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        She wants to bang a werewolf, not become one. 

      

      

      Sophie Burroughs is determined to be a witch. Her grandmother was a witch. All the other supes say she smells like a witch, but she can’t cast a spell to save her life.

      Sprouting fur is so not on her to-do list. 

      But when a smokin' hot werewolf bites her and then accuses her of crimes against his pack, she has until the next full moon to prove him wrong and stop his magic from transforming her into a wolf. 

      A romp in the sack would be a nice bonus, too.

      Trace Thibodeaux didn’t mean to bite Sophie. The red wolves have been cursed, she's the prime suspect, and if he wants to keep his rank in the pack, he has to end her magic by any means necessary. 

      But that doesn’t include sheathing his sword in a witch’s scabbard. 

      He’s gotten into bed with the enemy before, and that’s a mistake he’ll never make again. 

      Or will he?

      If you like funny heroines and smoldering shifters, you'll love this steamy paranormal romantic comedy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      “If doing this buck naked doesn’t work, I don’t know what will.” Sophie Burroughs dropped her blue silk robe onto the back of a chair and smoothed a soiled shirt on the kitchen table. She ran her finger over her grandmother’s handwritten incantation in the grimoire, tapping the line beneath the title. “It says, ‘A simple spell to remove stains from clothing.’ Simplicity must be the key, and you can’t get any simpler than being buck naked.”

      “I think the preferred term is ‘skyclad.’” Jane, her vampire best friend, leaned against the wall, peering at Sophie’s ancestral book. “And I don’t think being naked is going to make it any easier to cast a spell.”

      “Hey, being naked makes a lot of things easier. Sex. Shaving. You don’t have to do laundry.” She ticked the list off on her fingers. “Anyway, I read about this online. Some witches perform their spells naked because it intensifies their magic. Maybe my grandma was one of them.”

      Jane scrunched her nose. “Ew. Now I’m picturing a wrinkly old lady with sagging boobs dancing naked around a bonfire. Thanks.”

      “She was twenty-five when she died, and she was gorgeous. I’ve seen pictures.”

      “I still don’t think it’s going to help.”

      “You never know until you try.” Sophie scanned the short incantation one more time, though she’d already memorized it during the first seven times she tried to cast the damn spell.

      Jane grabbed her boobs through her red cashmere sweater, pushing them together and up before narrowing her eyes at Sophie’s. “I should have gotten implants while I was alive. Yours are fabulous.”

      “Oh, please.” She waved a hand dismissively. “Yours will stay perky for all eternity, while I’ve got about twenty years tops before gravity comes a-callin’. Besides, the hottest vampire in New Orleans thinks you’re utterly perfect, so I don’t want to hear it.” Sophie jerked her head toward the exit. “Either get naked or get out. I don’t want anything contaminating this spell. It has to work this time.”

      Jane lifted her hands, a look of pity softening her eyes. “I’ll be in the living room.” She flipped her long, dark hair over her shoulder and strutted out of the kitchen.

      Sophie closed her eyes, taking a deep breath and trying her damnedest to sense some kind of magic sparking inside her. Nothing happened, as usual, but she ignored the empty sensation like she ignored her best friend’s looks of sympathy every time one of her grandma’s spells refused to be cast. Which was literally every time.

      If she could just get one to work—any spell, it didn’t matter which at this point—she could prove she belonged in the coven and finally get those secretive bitches—err…witches—to accept her. It was her destiny. A palm reader told her so.

      Focusing on the stain, she recited the spell three times, each repetition growing louder, intensifying along with her frustration. As she ended the final chant, she swiped her hand across the fabric, exactly like the directions told her to do, and waited, willing the damn spot to disappear. Nothing happened.

      “Fuck me with a wooden dildo. I give up.” She jabbed her arms into the robe sleeves, cinching the belt around her waist before dropping into a chair.

      “The Sophie I know never gives up.” Jane appeared in the doorway faster than Sophie could blink and sank into the chair next to her. Damn vampires and their super-speed. They could also wipe a person’s mind and make them dumber than a turkey lining up for Thanksgiving dinner—at least for a short period of time. It was so unfair.

      “Meet the new Sophie, quitter extraordinaire.” She crossed her arms, and as her bottom lip poked out in a pout, she left it there. Even badass bitches deserved a little pity party every now and then.

      Jane shook her head, leaning an elbow on the table and flashing that look of pity again. “You’re not a quitter. You moved five hundred miles away from home to expand your business on the advice of a fortune teller, and you’re doing great. This magic stuff is weird. A lot of it boils down to fate and meant-to-be crap that I never believed in before, but listen…” She grasped Sophie’s hand. “You can’t force it. If you’re meant to have powers, they’ll come when it’s time. Good goat cheese, do you hear me? I’m starting to sound like Ethan.”

      “Great. And in the meantime, I’ll just stay the awkward weirdo who gets along better with animals than she does people.” She touched the scabbed-over bite marks on her forearm. “Most animals.”

      Jane rolled her eyes. “I’m married to a drama queen. I don’t need this shit from my best friend too. You and I both know you’re not a weirdo; lots of people are good with animals, and that’s a werewolf bite. It doesn’t count.”

      She pulled her sleeve down, covering the wound. “Whoever it was, they were in animal form when they bit me. Has Gaston had any luck figuring out who did it?”

      “None. Apparently, it’s illegal for werewolves to bite witches without permission, and since you smell like a witch and had a witch grandmother, the entire supernatural community is being tight-lipped about it.”

      She leaned an elbow on the table, resting her chin in her hand. “Fabulous.” The one time they acted like Sophie was actually a witch, she didn’t want them to.

      “How’s it healing? Do you need me to lick it again?”

      “It’s fine.” Sophie laughed. Vampire spit had healing properties, but she would never get used to hearing Jane talk about this stuff like it was the most normal thing in the world. “My best friend just offered to lick my wounds. Maybe I’m not the weirdo in this pair after all.”

      “You’re definitely not.”

      Sophie sighed and flipped the grimoire shut. The leather spine creaked as the cover closed over the thousand-plus pages of secrets Sophie apparently wasn’t meant to be privy to. “I think I’ve found a witch who might be willing to help me. She lives upstairs and runs the coffee shop on the first floor.”

      “Are you sure she’s a witch? Have you asked her?”

      “Not yet. She’s kinda my last hope, so I’m giving it time, getting to know her before I start bombarding her with questions.”

      Jane nodded, tapping a finger to her temple. “Smart.”

      “I just can’t believe I did this, you know?”

      “Did what?”

      She toyed with the belt on her robe. “Moved here on the advice of a psychic.”

      Jane patted her hand. “You also moved here to be with your BFF.”

      “I know, but I got so caught up in the apparent magic of the situation, I couldn’t see it for what it really was. A coincidence.”

      “You’ve always been a believer, and that psychic did come highly recommended. I read the reviews after you saw her.”

      Sophie had seen a palm reader on a whim one night when she was out with a few of her employees. After a flourish of ringing bells and chanting in a language Sophie didn’t understand, the psychic told her that her business would prosper in New Orleans and if she went there, she’d find magic and a man who’d make her innermost dreams come true.

      The very next day, Jane had told her she was planning a trip to the French Quarter for Mardi Gras, and Sophie pounced at the chance to make the palm reader’s premonition come true.

      Now, her dog walking business was doing well, and she’d found magic alright. Her best friend was turned into a vampire the second night they were there, but the witches in the tourist shops wouldn’t give Sophie a hot minute, much less the time of day.

      New Orleans was full of supernatural beings, but they blended in with the humans, leaving Sophie dancing around the edges of a magical world she wanted so badly to join. And the man who would make her innermost dreams come true? Yeah, right. Aside from the hunk she’d encountered briefly—and quickly lost—at the party last night, she hadn’t met a single man remotely capable of making her orgasm, much less making her dreams come true.

      That palm reader must have had her wires crossed, because the prophecy didn’t come true for Sophie, it happened for her best friend.

      “Ugh.” Sophie angled her head toward the sky. “God, Grandma Burroughs. Why did you have to die before you could teach me how to be a witch?” Her jaw clenched shut, and she shoved the grimoire away from her. The book slid across the smooth wood tabletop, teetering on the edge before falling to the floor with a thunk. Damn, that little hissy fit felt good.

      “Careful. That’s an old book.” Jane slipped out of her chair and crouched on the floor to retrieve it. “Hey, Soph? Have you read the whole thing?”

      “It’s more than a thousand pages. I haven’t made it past the basic stuff.” And it seemed she never would. It was time to face the facts. Sophie just wasn’t a witch.

      Jane rose onto her knees, peering at her friend over the kitchen table. “A year ago, I wouldn’t have thought anything of this, but I think you need to come see the page it fell open to.”

      “Why? Is it a spell to create the perfect man, because I think I found that in my cookbook. Gingerbread men. They’re quiet, sweet, and if they get on your nerves, you can bite their heads off.” She plopped cross-legged on the floor next to Jane.

      “Look at the date on this.” Jane pointed to the script in the top right corner. “Wasn’t your dad born in 1963?”

      Sophie nodded. “She wrote this spell a week after his birthday.”

      Four lines of elegant cursive writing were positioned in the center of the otherwise blank, yellowing page.

      
        
        My heir will land where the Spanish reigned.

        When man turns beast, her path will be forged.

        What is done will be undone.

        All must be lost to find everything.

      

      

      “What the hell is that supposed to mean? I thought spells had to rhyme.” Sophie scanned the text again. “‘My heir will land where the Spanish reigned?’ That doesn’t sound like an incantation.”

      Jane picked up the grimoire, gently placing it on the table. “I think it’s a prophecy.” She turned the page. Finding it blank, she turned the next one, and then another. “The book is empty after this.”

      “Because she died shortly after my dad was born.” Sophie flipped the page back to the supposed prophecy. “Do you think it’s about my dad? He’s her heir, right? Her son?”

      “Could be.” Jane leaned over the grimoire, running her tongue over her teeth.

      “Oh, hon, your fangs are out.” Sophie wiggled a finger at Jane’s fully extended canines. “Do you need to go?”

      Jane didn’t take her eyes off the book. “I’m supposed to meet Ethan at eleven for a meal, but this is too fascinating to interrupt. Do you still have my stash in your fridge?”

      “There’s a bottle of O positive on the bottom shelf. Last one.”

      Jane’s lip curled as she sent a text to her husband. “I prefer O neg these days, but it’ll do. I asked Ethan to pick some up on his way home.”

      “He doesn’t mind you standing him up?” Sophie opened the fridge and took out the bottle of blood—another thing she would never get used to. The mere sight of blood made Jane faint not too long ago. She popped it in the microwave to heat it as close to 98.6 degrees as she could get it and poured herself a glass of chardonnay.

      “He’s with Gaston. As long as I’m home for playtime before dawn, he won’t mind.”

      “You’re so lucky.” Sophie set the warmed bottle and a wine glass in front of Jane before sinking into the chair. “I’m on my third set of batteries this month.”

      “You know all you’d have to do is bat your lashes, and you could have any man you wanted in your bed.”

      This was true. Sophie had never had any trouble landing a man. It was holding on to one she hadn’t mastered yet. That, and finding one who actually knew his way around a woman’s body was next to impossible. If not for her trusty vibrator, she’d be wound tighter than her Spanx after an all-you-can-eat buffet. “I’m tired of casual sex. I want more. I want what you have with Ethan.”

      “You’ll find it when the time is right. I know you will.”

      She could have argued, but what was the point? She’d either find Mr. Right, or she wouldn’t. No use crying over milk that couldn’t be spilled because it didn’t even exist. “So, ‘land where the Spanish reigned.’ Do you think she meant Mexico? We went to Cancun once for summer vacation when I was a teenager.”

      Jane chewed the inside of her cheek, her brow furrowing as she stared at the book. “I don’t think this is about your dad. Read the second line.”

      “‘When man turns beast, her path will be forged.’” Sophie gasped. “‘Her path.’ But, my dad is an only child. My grandma didn’t have any female heirs.”

      “She has you.”

      “Me?” Her mouth dropped open. “How can it be about me? I wasn’t even a glimmer in my dad’s eye when she wrote it. He was just a baby himself.”

      “It’s a prophecy, duh. It’s about the future. Look.” Jane pointed to the third line. “‘When man turns beast, her path will be forged.’ Soph, a werewolf bit you last night. That’s the very definition of a man turned beast.”

      This was crazy. Sophie’s dead grandmother did not write a prophecy about her thirty years before she was born. “Okay, maybe that fits, but what about the first line? ‘The land where the Spanish reigned.’ We’re in the French quarter. All the cute little sayings here are in French: lagniappe, laissez les bons temps, and all that jazz. Ethan calls you cher, not mi amour.”

      “You haven’t been on any of the walking tours since you moved here, have you?”

      “I walk fifteen dogs a day. I’m not about to pay money to walk more.”

      Jane laughed. “The Spanish were in control of New Orleans at the end of the seventeen hundreds. Most of the architecture in the French Quarter is actually Spanish.”

      “Oh.” Her eyes widened, and she straightened her spine. “Oh my God. We flew here the first time, so I did technically land where the Spanish reigned.” A flurry of adrenaline rolled through her veins, making her heart pound. “A man did turn into a beast, and then the sucker bit me. But what’s my path?” She clutched Jane’s shoulders, her voice coming out in a whisper. “What’s my path, Jane?”

      “I don’t know. Maybe you’re really going to turn into a werewolf?”

      Gaston, their three-hundred-year-old vampire friend, informed Sophie there was a 99% chance the bite would heal, and Sophie could get on with her life. But since her ancestor was a witch, she might have had a little dormant magic inside her that could activate the werewolf mutation and make her sprout fur at the next full moon.

      Wouldn’t that be her luck? She wanted to sleep with a werewolf, not become one herself. “I obviously don’t have any magic, or I’d be able to get one of these spells to work.”

      “Read the next line.” Jane pointed to the book. “‘What’s done will be undone.’ What do you think that means?”

      “It’ll be undone. The bite will heal, and I won’t turn into a werewolf.” That had to be what it meant. Sophie was intent on becoming a witch, not a werewolf. She loved animals more than she loved people, but hair only belonged on her head and between her legs. She refused to sprout fur. It wasn’t ladylike.

      Jane poured the blood into the glass and swirled it like a fine wine. “That sounds feasible. It makes sense if you think about it.”

      “It does. Definitely.”

      “So, all that’s left is the last line. ‘All must be lost to find everything.’” Jane took a swig of O positive and grimaced. “That doesn’t sound promising.”

      “Okay, but everything else has been vague. I mean, ‘when man becomes beast.’ If we’d read this a year ago, that wouldn’t have made a lick of sense either. None of it would have. Maybe I’m going to lose my purse, and when someone returns it, I’ll buy a lottery ticket because I’ll be feeling so lucky. Then I’ll win.”

      Jane arched a brow. “That’s a stretch.”

      “It could happen.”

      “I guess.”

      “Anyway, the important thing right now is that I’m not going to turn into a werewolf. It says so right here.” She jabbed her finger at the third line of the prophecy. “And the path that has been forged is my way to becoming a witch. I was ready to give up, but now I have a renewed drive. ‘All must be lost’ is so vague, it could have already happened. Hell, maybe it happened tonight. I’d lost my will to continue, and now I’ve found a reason to go on. That’s it!”

      Sophie closed the book and stood, parking her hands on her hips. “I figured it out. I’m going to become a witch, and the only werewolf I’ll ever have in me is the massive dick of the one who’s going to make my innermost dreams come true.”

      Jane laughed. “You go, girl. Grab your destiny by the cock…I mean horns.”

      “Who’s Destiny?” Sophie grinned. “Oh, that’s right. She’s my bitch.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      She smelled like a witch. Five male dogs, at least three of them alphas, strolled along in a semicircle around her without so much as a raised hackle or growl of warning, and that feat in itself would require mad magical powers. That many males never got along so peacefully, especially tethered together like they were.

      She had to be a witch—an unregistered one, the most dangerous kind. And he was the dumbass who bit her.

      Trace Thibodeaux crouched behind a trash can on St. Philip Street, looking like a lunatic as he observed the woman walking the dogs. Sophie Burroughs. Her warm cinnamon and cider witch scent drifted on the breeze, igniting a fire inside him the way it did the night he met her. But now, a slight woodsy hint tainted the fragrance, an indication that his magic was mixing with hers, possibly turning her into a werewolf by the next full moon.

      If she was the one responsible for the hell that had broken loose within his pack—and he was 99.9% positive she was—he could’ve used any means necessary to force her to lift the spell and turn over his missing friend.

      Could have. Until, in a flash of confusion he still didn’t understand, he’d bitten her, transferring his magic and possibly turning her into one of the most powerful weres alive. Sure, she’d lose the ability to cast spells if she made the shift from woman to beast, but her inborn power would remain. Anyone who had that kind of control over alphas was a threat to his kind. He’d screwed up royally, and now he had to do something about it.

      That was what he got for mixing business with pleasure.

      She turned the corner with her pack of leashed dogs, and Trace straightened, shoving his hands in his pockets and strolling toward the intersection. He peered around the corner and paused, admiring the swing of her hips and the way her thick blonde hair bounced with each confident stride. It was just his luck the woman he’d been sent to investigate was the most gorgeous creature he’d ever seen.

      During their brief encounter at the Halloween party a few nights ago, her stunning smile and contagious laugh had almost reeled him in. He would have gladly spent the night with her—but thank the gods he didn’t—using their mutual attraction as a way into her house to investigate her crimes. Would have. Until she’d excused herself to the “restroom” and the weirdness had begun.

      He followed her a few more blocks, pausing as she bent down to pet one of the dogs, scratching it behind the ears and flashing that breathtaking smile. Damn. The things he’d like to do with that woman…

      But he was on a mission, damn it. He had to find his missing packmate and the witch who cursed his kind, and this exquisite blonde was the prime suspect. The only suspect. The head on his shoulders needed to have a come-to-Jesus meeting with the one in his pants, because he was not getting in bed with the enemy. Not again.

      The evening sun began its descent behind the nineteenth-century French Quarter buildings, painting the sky in shades of deep purple and orange, casting long shadows across the pavement still damp from the afternoon rain. A violinist played a classical tune on the corner of Royal Street, drawing a crowd, and Trace almost lost sight of the beautiful vixen.

      His heart began to sprint, but as he rounded the corner, he found her on the front steps of a Creole townhouse, unleashing a boxer and patting it on its flank before it bolted inside. She wound up the leash, clipping it to a ring near the wrist strap of her dog-walking apparatus, and continued on her way.

      Trace blew out a relieved breath and followed as she delivered the rest of the animals to their homes. He was pushing it staying this long in the Quarter. Hell, spending five minutes within a two-mile radius of the place was dangerous for a red wolf shifter these days.

      Someone, and he was looking at the probable culprit, had cursed his pack, forcing them to shift at random times. Whatever form they happened to be in when the spell struck, their bodies seized, their vision tunneling as the magic forced them to shift.

      A wild boar had nearly impaled Andy when he chased it too close to the city and was force-shifted mid-fight. He came to seconds before the tusk pierced his neck and then had to run home naked as a newborn.

      Whatever magic she was using, it was sticky, and it took a good half hour for it to wear off so they’d have control of their forms again.

      Poor Becky was in bed with a human when the spell struck her. Imagine her date’s surprise when the woman he was doing doggie style turned into an actual doggie. She’d had to enlist the help of a vampire to glamour the guy and make him forget he’d gotten lucky that night. Of course, he was lucky Becky didn’t bite off his willy when she came to and found herself nose to nose with a shotgun. She’d made it out an open window before he had the chance to shoot, but that situation could have gone downhill fast.

      The witch had to be stopped, and Trace was the werewolf to do it.

      He followed her two more blocks, waiting on the sidewalk as she disappeared inside a coffee shop. Through the front window, he kept an eye on her as she chatted with the barista. She laughed, tossing her thick golden hair behind her shoulder, and as she turned, he caught a glimpse of the most radiant smile he’d ever seen.

      His heart rate kicked up again, and he fisted his hands at his sides. He had to shake these unwelcome emotions stirring up his hormones. If the shit hit the fan between the red wolves and the witches, he did not want to get caught sheathing his sword in the enemy’s scabbard.
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        * * *

      

      Sophie rubbed the chill from the back of her neck as she waited for Crimson, her upstairs neighbor and owner of Evangeline’s coffee shop, to finish mixing a weird concoction in a copper bowl. She’d had the strangest feeling that someone was watching her all afternoon, but every time she looked over her shoulder, no one seemed to be paying her any mind.

      She’d been paranoid the past three days, ever since that damn werewolf bit her on Halloween and then took off without so much as an apology. Gaston still hadn’t had any luck finding the bastard, but he assured her that if any of the wolfman’s—or wolfwoman’s—magic transferred to Sophie, they’d come looking for her to make sure she wasn’t going to become one of them.

      Her mind drifted to the delicious man she’d met that night before everything went to shit. Big and buff, with a full beard and thick, wavy hair, the guy was as close to a werewolf as she could imagine, and he looked like the perfect candidate to fulfill the palm reader’s prophecy. Even if he couldn’t have made her innermost dreams come true, she would’ve had a blast watching him try.

      But her bladder had other plans for her that night, damn the bitch, and she’d lost him. She’d looked all over the club, but he’d vanished like the last homemade brownie at a church picnic. Disappointed that her awkwardness had once again lost her a potential date, she’d wandered into the courtyard and found what she’d thought was a dog cowering in the bushes.

      It so wasn’t a dog. She should have figured that out when it didn’t calm down and take to her immediately. All animals loved her. All except werewolves, it seemed. She’d glimpsed yellow eyes and massive teeth as it snapped at her arm, and then it shot out of sight before she could get a good look at it.

      So, she’d finally met a werewolf, but she still didn’t know what one looked like. If this bite wound healed, she may never know. Hell, with the way things were going, it seemed she’d stay just as clueless about supes as the day Jane told her she’d become a vampire.

      Sophie still couldn’t get the witches in the tourist shops to give her a lick of information about their coven. Even when she showed them her grandma’s grimoire, proving she was a descendant of a witch, they turned up their noses and directed her to the bookshelf if she wanted to learn about magic.

      She watched the barista sprinkle a white powder into her bowl. Crimson was a witch. Sophie was sure of it, but she’d learned her lesson. They were becoming friends, and she wasn’t mentioning magic until her neighbor brought it up.

      Crimson’s dark spiral curls bounced as she giggled and jumped, apparently pleased with whatever she’d been mixing. “Sorry about that.”

      She poured the mixture into a small glass bottle—a potion bottle for sure—and wiped her hands on a dishcloth. Her deep purple nails matched her satin shirt, a color that looked amazing against her dark brown skin tone. She wore skinny jeans with black ankle boots, and a gold rope belt accented her hoop earrings. The woman knew how to dress.

      “Agrimony leaves have to be mixed when they’re fresh, or they lose potency.” She locked eyes with Sophie, suppressing a smile.

      “What were you making?”

      “It’s an herbal remedy for a friend who isn’t feeling like himself lately.” The corners of her mouth twitched like she wanted to say more, and Sophie raised a brow, urging her to continue. Instead, Crimson inhaled deeply, two lines forming between her eyes as she cocked her head. “You smell different.”

      “I do?” Sophie sniffed her shoulder and then lifted her arm to smell her pit. She’d remembered to put on deodorant, so at least her friend wasn’t reacting to BO.

      “Yeah.” Crimson leaned forward over the counter, inhaling again. “You’ve got a hint of a rustic, outdoorsy scent to you.”

      “I’ve been out walking dogs. Maybe that’s what you smell?”

      Crimson crossed her arms, drumming her fingers on her biceps. “Maybe. What do I smell like to you?”

      Now there was a weird question. Well, weird for a human, which added more proof to Sophie’s theory that the barista was a witch. “All I can smell is coffee.”

      “Really?” Crimson looked disappointed. If she was human, maybe she got a new perfume, and no one had noticed. Seriously, though, how could they over the rich, decadent scent of the best coffee in the South?

      A black cat hopped onto the counter and let out a deep meow before rubbing against Sophie’s arm.

      “Hey there, handsome.” Sophie ran a hand down the animal’s back. “I didn’t know you had a cat.”

      “Shoo, Jax. I told you to wait.” Crimson chased the cat from the counter, and it sulked into the back room. “I’ve had him for a week or so. It’s temporary. Like fostering, actually. He doesn’t usually venture into the front like that. I’m not sure what’s gotten into him.”

      “I have a way with animals.” Sophie pushed up her sleeves. “Always have. Sometimes I could swear they understand me when I talk to them. Crazy, I know.”

      Crimson reached for a mug but paused. “That doesn’t sound crazy. More like a gift.”

      “I’ve been thinking about getting a dog of my own. Taking care of other people’s animals is fun, but it would be nice to have someone warm and loyal to come home to at the end of the day.” She’d put off getting a pet in her younger years, when she was going out a lot and bringing random men home. Now that Jane was married, and Sophie’s life had calmed down, she was itching for some stability. For somewhere to belong.

      “Pets are a helluva lot easier than men, that’s for sure.” Crimson laughed then sucked in a quick breath, touching her fingers to her lips. “What happened to your arm?”

      “Oh. A w…weird dog bit me. It’s nothing.” She jerked her sleeve down, clamping her mouth shut to keep the word “werewolf” from slipping out. Supes weren’t too keen on their secrets getting around, and if whoever bit her did come looking for her, she didn’t need them knowing she’d blabbed, even if it was to a probable witch.

      Crimson glanced toward the doorway the cat disappeared through before leaning her forearms on the counter. “What did it look like?”

      “I don’t know. It was dark, and it ran off before I got a good look at it. A German shepherd, maybe?”

      “Are you sure it was a dog?” Her dark eyes were intense, and Sophie almost gave in and told her what she knew. She wanted in with the witches of New Orleans so badly she could taste it, and Crimson was her ticket. She could feel it in her bones.
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