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        Vivianne Devereaux’s a witch. Of the W variety, not the B variety. She’s also a Devereaux, a fact which seems to spell death for her.

        On the run from a creepy, d-bag ex, who happens to be a warlock, she finds out she’s inherited an island.

        Sort of.

        It’s sort of an island and she’s sort of inherited it.

        Vivienne has to do some work to keep that island, and naturally, the work is of the magic kind. And she’s sworn off magic.

      

        

      
        Quick Alvarez is more than head of security for Skull Point Cay. He’s the adopted son of the last island owner. By all rights, he should be the heir to the island. After all, he’s invested in seeing his adopted mother’s dreams come true. But he’s not the magic type. No, Quick’s a wolf shifter. And the island can’t be inherited by anyone who doesn’t do magic. And by damn, Quick has no magic skills.

        Now he’s got to protect the island from Vivianne Devereaux, while at the same time protect Vivianne from the forces that seem hellbent on killing her. The fact that he likes her, that’s not a bonus. At all.
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      “Bitch, I know you’re here.”

      Vivienne held her breath as Ricardo paced within feet of her hiding spot. She prayed he couldn’t hear her heart beating so it seemed like a locomotive blowing its horn. Pounding so hard in her ears, she could barely hear him in her bedroom.

      In the absolute darkness, under her make-do platform bed, Vivienne propped up the footboard, hoping her ex-boyfriend wouldn’t test-kick the bed’s bottom support.

      If he did, he’d quickly discover her hidden there.

      She hoped it appeared too low to the ground for a body to squeeze under.

      So far, so good.

      Sirens blared in the distance. Cops.

      Hurry, hurry please. She sent up a quick prayer, thankful someone had called them.

      Ricardo should have known he couldn’t break down a door without neighbors calling the police. After his voice faded down the exterior hallway, she finally sucked some much-needed oxygen into her lungs.

      Ricardo. Ex-boyfriend. Wizard. Jerk.

      She never should have hooked up with him.

      What was I thinking? Hindsight’s 20/20.

      She hunkered down, again barely breathing, listening for him.

      Even though he seemed to have left, Vivienne didn’t move.

      No. She’d made that mistake once.

      She’d almost been caught that time, slipping out of her hiding place only to have Ricardo waiting there for her, arms crossed, a knowing smirk on his face.

      Why doesn’t he just leave me the hell alone?

      The sounds of sirens shut off in front of the slum apartment building she lived in, and vehicle doors slammed.

      Finally, safety was within reach.

      She exhaled slowly. Almost there, almost safe. Ricardo wouldn’t stick around once the cops started toward her apartment.

      “I will hunt you ‘til the day you die.” His hissed words weren’t much more than a menacing whisper, but scary, nonetheless.

      Footsteps stomped away.

      Hopefully, he really was leaving—not merely faking. But she couldn’t afford to wait any longer, whether he was bluffing or not.

      Police would make their way up soon.

      She had to be out before they reached her one-room hole in the wall. She needed to be gone as much as he did. She didn’t need cop trouble.

      After pushing out the fake rail of her bed, she scooted out, grabbed her mini getaway backpack from the hook on the wall and her makeshift getaway costume—a shawl and a scarf to cover her hair. If all else failed, hopefully, she could pass as an old woman.

      I’ve resorted to this. Me, Vivienne Devereaux, the descendant of witch royalty of New Orleans.

      She scoffed at her pathetic predicament—living in the armpit of New York, nearly broke, unable to access any of her savings, and unable to use magic to get away from her powerful wizard ex-boyfriend.

      She stopped at the front door—the damned thing now hung on one hinge thanks to the jerk ex—and peeked into the hallway. The neighbors had the same thing in mind it seemed. Heads were sticking out of partially opened doors, tenants were fleeing, nervous the law would put a stop to any illicit activities.

      Vivienne, reject of the former ruling coven of New Orleans secured her hair beneath a scarf and pulled the little backpack over the front of her, wearing it like a baby sling. Flinging the shawl over her body and grabbing the cane, she stepped into the hallway, slumping and shuffling toward the elevator, putting on her best “little ol’ lady act.”

      Gone was the glory of being a daughter of the powerful. Gone was the life of being Esperance’s daughter. Esperance, greatest empath on the continent. Ever since Vivienne had been a young girl, her dream had been to be as powerful an empath as her mother. That dream crumbled just like the rest of her life had when she was only sixteen.

      Vivienne shoved those thoughts away, pointless to reminisce about things that would never be. In front of the elevator, she jabbed the 1 button for the first floor as a few men in NYPD uniforms hurried out, nearly knocking her down.

      In the roach-infested lobby downstairs, people griped about how the police never arrived on time, while other residents stared at the blue uniforms going in and out of the door.

      Good grief.

      What do they think they’re doing? So many cops for one little domestic disturbance?

      She wondered if there wasn’t a raid of some sort going on.

      Oh, well, not my business. My business is to get the hell out of here as fast as I can.

      Vivienne fast-shuffled through the group. A redhead near Vivienne’s age stepped in front of her, headed in the same direction.

      “Please hold the door,” Vivienne called out, putting on her best old-woman voice.

      The redhead looked over her shoulder and smiled. “Sure. Be careful of the step.” She held out her arm for Vivienne to hold.

      Perfect. This way anyone who saw them would assume they were granddaughter and grandmother. Hopefully, that anyone would be Ricardo and his henchmen.

      Vivienne reached out a shaking hand, no pretending there; she was scared as hell. She hooked her fingers around the redhead’s arm, careful to touch her sleeve and definitely not her bare flesh.

      Touching the redhead’s skin was the last thing Vivienne needed at this moment. The sensory overflow of reading this woman’s life through touch could mess with Vivienne’s mind at a time like this. Hell, it could mess with Vivienne on a good day.

      She and the redhead stepped out of the building Vivienne would never call home again, now that her cover was busted—once more.

      Would she ever escape Ricardo permanently?

      The redhead turned left after they exited the building. “I’m going to the bus stop.”

      “I am, too.” She figured she might as well. There was no other place to go, except away.

      “Any idea what’s going on now?” The woman pointed behind them, toward their building. “All those police officers…”

      “Who knows.” Vivienne discreetly glanced around in her hunched-over position.

      Across the street, Ricardo and his flunkies watched the front door. Seemed as though they had overlooked her, probably thought the young redhead next to her was her granddaughter—exactly what she wanted them to think.

      Vivienne sent a silent thanks to the powers that be for watching over her.

      Close call.

      As luck would have it, the city bus arrived a few seconds later. Vivienne took a seat on it, finally able to breathe freely. The young woman took another spot at the front of the bus.

      Vivienne wiped sweaty palms on the shawl, ready to get rid of it, but reluctant to do so. What if they showed up again?

      Long ago, before she figured out what a dirtbag Ricardo was, the bastard had cast a spell on her so he could track her use of magic. The enchantment he cast on her would send up the equivalent of a flare each time she performed magic. Not that her skills for casting were anything to write home about. She’d left training too early to learn much of anything.

      Some witch I turned out to be.

      Vivienne sat back and sighed. Her blood pressure and stress slowly ebbed. A shudder rolled through her.

      How she wished she could go back in time and undo the moment she’d met Ricardo. To think, she’d believed she’d found love.

      Some love, she smirked.

      She laid her forehead against the window and closed her eyes. Looking back wouldn’t help her future. She didn’t know if anything could help her. Life was so tiresome. Running, constantly looking over her shoulder, wondering where she would eat and sleep next. And not even completely sure why he pursued her so vehemently. It’s not like he loved her, that she knew for sure, now.

      A tear rolled down her cheek. Her fingers whisked it away. She needed to get it together. This sniveling crap would get her nowhere. Swallowing the lump in her throat, she straightened, then immediately slumped, remembering once more that she was supposed to be in disguise. Not that it mattered now. She should be safe.

      She reached into her backpack, looking for a tissue. She needed to wipe her runny nose before she became a mess. That was when her fingers encountered something that didn’t belong in the bag.

      Paper? Stiff paper?

      She pulled it out. An envelope with her name in beautiful flowing script. She stared at it. How did it get there? Her eyes darted to the other riders on the bus. No one looked suspicious or even slightly interested in her. Nor would they have had a chance, she speculated.

      Magic. That was the only explanation she could come up with. Someone had used magic to put that in there.

      Unless they did it wen I wasn’t home.

      But this was her getaway backpack. She always kept it packed with a few necessities in case she had to bolt suddenly. She hardly ever went into it. She’d learned the hard way to have a getaway bag packed. So how did the envelope get in there?

      Vivienne slid a finger under the back flap and pulled out a folded sheet of paper. The script was as elegant as the one used for her name on the front.

      

      Miss Devereaux,

      You are hereby summoned to Wits & Wiz Attorneys in New Orleans, Louisiana, on the behalf of the estate of Adriana Devereaux, at your earliest convenience.

      Regards,

      Wits & Wiz Attorneys

      

      What the—

      New Orleans?

      Earliest convenience?

      Yeah, try never.
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      Why never?

      Because Vivienne didn’t particularly feel safe in the town she’d been born in. Plus, she’d never heard of anyone named Adriana Devereaux. Just because her surname was the same as Vivienne’s didn’t mean they were related. Who knew if there even really was someone called Adriana Devereaux? Vivienne had been aware for a long time that all her family was gone. No parents, aunts, uncles, siblings, or cousins. And as if that wasn’t enough—New Orleans? Even if she wanted to go back to that forsaken town, how could she possibly travel more than a thousand miles on her last fifty-five dollars?

      Fifty-five. Pitiful.

      She couldn’t access any of her funds. Not that she was rich. But what she did have, she couldn’t touch now, thanks to the dirtbag. Ricardo had her bank account and credit cards tracked. The ones he didn’t have closed down, anyway. She’d had to find jobs where she could get paid cash under the table. Ones that didn’t involve addresses and social security numbers and real names.

      Vivienne sighed and switched city buses, chewing her lip raw while she tried to decide what the hell she was going to do.

      I can’t keep riding bus after bus until I don’t have a red cent left.

      Well, yeah, she could, but what good would that do? She needed a plan.

      So why did the words on that letter keep coming to mind?

      Wits & Wiz Attorneys.

      Attorneys? Was she in trouble? With the law? Or could these be paranormal attorneys? Had she broken any witch laws? There were too many, and some seemed so obscure and outdated that who the hell knew; she could have broken several of them.

      It wasn’t as though Vivienne congregated with witches. She lived a lonely life, avoiding all witchy types. She had to. After her mother and her father were killed in New Orleans, she was taken out of the prestigious Graylands Academy for Witches in Philadelphia and taken back to New Orleans.

      More like kicked out, she harrumphed.

      She didn’t last long in New Orleans. Seemed the same ones that wanted her parents dead wished the same for her. With no family she knew of, she was on her own at sixteen. Flying solo didn’t seem that daunting, but finding the same witches who had assassinated her parents and wanted her dead made matters perilous in New Orleans.

      There was no going back there. Not if she liked breathing.

      Why did they want her dead?

      That was an easy one to answer, but she’d found out the hard way. Because if a Devereaux were alive, there could be no other leader for the Southern Tier Coven. This was ordained. Therefore, as a Devereaux, Vivienne had to be removed. She’d managed to lead an uneventful life once she’d escaped New Orleans and avoided witches and drama.

      Until that night.

      Enter Ricardo, enter drama.

      The city bus Vivienne was on pulled into its last destination, a block from the Greyhound station. Still holding the letter, Vivienne tore it and the envelope into small pieces and deposited them in the first trash can she came to. She wondered if she could get somewhere far away on fifty-five bucks, like maybe California. Too bad Canada wasn’t an option—no passport.

      Her stomach rumbled. She could get a single patty hamburger and small fries for under five bucks. That would still leave fifty for traveling.

      She didn’t have any idea where to go—at least, not yet—so she trudged the block, gripping the cane for safety.

      A large sign on the other side of the street gave her an idea.

      Greyhound Lines.

      Might as well see what kind of options Greyhound had. At the ticket window, she pulled out her money, sucked back tears of despair, and looked at the prices on the board.

      I’m so screwed.

      The agent—hair in a bouffant that went out of style thirty years ago, with the wrong shade of red lipstick that should never have been allowed to be in style—gave Vivienne an insincere smile. A red smear garnished her front teeth. Vivienne fought the urge to wipe her own teeth in order to let the woman know about the lipstick on hers.

      And still, the woman hadn’t said a word.

      Customer service at its best.

      The loneliness of Vivienne’s predicament hit her hard. She turned away from the unfriendly woman and studied the board more.

      No options, really.

      Surely there had to be a sale on something. Some last minute discounted ticket?

      She turned back to the woman. “Do you have anything under fifty dollars?”

      Except the woman was gone.

      Vivienne frowned. How the hell did she slip away so quietly?

      Instead, a man with pale skin and dark eyes watched Vivienne from behind the booth’s glass. He glanced down at a list on the counter, beneath her view, then looked back up. “As a matter of fact, we sure do.”

      “Really?” She jerked her head up with surprise. “Where and when?”

      “Fifteen minutes. New Orleans. Would you like a ticket?”

      Vivienne opened her mouth, and nothing came out. What the hell was going on? New Orleans? For less than fifty bucks? That wasn’t possible. “That’s it? Only New Orleans?”

      “That’s it.”

      Some kind of sale.

      Either stay in New York with Ricardo close to capturing her or go to New Orleans where they wanted her dead. Some choice. Maybe if she went there and stayed hidden, no one would know she was in town. She’d get a job and save up money to go to Texas and get lost in the Wild West. The thought almost made her laugh. Almost.

      “Uh, yes, I would like to buy a ticket.” She slid over two twenties and a ten, and he slid back a penny
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