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Chapter 1
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THE CHIME OF THE BELLS that hung over her shop door made Chantelle Dubois turn to greet her customer.

“Tania!” 

Her friend hurried toward her, and Chanti stared a little harder, assessing Tania’s agitated posture and stricken face. 

Chanti frowned. “What’s wrong? What’s happened?”

Tania’s hands clung to the edges of her cloak, wrapped tightly around her body, and her skin was pale.

“You have to help me, Chanti. Please...” Tania’s lip quivered as silvery tears filled her eyes.

Worry coursed through Chantelle’s body, tingling in her fingertips. Tania was one of the strongest women she’d ever met, and from one of the most influential families in New Orleans. What could have happened to make her this upset?

“Of course, I’ll help you. What’s happened?” She took Tania’s hand and led her to a couch on one side of the shop, dropping down into the comfortably worn cushions.

“I’m pregnant.”

Whoa. Now that’s news. 

Tania’s parents were not going to be impressed. A sick feeling hit Chantelle's gut as she realized why Tania was asking for her help.

“All right... are congratulations in order?” Obviously not... but still, she had to ask. “Or do you need something else?”

Chanti hated helping people get rid of unwanted babies. She understood their reasons, and often supported them, but when half her business was helping women conceive much-wanted children, helping some to get rid of them felt like a waste. And worse—an unnatural waste of her talents.

“No. Please don’t congratulate me.” Tania shook her hands out in front of her. “This is terrible! The worst possible thing that could have happened to me.”

“I doubt it’s that bad. I know your parents will be unhappy, but...”

Tania’s eyes went wide and wild. “Unhappy? They’ll be furious.”

Chanti frowned, noting again the paleness of Tania’s cheeks, and the grim set of her jaw. She was obviously determined to stick to this path, but she didn’t look well.

“Start at the beginning.”

Tania bit her lip then shook her head. “No, no, no. I don’t need any help deciding. I need to get rid of this, this... thing inside me. Please help me, Chanti. You’re the most talented Voodoo priestess we have...” Tania’s lips thinned with a determined strength. “Or I’ll find someone who will.”

Chanti held up her hands and stood up. She didn’t need the threat. Of course, she would help. Even if she didn’t like it.

There were quite a few herbs in the recipe, but it wouldn’t be hard to concoct.

“Okay, Tania. I’ll help you.” She hurried around her shop, taking pinches of herbs and potions, and adding them to a hessian bag as she went.

Tania was a member of their Voodoo society. Her parents were strong, and powerful. Why would she come to Chantelle for a relatively simple potion?

“You know you could probably do this yourself, Tania. Why come to me?”

“Because I have to make sure it works!” Tania all but screamed.

Chanti gaped at her friend. Such anger. What’s with that?

Chanti finished off the vile smelling potion and tied the bag with a string.

“You’ll need to steep this in water for a full day, then drink it. At night preferably. You’re going to be very sick for a few days, Tania. You know that?”

She held the bag out to Tania, whose desperation was starting to become far too apparent for Chanti’s liking. Tania was practically salivating at the sight of the bag. 

Something was wrong. Chanti’s intuition told her she wasn’t doing the right thing here.

And her intuition was never wrong.

As Tania went to grab the bag, Chanti pulled it back. She looked down at the poisonous potion clutched in her fingers. She had grabbed it back almost against her will. So strange. She hadn’t meant to do that. Maybe she needed to ask just one thing...

“Who’s the father, Tania?”

Tania’s lip trembled and Chanti stretched up to her full height, staring down at her. 

“Tania!” 

She put as much weight and strength into her voice as she could. Tania’s eyes darted from Chanti’s hands, to her face, and back again.

“His name is Marty.”

“And...?”

She glared at Tania and clenched her teeth. What could be so bad that she couldn’t explain this decision?

Tania’s eyes filled with tears. “I can’t tell you, Chanti. You’ll tell my parents, or you won’t help me... or...”

What could Tania be afraid of? Was the father such an undesirable? She couldn’t think of anyone in Louisiana who would strike such fear into the heart of a Voodoo woman.

Unless... 

Lightning struck and her brain came up with a conclusion that was simply impossible.

“No... he isn’t... You didn’t...”

“I didn’t mean to! I just couldn’t help myself. Maybe he put some sort of curse on me?”

Horror slammed into Chanti with the force of a fist, making her whirl backwards, her spine slamming into the glass cabinet of Voodoo dolls she sold to the tourists.

It couldn’t be...

“A wolf shifter.” She breathed the words.

The wolves had been their mortal enemies for generations, but they had long stopped coming to New Orleans. They hid in small country towns, unable to compete with the power of the Voodoo Queens and the people who followed them.

“I’m sorry... I’m so sorry,” Tania said as she collapsed onto the couch in a shower of sobbing tears.

Chanti stared at her, unable to approach, yet she couldn’t walk away either. 

A half Voodoo, half wolf child could be anything. 

An abomination.

“Here. Take it.” 

Chanti tried to push the bag out of her hand. Her arm would not extend. 

Ridiculous thing. Stop it!

“Take it, Tania. Take it and go.”

Her breathing labored as she inhaled and exhaled. Heat filled her lungs. Then something occurred to her.

Dear Goddess.... No.

“Did he force you? Is that why you must get rid of it?”

Their gazes clashed and Tania’s eyes softened, a pleasant memory filling her eyes as she almost smiled.

“No. No, he didn’t.”

Chanti forced herself to relax a little. That was a good thing. Perhaps this was just a one-off event. A good girl from the right side of the tracks, and a bad boy from the wrong side, sort of thing?

She could hope.

Her hand wasn’t unclenching and she couldn’t seem to let go of the hessian bag, and as Tania edged closer Chanti had to will herself not to push her away.

What was with her body? Why wouldn’t she want to help this girl get rid of a beast?

“Quick, Tania. Just grab it from me. I can’t let go.”

Chanti closed her eyes and told herself to comply with her words.

Let go. Let go.

She swallowed the scream that rose as Tania tugged the bag from her grip.

Her eyes sprang open as she watched Tania dart across the shop and out the door, the tinkle of bells sounding again.

With a huff of breath, Chanti collapsed onto the leather couch.

A couch she had counseled so many people upon. As a Voodoo practitioner, and a descendent of the High Priestess, she was a natural healer. People came to her seeking remedies for all sorts of things. Physical ailments, heart break, infertility, and curses.

She didn’t like the punishing and evil side of Voodoo, but she knew the craft; had learnt the art from her grandmother before she died.

As Chanti was putting away the last of the wolf shifter poison she’d made in the small room at the back of the shop, the bells above the door chimed with a harsh clang.

Someone was in a hurry.

She called out from the back room. “Can I help you? I was just about to close.” 

The person didn’t speak and as she stepped into the shop once more, she couldn’t see anyone, until she walked around her shop counter. There was a man in her shop. The man was hiding behind a rack of scarves, his huge shoulders peeking out from either side of the brightly colored fabrics.

“Hello?”

Then the smell of him hit her like she’d run into a wall. Sex and male, sweat and muscle. 

Her knees weakened, and her body throbbed. What sort of magic was this? 

The man stepped out from behind the rack, his silver eyes causing a shiver of a long-forgotten memory to pass through her mind.

“Who are you?” she asked.

He had long dark hair to his shoulders, and cat-like, almond-shaped eyes. The color was liquid moonlight and reached out for her very soul.

“I’m Kody.” His husky deep voice made Chanti shiver anew.

He was familiar, too familiar. Like a dream she’d had forever.

“Why do I know you?”

She forced her legs to straighten and lifted her hand toward him, stretching out her arm as though to touch him. She didn’t dare of course, but damn, she was so tempted to stroke the olive skin and run her fingers through his silky hair.

Why was she feeling this incredible attraction toward a man she’d never met before?

He stepped forward, his lips thin and tight.

“Did the girl, Tania, come to see you?”

Chanti’s arm dropped and cold slithered down her spine. Was this the father of Tania’s baby? 

No... 

Was this man a wolf shifter? Possibly. He looked strong, and the chemistry between them was animal-like and intense.

“How do you know Tania?” Chanti asked him.

She forced herself to keep her voice calm as she headed back around the counter. She reached for a protection charm she’d made that lay on a nearby shelf and wrapped the leather strip around her wrist.

Whatever this man was, wolf shifter or human, he was going to be something special to her. She knew it in her bones, the way she knew that she was a direct descendant of a Voodoo High Priestess. 

But that didn’t mean he was safe.

Kody’s face twisted and Chanti could practically see the fight he was having in his head, trying to decide what he was going to say to her.

“Did you give her what she came here for?” he asked.

Chanti narrowed her eyes. “Of course, I did.”

The man’s grim façade broke and utter frustration coursed across his face. “Damn it! Chanti, how could you?”

She cocked her head to one side and stared at him. “Do I know you?”

Kody growled and shook his head, weaving around her many display cases and keeping distance between them. Her pulse kicked up a notch, and she swallowed hard. Should she be running for the safety of her back room? It had a lock. And a shot gun hidden beneath the shelving for emergencies. 

“Why would you do that?” he demanded. “She can’t kill off the baby. It’s the start of the new...”

“New what?” She jumped to ask, then gulped. She needed to ask the question. “Are you a...?” Wolf shifter.

She looked harder. The silver eyes. The square jaw. The huge shoulders and coiled strength.

“You are. Oh, Goddess.”

Panic slammed into her. She knew so little about these creatures. They hadn’t proved a threat in her lifetime, and the Voodoo community in New Orleans had become quite complacent about the wolves living out of town. 

What could she do to stop him, if he wanted to hurt her? She had a gun in the back, hidden amongst the extra skirts. If he wouldn’t leave... she would have to make him.

She inched toward the door. Kody darted around the counter and grabbed her. His arms came around her body, squeezing tight.

Adrenaline zinged along her veins, pooling between her thighs. Her knees gave out. She sank lower and he held her up, staring down at her as magic wove around them.

He bent his head toward her, and she froze. Everything inside her mind screamed to get away. To stop him. But her body melted as he grabbed her tighter against his body and cupped her face with his hand.

When he dropped his head further, she gasped, but didn’t resist as he pressed his lips to hers. Suddenly all thoughts of running away from him disappeared as her body turned into a puddle of screaming rapture.

Orgasmic tingles pulsed in her core as her nipples tightened and her spine arched, forcing her into even more contact with his body.

Kody pushed her away and the cold drove in like a steam train, pushing the fog from her mind and the heat from her body.

“What the hell was that?” she demanded of him, then her knees folded and she let herself fall gracefully into a folded leg sit on the ground.

She stared up at the man mountain who had just reduced her to the weakest woman she’d ever been.

If that was what one kiss can do, imagine what his touch might do? 

He answered, “Destiny.” 

He stared at her a moment longer and then turned and fled like the wind. 

What on earth had just happened?
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Chapter 2.
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KODY’S WOLF SNAPPED and growled inside his mind.

Settle the fuck down. Now.

He’d met his mate.

The one and only woman he was meant to be with.

And she was a fucking Voodoo witch!

Of all the rotten luck.

He pounded the pavement as he stormed through the town looking for his little brother, Marty.

Marty had come across a beautiful young girl at a bar a few weeks ago. According to his brother, they’d hit it off like nothing else. They’d had the wildest sex imaginable, and then she’d disappeared.

Marty had found her again, through some of their townie friends, but she was supposedly running scared and wouldn’t respond to any of Marty’s messages.

According to their sources who had been watching her, the chick was pregnant.

Half wolf shifter, half Voodoo royalty. How was it even possible?

They’d been told they couldn’t breed outside their own pack. Kody had often doubted the elders on that point. Was breeding with others impossible? Obviously it was discouraged, but there had always been a kernel of curiosity about it, in his mind. 

Or was it a lie told by the little human to get his brother back?

A part of him had hoped it was all a falsehood, until he’d met Chanti. Now he knew something he’d never known: matings between humans and wolf shifters was more than possible.

If Chanti was his fated mate, why wouldn’t his little brother have a witch mate, too?

He’d been following Tania, only to see her go into the Voodoo shop. He’d listened at the door and heard her ask for something to get rid of the baby.

Anger and pain had slammed into him. If it really was true, and his brother had conceived a child, Tania couldn’t kill it!

This baby could be the only way to fulfil the prophesy, and re-bond their communities.

It had long been said by the elders that the wolves were meant to live in peace and harmony with the townspeople. That was only achievable with the blending of their blood and of course, negotiating with the people in power in New Orleans. No one he knew of had ever tried such a thing.

Kody hustled along the street, and looked ahead. There he saw his brother, hiding in the alleyway next to a triple story house. He had his back pressed up against the wall in the shadows and was casting furtive glances up at the windows above him.

He sidled up next to Marty and leaned against the wall himself, needing the moment to gather his thoughts.

“Did you find her?” Marty asked.

“I found more than just her.”

“What do you mean?”

Kody inhaled sharply. This was such a hard thing to say. “I met my mate.”

His brother swung around to face him. “What? Where?”

“In the Voodoo shop Tania went into. She’s the owner, or whatever.”

“A Voodoo witch? Are you kidding me?”

I wish.

“No. And she’s more than that. I can feel the power in her, the strength. I heard someone talking about her outside, and heard what Tania said to her. She’s one of the most powerful priestesses they have and, ah... Tania’s no slouch in the Voodoo arts either.”

His brother’s eyes bulged. “What? My mate’s a Voodoo priestess, too?”

Excuse me?

“Your what? You said she was just a one-night stand. A good...” Fuck.

His brother growled, low and menacing. “Don’t say it, Kody, or I’ll rip your fucking head off.”

Kody bit his tongue, swallowing the disbelief and surprise in his heart.

His brother’s mate?

“Why didn’t you say anything before, Marty?”

He’d thought it was a little strange that his brother was chasing down this girl after only one night. And that she’d conceived so readily. It was unheard of.

His brother turned away, his jaw set and tight. 

“I was ashamed,” he said. “I’m your Beta. The son of an Alpha. Why wouldn’t I have a wolf shifter mate?”

Marty was looking at this the wrong way.

Kody slapped his brother on the back. “Because you’re destined to be our savior! Come on, brother, you know the legends. This could reunite our families, bring us back to New Orleans!”

Excitement bubbled in his veins. For so many generations they had been outcasts, not welcome in the human world.

That could change. Forever.

Kody pushed aside thoughts of his own mate and focused on his brother’s more immediate problem.

He glanced at the house beside the alley. “So, little brother, did your mate come back here?”

“Yeah, I saw her go in the front door. This is her home, I think.”

Marty pointed at the three-story mansion.

Shit... she has to be rich.

Kody ran a hand through his long hair. “Do you know anything else about her?”

Marty shook his head.

Damn... I have to tell him.

“Well, from what I heard at the shop, she’s from a real wealthy family.”

Marty rolled his eyes. “Obviously, look at the house. Smart ass...”

Marty looked back at the mansion as though he couldn’t keep his eyes off one of the top windows.

Kody went on. “Her family is one of the oldest and most powerful Voodoo families in New Orleans.”

“What?” Marty swung around to face him, staring with wide open eyes.

“There’s something else too, Marty.” He swallowed hard. This was going to hurt. “She’s trying to get rid of the baby.”

There was a beat of silence and then his brother blinked. “Excuse me?”

Marty’s hands curled into fists and he was sending out a vibe that made Kody want to back away.

Technically, until their father handed over the mantle, they were both Beta’s. But as the eldest, Kody would take over the role as Alpha of their pack. Unless his brother challenged him for it, which they’d never discussed.

He had to swallow hard against the need to tell Marty to calm the hell down. 

“I followed her to Chanti’s shop and listened to everything they said. The church they belong to think that any babe of ours is... sacrilege.”

“Fuck. Me.”

His brother’s anger seemed to drift away as shock took its place.

“But... this is Fate,” Marty muttered. “She’s my mate. That baby is... destined to be.”

Kody chuckled without humor, pushing through the need to empathize with his brother’s emotions. “I know, my brother, I know. But they’re not going to believe that. You know what they’re like.”

Marty grimaced and cursed under his breath.

The people who practiced the ancient art of Voodoo in New Orleans were an unusual mix of the original Voodoo brought over from Africa several hundred years ago, and the Catholicism that was forced onto them.

They believed in Jesus Christ and many ancient gods and goddesses. Why not Fate?

“We must stop her, Marty, and I think I know the way. We have twenty-four hours until your mate drinks the potion that will kill off your heir. We must convince Chanti to stop her.”

Marty nodded with grim understanding and together they walked away from the house to formulate a plan.
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BACK AT HER HOUSE, a few blocks from the shop, Chanti was curled up on her couch cradling a mug of hot peppermint tea, and mulling over what had happened today.

A wolf shifter baby had been conceived and she’d been asked to assist in its abortion. An aberration of nature. A ridiculous thing.

She’d never really considered whether she believed the stories she’d been told about the wolf shifters or not, having never met one.

And then a wolf shifter had kissed her to within an inch of her life.

God, she’d wanted him to take her right there on the countertop.

She ran a hand down her neck and let it flow over her sensitive breasts. Her body was still burning for him.

A shiver coursed through her.

What had that been between them? She’d never felt anything like it.

A knock came at the door. She frowned. Who could that be? 

She glanced at the clock on the wall. Nine o’clock. Not too late. Someone who needed her help, perhaps? 

That thought had her hurrying toward the pounding.

What could have happened?

She pulled open the door.

The wolf shifter stood on her doorstep. His silver eyes blazed at her, and a cascade of fire flowed through her core.

The man next to him was just as big, but not as attractive as Kody. He had darker, curlier hair, and a crooked nose.

Chanti sighed. “Damn. Did you bring another one with you?”

“This is my brother, Marty,” Kody said. “Can we come in?”

She crossed her arms over her chest. “Can I trust you?”

Their eyes met and a frisson of heat spiraled through her.
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