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        Everybody’s brave until they realize the Beetle wears stilettos!

         

        The Magical Hippo is pink

        The beautiful Mistletoe is dead

        Great Goddess in gold Go-Go boots!

        There’s a fourteen-foot Bug in the shed!

         

        Where the heck is the Dragon?

        I lost my green and red scrunchie.

        Hillary ate all the scones.

        What’s a Witch to do for a munchie?

         

        The phone is ringing off the hook.

        I need to brush my teeth.

        There’s a Gargoyle in my office.

        Who took my gorgeous Christmas wreath?

         

        Real love is alive.

        Happily ever after exists.

        Dreams do come true.

        Find your Dragon and give him a kiss!

         

        A sexy paranormal romp where this Brown Witch conjures true love with a mighty Archer Dragon!
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      Hi! Hello! And how are you doing today? I am so glad you’re here. My name is Ada Sloane Brown, and I am the… Well, that is to say, I am…

      Okay, let's try this again. Hello there, fellow reader. My name is Ada Sloane Brown, and I am the Brown Witch of TBD. Yes, I know that means To Be Determined, but TBD sounds better than saying, "Hi. I'm Ada Sloane, the Brown Witch of Who The Hell Knows", right? Yeah, I thought so, too, heeheeheee. All of this is, as I’m sure you’ve guessed, to say that at this moment in time, I have not been Blessed by the Great Goddess of All with my One True Gift.

      Of course, I'm not worried at all. No, seriously, I'm not. I wouldn't lie to you. I am really not freakin’ out the tiniest bit, and here’s why…

      If you remember, my Cousin Davie hadn’t found out what her Gift was until she took a long journey to perform the Ancient Ritual of Revelation and Renewal by summoning the Mystical Flames of the Fire of Tailtiu, the the Celtic Earth Goddess–and she was way older than I am. (Don't tell her I said that. Do not even mention that I so much as hinted that she is now two hundred years old. She gets testy about her age. I have no clue why, but it's better to be safe than sorry. I seriously do not want the Brown Witch, who, along with her Mate, is Blessed by the Goddess, to be the Protector of Magic, who also chases away the Chill of Winter and Ushers in the Glow, Growth, and Rebirth of Spring, to be mad at me. She has been known to make sunflowers grow out of orifices that shouldn't be mentioned in polite society of any person who upsets her–and I do not look good in yellow. You know what I mean? Good! Thanks!) So, anywho, based on Cousin Davie’s experience, I figure I’ve got time to figure out what my One True Gift is.

      That, my friend, is why I am not stressing.

      Also, I’m not one to embark on expeditions. The Great Goddess or another equally important Deity will get in touch when the time is right. I’ve seen it happen before, and I know it will happen again–for me.

      Also, I'm a homebody who likes to read, read, and, well, read some more. I love the written word in all its forms from Ancient Antiques to Zoology and everything in between–with a special fondness for Romance. Yep! It's true. A good love story with an independent woman who isn't afraid to speak her mind and a handsome Alpha man who are just head-over-heels for each other is my thing with a capital T-H-I-N-G! Therefore, I am pretty darn happy about the downtime. It means no one can tell me to get my nose out of a book or holler when there is yet another crisis that needs the attention of a Brown Witch.

      It also bears mentioning my other reason for staying close to home. You see, my Familiar, Daphne, is a mini-Book Dragon. Yes, they are real. Well, she is real and swears that her Clan is also–which I have to believe since she exists. Let me say it again: Book Dragons are real, and let me assure you that Daph is not just a slogan on a T-shirt.

      Book. Dragons. Exist. (She made me say it again.)

      And that long, drawn-out explanation of who my Familiar is, the one being other than my One True Fated Mate that the Great Goddess decreed that I would share my soul with, is to get to one important point–that a true Book Dragon does not like to fly. Daphne Ruby Dragonfire does not even like to flap her wings to get to the highest book on the highest shelf. She says the Universe, the Great Goddess, and all The Powers That Be gave her Magic for a reason, and she will use it rather than lose it.

      Furthermore, she says flying makes her wings tired and makes her sweaty, and using Ancient Mysticism to stay hidden from human eyes is just too much work when there are still so many books that need to be read. On the latter, I must agree.

      Also, there was a method to the Great Goddess's Madness because not only do Daphne and I share a love of reading and are both homebodies, but we also both love a steaming bottomless mug of specialty coffee sweetened with Splenda and lightened with cream. As if that wasn't enough to keep me in my cute little cottage with floor-to-ceiling bookcases on every available wall, there is the tedious little fact that my Familiar has a nasty habit of shooting flames at my rather beautifully bodacious behind if I even mention venturing outside the city limits of Nowhere, USA.

      Therefore, we stay home, read to our hearts’ content, drink coffee, and have a whole load of fun.

      Now, all of this rather long-winded introduction is my way of saying that I, Ada Sloane Brown, will be narrating this story, and with any luck, the rest of the fantastical tales of the Brown Witches and Archer Dragons included in the Dragon Guard Holiday Love Stories series. It is a great honor. One I do not take lightly and will do everything in my considerable power to execute to the best of my abilities.

      I am also so excited that I’m butt-dancing in my comfy chair. When I got the invitation from Auntie Eleanor and Julia Mills to do this special retelling, I was so happy that I baked blueberry scones for Daphne from scratch.

      Likewise, it bears mentioning that I am over the moon ecstatic to get to meet you. I just know we’re gonna be fast friends. I mean, we're starting off on the right foot. We both like reading about the Archer Dragons and Brown Witches, right? Yay!

      Okay, so without further ado, and because Daphne says I have gone on too long, it is my pleasure to tell you the story titled Mistletoe Wishes and Dragon Kisses.

      Talk to you after we find out if one very special Brown Witch and her hunka-hunka-burnin’-love Archer Dragon find their happily ever after.

      Until then, happy reading.

      Your friend and fellow avid reader,

      Ada Sloane Brown, The Brown Witch Extraordinaire of TBD
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      “Okay., okay, okay, I’ll…”

      “I just don’t know what to do, Glo. I mean, we’ve got… That is to say, we need…  Or maybe I should be saying that you need… Or would it be better to say that somebody needs…? Oh! Wait! Is there anyone else we can…?”

      “I understand, Gustav,” she stressed, putting all the emphasis on his name with the hopes that he took a breath. When he didn’t, she plastered on a smile she hoped was reassuring even as it felt incredibly fake and ignored the incessant beeping in her head. Then, shoving a shit-ton of Happy-Happy-Joy-Joy Enchantment into her voice, she continued in a soothing tone. “I assure you that you’ve come to the right person, my friend. Have I ever let you down?”

      “Well, no, it’s just that we…”

      “Yes, we have worked together for years,” she continued what she hoped he was trying to say in an effort to keep the conversation moving. “Some might even say centuries, and we have always gotten the job done. We can do this, Gustav. We are an unstoppable team.”

      With her frustration and trepidation levels rising at an astronomical rate, she couldn’t help but feel like a real Reindeer’s behind for giving one of the nicest people she knew what could only be described as a hope and a prayer. Sadly, she didn’t know what was happening and if she could fix it because she hadn’t had a second to think, much less assess the situation.

      Even worse was the fact that she’d interrupted what Gustav was saying when she, known as Glo and named Gloria Angelica Brown by her momma, did not interrupt anyone, ever.

      Well, she didn't interrupt anyone but Hill, aka Hilly, aka Hillary, her fastidious and sometimes facetious Familiar. Still, things were going from bad to worse at a high rate of speed while Glo was sadly lacking in caffeine, was sleep deprived, and was totally unprepared to handle even the smallest crisis.

      It wasn't an excuse. It was a fact–an irrefutable fact that was gnawing away at Glo like ants chowing down on the icing of one of her Auntie Eleanor's famous Texas Sheet Cakes during the Annual Brown Family Coven Reunion Get Together and Gathering Picnic. She not only had no idea what in the Sam Hill was going on, but she didn't know where it was coming from or how to stop it because, and here was the rub, she didn't know what the Sam Hill was happening.

      To make matters worse, the 'phone' in her head was ringing, binging, and ting-a-linging off the hook with each and every 'call' marked URGENT in glowing and flashing big red letters. It was quite literally driving her battier than she already was, and that was saying something at that time of year. Glo's morning had become an eleven-cauldron fire, with the flames getting hotter by the second, and she didn't have a clue where her Magical fire extinguisher was.

      Gustav would just have to understand her impertinence. Right? Well, she was hoping and praying that was the case. After all, he’d always been an incredibly understanding soul.

      If he didn’t understand and/or forgive her for interrupting, and if they both survived the Holidays, she would simply smooth over any hurt feelings that might remain by sending him a basket of his favorite candy with a big red bow and a handwritten card with an apology. She would order it from Sadie Sue’s Sweet Shoppe, the best candy store on the planet, and it would be enormous.

      It would be so dadgum big that it would barely fit through the door of his tiny, well-appointed, cute-as-a-button cottage at the entrance of the lush and lavish landscaped acreage known as Gustav's Glorious Greenhouse and Greenery. It would not only make up for her rudeness but show Gustav how much she valued his hard work and friendship.

      But first, she had to calm the poor Elf, get him off her mental phone, and find out who else needed her immediate attention. There hadn’t been an eleven-cauldron emergency in three centuries, and she wasn’t about to have one on her watch and in her very own living room.

      “I promise I’m on it, Gustav. I would never leave you hangin’. You’re the fifth…”

      "Make that sixth," Hillary corrected from her position atop the antique, cherrywood bookcase housing some of the oldest Grimoires and Tomes of the most ancient Brown Witches, as well as her favorite romance novels.

      Blessed–or cursed, depending on the day–Gloria Angelica Brown, the Brown Witch of Peace, Protection, and Eternal Love, had been decreed by the Great Goddess of All to share part of her soul with none other than Hillary K. Hippo. From that fateful day so very long ago to the present, they were known as Brown Witch and Familiar to everyone in the Supernatural, Preternatural, and Magical World.

      As such, a few things were very important to note:

      (1) Gloria Angelica Brown would only answer to Glo. At the ripe young age of four, it was the nickname given to her by her favorite cousin, the one and only Molly Brown-Archer. It stuck. She'd loved it, wholeheartedly embraced it, and endorsed it with all the gusto of a very happy four-year-old. The rest was pretty much history. Well, there was an exception to the rule–as there usually was. Three incredibly special Beings in all the universe were allowed to call Glo by her government name, Gloria Angelica. They were as follows: Molly Brown-Archer, Glo's momma, and the Great Goddess Herself.

      (2) As mentioned before, Glo was the Brown Witch of Peace, Protection, and Eternal Love. On the day of her birth, the Great Goddess Of All appeared, kissed her forehead, and said, "You, Gloria Angelica Brown, like all the Brown Witches before you, the ones living and the ones looking down from the Heavens, have a very special and important Calling known as your One True Gift. You, Little One, will be the Brown Witch of Peace, Protection, and Eternal Love, and as such, you will have a very important job. As we all know, on December twenty-third of every year, people all over the world celebrate the Feast of Potentials, or as the Ancient Druids called it, the Day of Creation."

      “On this very special occasion, a Holiest of Holy Days, we give thanks for the precious little flowering plant known as Mistletoe. As Old Man Winter’s equivalent of the Mighty Oak Tree, this little white blossom with its oval, evergreen leaves reminds us that even in the harshest of weather, there is Peace. When it seeks refuge in the ever-present Fir Tree, we must remember to Protect those we hold dear. Most importantly, when standing under the Mistletoe with the one made for you by the Universe, the one person in all the world who completes you as no other, you are not to squander the opportunity. You are to hold them tight, kiss them with all the love in your heart, and promise that through good times and bad times, you will always be there for them because, Gloria, that is what Eternal Love is."

      (3) Lastly, and quite probably the most important thing of all, Gloria Angelica Brown knew who her Mate was. She knew who the Universe had made for her and, likewise, who she completed as no other. They met when they were children. They became best friends in kindergarten. They had learned to ride bikes on the cracked sidewalks behind Brown Manor on the other side of the Swamp in none other than Nowhere, USA. And most of all, the one and only Christopher Alexander Archer was the first boy–the only boy–she'd ever kissed under the Mistletoe. Sadly, Chris and his brothers were gone before she could tell him how much he meant to her. Not dead. Just gone.

      Poof!

      Disappeared in the middle of the night.

      Gone. Gone. Gone.

      Then, as Fate and The Powers That Be would have it, the Archer Brothers returned. Unfortunately, Glo had not gotten back in touch with Chris, but then again, he hadn’t come knocking on her door either.

      Hillary, the aforementioned Familiar, had a few theories on the subject that Glo refused to entertain. It was nothing new. Hill thought she was right, and Glo knew she was wrong. They agreed to disagree or, in truth, stomped off in opposite directions until the next time the subject of the Witch's Mate reared its contrary head.

      Speaking of Hillary K. Hippo….

      After correcting Glo on the number of frantic and panicked calls she’d already received, the Pygmy Hippo sat upon that gorgeous, antique cherrywood bookcase, in all her imagined glory, drinking tea and eating scones made by none other than Glo’s cousin, Lucy Brown-Archer, the Brown Witch of Magical

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          	
        Shrieking with a fair amount of horror and what she was sure was more than a smidgen of awe, Gustav squealed, "Glo, are you alive! Should I call 321? Do you need the Witch Warden? Isn't that your Auntie or another Brown Witch? What about the Water Dragon Fire Service? I can call 125, but I don't think Santa is available! Tell me what to do!”
      

      

      

      
      
        
          	
        The perfectly painted red door at the front of her home swung open and in came all the happiness and joy of her best friend in all the whole world, Em Aithnea MacIvor, and the Fey Dragon’s boyfriend, Tech Genius extraordinaire, Nostradamus. In her usual sunshine, daffodils, and lovely way, Em sing-songed, “Helllooooo, my beautiful people! Never fear! We are here to save the day! Noss and I have created…. Oh, wow!” Stopping to chuckle, the sound filled with so much delight and joyfulness that Glo almost–just almost–snickered along, Em added with a cheery giggle, “Well, hell, Noss, looks like we’re just in time to save Hilly’s life.”
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