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      A wolf shifter thinks I'm his mate.

      

      Not going to happen.

      

      I'm half-siren and all single. No way am I giving up my freedom for some delusional furball.

      

      Even if he's kind of cute. And considerate. And has warm eyes.

      

      Besides, I have enough going on with running my retro rock club. And when an unexpected relative shows up there one night, it shakes me to the core.

      

      The last thing I need is to add another complication to my life, especially something as mundane as monogamy.

      

      Fans of New Girl and What We Do in the Shadows will love the Salem Supernaturals series - paranormal chick lit romances with a splash of romance, comedy, and mystery!
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      As a refresher, here’s the epilogue from book 1, Rebel Spell. Hot in Witch City continues that same night.

      Enjoy!

      ~Lisa

      SEBASTIAN

      Nova convinced us to visit her friend Gianna’s club, Danger Zone, to celebrate our next chapter as housemates. Nova and Diego had gone to New York for the weekend. When they returned, they officially moved her into the house.

      Lucas and I followed them into the club. Who would have thought these two would get together? Certainly not me when they’d first met. Not after Diego had been almost out of control with a thirst for her blood.

      I smirked at how he’d wrapped his arm protectively around her waist. He must have been hungry for something else as well.

      We entered the club, a dark room with red and purple lights shining overhead. Billy Idol’s “Rebel Yell” played, and many of the women pumped their arms as they chanted along with, “More, more, more.”

      I nudged Lucas. “A good sign for us getting lucky tonight.”

      He nodded and arched his brows. “Indeed.” Pointing to the bar, he said, “Let’s get a drink first.”

      Once we sat at the bar and ordered drinks, I caught it—the scent that had been driving me crazy in recent weeks. “I smell it. Right here in this club.”

      It wasn’t a bad smell, quite the opposite. It was alluring.

      I’d scented it on Nova—sometimes.

      I’d scented it in our kitchen.

      And now, I scented it here, more pronounced than ever.

      “Enough with that already.” Diego rolled his eyes. “You keep talking about this ‘scent.’ It must all be in your head.”

      “No.” I shook my head. “It started after Nova came into town.” I glanced at her.

      She tilted her head and teased. “Sorry, Sebastian. Not sure what it means, but I’m taken.”

      “That’s not it. It’s not you,” I replied. Then what exactly was it?

      It was stronger here than in the past. So feminine and enchanting. Whoever this woman was, she’d been in this spot recently. I scanned the women dancing, moving their bodies with wild abandon as they jumped around to the song.

      Unable to sit still, I downed my shot of whiskey and climbed off the stool. Would I finally unravel the identity of this mysterious woman?

      “Where are you going?” Lucas asked.

      “To find her,” I declared. “Whoever she is, wherever she is, I’m tracking her down tonight.”
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      GIANNA

      Showtime.

      The red and purple lights shined overhead, the retro rock music encouraged the crowd out to dance, and the bartenders were busy. My club was already packed, a good sign for the night. I wandered through the crowd, greeting regulars. A flash of auburn hair on a petite woman caught my attention. I headed over to my closest friend and the three guys walking with her.

      “Nova!” I greeted her and bent down to hug her.

      She grinned. “Hey, Gianna.”

      I was so happy to have her back in Salem. She’d been living in New York and had only moved back recently after inheriting her estranged aunt's house. Salem hadn’t been the same without her.

      I didn’t blame her for leaving, as I'd also left town as soon as we graduated. After a few years, I missed this strange little town that tolerated supernaturals as long as we laid low and didn’t cause any havoc.

      After we pulled apart, I said. “Perfect timing. Listen.”

      The opening beats of one of our favorite songs, “When Doves Cry,” pounded from the speakers. We were both huge Prince fans and had played the Purple Rain album countless times. Music was one thing we bonded over. Being outcasts was another.

      We sang the chorus together and then laughed. I glanced at the guys accompanying her, her tenants, and recognized her vampire boyfriend with his dark hair and serious blue eyes.

      “Diego,” I greeted him.

      He and I had formed a quick friendship after a life-threatening situation last month when he’d helped Nova rescue me from a demon, an encounter I didn’t want to remember. Ever. Being controlled in any way was my greatest fear. Being held captive by a demon on a power trip amped that terror to a phobia.

      “Looks like business is good, Gianna,” Diego acknowledged with a nod.

      “Indeed.” I smiled with pride. I was proud of Danger Zone, the club I’d opened north of Boston. It had taken a ton of hard work and hard-earned cash, but it flourished enough for me to make a down payment on a townhouse in Salem. With my business and my place, I’d finally achieved the independence I’d craved. Nothing and no one was going to change that.

      “This is Lucas.” Nova gestured to the guy with chin-length blond hair and a toothpaste model smile.

      Three supernatural guys rented out the main part of the house, while Nova lived in a separate section where her aunt had lived.

      “Ah, the dragon shifter,” I said in a lower tone.  I’d heard plenty about her tenants, including this fun-loving guy who worked as an exotic dancer.

      “Technically, only half shifter.” Lucas winked. “But full of fire.” He took my hand and kissed it. “Enchante.”

      I laughed. “Have we transported to eighteenth-century France?”

      He arched a brow. “We can go wherever you’d like to travel, milady.”

      Ah, he was living up to his reputation as a flirt.

      Nova motioned behind her. “And this is Sebastian.”

      This guy was as dark as Lucas was light and had a full beard. His expression was dead serious, the opposite of Lucas’s friendly smile.

      “Hey, Sebastian.” I greeted him with a pleasant smile.

      His mouth opened, but nothing came out. He stared at me, and I sighed. This wasn’t unusual. I attributed this effect to my siren blood. What exactly that meant, I didn’t know for sure. My mother had abandoned me soon after I was born and took with her all the answers to the questions about that side of me. I’d never forgive her for it.

      His nostrils flared, and he gazed at me with curiosity, like I was an undiscovered flower species.

      Sebastian stepped closer—too close. Into my personal space.

      When he sniffed me, I backed away. “What are you doing?”

      “It’s you,” he declared with a fascinated but wary glance. “You're the one who’s been driving my wolf crazy.”

      I huffed. “I don't know what you're talking about, Sebastian, since we haven’t met until now.” Planting my hands on my hips, I said, “Quite an odd first impression, I might add.”

      “Sebastian, what’s going on?” Nova’s voice edged up a notch.

      His eyes flashed with amber amid the dark brown, and he leaned closer. “It’s your scent.” He inhaled once more. “I know it. I’ve smelled it at our house and—” he glanced around, “—here at the club.”

      “Dude, you’re acting strange.” Diego nudged Sebastian’s arm.

      A low, vibrating growl rumbled from his chest.

      “Get yourself under control,” Lucas warned under his breath.

      Holy tridents. I pointed at Sebastian’s chest. “Are you insane? You can’t let your animal side out in public.”

      Sebastian’s eyes glowed brighter, almost golden, as he stared at me. He released a low, mournful moan that sounded more wolf than human. “Mine.”

      “Oh no,” I groaned and stepped back. A possessive wolf. “I’m most definitely not yours. And don’t even think about shifting in here.”

      It would be bad for business. Even though supernaturals were welcome in my club, they knew better than to reveal their true nature to all.

      “I won’t,” he snarled.

      “You better not,” I warned. Glancing at the perimeter of the club, I noted the locations of the bouncers, just in case this situation escalated.

      “Mae—” Whatever Sebastian was saying rolled from him with a vibrating tone, before he cut it off and his eyes widened with surprised horror.

      “Sebastian, are you okay?” Nova asked.

      His mouth twisted as he appeared to wrestle for some self-control. “My wolf is all amped up. I’ll get him to calm down.”

      “Please do—and fast,” I snapped, my patience wearing thin with this weirdo. “This is my club, and I don’t need any shifter drama.”

      Sebastian blinked at me and then gritted his teeth. The unnatural golden hue faded from his eyes. “I’m sorry, Gianna. That was rude of me.” He raised his chin. “Let me start over.” He smiled. “I’m a chef.”

      That shift in his disposition was faster than holding a mood ring over a mug of steaming tea. He looked much friendlier than he had a second ago. His rugged handsomeness might have caught my attention if he hadn’t acted so strange. I lifted a brow. “That’s nice.”

      “You like to eat?”

      I laughed without mirth. “What an odd question. Who doesn’t?”

      He pointed to his chest. “I make good food.” His tone was well-suited for the prehistoric era.

      “What are you, a caveman?” I teased, calling him out.

      He shook his head. “Err, I mean, I can cook you a nice meal, Gianna.”

      “That’s okay, Chef Boyardee.” I wagged a finger. “Just try to avoid making a scene tonight.”

      I turned to walk away, but he grabbed my hand. “Don’t leave yet.”

      I pulled my hand back. “Don’t grab me.” I walked away from them and straight behind the bar, muttering, “possessive wolf.”

      Something about the shifter rattled me, starting the moment he’d declared me his. I’d spent years clashing with my father, a former Marine and current control freak, in my quest for independence. I was not anyone’s, least of all a stranger who sauntered into my club and almost shifted in public.

      Frustration simmering, I poured myself a Peaches, the champagne cocktail that was my current beverage of choice. After I took a hearty sip and swallowed the cool bubbly liquid, I exhaled. That was better.

      I helped take care of a few drink orders since the bartenders had patrons lined up three deep and then walked away with my glass.

      How could Nova tolerate this guy? She’d said such good things about her tenants. Color me unimpressed.

      Nova caught up with me as I walked through the club. “I don’t know what’s gotten into Sebastian. Diego and Lucas are going to talk some sense into him.”

      I shook my head. “Ugh, what a weirdo, sniffing and pawing at me.”

      Nova bit her lip. “He’s not like this. He’s usually super considerate, wanting to cook up a storm to feed us.”

      I snorted, remembering his odd offer to cook for me.

      Nova tipped her head with a knowing grin. “It's not like you haven't had an odd effect on men before.”

      True. Men had been attracted to me ever since I’d transformed from an awkward caterpillar to a butterfly after puberty.

      “But he looked ready to shift in my club. That would be bad for business.”

      “Absolutely,” Nova agreed. “Diego and Lucas will keep him in check.”

      When I glanced back they were talking to Sebastian. He stared at me with an odd expression that I could only guess was confusion—and maybe yearning.

      I turned away and muttered, “Furball freak.”

      

      Sebastian

      

      “What are you doing, dude?” Diego stepped in my path as I tried to follow Gianna.

      Nova had told me about her good friend who lived in Salem, but she’d left out the fact that Gianna was a knockout. She stood tall on sexy high heels that showed off her long legs. Her pinup-style black dress with red bats printed on them matched the crimson streaks in her dark hair. Her captivating eyes were a mysterious color somewhere between dark blue and purple. And her body… Wowza.

      “You sounded real smooth,” Lucas added with a chuckle.

      I scowled. “It’s her,” I explained. “Her scent is the one that’s been driving me mad.” That feminine aroma with a hint of vanilla had haunted me for weeks. It lured me to pursue, yet eventually vanished, leaving me confused and bereft.

      And acting so, as well, judging by the idiotic display I’d just put on. Muttering “mine” and spouting off gibberish about food and cooking. My wolf had to settle down. I’d barely been able to cut off the word “mate” from escaping my mouth as it rumbled from deep within.

      “Uh, oh.” Lucas bent his head down. “You’re not saying what I think you’re saying, are you?” He lowered his voice. “Mate?”

      “No. No, of course not,” I dismissed. “I don’t know.” I averted eye contact and ran my hand over my beard. My wolf told me she was indeed the one, but I didn’t know if I believed it.

      Or maybe I didn’t want to believe it.

      As a wolf shifter who’d grown up with a pack in the White Mountains, I’d heard the stories about what happens when a shifter finds a mate. Everything changed. She’d be the missing half to your soul. All this woo-woo magic transpired, making you feel whole.

      I thought when I found my mate, I’d know it without a doubt. Everything would fall into place.

      That didn’t happen. Instead, confusion reigned. Restlessness had built up since I’d first detected the unfamiliar scent in our house. Could I really fall that fast and hard for a stranger I’d never met before simply by smelling her? That was ludicrous, and I had to be sensible about something as huge as a life partner.

      “She’s part siren,” Diego said. “Maybe that’s affecting you somehow.”

      Could that be it? She had siren magic stirring my wolf, confusing him?

      “That explains it,” I declared with more confidence than I felt. “False alarm,” I dismissed. She was not my mate. My wolf snorted in disagreement.

      That magical sense of fulfillment from finding a mate had to be another falsehood my former pack had fed me. They lived a backwards life, and I should have known better than to believe anything they said.

      “Now that we got that out of the way.” Lucas pointed with both index fingers at the bar. “Drinks.”

      “Indeed.” We were in a club and our hands were empty.

      Diego led us to the opposite side of the bar from where Nova stood talking to Gianna. Damn, she was beautiful. I couldn’t stop staring at her.

      “Knock it off,” Diego warned. “You’re going to freak her out.”

      “Right, right.” I blinked. Already this woman was wreaking havoc on me, causing my wolf to react with unfamiliar yearning.

      She couldn’t be my mate. She just couldn’t. I wouldn’t change my entire lifestyle over a woman I’d just met, even if she was super hot. Big deal. I’d met many beautiful women, and they didn’t scowl at me and then turn away the way Gianna had.

      That’s what I should do to refocus—find someone else. Someone who didn’t provoke such a strong reaction that made me act out of character, sniffing and snarling in public like a wolf lost to the full moon.

      My wolf growled, not on board with that plan, but I was the one in charge. I wouldn’t succumb to my animal side. I’d left the pack for a more civilized life, and that’s how I intended to continue.

      That meant no more talk of mates. I was much better off with a warmer reception from a friendly face rather than someone who recoiled when I touched her.

      Lucas ordered a Gin Blossom, their take on a gin and tonic, and I chose a Gorky Park, their version of a Moscow mule. Diego leaned forward and asked for his in a hushed tone. The bartender nodded and returned with a crimson drink, probably including blood.

      I nudged Lucas. “Let’s get back in the game.”

      “That’s more like it,” he responded with a wide, approving grin. He rubbed his hands together. “Bring on the hotties.”

      Diego snorted and then raised his glass. “Have fun.”

      Lucas and I wandered around the club to check out the ladies there tonight. Diego walked over to Nova and Gianna. My wolf moaned, nudging me to go back to her, but I gritted my teeth and ignored him. I wouldn’t be led around by my wolf, who ran more on instinct than sense.

      When the song changed up to Lenny Kravitz’s “Are You Gonna Go My Way,” we slipped onto the dance floor where a group of four pretty women were dancing. We danced nearby, moving closer, and they moved out to let us into their circle. Nice.

      I glanced at Gianna, who was talking to Nova and Diego, across the club. My gaze cruised over her fine curves wrapped in a slinky black dress. My wolf growled in impatience. I ached to return to her.

      Wrestling my gaze away, I focused on the fine females who looked ready to have fun.

      Mate, my wolf insisted.

      No, you’re wrong.

      When I glanced up halfway through the song, she was gone. A sinking sensation followed.

      I pushed through with halfhearted movements until the end of the song. Dancing was futile. I nodded to Lucas. “I’m going back to the bar.” Waving at the group, I added, “Have a great night, ladies.”

      I headed back toward the bar. Diego and Nova weren’t there.

      Samantha Fox’s “Naughty Girls Need Love, Too,” played next. Gianna headed out to the dance floor, raising her arms as if declaring this was her song.

      A tall guy with tattooed sleeves stepped up to her. She didn’t seem to mind and danced with him. Jealousy ripped through my gut like claws.

      I retreated away from them but couldn’t stop watching. Why was she smiling and dancing with him? It should have been me. The more I stared, the sharper the torment grew within.

      Why? I didn’t even know this damn woman!

      Frustrated, I gritted my teeth and rubbed my beard. Coming here was a mistake. Finding the source of the mystery woman had only made things more confusing.

      When he slid his hand around her waist, it twisted me in agony. My heart pounded, and the bass thumped in my ears.

      A few beats later, she spun out of his grasp and turned away, slipping in to dance with others. I exhaled.

      He didn’t give her much space and crept up on her. My fingers clenched halfway to fists. When he pulled her close, sliding his leg in between hers as if trying out as an extra for Dirty Dancing, her expression darkened. She stepped away and raised her index finger, appearing to tell him to back off.

      For maybe the duration of the chorus, he made his boorish dance moves on other women. They quickly scooted away from him. By the end of the song, he’d slunk back to Gianna, mimicking humping motions from behind. My teeth clenched against each other like the dragging of tectonic plates.

      He grabbed her hips and dry humped her. She struggled to slip out of his hold.

      My vision was vividly bathed in crimson, and fury ripped through my body.

      I pushed past anyone who stood in the way. I pulled the guy away from her. Turning toward me, he shouted, “What the hell?”

      “Don’t touch her.” I pulled my fist back and punched him in the face.

      As he recoiled, I pushed him to the ground.

      Shouts rang over the music, including Gianna’s “What are you doing?”

      Good freakin’ question. I’d never been in a bar brawl, let alone initiated a fight. My scraps had typically been attempting to defend myself from the older boys who’d picked on me when I was in the pack.

      The guy I’d punched recovered from the shock and fought back. We scuffled, rolling over each other on the sticky floor, trying to land another punch.

      Someone dragged me backwards.

      “He’s out.” Gianna pointed behind me.

      Diego and Nova rushed over as I was hauled away. I struggled to rush forward and continue the fight with the guy. Other bouncers pulled him in the other direction.

      “What’s going on?” Diego asked.

      Gianna’s face turned into a mask of fury. “Get your feral friend out of here!”
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      SEBASTIAN

      The next morning, I had the biggest hangover of my life—not one from drinking too much alcohol, but from a night of swallowing regret. I peered at the spinning blades in my ceiling fan. Although it was December in New England, I ran hot. It was part of my wolf nature.

      My wolf. Damn troublemaker. What had gotten into him last night?

      An image of Gianna appeared before me, and I pictured her beautiful smile and lush curves. Too bad soon after I’d opened my mouth, the smile left her face. Her expression had been pulled into one of confusion, wariness, or downright fury, and all because of me.

      Smooth.

      I climbed out of bed and put on a pair of black sweats and then went into the bathroom. When I washed up, I stared at myself in the mirror. My hair and beard were bedraggled, and my eyes appeared tormented. That was spot on for the mood of the morning. While I groomed myself, I relived the mortification and inner turmoil.

      Although I’d always thought finding my mate would bring about some inner peace and sense of completeness, what happened last night was anything but that. My wolf was wilder than ever and urging, go find her.

      Enough of his nonsense. Especially if he was going to make us act like a primitive beast unfit to live in society.

      After last night’s epic disaster, one thing was clear—I didn’t want a mate.

      My wolf roared his feelings on that matter. Tough. I was the one in charge.

      Bounding down the stairs, I headed into the kitchen. There was no sign of anyone else up yet. That was good—I was sure to be peppered with more questions about what had gotten into me last night.

      While I prepared steak, eggs, and coffee, I thought about what to do that day since I wasn’t working until later that afternoon. What I should do was let my wolf out to run and burn off some of the restlessness. Maybe that was the cause of the recent chaos—I hadn’t let him roam free and hunt enough, so it was taking a toll on both of us. We’d go out after dark.

      In the meantime, I’d do what I could to burn through the excess energy. After I ate, I headed to the gym. Physical exertion might help tear the mortification and regret of that encounter with Gianna out of my head.

      Two hours of sweating with cardio and weights and finishing up with the sauna and a long shower passed. Distraction hadn’t worked. My mind was assaulted with repeated visions of her. How could I deal with this unwanted intrusion?

      The only thing that came to mind was that I had to first, take care of my wolf’s agitation, and second, see Gianna again. That way, he’d see it was all a mix-up. She was just a hot woman who smelled good. Nothing more.

      When I returned home, I had to face up to my actions last night. I knocked on the door of Nova’s apartment.

      “Come in,” she called.

      Once I entered, I glanced at the space. Each time I stopped by, Nova had put more of a stamp on her aunt’s apartment in her own style. The walls had a fresh coat of paint, a shade of sky blue. A hint of the fresh paint odor lingered.

      Nova and Diego sat on the sofa, each holding a mug and staring at me with a questioning look. Nova wore red plaid lounge pants and a pale-blue hoodie, and her hair was pulled into a side braid. Diego wore black sweats and a long-sleeve gray shirt. Mr. Colorful, as always.

      “We were just talking about you,” Nova said. “You okay, Sebastian?”

      I lowered my head. “Sorry I was an ass last night.”

      “What got into you, man?” Diego drank from his mug and the familiar blood-tinged coffee fragrance wafted over.

      I scowled as I sat in an armchair. “It was my wolf. You know I’m not like that.”

      “What was it about Gianna’s scent?” Nova asked. “You kept talking about it.”

      “My wolf was confused,” I explained.

      Inside, he snorted in disagreement.

      “Maybe it was her siren blood,” Nova said. “Guys are drawn to her and can act—” She turned her hand palm up. “Well, like dumbasses.” She smiled.

      That pretty much nailed it
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