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ARCANUM NEW ORLEANS, #4

Bryce Nixon has his hands full. Along with managing a strip club, he’s a single dad to a precocious six-year-old. But she has a secret, one the local witch coven desperately wants to exploit.

Officer Zach Sangrey's new case should be a simple one: find out why a group of witches wants Bryce Nixon’s daughter so bad. When he discovers the answer, however, everything changes.
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Chapter One
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“Okay, she’s had dinner and a bath. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to call or text me. Thanks for doing this on your night off. I was supposed to be off, too, but my assistant manager called out.”

“Don’t worry, Bryce. It’s all good.”

Bryce Nixon blew out a breath and nodded. He crouched and reached out. His daughter practically launched herself into his arms, all smiles and giggles. He closed his eyes for a moment and kissed the side of her head before pulling back so he could see her face. He tucked a stray curl behind her left ear.

“I’m sorry, Princess. Daddy has to go to work.”

“I know, Daddy.” She grinned up at her beloved nanny. “We’re gonna have fun.”

Bryce chuckled. “Oh, I don’t doubt that. I love you, and I’ll see you in the morning. Be good for Amy, okay?”

Carly nodded quite sagely for a six-year-old. “I promise. I love you, too, Daddy.”

He got one more hug and stood. He watched Carly run back into the living room and her Disney movie marathon. A hand touched his arm.

“Are you okay?”

Bryce sighed. “I don’t know. There hasn’t been any direct contact, but that doesn’t mean they aren’t looking for her. Do not open the door for anyone but me.”

“You know I won’t,” Amy reassured him. “She will be fine. We both will be.”

“Okay. I need to get going. Call anytime. Otherwise, I’ll be home around three in the morning.”

With a final nod and wave, he left the house. Amy watched him back out of the driveway while Carly was thoroughly ensconced in her movies. He hated leaving with such short notice, especially here lately. He’d managed to keep Carly’s heritage secret since her mother’s death, but as she grew older, it would become more difficult. Like her mom, Carly’s magic was potent, even for such a young child. Unfortunately, it also made her a target.

The drive to the strip joint where he was a manager didn’t take long, and, soon enough, he pulled into the parking lot. They opened at five, so the cars near the back were the dancers and other staff. He sat in his car for a few minutes and just closed his eyes. Rose, Carly’s mother, had been a one-night stand, but the moment Rose told Bryce she was pregnant, he’d been all in, excited to be a dad. Rose died in a car accident a week before Carly’s first birthday, leaving Bryce as a single dad to a very precocious, adorable kid.

A knock on the window startled him. Bryce got out and pocketed his keys. His lead bartender waited until they headed toward the front door before speaking.

“We, uh, had an early visitor.”

Bryce stopped walking. “What?”

“My gut told me the dude was from the coven,” Daniel said. “Obviously, I didn’t tell him shit.”

“What did he want?” Bryce asked as they stepped into the club.

“He didn’t say a whole lot, to be honest. Just that he wanted to speak with the guy who runs the club.”

Once they were in the office, Bryce dropped into his chair while Daniel shut the door. Bryce raked a hand through his unruly curls. Daniel sat in the chair on the other side of the desk.

“Look, you won’t be able to hide her forever, man. The older she gets, the more obvious it’s going to be. People are going to notice she doesn’t age normally.”

“I know, I know,” Bryce grumbled. “So what’s the latest drama?”

Daniel chuckled and shook his head. “Let’s see... Starr showed up hungover and nearly broke the dressing room mirror when she tripped over one of Jade’s thigh-high boots. Diamond tried to start shit with Moira, something about a borrowed dress. Oh, and Justine said her cousin wants to come dance.”

“Well, we need more ladies,” Bryce admitted. “How’d the situation with Moira and Diamond go?”

“Diamond found the dress in question buried at the bottom of her trunk. Moira just flipped her off and headed out onto the floor.”

“Sounds about right for those two. All right, let’s get everything ready for tonight. If you see Justine before I do, tell her I’d be happy to meet with her cousin.”

Daniel got up and left the office. Bryce checked the voicemails and emails, but his mind wasn’t really in any of it. He loved his job and his dancers, but uneasiness made him a bit nauseated. Daniel was right. This mess with Carly was only going to get worse if he didn’t find a solution and fast.

The regular police wouldn’t be much help in these matters. The only other option was Arcanum. He’d never needed to go to them before, but he also wasn’t about to risk Carly’s safety.

He pulled up the local office’s number and dialed, sitting back with his cell in hand.

“Arcanum, this is Detective Sterling.”

“Hi, my name is Bryce Nixon. I, uh, need to speak with someone.”

“Certainly, Mr. Nixon. How can I help?”

Bryce had never told anyone about Carly’s magic. Daniel was the only one who knew, simply because Daniel was his best friend and a fellow witch. “I have a... witch problem. Well, not me specifically, but my daughter.”

“I see,” Detective Sterling said. “What details can you give me?”

“It’s kind of a convoluted story.”

The detective chuckled softly. “We specialize in convoluted, Mr. Nixon.”
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Chapter Two


[image: ]




“Got one for you.”

Zach Sangrey looked up from his computer to see one of his bosses, Detective Sterling, standing in his office doorway. “What is it?”

Don sat down in the chair on the other side of Zach’s desk and put a brand new manila folder on the desktop. “A gentleman by the name of Bryce Nixon called and needed to speak with someone about a witch problem. Seems our favorite coven is hunting for the child of one of their former members.”
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