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My Lucky Charmer
by Patrice Michelle

I’ve never had the best of luck.  Okay, I admit it, if you look up klutzy in the dictionary, it says: clumsy, 
graceless, see: Alex Granger. The last thing I need is to fall flat on my face in front of my sexy blind date, Zane 
Warrick.  Go figure, the day after I leave Zane in the dust my life starts to turn around.  I can’t remember the last 
time I tripped over a chair or caused some kind of mishap, and strangely even if I do, something good seems to 
come from it.  I’ve never felt more confident, more poised, more…normal.  Now why couldn’t I have been this 
self-assured when I first met Zane?



My Lucky Charmer
by Patrice Michelle

Ever have one of those days where nothing seems to be going right and then suddenly it all turns around? 

I’ve had one of those years.

My life took a turn in the right direction the day after I ditched a date with one of my co-worker’s friends.  I 

met Mr. Too-Sexy-and-Debonair-for-Words a year ago at Sandy’s 3rd annual Halloween party.  

“Come meet Zane.” Sandy’s excited voice hit an octave I didn’t know existed as she grabbed my hand and 

jerked me away from an enlightening conversation about vampire costumes. 

“Using cement to hold on the fake fangs? Girl…that is soooo yesterday.”

“I can’t believe you didn’t know some people have their real teeth sharpened.”

“I’m not really dressed to impress a date, Sandy.” Once again, she was trying to interfere in my love life. 

Lovely.  

“He’s in his thirties, er, I think,” she said, ignoring my comment.

When I thought about the last guy she ‘introduced’ me to—not my type—a devilish smile tugged at 

my lips.  Tonight, I wore an outfit that screamed, “Bet you want to take me out to the fanciest restaurant in 

town, don’t ya, fella?”  I mean, who wouldn’t want to take a woman out dressed to the nines in a glamorous 

Halloween costume of painted-on oversized freckles, a coat hanger holding her long, red braided pigtails 

straight out from either side of her head, dumpy overalls and bright red high-top tennis shoes?   

Tugging me through the crowd, Sandy glanced back and grinned, “And best of all, he’s single.”

“Great.  Thirties and single.  Just when did my requirements for a man become so broad?” I mumbled.

Sandy stopped walking and pointed to a crowd of people.

“Are you talking about the tall guy with the sunglasses on?” I asked. Who the hell wears shades at night? 

Sandy tugged me onward until I stood in front of the best looking man I’d ever seen.  

“Alex meet Zane.  Zane, Alex.”

By the time he’d pulled off his glasses and hooked them on the vee in his shirt, my gaze traveled past his 

high polished knee-high black boots, over his thick, muscular thighs encased in black tight pants, up the long 

silver sword that hung off his trim hips, to his broad, tan chest showing through the loose ties on his white 

poet’s shirt.   My heart raced as I took in every inch of his six feet four inch frame.  My God, just where does 

this masterpiece end?  I reached out to grab Sandy and whisper my thoughts but my hand swiped air instead.  

The traitor! She’d ditched me.

“It’s nice to finally make your acquaintance.” Zane clasped my outstretched hand, pulled it in front of him 

and bowed slightly at the waist.

I mumbled something incoherent—that probably translated at a deeper level to ‘you man, me woman…

ooga, ooga’.  When his warm lips pressed against my fingers, my stomach did a triple somersault and I had to 

recite, “Don’t lock your knees or you’ll faint” in my head over and over again to make sure I did not lock my 



knees.  Yep, been there, done that at my high school prom.

Surprised by my instantaneous attraction to his striking gray-blue eyes and old world charisma, I lowered 

my gaze to the small indention in the center of his chin.  Who’d have thought a dent could be so sexy?  Or 

maybe it was because it perfectly aligned his square cut jaw?  

Damn, I was struck speechless. But it wasn’t until he lowered my hand and gave me a drop dead gorgeous 

smile that I felt the true impact of his magnetism, literally.  I couldn’t help myself, I smiled back.  The look of 

amusement that crossed his expression reminded me I had blackened out a front tooth as part of my costume—

what a lovely first impression.  

Zane might’ve found me amusing, but he knocked my feet right out from under me…or was it the beer 

bottle I’d managed to step on while fidgeting under his steady regard?

Yep, the man swept me away—no, he actually did.  

“Allow me,” he’d said, grabbing my flailing arm as I tried to catch my balance. Before I knew what had 

happened, I was lifted and cradled in his strong arms.  Without a word, he strode across the crowded room 

toward an open atrium where the latest pop-hit music boomed from the speakers.

While being carried, I wasn’t sure what to do with my hands, so I put them around his neck.  Okay, truth 

was I couldn’t resist touching the dark blond hair brushing his collar.  While I checked out his thick silky hair 

and contemplated asking him what great-smelling shampoo he used, I was forced to keep my gaze on his face—

a hardship, I assure you.  But if I turned my head in either direction, my pigtails would smack him in the face.  

I’d already done that twice already and apologized profusely, my face flaming in embarrassment.

The music changed to a slow song and Zane stopped walking.  As he slid my body along his hard frame, 

lowering my feet to the floor, I put my hands on his broad shoulders and enjoyed the sensation of his muscles 

bunching underneath my palms.  My stomach clenched and my breathing increased at his closeness.  I couldn’t 

explain it, but it seemed as if sexual heat radiated off of him, seeping into my skin.  

He held onto my waist with one hand and pushed one of my stiff pigtails to the side, whispering in a 

seductive voice, “One of the easiest ways to get to know someone is by dancing together.”

Panic set in at his comment.  I was not, nor have I ever been graceful.  That’s me in a nutshell—a five foot, 

ten-inch tall, leggy klutz…and unlucky to boot.

When I was a teen, I went through that gawky, all-legs stage, tripping over everything.  One day, I’d tripped 

over the hall rug and fell right through the screened front door.  As I lay there on the front porch, calling out, 

“I’m all right,” (a common occurrence) I overheard my aunt talking to my mom in the kitchen, “Really, Judy, I 

think you should send Alex to charm school.  She needs—.”

“Confidence,” my mother had interrupted with conviction.  “All she needs in confidence.”

And here I was, thirty years old and about to make loser history with one of the ‘hottest’ and soon to be 

shortest blind-dates I’d ever been on.  Why couldn’t Zane’s date requirement have been: She must have long red 

hair.  At least that part of my costume was real. 

After a couple of attempts to pull me close, he chuckled and slid the ties out of my braids.  My entire body 

tingled as he ran his fingers down my hair to untangle the braids.  When the coat hanger clattered on the wooden 

hall floor, I groaned with relief. 

“Thank God.  I believe I was picking up the Arts and Crafts channel.  I’m more of an Outdoors channel 

girl myself.” I grinned, doing my best to distract him from the fact both my feet were about to head in the same 



direction—due left.

As if he sensed my apprehension, he wrapped his arm around my waist and held my other arm out, saying 

in a patient tone, “Relax Alexa, I’ll lead the way.”

No one called me Alexa but my grandmother, yet coming from this man with his gallant mannerisms and 

cultured accent (just where was he from anyway?), the name sounded somehow…right.  

To my astonishment, I found myself dancing quite well with him after a few missteps—bet he thanked his 

lucky stars I weighed at least seventy pounds less than him.

With each sway and turn, my breasts rubbed against his chest, sending tiny shivers down my spine.   When 

his thigh moved in between mine, my heart took off in a full gallop.  Zane’s warm hands encircled my waist 

then slid down my sides to grasp my hips and fit them closer to his.  My breathing turned shallow and my lower 

stomach tensed and relaxed in sexual awareness.  Needless to say, I was surprised when I felt a hard ridge of 

flesh press against my lower abdomen.  He wanted me?

“Alexa.” He kissed my neck then whispered in my ear, his voice husky, dark, aroused.  “Would you leave 

with me now…go have drinks somewhere?”

Everything about Zane seemed confident, calm, assured.

Oh God, Mr. Perfection was asking me to go on a date, not just dance in the middle of a crowd of drunken 

All Hallows Eve goers?  If that wasn’t a disaster waiting to happen, I don’t know what was.  

I did the only thing I could in order to stave off a complete debacle. “I’m sorry, Zane, my coach is about to 

change into a pumpkin, gotta go.”

Yep, I bolted.  

* * * * *

Did I feel guilty leaving Zane in the dust? Nope.  Did I think about him? Wonder, what if? Does dreaming 

about the man at least once a week for almost a year after the fact count?  The way I saw it, I did him a favor.   

I mean, what if (as I highly suspect) we’d gone off to define a new level on the Richter scale?  Then what?  

Someone as classy as Zane didn’t need to get involved with my uncoordinated self, even if since I’d met him 

my clumsy moments occurred less and less frequently.  I guess I’m a lucky semi-klutz or so Sandy deemed to 

point out to me two weeks ago while I was doing laundry.

Sitting on the dryer, she twirled her short, curly blond hair and blew out an exasperated breath. “I swear 

you are the luckiest unlucky person I’ve ever seen, Alex.”

“What are you talking about?” I looked up from pulling wet clothes out of the washer and frowned, feeling 

indignant.  “I’m not unlucky any longer.”

“Maybe not as much or is it that you’re just so lucky lately you don’t notice it?” she countered.

I tapped her knees, telling her to move her legs out of the way so I could open the dryer door.  Inhaling the 

fresh spring scent of the wet, laundered clothes, I enjoyed a blissful, aromatic moment before I stuck my tongue 

out at her.  “You’re just jealous my luck seems to have turned around.”

With her thin, willowy frame folded Indian-style, Sandy looked like she was doing Yoga exercises.  “No, 

I’m serious.  For instance, you’re driving a brand new car.”

“Well, duuuuh! I was in car accident—”

“—that was your fault.”



I bristled. “It was foggy, so I hit the brakes—”

“—and got creamed from behind so hard your car hit the car in front of you, effectively totaling your car.”

I shrugged, unimpressed with her logic.

“What about your new, cushy job at that marketing firm downtown?”

“What about it?” I tore off a dryer sheet, threw it inside, shut the door and hit the start button.

“Your boss was on crutches for a month.”

“And he thanked me heartily for barreling into him that day so he didn’t make his appointment to sell his 

house.  Two weeks later, the seller’s market boomed and he made $50K more on the sale of his house, giving 

him enough money for that down payment on the beach home he’d always wanted,” I answered with a put-that-

in-your-mouth-and-chew-on-it grin.

“My point exactly.” She sniffed, looking pleased with herself.

I give up.  Sighing, I turned and walked out of the room.

She followed me into the kitchen. “Then there’s that car your shopping cart dented in the parking lot.  You 

know, the one you ended up not having to pay the damages for because the owner was in a car accident the very 

next day?” 

Ayeyeye, she wasn’t giving up. “Now you’re just being ridiculous.”  I opened the fridge and set out two 

twelve-ounce bottles of soda.  As I started to open mine, Sandy quickly swiped it from my hand and replaced it 

with hers.  

Man, she was acting weird, I thought as I twisted the lid open. When my bottle fizzled and nearly spewed 

over the top, I cast an annoyed look her way then took a long swing of the refreshing drink.  Enjoying the 

carbonated sensation tickling my throat, I set the bottle down on the counter, along with the lid.

“Hey.” My heart raced as I picked the lid back up. “I just won a PDA.  That’s so cool.” Scrutinizing the fine 

print, I carried on, “Oooh, it’s in color, too…”

I trailed off when I realized she hadn’t congratulated me.  Sandy’s arms were folded over her chest and her 

eyebrow was arched so high it disappeared under her wispy blond bangs.

“What?  Oh, come on!” I threw up my hands in defeat and knocked my soda bottle over on the counter in 

the process.  Grabbing the nearest dishtowel, I cleaned up my mess and admitted in a grudging tone, “Okay, so 

I’m still a little bit unlucky. A klutz.”  The word stuck in my throat. I’d spent the past eleven months feeling like 

my life was turning around.  I wasn’t ready to admit defeat yet. 

“But as I said, the luckiest unlucky person I’ve ever met,” she reminded me with a grin.

“Yeah, that’s me; a walking, talking oxymoron.”

* * * * *

With a deep sense of unease, I spent the next two weeks doing everything I could to test Sandy’s crazy 

theory.  I walked under ladders, bought a black cat (always wanted a cat!), spilled salt and gasp left it sitting on 

the table.  Picked up every penny I could find that was on the tails side.  Opened an umbrella inside the house—

fifteen times, and broke a mirror for good measure.  I even jumped on and off a moving train (don’t ask!).  

One thing I did learn out of the whole experience, I was a helluva lot more confident in myself in general.  

The old me would’ve never attempted to go to such crazy extremes.  



At the end of my exhausting journey of self-testing I showed Sandy the vet bill where I had to have my cat 

declawed, the exterminator bill to spray for ants and a receipt for the new umbrella I’d had to buy when my old 

one broke in the middle of a rainstorm on my way to an important business meeting.  “Neener, neener, neener,” 

I’d scoffed.  “As you can see…lucky, I am not.”

The next day, I won the lottery.

* * * * *

Well, let me clarify that.  There could be only one winner according to the special lottery that had 

commenced in our town.  For the past month, it had been broadcast all over the radio stations and TV 

commercials.  Unlike past lotteries, whoever got to the lottery office first to claim the winning number won the 

lottery.  

The fluky thing was, I had spent the day before proving to Sandy that my luck seemed to have abated to 

which she replied with a laugh, “Yeah, right, sistah.” Wagging her finger at me, she challenged, “Buy a lottery 

ticket and if you don’t win then I’ll be convinced.”

“You’re on,” I accepted with glee.  I love easy pickins!

To seal our deal, we went out to eat Chinese and after we’d finished eating, I decided to up the anti.  

Picking up my fortune cookie ‘fortune’, I showed Sandy the numbers on the back. “In order to guarantee that I 

couldn’t possibly influence the numbers, I’ll use the numbers on the back of this paper as my lottery numbers.”

“Let’s make it even more challenging.” Sandy switched my ‘fortune’ with hers.  Chuckling, she folded her 

arms and sat back in her seat with a know-it-all look on her face.

That was the end of that.  I’d bought the ticket to appease Sandy and promptly forgot about it.

The next day was Friday evening and I was on my way home from work when I realized I needed to get 

gas. Do you really think I’d buy gas when I still have a quarter tank?  Pshaw, I’m a let-it-go-on-fumes kind of 

girl. 

I pulled into the gas station parking lot, the radio blaring and was about to cut off the car when the 

announcer did a drum roll.  Dang if he didn’t call out the winning lottery numbers. 

I quickly grabbed my purse and frowned when I remembered I’d left the ticket at home.  Remembering I 

still had my ‘fortune’ in my wallet, I grabbed for that instead.   The announcer was on his third time repeating 

the numbers by time I finally fished the tiny slip of paper out of the zipped up change section.

Ohmigod! My heart raced and my entire body shook with excitement as I read the numbers along with 

the announcer.  I’d won the lottery!  And so had someone else, the announcer went on to say.  Two people had 

bought the winning lottery numbers!  Aaargh!!

I quickly glanced at my watch.  I had less than one hour to get home, find the official lottery ticket and head 

downtown to claim the winning number.  

Revving the engine, I sped out of the parking lot and rushed home.  I ran inside and rubbed my temples 

trying to remember where I’d put that darn ticket when it suddenly dawned on me…I’d washed it with my jeans 

the evening before.  See, I’d spilled some sweet and sour sauce on my jeans….groan…the story of my life!

My pulse racing, I pulled the jeans out of the dryer and reached inside the back pocket.  With relief, I pulled 

out the lottery ticket…crumpled, hard and still folded in half.



My chest tightened as I carefully peeled the lottery ticket apart, hoping I could still make out the numbers.

When I could distinctly see the black type, I let out the breath I’d been holding. Whew!    Grabbing my 

purse and keys, I ran out the door, climbed in my car, and headed downtown.

Wouldn’t you know, I got stuck in rush hour traffic f-o-r-e-v-e-r.  Once the car crawl finally started moving, 

I had ten minutes to get to the lottery office.  Gripping the steering wheel in anticipation, I positioned my foot 

over the gas pedal to give it some gas and…my car died.

No! I stared at my dashboard and quickly discovered my problem.  My gas tank was on empty!  

“Well, Sandy, guess that blows your theory straight to hell,” I mumbled and rolled my eyes.  With a 

resigned sigh, I sat back in the seat and let go of the steering wheel.

I looked up, ready to say, “Why me?” to the sky when I saw the building I needed to get to off in the 

distance.  Hey, I still had ten minutes, darn it! I reminded myself.  With renewed energy, I punched the hazard 

lights in the ON position and climbed out of my car with my purse and the lottery ticket.  Hey, if I won the 

lottery, the car thieves could have my clunker!  After I locked the car, I sprinted toward the direction of the 

building as fast as my legs would carry me.

Four blocks later, sucking in wind and wheezing like a chain smoker, I finally made it to the building.  

When I reached out to pull open the door, someone beat me to it.  I glanced up to thank him and once again my 

stomach dropped to my knees.  I stared directly into Zane’s piercing gray-blue eyes.

* * * * *

“What are you doing here?” was the first lame thing out of my mouth.  Couldn’t I have thought of 

something wittier considering it had been almost a year since I’d last seen the man...in person at least.  Dreams 

didn’t count.

Zane gave that devastating smile and my knees wobbled.

“Collecting on a little luck,” he replied, a devilish twinkle in his eyes.

Pulling open the door, he swept his arm wide.  “Ladies first.”

He followed me inside, then walked up beside me, his gaze searching my profile. “You look all grown up 

since the last time I saw you, Alexa.”

Instead of an amused tone, his voice held a complimentary one.  I looked at him in surprise.  “Yeah, take 

down the pigtails, scrub away the freckles, and put me in a business suit and heels and I look fifteen years 

older.”

“That’s not what I meant,” he said in a serious tone.

Clasping my elbow, he stopped me in the middle of the lobby and used his hold to turn me toward him.  My 

arm tingled at his touch and all I could do was stare at his handsome face. Forget witty at the moment.  I was 

bewitched.

 “I’m sorry folks,” a man announced from a side desk.  “It looks like our computers are on the fritz.  We 

hope to get them up and running in a couple hours.  In the meantime, would the lottery ticket holders please step 

forward and at least let us confirm you have your ticket?

“Excuse me for a minute.” I pulled my arm free of Zane’s hold and walked toward the counter.  

“Alexa Granger,” I said, handing the man my mangled ticket and hoped like hell it passed as a valid ticket.



The old man rubbed the ticket then looked up at me. “I think the computer should be able to decipher this.”

He gave my ticket back to me and stared over my shoulder. “What about you, young man?”

My heart thudded and I watched in shock as Zane handed his ticket over to the man to be inspected.

“Zane Warrick”

After he nodded his approval, the man handed his ticket back to Zane.

“Why don’t you young folks go get some dinner?  By then the machine should be back up.”

“Darn computers,” he mumbled to himself, turning away.

“But only one person can win,” I said, surprised the man behind the counter could be so nonchalant when 

my stomach was in knots.  

“I’ve already won,” Zane whispered in my ear.  His warm breath sent shivers down my spine as he clasped 

my hand and threaded his fingers with mine.  He pulled me away from the counter, saying in a persuasive voice, 

“Come have dinner with me.  I believe you owe me one.”

My cheeks went hot and I met his intense gaze, feeling guilty about how I’d left him a year ago.  “I’m sorry 

about that night—“

“Don’t be sorry,” he replied, his tone assured and confident. “You needed the time.”

I laughed, nervous at the things this man made me feel even after a year.  He stood there in his expensive 

black jacket and white shirt. Paired with an old pair of worn jeans, the man looked so damn sexy and seductive.  

On the other hand, I was still wearing my navy everyone-should-always-have-an-interview pants suit, a 

white silk blouse and serviceable matching pumps.  It was certainly a step up from jean overalls, but not my 

best look by far.

“You sound like you knew we’d go out one day.”

He brought my hand to his lips. “It was predestined.”

For the second time in my life, I was speechless.  Not a single quipped response formed in my mind as a 

rebuttal.  Zane seemed to be the only one who had the power to do that to me.  

He saved me from responding by pulling me outside the building.  “I’m parked around back.  Why don’t 

we go get dinner?”

He sounded so matter of fact, I decided I imagined the possessive look in his eyes—a look that made my 

heart pound faster as I thought of possibilities.

“I’ve got to get my car first.  It’s stranded at the moment.”

After we’d walked the four blocks back to my car, Zane pushed it to the side of the road.  Clasping my hand 

he took be down a couple more streets until we stood in line outside of a famous downtown restaurant’s.  My 

stomach growled and I couldn’t decide if I felt a bit woozy because of hunger or if Zane’s presence was causing 

the school girl reaction.  He leaned close and his lips grazed my neck. “I need to talk to you.”

I cast my gaze back at him and raised my eyebrows. “Shoot.”

“Privately.”

Zane tugged on my hand, pulling me out of the line and around the side of the building.  At the sound of 

our footfalls, a cat meowed and ran off from behind the dumpster at the end of the deserted alley.

 “What’s the big secret?” I asked with a grin, looking furtively up and down the alley as if were we both 

staring in a who-done-it-novel.

Zane smiled at my levity.  He lifted my hand to his lips and kissed the soft spot on the inside of my wrist.  



My skin prickled at the gesture.

“There’s something you need to know about me before we go any further.”

His mention of going further with him made my heart trip in my chest and my breasts tingle and swell in 

response.

I clasped his hand, enjoying the smell of his exotic aftershave.  God, I wanted to bathe in the unique smell.

“First, I need to know for sure.”

I frowned in confusion at his enigmatic tone and lifted my chin higher. “Know what for sur—”

Zane’s mouth covered mine, his warm lips capturing my gasp of surprise.

My hands landed on his jacket and my fingers curled around his lapels as his tongue slid inside my mouth 

and explored every dip and hollow.

He plundered.

He enticed.

He seduced.  

He had me! Heat started in my belly and spread lower as Zane growled low in his throat.  He clasped my 

waist and yanked me close while he stepped into me, backing me against the brick wall.

When his thigh nudged between mine and pressed against me, passion unfurled, spiraling out of control.  I 

speared my fingers in his hair and pulled him closer for a deeper kiss—a closer intimacy.

Zane pressed his thigh harder against my body and I moaned into his mouth at the delicious sensations 

splintering through me.  I couldn’t get close enough as he clasped my hips and rocked them against his body.

Zane pulled away, his blue eyes glazed with hunger, desire and something more—knowledge.

But of what?

“I knew from the moment I saw you,” he paused and forced the intensity from his voice before he 

continued in a lighter tone, “even with your pigtails—you and I were meant to be together.  But I want you to 

accept everything that I am first.”

I lowered my arms to my side and stared at him, waiting.  Why did I feel like he was about to drop a bomb?

Placing a hand on the wall above my head, he leaned over me with a seductive smile, his gaze 

mesmerizing.  “Alexa, my love…I’m a Masarli.”

At my quizzical expression, he continued, “A charmer…a sorcerer...”

“But I thought you were dressed as a pirate.” I couldn’t help the comeback.  Witty had returned.

He sighed and lowered his hand from the wall.  His expression turned serious. “You don’t believe me, do 

you?”

Before I could even get out, “Nope. You might be a nutcase, but you’re a cute nutcase, good looking,” Zane 

held out his hand, palm up.  When a blue ball of energy appeared and spun in circles on the top of his hand, I 

stared in shock.

With a cocky lift of his eyebrow, he flicked his hand as if he was shoeing away a fly and the ball of energy 

flew toward the dumpster, slamming into it.

I blinked several times at the huge new dent in the dumpster. Returning my gaze to Zane’s handsome face I 

did what any girl would do who grew up twitching her nose to her favorite witch television show.

I fainted.

* * * * *



“Alexa, Alexa.” I heard Zane’s concerned voice calling me from far away.

The sensation of something moving underneath me brought me fully awake.  I sat up and pushed myself off 

of his lap.  I was inside a limousine, lying in the seat across Zane’s thighs.

“Where am I?” I lifted myself up slightly and put my hand to my throbbing head.

He pulled me close and kissed my temple.  “You’re in my car. I was worried.  You were out for a good half 

hour.”

“Where are you taking— Half an hour,” I shrieked, jerking away.  “The lottery office—”

“Don’t’ worry.” Zane wrapped his arms around me once more and settled me across his lap.  “I told the 

office that the winnings are yours.  Considering your incapacitated state, they allowed an extension until 

Monday.”  He sighed and continued, “It never really mattered to me.”

I frowned and looked at him incredulously.  “Three million dollars doesn’t matter to you?”

He slowly ran his thumb along my jaw line. “I’m a Masarli.  My powers are vast.  I even have the 

capability to cast a good luck spell…quite simple really.”

I slid off his lap and sat in the seat, backing away from him.  The way he said it and left the words dangling 

between us caused a lump to form in my throat.

 “A…a good luck spell?”  I felt sick to my stomach, truly sick.  Here I thought I was charmed, that I had 

learned to control some of my mishaps, and I to find out I’d had a spell cast over me.  

I narrowed my eyes, my tone bitter, “Why?”

Zane met my gaze, his own unrepentant and steady.  “Because you needed it, Alexa.  You needed to build 

your self confidence first before you and I ever had a chance.”

“Did Sandy know?” I raised my voice.

He shook his head.  You’re the only mortal I’ve told of my sorcerer status.

I looked away, out the window, feeling betrayed in the worst way.  Beyond trying to comprehend his 

powers, I had to contend with the fact my life this past year had been a nothing but a lie.

“Am I still under this spell?” 

“Yes, but it has weakened over time.  I planned to lift the spell once we’d talked some more.”

Every bit of growing, maturing I thought I had done in the past year had been a farce.  None of it was real.  

God, what an idiot I was.

Without a thought, I opened the car door and jumped out of the car, uncaring.  Hell, I was charmed...lucky...

spellbound! Nothing could touch me.

I hit the embankment on the side of the road, hard and felt the jarring impact full force.  Rolling down the 

incline, I felt every sharp rock, every scrape and bump.  

At the bottom of the incline, I lay there moaning, holding my aching side thinking…I guess I’m not totally 

protected.

The car’s brakes squealed and a few seconds later Zane stood over me.  

“Are you okay?” he asked, concern reflected in his expression.

When I nodded, his expression darkened. “Don’t ever jeopardize yourself like that again.”  As he finished 

speaking, I saw something else in his gaze as well.  Surely it wasn’t fear?

He lifted his arms in the air and the wind began to swirl around us.  Trees along the road swayed and 

lightning flashed, followed by booming claps of thunder.  



Zane called out over the tempest, “No one is invincible.  Yes, I can command the elements, conjure spells to 

protect.” He gave me a purposeful look before he continued, “I can even cast some healing spells.  As I said, my 

powers are vast.”   Once he lowered his hands to his sides, the storm winds ceased.   His expression softened 

and his tone gentled while he picked me up in his arms. “But you must take great care, my love, because I don’t 

have the power to replace you.  You are truly one of a kind.”

“You’ve got that right,” I answered with self-deprecating sarcasm.

His grip tightened around me.  “That’s enough, Alexa.  You’ve grown more confident in yourself, realized 

your potential this past year.  Regardless of the catalyst, don’t discount the reality.  I’ve broken more than a few 

cardinal rules in order to give you the time you needed.  Now it’s your turn to give us a chance.”

My heart melted at his words. Zane accepted me, lumps, bumps and all.  After the fall I’d just taken, I’d 

have more than the normal ‘Alex’ fare.  I couldn’t do any less for him than to embrace everything he was—a 

wicked, sexy, seductive Masarli.  It was a tough job, but someone had to do it.

I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed his jaw.

He nuzzled my throat and said in a husky voice, “Would you like to go make some magick with me?”  

My heart sped up and I gave him a sexy smile.  When I started to pull his mouth to mine, the action caused 

me to wince at the pain in my side.  “Um…about that healing spell—”

His mouth covered mine, dominate and demanding.   With the warm glide of his lips over mine, the pain 

disappeared, replaced by sizzling desire spreading to every limb in my body.  Each swipe of his tongue took me 

deeper under his seductive spell. 

Zane lifted his head and stared into my eyes, a serious, intense look on his face.  “Come home with me 

tonight, Alex.  A year’s a long time.”

I smiled and laid my head on his shoulder, thinking of all those dreams he starred in.  “Lead the way, my 

lucky Charmer.”
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