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      Cursed to never be loved; fated to never be alone …

      Cursed cupid Tamuel has been told he will never love or be loved, a fate to which he’s long been resigned. Yet from the moment he meets powerful trainee witch Korinna Soteira at the Amazonian and Gargarean training camp, he knows this to be a lie – he loves Korinna like he’s loved nothing and no-one in his life. But his curse is right in one respect: he may be able to love, but he can never be loved. Korinna will only ever be his friend, a fact he has spent the last twenty years coming to terms with.

      However, malignant forces are stirring in the darkest reaches of the Realms. They have plans to use Korinna and her unusual powers – plans that can only be thwarted by the cursed cupid and an impossible love. Yet breaking Tamuel’s curse now could release a force too ancient to destroy – and thus destroy any future.

      What if the only way to survive the present is to place the future in peril?

      

      Fractured Curse is a prequel novella to my popular Gods Cursed Series centring on unknown history between two of readers’ favourite characters from the series. It takes place 2000 years before the events in Love Cursed and can be read as an introduction into the world or at any time during the reading of the series.

      It’s exclusive to my newsletter subscribers, so to get your copy, just click the link below, fill in your details and it will be winging its way to you along with other free reads, deals and bookish info.
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        This is dedicated to all the Christmas lovers out there.

        May your year be merry and bright and all your Christmas Wishes come true.
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      “Tam? Is that you? What are you doing here?”

      Tam jerked around at the harsh whisper to see Bas standing in the darkened hallway – naked.

      Ugh! He had to suppress his shudder even though this was not the way he wanted to see his father in the middle of the night. Unfortunately, he couldn’t do the entire ‘see no evil’ thing any son would do if they saw their father’s dangly bits because Bas had no idea he was a father. Tam’s father. And he couldn’t know. Not until Clodia’s curse was lifted and the vow Eros had bound him with to keep him separate from the curse was no longer needed. If he told them before that, it would cause incredible pain – for all of them – and sweep him into the curse.

      Clodia really had been evil.

      As far as Bas was aware, Tam was a cupid who was helping a fellow cupid – partly out of the goodness of his heart and partly because he would gain some extra power by helping Bas end up with his fated mate.

      Of course, the little matter of a love curse had to be taken care of first, but they were a couple of months away from that being a possibility. If he could lay his hands on the old diary that had the information they needed to unbind the curse, then they had a chance. They would also need Jules Stevens to read it so she could start remembering her past lives – and her mate and the son of her soul – because she needed to be a part of the unbinding and neither he nor Bas could tell her anything about it.

      Thankfully, he had a new lead on that old diary and hoped to have it soon.

      But that wasn’t why he was here tonight.

      No, he was here because of the despair and hopelessness emanating from this house. As the years had passed, the curse had changed, deepened , becoming crueller than it had been. So he shouldn’t have been surprised that it was now having this effect on his parents – that both of them were sinking into depression, losing all sense of hope in a better future. But he had been taken by surprise.

      And now he was on the back foot because he needed to find some way of stopping what was happening with them and fast! Without hope, even if he found the diary and got Jules to read it, the curse would never be broken.

      “Tamuel!”

      He started. “What?”

      Bas sighed. “I might not be able to see, but I know you’re there. Don’t try and pretend otherwise.”

      “I wasn’t trying to pretend anything. I was just a bit shocked to see you down here. Like that.” He flapped his hand at his father’s naked body, even though he knew his father couldn’t really see when in his human form – courtesy of the curse.

      “You’re the reason I didn’t have time to put my clothes on. When I felt you here unexpectedly like this, I had to come down immediately.” He shook his head. “Given you’re so surprised to see me, that means you didn’t come to see me. So why are you here? What’s wrong?” Bas didn’t even bother to try to cover his nakedness – and why would he from his perspective? Tam took after his father in many respects and those respects were something to be proud of – at least, Tam had always been quite proud of his endowments. And there was also the fact he was a cupid – they didn’t suffer from false modesty the way many other Beings did. But still, this was a household with female witches and while one of them was Bas’ mate, neither female knew that.

      Tam opened his mouth to answer, but all that came out was a squeak as Bas took a step closer, moving further into the light.

      Bas’s eyes flared wide, the white that covered his irises making his sightless eyes glow in the darkness. “Did you find it? Have you brought it here?”

      “What? No, no.” Tam waved his hand as his father took another step closer to him, the light from the stairway behind him and the moonlight coming in through the windows beside the front door illuminating him even more brightly than he’d already been.

      “Ugh,” he said, putting his hand over his eyes. “Dude, put some clothes on, would you?”

      Bas made a sound like a squelched laugh. “I didn’t think you’d be a prude.”

      “I’m not. But you wouldn’t like it if I suddenly appeared in front of you in my birthday suit.”

      “It wouldn’t affect me at all if you did given right now you’re a blur of colour and vibrational sound. I don’t see details in my human form.”

      That was true but it wasn’t exactly the point. “But what about when you’re in your cat form? You can see then. You wouldn’t like it if I paraded around in front of you in the altogether when you could see me during the day.” Bas made a moue with his mouth as if he was about to disagree – of course he would. They were both cupid and it shouldn’t be bothering Tam like it was.

      Sighing to himself, Tam decided to change tack. “It’s not me I’m worried about seeing you like that. What would Jules or Violetta say if they saw you wandering around the house like this? It would freak them out.”

      “You know Violetta helps nurse me after the shift from one form to another, so she is used to seeing me naked and thinks nothing of it. Besides she’s not likely to be wandering around the house at this hour given she’s just returned from a research trip. And if she did, it would freak her out more to see you here like this than it would to see me naked. Violetta doesn’t take kindly to strangers suddenly appearing in her house.”

      “I’m not a stranger to Violetta, as you well know.”

      “She doesn’t know you in this form, does she?”

      “No, more’s the pity. You know how hard it is to cover up this level of handsomeness all the time?” Tam shook his head and sighed. “But you don’t have to worry about the whole stranger danger thing. I’ve made sure they can’t see me on this visit.”

      “You’re using magic to hide yourself and wandering around the house? That could hurt Jules!”

      Tam raised his hand. “Hold your roll, son-of-Eros. This isn’t a magic spell.”

      Bas raised his brow. “If it’s not magic, then what is it?”

      “Okay it is magic. But it’s something that’s not like the kind of magic that will upset Jules. I promise.”

      Bas narrowed his eyes at Tam – a curious expression for a demi-God who had been turned blind when he was in his humanoid form from sunset to sunrise from the curse he was under. “How do you know it won’t hurt her. So far as I know, all magic has been able to hurt her.”

      “Well, this doesn’t.”

      “I repeat, you know that how?”

      “I’ve used it around her before.”

      “What? You experimented on her with unknown magic?”

      “Of course I didn’t. I didn’t know she was there – she was supposed to be at a doctor’s appointment. I was using it then so Violetta wouldn’t sense me or my magic. I wanted to search through the library for something I’d heard was here. Jules just happened to walk down to the library while I was there. It wasn’t like I could open a portal and leave while she was there, so I hid, hoping to Hells that she didn’t have a reaction. And she didn’t. Violetta didn’t know I was there either. Not even when both of them walked right past where I was hiding in the stacks. The only one who seems to be able to see me is you. Probably something to do with the fact you can see auras when you don’t have your usual sight. I wonder if⁠—”

      “Tam, stop rabbiting on about inconsequential things.”

      “The fact you can see me here isn’t inconsequential.”

      “It is to me when I want to know how?”

      “How what?”

      “How are you doing it? I know it’s not part of your power. I mean, you’re a cupid, like me.”

      “Well, I’m not exactly like you. I have a different Mum and Dad from you with different powers from yours. My mum was a powerful witch like yours, but her powers were not healing ones, which makes my base-powers different. And secondly, I’m third generation cupid, not second like you. Eros is my grandfather, not my father.”

      Bas’ eyes narrowed on him again as he folded his arms across his broad chest. “Still, the kind of power you’re talking about … it’s not something any witch or demi-God should have.”

      “Well, I admit it’s not my power.”

      “What?”

      Tam shrugged. “I borrowed some power from someone who wants to help me out with this. They have the ability to change their outward appearance, even becoming invisible, kind of like a chameleon, but it’s not magic as we know it. I have to drink their blood regularly for it to work and it only lasts for short periods.” He screwed up his nose. “It’s a bit yuck actually but needs must.” He shuddered. “I’m not sure why people think vampires are sexy with the whole drinking blood thing because it’s pretty disgusting, but whatever floats your boat.”

      “Tam,” Bas said, his voice vibrating with impatience. “You’re not dealing in blood magic are you?”

      “Blood magic? Hells no. This isn’t that. It’s more a metamorphosis kind of deal with DNA and whatnot. While the blood is in me, it changes me enough so that I share in some of my friend’s natural abilities. It’s actually been pretty handy for other sneaky secret times as well as when I’ve needed to come into this house without Jules or Violetta being any the wiser.” He held up his hand as Bas opened his mouth to answer questions, knowing he could see the gesture even if not the details of it. “Don’t bother asking me who my friend is. Or why they’re helping me. I can’t tell you.”

      “Why not?”

      “Like everything else, it’s information you don’t need. Information that could change how this – our little arrangement – needs to turn out.”

      Bas sighed. “Fine. But still, you shouldn’t be here. You might not be using magic so as not to be seen, but you don’t seem to be able to go long without using magic from what I’ve observed. And if you do it without knowing she’s around, you could hurt Jules.”

      “I would never do that. It’s why I entered through the portal I set up in the library.” He gestured at the stairs behind him to cover the lie. He’d actually intended to come out of his portal in the library itself, but sometimes his magic didn’t always work like it should and he’d come out of the portal at the top of the stairs. But Bas didn’t need to know that.

      He turned back just as Bas moved a step closer and further into the light that was coming through the windows on either side of the front door, illuminating the top of the steps that led down into the library where Tam still stood. Quickly, Tam looked back at the arch over the stairway. “Jules wouldn’t feel the magic of the portal through all this stone and earth.”

      “She’s getting more sensitive to magic,” Bas said – Tam didn’t even have to look at him to know he was frowning deeply. “I’m afraid very soon she won’t even be able to stay in this house with the ley-lines connecting right under this house like they do and all the magic in the library and the Dangerous Books and Dark Magic room.”

      “There’s shields and wards on that room though, right?” Tam said, turning back to face Bas and trying really hard not to look below his father’s rather impressively broad chest.

      Bas nodded. “Of course. But the way things are going, I’m not sure she’s going to be able to handle any magic anywhere close to her, no matter how well shielded.”

      “Shit.”

      “Yes. Shit.” He stared down at the marble floor, chest heaving. “I don’t know what to do.” His head lifted and his gaze collided with Tam’s as if he could see him. “We have to make this work this Valentine’s Eve. We have to. I’m not sure I could handle it if we don’t. I’m not sure she could handle it.”

      Tam had to shove down the panic that rose up at the thought of what might happen to his mother and father if their plan to break the curse didn’t work. He couldn’t show Bas how truly concerned he was about both of them. So, instead of commenting on what his father had just said, he turned the conversation back to something he could handle.

      “Bas, before this conversation goes any further, can you please put some pants on at least. I really didn’t need to know Eros believed in circumcision for all his boys.”

      Bas huffed out a laugh – good. At least he wasn’t so far gone he couldn’t find his humour. But the humour died as quickly as it had come as he said seriously, “I’d have to run upstairs to get my pants. I’m afraid the small amount of magic I have access to can’t even do something so simple as clothe me anymore.”

      Tam couldn’t hide his gasp. “It’s got that bad? Why didn’t you tell me?”

      Bas shrugged. “It’s not something I talk about. And it had nothing to do with what we were planning. It’s not like magic would help me do the research you needed me to do to help find the diary.”

      “Okay,” Tam said, nodding slowly. “Well then, here, allow me.” He waved his hand at his father.

      Just in time. Bas took a step towards him moving fully into the light, but as he did, a pair of virulently green board shorts with equally bright pink flamingos all over them appeared on the demi-God. Bas looked down at them as if he could see them, rubbing his hands over the material. “You put me in board shorts?”

      “I thought you could do with a little colour and fun.”

      Bas snorted. “Colour and fun? Hells. They’re probably virulently pink or something, aren’t they?”

      “Maybe,” Tam said slowly. “And green. They’ve got dancing flamingos on them.”

      “Zeus’ Balls,” Bas said, rubbing his head. “How are dancing flamingos on a virulently green background better than my naked form? They’ll frighten the ghosts in the library.”

      “And your naked form wouldn’t?”

      “It might give them a thrill.”

      Tam chuckled. “Fair enough. But honestly though, why’d you come downstairs without a stitch of clothing on? Violetta might have seen you naked, but Jules hasn’t. It’s really not cool to walk around the house like that. You don’t do that often, do you?” At least, he hoped not. He was going to have to pop in here more and more often over the next few months and he really didn’t want to keep finding his father showing just how alike they were.

      “Jules has seen it all before.”

      “Not in this life she hasn’t.”

      Bas flinched. “You don’t have to remind me of that.”

      “Sorry,” Tam said, trying not to feel sick about how much pain the curse brought to his dad every day – more and more with every day that passed given the changes from man to cat and back again were getting harder on him. It was almost like the curse could feel they were getting close to breaking it and was punishing him for it.

      Which maybe was why Jules was becoming more and more sensitive to magic.

      And maybe it was why both she and Bas were losing hope.

      He sighed and gestured to his father. “The pain … is that why you’re losing hope?”

      “I’m not losing hope. Hope is all I have.”

      Tam stared at him hard. “Maybe that’s true, but that in itself is a worry.”

      “Why?”

      “It’s sending you down a path of darkness.”

      “No it isn’t. I’m fine. I’m just focused.”

      Tam sighed and shook his head. “Bas. I can feel it.”

      Bas glared at him for a long moment before he dropped his head, seeming to stare at the floor. “I know. I can feel it too.” He raised his head. “But I’m keeping on top of it. You don’t need to worry about me.”

      Tam chewed the inside of his cheek for a moment before nodding. “Okay. But what about Jules?”

      “What about Jules? Jules is fine. I’ve been making sure she is fine.”

      “I’m sure you have but …” He stared around him at the foyer. “Where’s the Christmas decorations, Bas?”

      Bas blinked and then glanced around at the joyless foyer as if he could see just how empty it was at a time of the year when it was usually overflowing with twinkling lights, wreaths winding up the stair railings and around the window and door frames. Different thematically coloured Christmas trees were usually set in each corner of the foyer and in each room. And there was all the Christmas-themed statuary, including nutcrackers and angels that usually filled up every single spare space along the walls and next to the doors. Not to mention the giant Santa with a motion sensor that made him nod his head and say ‘Ho-ho-ho, Merry Christmas!’ every time anyone passed.

      There was usually also a soundtrack of Christmas Carols that played all day every day and enough bells and chimes hung around the place that, set off by any puff of breeze – including the air conditioning – created a tinkling musical sound day and night. The amount of light and sound that was usually in the foyer and the rest of the house night and day could not be missed or ignored, and yet it seemed Bas had not realised it was missing.

      He blinked rapidly as he took in the total lack of sound and pine and cinnamon cents. “I-I …”

      “Precisely. It’s halfway through December and there’s not one single indication that Jules’ favourite holiday is coming. Why is that?”

      “I don’t know. She’s been busy and … maybe she just hasn’t felt like it yet.”

      “Has she finished her Christmas shopping?”

      “Um—”

      “Or even started it?”

      “Um—”

      “No? When her normal rule of thumb is to have all her Christmas shopping done before December even starts and all her Christmas decorations go up on December first without fail? If that’s not a sign of despair and hopelessness, I don’t know what is.”

      “Violetta hasn’t been here to help her – she only got back today. You know Jules needs her grandmama’s magic to help put the higher decorations up and do the lights on the outside of the house – after she leaves the house of course.”

      “That’s an excuse and you know it. Even without Violetta here, she would have put up what she could manage. She finds joy in those garish decorations and twinkling lights, the carols and jingling bells as everyone in the vicinity of the house could attest to. But not only is she too full of hopelessness and despair to feel like putting them up, you are so full of those negative emotions, you didn’t even notice she hadn’t put them up. Which is not like either of you at all.”

      Bas’ shoulders drooped. “You’re right. I didn’t notice.”

      “I guessed that.” He sighed heavily and walked over to his father, hooking his arm through Bas’ arm, turning him around to walk him towards the back of the house even though he knew his father did not need his help to navigate his way around the mansion.

      The fact Bas didn’t pull away or protest in any way said more than him not noticing the lack of Christmas decorations had. Bas never liked anyone treating him like he was an invalid. In fact, he reacted very badly to it any time anyone did.

      Instead of punching Tam in the face though, he simply went along with Tam and only said, “But how did you notice? Have you been spying on us?”

      Tam shook his head. “I didn’t have to. I could feel it through the Realms. The despair and hopelessness that is building in this house is leaking out through the ley-lines.”

      “It is? But that is … how is that possible?”

      Tam shrugged as he steered his father into the kitchen. “There is only one answer: Because you and Jules are more important to the Realms than we ever knew.”

      “I don’t see how that’s possible,” Bas said as Tam pulled a chair out for him at the kitchen table.

      “It’s more than possible,” he said as his father slumped into the chair. “It’s apparently fact. Because if it wasn’t, your negative emotions would not be affecting the ley-lines in the way they are.”

      Bas followed his movement as Tam went over and put the kettle on. “I still don’t understand why that brought you here. I mean, the only thing that can cure what’s going on with us is to break the curse and we can’t do that until Valentine’s Eve.”

      Tam flicked on the gas under the kettle and turned back to face his father. “I hope that’s not true because if it is, then we’re in big trouble. In fact, all the Realms are in big trouble.”

      “What? How?”

      “Because, if your negative emotions keep filtering into the ley-lines and out into this world and the other Realms, it will start to affect every living breathing Being it touches.”

      Bas stared at him for long moments. “Nonsense. Jules and I are not that powerful. Not that important.”

      “Given the fact I could feel your hopelessness and despair from the Realm I was visiting in my search for the diary, apparently you are. And I’m not the only one who thinks so.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “There is another benefactor who is helping me. She pulled me to her palace and told me I had to come here right now to help you and Jules out of this slump.”

      “Why would a Goddess – I gather you’re talking about a Goddess this time?” Tam nodded – he could share that much with his father – “Why would she care?”

      “Because she can feel it too and it’s beginning to affect her and all the other Gods and Goddesses in all the pantheons. Which means it’s beginning to affect things here and in all the Realms. It’s almost like the Eternal Well itself is weeping.”

      “That’s … that’s not possible.”

      “It is more than possible. It’s actually happening.”

      Bas stared at him for a long time. “What do you expect me to do about it?”

      “You? I don’t expect you to do anything right now other than to drink the tea I’m going to make for you and listen to my plan.”

      “You have a plan.”

      Tam smiled wildly as the kettle behind him began to whistle. “Of course. I came to help you and Jules find your Christmas cheer.”
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      “Bas!” Jules woke with a start, crying out for her friend as the nightmare images clung to her mind and body, making her feel like she was going to throw up. Normally he’d come racing across the room to her, even if he too was asleep and her terrified screams woke him abruptly from much needed rest. But tonight, he didn’t come. She waited a moment but he didn’t appear like he normally would to sit beside her on the bed, wrapping her in his comforting warmth.

      “Bas?” she said, her voice raw. He still didn’t answer. Didn’t come to her side. She sat up shakily and looked around the room. It was empty.

      Strange. Normally he didn’t leave her until he had to go into his room before dawn so that he could change in the special containment unit Violetta had created for him so the magic of his change didn’t set off Jules’ magical allergy. She had never woken in the middle of the night to find him gone.

      She began to shake, a sob rising in her throat.

      He’d left her alone.

      It shouldn’t surprise her. She deserved it. Had been waiting for him to finally realise she was a soul suck and start to live his own life. As he should have long ago. She’d been trying to prepare herself for being truly alone for a while now. As a witch without any access to her powers and a magical allergy that was almost deadly to her and others around her, she had been alone in many ways all of her life.

      Oh, she knew she was loved. Her grandmama loved her. And Bas loved her too, like a dear friend. But given Bas was a cursed witch who lived as a cat by day and a blind man by night, he had his own problems and she really needed to stop leaning on him like she did, expecting him to be her everything. It wasn’t fair to him.

      It was hard to let go though. He was her only friend.

      A truly dear friend who put his needs and wishes aside for her.

      Which proved just how much of a bad friend she was that she gave no true thought to his needs. Mostly. She did think of him. All the time actually. And she had encouraged him to do what he could to look after himself and do things that made him happy.

      He always said being with her made him happy. And him saying that had made her happy so she had let him get away with it.

      But she shouldn’t have. She’d been weak. And tonight, finally, he must have realised how much she had taken from him.

      Her grandmama, Violetta, had spent her life trying to find a cure for his curse, but of late she’d spent more and more of her time trying to find a way to cure Jules of her magical allergy. She hadn’t completely given up trying to help Bas, of course, but since the death of Jules’ parents when Violetta had become Jules’ legal guardian, the attention she gave Bas’ curse had become far less.

      Which meant once again, Jules was ruining Bas’ life.

      It was no wonder why he’d given up on being with her twenty-four-seven tonight.

      She’d felt this coming. Had felt the sadness in him rising over the last few months. He’d tried to hide the despair that had been building in him, but she’d sensed it alongside his growing fear that they would never find a cure to end his curse. She had to admit, it did seem hopeless. She wished it wasn’t. Wished there was something she could do for him.

      But she was useless. She had no power. No magic. And she collapsed in pain any time she came up against the slightest magic – if it was larger amounts of magic, she violently reacted to it in an explosive kind of way. Not that she exploded. The magic that touched her exploded in increasingly violent ways. The last time it had happened, Bas and Violetta had been hurt and a part of the library had been damaged.

      She’d felt so horribly bad afterwards, particularly because she could do nothing to help heal either of them or put to rights what she had destroyed.

      Tears flooded down her cheeks harder and faster and she couldn’t stop them as her mind spiralled from that horrible day to centre on the thing she felt guilty about every day: not being there to support Bas when he went through his change twice a day. A change that had always been painful, but, despite the fact he was trying to hide it from her, she could tell it was becoming increasingly more painful for him. She’d heard his groans and moans as the sun rose in the morning and then again when it set at night. And she’d heard the worry in her grandmama’s tone as she tended to him during and after. The time between him changing and then coming back to her side was getting increasingly longer as every day passed.

      She pushed her knuckles into her eyes, trying to stop the tears. What right did she have to cry and feel sorry for herself when he was the one truly going through a bad time? A really bad time. A time that was getting worse. He never complained about it though, and if she tried to bring it up, he changed the subject, refusing to talk about it. If she pushed, he told her he didn’t want to burden her with things that couldn’t be changed.

      She should have known what he truly meant was that he didn’t want to share things she could never help him with.

      And now, her best friend in all the world had realised just how useless she was, how much of a drain on him and everyone else she was, and he had left her.

      Finally. As he should have done long ago.

      Her breath shuddered out of her on a sob, and she wrapped her arms around her knees as she drew them to her chest, rocking back and forth as she tried to suppress the tears that threatened to take her over. She shouldn’t cry. She had no right to cry. But …

      She was alone.

      So alone.

      She should just leave and disappear. If she took herself out of the equation then Violetta could give her full attention to curing someone who deserved to be cured. Who could be cured. Curses could be broken. Violetta had read about so many that had. There was hope for Bas.

      For her though … well, she was a lost cause. She wasn’t under a curse. She was just quite simply a broken witch. And it was time everyone realised it and gave up on her like she had given up on herself.

      She hadn’t even found any cheer in the fact Christmas was coming. Normally this was her favourite time of year, even though it wasn’t a holiday witches usually got behind. They celebrated the pagan festival of Yule over a number of days as per the Luna calendar – days that always landed somewhere around December 25th. But while their celebrations were fun, and she did enjoy lighting the Yule log and hanging the pine wreaths and eating the Yule festival food, she had never been able to participate in the rituals as a proper witch should. It was too dangerous for her to go anywhere near them. Which was why Violetta had never been able to hold the festivities in this house since Jules was born as was her right as leader of the most powerful coven in the Southern Hemisphere.

      It was another thing to feel guilty for. Especially given Violetta had allowed her to celebrate Christmas to keep up the tradition her parents had started for her.

      They had given up on Yule because of her and had embraced Christmas festivities because the first time she’d gone out as a child and seen the decorations and the Christmas trees at the local shopping centre, she had been enchanted. It had lifted her spirits in a way nothing else ever had.

      And after they were gone, she had thrown herself into the decorations and carols and gift buying-and-giving because it helped her to remember how much fun she’d always had with them, celebrating this holiday in a way that made it seem like it was theirs.

      Except this year.

      This year, the thought of Christmas brought no cheer. No uplift to her spirits. There was just a sense of growing sadness and loss. Everything was dull and lifeless and no amount of colour and lights, or pine and cinnamon scents, or the sound of Christmas Carols could lift her spirits. All she could see was a never ending repetition of day following day with no hope of true love or even friendships for her to cultivate.

      Bas and Violetta were the only good things in her life. But now she was losing Bas and she had seen less and less of Violetta as her grandmama threw herself into trying to find a cure for Jules … and for Bas when she had time.

      She gripped her legs tighter and buried her head into her knees, pressing her thumbs into her eyes to try to stop the hot prick of tears that were creating an unbearable pressure in her head.

      She tried to think of something positive, but it was hard, so hard, after waking from the horror of her nightmares once again only to find Bas missing and not there to comfort her as he usually would.

      She wondered where he was. Was he downstairs doing his own research? Maybe she could go down and help him. She was good at research. It was her job after all.

      She lifted her head. That was something positive to think about. Her research. It filled her days and made the interminable length of them bearable. While she researched every day, the research itself was different every day. She read about new things all the time. Learning and cataloguing information was her jam. It had always made life worth living.

      Except …

      More and more recently, she was unable to help Violetta with at least half of the massive library because the grimoires and manuscripts held too much magic. Increasingly she’d been unable to catalogue the new boxes of books and grimoires that came to them from those coven members whose job it was to travel the world and find copies of all important works, as well as the more obscure works from unknown covens and magical Beings. She had always loved pouring over the new works that came to them, learning obscure pieces of lore and information. But more of what was arriving contained magic and while in the past she’d been able to deal with the pain a small amount of magic in the books and grimoires contained, now, the pain had become too much and she wasn’t even able to be near the ones with the slightest amount of magic, let alone touch them.

      Which pretty much meant she could never touch or look at any of the thousands of grimoires, books and scrolls they had in the library ever again. Even though some of them did not have magic bound into their pages, they had discovered that even if she read a spell, it could be disastrous for her. And for those around her. That was what had caused the latest magical allergy explosion a few months ago that had hurt Violetta and Bas and damaged so many of the stacks.

      Not a good day.

      In fact, it had been the start of her feeling like this.

      The creep of it had been slow, and inexorable. She’d tried to lift herself out of it when she’d first felt it, but all her efforts had come to naught. She was falling into a depression.

      Scratch that. She had already tumbled into the hole with the black dog and it was gnawing on her day and night and she couldn’t escape it.

      She wasn’t even certain she wanted to escape it. Maybe giving in to it would be for the best. Maybe⁠—

      The door slammed open. She looked up blearily to see Bas charge into the room. He was bare chested but wore an incredibly ugly pair of fluorescent green board shorts covered with violently pink dancing flamingos. She frowned as she took them in, not recognizing them as anything he’d ever worn before.

      Her surprise at the board shorts only lasted for a moment as the sight of him, the fact of his presence, overwhelmed her with relief and the flood of tears burst through the damn once again. The sight of him blurred as she gave over to the need to cry.

      “Jules,” Bas said, running across to where she sat rocking and sobbing in her bed. “Jules, Jules. Don’t, please don’t.” He reached her, sitting on the bed beside her, pulling her into his arms.

      It felt so good. Far too good. But even though she knew she shouldn’t – she should tell him to go and live his own life – she couldn’t stop herself from clinging to him, to wanting to never let him go even though it would be the best thing for him.

      Yes, she was that selfish.

      The thought made her cry even harder, her words almost unintelligible as she sobbed into his shoulder. “Bas. Bas. You didn’t leave me alone. You’re here. You’re here.”

      “Of course I’m here. I’d never leave you.” One hand stroked her hair, the other holding her tighter to him just how she needed as his voice rumbled through his chest in a way that comforted her like nothing else could. “I had just got out of the shower when I thought I heard something downstairs. I went down to check, only for a few minutes. I didn’t want to leave you alone. I didn’t think you’d wake up while I was gone.”

      “I h-had a n-nightmare.”

      “I’m so sorry I wasn’t here for you.”

      “It’s o-okay. I-it’s ok-kay. You sh-should be able t-to leave m-me,” she blubbered. “I sh-shouldn’t keep you to m-myself so s-selfishly. You h-have your o-own life to l-live.”

      He pulled back from her a little as if he wished to look down at her even though she knew he couldn’t see her. He cupped her face in his large, warm hands. “No, no. My life is here with you. I always want to be here with you.”

      Her eyes starred with tears as she looked up at him, breathing in his scent, soaking in the warm comfort of her best friend. “I always w-want to be h-here with you,” she said. But she was unable to continue with that thought. Pain clenched her stomach as the words left her mouth and she cried out, curling around the pain.

      “Jules. Jules. What is it? What’s going on?”

      “It’s the curse. It’s getting worse,” a disembodied voice said from somewhere over near the door. Where her tears that bad she could no longer see?

      “No, no, this is no good. We don’t have the time I thought we had,” it continued to say. She didn’t recognise the voice and still couldn’t see who was speaking even though the voice moved closer. Not that she truly cared. It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered. Not with this pain thrumming through her, and despair filling her like the heaviest meal she’d ever eaten.

      “I c-can’t …” she began before sucking in a pained breath.

      “Jules?”

      She looked up at Bas, at his worried frown as his blind eyes tried to see, to figure out what was wrong. She hated that she worried him like this. Things were worse than she had imagined. She wished he’d never come back. “I c-can’t … I can’t d-do this anym-more. C-can’t be l-like this anymore. Th-there is no hope. N-no h-hope.”

      “Tam?” Bas said, looking behind him, panic in every line of his face and body.

      “It’s worse than I thought. We have to do something now.”

      “But what? What can we do?”

      “Make a Christmas wish,” the voice called Tam said. “It was what I was about to tell you before you took off suddenly to come up here.”

      “I had to come. I felt Jules cry out for me and her depression … it was so much worse.”

      “Which is exactly why we have to make a Christmas wish.”

      “A Christmas wish? How will that help?”

      “I don’t have time to explain it right now. It has to be good enough that I just know it will. And if we make it together, it will be all the stronger for it.”

      “But what should we wish for? What will cure her and me of this?”

      “Let’s wish for you both to find hope again. Enough to get you through this until it is time to break the curse.”

      Their words tumbled around her, making no sense. But then again, nothing made sense right now. All she was was pain and despair and hopelessness. It filled her. Covered her. Was turning everything grey. Threatening to turn everything black.

      “Quick, hurry. Before she’s too far gone.”

      “What do I do?” Bas shouted, his voice full of fear and panic.

      “Hold my hand and say these words with me:

      
        
        I wish this Christmas to find our joy

        I wish this Christmas to find our hope

        I wish this Christmas to feel our love

        I wish the Christmas spirit to fill us up

        To get us through until we’re cured

        And everything is set to rights

        The spirit of Christmas come to me

        The spirit of Christmas come to her

        The spirit of Christmas be in our hearts

        The spirit of Christmas never to depart

        All hail the spirit of Christmas.”
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