
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	 

	[image: A white background with yellow text  Description automatically generated]



	



	© Copyright 2024 - All rights reserved. 

	The content contained within this book may not be reproduced, duplicated, or transmitted without direct written permission from the author or the publisher. 

	Under no circumstances will any blame or legal responsibility be held against the publisher, or author, for any damages, reparation, or monetary loss due to the information contained within this book, either directly or indirectly. 

	Legal Notice: 

	This book is copyright protected. It is only for personal use. You cannot amend, distribute, sell, use, quote or paraphrase any part, or the content within this book, without the consent of the author or publisher. 

	Disclaimer Notice: 

	Please note the information contained within this document is for educational and entertainment purposes only. All effort has been executed to present accurate, up to date, reliable, complete information. No warranties of any kind are declared or implied. Readers acknowledge that the author is not engaged in the rendering of legal, financial, medical, or professional advice. The content within this book has been derived from various sources. Please consult a licensed professional before attempting any techniques outlined in this book. 

	By reading this document, the reader agrees that under no circumstances is the author responsible for any losses, direct or indirect, that are incurred because of the use of the information contained within this document, including, but not limited to, errors, omissions, or inaccuracies. 



	




	TABLE OF CONTENTS

	CHAPTER 1

	COCKTAILS & CONJURING

	CHAPTER 2

	THREADS OF MAGIC

	CHAPTER 3

	SPICE & SPELLS

	CHAPTER 4

	BAYOU BLISS

	CHAPTER 5

	CANVAS OF SHADOWS

	CHAPTER 6

	HEX & HARMONY

	CHAPTER 7

	RHYTHMS OF THE NIGHT

	CHAPTER 8

	BENEATH THE CATHEDRAL

	CHAPTER 9

	BLOOD AND BOURBON

	CHAPTER 10

	THE SECRETS WE KEEP

	CHAPTER 11

	THE GATHERING STORM

	



	

CHAPTER 1

	COCKTAILS & CONJURING

	T


	he heavy night air in New Orleans clung to Jasmine Beaumont’s skin like a silk shroud, warm and seductive, scented with gardenias and just a hint of something darker beneath—like the bayou whispering secrets under the moonlight. The city pulsed with life beyond the walls of her boutique, Maison Noir, where the lights were dimmed just so, casting a sultry glow that promised indulgence and secrecy.

	Jasmine stood in the center of her carefully curated space, a glass of champagne in hand, her gaze surveying the room with the practiced eye of a queen surveying her court. Tonight, was not merely a celebration of Maison Noir’s third anniversary—it was a chance for her closest confidantes to come together, to slip away from their chaotic lives and bask in a night of magic, charm, and, perhaps, a bit of mischief.

	The party was in full swing, filled with the soft hum of conversation, the clinking of glasses, and the low, smoky jazz that poured from a corner where a live band played. Jasmine’s boutique had become an institution in the French Quarter—part shop, part sanctuary, where the city's elite came to find unique pieces of fashion imbued with Jasmine’s signature touch. But tonight, it was more than just a storefront; it was a portal into another world.

	The entrance bell jingled, and Jasmine turned to see Berniece Laveau saunter through the door. She was a vision of opulence and fire, wrapped in a deep emerald dress that clung to her curves, her caramel skin glowing like molten bronze under the lights. Her presence filled the room with an intensity that turned heads.

	“Look at you, Miss Jasmine,” Berniece drawled, her voice like honey dripping over a razor’s edge. “Throwing the event of the season as usual. You really know how to make a girl feel small.”

	Jasmine’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. “Oh please, Berniece, you could outshine the moon if you tried. Besides,” she added with a wink, “you know this soirée wouldn’t be half as fun without your flair for drama.”

	Berniece laughed, a throaty sound that sent ripples through the air. “Touché, darling. But I came for more than just cocktails and small talk. I need something stronger—something with a little kick if you know what I mean.”

	Jasmine’s eyes glinted. “Head to the back. I’ve got something stashed away that’ll do the trick. But save a little for Lina and Yvonne. They’re fashionably late as usual.”

	As if on cue, the boutique doors swung open once more, and Lina Alvarado breezed in with a whirl of color and movement, her dress a riot of deep blues and purples that seemed to shift with her every step. Her dark eyes sparkled with mischief, her Spanish accent curling around her words like smoke.

	“Sorry, darling,” Lina said, sweeping Jasmine into a quick embrace. “I was finishing up a project for a client who, apparently, thinks deadlines are optional. But I couldn’t miss your party.”

	“Better late than never,” Jasmine teased, her gaze flicking to the door where Yvonne Patel appeared like a breath of fresh air. Yvonne’s presence was a calm, steady force in the whirlwind of the city. Draped in a flowing white sari that caught the light like moonbeams on the Mississippi, she was a study in serene elegance.

	“I needed a moment outside to center myself,” Yvonne said, her voice soft, her dark hair cascading like ink down her back. “The city’s energy is... chaotic tonight.”

	Berniece snorted. “City’s energy? Honey, that’s just the bourbon talking.” But there was an edge to her laugh, an unspoken acknowledgment that Yvonne’s instincts were rarely wrong.

	The four women gathered by a display of glimmering accessories, their voices lowering as they leaned into each other’s space. The room buzzed with laughter and jazz, but here, in this small circle, there was a gravity that the rest of the world couldn’t touch.

	Jasmine took a sip of her champagne, her eyes flicking around to ensure no one was eavesdropping. “Alright, ladies, enough pleasantries. How’s everyone doing? I mean really doing.”

	A brief silence settled, heavy as the humid night air pressing in from outside. Berniece was the first to speak, her voice tinged with frustration. “The restaurant’s been packed, which is great, but I’ve been running on fumes. And the dating scene? Let’s just say I’ve been more successful raising dough than men.”

	Lina laughed, her voice like the chime of a bell. “You, struggling with dating? I don’t believe it. Men are practically knocking down your door.”

	“Knocking to disappoint,” Berniece shot back, rolling her eyes. “But let’s not waste this beautiful night talking about my lack of a love life. What’s everyone else been up to?”

	Lina leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’ve been working on a series of new designs... incorporating some, let’s say, supernatural elements.”

	Yvonne raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Supernatural how?”

	“It’s not just art,” Lina explained, her fingers tracing an invisible pattern in the air. “I’ve been embedding traditional voodoo symbols into my work, mixing the old with the new. There’s something powerful in these designs. I can feel it.”

	Jasmine’s expression grew serious. “You mean, real power?”

	Lina nodded. “I’m not entirely sure what it means yet, but there’s energy in these symbols. It’s like they’re calling to something... or someone.”

	Yvonne’s eyes narrowed. “Be careful, Lina. The spirits here are restless. They can sense when someone’s tampering with their world.”

	Jasmine glanced at each of them, her voice lowering. “We’ve kept our gifts hidden for years. But maybe it’s time we stopped holding back.”

	Berniece arched an eyebrow. “You’ve been saying that for months now, Jasmine. What’s changed?”

	“Marceaux,” Jasmine said, the name slipping from her lips like a curse. “That snake’s been buying up properties left and right, pushing people out of their homes. It’s wrong, and we’ve all turned a blind eye for too long.”

	Berniece’s eyes darkened. “He’s got half the city in his pocket. You really think we can stop him?”

	Jasmine’s smile was sharp, dangerous. “Not just stop him, honey. I want to break him. But to do that, we need to use every ounce of power we have.”

	Lina’s eyes gleamed with excitement. “I’m in. I’ve been itching for a good fight.”

	Yvonne nodded solemnly. “If we’re doing this, we do it together. But we have to be careful. Marceaux isn’t just a businessman—there are whispers about him. Dark whispers.”

	Jasmine raised her glass. “To us. To magic, mayhem, and making that bastard Marceaux pay.”

	The others joined in, their glasses clinking in a silent vow. They were not just friends, but sisters bound by something deeper than blood. The room seemed to hum with a new energy, the air crackling with the promise of what was to come.

	As the party wound down and the last guests trickled out, the four women remained, gathered around a single flickering candle. They were stepping into uncharted territory, but they were ready. New Orleans had always been a city of shadows and secrets, and tonight, the Gris-Gris Girls were ready to embrace both.

	Because in a place where the line between the living and the dead was paper-thin, sometimes you had to create your own magic to survive.


CHAPTER 2

	THREADS OF MAGIC

	C


	ity Park swelled with the vibrant energy of the annual New Orleans Fashion Show, a shimmering spectacle that drew the city’s elite and curious onlookers alike. The sprawling oak trees, draped in moss like old secrets, seemed to lean in closer, eager to eavesdrop on whispered conversations. Beneath the twinkle of lanterns strung through the branches, Jasmine, Berniece, Lina, and Yvonne made their entrance.

	Jasmine, always the vision of refined elegance, wore a sleek black dress that caught the light in all the right places, casting a sheen like midnight oil. Berniece chose a gown the color of deep, crimson wine, hugging her curves and daring the world to look away. Lina, in contrast, wore a vibrant tapestry of purples and greens, her dress an homage to the rich culture that pulsed through the veins of the city. Yvonne, serene as a moonlit bayou, glided in a flowing blue sari that seemed to whisper with every step she took.

	“This is it, darlings,” Jasmine said, her voice a low purr as they took their front-row seats. “The fashion event of the season. If Marceaux’s cronies are going to make a move, it’ll be here. Eyes sharp, ears sharper.”

	Berniece leaned in closer, the scent of jasmine and spice drifting from her. “You sure he’ll show tonight, Jas? Marceaux’s no fool. He’s a snake who knows when to stay hidden.”

	“Oh, he’ll show,” Jasmine replied, her gaze scanning the crowd. “The man’s ego is too big to miss an opportunity to be seen.”

	The lights dimmed, plunging the park into darkness save for the faint glow of the runway. The first model stepped onto the catwalk, her silhouette stark against the golden light that now flooded the stage. Each outfit was a masterpiece—a fusion of voodoo symbology and haute couture. The designs shimmered, invoking protection sigils and symbols drawn from deep in the heart of New Orleans’ mystical underbelly.

	Lina’s eyes narrowed as she took in the intricate details. “Look at those patterns,” she murmured to Yvonne. “Those aren’t just designs—they’re wards. Whoever made them knows the old magic.”

	“Careful, Lina,” Yvonne whispered back, her senses prickling. “Magic drawn from the past always comes with a price. The spirits here are... watchful tonight.”

	Meanwhile, Jasmine’s gaze swept the rows of onlookers, her eyes homing in on Richard Marceaux, lounging in the back like a viper in the reeds. His silver hair gleamed under the lights, his expensive suit fitting him too perfectly, as if tailored to hide something rotten beneath.

	“There he is,” Jasmine murmured to Berniece, who was seated beside her. “That’s our prey for tonight.”

	Berniece’s smile was slow, predatory. “What’s the plan, Jasmine?”

	“We get close, make him talk. If he’s buying up properties for something darker, I want to know exactly what it is,” Jasmine said. “And I have a feeling those new developments aren’t just about
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