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        For Mom.

        I haven’t always understood you,

        but I always love you.

        Thanks for believing in me.
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      Exploding turkeys, time-traveling visions, and a twenty-year-old mystery… and you have a Thanksgiving that’s gonna be downright Peculiar.

      
        
        *****

      

      

      I have everything I have ever wanted and so much more: a stable home, a loving husband, two kids, and great friends. Granted, everyone I know (and have birthed) is on the furry side, but so what?

      Weird is wonderful, especially in the wacky little place I calls home.

      But when a young man shows up on my doorstep claiming to be my long lost brother, his presence provokes a psychic walk down memory lane, challenging my ideas about myself, my past, and my future.
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      Kablam!

      Hoots and howls erupted from the men as they scuttled away from the metal cylinder sitting in the center of our backyard. One of those four yowling spouses belonged to me. Babe was the handsomest coyote shifter this side of the Ozarks. Even when he was red-faced and cursing.

      "I tried to tell him," Chav Smith, my best friend, said to me, Willy Boden-Corman, and Ruth Thompson. We’d all gathered on the back porch to watch the show.

      And man-oh-man, what a show.

      The hoots and howls turned into shouts of alarm as flames shot ten feet into the air, spraying fire everywhere. Luckily, all the men had vacated the hot zone. Babe, Billy Bob, Brady, and Ed did a panicked dance around the fire, swatting at it with towels and stripped T-shirts.

      "This is awesome," I said, watching our shirtless hotties turn pink in the heat. "Good call on that one, Chav."

      "I'm no dummy," she said. Chav's mahogany colored hair was pulled back into a braid, something she did more regularly now that she had a newborn whose tiny hands could yank those glossy locks really hard. She fidgeted with the braid’s brush-like tip and shook her head. "Deep frying a turkey has disaster written all over it."

      Our shortest and sassiest pal, Willy, nibbled on her lower lip. "Um, not to take away any value from this Darwin award moment, but all the kids are in the house, right?" She and her husband had a two-year-old with Willy's red hair and Brady's golden-colored eyes.

      "Yep," Ruth said distractedly. Her big brown eyes were wide with interest as her Disney princess nose twitched. "Lisa Ann and Emma Ray are playing with them in the living room." Lisa Ann and Emma Ray were the youngest Thompson girls and neither minded babysitting the little ones, especially since we were all paying them twenty dollars per child.

      "Oh!" Willy said on a laugh.

      Her husband Brady's T-shirt had burst into flames. He threw it down, and Babe and Ed took turns stomping on it.

      "This is fascinating," I observed. "Do you think if we wait long enough, they'll take off their pants?"

      Chav snorted. "As much as I love this new game of strip-so-you-don’t-die, it’s officially getting out of hand." She heaved up the fire extinguisher she’d brought from the kitchen.

      "Spoil sport," I told her, frowning as she pulled the pin and walked toward the fire. It had started to die down already, and a directed spray at the center of the inferno put it the rest of the way out.

      Willy, Ruth, and I enthusiastically clapped our approval. Chav did a quick curtsey in our direction.

      Billy Bob and Ed put their slightly charred shirts back on. Babe's was toast, and so was Brady's, of course. I walked to Babe and slid my arms around his trim waist. The man had muscles on his muscles. Yummy. "I've heard of dinner and a show, but dinner as a show?"

      "For the record," Chav said, "I told them twice that putting a frozen turkey into hot peanut oil was a seriously bad idea."

      Babe grinned at his sister then gave me a kiss. "Do we have another turkey?"

      "We have a tofurkey," I said. Since my visions, which focused mostly on animalkind, forced me to be a vegetarian, I'd bought the tofu turkey for myself.

      Babe made a face. "Yuck."

      I grunted. "If I had known you were going to turn the turkey into a weapon of mass destruction, I'd have bought a spare."

      He playfully swatted my butt. "And here I thought I married a psychic."

      I knew Babe was razzing me, but sometimes I wished my psychic ability worked better on the people I loved. Unfortunately, the more space someone took up in my heart the less space they took up in my visions. I snuggled closer, enjoying the warmth of his chest against my cheek. I tilted my head back to meet his gaze and wiggled my brows. "I have a few predictions for later."

      "Oh yeah?"

      "All right," Chav said. "How about we keep Thanksgiving festivities rated PG." She'd traded the fire extinguisher for the cutest little cuddle-monkey num-num in the whole wide world, my adorable nephew Rory.

      I disengaged from Babe. "Give me that baby!" I held out my arms and made a silly face.

      Rory kicked out his tiny legs and made a happy gasp.

      Chav laughed as she handed him over. "All the noise out here woke him up from his nap." Rory was five-months-old with Chav's dark brown hair and Billy Bob's gray eyes.

      Billy Bob wrapped his arms around Chav from behind. "Sorry we ruined Thanksgiving."

      "It's not technically Thanksgiving," Willy said.

      "Close enough," I told her. My BFFs and I had planned a big potluck get-together today, which was the Sunday before traditional Thanksgiving. And, as Ruth said when we were concocting our plan, "It's a good excuse to eat lots of pie."

      I personally didn't need a "good excuse" to eat pie. A day ending in "y" was reason enough for me. "Besides, it's not ruined," I said to Rory as I nibbled his yummy toes. "Auntie Sunny also bought two spiral hams."

      "And Mommy," Chav said, lightly booping her baby's nose, "brought an extra turkey." She tilted her head back to look at her husband. "It's in the cooler in the trunk."

      "I'll get the oil going," Babe offered.

      "You will not," I protested.

      "It's already cooked," Chav said as she kidnapped her son straight from my unwilling arms. "No deep frying required."

      “You’re amazing,” said Billie Bob. He leaned over to coo at Rory. “Isn’t your mama amazing?”

      “So, are you,” Babe whispered to me. I turned in my husband's arms, so my back was to his front, and I wiggled my derriere against his groin. He growled his pleasure.

      A vibration against my booty made me giggle. I elbowed
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