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CHAPTER ONE
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Erick Cauldron tossed the envelope he held on the kitchen table. He knew the handwriting as sure as he knew the sender’s name, address, and family link. His grandmother resisted change to a point. Grandma Valerie wanted communication that took time to hand write, read and respond to. Letter writing was her one remaining bastion of resistance to change. 

“Grandma, you use a cell phone. A laptop computer. Even teach other seniors how technology can benefit them. Why can’t you send an email?” Erick set his sandwich and chips on the table next to the envelope. 

Last letter he’d gotten from his grandma had laid out her solstice holiday plans. Plans that insisted everyone show up with a date. That had turned into a fiasco. Three of his cousins showed up with four dates. Another five had come stag, stating they were dating themselves. Erick hoped this wasn’t another similar attempt. Two of his male cousins and he topped the list of eligible males. Part of Cauldron Falls’ founding families. 

Erick pulled out a chair and sat in it. Wasn’t his fault his so many greats removed grandparents’ cauldron fell off their truck and landed in the middle of the two dirt roads crisscrossing in the middle of nowhere. Fertile land and an unknown area drew the attention of the caravan of supernaturals and magics cautiously making their way cross country. The forest and foothills provided cover. Enough cover for part of the caravan that followed Geoffrey Blacksmith into the forest and set up a makeshift town dubbed Cauldron Falls. Finding the entrance to the valley, the foothills surrounded benefited the portion of the caravan that Sylvan MacKenzie led. They preferred keeping their presence hidden from the mortal world. Sylvan Valley stayed hidden until the Great Reveal.

Erick finished his sandwich and reached for his grandma’s envelope. He tore the envelope open, smoothed out the enclosed sheets and began reading his grandma’s quarterly letter.  Hopefully, she’d printed the twenty to thirty letters off and hand-addressed the envelopes. At seventy-five, Grandma Valerie still insisted on doing all she could by herself and for herself.

Dear Family,

Yes, I’m using the computer to type this. My assistant Sada refused to

hand copy any more of my quarterly letters. You can thank her for setting 

up my printer and computer when you see her at the Blue Moon Valentine’s

gathering. 

Yes, Blue Moon Valentine gathering in three weeks. Siobhan and Ty are busy

with family descending on them with the triplets showing up early. The Sister 

Three aren’t hosting another full-moon Sadie Hawkins event until spring. That

leaves me and my best friend Zenia to make sure you singles get your matches 

declared and made. Especially those of you with founding family bloodlines we 

need to keep going. 

Erick shoved the letter aside. This letter was going to need a stiff drink to keep reading it. He ran out of whiskey and other hard liquors two months ago. Beer would have to do. Grandma and Zenia—two of the original Sadie Hawkins founders. Matchmakers never retired. They kept on until more people told them no than used their services. Except Grandma Valerie and Zenia permanently headed up the Matchmakers Council. Caleb, Zenia’s great nephew, had come into the shop last week wanting to know when his truck would be ready. Fitting baby seats in vehicles took time and cussing that most didn’t understand. With the supernatural and magic communities popping out multiple births, the shop was busier than usual. Caleb and Maggie’s twins were cuties. Siobhan and Ty’s triplets were bound to be as good-looking as their parents. Backorders for car seats made getting installments done longer and slower. Had Luna, the One and everyone in Sylvan Valley and Cauldron Falls personal deities decided the communities needed a population explosion?

Erick rose, made his way to the refrigerator and pulled out a beer. He took a glass out of the cabinet closest to the table and poured the beer into it. He sat in the chair, popped a chip in his mouth and chewed. 

Three weeks—he knew a timeline was coming. A hard stop deadline. Luna help him if he had to scrounge up a date. He smirked as he pulled the letter back to him. His last date was. . .how many months ago? He pressed each finger of his left hand against his leg as he counted. Five—six—no twelve months ago. His break-up with Cordelia Featherstone. The mutual get out of my face fight that had lasted five minutes over who was going to pay the dinner bill. Goddess on high, his hardheaded stubborn side could be a royal pain in the ass when it reared its dominant side. Praise the One, he’d learned to quell his stubbornness and take better care of himself.

He sipped his beer, popped another chip into his mouth and continued reading the letter.




Zenia is preparing a list of single men and women from Sylvan Valley’s founding 

families. We’re going to set up meet-ups for you between who our crystals, tarot

cards, and intuition connection with Luna and the One show us. Stay tuned for your potential matches. Blue Moon Valentine's Day gathering will be a potluck affair. 

Bring a dish or two to share. Be prepared to stay the night. Birth control is highly advised. Thought we were going to say advised against, didn’t you? Got ya! Kids 

need families that want them. Let’s not add to the population expansion until you

and your Blue Moon match are declared, mated, and legally recorded. 



If you’ve read this far, know you are one of the chosen appearing on the list. 

Founding families matter. You matter, and your ongoing joy matters. Going it 

alone is not good for any of us. Watch your email over the next few days. 

Yes, Sada, Zenia and I will email you with our match-ups for you. By the way, it’s couples only matches. Email you soon!

Love, 

Grandma Valerie 



Erick folded the letter, stuffed it back in the envelope and quaffed a third of his beer. He shook his head as he checked the envelope’s postmark date. Four days ago. He bet his list of one was waiting for him. Email with the subject line priority. Last blind date he had ran six hot months. Months that had him and Cordelia doing the sweaty sheet rumble almost weekly. Closer to their break up, Cordelia had turned him down more than she had initiated. Joke was she skipped town with her ex twice removed. Daniel Brinks had courted, sparked and recourted Cordelia twice. Both times she’d played hard to get, and Daniel told her he was moving on. Erick wished Cordelia and Daniel well. Glad it was them doing the sweaty sheet rumble and not him and Cordelia. 

Erick finished his chips and beer, rinsed the plate and glass, and put them in the dishwasher. Checking email could wait until morning. His back and shoulders ached. A hot shower and to bed with the book he started reading last night awaited him. 

Bianca Sylvan rolled her eyes twice. GiGi Zenia hadn’t stopped talking since she got in the car. Bianca gripped the steering wheel tighter each time Gigi Zenia said Erick Cauldron’s name. Erick wasn’t a bad person. He just wasn’t someone that topped lists of eligible ready-to-be matched and mated bachelors. 

“Erick Cauldron is among the five males heading up the founding family singles. He’s got a successful business. Owns his own home and has a six figure bank account balance.” GiGi Zenia glanced at Bianca. Bianca kept looking ahead, focused on her driving. GiGi Zenia knew Bianca heard her. “Bianca, what do you think?”

“I’m sorry, GiGi. What did you say?” 

GiGi Zenia pressed her lips together. Bianca could ignore the best of them. She could sit in a room full of her relatives gossiping and read a book without noting a word the others said. Well, almost not noting a word. If her name got said or whispered, she put the book down and stood, stating whatever was being said about her better be repeated so she could make sure to wash off the shit show happening. 

“Bianca, I know you heard me. What do you think of Erick Cauldron?” Gigi Zenia turned in her seat. Bianca glanced at her and shook her head.

“Gigi, I don’t keep tabs on Erick. Why are you asking me what I think of Erick?”

“Are you seeing anyone?” Gigi Zenia waited and watched. Let Bianca shrug that off. 

“Gigi Zenia, why do you need to matchmake me?” Bianca turned into the driveway leading to her condos and townhouse complex. 

“Dear, don’t you want someone to spend your life with? Someone to mate with? You know, have babies?”

Bianca gripped the steering wheel harder. She loved her grandmother, her parents and many of her relatives. Keeping Gigi Zenia out of her love life hadn’t been easy and apparently, it wasn’t going to get any easier, especially with her living in the same complex. Tossing Erick and her together again wasn’t an aspect on her Valentine's wish list. Keeping her two teen roommates' existence below the radar of certain people wasn’t going to be easy if Gigi Zenia and her best friend Valerie Cauldron kept up with their insistent founding families matchmaking. 

“There’s more to life than having babies, Gigi.” Bianca kept her eye on the road. Goddess, there was more to life. Cleaning up behind the babies. Keeping them from getting hurt. Putting food on the table. Working two part-time jobs when a full time job wasn’t available. Henry and Patrice were helpful to a point. If they wanted their allowance, they did their chores. What was it about teens and hormones? Putting dirty clothes in the hamper? Helping cook a meal? Completing their homework?

Gigi Zenia patted Bianca’s arm. “You’re young, dear. Plenty of time still.”

Bianca slowed for the stop sign. She loosened her grip on the steering wheel, grateful her grandmother lived two buildings over. Bianca put on the turn signal ready to turn into the parking lot section for her grandmother’s building. Two bicycles raced past her. Bianca tapped the brakes, slowing the car. She leaned forward. Her mouth dropped open. Why were Henry and Patrice out riding bikes instead of doing their homework and starting laundry?

“Something wrong, Bianca?” Gigi Zenia turned in her seat. 

“Two of my neighbors' kids not paying attention where they’re riding their bikes.” Bianca knew two teens who were grounded for the next seven days and being delivered to school by their mother. Two points for her. Henry and Patrice would squirm and fuss. They’d also remember rules weren’t made for breaking. 

Bianca pulled into the parking space close to her grandma’s condo building’s entrance. The super Mark Mason waved as he crossed in front of the car. Mark kept an eye on GiGi Zenia. Keeping up with Gigi Zenia required skill, deft moves and the outright admission he was going to keep checking on her. Mark admitted on the sly that his crush on Gigi Zenia wasn’t new. It was improved. Gigi Zenia hadn’t noticed him while they were in high school. College took him out of state. Two military hitches and an overseas tour kept him from returning, tracking Gigi Zenia down and full moon matchmaking her. 

Bianca softly sighed. She hoped Mark and Gigi Zenia’s banter turned into a yes for them to go out to dinner. Sadie’s, Maxon’s, or MacGruder’s weekly senior night specials would give them a break from eating their own cooking. Dinner, dancing, and a bit of woo-pitching would do them both good. Keep them out of trouble for a few hours. Finding out Mark’s grandchildren went to Patrice and Henry’s school might help with tossing Gigi Zenia and Mark together more. Bianca smirked. She was as bad as her Gigi? Matchmaking her grandmother?

Bianca opened the driver’s window. “Hi, Mr. Mason. Do you mind helping my grandmother with her groceries? I’ve got a client calling in a few. I need to get home to take the call.”

“Love to help out.” Mark Mason moved around the car as the trunk opened. “Zenia, you need help getting out?”

“Mark Mason, I can handle things on my own.” Zenia opened the passenger door. “I’m not over the hill to quote you.”

“No, you’re worth chasing up and down the hill.” Mark smiled, lifting three bags out of the trunk. “After we caught our breath, a few beers and a couple of brats and beans to go with them while we played truth or dare would make a fine evening, don’t you agree?”

Zenia kept muttering as she unfastened her seatbelt. Mark wouldn’t take no for an answer. His hodge-podge stew was one of the best she’d tasted. He played a mean poker game. Even allowed her to keep her top and panties on their last strip poker game. Called it a tie with both of them down to their skivvies. Okay, Mark intrigued her. Who said seventy-five was too old to pitch and woo? Maybe she needed to take him up on the spin-the-bottle offer when they finished up the opened bottle of wine she had in the fridge. Friday night frolics were more than just watching an oldie flick on TV.

Bianca waved as she pulled out of the parking space. Gigi Zenia and Mark were too busy bantering about who was and wasn’t fixing dinner, what movie they shouldn’t watch, and fussing at each other as they entered the building. Bianca watched Henry and Patrice rush into their townhouse as she parked. Homework better be done, and two loads of laundry washed, dried and folded. Or two teens were going to find out what grounded and extra chores were all about. Erick Cauldron could stay away from her and them. He had so far, and it had worked out to a point. Couldn’t he have stayed in Chicago? Left well enough alone. Not move back because his business co-oped two of the small local entertainment enterprises. Patrice could keep wishing to appear on the local TV station’s talent show. Dang, the girl could sing just like her father. 

Unlocking her townhouse door, Bianca paused, listening to what Henry and Patrice said. 

“I wish Mom would get over me wanting to sing.” Patrice tossed clothes in the basket next to her. “I love music.”

“We’re gonna get in a lot of crap when she finds out where we were.” Henry glanced toward the door. “I think we beat her home. Hope she don’t find out.”

“Find out what?” Bianca shoved the door shut behind her. The loud bang probably echoed down the hall. She’d apologize to her neighbors later. 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Erick flipped his appointment book open. His agent’s email showed four more auditions lined up for tomorrow afternoon. Last night, he’d slept and dreamed. Dreamed he slept. Comical part was he’d done both with the book he’d attempted to read propped open across his face. Stanley Blackstone’s historical tome about Cauldron Falls’ magical founding was part fact and a whole lot of fictional leeway. Stanley told everyone he interviewed that the story was more a fictional work. A way to keep lookie-loos and investigators at bay. The Supernatural, Humans and Magics Council commissioned the research, contracted Stanley to write it, and Stanley asked several of the founding families’ members to read it. Erick pushed the book across the table. The last paragraph of his agent’s email intrigued him. Caught his attention and got him to thinking. Patrice, wouldn’t give her last name, could sing and had sung one of his songs almost perfectly acapella.

Baby, I Miss Us hit number one and stayed there three weeks. Never dropped below number twenty on the pop, folk and bluesy rock charts. Problem was the constant touring. Constant coming and going. Time to relax and be in the moment had sputtered and dwindled to nill, after three months on the road, turned into six. International travel blurred days and time zones. Even his band members threw up their hands after two ten-hour flight delays. Continent hopping four different ones to get back to mainland Europe. A month delay getting back to the U.S. He agreed with them. Time had come to semi-retire from touring, producing and recording. Semi-retired had turned into full-time retirement for most of the band and roadies. His bass guitarist, Ben Snackerton, visited from time to time. Ben had taken up studio production for a supernatural group called Shapeshifter Blues. Ben and the group were touring Europe and the U.K. 

Erick pulled three sheets out from the folder on one corner of his desk. He walked over to the keyboard close to the window. He sat down and placed the sheet music on the rack. Erick played a few bars of the opening melody and began singing.

Baby, I miss you

Wish you were here with me

Miles separates us, 

But doesn’t change what I miss

I miss you here beside me.

Baby, I miss us

Miss what we had and gave up

If I could go back

I might have a second chance

Would you give that chance

I’ve longed for you

Dreamt of you

Knew you were the one

I was stupid, damnably stupid

For giving you up

Baby, I miss us

Erick knuckled a tear off his cheek. Second chances didn’t happen often. Returning to Cauldron Falls took courage. Took planning. Settling into the county and town named after his progenitors had been daunting and invigorating at the same time. Moving to Sylvan Valley had done the same. Caulsylvan Enterprises grew out of challenges, changes and more. Representing local talent and financing upstart companies occupied a lot of his time. Time he knew was not going to wait for him to get his ass in gear and stop the trip down memory lane. Erick tossed the sheet music on his desk, turned and entered the kitchen. Coffee-hot and sweet with a bit of half-n-half, a bagel and cream cheese, along with a couple of hard-boiled eggs, awaited him and his growling stomach. 

He popped the bagel in the toaster, turned the coffee maker on and placed his fave large mug on the table. Grandma Valerie’s letter lay where he left it on the corner of the table. Taking time to decide what his response was wouldn’t be an immediate decision. His grandma wanted the best for the family, best for her children and grandkids, as she called them. Hardheaded kids who did their own thing, stood on their own two feet, bounced back up from their losses, and celebrated their wins. He’d spent a lot of time away from family. Time he couldn’t get back. Not that he wanted to. He’d experienced things that taught him to value and honor himself and know who he was. What he wanted and not be afraid to go after it. The band and he were family of choice the years they spent on the road, time recording and making music and mentoring talent like his agent emailed him about. 

Patrice, the voice that could sing acappella and stay mostly on tune. Did she play an instrument? Sing along with the radio or online music? Maybe own a CD player and sang with it. Heck, he’d sang as he did his chores as a kid. Singing while he dusted, washed dishes, folded laundry and even on the nights it was his turn to cook dinner. Some of his best meals were timed to the songs he listened to. Show tune scores for baking, broadway show albums for multicourse dinners, and his favorite writing lyrics and singing them with the melodies he and his band came up with. 

Erick filled his mug, added sugar, half-n-half, and stirred. He put the half-n-half back in the fridge and took out the cream cheese and carton marked boiled eggs. Eating on the go had become ingrained in his pattern of doing things; fixing a large breakfast wasn’t his way. Sitting down to eat, drink his coffee, and take time to read the morning paper had taken time to instill. He checked the toaster. Bagel was almost done. He exited the kitchen, making his way to the front door. Cauldron Falls Gazette contained local news and all the announcements and happenings. Sylvan Valley Periodical encompassed much of the same. Keeping up on local events in both towns helped with deciding which projects his foundation funded. Last week’s Nashville Chronicle probably laid on top of the Gazette and Periodical. Time to catch up on the music industry news and the world outside of his burb would occupy his morning. 

Erick picked up the three newspapers and returned to the kitchen. The toaster popped as he tossed the plastic wrap from each paper in the recycle bin. He smoothed the papers flat on the table allowing him to glance at the headlines as he sat down with his bagel and boiled eggs next to him. The next two hours were his time. Time to unfocus from the external world and focus on him plus the info he needed intellectually and business wise.

Bianca laid her fork down, picked up her coffee mug and sipped. Patrice refused to look at her. Henry had gulped his breakfast and shot out the door claiming he had a before-school meeting with his basketball team and coach. Something about Friday night’s away game. 

Patrice had barely said ten words after Henry blurted out where they’d been. Praise Lupa, her twins were a boy and a girl. Though both resembled their father more each day in temperament and demeanor. Henry looked more like his father the way his bangs dropped down over his brow and curled a bit. His chin and rugged jaw reminded her of when his dad as Henry referred to his sperm donor-the term he used when he got mad his male parent wasn’t around. Patrice’s eyes glowed with an almost ethereal golden color when she gazed off in thought. The two of them had distinct hair color from both sides of their parents' heritage. Henry’s black-as-night thick hair. Patrice’s brunette curls. And mulish dispositions Bianca was sure rivaled their father’s.

“Patrice, sulking isn’t going to change my decision.” Bianca set her mug down. “You broke rules, came in after curfew and left your chores half done.”

Patrice looked up and sniffled. “Yeah, Mom. I fucked up.”

“Patrice Sylvan, no using cuss words until you’re of age.” Bianca pushed back from the table. “You messed up. If you’re going to be in the limelight as you described this talent contest, you can’t be slinging curses around like you’re without decorum.”

Patrice laughed. “Mom, I’m sorry. I should have told you. Talked it out.”

Bianca gathered their breakfast dishes as she continued speaking. “True. My decision to meet with the organizers still stands. I’m responsible for you and your safety. Knowing what, who, where, when and how is essential to taking this further.”

Patrice got up from the table. “Meaning you might sign the permission form for me to audition at the callbacks if I make it?”

“We’ll see. Go get your jacket and backpack. I’ll drop you at school on my way to work.” Bianca finished rinsing the dishes and loaded them in the dishwasher.

Bianca put Patrice’s brown bag lunch on the table. Four dollars lay next to it. Growing spurts and double lunches. Four gallons of milk in a week. She should have taken her neighbor up on her offer to add them to her milk delivery. She’d talk to Shannon about it after work. 

“Patrice, you ready?” Bianca picked up her coat and tote off the couch. 

“Yes, Mom,” Patrice called, bounding down the stairs. 

Bianca gave her daughter a once-over-up and down look. Distressed jeans, faded slogan t-shirt from a thrift store purchase, pink high-top sneakers and a tye-dyed backpack with colors that needed a dimmer switch to lower their loud volume that reached out, ready to smack all who gazed at them. What had she worn to the audition? Better colors, Bianca hoped. 

“Patrice, let’s go. Don’t forget your jacket.” Bianca walked back into the kitchen and held out Patrice’s lunch and money. Patrice grabbed them as she trotted past. Bianca emptied the rest of the coffee into her commuter mug, picked up her keys off the counter and exited the house. 

Bianca backed out of her assigned parking space, wondering where to start the next part of her and Patrice’s discussion. Patrice had a few more questions to answer before they reached the school. Five minutes into the cross town drive, Bianca slowed for a stop light. 

“Patrice,” she began, waiting for the light to change. “How did you find out about the audition?”

“My choral music teacher, Mrs. Becker.” Patrice turned in the seat. Bianca smiled. Music was Patrice’s passion. The girl loved to sing, write songs, and sing them with her friends. 

“Did Mrs. Becker give you any permission forms or papers on this audition?” Bianca crossed two of her fingers, hoping the forms and information papers weren’t stuffed in the bottom of Patrice’s backpack. 

“She did. I left them in my locker. Sorry, Mom.” Patrice shot her a sheepish grin and shrugged. “I’ll make sure I bring them home today.”

Bianca turned onto the street leading through the center of town. “Be sure you do. I need to know what you know about this audition. Spill your guts as you like to say, please.”

“Mom, I love music and singing. Mrs. Becker said there’s a local talent show happening at the community center for a fund raiser.” Patrice pulled her jacket out of her backpack and slipped it on. “Mrs. Becker said they need more talent. They’re gonna make a decision who gets to be in the show next week. That’s why Henry and I rushed down there yesterday.”

Bianca pulled into the parking space close to the school’s front doors. A few students were still outside. She put the car in park and faced Patrice. “First, you’re still grounded for two weeks. The grounding means extra chores, and if I agree to let you compete, you will go to the practices. Second, I’m taking you and staying there while you practice.”

“Mom,” Patrice began as the second warning bell sounded.

Bianca laid her hand on Patrice’s arm. “Third, you start practicing tonight with music. You and your keyboard. Understood?”

“Thanks, Mom. I understand.” Patrice hopped out of the car, slammed the door shut and ran toward the school. 

Bianca gripped the steering wheel hard with both hands. Every day Patrice displayed more and more of her father’s disposition, love of music and his excitement at performing. Henry had her family’s athleticism. He looked more like his father every day. Soon the girls weren’t going to be pests. He smiled pointing out two of his classmates who cheered at the last basketball game. The twins were growing up. Puberty was percolating and bubbling. How soon would it explode to quote GiGi Zenia? Bianca knew one thing as she pulled out of the school parking lot. Returning to Sylvan Valley was one of her better decisions. She hoped Erick Cauldron stayed in Cauldron Falls. Kept out of sight and out of touch. Knowing Erick, that wasn’t likely to happen. How one night could turn into a lifelong connection that kept getting stronger every day, every year, and Lupa help her once puberty hit. Twin images of her and Erick going through teen angst were bad enough. Teenage puberty angst mixed with each of their magical and supernatural traits starting to show. . .Bianca let go a long, deep sigh. Change was waiting, and chaos might not be far behind. How much longer could she keep Patrice and Henry out of a certain male witch’s limelight? She wasn’t sure.

Erick folded and tossed the newspapers in the recycle bin. The ads he’d taken out for the talent show looked great. Placed farther back than he liked. Most people opened to the morning crossword puzzle, human horoscopes, and the few locally drawn comics. The word jumble stumped him. The crossword took twenty minutes to complete as he finished his second mug of coffee. He’d read the Nashville Chronicle with evening’s dinner. 

His cell phone had buzzed twice as he ate. The voicemail chime sounded twice. Caller ID showed his agent, Ray’s number. Erick set his mug down and glanced at his watch. Two hours cut short by ten minutes. Ray wouldn’t have called twice and left voice mails unless it was important. Erick dialed voicemail and grinned at Ray’s excited tone. Ray repeated his email almost word for word. Patrice was local. Could sing accapella. Sang Baby, I Miss Us practically on key like she could hear the music in her mind. Problem was she’d left a cell phone number. No last name. The girl was the best out of the tryouts so far. Did he know how to get a hold of Patrice? Ray finished rattling off Patrice’s cell phone number. He needed help tracking her down. Patrice’s voicemail was full. 
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CHAPTER THREE
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Bianca tossed her cell phone on the passenger seat. The buzzing continued. She shoved her hand deeper into her purse. Had Henry forgotten his watch again? He set alarms for the damnest things. Time to run. Time to study. Time for playbook memorizing. He’d shown her the recent one set for study time. All of them synced up with his cell phone and personal calendar.

Something vibrated against her fingers. Paydirt? Bianca carefully closed her hand around the buzzing culprit and pulled it out. She laughed, shook her head, and glanced at Patrice’s cell phone screen. Bianca stuffed the phone back in her purse. She gripped the steering wheel, leaning forward until her head rested against it. How had he gotten her phone number? Blast him! He could take his magic wand and—Bianca let go of the steering wheel and leaned back against the seat. Patrice’s voicemail box was full. Crammed full. Patrice couldn’t remember her passcode any better than her email password. She’d slid her phone across the table two days ago, asking help with resetting access. Bianca knew what she needed to do. 

Couldn’t fate wait a couple more days? Chaos and fate teaming up like two drunks wobbling down the street, trying to outdo each other. Gigi Zenia called chaos and fate cahoots sweet magic. The sweetest energy that called out the best in every supernatural and magic. Had to put to work what talents and traits they knew, used and combined together teaming up to come out on top. Blast, her boss wanted the project on his desk this afternoon. Doing a job and parenting simultaneously wasn’t easy in peaceful times. Now, she was going to have to call in family favors to get this smoking TNT bundle doused before it detonated and ignited firework-like sparks. 

Bianca grabbed her cell phone off the passenger seat, dropped it in her purse, and picked up her tote bag off the passenger side floor. She got out of the car, glanced around the parking lot and let go a low whistle. Her boss’s car was nowhere in sight. His assigned parking space was open. Miles Montgomery was never late. Never missed a proposed project meeting. A midterm project meeting. Never ever missed the final project presentation before he and the board of directors presented it to Cauldron Falls and Sylvan Valley’s mayors, each city council and town commissioners. Expanding the hospital and community center was a ballot measure that needed both the city council and town commissioners' approval before it was added and opened to public hearings and commenting. Bianca locked her car and darted up city hall’s steps. She might make it to her office before Miles’ secretary started quizzing her. Regaining composure and putting Cynthia Goodwell in her place wasn’t something Bianca was ready to do. 

Ten steps into the hall leading to the planning committee’s office, Bianca glanced toward Miles’s office. His office door was open. Cynthia’s desk was empty. Bianca glanced down the side hall leading to the bathrooms. No one there. Her office door was three steps away. 

“Bianca,” a male voice called out. 

Shit, Miles was right behind her. Bianca turned around. “Good Morning, Miles.”

“That it is.” Miles Montgomery stood damn near seven feet tall. He wore his blonde shoulder-length hair in a braid that hung down his back. His tie-dyed colored tie and maroon colored shirt helped him stand out. And not necessarily in a good way. His height towered him above most people. Especially in the meetings. “Are you ready to present your team’s expansion fundraising proposal?”

“Miles, we’re two days out from the meeting. My team and I need a few hours to finesse our numbers and presentation. Can I get back to you on a good time for you and the board for a practice run?” Bianca flexed her fingers as best she could. Her palms were slicking and sweating. 

Miles looked at his watch. “Cynthia is awol. I’ve got refreshments and coffee to order for the meeting. Or are you proposing a lunchtime meet-up?”

Bianca swallowed, counting in gibberish, and answered. “Miles, I don’t know. If you need help replacing your secretary, you shouldn’t have hired your wife. Now I’ve got to get to my office and see what emails and schematics I have so I can tell you what time and where for this meeting. Okay?”

Miles gawked at her. Arched an eyebrow, looked away and back at her. Miles Montgomery at a loss for words? The unusual was getting front and center placement.

Miles held both hands up. “Fine. Let me know.” 

Miles walked into his office and slammed the door shut. Three people leaned out of close by offices, shaking their heads and grinning. Bianca wet her finger, drew five lines in the air and sauntered into her office. 

Her staff assistant, Gretchen, looked up from the reports she collated. “Morning, Bianca. Get one over on Miles or Cynthia?”
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