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Transcript of Sheriff Grizzley T. Lawman’s Interview

Grizz:  Thank you for coming, nice lady.  When I hired a ghost writer for my memoirs, I hadn’t expected you to be an actual ghost.

Me: I get that a lot.

Grizz: You got a lot of experience doing this sort of thing?

Me: A hundred and fifty years.

Grizz: Anyone I know?

Me: I have to sign an NDA before I start working, so I can’t divulge any of that.

Grizz:  Sure.  Right.  So how do we do this?

Me: I’m going to record our sessions to make sure I’m not omitting anything important.  Then I’ll write up a chapter at a time and you can approve it or make edits.

Grizz: Well, that sounds dandy.

Me: Why don’t you begin with how it all began?

Grizz: I was born in a holler deep in the enchanted forests of Bear Ridge. My mama always said I was destined for greatness. Course, she said the same thing about my cousin Jimmy, and he ended up running a potion-stirring racket outta the back of a troll’s bakery. But me? I had ambition, grit, and a nose for trouble—literally. Ain’t a single critter or crook that can outrun my sniffer.

Now, I didn’t start out wearing this shiny star on my chest. No, sirree. I came up the hard way, working the backroads and backwoods, busting heads and taking names. Got my first big break when I took down a gang of potion smugglers singlehandedly—well, me and my trusty crossbow, Ol’ Justice. That earned me my spot as Sheriff of Fairweather County, and I’ve been cleaning up the roads ever since.

But don’t get me wrong—I ain’t just some small-town sheriff. Oh, no. I’ve got presence. You see, there’s a certain flair to enforcing the law. Anybody can bark orders, but it takes a bear like me to make ‘em stick. My voice carries weight. My stare strikes fear. And my belly? Well, that just adds to the intimidation factor. Don’t let it fool ya—I can still chase down a runaway broomstick if I need to.

Now, some folks think I’m too enthusiastic about my job. What can I say? I take pride in what I do. Ain’t no road too long, no hill too high, and no critter too sneaky for me to catch. Let me tell you something, nice lady, when I put on this badge, I don’t just protect the peace—I am the peace.
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Bullseye

Bullseye propped his boots on the hood of his custom Trans Am, horns gleaming in the late afternoon sun, and watched a centaur barrel racing team thunder past the parking area. The Supernatural Southwest Rodeo was in full swing, which meant the lot was packed with every kind of magical big rig imaginable. A goblin crew was busy enchanting their chrome, while a team of pixies detailed a ghost's permanently soot-covered Peterbilt.

He'd been coming to this rodeo for three years running, not for the entertainment, but for the networking. The supernatural trucking world was small, and reputation was everything. Miss one delivery, fail one impossible run, and suddenly you're hauling enchanted fertilizer for fairy farms instead of the high-dollar, high-risk cargo that paid the bills.

And Bullseye had bills. Lots of them.

"You're thinking about it," Snowman said from beside him, his massive yeti frame somehow managing to lounge elegantly against the Trans Am's passenger door. A slight dusting of snow perpetually fell around him, though it evaporated before hitting the ground in the Arizona heat.

"Not thinking about anything," Bullseye replied, adjusting his leather jacket. "Just enjoying the show."

"Uh-huh. That's why your tail's been twitching ever since those dragons rolled in."

Bullseye's tail, traitor that it was, gave another flick. He forced it still. The truth was, they needed a high paying job. Their last three runs had been small-time—potion ingredients, crystal shipments, a load of enchanted garden gnomes that farted I Wish I Was In Dixie. Legitimate cargo that paid legitimate money, which was to say, not nearly enough.

The stack of bills in his glove compartment told the real story. Truck payments, insurance, and the modification costs for vehicles built to handle someone his size and strength.

"Big Scorcher and Little Sparky are bad news. Everyone knows that."

"Everyone also knows they pay better than anyone else in the magical hauling business." Snowman grinned, his snow-white teeth matching his fur. "And check out that custom rig of theirs, the one with actual dragon-scale paint."

A massive truck prowled through the lot as if summoned by Snowman's words. Its paint shifted colors with every movement, from deep crimson to burnished gold, and smoke curled from its chrome stacks. The father and son dragon team were perched on the running boards, their scales matching their truck's paint job.

"Heard they've been asking around about drivers," Snowman continued innocently. "Specifically asking about us, actually. Something about needing someone with our particular skill set."

"They can ask all they want." Bullseye watched another centaur round the final barrel. "Inquiries don’t pay my bills."

"Well, word on the street is they've got some kind of standing bet going. Real money, too." Snowman brushed some snow from his fur. "But you're it’s probably too risky. Especially with your reputation for playing it safe."

Bullseye's horns glinted in the sun as he turned to glare at his friend. "I do not play it safe."

"Says the minotaur who wouldn't even arm wrestle that troll last week."

"He was using enchanted bicep oil. I could smell it."

"Sure, sure." Snowman pushed off from the Trans Am and stretched. "Well, I guess when they come over here—and they're definitely coming over here—you can tell them you're not interested."

"What makes you think they're coming over here?"

"Oh, I don't know." Snowman grinned. "Maybe because they've been staring at us for the last ten minutes and just started walking this way?"

Before Bullseye could respond, a wave of heated air rolled across the parking lot. The dragons had indeed noticed their attention and were sauntering over, their scales rippling with metallic colors that would make a custom paint shop weep with envy.

"Well, look what we got here, Daddy," Little Sparky called out, his gold-tinted scales flashing as he strutted over. The young dragon had his father's swagger but none of his size. But what he lacked in bulk, he made up for in attitude. "It's the famous Bullseye. You know, the one who thinks delivering cursed potpourri makes him Dale Earnhorn."

"That's Earnhardt, son," Big Scorcher rumbled, smoke curling from his nostrils as he followed at a more dignified pace. 

"That’s funny coming from a dragon who needs his daddy to bankroll his schemes," Bullseye shot back at Little Sparky. "What's wrong, junior? Your allowance not covering your crystal-polishing habit?"

Little Sparky's scales rippled with indignation. "At least I'm not the one with a hood ornament growing out of my forehead. Tell me, those horns come with their own turn signals?"

"Boys, boys," Snowman cut in, casually creating a small flurry between them. "Let's keep it professional. Even if one of us still gets an afternoon nap time."

Little Sparky's tail lashed. "Says the walking snow cone. How about you go hibernate while the real players talk?"

Big Scorcher leaned against a nearby pickup truck, which immediately began to smoke. Its alarm went off, screaming in what sounded suspiciously like Elvish. The dragon ignored it. "Son, what have I told you about antagonizing potential employees?"

"To do it with style?" Little Sparky grinned, showing off fangs that gleamed like new chrome."

"Now, now, son, we didn't come here to trade insults. We came here because we heard this minotaur might actually have the horns to take our standing bet," Big Scorcher said.

"Standing bet?" Snowman asked, creating a small snow flurry between himself and the dragons' heat.

"Oh, you haven't heard?" Little Sparky grinned. "We've got twenty crates of Bond Buster sitting in our Los Angeles warehouse. Premium grade, laboratory pure. And we'll pay any trucker eighty thousand galleons to haul it cross-country to our New York facility."

"Eighty grand to haul potions?" Bullseye's tail flicked with interest despite himself. "What's the catch?"

"The catch," Big Scorcher said, leaning against a nearby pickup truck which immediately began to smoke, "is that Bond Buster is illegal to transport anywhere east of the Colorado River. Every trucker we've approached has either chickened out or gotten arrested trying."

"Bond Buster?" Snowman's expression darkened. "That's the stuff that breaks witch-familiar bonds, isn't it?"

"Among other things," Little Sparky said dismissively. "Dragons on the East Coast are tired of witches thinking they're so special with their little pets. About time someone leveled the playing field."

"And nobody's managed to make the run?" Bullseye asked, ignoring the implications for now.

"Not a single driver," Big Scorcher confirmed. "Closest anyone got was a centaur team that made it to Kansas before the magical authorities caught up with them. They're still in federal lockup."

"So what makes you think I can do what nobody else has managed?" Bullseye drawled.

"Simple," Little Sparky strutted around the Trans Am like he was appraising it. "We heard you were either crazy enough or stupid enough to try anything. Question is, which one are you?"

For the money, for the glory, and for the fun. The words echoed in Bullseye's head, his personal motto that had gotten him through every impossible run, every federal chase, every job that other drivers wouldn't touch.

Mostly for the money.

"Tell you what," Big Scorcher said, tossing a bag of gold to the elf whose truck he'd accidentally melted. "Let's make it interesting. Eighty thousand galleons if you can get our cargo from Los Angeles to New York in thirty-six hours."

"Thirty-six hours?" Snowman whistled. "That's—"

"Impossible," Little Sparky finished with obvious satisfaction. "That’s kind of the point, snow cone. Though if cow boy here thinks he's up for it..." He trailed off.

Bullseye felt the familiar thrill that always came with impossible odds. Thirty-six hours cross-country with federal agents hunting him, carrying cargo that was apparently illegal in forty-eight states. It was exactly the kind of run that separated the legends from the also-rans.

"So let me get this straight," Bullseye said slowly. "You're offering me eighty grand to do something you think is impossible. And if I fail?"

"When you fail," Little Sparky corrected, "we get that fancy Trans Am of yours. Fair trade for wasting our time."

"Dragons and their bets," Snowman muttered, snow falling from his shoulders as he shook his head. "Always trying to buy what they can't earn themselves."

“It’s taking you a long time to say yes. I hear there's a nice safe route delivering enchanted Girl Scout cookies up in Portland."

"Junior," Big Scorcher rumbled warningly.

"What? I'm just making sure he understands exactly what he's getting into. And exactly what he's going to lose." Little Sparky ran a claw along the Trans Am's hood, leaving a tiny trail of sparks. "I'm thinking of repainting it when I win. How do you feel about hot pink?"

Bullseye's tail went rigid. Nobody threatened his car. "Touch my paint job again, lizard boy, and you'll be picking your teeth out of next Tuesday."

"Boys," Big Scorcher interrupted, smoke curling from his nostrils in amusement. "Let's keep it professional. The offer stands: eighty thousand galleons, thirty-six hours, twenty crates. The cargo's already loaded and waiting."

"Thirty-six hours," Bullseye repeated. "Cross-country. With every magical authority between here and New York looking to bust anyone hauling Bond Buster."

"Now you're getting it," Little Sparky preened. "So what's it going to be, Bullseye? You going to take the bet, or should I start calling you Minivan Mike?"

Bullseye looked at his Trans Am, then at the dragons, then at Snowman who was shaking his head vigorously behind the dragons' backs. Eighty thousand galleons would solve every problem they had, set them up for years, and give them the freedom to be choosy about jobs.

"You got yourself a deal," Bullseye said finally. "But when I collect that eighty grand, I want to see the look on your face when you hand it over."

For the money, for the glory, and for the fun.

***
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HAZEL 

Hazel's grandmother always said there were three things a witch should never do: dance with a vampire, trust a fairy with a bargain, or agree to marry someone whose father could literally rip your arms off. As she sprinted through the enchanted wedding venue's kitchen in a dress that wasn't made for a marathon, Hazel was really wishing she'd paid more attention to that last one.

She should have listened when Smokie first suggested they "coordinate" her magical activities with his father's law enforcement schedule. She definitely should have listened when Sheriff Lawman mentioned that married witches in his jurisdiction had "more predictable" magical licenses. But the final straw had been this morning, when she'd overheard the sheriff telling Smokie how "once the ceremony's done, we can make sure that little witch license of hers gets the proper restrictions. Can't have the wife of a Lawman boy causing trouble with unregulated magic."

The bastards had been planning to clip her magical wings from day one.

"Left. No, other left. Great croaking chaos, who taught you to run in a dress? The same person who picked those bridesmaids' dresses? Because that shade of pink was a hate crime against eyeballs," Hopper, her frog familiar, croaked from her shoulder.

"Not helping." Hazel skidded around a corner, her white satin heels slipping on the polished floor. Behind her came the crash of something large and furry hitting the swinging doors.

"Neither is panicking," Hopper pointed out with the infuriating logic that made him an excellent familiar and a terrible comfort in emergencies. "Though I have to say, summoning every amphibian in the county was inspired. Even for you."

Behind her, she could hear the enraged roars of her almost-father-in-law, Sheriff Grizzley T. Lawman. The 'T' stood for Terrifying, at least according to local legend and the unfortunate deputy who'd sneezed during last year's Fourth of July parade.

She ducked behind a massive copper cauldron just as the kitchen doors burst open. The smell of beef stew and love potions—this was a supernatural wedding venue, after all—filled her nose.

"Where is she?" the sheriff's growl rattled the pots hanging overhead. "Nobody stands up my Smokie. Especially not some second-rate witch from a third-rate coven."

Hazel bit back a retort about exactly whose family had been brewing potions since before his great-grandpa was a cub. The Thornfield family had power—real power—but three generations of increasingly restrictive magical legislation had forced them to downplay their abilities. Better to be underestimated than regulated into uselessness.
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