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Young witch Alyssa Bourgeois has a problem: She has no magic. Her aunt and mom can try all they want to teach her magic, but she’s convinced it’s just not going to happen. Accepting she’s a broken witch, she knows she’s going to have to live life as a regular human, and she’s okay with that. 

One cool fall night, werewolf Liam Richard wanders into Zombies, her favorite nightclub in the French Quarter, and asks her and her witch friends for help with a personal problem. Her friends are more than happy to turn him down, but Alyssa finds herself drawn to the dark and sexy wolf, wanting to help him.

Liam accepts Alyssa’s offer—if only to help him find a willing witch—and they quickly realize they don’t need magic to see what’s conjuring between them. Even if Alyssa can’t assist Liam with his problem, will he help her find the reason she’s lacking in magic?
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Chapter 1
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Alyssa

––––––––
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T

he book lay open in front of me, and I grunted in frustration, rubbing my chest where my aunt had delivered a small zing of pain to get me to concentrate. Not that that had ever worked. 

“Concentrate, Alyssa,” Aunt Louise barked, snapping two fingers in front of my face. “You’re never going to learn our way if you don’t pay attention. Do you want history to repeat itself? Are you content with the fate of your ancestors or are you going to rise above all that?”

I heard her grumble something about me being a late bloomer and I ignored it. Like I hadn’t heard that before.

“I can’t grasp the Latin,” I whined, throwing my hands up in exasperation.

I didn’t miss when Aunt Louise rolled her eyes. She paced our small shop, the silver strands of her hair catching in the overhead lights. “You are a lazy witch. Your entire generation! Who raised you little fools?”

I thought about my cousins—her two sons and one daughter—who wanted nothing to do with witchcraft. You and my mother did! Of course, I didn’t say that out loud. I didn’t need another chest sting. 

“You don’t have to learn the entirety of the Latin language, just the spells. Lazy Zoomers,” she griped, shaking her head.

A grin tipped my lips. “Zoomers? That’s what you Gen-X old-timers are calling us Gen-Zers now?”

“No, child,” she drawled in her strong New Orleans accent, specific only to those born and raised here. “I mean, yes. I mean... I heard a lady in the spice shop say it and I thought it was, ah, amusing.”

Cracking a smile now, I swallowed down a laugh. “Okay, Boomer.”

My aunt scowled at me. “We are not doing this. Recite the incantation or get out of my shop.”

“Technically, it’s my shop. Or, it will be eventually.” I smirked at her.

She leveled me with a glare that meant business, and I sobered. “Not if you don’t learn this!”

“Incendia!” I shouted with an ostentatious flare of my arms as I lifted them to the sky and willed the candle to light itself, knowing it was an exercise in futility.

Nothing happened, of course. The stupid taper of white wax just remained cold and stoic, seemingly taunting me in its perch in the sterling silver candleholder on the old wooden desk, its top littered with white stains of old candlewax, the evidence of bygone witches.

“You are truly a useless witch. Perhaps you should go to college and study computers.”

“Hey!” I protested. “That’s—”

Oh, Aunt Louise wasn’t done. “Better yet, maybe you should record yourself on that phone of yours and make videos about how cool and hip it is to have purple hair and live in the French Quarter of New Orleans as a free bird and make some money. Then you can help me and my sister contribute to the rent on this blasted place!” 

My mouth gaped open. “You’re such a bitch! I do have a job and I do contribute! You’re the one who wants me to learn this stupid-ass magic.” I threw my hands up and spun on my heel, turning toward the front door of our family’s magic shop in the Quarter.

“Where do you think you’re going, young lady?” 

I ignored her, grabbing my handbag and storming out the front door, and raced down Royal Street under the cover of night, my anger seething. The mild October night air enveloped me, an almost full moon lighting my path. My boots clomped over the uneven sidewalk, and I felt my pulse pounding in my ears. 

Who did she think she was, talking to me like that? Like my own mother hadn’t tried to teach me magic before? Since Mom had been in France on her honeymoon with husband number three, she elicited her sister to try to teach me in her absence. 

Well, it’s not going to happen, lady. I was a broken witch. Fucking deal with it and leave me alone.

I turned down Bourbon Street, and the thumping bass from Zombies filled my ears. I smiled when I saw the sign come into view. Yeah, the club was mostly frequented by vamps and wolves but I didn’t care. I just needed to get the hell out of that shop... away from my overbearing aunt who thought she could fix a broken witch.

Get over it, Auntie...

I pulled open the front doors and grinned when I saw the place was packed, people dancing on the main floor. Droves of witches, wolves, vampires, and a few humans swarmed the popular nightclub, and I peered around to see if there was anyone here I knew.

Relief found me when I spotted my best friends, Lina and Talbott, sitting at a high-top table near the back corner. 

They seemed to spot me at the same time and waved me over with smiles on their faces. I was so comforted to see them. 

I approached the table with my hands in the pockets of my black mini-dress. “’Sup, bitches?”

Talbott eyed me head to toe and gave me a filthy look. “You did not pair that dress with those boots. Eww-uh.” He picked up his martini glass, the liquid a purple hue with some kind of glowing ice cube in it.

I jutted my chin at his drink. “Could you be any gayer?”

He bit back a smile on his full lips, then brushed some black curls from his forehead. “No. Now come here.” He warmed me with a hug that I returned, wrapping my arms around his thin, muscular frame.

Lina laughed at me and pointed to an empty high-top table next to theirs. “Grab a chair.”

I obeyed, sliding the chair over and hugging her before planting my ass in it.

“Whatcha drinkin’?” I asked, pointing to her tumbler with clear liquid inside, a lime perched on its ledge.

“Vodka soda. Tito’s, of course,” she commented, gracing me with one of her signature smiles, bright white teeth gleaming purple under the blacklights of the club. 

“And you?” I asked Talbott.

He looked like he was resisting an eyeroll.

I held a hand up. “Wait. Let me guess.” I closed my eyes. “The spirits tell me it’s a purple hooter.”

“Duh.” This time, he rolled his eyeballs.

“Shocking,” I replied dryly. Then, I reached over and helped myself to a sip. “Damn, that’s delicious.”

He snatched it back. “Get your own.”

“I need one,” I agreed, signaling a waitress in a short black skirt and green Zombies tee.

She took my order and sauntered off.

“You told us you were spending time with your aunt tonight,” Lina commented, eyeing me speculatively. 

“I was,” I replied. “Until she went all bitch-witch on me.”

“And how is that anything new?” Talbott inquired.

“It’s not,” I replied quickly. “I just had enough of her shit and left. I can’t wait for my mom to get back from Paris. Auntie’s on my last nerve.”

“Why, so Mommy can continue coddling you?” Talbott asked.

I feigned offense. “She does not coddle me! She understands that I’m a dysfunctional witch since she’s one, too.”

“You’re not dysfunctional,” Lina said. “You just need practice.”

“I’m twenty-two, Lina. Obviously it’s never gonna happen. Maybe I don’t have any witchy powers.” I wiggled my fingers. “And I’m totally fine with that. I can live as a regular human.”

“Then why don’t you move out so you don’t have to live with your aunt, mom, and stepdad number three?” Talbott narrowed his eyes at me knowingly.

“Because I work at a coffee shop making little more than minimum wage. Have you seen the fuckin’ rent in this city?”

He set his now-empty glass down. “Or is it because deep down you know you’re meant to be a witch like your ancestors?”

I snorted. “Like the ones who were burned at the stake in Salem? Yeah... no thanks, I’m good. I should enroll at the junior college.”

“Your purple hooter,” the server said, setting down my glass.

“Thanks,” I murmured, staring excitedly at the glowing ice cube. I lifted it to my mouth and savored the sweetness of the raspberry liqueur and the bite from the vodka.

“This isn’t the 1600s,” Lina pointed out, not bothering to wait until the waitress was out of earshot.

The server was a vampire, after all. There were no secrets here at Zombies. Humans didn’t hang around long here as patrons or staff. They at least had some sort of innate sense that told them that dangerous predators lurked here. Theo, the owner, stopped hiring humans as employees years ago, tired of the high turnover—or the bodies piled up out back.

“What do you plan on learning at the junior college?” Talbott asked, rubbing his smooth chin.

I stared at the warlock. “I don’t know but I’ll figure it out.”

“You need to let us help you, Alyssa,” Lina said, placing a hand over mine. “It just needs to be learned.”

“My dad was human. That’s the problem why I’m broken, I think,” I commented, setting my drink down.

Talbott shook his head. “No, it’s not, and you know that. Your mother’s a witch. It’s passed on inherently with no human dilution. No skipping out on the blessing,” he sing-songed.

“The curse,” I corrected under my breath.

“It’s not, though. Not knowing how to use your gifts is the curse,” Lina said, sympathy shining in her large brown eyes.

My head plunked onto the table and I was grateful it wasn’t sticky so my hair didn’t get crap in it. “I obviously need help.”

“It doesn’t sound like your aunt’s tactics are working very well. Maybe my mom can help,” Talbott offered.

I reluctantly lifted my head. “Do you think that will even help?”

“Can’t hurt,” he replied with a shrug. “She taught me, didn’t she? And I’m a fabulous warlock.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. “You mastered magic at, like, three.”

Lifting one shoulder in a shrug, he replied, “It’s true. I was born fabulous.”

Lina and I laughed at the face he made and I lifted my drink. “I guess it can’t hurt. If she’s more patient and less of a bitchass than my aunt, I might learn better.”

“Oh, she’s a bitchass,” he replied with a laugh. “Just a more patient bitchass.”

“Well, as long as she doesn’t deliver chest stings as punishment, I’ll take all the help I can get.”

Talbott snorted.

Lina patted my arm and twisted her long blonde hair into a bun at the back of her head, securing it with a clip she seemed to pull out of nowhere. “I’d let his mom try with you. If it doesn’t work, then you can just try later. Or take a break for a while.”

That sounded reasonable. “Okay. I will.”

“Yay,” Talbott replied with a small clap. “I’ll text her now.”

As he pulled out his phone, I looked at Lina. “I notice you didn’t offer to help me.”

She took a long pull from her little black straw and replied, “That’s because I don’t know how to teach. I just know how to do.”

“You’ll come with me?” I asked, anxious and hoping my friend would there for me.

“Of course.”

As I was just about to offer my thanks, someone caught my eye from behind her. A young, very good-looking werewolf. How I knew the difference between these species just by looking at them, I didn’t know. I just did. Plus, wolves had a certain look about them. It was hard to explain. Except this one—he didn’t look rough and angry. He was clean-shaven and had eyes so green, I could see them all the way from here. I watched as he scanned the club, looking frustrated when he didn’t locate whoever he’d been looking for.

“What...” Lina turned around to follow my line of sight. “Damn.”

“Right?” I breathed, wrapping my lips around the straw without taking my eyes off him.

“Ew. Nasty wolf,” Talbott commented as he honed in on our target.

I scoffed. “Hot wolf.”

“Lost wolf,” he corrected, and as I looked closer at the guy, I could see what Talbott meant. 

Then, the young wolf trained his gaze on me, and I lost the ability to swallow the liquid in my throat.

“Fuck,” Lina breathed.

We watched as he strode toward our table, his chin up. 

“I’m looking for Lina,” he said, stopping a few feet away cautiously.

“Who’s asking?” Talbott glowered at him.

“I’m Liam. I’m seeking the help of a witch for a, uh, personal problem.”

“If you got crabs, go a see a doctor. We don’t help with that kind of shit.” The warlock set his drink down, narrowing his eyes at the wolf, who didn’t seem very intimidated by it.

Then Liam chuckled seemingly without humor, and set his gaze on Lina. “No, nothing like that.”

“What do you want?” Lina asked.

“Just some help. Are you Lina?”

“I don’t fuck with wolves,” she replied bluntly, her eyes narrowing to slits. “Sorry.”

“You?” he asked, looking at Talbott.

He shook his head and took a long pull from the drink he’d been sucking on, then he flapped a hand. “Absolutely not. My uncle was murdered by a wolf. Fuck off.”

My eyebrows rose at his blunt rudeness, and then Liam’s gaze cut to me. “Any chance...”

I swallowed hard and quickly shook my head, admitting, “I couldn’t, even if I wanted to. I’m kinda broken. Sorry, dude.”

“Okay, thanks anyway,” he replied, seemingly defeated, and headed toward the door.

“What do you think he wanted?” I asked, watching longingly as the wolf left the club.

Lina shrugged. “Not sure. Never had a wolf ask for help before.”

“Seriously, he probably an STD or wants a love potion or something,” Talbott added.

I wrinkled my nose. “Seriously? A love potion? Do those actually work?”

“I can’t believe you’re an actual witch with the questions you ask,” he retorted, tsking at me as his lip gloss glistened under the club lights.

The waitress came over and asked if we wanted anything else, and I ordered another drink while I contemplated what the cute wolf could have wanted. He didn’t seem like an asshole and wasn’t even scary, but clearly we weren’t supposed to associate with them. I might be a dysfunctional witch, but even that much I knew. Yet, I’d heard rumors of witches and wolves hooking up. Even marrying and breeding.

I resisted a shudder at the thought of birthing a wolf baby and smiled when I was brought my second drink of the night. The first one had done its job and relaxed me, but it was obviously making me think crazy things. Things I should not be thinking about a cute wolf who’d just slipped out of the club.
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Chapter 2
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Liam

I

ran a frustrated hand through my too-long hair. Where was this damned witch and why did my buddy John tell me she’d be here? I dragged my gaze around the crowded club. My nose wrinkled at the eucalyptus-y scent of vampires stinking up the place, but also took comfort in the rose fragrance of witches, though not many of them were here. And they’d be smart to stay away. Zombies was always full of lethal predators. Witches could hold their own, but between vamps and wolves, it wasn’t a safe place for the almost-humanlike sorceresses.

Blonde hair, brown eyes, short.

It wasn’t much to go on. I scanned the club for all the blondes and spotted two vampires dancing together. Again, I looked around. There was one with her hair up sitting a high-top with a witch and a warlock. Could be her, but it was hard to tell. The pulsing colored lights made hair color hard to determine.

As I made my way to stride toward their table, I froze in my tracks. Suddenly, all three were staring at me. The blonde narrowed her eyes. The dark-looking warlock smirked at me. And the purple-haired witch just deadpanned, as if sizing me up.

Well, they were witches, after all. Maybe they could locate this Lina person I’d been told to find.

I refused to show any fear, even though I’d heard what they could do to a wolf, but I kept my distance and inquired if they could help me.

Of course, the interaction went nowhere.

After a brief and rude conversation, I realized this was a dead-end. I thanked them anyway, not sure why, and defeated, I made my way back to the door, disappearing out into the warm Louisiana night.
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