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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Shane Anderson clutched the steering wheel and peeled out of the hotel parking lot, merging onto the highway and narrowly avoiding a collision with a pickup truck. He jerked the wheel right, and the rumble of reflectors beneath his tires reminded him to focus on the road.

      What have those bloody witches done this time?

      Ricardo’s voice over the phone had sounded frantic. He’d mumbled something about Cammie botching a spell to release Shane from their idiotic plan and passing out. They needed him there to complete the incantation and keep Cammie from slipping into a magic-induced coma.

      Something was off, though, and skepticism clawed through his chest, his wolf growling a warning in his mind. If this was some kind of joke or their way of getting even after he’d left the band…

      “Bloody hell.” He’d met his fate-bound tonight. Witches couldn’t fathom the connection a werewolf felt when he met his soulmate. They probably thought they were being funny, dragging him out of bed and away from the woman he was meant to spend the rest of his life with.

      But if Cammie really was hurt, he had to help her. He’d do whatever he needed to and be done with the witches for good. Then he’d get his ass back to Bekah and convince her the night they’d shared was the beginning of forever.

      He’d pack his bags and move to New Orleans tomorrow. Hell, he’d follow his fate-bound anywhere; his wolf wouldn’t have it any other way.

      Pulling into the apartment parking lot, he cut the engine and ran his hand across the worn leather of his saxophone case in the passenger seat. The brass nameplate felt cool against his fingers, and the engraving of his name had smoothed so much it barely registered on his skin.

      Looking into Bekah’s eyes tonight, every broken piece of his world converged, snapping back together. Her presence filled in the blank spots, making him whole, and it all made sense now. Leaving his home in London, his dad disowning him so he couldn’t go back, following a doomed relationship on a tour of the United States, being dumped in Florida…it all led him to today.

      To his fate-bound.

      He drummed his fingers on the sax case. New Orleans was the perfect place for him to settle down and open his music school. At least his mum would’ve been proud of him if she were still here.

      A balmy Florida breeze mussed his hair as he climbed out of his Jeep and slammed the door. He hit the lock button on his key fob and jogged across the parking lot to Ricardo’s apartment. As he lifted his hand to knock, the door swung open and Ricardo ushered him inside.

      A dozen black candles illuminated the room in flickering firelight, and the overwhelming aroma of incense and herbs assaulted his nose, stinging his eyes. The furniture had been pushed against the walls, and a pentagram drawn in white powder took up most of the living room floor.

      Shane’s heart thrummed, his wolf’s warning growl growing louder in his mind. “What the hell is going on, mate? Where’s Cammie?”

      Regret flashed in Ricardo’s eyes. “I’m sorry, buddy. If you’re not with us, you’re a liability.”

      Cammie stepped into the room wearing a black, hooded robe. The moment she lifted her arms toward Shane, a wall of magic slammed into him, knocking the breath from his lungs. He called on his wolf, his fight instinct kicking into high gear, and his body hummed with magic as he shifted form.

      Ears flat against his head, he bared his teeth and growled, cutting his gaze between Ricardo and Cammie.

      Ricardo squealed and jumped over the couch. “You said he wouldn’t be able to shift, Cam. Change him back.”

      “Give me a second.” She fisted her hands and then splayed her fingers, sending another blast of dark magic toward Shane, neutralizing his own.

      A quivering sensation ran through his entire body as he lost hold of his wolf and transformed to human.

      “What are you doing?” Panic surged, a thrumming, vibrating urgency turning his blood to liquid fire. He tried to run, but his muscles seized, the room pressing down on him, the unbearable heaviness bringing him to his knees.

      Cammie’s eyes rolled back as a string of Latin words flowed from her blood-red lips, and dark magic pricked at Shane’s skin, clawing at the base of his skull. He tried to stand, to get the hell out of there, but his body betrayed him. He was paralyzed, the pressure and pain making his stomach churn and his vision swim.

      Ricardo clutched his wrist, holding it against his chest as he dragged a cursed blade across Shane’s forearm. Searing pain exploded across his skin, and blood dripped into a bowl before his were magic sealed the wound.

      His wolf howled in his head, but Shane didn’t need to be reminded of the consequences. Were blood held powerful magic that no witch should ever have access to. He tried to speak, but his jaw clenched tight, his teeth grinding together until sharp pain shot through his temple.

      Ricardo shoved him to the floor, and he landed on his side, his cheek pressing into the rough carpet. Cammie stopped chanting, and the pressure lifted, but his body felt like a lump of rock.

      She knelt to run her fingers through Shane’s hair. “It would be easier to kill him. We have his blood. That’s all we need.”

      “He’s our friend, Cam. I can’t have that on my conscience.” Ricardo set the bowl on a table. “Just wipe his mind, and we’ll dump him down the road like we agreed.”

      Shane groaned, trying to force words through his thickening throat, but they wouldn’t come. The witches were the closest he had to family, and sadly, their betrayal was far from surprising.

      “Roll him onto his back.” Cammie dipped a spoon into the bowl of blood and added a single drop to a glass of purple liquid. As soon as the drop hit the surface, the mixture flashed bright pink and steam rose from the container. “He’s got to swallow this for the spell to work.”

      Ricardo shoved his shoulder, and his muscles screamed as he rolled to his back. “Our plans require a blood sacrifice from everyone involved. You were already in it, so you can’t back out.” He patted his shoulder. “Don’t worry man, in a few minutes, you won’t remember anything.”

      With his thumb on Shane’s chin, Ricardo pried his lips apart and poured the steaming mixture into his mouth. The sickly-sweet liquid burned his tongue and the back of his throat, but he refused to swallow. These witches would not steal his memory, nor would he play a role in their black magic scheme. This paralyzing spell would wear off eventually, and then they’d pay.

      Ricardo looked at Cammie. “He’s not swallowing.”

      The witch let out a dramatic sigh and bent over Shane, pinching his nose so he couldn’t breathe. He tried to shake his head, to curl his hands into fists, to move anything on his body, but he was frozen. His lungs ached for air, pressure building in his chest like a stack of cinder blocks sat atop him.

      Instinct took over, and he gasped for breath, sucking the magic concoction down his throat. He choked, sputtering the liquid and inhaling it again as a coughing fit wracked his body. The potion singed his sinuses, scorching from the back of his throat up to his watering eyes. Ricardo rolled him onto his side, and purple splattered across the floor as he expelled the last of the contents from his throat.

      “He didn’t swallow it all.” Ricardo hauled him up, and his legs wobbled as the paralyzing spell began to lose its hold.

      “He got enough,” Cammie said. “Put him in his car and drive. I’ll follow you.”

      His vision tunneled into darkness, and he squeezed his eyes shut. When he opened them, a woman in a black robe lowered her hood to reveal long, blonde hair. Where had she come from?

      She looked familiar, and he wracked his brain, but her name eluded him. “Who are you?”

      The woman smiled. “It’s already working. Let’s dump him before he gets all his strength back. Take his phone and wallet. We don’t want him finding us later.”

      The man emptied his pockets and dragged him out the door. Shane tried to pull from his grasp, but he stumbled, and the man shoved him into the back seat of a car. His muscles ached, and his head spun as they sped down the highway. On a secluded section of road, the driver pulled over and hauled him out of the back seat, settling him behind the wheel.

      He took in the man’s dark hair and eyes, and familiarity pricked in his mind. “I know you, don’t I?”

      “Not anymore.” The man slammed the door and jogged toward a van.

      He watched as the van disappeared down the road, and he ran his hands over the leather steering wheel in front of him. He’d gotten in this car for a reason, but he couldn’t recall what it was. He was going…somewhere. He needed to see someone, but…

      Panic surged ice-cold through his veins. A million thoughts danced around the outskirts of his memory, swirling in a tornado of muddled perplexity, but he couldn’t grab onto any of them. He didn’t know where he was nor where he was going. Bloody hell. He didn’t even know who he was.

      New Orleans.

      Through the jumbled, incomprehensible blankness of his mind, that one name was a lighthouse in the fog. A beacon of hope. Whatever happened to his memory, he would find it in New Orleans.
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      Nine Hours Earlier

      “In what universe is summoning a demon ever a good idea?” Shane sat his saxophone case on the floor and clenched his fists at his sides, sucking in a gulp of air. The mere mention of getting help from a fiend raised his hackles, and his wolf hovered dangerously near the surface.

      Ricardo was insane. That was the only explanation.

      “It’s not a demon. We’re making a deal with Amdusias. He’s a duke of hell, and he rules over music.” Ricardo palmed his shoulder. “He can make our dreams come true.”

      “Your dreams.” Shane shrugged off the witch’s hand and marched toward Cammie, who sat with her legs curled beneath her on a brown sofa. “Are you in on this too?”

      The blue-eyed witch twirled a drumstick in her fingers and blew a pale-pink bubble the size of her face. The gum popped, and she worked it back into her mouth before answering. “We’re all in on this. The initial connection has been made. We have to finish the ritual beneath the full moon tomorrow night, and fame and fortune will be ours.” Her bright-red lips curved into a smile, and she tucked a blonde curl behind her ear. “Relax, wolfman. We aren’t going to summon him into the flesh. We’ll bring him close enough to the surface for his energy to pass into us, and then we’ll shut the gates.”

      The gates. The witches were planning to open the gates of hell as casually as a barn door…and they didn’t see the problem with it.

      “How did you make the initial connection? How are we all in this already?”

      Cammie glanced toward Ricardo and lifted one shoulder. “It was just a bit of hair. Ricardo picked it up from the floor when you guys had your little bro date and got your hair cut together.”

      “You took my hair?” He glared at the lead singer.

      Ricardo raised his hands. “It was going in the trash anyway.”

      “You’re part of this, Shane.” Cammie smiled and popped her gum.

      “Jesus Christ.” Raking a hand through his hair, he glared at his other bandmates. “You’ll sell your souls for a chance at success?”

      “Souls are overrated.” Ricardo laughed. “Anyway, man, we’re not going to promise our souls. We’re going to give him our lives right now, let Amdusias run our careers. He’ll be our manager. Cammie’s agreed to let him speak to her through her dreams.”

      Shane took another deep breath and focused on the twenty-by-thirty landscape painting hanging above Cammie’s head. Snow clung to the ground and trees in the image, a far cry from the humid Florida weather he’d gotten used to. He hadn’t seen a white Christmas in five years, and if he had his way, he never would again.

      The kind of success his friends wanted would require touring. A different city every night. Different weather. No stability. He’d been there, done that, and experienced the fall-out when things didn’t work out.

      “You’re all crazy. You know that?” Any Witch Way consisted of five members: four American witches and Shane, the token werewolf. The only Brit. While his friends’ musical ability was decent enough to land gigs at weddings, small venues, and hotel bars, like the one they were about to play, they would never achieve stardom with their mediocre talent.

      Shane was counting on that.

      “C’mon, dude. You’re the only one of us who’s had a taste of fame, and we want to sample that deliciously sweet stardom too,” Ricardo said.

      “And that went swimmingly for me, didn’t it?”

      “You could have moved back to jolly old London, mate,” Ricardo mocked Shane’s accent, “but you stayed. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t do anything to get that back.”

      “I won’t sell my soul.” There was no use arguing with them. All creative types had egos, and convincing them stardom wasn’t all they imagined it would be was impossible. He’d been in their position once. The lure of fame was hard to ignore.

      Of course, he’d been more interested in the woman that came with the package. Being in a famous rock band was never his dream; it just happened to be part of the deal.

      But that was over now.

      “I want out. I’ll play tonight’s show, and then I’m done.”

      “We need you, Shane.” Cammie rose to her feet. “You’re the most talented member of the band, and your songs are killer.”

      “No one wants to hear original music at the gigs we’ve been booking,” Ricardo said. “If we don’t do this, we’ll be stuck playing crappy covers to small crowds who are more interested in getting drunk than hearing good music. It’s time to expand our horizons.”

      Shane tried to hold back his groan, but it came out as a heavy sigh. “I get it, okay? I really do.” And while he didn’t share his mates’ desire to make the band any bigger than it was, he didn’t want to hold his friends back. “But asking a demon for help will only lead to trouble. Black magic is nothing to play with.”

      Cammie scoffed. “As if a werewolf knows more about magic than a witch.”

      He gritted his teeth. “I know plenty about demons.” In London, the werewolves acted as the supernatural police force of the city. They were the demons’ sworn enemies. Their job was to keep London safe from the fiends and the idiots who summoned them.

      “My dad taught me all I need to know, but…” Cammie cut her gaze to Ricardo again, a silent agreement passing between them. “If you want out, we’ll let you out. Finish the gig tonight. Sleep on it, and if you’re still not convinced in the morning, you’re free. You just have to promise not to spill our secret when we become famous.”

      Cammie clutched Ricardo’s bicep, resting her other hand on his shoulder before kissing him on the cheek. They were a perfectly matched couple now, but being in the spotlight tended to tear people apart.

      “Think about it, old friend.” Ricardo squeezed his shoulder. “That’s all we ask.”

      Shane didn’t have to think about it. Communing with demons went against his very nature. If he were a pack member, he’d be obliged to report the witches’ intended activity to the alpha. Being rogue, he answered to no one, but he’d be damned if he’d let them turn a demon loose on Pensacola.

      “All right, mate. I can give you that much.” He’d let them think he was considering their scheme, anyway. “But for the record, I happen to enjoy the crappy covers. People appreciate familiarity.”

      “And when our album goes platinum, bands will be doing covers of our stuff. We’ll be the familiar ones.” Cammie clutched her drumsticks and strutted toward the door. “The stage is waiting, boys.”

      Shane picked up his sax case and slung his guitar over his shoulder. This was what he got for joining a band of witches.
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      Bekah Beauchamp stopped at the hotel bar and ordered a glass of rosé. Sectioned off from the restaurant, the spacious bar had elegant, modern lighting. Multiple nooks with tables and deep-blue upholstered chairs surrounded a small dance floor where a band had set up their instruments on the adjacent stage.

      She sipped her wine, savoring the way the blend managed to be fruity and slightly dry at the same time, and scanned the crowd for her new friend. Tambra, a witch she’d met at the restauranteur conference in Pensacola, had convinced her to listen to the band playing in the bar on the last night of the symposium.

      Her first instinct had been to decline the invitation. She needed to organize her notes from the day, plus she planned to drive home to New Orleans first thing in the morning. She hadn’t seen Emma in three days, and though she’d spoken to her daughter on the phone every night at bedtime, a constant ache had formed in her chest from missing the little squirt.

      Emma was in good hands with her grandma, though, and it wasn’t like Bekah could make the drive home safely tonight. Still, a pang of guilt flashed through her chest every time she sipped her drink.

      “Bekah!” Tambra waved, and six gold bangle bracelets slid up to her elbow. A matching gold flower hairpin adorned her short, blonde curls, and dark-gray, shimmery shadow created a smoky effect around her blue eyes.

      A knot released in Bekah’s chest as she strode toward the table Tambra had claimed on the edge of the dance floor. Though her own makeup was a far cry from the smoky-eyed vixen look of Tambra’s palette, Bekah had applied a little extra shadow and a darker-than-normal shade of lipstick. But her attempt at making herself feel alive again had gifted her with a weighty dose of self-consciousness instead.

      “Hey, Tambra. Thanks for inviting me.” Bekah slid into the seat next to the witch.

      “Thank you for coming. My cousin, Cammie, is the drummer, and she’d kill me if she knew I was in town and didn’t see her show.” She clinked her glass to Bekah’s. “A woman sitting alone in a bar always attracts the weirdos who assume she’s looking for a date. You saved me from deflecting all the beer-breathed come-ons tonight.”

      Bekah laughed. “It’s been so long since I’ve had a night out, I wouldn’t recognize a come-on if the beer breath stared me in the face.” Nor would she know how to react. She hadn’t attempted to flirt with anyone since the day she found out she was pregnant with Emma.

      “A beautiful, successful woman like you? C’mon, you’ve probably got all your male packmates falling over themselves to get to you.” Tambra lifted the chardonnay to her lips.

      Drumming her nails on the table, Bekah shook her head. “I haven’t had a date in eight years.”

      Tambra choked, sputtering wine across the table. “Girl.” She swiped the cocktail napkin on the surface, absorbing the mess. “Eight years?”

      “Not since Emma’s dad left.” She shrugged. “I’m a single mom. Most men tuck tail and run as soon as they find that out.”

      “Even werewolves? The men seem like such protectors.”

      “Especially werewolves. Emma’s father is a witch, so we won’t know if she’ll be a shifting wolf or have witch powers until she comes into her magic. Only first-born weres can shift, so if Emma has that ability, whatever mate I ended up with wouldn’t have shifting offspring of his own. No one wants to take that chance.”

      Tambra’s brow furrowed. “Werewolves are assholes.”

      Bekah laughed. “So are witches.”

      “Isn’t everyone? Well, if werewolves are out, you can still date humans, can’t you?”

      “I could, but I’ve been so busy between raising Emma, finishing college, and then opening my café. I haven’t thought about it much.” She traced her fingers across the wood pattern on the table. That was a lie. She had thought about it. Taking care of an eight-year-old on her own, she rarely got a moment alone, but lately, she’d never felt lonelier.

      Tambra waved the waiter over and ordered another round of wine. “Maybe it’s time you started.”

      “Maybe it is. I feel guilty though. I mean, I’m a mom first, and Emma…”

      The witch held up a finger. “You’re a woman first, and your daughter would benefit from seeing her mother happy and modeling healthy relationships.”

      She opened her mouth to argue, but she couldn’t form a rebuttal. “Jeez, Tambra, forget restaurants. You should go into therapy.”

      “Ten years as a bartender, and you learn how to talk to people about their problems.” She held up her glass in a toast. “To your first night out and the start of finding Bekah, the woman, again. She’s in there somewhere.”

      “I’ll drink to that.” Bekah sipped her rosé, and a weight lifted from her shoulders. Tambra was right; she was a woman first, and she’d lost herself along the way.

      Things were different now, though. Emma was in school and wise beyond her years. Bekah was done with college, and her café was running smoothly. She had a bit of free time, a luxury she could never afford before. Maybe she should focus some of her energy on herself for a change. It was time she found the woman she’d lost, and she would start by letting go of her mom guilt and enjoying herself tonight.

      A side door opened, and the band shuffled through. Tambra waved and shouted, “Cammie,” and a young woman with long blonde hair and bright-red lips waved, her eyes lighting up with her smile.

      Drumsticks in hand, Cammie trotted toward their table and hugged Tambra. “I’m so glad you came.”

      “I wouldn’t miss my baby cousin’s show. I even brought a friend. This is Bekah.”

      “Hi.” Bekah shook Cammie’s hand, and the witch’s magical signature shimmied up her arm along with her emotions. Wiping her palm on her jeans, Bekah tried to keep her expression neutral. She’d learned to control her empathic ability as a teen, and she rarely picked up on anyone’s feelings unless she wanted to.

      But Cammie’s emotions undulated through her, their intensity making them impossible to ignore. The natural excitement and anticipation for her upcoming performance paled in comparison to another type of eagerness spiked with fear.

      “Nice to meet you.” Cammie turned to Tambra. “Will you be around after the show?”

      “You know it.” Tambra smiled fondly as Cammie mounted the stage and settled behind the drum set.

      Bekah shivered as the last of Cammie’s emotions dissipated from her consciousness. “Is she okay? She seems a little…nervous.”

      “Oh, she’s fine.” Tambra waved off her concern. “She’s always been high-strung.”

      “She must’ve been a handful as a kid.”

      As the rest of the band members set up their instruments, Bekah’s gaze locked on a tall, dark-haired man beside the keyboard. He set a black acoustic guitar on a stand and knelt to open an instrument case.

      “Who is that?” Bekah pointed at the tall drink of water and knocked her empty wine glass over on the table. She caught it before it could roll off the edge, but she made enough of a commotion to capture the handsome musician’s attention.

      He glanced up from his case and looked at her with the most piercing set of sea-green eyes she’d ever seen. A short, dark beard accentuated his strong jaw, and as one corner of his mouth tugged into a crooked grin, her heart lost count of its rhythm.

      “Close your mouth, hon, you’re gaping at the man.” Tambra snatched the empty glass from her hand and set it on the table behind them. “That’s Shane.”

      Bekah snapped her mouth shut and leaned back in her chair, reminding herself to breathe. If a simple smile from a stranger could send her pulse racing like this, she definitely needed to get out more.

      Shane pulled a saxophone from the case and set it on another stand next to the guitar. As he attached the mouthpiece, he flicked his gaze to Bekah again and nodded a hello.

      Dammit, she was still staring at him. Biting her lip, she lifted her fingers in a pathetic attempt at a wave and shifted in her chair to face Tambra. “What…umm…What does he play?”

      Tambra grinned. “Everything. Keyboard, guitar, sax. He’s good with his hands and his mouth, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

      Her laugh came out as a snort, and she covered her mouth. “I was not wondering that.”

      “If a guy like Shane looked at me the way he’s been looking at you, that’s exactly what I’d be wondering.” She nudged her with an elbow. “I’m pretty sure he’s single too.”

      Her body warmed, and though she was tempted to fan herself with a napkin, she refrained. Instead, she took a few slow, deep breaths to calm the raging hormones that had finally broken the dam.

      The band opened the set with an Imagine Dragons cover, and Shane’s fingers flew across the keyboard so effortlessly he could have played it with his eyes closed. At times he did, and when he opened them again, he glanced at Bekah, almost as if to be sure she was watching.

      As the set went on, Tambra ordered another glass of wine, but Bekah had no need for alcohol. The way her body reacted to watching the sexy musician was better than any buzz the wine could have provided.

      “What else do you know about Shane?” She glanced at Tambra before focusing on the man.

      “Well…he’s a werewolf, but don’t let that discourage you. He’s the most mature one of the bunch.”

      Her heart sank. She’d suspected as much based on his looks and the confident way he carried himself, but the only way to truly know a magical being’s nature was through touch. The buzzing, electrical signature emanating from their skin was like a supernatural calling card.

      Oh, well. Better to find out now so she could temper the hormones surging through her core. Shane was nice to look at, but that’s all he could be, which was fine. At least she knew she could still be attracted to a man.

      As the set ended, Tambra jumped from her seat and sashayed to the stage to talk to her cousin, leaving Bekah alone at the small table. Shane set his guitar in the stand and made a beeline for the bar, not sparing a single glance for her as he laughed with the bartender and ordered a beer.

      Her chest deflated with her sigh. A man like that would never be interested in someone like her. Even with the extra coat of makeup, her hair and her clothes screamed, “mom.” An attractive artist with those long, dexterous fingers, he probably had a different woman in his bed every night, and not one of them had stretchmarks across her hips.

      She dug in her purse for her phone to check the time. Heading back to her room now would mean she’d be ready for an early start in the morning. With her gaze cast downward, she caught a glimpse of a pair of black leather boots stopping near her table. Her phone slipped back into her purse as she lifted her head and found Shane standing in front of her. His leather jacket hung open over a dark-gray V-neck T-shirt, and his torn jeans hung low on his hips in typical rock star fashion.

      That same crooked, kissable grin tugged on his lips, making heat bloom below her navel. “Hello.” He slipped around the side of the table and settled into the empty chair. “I hope I’m not being too forward, but the bartender said you were drinking rosé.” A delectable accent lilted his speech as he set the glass of wine in front of her. “I’m Shane.”

      “You’re British.” She clamped her mouth shut as heat flushed her cheeks. Way to go, Captain Obvious. Why don’t you tell him he’s male too?
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TERMINATION
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DISCLAIMER
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