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CHAPTER ONE
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Welcome

“Stand still. Haven’t you ever worn a bowtie before?”

“No, I’ve never worn a bowtie, or a monkey suit, and no, I’ve never been a best man before. In fact, I’ve never had many friends. Do I have to do this?”

Robin balanced on the step stool as she struggled with the tie. John peered down at the petite red-haired pixie, her brow creased, tongue poking out, and eyes wide. Something about her made his heart flutter, something more than her perfume’s delicate scent of flowers. She made him feel alive, happy... more than happy, something bordering on joy and fear all mixed.

Robin was unlike anyone Taggart had ever known. Twenty-eight years old, and she looked like a teenager. She stood a mere four foot seven and might reach four-ten in heels, but no one stood taller in John’s heart than this nymph-like creature. Her bright red lipstick complimented her flaming orange hair and ocean blue eyes. John could get lost in those eyes. She wore a white lace trimmed blue blouse off her shoulders that ended at her midriff, with a matching skirt and sandals. A ruby gem sparkled from her belly button.

Robin thought John looked cute with an anguished face and collar folded up. Quite different from his usual stoic agent’s face. She finished and cinched the tie tight, causing John to cough.

“So here you are, a fearless government agent, known for being a world-class bad guy, and you’re afraid?”

John stood, twisted his neck back and forth to loosen the noose, turned towards the mirror, picked up his sunglasses and slipped them on.

“I’ve given up the bad guy business, as I promised, but give me a covert mission with fire-fights and explosions over this. Give me a gunfight, not a wedding.”

“Remember, I only date good guys.”

Robin flipped her red hair back and grabbed John’s hand, pulling him towards the door.

“It’s been six months. When does your time-out end?”

“It’s called penance, John. I need to know you’re reformed.”

John caught up to the smirking pixie, swung her around, and pulled her close.

“How long?”

Robin pushed him away giving him a quick slap; just hard enough to say hands off. Afterward, she rubbed his wounded cheek.

“I’ll let you know when your penance is done. Look, it’s time you get out there and start ushering the women to their seats. I should be with Mira, helping her get ready, not getting you dressed. This is her big day, and... sorry I smacked you.”

Robin took hold of John’s shoulders, stood on her tiptoes, and pulled him down to her level. Hoping for a kiss, he got a forehead peck. John let out a long sigh. Robin giggled, gave him a wink, turned and pulled open the heavy oak door and jogged around it. He watched in fascination as she skipped down the hall to the girl’s dressing room. With another sigh, he remembered today’s mission and steadied himself for the unknown.

The old stone church reminded John of a medieval castle with its stone walls and massive oak doors. Flickering ornate lights in wrought iron fixtures were spaced along the hallway between the many doors. He wondered if one door led to a basement dungeon. Torture might be preferable to the job before him. Smiling, making small talk (something he needed practice at), and the dreaded toast, made him shiver. Still, he couldn’t say no when Jeff asked. What a turnaround. Just six months prior, he had kidnapped Jeff and attempted to force Mira and Robin to use their Astral Projection powers as spies for his government Black Operation, but everything changed when he met Robin. He’d do or be anything for her. John didn’t quite understand the spell she had him under. He wanted to be a hero, Robin’s hero... a good guy. He’d never been in love before, but he discovered it changes everything. Taggart was also sure Robin and Mira had pushed Jeff to make him the best man... a bit of positive reinforcement. Women are always trying to reform their men, he thought.

Robin knocked, and the door opened a crack. Margaret peeked out. The door opened enough and the lithe little fairy slipped into the room.

Margaret Thredmont, a tall, vivacious woman with long wavy blond hair, had once been a supermodel. In college, her nickname was Burn, and she was head cheerleader and in love with her high school sweetheart, Ben Nystrom, who had achieved fame as a talented quarterback with his sights on the NFL. The fans cheered his nickname, Flash, every time he ran for extra yardage. All their dreams came crashing down when their car was t-boned and Ben, severely burned and in a coma, disappeared into the government’s Ghost Spy project until he was rescued by Mira’s deceased husband, Bill Hawkings. Bill reunited Flash and Burn and sent them into hiding.

The three ladies, along with Flash, could Astral Project, the peculiar ability to leave their bodies and wander invisibly as ghosts, or appear in any form they could imagine. The government thought their talents would make them valuable spies. Thanks to Agent John Taggart’s moral turnaround, they were no longer being hunted.

Mira’s choice for a wedding gown was a low cut, blue, ankle length dress that sparkled like a clear night sky. Over it, a sky-blue chiffon cape added to the glistening effect. She said it reminded her of the In-Between world she experienced when rescuing Jeff in their last adventure.

She sat in a wooden chair trying not to move as Robin worked on her makeup. Margaret, in a white fringed blue blouse and a matching skirt, made her way behind Mira to finish styling her hair. The click of her high heels on the marble floor echoed through the room. Robin glanced up from her work on Mira’s makeup feeling tiny in her presence.

“You know we can read each other’s thoughts, don’t you? Never feel tiny, Robin. Your spirit is a giant in our world,” thought Burn sending her message telepathically.

Robin grinned and replied in thought, “Thank you.”

The gray stone walls and the marble floors made the Sunday School classroom feel cold, and Mira shivered and sent out her thoughts to her bridesmaids.

“Can I call this off?”

The ladies stopped and Margaret made her way beside her friend’s chair and knelt to place her head on Mira’s left shoulder. Robin did likewise on Mira’s right shoulder. Wrapping her arms around her two friends, Mira thought, “Of course you know I don’t mean it. I love Jeff. I’m just nervous and I can’t help think about Bill. It makes no sense, but I feel like I’m being unfaithful.”

Robin reached up and put her palm on Mira’s forehead. Her eyes glazed over as a vision appeared in Mira’s mind. It was Bill. As she watched, he blew her a kiss, waved, and turned, walking away into a mist. Tears poured from Mira’s eyes running her mascara and blush down her cheeks. Robin’s new gift always came as a surprise.

“He knows, and he approves,” said Robin as she stood. Burn kissed Mira’s cheek and stood to get back to work on her hair.

“Let’s start all over with the makeup,” said Robin with a twinkle in her eye.

“How do you do it? Do you just call the person you want on a sort of metaphysical hot-line?” asked Mira, sniffing.

“I can’t just call anyone up. They have to be pressing in... sort of calling me. I’ve been feeling Bill’s presence all day. He’s happy for you Mira, and he’s happy it’s Jeff you’ve fallen for. Now he can rest.”

Mira took Robin’s hand and squeezed. A look between a grin and a frown spread across her face and fresh tears.

“I love you both. I don’t deserve such wonderful friends.”

The always encouraging Burn replied, “Yes, you do, and so do we.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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The Wedding

It was almost time, and Trishna, clipboard in hand, ran about checking off items on her wedding-planner list. To look business-like, she wore a blue pant-suit with a matching blazer. Pulling a pen from behind her ear, she mumbled, “Flowers, check. Photographer, check.” 

She stopped and yell-whispered at Polly Hunter.

“Get more pictures before the procession starts.”

Polly Hunter, a tall curvaceous woman in her fifties with long gray hair, refused to wear anything other than blue jeans and her favorite flowered blouse, putting her friend Trishna in a foul mood.
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