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Chapter One

	Manhattan New York

	Midtown…
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	I smiled… 
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	happily, as I swiveled back and forth in my new office chair. Finally, I was up and running, and this time it was my name on the door. 

	I had actually launched my biggest dream, the Supernatural Private Eye Investigation Agency! 

	Yeah, I know; still working on the name. 

	But I was finally happy for the first time in ten-years! I became a witch when I was five-years old, but it just never seemed to click for me. Of course, I had power, my family was aristocracy in the supernatural world, with fifteen-generations of witches before me, so it was a given. 

	My problem was, I didn’t know which to be…pun intended. I was the bane of my mother’s existence. Equally, I didn’t think there was a practicing witch or warlock in the world who didn’t know the Sandoval/Deveraux family. 

	I came from a long ancient line of Creole, Puerto Rican, and African witches, so magick was seriously in our blood and bloodline. 

	My second problem, I liked magick, yet most of the time I didn’t want to be…magickally delicious. So, when I turned twenty-one and told my family that I didn’t want to be a witch, you would have thought I spit on the Pope! Yeah, my family’s practicing Catholics as well on both sides, and that line runs just as far back, and just as deep.

	My mother literally went into what my nan calls the vapors and wouldn’t speak to me for a week. But I wanted to do something different with my life, not just be the next Sandoval witch in a long line of others. Like, I needed a cause to put to the magick, one that would make me feel like a decent half human being. 

	Like I really, truly wanted to help people, and not just in the normal witch way that we did like love potions, and spells that had no actual value, or turning it bleaker, and using dark magick. Even though I was magically delicious, I didn’t fuck with dark magick; you never knew what you could conjure. 

	I surveyed the clock, then moaned happily, because it was five-pm, technically signaling an end of the workday; even if I hadn’t done shit today but roam around this office reveling in it. 

	So, I got my Supernatural Private Investigator’s License, and that was one of the happiest days of my life! I continued to look around my empty, but stylishly furnished office. 

	Now I just needed a case. 

	I rose, then walked to the window to look out. I was in the new Hudson building, and although a grip monthly, I figured it was worth it, especially due to the rep that I needed to put out there. Not to mention, my mother would literally have a cow if I didn’t. 

	After all, I was a Sandoval regardless of if I wanted to join in the family business or not. I mean don’t get me wrong, I was stuck up magickly just like my family, however, I just didn’t want to do what they did. I used my magick on the regular and had to literally smack my own hand so to speak metaphorically, just so I wouldn’t use it for personal gain. That was something I didn’t play with either, because you never knew what the consequences would be if you did. 

	I walked back to my desk, then glared around my office, because I didn’t remember the book being on my desk. 
I peered around for a second time, walked to the waiting room, but the door was closed. I scowled deeper, then walked to the door. 

	It was locked. 

	I rubbed the back of my neck, then waved it off, because I hadn’t felt any magick. I walked back to my desk, sat down, then drew the book to me. It looked ancient, and the scowl refused to leave my face, because something was up. I opened the book, then ran my finger over the calligraphy. I panted, then snatched my hand back shaking the zap from it. As I looked down, my finger was bleeding.

	“Fucken shit, seriously amateur move Ciela.” I snapped at myself, then transferred my finger to my mouth. I took a deep breath as I felt my magick settle. I looked down at the book, around my office for a third time, then breathed a sigh of relief when nothing happened. 

	Thank God!.

	I timidly touched the page, nothing happened, so I did it for a second time. 

	Still nothing. 

	I patted the book several times, but still nothing. I groaned, then flipped the first page. My mouth dropped, because even though the book was seriously ancient, and it was an actual miniature portrait; if the artist painted his portrait to true life, this fucking man was gorgeous! Sable hair, if the artist painted it correctly, what looked like deep blue eyes, sexy scruff on his face, and even in his what looked like eighteen hundred’s suit, he cut a seriously sexy handsome figure. 

	His name was Callum Devoe McFigis, and he’d been a practicing warlock from eighteen-hundred-six to nineteen-forty-five in New Orleans Louisiana. So practically from birth because he’d been born in eighteen-hundred-five. 

	“Ooooh shit!” I said as I read that he’d been accused of Dark Magick, murder and mayhem, ultimately stripped of his magick, then hung. 

	“Dayum…not nice at all.” I said making a face. He’d sworn that he was innocent and had even given evidence and testimony about someone named Alexander Grimm, but the Elder Council didn’t believe him, and sentenced him to death anyway. I rubbed the back of my neck for the reason that the hairs suddenly stood on end. I swallowed hard, peered around the office once more, then rose and flipped on the Bose.

	“It is way too fucking quiet in here.” I grumbled, then turned up Maroon5’s Sugar. 

	That was better, I thought as the surround sound spun through the office. I walked back to the book, flipped the page, then peered around my office for a fifth time. Whatever that was, was gone now, and I felt relieved. 

	So, ole Cal cast a death spell, cursing each of the people who’d been involved in his frame up, but the Elders were able to stop it from killing all those involved in the so-called plot against him. He was hung, but for some reason someone forgot to burn the body, and a week later it simply disappeared. 

	“Shit.” I whispered as I rubbed the goose bumps from my arms, then slammed the book close. 

	“That’s enough of you. I am so not getting involved in this. Not to mention it’s two-hundred-fifteen-years ago. You cannot tell me that this is the only case I’ve got!” I complained, then yelped because someone knocked on my office door. I took several deep breaths, calmed myself, then walked to the door.

	“Yes?” I asked as I opened the door, when my brow rose.

	Got dayum! 

	He was amazing looking.

	“Hello, I was told that you solve …umm specific…problems?” He said, when I pulled a face, because I hadn’t even put out my flyers, or internet promo yet.

	“Aaaahh yes, but we don’t officially open until tomorrow.” I said, but he just brushed past me anyway. I jerked back, glared, exhaled deeply, then closed the door following him into my office. He took a seat across from my desk, then seemed to perk up as he saw the book on my desk.

	“Oh delightful, you received it.” He said smiling now, and I swear it changed the dynamics of his face. He was amazing looking when he was frowning, but God he was beautiful now.

	“You sent that?” I asked frowning deeper as I took a seat, and he nodded. 

	“Okay, but why? Its two-hundred-fifteen-years ago. I mean I feel sorry for him, he got a seriously bum deal if he was innocent; but it’s not like we can do anything about it now.” I said shrugging, when he glowered.

	“We can clear his name, so his existing family can take their rightful place in the hierarchy.” He snapped, and I was taken aback. 

	Something was so not right about this. 

	You know how you sense the person was telling you bullshit, not to mention lying? 

	Well, that’s what my bullshit meter was screaming loudly. 

	First, how the hell did he even find out about me, especially when the two members of my family who sat the Witches Council would have told no one, because they were embarrassed of it. 

	I was working beneath my stature to them. 

	I thought chuckling to myself. And second, what the fuck was I supposed to do about some ancient ass warlock who got a raw deal. I could do it, but I already said I don’t fuck with magick like that, because resurrecting someone was dark, and some witches even said evil, so even if I wanted to help him, I wasn’t doing that shit. 

	“That’s great and all, but I don’t have magick like that. Plus, I’m quite sure the Elders have sealed anything that might be connected to him, due to the fact that he was sentenced for the use of dark magick.” I lied, and now he literally glared at me with contempt. 

	He obviously could sense that I was lying about my magick, but the fuck outta here; I wasn’t raising shit; which I was quite sure he wanted me to do. 

	Clear his name my ass! 

	Something about this whole scene seemed off, and unnatural. Almost as if he were inhabiting someone else’s personality, which was why his appearance and attitude didn’t match. If he were human, which I felt he was not, then it wouldn’t faze me. I’d dated a passel of pretty assholes, but this was different. He jerked up, snatched up the book, then paused. 

	“Did you touch it!” He accused, when I looked up at him surprised.

	“Of course, you put it on my desk.” I sent back laughing, but the look on his face was anything but funny.

	“You stupid bitch! You activated the seal!” He yelled at me, jerked me up, when I sent the power into his body so strong, that he went flying into the wall. I drew the ball of electricity to my hand, glaring at him now.

	“Don’t ever put your fucken hands on me again. I may have gone a different way from my family, but that fucken Afro-Sandoval blood runs deep… confiaza, despite what you might think.” I spat trust, the power engulfed me, when he scrambled to a sitting position.

	“Sandoval! But the name on the bloody door says Deveraux!” He spat back as he rose, brushing himself off when I grinned. I also noticed his voice was different now, just like I thought.

	“My Mother.” I sent back with a sinister grin, he dusted himself off, then glared all the more as he backed towards my office door.

	“This isn’t over, twat.” He hissed, when I laughed.

	“If you know what’s good for you…it better be.” I sent back laughing harder, when he ebbed from my office, sending the papers on my desk flying. 

	“What the fuck man!” I complained, then stooped to pick up the papers. I jerked up as I saw a pair of shiny black shoes, called the power to my hand, then gawked up at him.

	“Fuck my life.” I groaned, when he chuckled. 

	It was the fricken guy from the book!

	“Good tidings Ms. Sandoval.” He said bowing, and I exhaled deeply.

	Fuck me if his ghost wasn’t just as fucking fine as that picture, even if the picture didn’t do him true justice. And I saw that his eyes were blue, and an electric blue just like I imagined. 

	“What now? I can’t help you dude, seriously! I don’t have magick like that!” I cried, he sulked, then motioned to my desk chair. 

	I sat down waiting.

	“I am an apparition, you can lie to me, but I see truth. You indeed have magick as such, maybe even more powerful than is imagined because of that heart of yers. However, that is not what I am here for. That is not the complete story.” He said nodding to where a few pages of the book remained, when my brow knitted, because I thought the guy took them.

	“Okay, what is the complete story, and dude yer dead, not seeing how I can help that.” I said mocking him exhaling deeply, when he smiled, sending a direct hit to my lady bits.

	“ Everything you read in that book is falsehoods, twisted by Jophnier Billings and his Clan to raise me, or more to the point to find my amulet, to raise Focul; one of the men I killed.” He said, when I stared at him.

	“Okay, I’m confused. Why would he come to me, especially since my Nana sits an Elder seat?” I sent back, when he nodded.

	“It is with fond memories that I recall Abnora Gloria. God was she quite fetching. I daresay that you are her incarnate.” He smiled, when I tried not to grin. 

	God, he was fucking old.

	“So they say.” I said, when he smiled for a second time. Fuck, it was a good thing he was a ghost, because I swear with looks like his; he could get this pussy foe sho! 

	He was obviously book smart too! 

	I crossed my legs to beat my vagina back down. 

	What the hell was wrong with me, he was a fricken ghost!

	“Anyway?” I prompted, he shook himself, then smiled.

	“Yes, I daresay I was distracted. As you say, anyway, I was sent in by the Grand to control the unsanctioned magick. It had been going on for quite some time, but the League…” He said when I cut him off scowling.

	“Wait, the League?” I cried shooting up from my seat, and he nodded frowning. 

	“Shit, then I’m not even sure I should hear this! I don’t practice magick like that, abdicated from my family responsibilities, so the League, although they gave me a pass, would be pretty pissed if I were looking into cases they already closed.” I screeched wigged. 

	“Look, I can send off an email, tell them what’s up, then you can haunt them.” I said reaching for my mouse, then huffed up as his hand literally touched mine. I jerked up from the chair wide eyed and open-mouthed backing away from him. 

	“I thought you were a fucking ghost!” I whispered wide eyed, when he grinned.

	“I am, however, when necessary I can concentrate power in small bouts to do what I need. Equally, tis yer blood that caused that.” He said shrugging.

	“Wait…what?” I countered, when he motioned that I sit back down.

	“I promise, I mean you no harm.” He vowed, I exhaled deeply, then sat back down eyeing him warily.

	“Now, that might not have worked yesterday, but since you touched the book, you and I have a Blood Bond now. Did your Elders not teach you that you do not bind yerself in blood? I imagine you should know better than that.” He said with a slight smirk, when I growled.

	“First off ole Cal, I didn’t do it on purpose. Second, he put that fucking book there, and I can guarantee, not one person on this earth wouldn’t have done the same. Why the hell would you attach a Blood Bond to it in the first place?” I fussed, when he grimaced.

	“Encase it fell into the wrong hands. It was meant as a deterrent, for the reason that I would have been there to thwart the evil.” He sent back, when I grinned.

	“You seriously need to walk into the twenty-first century dude.” I grumbled, when he sent me a stuck-up look.

	“I shall do no such thing. Yer language is quite atrocious. Is this what humanity has fallen into. I daresay it is completely barbaric.” He sent back turning up his nose, and I couldn’t help chuckling.

	“Anyway, how do I get this shit off?” I snapped, he grinned, and fuck my bits seized up.

	“Tis impossible now. Unfortunately, you must do exactly as he’s asked, only you need to do everything in your power to see that One; I do not rise, and two, he does not find my amulet.” He stated frowning, and for some crazy reason I was a bit disappointed.

	“And how the hell am I to do that, gramps.” I snapped back, when he exhale noisily.

	“We shall work on that together. Now, I must see to things.” He said rising.

	“How? Encase you’ve forgotten grampy, yer a ghost.” I mocked, when he sent me a wicked grin.

	“Says you.” He instantly ebbed, and I literally had a fit in my office chair.

	“What the fuck man! I don’t need this shit!” I fussed, jerked up my purse, then marched to my office door. 

	I needed to see my mother, something I had no desire to do, because I would never hear the end of it. But to protect my own ass, I also needed to inform her so that she could inform the League that he came to me…not the other way around. I wasn’t sure how he was so corporal, because I had never seen a ghost like him. He wasn’t fuzzy, see-through or what looked like white noise. 

	He was as clear as if I were speaking to an actual human person. That wasn’t usual, so I knew some bullshit I wanted nothing to do with was going on.

	 


Carnegie Hill
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	I groaned …

	[image: Image] as Dickels opened the door, then motioned me in. 

	My parents were so fucking bougie! 

	Why couldn’t they live like normal people! 

	“I am in no way normal darlin, why the very thought is completely unheard of.” My mother said waving me off as if I were a peasant, as she held her cheek out for me to kiss, when I just rolled my eyes. 

	I kissed her cheek, when she drew back from me smiling. Even if I didn’t want to be a witch, blood was still blood, and my family loved me regardless.

	“Now, why are you here? I thought you’d be knee-deep in peasants at that little private office of yours.” She said motioning me into the living room, when I groaned rolling my eyes for a second time. 

	For those of you who aren’t up on Afro-Latina, African American and Latina colloquialisms a heads up; any sentence that begins, or ends with the words your little, i.e.. friends, business, car, boyfriend etc.… has no value to it in their eyes.

	“Mom, this is what I want to do with my life, why can’t you and papí just accept that?” I yowled, she groaned, then motioned that I sit.

	“Fine gurl, but you have to understand how we feel. Our only child, decided to chuck generations of traditions to the wind, and we’re just supposed to be happy about it?” She keened back, when I exhaled noisily. 

	I was so not in the mood to go another ten-rounds with them, as my father walked into the living room, his brown face scowling.

	“Maman, that isn’t what I’m here for. How do you get rid of a Blood Bond?” I said, she dropped her teacup, my dad’s step faltered, when they both stared at me for several moments.

	“Why?” My mom cried, when I groaned for a thirds time massaging my temples. I swear to the Gods my family should have been stars on the stage and screen they were so fucking dramatic! My brain yelled as my nana walked into the room frowning now.

	“Why would you do that Ciela?” My dad snapped.

	“Dad, it’s Sky now.” I cried, when he waved it off.

	“Te llamamos Ciela, no Sky, asi es como te llamaremos.” He snapped we named you Ciela, not Sky, so that is what we will call you, waving off my words. I inhaled deeply then, they drove me fucking crazy, because they were so fricken old that they refused to budge even an inch. My parents were nearing their hundreds when they had me, so I was literally spoiled, which is why they couldn’t understand why I wanted to break away from them.

	“Fine papí, but I didn’t Callum McFigis did.” I said, my mom shot up from the sofa, my dad gawked, when to my surprise my nana grinned.

	“Why that naughty boy. I knew he would find some way… to return.” She said smiling dreamily, when my brows rose. 

	Wait…was my nana getting her freak on with this dude? 

	I shook myself mentally, begging the images to stop searing my brain.

	“Je ne comprends pas!” I don’t understand, my mom said in French, when I waved them back down.

	“Fine, some dude named Jophnier Billings…” I began when my dad cut me off.

	“What?” My dad hissed, and I swear his hair receded another inch as his face turned red.

	“Papí, if you guys let me finish, you’ll know.” I whined, when my father nodded.

	“Anyway, this dude Jophnier Billings showed up to my office today. I thought it weird because I don’t actually open until tomorrow. Anyway, as I was going through some stuff, this book suddenly appeared…” I began, when my nana cut me off this time.

	“You didn’t baby?” My nana fussed, when I exhaled deeply for what seemed like the hundredth time.

	“I thought it might have been left by the former renter, picked it up, then opened it. I felt the magick leave me, and it pricked my finger.” I said, and they continued to stare at me wide eyed and open mouthed. 

	“Anyway, this dude Jophnier Billings showed up right after, said that he wanted me to raise some guy named Callum Devoe McFigis, and when I told him I didn’t have power like that, he attacked me.” I said, when both my parents surged up this time, magick flaring, and I tried not to laugh. 

	“It’s okay, I showed him what we Devereaux/ Sandoval’s are working with.” I said winking at my nana, and she grinned wide. My parents nodded, then sat back down breathing a deep sigh. 

	“He was shocked, then said he thought my name was Devereaux. I laughed because he obviously didn’t know Nana’s side either. Well, he bailed, but said it wasn’t over. Two fricken seconds later, the McFigis dude showed up, said that he wasn’t supposed to rise, and that it was my job to keep that from happening, to my disappointment, because he is come fuuu …uummm…” I caught myself clearing my throat, as my dad narrowed his eyes, my mom’s mouth dropped, and my nana snickered nodding. 

	“I mean…he seemed nice.” I said, my mom sent me a look, and I tried not to grin. 

	“Anyway, he said that he placed a Blood Bond on the book to keep it from the wrong hands. But I don’t understand why me?” I said, when my nana finally took a seat.

	“Well sweetie, that book has been locked in the vault for decades. But with Tafar and his minions taking over the Northern American Numinous League for now, we don’t have access to anything in it. 

	Fortunately for us, most are spelled with magick so old, like Callum’s, that many date back to Sumerian and Babylonian times; so Tafar’s factions can’t get to them, but Tafar is a different story. But obviously, they somehow got ahold of this one, and this is cause for concern.” She said, when I nodded, but she was still smiling.

	“And how does this affect me Nana? I’m linked to this dude; how can I break it?” I whined, she chuckled, when I noticed the smirk on my mom and nana’s faces.

	“Humm, seems the witch you continually run from may…just have to show her worth.” My mom said, and I rolled my eyes groaning for probably the tenth time I was sure.

	“Fine, but how…do…I…break…it.” I snapped, when my nana laughed shaking her head no.

	“You cannot baby, until Callum finishes whatever it is that he was sent back here to do.” She said and I was dumbfounded.

	“But how long is that Nana?” I cried surging up completely thrown for six. I was attached to this dude, who I knew dick about, and all they could say was until he finished! I had no fucking desire to have a got damned ghost tailing me everywhere I went! 

	People would think I was insane. 

	And if he could actually become solid? 

	Fuck my life!

	“Fine, why is it he can touch me, when he’s supposed to be a fu…fricken ghost.” I said catching myself for a second time, my nana would literally smack the taste from my mouth for that kind of language in front of her. She narrowed her eyes at me, when I gave her a sheepish look.

	“He touched you sweetie?” She asked, her scowl deeper, when she looked towards my parents. I noticed my mom’s mouth dropped for the fifth time.

	“I’m not sure sweetheart, but I will speak with the League.” She said, but because of the looks on my parent’s faces, I didn’t believe her.

	“Okay Nana, but what do I do until then?” I moaned, when she chuckled.

	“My guess is to do what Callum has asked.” She said shrugging, the grin wider now.

	“What? But that means I have to collaborate with him? If he’s a ghost that ca…I can’t Nana.” I complained shaking my head no, when she sent me a stern look.

	“Why, he is simply asking that you to make sure that he does not rise. That you help him not allow Jophnier Billings to get his hands on his amulet. And as a Devereaux/ Sandoval, it is not only your duty, but your legacy of white witches to uphold your House Corbeaux, as well as our name.” My nana snapped, and I swear I felt like crying, because after that, I would have no choice but to attach myself to this bullshit! 

	I wanted to be free of this shit, but it seemed no matter what I do, I was destined to live in it. I ran my fingers through my hair exhaling deeply.

	“And the League? How will they take the fact that I’m Blood Bound to a two-hundred-fifteen-year-old dead warlock?” I griped.

	“I’m on my way to speak to Deidre now, I can inform her.” My dad said, when I nodded, then rose.

	“So I’m supposed to do what until then?” I asked, and I would swear my grandmother could barely hold the laughter in.

	“Simply wait until we contact you. But you must work this case. Is that not what you call it?” She said, and I swear it was the first time in my life that I wanted to give my nana the finger. Her brow rose, when I blew the breath from me slowly.

	“Fine, but can you make it soon? As well as maybe give me a binding spell so his fine ass can’t touch me?” I whined before I realized, my nana grinned, but my dad’s look was far from happy.

	“There is no binding spell for Callum sweetie, it cannot contain him, then or now. But we will inform you once we have spoken to the League.” She said nodding, then waved me off. I snatched up my purse, then stomped towards the front door, more pissed than I had ever been in my life.

	“And do not slam that door gurl!” My mom yelled after me, when I caught the door, just before it slammed; not able to help the grin. 

	I closed the door, then walked up the block.

	 

	*

	 

	“What maman?” Gabriella Sandoval asked her grinning mother, when she laughed.

	“Callum is indeed naughty. That Blood Bond has nothing to do with that blasted book. Callum was sentenced yes, but due to the fact that it was Jessica’s spell that caused the la merde in the first place, he was not sentenced like the book says. He gave his life to stop the Negra Lira from rising.

	He was cleared of the charges, but due to Jessica’s spell, the League had to dispense with him to uphold Sanctions and Traditions. However, the White cast a mate spell just before his death. 

	If at some point in the next three-hundred-years, she came in contact with that book, her blood would bring him back. However, he needs his amulet to do it.” Gloria Devereaux said chuckling, when her daughter and son-in-law gave her wide eyes.

	“But mother, Callum was one of the most powerful warlocks, next to Nexis, the League had ever seen, even more powerful than Argus? Not to mention one of the First Death Merchants! Was he not of Argus’ clan?” Gabriella cried, when she nodded.

	“This I know lovie. The only warlocks more powerful than he, are Merlin, Nexis, and Markus. If this League is to precede, I pray to the Gods, that he is able to return to this side.” Gloria said frowning.

	“But mama, I thought--” Gabriella began, when Gloria laughed out right now waving it off.

	“Of course not, we merely flirted, which is what well bread ladies in my day did. I was head over heels in love with Duvay, the Gods rest his soul.” Gloria said crossing herself, when Gabriella smiled at the mention of her father’s name.

	“And we simply allow this Gloria?” Carlos fussed, when she nodded.

	“He is a power that we have not seen in your line or mine. It is a blessing from the Gods if my wayward grandbaby will accept it. Her heart is yet pliable, due to that asshole she dated.” Gloria said, when Carlos and Gabriella’s mouths separated.

	“Maman!” Gabriella cried laughing.

	“Well, it is exactly what he was. Now, we must go to the League, Deidre will wish to know this. Especially after the boys giving her so much shat this last six-months.” Gloria said shaking her head chuckling as she rose, then reached for her cane.

	“I don’t like this one-bit Gloria.” Carlos snapped as he helped her up.

	“We rarely like everything in life my boy, but we must accept it regardless.” She stated, then motioned them from the room.

	 


Chapter Two

	Chelsea
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	I slammed…

	[image: Image]

	through my front door more than annoyed. 

	Stuck to a fucking ghost was worse than stepping in dog poo! 

	I was basically at his beck and call, couldn’t get rid of him until he…was ready to go, and I basically had no fricken privacy from this moment on. I kicked off my converse, jerked off the leather jacket, which I shouldn’t have been wearing yet anyway since it was eighty-degrees with one-hundred percent humidity outside; jerked them both up and headed to my bedroom. Three hours later I was grumbling as I sipped wine and traversed the internet hoping I’d get some clues as to why he actually was.

	“May hap if you simply asked, I could provide the answers.” He said, when I screamed seizing my heart. 

	“My apologies.” He said grinning, when I glared at him as I panted for breath. He took a seat, and I continued to glare at him.

	“First off, what the fuck!” I yelled, and it appeared as if he tried not to grin, as the corner of his mouth tilted just a bit.

	“Such a mouth you have, I daresay that I could…well never mind. Once more, my apologies.” He said, and I continued to glare at him, but nodded.

	“You need to announce yourself, ring a fricken bell or something. What do you want anyway?” I grumbled as I rose, walking towards the kitchen for paper towels to clean up the
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