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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

Anna is the most powerful mage to have ever existed... until she's not. 

When her guardian calls her for a favor, she drops everything to comply. Determined and focused on proving herself useful, she heads off on a journey that she is completely unprepared for. She is powerful, but inexperienced, stuck in an unfamiliar land where people are attacking each other for a reason that she doesn't understand, and her presence only seems to exacerbate matters. Then again, finding out the reason for the odd behavior of the people in town is exactly why she's here. There's a curse on the land that she's supposed to break, but she can neither identify nor locate the spell and castor, leaving her with nothing but questions and an uneasy feeling that gnaws at her throat. 

Alpha Thorne is supposed to guide her, but the charming Alpha wolf is a distraction to her. She finds herself fighting an attraction to the man whose softer side seems to only appear when he’s looking at her, an anomaly because people has only ever looked at her in disgust. 

Anna isn't used to the attention from the werewolf and she doesn't know what to do with the man who promises her his heart the first time they meet. 

The Werewolf, The Mage, and The Cursed Town is a stand-alone fantasy romance between a mage and an Alpha Werewolf in a town cursed with an evil curse that means to keep them apart. 
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​​​​​Chapter One

[image: ]




When Alpha Wolf asks for an audience with Anastasia Randall, she tells her client that she no longer has time to dawdle. 

The clients had requested that she open a box, a family heirloom that has been passed down for generations. It did not come with instructions on how to open the box because it was never meant to be opened, not unless the family is facing dire calamities. When the need arises, when the last hope has been crushed and there's nothing else for the Dreesen family but despair, the petals around the box will wither and fall, allowing them access to the valuables that have been sequestered within centuries ago. 

The box is weaved with love and devotion by an ancestor who had loved her family more than anything and wished to see her grandchildren flourish. The intricate flowers petals shimmer in a hue of gold and purple, the bright glow telling her that opening the box has nothing to do with need and everything to do with want. 

Anna hadn't done much research on Mr. and Mrs. Dreesen, but she can tell just by the way they're dressed and all the jewelry adorning Mrs. Dressen's person that they are not hurting for money. 

Her payment was to be the box and ten percent of whatever is in it. 

"I am waiving my fee," she says as she puts away her phone. Mr. Dreesen and his wife looks up at her in stunned surprise, and just as quickly turn their gazes away, unable to stand the sight of her. She doesn't take offence to this. She's used to being looked at with disgust and discomfort.

"We don't need to pay you?" 

"No," she says. 

"Should we come back for it later?" they ask. They were in the middle of leaving when she got the text message on her personal number, the one that she only uses for family. 

"No," she says. Originally, the task was supposed to take anywhere between two days and a week. "Give me a second," she says and lifts the box up. Mr. Dreesen gasps. Nobody but family has been able to touch the box, let alone lift it. That's the only reason why they hadn't attempted to auction it. Charmed magical objects go for ludicrously high prices in the market and this is an antique with the added puzzle of being unopened. The fact that nobody really knows what's inside only adds to it's allure. She's certain that they've tried selling it in the past, but the box would magically return to their family to fulfill it's purpose and auction houses have banned it. 

She feels bad for doing this, but her family comes first. 

The box pulses in her hands, growing warmer the longer she's touching it. She murmurs an apology to it and lowers it to the ground next to the coffee table. Then, she forms her fingers into loose fists and reaches back like she's holding onto a baseball bat. A baseball bat isn't quite what she has in mind for her task at hand, however. She pulls the magic in the air around her. This is her work office, so she suffers no lack of magic. It fills her with warmth, a tingling sensation curling around her skin, squeezing until it melts inside of her and she brings the magic to a focal point at her hands. 

Mr. and Mrs. Dreesen gasps at the sudden appearance of the weapon in her hand. 

The sledgehammer that is forged entirely out of magic appears, to the naked eye, to be completely normal. 

"We've already tried that," Mr. Dreesen says. She ignores him as she brings the head of the hammer right onto the box. The resulting impact creates a force wave that is strong enough to resemble a small explosion, throwing her clients and everything that isn't held down by magic in her small office from the point of impact. She's glad that she decided to reinforce the walls. If not for that, she could've kissed her deposit goodbye years ago. She wouldn't be surprised if the finds out, at some point, that her Alpha had purchased the entire apartment complex just to keep an eye on her, though. It's something he does for all his wards, the worry-wart. 

The ornate box shatters with dramatic flourish, the petals losing their glow and turns dull before they begin to wilt. Then, even those colors are gone as they then turn brown and crispy, shriveling right before their eyes until they disintegrate and leave nothing but dust in their wake. 

She drops her new sledgehammer with a solid thud beside her and squats down to survey her loss of ten percent. The corner of her lips turn upwards when she sees what's inside. 

"Seeds?" Mrs. Dreesen screeches, incredulous. 

"Are they magical?" Mr. Dreesen demands, gathering his senses and pulling himself up. He scrambles towards her and kneels in front of the seeds, reaching out with trembling fingers until he's able to gather them in the palm of his hands. 

"Are they worth anything?" Mrs. Dreesen asks, scrambling over until she takes her place beside her husband. 

She's tempted to lie and tell them that it's not imbued with the same magic as the box, but it's harmless magic. "Yes, and no," she says at last. She looks around and surveys the damage to her office. She really shouldn't have waived her entire fee, but magical seeds aren't much use to her. Her working table is as pristine as ever, all the vials and tubes unharmed because she's spelled everything there so that they keep at their places unless she is using them, but the couches have been pushed back, the floor scratched and the pictures hung up against the walls are all on the floor. 

She sighs. She'll have to deal with the mess later, after she's gone to Alpha Wolf and helped him with whatever that is so dire that he has reached out to her personally. He is so careful, normally, to keep her out of his affairs and his territorial disputes. She's made a name for herself and she knows people ask for her help personally through Alpha Wolf and he's always rejected them. She knows this because they try and reach out to her afterwards and, depending on her mood, she would either accept or reject the requests and pretend she's only doing them because Alpha Wolf has changed his mind and asked her to do them. Alpha Wolf knows that if he asks her, she will agree to whatever task he sets out for her and he doesn't want to put undue pressure on her. 

"What do you mean 'yes and no'?" Mrs. Dreesen screeches, her hair askew, makeup runny from her rubbing her face to get rid of the layer of dust and all the debris that has fallen on her. 

Anna looks up at the light fixture that have shattered in the force of the explosion and sighs again as she waves a hand towards the windows, throwing it open and allowing more light in, ignoring the cold that comes in with it. She is tired of this conversation already even though she hasn't actually said anything yet. She knows they aren't going to like the answer. Like them, she had been expecting jewels in the box, gold and precious gems that can be exchanged for money. 

She kneels on the floor and picks up a few of the colorful seeds. She can feel, even after all these years, the love and care that have been weaved into these seeds. "Your ancestors made their legacy selling flowers," she says softly. "These are the seeds that started the empire and built the fortune you are enjoying today. This is a reminder of your roots, of how you can start over by going back to them. Some of these will require more care than others, but they will all bloom faster than regular seeds," she hums. It's really humbling and she feels warmed all over just touching the seeds. These do not react to her with animosity like the box had done. It occurs to her that their wealth was built over centuries, that their ancestor did not start with money. 

Mr. Dreesen's eyes have gone slightly glassy as he reverently places the seeds back onto the floor. It's a decent pile and they will likely have to spend some time categorizing them.

"But- but how is this supposed to help us?" Mrs. Dreesen asks. "It's supposed to open on it's own when we're down on our luck and in dire need of money... right? How much are they worth?" 

Anna turns to her with a look of exasperation. "Not much at all," she says. "Charmed seeds might be worth a fortune back in the old days, but with the technology and horticultural knowledge that we have amassed over the years, with magic being a hirable service, with mages no longer being burned at the stake and it's practitioners treated like people instead of monsters..." She trails off with a shrug. It hadn't been so long ago when that was still the case. "I could do these too, if I wanted." It would require a long time and a good amount of effort since she's never done something like it before. Charming organic objects aren't her forte. She can tell someone poured their heart and soul into these seeds. 

"These are outdated flower seeds," Mr. Dreesen concludes. "So the flowers won't be nearly as beautiful as the ones that we have cultivated now," he says thoughtfully. 

"So they're basically worthless, then?" Mrs. Dreesen sneers. 

"Perhaps not if you sold them as antiques," Anna sighs again. She seems to be doing that a lot today. It isn't the first time a client had come to her with something their ancestor had given them out of love and asked how much they're worth and she knows it wouldn't be the last, but that doesn't make every experience any less gut-wrenching. She wishes she had family who loved her so much. She rummages through the box that has fallen on the ground for the copies of antique stores that take this sort of thing and pays decent money. "Here," she says, passing them a few of the contacts. "Angus deals more with organic charmed objects, so she's most likely to buy them, but sometimes, she doesn't take things with too much sentimental value to them," she murmurs. 

Anna doesn't display things like that in her store either. She made the mistake when she first opened her shop and had to deal with a few ugly hauntings, so she just stays clear of them now. "If she doesn't want them, then Maksim is your best bet." Maksim is hardcore and sells all sorts of things in his store. He's also a leprechaun with an incredible amount of luck, so he can get away with things most people can't. 

"Who's Anzor?" Mrs. Dreesen asks, plucking a random card from the pile. 

A pained look flashes across her face, but it's gone by the time she's facing them. Anzor is a thousand-something-year-old vampire who collects things and hoards them like he's a dragon instead of a blood-sucker. He is also weirdly charmed with Anna and gifts her things without asking for anything in return. He's a little bit frightening. Anzor-I'm-sure-your-blood-is-exquisite-my-dear wouldn't even be in her list if he wasn't so willing to buy every thing she has ever sent his way, but he has a liking for old things and it's the least she can do in exchange for his kindness towards her. 

"Anzor is a collector," she says. "And a vampire," she adds. "He's your last resort." She hopes they don't resort to giving the seeds to him. Knowing Anzor, he would plant the seeds, nurture them with great care, and then attempt to gift them to her. She sometimes worry that he thinks of her as another oddity for him to collect and hoard in his lavish and frankly haunted-looking mansion with too many servants, but it's more likely that he pities her and sees himself in her, powerful but alone as a result of all the power that she wields. He's one of the last ancient vampires in existence. Alpha Wolf is friends with the man who's practically an antique himself despite looking permanently like he's thirty-two. She would literally die of embarrassment if anyone ever finds out that she has a not-so-little crush on the vampire, simply because he doesn't treat her like she's something diseased. Her standards are exceptionally low. 

"Right," Mr. Dreesen says, putting his card at the bottom and looking very uncomfortable. "Thank you," he says. 

"Don't mention it," she says and waves at the pile of seed on the floor. She considers making them pick them up themselves, but decides that she's not that petty and she's kind of in a rush, so she waves at the seeds and they collect themselves into a pile on top of a flat piece of paper that folds neatly into a square. She hands that to Mr. Dreesen. "Now go. I have to clean up."

She peers out the window to make sure they've actually driven away before closing the window and locking the door to her office and going down after them. 

Sunshine starts on a first try, which she isn't sure is a good or bad sign yet. Her car can be very fussy about bringing her places, sometimes refusing to move outright if she thinks that Anna is doing something restless and has bitten off more than she can chew. 

The drive home should be a journey that takes upwards of six hours, but she arrives a little after ten minutes and doesn't question how she's managed to do it. 

It's easier to just let Sunshine do whatever she wants. 

The gate is locked, but she's not too worried. There's very little she needs to do to identify herself, not just because most of the people living in the compound are still familiar with her, but because she has a very distinctive look in that people can't stand to look at her face for very long without getting a headache. She can't really be mistaken for anyone else. Most of the Werewolves on the compound has heard of her at one point or the other and tend to stay out of her way. She messes with their senses. 

She smells, apparently, like nothing at all and everything at once.

"Hey, Jack," she greets the man taking down her name at the door. 

"Good evening, Anna," he grins, but keeps his gaze averted. "Here for a visit?" 

"I'm afraid not," she hums. "Official business." 

His expression turns curious and she can see the frown on his forehead as he tries to figure this out. "With Alpha Wolf?" 

She nods and says, "Yes," in case he didn't see her. 

"Must be serious if he's asking for you specifically," he says. 

She says yes again, the smile falling from her face because she had been thinking the same thing the entire drive here. Alpha Wolf doesn't like to take her out of her comfort zone, which is inside of her apartment away from everybody who's  anybody. She hates socializing and she hates people... People outside of her family, that is. 

People who are unaware of her past look at her and judge her for how she looks. She isn't like the rest of Alpha Wolf's wards. She's not a prey shifter and she isn't half-shift. She doesn't have animal characteristics on her body that immediately draws people's attention to her, but she as incapable of hiding what she is as all of Alpha Wolf's wards are. Her teachers say that the way she looks is a manifestation of her power, an embodiment of how strong she is and her inability to keep everything contained. Psychologists think it's trauma from her childhood and an innate want to stay hidden and unknown, except it's done the opposite thing because anyone who so much as glances her way know what she is immediately. 

She isn't a single face. She is an accumulation of them, a twisting, shifting morphing illusion that gives the most level-headed person a headache when they look at her for too long. When she was younger, she would ask everyone she meets what they see when they look at her. Children's answers are better. They see their parents and relatives, their siblings and teachers, people they've met in their lives and are comfortable with. Adults, on the other hand, see very different things. They see people whom they've lost in their lives, enemies that they've felled, people who has hurt them, they see faces of people whom they wish they would never meet again and people whom they know they will never be able to see again. 

It isn't until she's older that she learns to stop asking because she realizes that her magic is compelling them to answer with the truth, whether they want to or not. 

When she looks at herself in the mirror, all she sees is a very unimpressive pair of onyx eyes staring back at her. She doesn't think she looks half bad, but nobody has ever really been able to see her true face. Even in pictures, her face looks blurred half the time, like she had been waving her head back and forth to stop the photographer from capturing her likeness and she's not nearly good enough as an artist to be able to draw herself and get a second opinion. She likes to believe that she's not vain enough to need someone to reassure her that she's not bad-looking, but a lifetime of not knowing how others think of her actual face is kind of depressing. 

She wishes that the manifestation of her powers isn't quite so obvious, though. She is supposed to be able to control herself better as she grows older and gains more control and have an outlet for her power, but the strength of her magic has only intensified and it is easier to just let her magic loose and swirl around her. She has, apparently, only gotten more frightening with age, magic circling around her like tendrils and smoke, shifting colors according to her mood and lashing out when she's upset. 

"I hope it's nothing serious," Jack says, drawing her from her thoughts. She doesn't really know the older man in charge of manning the gate and making sure strangers are unable to enter, but all the Werewolves living in the compound treat Alpha Wolf's wards like they're family and it makes her feel warm and slightly guilty to be cared for so much by someone who's almost a stranger to her. 

"Alpha Wolf wouldn't ask for me if he thinks it's too much," she says, but she doesn't really know if it's true because there have been talks about an insurgence and she is already involved in the fight. A few Alpha in the nearby territories who have banded together in an attempt to usurp Alpha Wolf and take over his territory. They believe erroneously that Alpha Wolf has gotten soft over the years. They've been testing the wards at the borders, figuring out the weakest areas and trying to find the right point of attack but they hadn't been successful because Anna wouldn't be the best spell-caster anyone has seen in centuries if she would let a couple of wannabes breach Alpha Wolf's territory. 

Alpha Wolf doesn't know what she's part of the team of mages working on strengthening the wards and protection at the borders, though. She wonders if someone had snitched on her and that's what today's meeting is about. 

"Well, good luck on whatever it is that you're here for today," Jack says kindly as he reaches in through the car window and sticks the visitor's pass on the upper corner of the glass, where it's bright and visible to anyone who glances at the car. "Welcome home," he says. 

"Thank you," she smiles even though she knows he wouldn't be able to see it. The gate slides open and she's waves at him as she drives through. She doesn't let his grimace bother her. He had been very kind to her all through her check-in process and she knows it's not his fault for reacting that way. 

It's always good to be home, but she doesn't visit very often once she's old enough and strong enough to move out on her own. She doesn't want to scare the younger children and she's acutely aware that her magic is unnatural and needs to be kept hidden for everyone's protection. 

Alpha Wolf was very kind to take her in when she needed him and she doesn't want to burden him with her presence once she's old enough to keep herself safe. Her Werewolf guardian had insisted that she stay, of course. The compound is perfectly safe and the children would be able to get used to her once they've spent a little time in her presence, just as he had. But she's always felt that her guardian has an incredibly big heart and he thinks too highly of others because of it. Alpha Wolf had taken her in when her own family thought of her as nothing more than a cursed child, someone who should be destroyed before she brings bad luck to those around her. She hasn't known a lot about her family, just that they had been weak and completely unreliable. She had been the only child and they had attempted to send her to the mage's council when she was six, but the council only accepts children over twelve. She had manifested her powers early and a few of the dark mages had attempted to siphon the power for themselves. 

Alpha Wolf had stepped in and saved her.

The least she can do is make sure that she is helpful to him from the sidelines and not frighten the new children that he has brought in under his care. She remembers being young and frightened of everything. 

There's also the fact that she doesn't want to stay sheltered under Alpha Wolf's protection forever. She wants to make a difference, not just stay copped up in once place with her fingers in her ear and pretend everything is right in the world just because she's being willfully ignorant. Alpha Wolf worries about her, but he fusses about all of his children. 

She drives leisurely up to the main building, where she knows Alpha Wolf will be waiting for her. The short drive feels almost foreign to her now. She spies a few Werewolves coming towards her from where they had been patrolling the area, but they leave her alone when they see the visitor's pass at her window. She waves at a few of the familiar-looking faces, but she can't see as well as they can in the dark. 

Her car makes a sort of unhappy rattling noise when she finally parks it at a visitor's section. "I know, Sunshine, but we're not family today. We're here on official business," she tells her car .

"It always creeps people out when you talk to your car like that, you know?" Anthony comments. Knowing him, he probably climbed out of his window the moment he saw Sunshine coming up the driveaway. 

Anthony is closest to her age and is incredibly nosy. He's also one of the few shifters her age who's not utterly terrified of her. 

"This thing is older than both of us," he says, hopping onto the roof of the car and making himself comfortable there. His tail curls behind him and when he grins, his fangs protrude out slightly.

"Show her some respect. Sunshine holds more magic than all of my teachers combined," she huffs, a smile pulling at her lips. She holds onto the edges of her hood and tugs them more securely over her face, not wanting to scare him. 

"But not you," he clarifies. 

"No," she grins. "Not me." 

"Are you here to help with the fight? Alpha Wolf won't let me get involved." 
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