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Villainous Union Repeals Don't Ask, Please, Please, Please Don't Tell  

 

The Villainous Union has repealed the Don't Ask, Please, Please, Please Don't Tell policy that 

barred gay henchmen from serving in the union in a 7 - 3 vote. In protest of this bold action, heroes 

everywhere are vowing to stop wearing tights, and instead, will only wear skinny jeans. President 

Ogre refused to comment, other than to say, "Ask not what you can do for your country. Just do it."  

 

 

Old Women Arrested in Child Labor Sting. Shoe Confiscated.  

 

Hard times for all, but especially in the Kingdom of Tremaine, where the Old Woman Who Lives in 

a Shoe was recently arrested in a child labor sting. She is accused of using child labor to weave knock 

off handbags in her Shoe. Authorities quickly confiscated the Shoe, leaving the Old Woman and her 

brood of kids with one option, move into section swamp housing.  

 

When asked the woman responded, "I just don't know what to do!"  

 

 

Obituary for This Little Piggy  

 

A sad day for the Little Piggy Family as the eldest and biggest piggy succumbed to salmonella 

poisoning after eating some tainted roast beef. This Little Piggy was best known for his skill at 

marketing. He will be missed. 

 

In other news The Butcher has a sale on pork chops. Buy one and get a second one, half price. 

Supplies are limited. 

 

 

  



New Never City Bans Same-Silverware Marriage  

 

Dinnerware across the city is up in forks over the new ban on same-silverware marriage. No longer 

will the Dessert Fork and the Salad Fork enjoy the same protection under the law as the Dish and 

the Spoon. Proponents of the ban state: "At the Last Supper Jesus ate with a fork and a spoon. Not 

a spoon and a spoon. It's just not natural." 

 

Natural or not, the law will be challenged all the way to the 5th District Fairy Court. As opponents 

claim the law violates their Silverware Rights.  

 

 

Old MacDonald Arrested in Overnight Pot Bust  

 

Old MacDonald had a farm, EE-I-EE-I-O. 

And on that farm he had a seventy-five marijuana plants worth $150,000, EE-I-EE-I-O, 

With a bong here and a stoner there 

Here a DEA agent there a DEA agent, everywhere DEA agents 

Old MacDonald had a pot farm, EE-I-EE-I-O. 

Now he has a nice jail cell in the New Never City Detention & Dance Center.  

Agoraphobic Piggy Killed in Wolf Force Winds  

 

This little piggy who stayed home due to his agoraphobia was killed over the weekend in a freak 

wind storm that smelled faintly of pork chops. One witness, The Big Bad Wolf, declared, "Storm. 

What storm? I didn't see anything." 

 

The storm destroyed many of the straw housing units in the New Never Projects. This little piggy 

who stayed home will best be remembered for, staying home while his littler piggy brother ate roast 

beef.  

 

Funeral services will be held at Daddy Bruce's Crematory and BBQ. 

 



 

Mysterious Fire at the Villainous Union  

 

A freakish four-alarm fire broke out overnight at the headquarters of the Villain's union in 

Greenwitch Village. The fire burned the first two floors causing over twenty thousand dollars in 

damage. VP of Union Affairs, Miss Muffet stated, 'I just sat on my tuffet, eating my curds and whey, 

when along came a fire...' 

 

Not surprisingly, considering, the fire is under investigation.  

 

 

Tortoise Suspected of Doping  

 

Famed racer, Lance Tortoise is charged with using synthetic enhancers in the Tour de Tremaine, a 

six mile race around the Tremaine Palace. The forty year old Tortoise has won four Tours so far. 

The accusation of doping came from the Hare after the final leg of the race, in which, Tortoise 

surprised everyone by beating the favorite Hare by a paw. 

 

Tortoise had this to say, 'Doping? That's crazy. If I've said it once, I've said it a thousand times, Slow 

and Steroids wins the race.' He added, 'Oh, Steroids aren't natural? Who knew?'  

 

 

Third Victim of Red-Hooded Serial Killer Found  

 

The third victim of the red-hooded serial murderer was found in a wooded lot behind a nursing 

home over the weekend. The body is believed to be that of a woodsmen reported missing a week 

ago. All the victims were found within one mile of the Little Red Senior Living Center. The police 

have no suspects in any of the crimes, but urge the public (especially those of the wolf race) to take 

extra precautions when wandering into the enchanted forest. A basket of goodies is being offered as 

a reward for any information leading to an arrest.  

 

 



Rapunzel Busted for Possession of Fairy Dust  

 

Famed bad girl, Rapunzel of the West Coast Rapunzels, was arrested last night on the Cin City strip 

for possession of a controlled substance when security personnel at the Hard Fairy Hotel discovered 

an ounce of white powder believed to be fairy dust in the socialite's purse. 

 

Rapunzel denied the purse was hers, saying, "I borrowed it from a friend." When pressed for that 

'friend's' name, she added, "What friend? That's my purse. Hey, what are you doing with my purse! 

Police! Police! Some one's stealing my evening bag!"  

 

 

Dwarfs Arrested After Overnight Brawl  

 

After a violent brawl in Greenwitch Village overnight three dwarfs were arrested, while four others 

were hospitalized with minor injuries. Apparently the mini-ruckus started when Dopey declared "Hi 

Ho" to a passing woman. Her companion took offense to the remark, and the short battle soon 

ensued. 

 

 

Pig Out Deli Open for Business  

 

After the deaths of two brothers (Marketing Guru This Little Piggy and Agoraphobic This Little 

Piggy)in the last month, the middle This Little Piggy, who loves to eat roast beef, has opened his 

very own deli featuring none other than his secret family recipe for slow cooked roast pork. 

 

Sadly, the 'Pig Out Deli' was closed after only a few hours due to shoddy construction after it 

toppled during a freak wind storm. When reached for comment, This Little Piggy Who Ate Roast 

Beef, said, "When it comes to your dreams, if you let the Three Little Pigs build it, a wolf will huff 

and puff until the whole things blows down."  

 

 



Georgie Porgie Arrested for Sexual Assault  

 

Long time New Never City resident, Georgie Porgie was arrested last night for sexual assault after 

he kissed a girl, made her cry, and then pulled down his pants and ran away when a group of boys 

came out to play. 

 

Bail has been set at a puddin' and a pie. 

 

 

Mary, Mary, Quite Contrary Found Beaten to Death with a Garden Hoe  

 

Mary Mary, of the Cin City Quite Contrary family, was found beaten to death last night inside her 

family's compound just off the Fairy Strip. Some suggest her murder was a garden gnome mob hit, 

while others believe her contrary demeanor is responsible. Either way, we now all know now what 

makes her famous garden grow - Blood and Brain Matter.  

 

This Little Piggy On Hunger Strike  

 

Following in the beloved leader Gandhi's thin footsteps, the second youngest This Little Piggy, who 

is best known for his fight against pork chop abuse, declared a hunger strike effective immediately. 

He has had none of the roast beef his older brother recently 'purchased' from a man with a magic 

bag of beans. And will not eat, he states, "Until Tibet is freed from 'something'".  

 

 

An Apply a Day Responsible For Childhood Obesity?  

 

An apple a day keeps the doctor away.  

 

Bullshit! 



 

The New Never News has uncovered the truth behind the lies perpetuated by the Apple Growers of 

New Never City. An apple a day won't keep a doctor away. We tried it. And unlike poison gas, it 

does not keep anyone, let alone, medical professionals away.  

 

 

Blind Mice Charity a Scam  

 

Police arrested three kittens today in connection with a scheme to defraud New Never City residents 

out of their hard earned cheddar. The kittens asked residents to donate to The Blind Mice 

Foundation, claiming they were in fact, blind mice, when in truth, the kittens had only lost their 

mittens and feared their mother's reaction to the news. The Blind Mice Foundation raised nearly 

seven pounds of cheese before today's arrests. When asked for comment, one kitten declared, 'See, I 

told them we should run.'  

 

 

Tuffet Use on the Rise  

 

New Never Police are concerned with the recent rise in the abuse of tuffets by local teens. "Curds 

and whey was bad enough, and now this?" declared one parent of a teen hospitalized after a tuffet 

incident. "It's that damn Justin Bieber. Kids see him sitting on a tuffet and think it's the thing to do."  

 

Police are asking teens to stop licking random tuffets. "It just isn't worth it," Officer Muffet 

declared.  

 

 

Jack's Junk Is Out of The Trunk  

 

Jack B. Nimble. Jack B. Quick. One of these jackasses jumped over a flaming candlestick, suffering 

third degree burns on his genital. Witnesses said, "Poor Jack's crotch was engulfed in flames. What 

kind of moron jumps over a candlestick?"  

 



 

Sheep Busted in Counterfeiting Operation  

 

Baa Baa Black Sheep will spend eight years in the federal pen ordered Judge Mary following his 

conviction by a jury of Judge Mary's Little Lambs on three counts of counterfeiting after a sting 

recorded Baa Baa selling knock-off bags of wool.  

 

Baa Baa claimed the sting was entrapment. "I told the dude I didn't have any wool, but he 

insisted...."  

 

 

John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt Changes His Name  

 

John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt has officially changed his name after a lawsuit filed by John Jacob 

Jingleheimer Schmidt for copyright infringement. John Jacob Jingleheimer Schmidt's new name is 

Bob Smith. Which is oddly my name too, and whenever I go out, people tend to shout...Bob Smith, 

Where the hell is my money?!  

 

 

Law Forbids Screaming  

 

In a 3 to 7 vote New Never City Council Members passed a law banning the screaming for any and 

all frozen desserts. The mayor said, "I won't scream, and you better not scream for Ice Cream, or 

you'll find yourself in jail!"  

 

 

Hushing Little Baby Lands Mom in Jail  

 

A New Never City Mother finds herself in jail after hushing her baby in public. "We just don't do 

that sort of thing on the city streets," said one New Never City Official. "She was just standing 

there, her baby in her arms, hushing it for all the world to see."  

 



The mother's attorney had no comment. On the other hand the baby claimed he'd received no 

compensation for his hushing in any form, especially not the promised mockingbird or diamond 

ring. 

 

A hearing is set for this afternoon.  

 

 

Ugly Duckling Kills Two at Zoo  

 

Troubled duckling was arrested last night following the murder of two swans at the New Never City 

Zoo. When questioned, the duckling responded, "Who's ugly now, bitch?"  

 

 

Wicked Witch Dies after Fall of Housing Market  

 

In spite of all indicators the recession is not over. Just ask the Wicked Witch of the West, who was 

killed today when a house, recently foreclosed on by the mayor of munchkin, fell on top of her. The 

house was driven by an illegal immigrant from Kansas.  

 

The wicked witch's sister, Glenda the Good stated, "We knew it was coming, but it was still a shock. 

I mean, really, a house? What kind of person drops a house on someone?"  

 

The Wicked Witch's next of kin, The Wizard, was unavailable for comment.  

 

 

Singing Mermaid Washed Up  

 

A fisherman made a gruesome discovery this morning - the body of famed singer, The Little 

Mermaid, who apparently washed ashore following high tide. By the large gouge marks marring her 

throat, police suspect foul play. An autopsy scheduled for tomorrow will confirm. Her manager, 

Captain Hook, could not be reached for comment.  

 



This Little Piggy Arrested for Public Urination  

 

The youngest brother of the This Little Piggy family was arrested this afternoon after going wee-

wee-wee all the way home. Police received numerous complaints from neighbors following the 

alleged peeing incident.  

 

Captain Smee of the New Never City PD stated, "When units arrived on scene, they noticed a thin 

trail of urine leading all the way to the Piggy house. Following the...um...lead, police arrested the 

youngest piggy." 

 

One neighbor angrily shouted, "What's this city coming to? Our brick road used to be white, but 

now look at it..."  

 

 

Mother Arrested For Child...Um...Abuse?  

 

A mother was arrested today after firefighters located her newborn baby in a tree top. The baby 

appeared unharmed, but firefighters were concerned over the possibility of the bough breaking, and 

the baby falling, and then down would come baby, landing on his squishy newborn head.  

 

 

Paw Found in Cheesy Doodles  

 

The New Never City Health Department closed down The Three Blind Mice Tavern after a 

customer complained about finding a tiny white paw in his cheesy doodle platter. When asked about 

the incident, the head chef, Lefty, said, "What do you expect? I'm blind, you dolt." 

 

The tavern is now under new management, but this reporter was unable to contact the chef at the 

newly renovated, Three Deaf Rats Tavern. The phone just rang and rang.  

 

 



Wicked Queen Promotes An Apple A Day Awareness  

 

An apple a day will keep the doctor away says the Wicked Queen. She further demonstrated the fact 

by offering local girl, Snow White, a bite of a red delicious handpicked by the queen's semi-faithful 

woodsmen.  

 

Snow White declared the apple, "Delicio...choke...cough...cough..." And fainted dead away with 

delight at her treat.  

 

 

Maiden Charged with Sexual Assault  

New Never City Police arrested a young lady yesterday after an incident at the New Never City Zoo. 

The charge? Unlawful Sexual Contact. Eyewitnesses claim the young maiden was seen kissing 

random wildlife. When approached by police she refused to drop her horny toady victim and was 

subsequently tased by officers. Other than a lipstick stain the toad appeared unharmed after the 

attack.  

Multiple Monkeys Hospitalized 

 

In a horrifying weekend mishap, five little monkeys jumping on a bed have been hospitalized after 

one by one they fell off and bumped their heads. Zookeepers at the New Never City Zoo were 

unavailable for comment as to how the actual accident occurred, but rumors of counting sheep 

involvement persist.  

 

Leading Cause of Death ~ Whistling  

 

According to the miners’ union, the leading cause of miner related death is whistling while you work. 

Most of the reported deaths occurred by 'accident' according to mining experts: Doc, Dopey, and 

Less Than Happy could not be reached for comment.  



Woman Expected to Arrive 

  

"Is that her?" they whisper in hushed voices. Excited fans from all over New Never City wait for a 

brief glimpse of six white horses that will tell them of the arrival of the woman from the other side 

of the mountain. Hundreds have come out to greet her.  

When she comes.  

 

Simple Simon Sought  

 

Local pieman told police he was accosted by New Never City resident, Simple Simon while 

attending the local fare. Police believe Simon is unarmed and not that dangerous. If you see Simon, 

make sure you sez, hi!  

Fundraiser for Sheep  

 

Little Bo Peep has organized a fundraiser for one of her sheep who's heroic battle with Alopecia 

resulted in a total loss of wool. Baa Baa is expected to recover with help from your donations of 

three bags full.  

 

Rolling Men Blamed for Dog Obesity  

 

Community leaders are up in arms over the growing trend of dog obesity in New Never City. The 

problem is so widespread that dog owners have had to spread wide their front doors in order to let 

their dogs outside. Officials blame the problem on this old man whose favor mode of transportation 

is rolling home. Once there, he gives all the neighborhood dogs a bone.  

 

 



Funeral for Old King Cole  

 

Old King Cole was a merry old soul. He was also pretty damn old, dying at the ripe old age of 245. 

He claimed he'd lasted so long due to three things ~ his pipe, his bowl, and rock-n-roll.  

 

He will be missed. 

 

His funeral will be held at The Tweedle Dum, Tweedle Dee Funeral Home just off Fairy-Second 

Street.  

Grimm's Highway Closed  

 

Grimm's Highway will be closed temporarily while road crews fix the London Street Bridge. New 

Never City Department of Transportation Manager, My Fair Lady, stated, "The bridge has been 

falling down for years. It's time we do something about it."  

Jack's Not So Nimble  

 

According to court records, Jack B. Nimble was recently apprehended by Detective Goldie Locks of 

the New Never City Police Department after he allegedly stole a van filled with puddin' & pie on its 

way to The Georgie Porgie Cafe. Witnesses told police Jack was seen running away following the 

crime.  

Outrage Over Inter-Species Marriage 

  

Outrage over inter-species marriage draws hundreds of flies to local church where the inter species 

marriage took place later Saturday. One opponent of the marriage declared, "Fiddle Dee Dee, a fly 

has married a bee. What's next? Adam marrying Steve?" 

 

Oddly enough, Adam and Steve decided to elope.  



 

Do Brits Stink?  

 

Fee! Fie! Foe! Fum! I smell an Brit! 

According to the latest research by the Giant Institute of the Beanstalk, despite the long held belief, 

the blood of people of English decent does not in fact smell any worse than any other nationality.  

 

Prince Arrested  

 

Local prince, Charming, was recently arrested at the New Never City Famous Slipperwear shop 

when a clerk complained the prince had sniffed a female customer's shoe. The prince denied the 

allegation, claiming, "I was merely admiring said slipper...with my nostrils." 

 

Police gave him a $50 fine sent him to bed without his porridge. 

 

Aladdin Caught Rubbing His Lamp  

 

Local entertainer, Aladdin of Aladdin's Playhouse, was arrested last night during a police sting at a 

local 'movie' theater. Apparently, the star was a bit...handesy with a certain...object during the movie, 

Your Carpet or Mine. 

 

The lamp in question refused to press charges.  

 

Dancers Wanted  

 

Help Wanted: 

 



Old Mother Hubbard's All Bare Cupboard is currently looking for dancers to work the morning 

shift. Ugly stepsisters need not apply.  

WANTED: Someone to Row a Boat to Shore  

 

Help Wanted: 

 

Now hiring for a boat rower to go gently down the stream. Must think life is but a dream. 

 

Apply today.  

Greatest Oil Spill in New Never City History Blames on Michael  

 

Ten years ago today, Michael rowed his boat ashore, causing one of the greatest natural disasters in 

New Never City history, as twenty billion gallons of cooking oil coated the beachfront. Many 

worried that the local economy would never rebound, yet, the New Never City townsfolk hefted 

their pitchforks, and got back to work, changing the landscape into a haven for fans of all fried 

foods. 

 

Hallelujah.  

 

One Dead After Accident on Grimm's Highway  

 

Traffic snarled on Grimm's Highway earlier today after a mid-morning accident. Police blame the 

accident on some rather strange circumstances. It seems a group of birds with similarly colored 

plumes began flocking together under the Over the Moon Underpass causing the dish and his mate, 

the spoon, to veer off the highway and crash into a brick wall where a young egg sat. The egg did 

not survive the fall.  



Little Bo Peep Arrested in Sting  

 

Little Bo Peep was arrested last night at Old Mother Hubbard's All Bare Cupboard for exposing it 

all during her on-stage performance. Police sources confirmed that Peep was arrested after engaging 

in a for-profit peep show. She will be formally charged this afternoon for public peeping.  

 

Tolls to Rise 

  

According to the New Never City Highway Department, our fair city's bridge tolls will soon rise. 

Why one might ask?  

 

To pay for those in our city who refuse to pay their own way. Namely, GOATS. The toll bridge 

operator, Troll, explained, "Those cheap bastards (referring to goats) refuse to pay the tolls. And 

worse, they're gruff when the refuse too!"  

 

 

Thank you for reading. 

We invite you to share your thoughts and reactions 

http://www.amazon.com/New-Never-News-Fairy-Tale-ebook/dp/B00C8L1VS4/ 

 

Earn a special gift for your e-reader by signing up for J.A. Kazimer’s Readers’ Group. 

THE FAIRYLAND MURDERS 

Book 1 in the Deadly Ever After Series 

Not all endings are happy... 
 
Blue Reynolds knows the darker side of New Never City--the side that's hopped-up on fairy dust 
and doesn't care if your house gets blown down. Rent's due and his PI business is all but make 

http://www.amazon.com/New-Never-News-Fairy-Tale-ebook/dp/B00C8L1VS4/
http://www.jakazimer.com/freebook.html


believe. But even Blue shudders at having to chase after Isabella Davis, a freckle-nosed redhead five 
feet tall on her tip-toes...if you don't count the pretty pink wings. 
 
Izzy is tough, and sneaky, and not too thrilled with the idea of being the new tooth fairy. The last six 
have been most gruesomely extracted. But Blue has a feeling that whoever is killing the tooth fairies 
is worse than your standard big bad psycho. The fairy council is hiding something. The Shadows are 
moving out into the light. And Blue is saddled with a shocking power that could take out half of 
New Never City... 
 
Buy The Fairyland Murders 

 

FROGGY STYLE 

Book 2 in the F***ed Up Fairytale Series 

Part of the hot trend of revamped fairytales—from the films Mirror, Mirror and Snow White 

and the Huntsman to hit TV shows Once Upon a Time and Grimm—J.A. Kazimer’s second 

raucous and irreverent book in the F***ed-Up Fairytale series puts a new spin on a French-

kissing frog looking for his princess!  

 

Less than two weeks before he turns thirty, Jean-Michel La Grenouille—the Frog Prince—must find 

his One. Only by marrying the girl who originally turned him human can he keep from turning back 

into a frog. When Jean-Michel is introduced to Beauty, a beautiful blonde with a sleeping disorder, 

he’s convinced she’s the One and proposes. But after a drunken night out in Cin City, Jean-Michel 

discovers that there’s a hit out on Beauty. If she’s killed before they get married, he’ll return to his 

lilypad forever. He sets out to find the assassin and stop him—but it seems Beauty isn’t too keen on 

getting married either. And to make things worse, a sexy tattoo artist has Jean-Michel’s heart 

hopping… 

Buy FROGGY STYLE 

CURSES! A F***ed Up Fairytale 

Book 1 

http://www.amazon.com/Fairyland-Murders-J-Kazimer-ebook/dp/B00LGZ9JL4/ref=sr_1_1?s=digital-text&ie=UTF8&qid=1421467501&sr=1-1&pebp=1421467510578&peasin=B00LGZ9JL4
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I'm no hero. In fact, up until a couple of days ago, I was the villain. Kidnapped maidens, scared kids, 

stole magic tchotchkes--until I got into a little scrape with the union. Now I'm cursed with the worst 

fate in New Never City--no matter what I do, I gotta be nice. 

So when a head-case princess named Asia barges into my apartment and asks me to find out who 

whacked her stepsister, Cinderella, I have no choice but to help her. And I'm more than willing to 

head back to her parents' castle and do some investigating if it means I can get into her black leather 

cat suit. Except this twisted sister has a family nutty enough to send the Biggest Baddest Wolf 

running for the hills--and a freaky little curse of her own. . .  

"More than f***ed-up. Demented. Hilarious." --Mario Acevedo, author of Werewolf Smackdown 

Buy CURSES! A F***ed Up Fairy Tale 

 

About the Author 

J.A. Kazimer is a writer living in Denver, CO. Books include The Junkie Tales, The Body Dwellers, 

CURSES! A F***ed-Up Fairy Tale, Holy Socks & Dirtier Demons, Dope Sick: A Love Story, 

SHANK, Froggy Style: A F***ed Up Fairy Tale, The Assassin's Heart, and The Fairyland Murders. 

Forthcoming novels include The Lady in Pink and The Assassin's Kiss.  

 

When Kazimer isn't looking for the perfect place to hide the bodies, she spends her time surrounded 

by cats with attitude and a little puppy named Killer. Other hobbies include murdering houseplants, 

kayaking, snowboarding, reading and theater. After years of slacking, she received a master's degree 

in forensic psychology, which she promptly ignored and started writing novels for little to no 

money. 

 

In addition to studying the criminal mind, Kazimer spent a few years spilling drinks on people as a 

bartender and then wasted another few years stalking people while working as a private investigator 

in the Denver area. You can find her online at jakazimer.com.  
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CURSES! A F***ed Up Fairy Tale Excerpt 

 

Back Cover Blurb:  

 

I’m no hero. In fact, up until a couple of days ago, I was the villain. Kidnapped maidens, 

scared kids, stole magic tchotchkes—until I got into a little scrape with the union. Now I’m cursed 

with the worst fate in New Never City—no matter what I do, I gotta be nice. 

So when a head-case princess named Asia barges into my apartment and asks me to find out 

who whacked her stepsister, Cinderella, I have no choice but to help her. And I’m more than willing 

to head back to her parents’ castle and do some investigating if it means I can get into her black 

leather cat suit. Except this twisted sister has a family nutty enough to send the Biggest Baddest 

Wolf running for the hills—and a freaky little curse of her own. . . 

 

Prologue 

Once upon a time (about nine minutes and forty-seven seconds ago) in a land far, far away 

(the corner of West Fairy-Second Street and Sugar Plum Lane, to be precise) stood a beautiful 

princess, a woman without compare in beauty or sweetness. Every man, woman, and child in the 

land loved her, from the most villainous villain to the wickedest of witches. 

“Hello there.” The princess smiled at the bluebird pecking at a bit of cocoa on the sidewalk. 

“Aren’t you a pretty bird?” 

The bluebird chirped, dancing around the beautiful princess. Its tiny claws scratched against 

the pavement as it bopped figure-eights around her trim ankles. 

The princess laughed a high feminine laugh of pure delight. The bird paused, and then 

continued its acrobatic tricks. The princess bent down to run her manicured hand over the brightly 

plumed bird. The bird fluttered its wings, edging closer to the busy avenue. A taxicab blaring a 

bibbitybop version of “Some Day My Prince Will Come” whizzed by, a little pig at the wheel. 

What a lovely day, the princess thought, watching the bird rise into the cloudless sky as it 

chirped a familiar tune. 

Yes, it was a lovely day. 

Too bad it was also her last. 

Sadly, the princess never saw the crosstown Fairy-Second Street bus. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/Curses-ebook/dp/B005QFC6SI/ref=tmm_kin_title_0?ie=UTF8&m=AG56TWVU5XWC2&qid=1311189724&sr=1-3


Chapter 1 

A delivery kid stood in front of me in the pastel hallway of my four-story walk-up on the 

edge of the Easter Village. His hands juggled a grease-stained bag. My own arms juggled a week’s 

worth of junk mail. I shoved an official-looking paper toward the kid. “This is bollocks.” The kid 

shrugged. 

I waved the paper under his nose. “The union thinks I need a vacation. That I’m suffering 

from some kind of post-villainous-related stress.” My eyes bulged and spit flew from my lips. “What 

kind of crap is that?” 

“Whatever,” the delivery kid said. His spiked green hair land facial piercings gave him a 

clownish appeal. The aroma of red curry noodles from Villainous Van’s Corner Bistro wafted in the 

air between us. 

“What are they thinking?” I shook my head, counted to ten, and ran a hand through my 

already rumpled black hair. “Mandatory mental health leave? Are they afraid I’ll go postal or 

something?” This made little sense since I didn’t even work at the post office. “Come on. I’ve 

suffered greater defeats and managed to pull through.” 

“Listen, Mac,” the teen said to me. My name wasn’t Mac, or anything that resembled Mac. 

Some people called me RJ at least to my face. 

“The total’s ten bucks,” the kid said. “Either pay me or I’ll feed your dinner to the rats.” The 

kid motioned from my dinner to the furry creatures dressed in tiny felt hats that roamed my 

darkened hallway like a demented version of Dancing with the Villains rejects. I rolled my eyes, 

muttered something about kids today, and dug into my jeans for some cash. 

“Don’t forget my tip,” the kid added. 

I’ll give the little shit a tip. I smashed two fives into his palm and snatched the bag from his 

hand. My boot kicked the door closed with a loud bang. The kid yelped, sending me into a fit of 

villainous laughter. 

A few seconds later, the kid said, “Thanks, mister.“ 

He sounded happy, which made me unhappy. 

Shit. 

Yanking a wad of bills from my pocket, a wad consider ably smaller than it had been a 

minute ago, I pulled open the door and watched the teen practically tap-dance down the hallway, a 

hundred-dollar bill clutched in his hands. 

My crisp hundred-dollar bill. 



”Darn it,” I yelled, booting the door closed again. “I can’t take much more.” I’d been out of 

work, suspended without pay, for six days. Six long days. Six days of fluffy bunnies and happy 

thoughts. All due to one little slipup and the union’s subsequent curse. The worst part was, now, no 

matter what I did, it turned out . . . good . . . nice. 

Take yesterday, for example. I’m walking down the avenue, minding my own business, when 

a little old lady calls out, “Son, would you mind helping me carry this package? It’s a basket of 

cookies for my granddaughter. She’s five....” 

On and on she went. 

Rather than telling her to shut up and snatching her cookie basket, I found myself lugging 

twenty pounds of pastries four blocks up Avenue XYZ while exchanging recipes with the demented 

old dame. 

What kind of villain does that? 

I hated being nice, even more than I hated helping people. And I hated that more than curds 

and whey. But the union had voted, and I would remain cursed, forced to be nice to any idiot 

around, until they deemed me mentally stable enough for bad-guy duty. 

Feeling sorry for myself and hungry to boot, I stalked across my living room and dropped 

down in my favorite chair. 

My favorite chair screamed in response. 

“Wha-?” I jumped up and flicked on my lamp. 

A redhead in tight black leather glared at me from my seat. Her vivid emerald eyes sparkled 

with anger, and just a hint of something else. Something not very nice, but infinitely more interesting 

than a basket of cookies. 

“Don’t you look before you sit?” The redhead’s lips curved into a frown, which only added 

to her beauty. She looked like sin, the dirty kind with plenty of sweat and saliva. Long copper hair 

curled down her shoulders, clinging to the outline of her C-cup breasts. The rest of her body was 

smoking with long, toned limbs and lots of pale skin. 

“Who the heck are you?” I pointed the greasy bag in her direction. Before I could stop her, 

she snatched it from my fingers. I watched in amazement as the interloper dove into my curry 

noodles with the gusto of Goldilocks during a bout of bulimia. 

“Hey.” I stabbed my hand in her direction. “That’s my dinner.” I would’ve snatched the 

carton back, but I was afraid of losing a finger. 



After a few minutes of gluttony, she paused to glance my way. “Sorry, but I’m starving. I 

haven’t eaten since five.” 

I glanced at my watch and frowned. “That was like forty-five minutes ago.” 

“Really?” She cocked her head to the side, showing off the pale skin of her throat. “It feels 

like an hour at least.” 

“While I’d love to chat more about the relativity of time, I’d prefer you tell me exactly who 

you are and how you got into my apartment.” With each word, my voice grew louder and my tone 

grew more dangerous. While I might have lost my villainous powers, I could still make one little 

redhead cry. 

Or not. 

“Do you have any soda?” She smiled up at me. “Maybe a Diet Pepsi? All that MSG makes 

me thirsty.” 

With an eye roll I started for the kitchen, pausing to be,rate my treacherous legs for obeying 

her command. But I couldn’t help it. 

Literally. 

I did whatever anyone asked, my own will completely ignored, as long as the requestor’s 

intent was pure. Twenty-eight years of bad luck guaranteed any request made by a knockout redhead 

in black leather was as pure as Sleeping Beauty. Damn it. 

Reluctantly, I opened my refrigerator and popped open the last can of mead. A rush of 

bubbles rose to the surface, foaming over the can and dribbling down my fingers. I sucked the 

foamy goodness from my thumb and grinned. 

The mead would have to appease my uninvited dinner thief. I returned from the kitchen, sat 

down on the edge of my coffee table, and handed her the can. 

She glanced at my saliva-soaked fingers and then at the can. “Thanks,” she said after taking a 

long drink. Tilting her head, she studied me for a moment. Her eyes examined every inch, from my 

scuffed boots to the top of my hair. “You’re not what I expected.” 

“Oh, and what exactly did you expect?” 

“Someone a bit shorter.” She frowned. “What are you? Six foot?” 

I nodded. 

“What do you weigh? Sixteen stone?” 

Again, I nodded. 

She shook her head. “Puny.” 



“Hey-” Six foot, two hundred pounds was not puny, not by a long shot. Moreover, I was as 

fit as Hey Diddle Diddle’s fiddle. In my line of work, it paid to be, with all that running from angry 

mobs with pitchforks and such. 

“No offense.” Her lips lifted into a smirk. “Maybe you could bulk up for the job? Eat 

more.” 

Rage flashed through my bloodstream like a boiling cauldron. “Eat more?” I strangled out, 

my eyes burning into my nearly empty carton of curry noodles and back at the redhead with a dollop 

of curry on her upper lip. What I should’ve said was, “Job? What job?” But I didn’t. I blamed my 

dropping blood sugar for the mistake. 

The redhead grinned, lifting the nearly empty carton my way. “Oh, was this your dinner? 

There’s an egg roll left. ” 

As she said those words, her eyes locked onto the greasy cabbage roll, as if debating eating it. 

I grabbed the egg roll, crammed it in my mouth, and spewed leafy green strands at her as I 

repeated my earlier question. “Who the heck are you? And why are you here?” 

“My name’s Asia.” She paused, her eyes boring into mine. Don’t say it, my brain begged, but 

just like a woman, she said it anyway. “I need your help.” 

 

Chapter 2 

“Asia . . . ” I tapped my finger to my chin. The vaguest of memories flickered at the edge of 

my mind. “Your name’s familiar somehow. Have we met before?” I doubted it. She wasn’t a Villain 

Vamp, as we called the girls who lowered their standards enough to date my kind. So how did I 

know her? 

She blew out a long sigh. “My full name is Asia Elizabeth Maledetto.” At my blank look, she 

added, “My stepdad’s King Maledetto.” She paused long enough to roll her eyes. “King of the land 

of Maledetto. You know, the kingdom that borders the northeastern part of New Never City?” 

“Doesn’t ring a bell.” I shrugged. What the fuck was with the geography lesson? If I wanted 

to learn, I would’ve stayed in Charming School. 

“Fine.” Her hands lifted to her round hips and she glared at me. “My stepsister’s Cinderella. 

Striking midnight now?” 

Holy crap. I leapt from my seat on the table and paced around the room. Not that there was 

much room to pace. In fact, my whole apartment could fit into one of the three kittens’ missing 



mittens. “You’re the ugly stepsister!” I said with a frown. Yet this chick wasn’t ugly, not by a long 

shot. 

“I’m one of them.” She shrugged as if the nickname didn’t bother her, but the look of hurt 

in her eyes spoke more than words could. The villainous, still hungry part of me took satisfaction in 

her pain. It served her and her princessstuck-in-an-ivory-tower kind right. 

“I’m sorry about,” I winced, “your sister’s accident.” Smashed under a bus was a bad way to 

go. I should know. I’d run over quite a few jesters and even a prince or two in my time. 

“Thanks,” she said. “But it wasn’t an accident.” 

I scratched my chin, not liking where this was going. “I have an alibi. I was at my mother’s in 

Queens of Hearts.” 

Asia arched a flame-colored eyebrow. “Why would you need an alibi?” 

“No reason.” I tried to smile, but it came off more like a grimace. “You were saying?” 

“My sister’s death wasn’t an accident.” Her eyes met mine. “She was murdered. And I need 

your help to prove it.” 

Damn. There was that word again. I started to say fuck no, but instead, the following string 

of words flew from my stupid lips: “Of course. Whatever you need.” 

God, I hated myself. In an act of revenge, I chomped down on my treacherous tongue until 

it bled. Served it right. 

“Are you eating your tongue?” For a brief second Asia appeared terrified at the prospect. 

“I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize you were that hungry.” She shoved her hand into the pocket of her 

leather pants and removed a lint-covered breath mint. “Here. Take this.” 

Before I could stop her, she shoved the mint into my mouth. I wanted to yell “Are you 

fucking nuts,” but it came out more like, “Thanks.” 

Damn it. 

She smiled. “So you’ll help me track down her killer?” 

“Why the heck not?” I stared into her green eyes, losing myself in their beauty. If a woman’s 

eyes were a window to their soul, I was in big trouble. Because the only image inside Anastasia Bella 

Maledetto’s eyes was my own evil reflection. 

“I’ll come back in the morning,” she said, “and we can begin our investigation.” 

I nodded, watching her heart-shaped butt walk out my door and disappear down the hallway. 

Ugly stepsister, my ass. Hell, even the gayest of the rats surveyed her strut down the corridor. 



“I’d do her,” said Tate, a pink felt hat-wearing rat with a lisp and a pronounced swish. The 

other, straighter rats rolled their beady eyes. To which Tate replied: “What?” 

I closed the door before things got ugly and dropped into my favorite, now-empty chair. A 

cloud of dust exploded from the fabric and the sweet scent of pumpkin pie floated around me. I 

picked up the remnants of my dinner, surprised to see Asia had left a fortune cookie. I smiled at the 

plastic-wrapped goodie, picturing Asia’s emerald eyes. 

Peeling the cookie open, I licked my lips in anticipation of its sugary goodness and 

informative, if not, valuable summation of my future. The cookie read: 

THE DELIVERY KID LICKED YOUR EGG ROLL. 

HAVE A NICE DAY! 

Damn! Foiled again by a teen with more metal in his head than Snow White had sugar 

midgets. 

Hi Ho, Hi Ho ... 

Off to scrub delivery kid spit out of my mouth I go. 

 

 

 

 

 


