybe there’ll be a real crowd tomorrow night,” I teased with a straight face and made-up snotty attitude. Watching the shock wash over his face, I added, “Unless you scared everybody off, ya’ grumpy old asshole.”

      Getting my joke and snickering out loud as he threw a dirty bar towel at my head that I caught in midair, he ended up laughing out loud when I added, “Missed my face by a mile. Ya’ know ya’ gotta do better than that in ya’ get one over on the Jamie Mac, Wolfboy.”

      “That’s Wolfman to you," he teased, picking up a chair and turning it over onto the nearest table. "You’re a serious pain-in-my-ass, but I don't know how I’m ever gonna thank you and your sisters for helpin' get this place up and runnin' in record time. Havin' to pay cash upfront to old man Mooney damned near took every last penny I had saved."

      “Well, you already let Rosie and Benny use your daddy’s cabin in the woods and sent Kerrirose and Freddie to some cosplay thingamajigger they were dying to attend.”

      “Yep!” He grinned. “And Daisy and Mal are all tucked up in the mountains and I got the wood to make the cradle for Faith and Beau’s baby.”

      “Dude, you are on. the. ball.”

      Making a show out of shining his nails then blowing on ‘em, he snickered, “And… I have something fun planned for you, my friend.”

      “Oh no, Mr. Howl-At-The-Moon,” I scoffed almost without giggling while continuing to wipe the shiny wooden bar. "You’re kinda ‘fun’ scares the bejeezus outta me.” Unable to hold back, I laughed out loud which had him barking right along.

      Catching my breath, I added, “In all seriousness, you’ve done more than enough. It’s me who should be thankin’ you for givin’ me a job. Never thought about bartendin’ but I love it.” Letting out a tired breath, I went on, “And, well, I've been thinkin’…”

      “That’s new for you, innit?”

      “Shut up, T.” I flipped a coaster like it was a frisbee in his general direction. “As I was sayin’, this whole detective thing just isn’t for me." Spinning a napkin embossed with the logo of my favorite beer in circles by the corner, I sighed, "I mean, havin' a family is better than sliced bread and homemade raspberry jam and walking right into a family business is crazy awesome. It was always just me and mom. Every single one of my crazy-ass sisters are the best. I love ‘em a little more every day.”

      Shifting from one foot to another, I bit my bottom lip before going on. “I mean, I know Faith really wants us all working at Southern Fried Sass, but I'm not the paperwork-filling, listen-to-old-ladies-talk-about-their missin'-cats, findin’-kids-who-are-sneakin’around-drinkin’-beer-and-smokin’-cigarettes-while-hiding-from-their-helicopter parents-kinda girl. And, good Goddess, do not get me started on Portia."

      “I hear ya’ there, Girl." Thibaut stopped what he was doing and looked over his shoulder with a that-girl-is-crazy-as-a-bed-bug look. "I finally had to pretend like I liked fellas to get that peculiar Pink Pixie to leave me alone. She’s one scary little girl with the magical power to back it all up."

      “Dude, who are you…”

      “Jamie…”

      The barely audible sound of my name coming from somewhere under the beer coolers had me stopping midsentence and blurting out, “You hear that, T?”

      “Hear what?”

      “Jamie! Jamie MacElfresh!”

      A little louder and undoubtedly more insistent, the voice yelled again. Dropping to my knees, I hunkered down and put the side of my head right on the floor. (Oh stop! I knew it was clean. I’m the one who mopped the damned thing.) Peering under the clear glass case housing all eight, shiny-silver beer kegs, I whipped Wanda, my trusty wand and the only thing I had left from my momma, outta my back pocket, instantly pointing the tip into the darkness.

      “Illuminate,” I murmured, examining every nook and cranny for who or, more to the point, what was hollering at me. (And before you give me a whole bushel full of shit, we were using 'illuminate' long before that Harry wizard kid was a gleam in his daddy's eye. Also, I know he uses that other word, I’m just coverin’ all my bases.)

      “What the hell are you doin’?”

      Bumping my head on the edge of the stainless-steel sink as Thibaut appeared on my side of the bar, effectively scaring the living daylights right outta me, I dropped Wanda on the floor, grabbed the back of my head, and snarled, “Gettin’ a damned concussion. Ever heard of tellin’ a girl before sneakin’ up on 'em.”

      Leaning on the counter and rolling his crystal blue eyes, the Wolf scoffed, “And what good would that do? If I’m tryin’ to sneak, I’m not gonna tell ya’ I’m comin’. Kinda defeats the whole purpose of bein’ sneaky, duddenit?” Grabbing a towel and wrapping it around a handful of ice, he added with a chuckle, “And, I wasn’t sneakin' up on ya'. I was comin’ to see if you’d finally lost whatever little bit of that wacky mind you had left.”

      “Ha-Ha-Ha.” Taking the icepack, I lifted it to the quickly rising goose egg atop my head and exasperatedly explained, “I’m not playin’ hide-and-sneak, someone or something was callin' my name. I swear, it came from there." Pointing at the spot where Wanda was still laying on the floor, I asked a tad more tenaciously, "You sure you didn't hear anything? Haven’t taken up ventriloquism without tellin’ me? Don’t fuck with me, T."

      “Darlin’, you’re the only dummy I know.” Laughing out loud at his own then jumping backward when I slapped at his shins, Thibaut put out his hands and wiggled his fingers. “Come on, let me help you up. Then I’ll see if I can find your ghost.”

      Getting back on my feet, I freely admit to taking a step backward. I mean, I stayed close, but I was freaked out, and my head hurt something fierce. Don’t get me wrong, I wanted to be right there when old Wolfie found out I wasn’t losing my marbles. I'm all about telling his cocky ass, 'I told you so.' I just wanted to be out of the line of fire, if there happened to be any.

      Watching and waiting, I made it about ten whole seconds (Patience is not a virtue I have ever possessed.) before asking, “Well, do you
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