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      My name’s Jynx, and pancakes hate me.

      Like seriously, fucking hate me. I mean, come on, how hard can it be to throw some batter in a hot pan and cook delicious fluffiness? Apparently, though, you need three PhDs and a masters to even attempt it. Being a princess of hell? That doesn’t cut it.

      I poured the mixture into the pan, heard the fat sizzle, and watched as it instantly welded itself to the metal sides. Again. Nonstick, my ass.

      “I don’t think you’re doing it right,” said E-dub with a wrinkle of his nose.

      A hellcat, he currently wore his least intimidating form. Mainly because I’d banned him from wearing his fire and brimstone one in the house. So far I’d lost three rugs, two sets of curtains and my favorite underwear. Now don’t get me wrong, I don’t mind trashed underwear… As long as it gets trashed in the fun way… Not in the my hellcat ate it and coughed it up as a furball way.

      So now, E-dub appeared to be a small, cute, orange house cat. And we are talking full on anime cute. Ear and tail floofs with big green eyes, complete with sparkles. How the fuck he got the sparkles I did not want to know. Probably magic more arcane than mine, and that was saying something.

      “You don’t say, Captain Obvious!” I snapped as I carried the pan, with its now welded-on contents, across the room to dump in the trash. The lid jawed open and I dropped the whole lot in. The pan belched as I turned away and spat the panhandle across the room where it embedded in the doorframe.

      I sighed. It was going to be one of those days.

      “Okay. Which arsehole enchanted the trashcan?” I demanded.

      There was a giggle behind me and I turned, already knowing what I’d see.

      Three old women hovered the other side of the kitchen table. Hovered as in full on spectral, feet off the floor, ghostly type hovering. Blue rinses, baggy cardigans, and brooches… Two of them were the very archetype of the little old granny. One even had a bag of knitting tucked under one arm.

      And that was the problem with being a half demon death witch. The normal rules didn’t apply. After I’d cast death out of the little town of Boring, these three reprobates had shown up. They were, apparently, my grannies. My dad’s side. (They’d have to be. On my mum’s side, I’m a Morningstar, niece to Satan… Needless to say if my grandfather on that side, the big G himself, had ever had a wife, no one had mentioned her. Like. Ever.)

      Two of the grannies (my dad’s granny, Nanny Amatore, and her mother, Little Nan) looked… Well I would have said innocent, but that’s totes suspect with this lot… Rather, they looked confused, so I turned to suspect number three.

      The third granny is well… Special. Yeah, special is the only way to describe the ghost who even now was shoehorned into a red sequined cocktail dress with a plunging neckline and thigh-high split, waltzing, or rather zooming around my kitchen, posing with a feather boa.

      It was an awesome dress… And Granny Frank’s very male flat chest, and Hoff-style chest rug totally did it justice. Let’s not mention the legs. Ever seen a ghost’s legs? Yeah… Not good. Eye bleach time. You see, Frank is not actually a granny. I think he’s actually my dad’s grandad. But… If he’d decided to cross dress in the afterlife, who was I to argue?

      “Frank! What gives with the bin?” I demanded, already so over this problem.

      Frank merely posed by the window and blew his reflection kisses. Realizing this was not a battle I could win, I zapped the bin with hellfire and it disappeared with a loud pop. It wasn’t gone, merely relocated to one of the lower levels of hell where it could be dealt with. After a few seconds, a new version popped up into place. Yeah… can you tell we have had a few culinary incidents?

      Grumbling under my breath, I moved around the kitchen. The pancakes were a dead loss once again, and I didn’t have any ingredients to try and make more. Checking the clock, I hissed and grabbed a couple of packets from the freezer. Ripping them open, I chucked the frozen flat discs in the microwave, and turned to make coffee.

      By the time the door opened to reveal my sexy werewolf boyfriend, Lucas, back from his morning run, there was a pile of steaming hot pancakes on a plate in the middle of the table, next to a pot of freshly made coffee.

      “There’s my demon,” he said with a smile, striding across the kitchen to pull me into his arms.

      “Ewww, sweat!” I warned him, trying to push him away, but not too hard. I did mention he is like… sex on legs, didn’t I? Let me tell you, werewolves are freaking hot… Especially alpha werewolves.

      “Don’t be shy,” he chuckled, pinning me between him and the cabinets to steal a kiss. “You love it really… Ohhh, pancakes. Someone has been busy…”

      And just like that I was abandoned in favor of the hot, steamy treat on the table. As he sat down to dig in, I shot E-dub a hard look. If the little wanker gave away my secret, he was a dead hellcat walking. I’m not entirely sure that, even as a princess of hell, I can kill a hellcat but I’ll damn sure give it a try.

      E-dub gave me an innocent look and, just because he’s a little wanker, decided that was the perfect moment to wash his nads. Right there on the kitchen counter.

      The door opened again, and a big, red-haired figure stormed through. My father, Rafe Amatore, and the town of Boring’s resident healer witch. Unlike normal, he didn’t head straight for the table with the pancakes and the coffee. Instead, he streamed through the kitchen with a garbled, “gottagobebackinamomentsavemeacoffee.” The door slammed behind him, but a second later it reopened and a tendril of peach lightning snaked through to zap E-dub in the butt.

      “No washing balls in the kitchen!” my father bellowed from the toilet under the stairs, a shout that was followed by the sound of retching.

      E-dub sulked off through the cat flap, somehow managing to slam it behind him. How the fuck do you slam a cat flap?

      The sound of retching stopped, and the toilet flushed a couple of seconds before my father reappeared in the doorway, looking decidedly worse for wear.

      “Rough night, Dad?” I asked chirpily, holding out a large mug of coffee.

      He went green, covering his mouth and stomach at the same time. I thought for a minute he was gonna disappear back into the toilet under the stairs, but he swallowed after a moment and looked at me. “No, I’d be happier if I had. Crap like this, I wish I had done something to earn it.”

      “Dodgy spring roll?” I checked. If it wasn’t alcohol, then food poisoning was often the next suspect.

      He shook his head. “I haven’t eaten anything you guys haven’t eaten.”

      Hmmm. That was true. We’d all eaten here last night. And, I hadn’t cooked, so it couldn’t be my admittedly disastrous culinary abilities. Or lack thereof.

      “Well,” I said, making a joke of it. “You have to be pregnant then.”

      He froze. I froze. Lucas froze. Even the grannies froze, and I practically heard Frank’s eyeballs rotate in their ghostly sockets as we all looked at the red-haired healer witch.

      “For fuck’s sake, Dad,” I sighed, hardly believing I was even saying these words. “Please don’t tell me you’re up the duff.”
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        * * *

      

      “Hey, sexy,” a deep voice sounded behind me. “Come here often?”

      I smiled as my sexy wolf joined me on the porch, dropping into the loveseat next to me. We’d renamed it the lust-seat, a little warding spell to foil prying eyes and believe me, it got a lot of use.

      “A fair bit.” I smiled my thanks as he handed me a fresh mug of coffee, disappearing my empty one in a puff of hellfire.

      He gave me a stern look. “We can wash mugs, you know?”

      I shrugged, nose already buried in the fresh mug of java. We could wash them… but dismissing them to a certain, specific corner of hell was WAY more entertaining. I sniggered to myself, an image of my dirty mugs materializing in mid-air and landing on the head of a certain demon forming in my mind. Baulor was an officious little twat of a demon who’d participated in the recent coup against my uncle. For his treachery he’d been imprisoned, watching reruns of old comedy shows.

      Served him fucking right. As far as I was concerned, his punishment should have been far, far greater. But… I’m not the king of hell, Uncle Lucy is. Unfortunately for Baulor, it was Uncle Lucy’s call.

      “Dad still yakking up?” I asked, after sucking down at least half the coffee. It was only my third cup, and everybody knew I needed at least seven in the morning before I could function correctly.

      “Yeah,” Lucas yawned, stretching his arm across the back of the lust-seat.

      The movement meant he could trail his fingertips across my bare upper arm. I slid him the side eye. “Smooth. What are you… twelve?”

      He grinned unrepentantly at me. Fucking dogs and their libidos. “Dad?” I reminded him.

      “Ohh… Yeah. Don’t worry, he’s got the—”

      I sucked a hard breath in. Shit. He wasn’t using the bin, was he? Sudden images of the bin spitting projectile vomit all over my kitchen filled my mind. If that happened, and Lucas had given him the damned bin, the pair of them were so cleaning that shit up.

      “—bowl next to him now. He’s ringing round all his contacts to see… Well… How?”

      I breathed a sigh of relief, settling into my hot werewolf’s side to enjoy my coffee. The morning had gone from bad to totally FUBAR. Lucas had been dispatched for a pregnancy test and in between one of my father’s mammoth yakking sessions, we’d managed to shove him in the toilet to pee on a stick. And let me tell you… Having to tell your father how to use a pregnancy test? Weird, with a capital W!

      We’d all crowded round, waiting for the results. A little double line, that, impossibly said my father was pregnant. I didn’t even want to think about the logistics of that. Lucas and Dad had grinned and high-fived each other (don’t ask me why) and E-dub was still sniggering in the corner. After that we tried every magical test we could think of and all we could figure out was that dad had been hit by some kind of spell. No idea what, or who the caster was.

      We needed a witch. Another one. One that wasn’t a half demon princess of hell winging it or a healer warlock who was pregnant.

      “So… Sexy…”

      I froze at the tone in Lucas’ voice, knowing what was coming. My sexy wolf pulled me a little closer, dropped his voice seductively, and whispered in my ear…

      “You gonna let me bite you?”

      “For fuck’s sake, Lucas,” I laughed, amused despite myself. “You really gotta get a hang on this manipulation thing. You don’t just lead in with your endgame,” I explained. Again.

      Ever since we’d met, Lucas had been insistent that I was his mate. The future mother of his puppies… Litter… Kids… Whatever the fuck werewolves had. So much so, that the entire pack considered me their alpha female. I mean…granted, they couldn’t have picked a more powerful alpha female. I’m not a wolf, but there isn’t a werewolf on the planet, male or female, that can go toe to toe with me and win.

      “Yeah… but I figured this was quicker,” he murmured into my ear, nibbling and kissing along my throat. “After all, if you know what I want, there can’t be any confusion, can there?”

      I closed my eyes, a rumble of pleasure in the back of my throat. He had a point. There was a lot to be said about calling a spade a spade. But Lucas biting me would mate us for real, in the until-death-don’t-us part kinda way rather than a smexy-times fun sort of way… which would lead to exactly the sort of situation my dad had just landed himself in.

      And… dealing with my father’s unexpected pregnancy, while weird as fuck, was WAY better than dealing with my own. Not the maternal sort, thankyouverymuchnothappening. I wasn’t good mother material… just look at my own mother? She’d been banned from looking after me by the devil himself. No sense in assuming I was going to be any better, was there?

      But, unfortunately, werewolves are a persistent lot. Particularly alpha werewolves and Lucas was as alpha as they came. My time was running out before he was going to demand an answer.

      “Tell you what…” I murmured as I turned in his arms and snuggled deeper into his embrace. “Let’s get this thing with Dad sorted out, and then we’ll talk about it?”

      “Deal.” His grin against my lips was too broad and immediate, not the sulk I was expecting at my half answer, and I realized I’d been had.

      “Sneaky bastard,” I hissed, digging him in the ribs. “You didn’t expect that to work anyway. Did you?”

      “Hell no.” He grinned down at me, unholy amusement in his eyes. “But I did get you to agree to talk about it. That was my endgame.”

      “Asshole!” I called after him as he vaulted off the lust-seat before I could do him bodily harm. I watched him go (well mainly his tight ass… in those jeans? You could fucking crack nuts between those buns).

      “Love you too, babe!”
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