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      A siren and wolf shifter romance

      I'm looking forward to alone time with my wolf shifter boyfriend before he visits his former pack. I should go with him, but my commitment issues are stressing me out. Not only is my hair turning white, but I imagined seeing sirens in the ocean. Those monsters can’t be back.

      When I wake up looking decades older, I freak out.

      What happened? Sebastian can’t see me like this. Have I been cursed?

      Can my witch friend Nova help me undo it? Or am I stuck being the oldest twenty-something on the planet?

      

      If you like paranormal romantic comedies, you'll love the Salem Supernaturals series with quirky characters, found family, magic, and mischief!
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      GIANNA

      My hands shook as I called Nova. When she answered, I barked, “Can you meet me in the club?”

      “Of course. Are you okay?” she asked, her voice concerned. “You sound—distressed.”

      “I’m all right,” I forced myself to reply with less urgency. “I’ll explain when you get here.”

      After ending the call, I exhaled, stood straight, and rolled my shoulders back.

      Snap out of it, Gianna. You’re in a safe space.

      I walked out of my office to head into the main area of my retro rock club, the Danger Zone, hoping that the energy would distract me.

      The sound of Morphine’s “Cure for Pain” grew louder as I entered. My gaze cruised across the club. The ambiance screamed Motley Crue video without all the big 80s hair. Red and purple lights shone down over the bar. The club had a decent number of people this early in the night, which was good for business.

      This place was my baby. I’d put my heart and soul, not to mention every cent, into building the business. I’d learned when I was young that it was better not to depend on anyone and to support myself. This mindset had been challenged since I’d started dating a wolf shifter who doted on me—not that I was complaining. Sebastian was an amazing chef with a protective streak. He was talented and satiated more than one of my appetites.

      I smoothed my hands down the sides of my velvet leggings and strode over to the bar. The scents of varied types of alcohol grew stronger.

      “Hey Kylie,” I greeted my blue-haired bartender.

      “Hi Gianna. Ready for a drink?”

      Oh yes. “Surprise me.”

      “You got it. I know what you like.” Kylie poured champagne and juice into a glass. She drew her brows closer. “Is everything okay?”

      She handed me the glass. “It will be.” I took a sip, and the cool bubbling liquid popped on my tongue. “This helps.” I flashed her a conspiratorial smile.

      Her wary expression remained. “What’s wrong?”

      “Nothing,” I lied and moved behind the bar to slice lemons.

      “Are you sure?”

      By her tone, Kylie didn’t buy my answer.

      “Yes, sorry. I’m trying to be helpful but am probably in the way.”

      “No, that’s not it.” Kylie narrowed her eyes a fraction. “You seem anxious.”

      That was one way to describe the chaos in my head after what I saw outside. “It’s nothing,” I dismissed with a carefree wave. After all, I could have imagined it. That’s why I wanted to talk to Nova.

      I walked to the other side of the bar and sat on a stool, but as soon as I did, my leg twitched. Kylie moved down to tend to a customer who’d walked up to the bar.

      After killing time greeting regulars, I’d calmed down enough to head back to my office and finish the admin tasks I’d meant to get to today. I’d almost finished when Nova texted that she’d arrived.

      Great, I’ll be right out.

      When I walked out, Nova was sitting at the bar chatting with Kylie. Nova’s auburn hair was piled into a ponytail. She wore an orange and gray sweater dress and black boots. Her legs dangled from the stool, and she swayed them like a kid.

      “Hey, you look cute,” I greeted her. “Love the dress.”

      “Thanks.” She tilted her head. “Everything okay?”

      “Peachy.” I needed a minute before I got into it. I quickly shifted the focus back to her. “You should wear dresses more often.”

      She shrugged one shoulder in a non-committal manner. “I’m not big for dressing up, but this is comfortable.”

      “The key is finding things that don’t just look good but feel good.” I ran my hands over my maroon leggings. Paired with a vintage Billy Idol shirt from the Rebel Yell tour, it fit the vibe of the club.

      “It’s almost like we reversed outfits tonight.” She pointed at my legs. “You with leggings and me in a dress.”

      I laughed. “I guess we’re wearing off on each other.”

      “If that means I get to add a few inches to my height, that would be great,” Nova quipped.

      She was petite. When I’d bought us each a Prince Purple Rain shirt, it fit more like a dress on her.

      “I can’t help you there, but I’m sure someone at the Network knows magic to make you taller.”

      Nova winced and turned her head. “No, you don’t want to mess with that kind of magic.”

      “Calm your cauldrons. I was kidding, Nova.” I rolled my eyes and flashed her a playful smile. “I know how careful you are about not dabbling anywhere near questionable magic.”

      She pinned me with a serious gaze. “What’s the story?”

      I bit my lip. Was I overreacting? “Wait, you don’t even have a drink yet.” I pushed my hair behind my ear. “What would you like?”

      “Kylie was telling me about the blood red sangria for Halloween. That sounds good to me.”

      “Yes, I tasted some yesterday, and it’s delicious. I’m up for something different from my usual.”

      Nova tipped her head and teased, “Will the bubbly think you’re cheating on them?”

      My love for champagne was as well-known as the Kardashians.

      “Ha ha. They’ll be fine.” I winked. “We’re in an open relationship.”

      Kylie poured us a couple of glasses of sangria.

      After we took them, I said, “Let’s grab a booth.”

      Once we were seated, I drummed my fingers to the beat of Monster Magnet’s “Space Lord” that surrounded us. “Great song,” I pointed out and sang with it. “I squeezed out and humped ya when drowning in love.”

      Nova stifled a laugh. “That’s a version I hadn’t heard before.”

      My misheard lyrics often amused her. “What can I say?” I spread my arms wide and grinned. “I make songs my own.”

      “It doesn’t even make a grain of sense.” Her smile slowly vanished. “You called me in for a reason—and sounded tense—but now you’re acting like this is a girls’ night out.” Her brows twitched up a notch. “Methinks something’s up. Are you stalling?”

      She knew my tells. How would she not? We’d known each other since we were kids.

      I avoided eye contact, searching around the club, before I finally met her questioning gaze. “A little.”

      “Why?”

      I pursed my lips and placed my hands on my soft leggings. “Because I was scared—and now I’m second-guessing myself.”

      “About what?”

      “I think I saw something outside.” I tapped my foot and squirmed in the booth. “Now that I’m in here and have calmed down, I wonder if it was my imagination spooking me out.”

      Nova tipped her head down and gave me a wary gaze. “What did you think you saw?”

      My muscles tensed, and I forced myself to exhale and relax them. “Sirens.”

      Nova gasped. “Oh no!”

      Aye, Nova’s reaction was as I feared. I gulped some of my sangria. The fragrant bouquet of fruit, wine, and brandy was delicious but didn’t keep the sourness from my mouth after I spoke about those evil beings.

      Before I instigated a full-on freak out fest, I brushed it off. “Maybe I was rattled, and it was nerves.” I glanced away and released a nervous laugh. “I mean, I didn’t get much sleep last night. That’s because Sebastian was there, and you know how we get.”

      Nova grimaced and raised her hands in a stop gesture. “Please, no details.”

      Before I went offtrack giving details of our late-night shenanigans, I cleared my throat. “Anyhoo, that’s why I’m exhausted today. It was probably just my tired brain.”

      I had no issues with sirens in general, since I had siren blood. But when it came to that particular pod led by my monster of a mother, I wished they’d get trapped somewhere in the Bermuda Triangle.

      “Rewind,” Nova said. “Don’t dismiss your initial reaction, Gianna. Intuition is important.” She leaned back in the booth and brought her hands together. “When did it happen and where?”

      My leg resumed twitching. “It was out there in the ocean.” I pointed to a wall to indicate the location in the distance and then glanced at the time on my phone. “Almost an hour ago.”

      “Did they do anything?”

      I backtracked to the visual in my mind, a memory I’d rather forget. “While walking along the shore, I caught movement in my peripheral vision in the water. I saw their faces—barely a splash of a second before they submerged.”

      “Oh.” Nova touched her collarbone.

      I scrunched my nose. “At least that’s what I think I saw.” I rubbed my eyes. “But now I’m not sure. I mean, you can probably project your fears and see things that aren’t there, particularly in the sea with all those tumbling waves. Your mind can trick you, especially when you’re stressed or tired.” With an uneasy laugh, I added, “Maybe I’m hallucinating.”

      “What they put you through was traumatic.” Nova reached across the table and placed her hand on mine before pulling it away. “If you think you saw them, that’s completely understandable. And if you truly saw them…” Her voice trailed off. She straightened in the booth. “Either way, we should contact the Network.”

      The Salem Supernatural Network was an underground organization that helped supernaturals like us live in a human world. Nova, a witch, worked there part time while I leant a hand as a volunteer when needed—such as the last time the sirens were here causing chaos.

      “Yeah, you’re right.” After a pause, I added, “I thought they were gone for good. After all, no sightings of demons or sirens since early this year, and it’s almost Halloween.” I rubbed around the base of my glass. “Life has been peachy, so why would I start to imagine things like this now?”

      Nova studied me with a serious expression. “Because maybe you’re not imagining it.”

      A lump wedged in my throat. I reached for my glass with trembling fingers and took another gulp, attempting to wash it down.

      “Have you told Sebastian yet?” Nova asked.

      “Oh no, no, no.” I shook my head and ran my fingers up and down the stem of the glass. “I needed to calm down first and talk to you. You know what Sebastian is like. He’d get super protective and come down here all wolfman-like, searching for signs of them along the shore.” I arched my brows and snorted. “As long as it didn’t involve him leaping into the ocean.”

      Ah jeez, that was a pathetic attempt at humor to lighten the situation. Sebastian was terrified of the water. Still, it hadn’t stopped him from coming after me after demons had tied me up and tossed my ass overboard.

      “Damn, I’m a crap girlfriend to joke about his phobia.”

      Nova gestured at me with a knowing smile. “Sometimes humor is the best way to deal with darkness.”

      I cracked a grin. She was right. We often joked to get through the worst of times. “See, that’s why I called you. You’re sensible while I’m babbling like a hot mess, possibly hallucinating sirens.”

      “No one would deny that you’re hot, but you’re definitely not a mess,” Nova assured me. “And of course, you should call me anytime. You’ve talked me through countless issues in my life.”

      True. We’d had each other’s backs for over two decades now.

      “What do you think I should do?” I asked her.

      Nova glanced into the distance and took a sip. When she returned her gaze to me, she said. “Step one is to notify the Network.” Her voice turned grave. “They can send someone down to investigate. If the sirens are back in Salem, we need to take precautions.”

      I groaned. “You’re right. That’s what I thought you’d say.” I crossed my legs and then uncrossed them. “Let’s hope for the better option.”

      “What’s that?”

      “That I’m a crazy bee-atch who’s seeing things.”

      “Hang in there.” Nova walked outside to call the Network while I tapped my foot on the hard floor. Once she returned, she said, “Zoe and Lucas are coming down to take a look.”

      Zoe was a petite elf and detective at the Network. Lucas was a massive half-dragon shifter and one of Nova’s tenants. When Zoe and Lucas were brought together during an investigation earlier this year, he realized she was his mate, and they fell in love.

      My wolf shifter lover Sebastian called me his mate. We hadn’t completed the bond with the mating bite, which was entirely my doing. Although he was the one for me, something about that permanent leap made me sweat like a shifter in a sauna—and they ran as hot as Hades.

      “Let’s talk about something else while we wait.” I had enough of the sirens in my head tonight, twisting me up. “How’s married life?”

      “Great.” Her face lit up. “I give the honeymoon period two enthusiastic thumbs up.” She raised both thumbs. “You should try it.”

      “Ha.” I snorted. “Marriage talk gives me the willies.” I shook as if covered in imaginary bugs. “But Sebastian might feel differently. He craves a deeper connection. He’s been dancing around the topic more lately, as if testing the temperature of water before jumping in.” I pointed to myself and frowned. “Only the water in this case is me. And I’m afraid I’m as frozen as a lake after a New England blizzard.”

      Nova sighed. “You are not cold, my friend. Quite the opposite with your fiery nature,” she added with a smile.

      It wasn’t that I didn’t love Sebastian. I did. But commitment might as well be a Scrabble word I’d never score on. Sure, I was devoted to him and loyal, but when he brought up living together or marriage, I slipped out of the conversation as quickly as if sliding down a waterslide to the sea.

      Nova didn’t have the same commitment issues. She’d married one of her tenants, a vampire named Diego, last summer. Being around wedding planning and the wedding might have ramped up the pressure for Sebastian and me to take the next step in our relationship. Or perhaps that was in my head.

      My breath lodged in my throat. “That’s the problem. Sebastian deserves better. The last thing I’d ever want to do is hurt him. But…” My lower lip trembled. “But I don’t know if I’m ready.”

      Her expression turned sympathetic. “He knows you’re on a different schedule than him and need time.”

      I rubbed between my brows. “Ugh, any normal woman would leap to be with someone as amazing as Sebastian. And the thing is I love him. I want to be with him forever.” I shook my head. “Why would he bother with someone like me? He’s super-hot and is the most considerate man I’ve ever met. A true catch.” I motioned with my palm upturned. “What do I have to offer?”

      “Phenomenal friendship. Loyalty. Entertaining song renditions.” Nova smirked with one side of her mouth. “Plus, you’re easy on the eye.”

      I grunted a laugh. “My looks will fade one day. And then he’ll be stuck with an old lady with both mommy and daddy issues. What a prize!” I scoffed.

      Nova fixed her gaze on me. “Sebastian loves you—and not just because you’re annoyingly gorgeous.” She smirked.

      I arched my brows, doubts slithering within. I’d been pretty much invisible until I blossomed after puberty, so that meant every guy I messed around with just wanted my body. Could I really trust that Sebastian was different?

      Of course he was. I pushed my hair back over my shoulders. What was wrong with me for thinking that?

      “It’s sometimes easier to believe negative things about yourself over the positive aspects,” Nova added.

      “Perhaps.” After running my fingers up and down my glass, I sighed. “I do wish I wasn’t too screwed up to be in a committed relationship.”

      “Despite all that’s happened, you’ve been in one for many months now.”

      “On a different level than Sebastian. Once he knew, he knew. That whole wolf shifter mate thing coming into play. But that’s not me.” I pointed at my chest. “He might have been better off falling for a wolf shifter like himself.”

      “You know it doesn’t work that way with mates,” Nova said. “Or love. The universe keeps some things a mystery from us. Sebastian wants you. There isn’t anyone else for him.” She gave me a sage nod. “And I don’t think there’s anyone else for you either.”

      I pushed my hair back in a frustrated motion. “Then why am I so afraid? Why can’t I take the leap like a normal person? When the love of your life wants to move your relationship to the next level, you should be happy, right? Not slip away like an eel.”

      Nova grunted. “You’re talking to someone who misinterpreted her boyfriend preparing to propose as working up the nerve to end the relationship.”

      A surprised laugh flew out of my mouth at the unexpected reminder. Nova’s attempts to spice up their love life to save what she feared was a crumbling relationship led to some awkward antics in the bedroom. “Oh, please, can you tell me the story again about how you tried to seduce him?”

      She zipped her lips. “Nope. That mortifying moment is sealed for tonight. We are talking about you.”

      “Oh, but that is so entertaining.” I slapped the table. “One of my favorite Nova stories. And I have so many.”

      “That’s because you love awkward moments.” She slanted me an amused smile.

      “True, I confess.” I gestured with an open hand. “What can I say? I’m an awful person who often laughs when someone falls before I realize I should see if they’re okay.” I sipped my sangria, grateful for the break in tension. Nova was good with helping me climb out of a hole—usually of my own unfortunate digging.

      “Sometimes they are funny.” She grinned. “Back to you. Don’t feel remotely bad about not wanting to jump forward in a relationship. It’s a huge step. Don’t take it until you’re ready—if you’re ever ready.”

      I grunted. “You don’t need to be a shrink to look at my past and realize why I have issues.”

      “That’s why you need to give yourself a break. You’ve dealt with more than anyone I know. Not only did you have two traumatic incidences with demons this past year, but also your mother coming back to make things a thousand times more difficult for you.”

      Her arrival was like adding salty icing to an arsenic-spiked cake. My mother had screwed me up badly. She’d sauntered back into my club last New Year’s Eve, twenty-five years after abandoning me. It turned out it wasn’t for a long overdue family reunion but to exploit me for selfish and nefarious purposes. She’d wanted me to help her and her pod overthrow Salem. When I’d refused, she handed me over to the demons she was working with. Can someone say mother-of-the-year?

      It was a wonder that I was even capable of being able to trust anyone after that. But I had to consider other people outside my family. Nova had always been there for me. And although Sebastian had only been in my life for a short time, I did learn to trust him. Maybe that was one of the positives in my partner considering me his fated mate. He’d do anything for me and would never betray me like my mother had.

      “Wait, did you see your mother with them?” Nova’s eyes widened.

      I scowled, not wanting to think about them and, most especially, her.

      “Fortunately not.”

      “Good.” She raised her chin. “Let’s hope it was only a trick of my mind. We all have them.”

      Duran Duran’s “Hungry Like the Wolf” played over the speakers. A couple sitting in a booth nearby canoodled with untroubled abandon. Holy tridents, why couldn’t I be just as carefree? I wish I could strip off my issues like an outfit that didn’t fit right in a dressing room and then toss it aside.

      “Earth to Gianna, did I lose you?”

      Nova’s question snapped me out of my mental interlude. “Just thinking.” I exhaled, took another sip of my sangria, and then leaned back in my chair. “Okay, it’s time for me to knock off the self-pity soiree and do something else.”

      “Like what?”

      “Shake off my problems and do something fun while we wait for Lucas and Zoe to investigate.” I motioned to the people moving in to fill the dance floor. “Dance.”
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      SEBASTIAN

      After I texted Gianna some of the naughty things I was fantasizing about doing later, I prepped for dinner at Louisa’s, the fine dining restaurant where I worked as a chef. While I chopped onions, a message from her came through.

      Can’t wait…

      Unfortunately, we had to wait since we were both working that night.

      “Sebastian, there’s someone here to see you,” Aline, the hostess, called in to the kitchen.

      “I’ll be right out.” Who was interrupting me? It better not be a solicitor. I was busy preparing for the dinner rush that night and didn’t have time for nonsense.

      I wiped my hands on a towel and glanced down at my white coat to make sure I was presentable. Then I headed out the swinging door into the dining room. A handful of tables had diners. In the next hour or so, it should fill up. I walked over to Aline at the hostess stand.

      “Who is it?” I asked.

      “He said he’s an old friend from home,” Aline replied.

      My jaw twitched. An old friend? That didn’t seem likely since I didn’t have friends growing up. I left my pack and bad memories back in the White Mountains.

      “He’s sitting over there.” She pointed out a table where a man sat alone. The back of his massive frame didn’t reveal much.

      I approached. As I was about to greet him with a friendly smile, my face froze. I recognized that scent. What was he doing here in my restaurant?

      My wolf raised his haunches, wary of any threat. I ground my teeth. My feet itched to turn around and head back into the kitchen. I didn’t owe him anything, least of all conversation.

      He had a glass of beer in front of him. He pulled off a hunk of bread and shoved it in his mouth.

      Catching my gaze, he said, “Sebastian,” with his mouth full. “Hey, it’s been a long time.” He didn’t stand. My former pack knew little about manners or common courtesy.

      I forced myself to raise my chin. I wasn’t a young pup anymore. He had no dominance over me. I’d left the Sacco wolf pack for a better life, and that time was behind me. “I’m surprised to see you here, Malcolm.”

      “Have a seat.” He motioned to the empty chair across from his on the other side of the table.

      My limbs tensed. He was inviting me to sit in my restaurant?

      “I’m busy,” I said with impatience.

      “Oh, that’s too bad.” Malcolm leaned back in the chair. “I thought we could have a beer and catch up.”

      My brows shot up. That was what old friends did, and we were far from friendly. Besides, this wasn’t some pub for catching up over a beer. It was a fine dining restaurant, pricy enough that many reserved it for special occasions.

      “That can’t happen. The restaurant will be full soon, and I need to prepare.” I wouldn’t get behind schedule for a conversation with Malcolm.

      “You don’t look happy to see me. You’re not still harboring any grudges after all this time, are you?”

      I snorted and turned away. Did he really think I’d forget all the things he’d done? “I don’t have time for this. If you have something to say, say it.”

      “All right, all right.” He pulled out a photo of a dark-haired boy who appeared to be in his late teens. “Have you seen him?”

      “No.”

      Malcolm studied me as if gauging my sincerity.

      “Who is it?” I asked.

      “My son, Jackson.”

      My brows drew closer. Malcolm and his mate, Sarah, had a baby when I’d left the pack. “Why would you think I’d see him? We’re far from the White Mountains.”

      Malcolm stared at me for a few more uncomfortable seconds. “Because he ran away.”

      I jerked my head. “I don’t see what this has to do with me.”

      “He’s threatened more than once to leave the pack like you’d done. Now it appears that he’s run away. I figure he might try to find you.”

      Blinking at Malcolm, I tried to catch up in this peculiar situation. “He doesn’t even know me.”

      “Sarah is worried sick,” Malcolm said. “He’s only thirteen. Can you help me search for him?”

      My jaw tightened. Malcolm, one of the older wolves who tormented me, wanted me to help him? Was he mad? “Why would I help you?”

      He fixed a hard stare on me. “Because we’re pack.”

      I shook my head with decisiveness. “I left the pack.” Because of shifters like you.

      “You never leave your pack,” Malcolm declared with a hint of a threat.

      Or maybe that was my perception. My memories of him and the older pack mates were hellish. They’d bullied me, called me weak, and held me underwater until I was certain I’d drown. For what—amusement? “I’ve left. I have a new life now.” A new pack.

      “Clearly.” He took a swig of beer and glanced around the restaurant. When he pulled the glass away, a drop fell onto the tablecloth. “I’m going to look for Jackson.” Malcolm finished his beer and threw some cash on the table. “I’ll stop by tomorrow in case you change your mind.”

      I wouldn’t. Nothing could convince me to spend time helping someone who’d tormented me.

      He pinned a steady gaze on me. “Things have changed back home—for the better.” He stood. “And many of us have changed, too.”

      I couldn’t keep a scowl off my face. Why was he telling me this?

      “You might want to come back and visit. Your mother misses you.”

      I winced. It had been far too long since I’d seen her. When I’d left the pack, I
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