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      Death by Swordfish book four and the final book in the series is coming early next year!

      The Shifter Vampire Alliance Serial

      **The Shifter Vampire Alliance features Derrick Dunne and takes place in the same world as The Wizard Detective Series.**
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      Episodes 1-7 are complete and ready to take you on a paranormal adventure!

      

      **The Witching World of Avalon features Derrick Dunne and takes place in the same world as The Wizard Detective Series.**
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      Join Karin’s newsletter for book inspired recipes in the Baking with Books segment and receive a free short story!

      Click here to join Karin’s newsletter!
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      **Indicates FINISHED series **

      If you like Harry Potter with genies, read...

      The Genie Academy**

      If you like Twilight with wizards, read... 

      The Girl Chameleon**

      If you like The Hunger Games set in Heaven, read... 

      Nine Lives Part One**

      If you like Buffy the Vampire Slayer, read... 

      How to Snag a Shifter**

      If you like books set in foreign lands with ghosts, read... 

      Tokyo Academy-First Contact**

      If you like happily ever after time travel romances, read... 

      Jin In Time Part One**

      If you like books that take place in the world of celebrities and fashion with a fantasy twist, read... 

      Celebrity Witch**
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      To Dave: Who can deduce I need a snack to keep writing better than anyone!
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      Running my hand over my beloved Beemer sedan’s steering wheel, I knew I was truly back home. The endless rows of tall palm trees dotting the skyline were also a big clue.

      Fiona squeezes my shoulder. “Do you need some alone time?”

      I chuckled. “Maybe later.” I click the key and the trunk pops open. “First we need to get to my bungalow. Mr. Kumar texted me that he transported Holmes there. I don’t want him thinking I’ve abandoned him.”

      Fiona tucks her luggage in the back carefully and I realize she hasn’t brought her homing pigeon, Shiva, with her. She leans back in the passenger seat and stretches out her long legs. “It’s nice to be back in the sunshine state.”

      I laugh. “The weather is considerably better than London.”

      “I wholeheartedly agree with you.”

      As I change lanes my curiosity gets the better of me. “Can I ask why you didn’t bring Shiva with you?”

      She lets out a deep sigh. “I wanted to bring her along, but it wouldn’t be fair. Her homing instinct is for London. She’s in good hands. I gave her to my mum. She loves birds. Shiva will be spoiled rotten, just like my mum’s three parakeets.”

      “I think Shiva will enjoy her retirement.” I sit back, enjoying the familiar purr of the engine.

      Fiona squeezes my hand resting on the console. “How can I ever compete with your Beemer?”

      I lean over and kiss her cheek. “You have nothing to worry about. You're my number one woman.”

      She laughs as I pull out of the parking garage and I head away from the airport and onto the 405 freeway towards Santa Monica and home.

      Fiona moves her seat back a bit and takes in the endless city skyline of Los Angeles. “I never thought I’d come back to Los Angeles so soon.” She gives me a sly smile. “Are you sure you didn’t cast a spell on me?”

      I return the smile with one of my own. “The only spell I cast on you was my charm.”

      She reaches out and runs her finger along my jawline. “I must admit they are pretty irresistible.”

      My smile fades as quickly as the traffic on the freeway turns bumper to bumper. “All joking aside, I have to admit I’m still in shock you are sitting next to me. For you to request a job transfer to Los Angeles blew me away.”

      Fiona looked out the window. “Working with you again made me realize there was no point in trying to keep you at arm’s length. We make great partners, and I could feel your charms working their way into my heart.”

      Something I hoped for but chose not to push. Either she found me attractive, or she didn’t. Noah, her former partner and boyfriend, looks like a Swedish model. I’m the complete opposite. Dark hair and eyes and a distinctive mysterious yet sexy look. At least that’s what Jennifer and other women have said about me. Thankfully Fiona doesn’t have a type. I do. Fiona is so very much like Tara. Tall, beautiful, and powerful.

      Fiona touches the top of my hand. “Penny for your thoughts?”

      “I was thinking about the first time we met. You took my breath away with your stunning beauty. I thought you were totally out of my league.”

      Her cheeks flush. “I thought the same thing once I found out you were a wizard of the Twelfth Order. Everyone in the paranormal world knows how powerful your magic is.”

      I give her a wicked smile. “I see; so it had nothing to do with my looks or my charm. It was all about my powerful magic.”

      She punches me in the bicep just as I had seen Jennifer do to Ainsley. Something I thought was so cute until now. I take my hand off the wheel for a second and rub the spot where she hit me. “You pack a punch, literally.”

      “It’s from growing up with brothers. I had to learn to defend myself early on.”

      “Do you think they would approve of me?”

      She smiles. “They are a tough bunch when it comes to protecting my honor, but I think you’d be able to win them over, eventually.”

      I knew it was a bit premature to be talking about meeting her family, but I truly hoped we would reach that point in the future. Fiona looks out at the palm trees that dot the landscape as we get off the freeway and head toward my bungalow.

      She rolls down the window and breathes in the air. “There is still a bit of the smoggy city smell, but also I catch a hint of the salt of the ocean. I can understand why you wanted to live in Santa Monica.”

      “Yes, I wanted to get as close to the beach as possible. Not because I’m some secret surfer, but because of the salt in the air. Also, it’s so much cooler here. The only downside is the fog. But anywhere you live has tradeoffs. Even Tahiti.”

      Fiona chuckles. “I don’t know, but Tahiti sounds pretty good to me.” She eyes my arms. “I still think you might be a secret surfer. Those biceps of yours look like they aren’t from time at the gym.”

      She is right about that. I did have a secret sport—beach volleyball. But I wanted it to be a surprise. “Men like to have a bit of mystery.”

      As I turn down my street, my heart skips a beat. Every time I see my little Craftsman bungalow after being away it has the same reaction. It misses home.

      I park the Beemer in the driveway, get the bags out of the trunk and am greeted by the bellowing sound of Holmes’s bark greets me.

      Turning the key, I open the door to an ambush.

      Holmes stands up on his hindquarters and slobbers all over my face. “I’m so glad you are home.”

      Then he jumps down to face Fiona clutching her roller bag. “What are you doing here? Did you stow away on Derrick’s flight back to Los Angeles?”

      Fiona chuckles. “Good to see you too Holmes. As a matter of fact, I transferred to the Los Angeles division of WI-6.”

      Holmes turns his back on us and trots back into the house.

      Fiona whispers in my ear. “That went well.”

      I kissed her on the cheek. “He’ll get over it. He really does like you.”

      We pull our bags into the living room only to face Holmes once again. This time he is scowling in front of his doggie bed. “She is not going to live here, is she?”

      Holmes is acting like a jealous ex-girlfriend. “I’m disappointed in your behavior, Holmes. Fiona is a colleague and a friend, and you will treat her as such.”

      My stern voice has the desired effect. Holmes’s rigid posture relaxes a bit. He looks up at Fiona. “I must apologize for my harsh words.”

      She walks over and pats him on his massive head and strokes one of his long floppy ears. “Apology accepted. I didn’t mean to invade your turf. Rest assured as soon as I can find a place to live, I will no longer violate your decidedly male space.”

      I chuckle. “I admit I’ve been known to leave a sweaty sock or two around the house.” Pointing to my bedroom, I snap my fingers to tidy up the decidedly messy room I left behind before I flew off to London. “My room is now stinky sock and underwear free. There are clean sheets on the bed and clean towels in the bathroom. My casa is yours as long as you need it.”

      Fiona goes to reach out for me but pulls her hand back when Holmes glowers at her. “Thank you. I will look for a flat tomorrow. I’m hoping I can afford a flat by the beach as well.”

      “I think that should be no problem. Rent in one of the apartment buildings just two blocks away is cheaper than the flats at Primrose Hill.”

      Fiona plops down on my leather sofa. “That’s a relief because I thought oceanfront property costs a fortune.”

      Holmes cuts in. “If you wanted to purchase a home, but renting, although high, is still somewhat affordable, especially compared to London’s popular neighborhoods.”

      Fiona cracks a smile. “Holmes, I had no idea you were interested in real estate.”

      I sit down next to Fiona making sure to leave a bit of cushion space between us. “She’s right. Have you been taking courses at night?”

      Holmes snorts. “Don’t be silly. But I do like to watch TV when I’m left alone. I find the Agents of Sunset quite amusing.”

      Who knew Holmes watches TV? He must turn it off when I come home. “Ah, so you have a guilty pleasure.”

      Holmes’s doggie brow furrows. “Guilty of what?”

      Fiona chuckles as she stands back up. “It is an American expression. It means you are watching a program with little or no redeeming qualities. Like a soap opera.”

      Holmes continues to be confused. “But I learned quite a lot about real estate transactions from Million Dollar Listing. I think I could easily aid Derrick if he wished to purchase a home.”

      “I’m sure you could.” Fiona pulls her bag toward the hallway covering up a yawn as she holds onto the roller bag with the other hand. “If you don’t mind, I’m going to go to bed. The time difference is hitting me hard.”

      I get up and roll Fiona’s bag into my bedroom. “Make yourself at home. I’ll conjure a bed like I did in my London flat when Jennifer was visiting.”

      Fiona kisses me on the cheek, her eyes showing how fatigued she is. “I’m sorry but I must check out.”

      British slang is so amusing. “Good night.” I return her kiss and close the door.

      As soon as I make it back into the living room Holmes blocks my path. “Something has changed between you two. You are more intimate with one another. Did you mate?”

      Again, he brings up his obsession with mating. “It’s none of your business, but no. We did kiss and hug, however. And you are going to have to get used to us becoming a couple.”

      Holmes stares up at me with the look of defeat in his eyes. “I knew it would happen. It’s obvious you are attracted to her. I suppose I should be happy for you, but I worry we will spend even less time together.”

      I hang my head knowing I have neglected him terribly yet again. “I’m sorry, Holmes. And I promise since we are back in Los Angeles, we will take you with us on our cases.”

      He eyes the bedroom. “You aren’t going to sneak in there while I am asleep, are you?”

      I cross my heart. “I am a gentleman.

      Holmes exhales hard enough that I can smell his doggie breath. “Good.” He eyes his bed. “I’m tired. Night.”

      I snap my fingers and the same single bed I conjured when Jennifer visited my London flat replaces my leather sofa.

      Snapping my fingers again, I conjure a glass full of sleeping potion and change into my pajama bottoms. I am still reeling from the fact that Fiona cares enough about me that she requested to be transferred to Los Angeles.

      Sitting on the edge of the bed, I down the potion and then climb under the covers. My eyes shut and I doze off, dreaming of a life with Fiona.
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      A beam of sunlight streams through the wood blinds, causing my eyelids to flutter open. I gaze around and find Holmes snoring away in his velvet doggie bed and Fiona isn’t up yet. I have a few solitary moments to myself. Something I haven’t had in months. I put my arms under my head and stare up at the ceiling. Ah, to have the free time to do something as mundane as count the specs of dust on the living room light fixture. I flash back to the day I bought the vintage fixture at an antique store on La Brea. I thought the reverse painted fall leaves on the glass panes matched the Craftsman décor of the bungalow perfectly. After five minutes I’m so zoned out I don’t hear Fiona come into the room.

      “What is so fascinating about your light fixture? It does have a nice vintage design and the combination of oranges and reds of the leaves are quite pleasant, but I must say it could use a good cleaning.”

      I chuckle and sit up forgetting I have no pajama top on. “I let my housekeeper go when I got the job in London.”

      Fiona eyes my exposed chest. “It seems you have the time to work out. Impressive abdominal muscles.”

      Holmes bolts up right out of his bed. “Derrick, cover yourself.”

      Fiona bursts out laughing. “Holmes fancies himself back in Victorian England.”

      “That he does.” I snap my fingers and a matching green and blue plaid pajama top covers my offending chest. I glare down at the black and tan mass next to me. “Holmes you can be so prudish. Half the time you sound like my grandmother.”

      He huffs. “I am just looking out for you. That is all.”

      Fiona moves over to Holmes. “How about a nice walk along the beach after breakfast? Does that sound good, Holmes?”

      I bet Fiona broke up many a fight between her brothers. She handled the tension between Holmes and I like a champ.

      Holmes steps out of his doggie bed. “I think that sounds like a splendid idea.” He gazes over at me. “A little sea air sounds like the perfect remedy. Hopefully it will improve a certain someone’s mood.”

      “What do you want me to conjure for breakfast?”

      Holmes perks up. “I would like one of those marvelous blood sausages.”

      I make barfing noises and Fiona laughs. “And for the lady?”

      Fiona catches her breath. “I’m a bit jet lagged so I’m not terribly hungry. I think a fruit cup and a yogurt will do the trick.”

      I snap my fingers and the blood sausage materializes at Holmes’s feet. Snapping them again, Fiona’s fruit cup and yogurt materialize on the dining room table. With them handled, I try to think what I would like for breakfast. Always rushing for time, I usually make a protein shake and run out the door. Today I want to linger just a bit with Fiona over breakfast. My gut tells me alone time with her will be precious in the future. I snap my fingers and two eggs over easy, a piece of avocado toast, and a glass of orange juice materialize across from Fiona.

      I sit down as Fiona eyes my avocado toast. “I can think of anything more Californian than avocado smashed on toast.”

      I give her a smile. “Are you a bit jealous?”

      She chuckles. “Maybe.”

      I hold my hand up getting ready to snap my fingers, but she wraps her hand around mine. “Thank you, but I need to not overindulge.”

      I take in Fiona’s trim figure. “Really? I would think you can eat whatever you want, just like me.”

      “If I had time to work out, but I never do as a detective. It’s a pretty sedentary job.”

      She’s right. We are either driving somewhere, in the office doing paperwork, or interviewing suspects and witnesses. “You’ve got a point. Doing reconnaissance, I did a lot of driving, but I also had a fair amount of legwork.”

      Holmes trots next to me. “Can I have another sausage before we go for a walk?”

      I pat him on the head. “Ok. But let’s not make a habit of it. Mr. Bullock made you, so you didn’t need to eat. I think I’ve spoiled you a bit too much with the treats. You want to eat as much as a regular dog.”

      He nudges me with his nose and looks up at me with those big, sad brown eyes. “But food tastes so good.”

      I snap my fingers and a blood sausage drops next to his paws. “Fine. But understand I’m not going to bend to your food whims like I did in London.”

      Holmes totally ignores me as he practically swallows the blood sausage whole.

      Fiona smiles knowingly. “You don’t need any children with Holmes around.”

      Is she trying to let me know she isn’t interested in kids? I haven’t really thought about having any since Tara and I were engaged. I look over at Holmes and know I can barely handle taking care of a dog.

      I give her a knowing smile. “He sure is.”

      Holmes lets out a loud bark. “I can hear you.”

      Fiona goes over and pets him on the head. “Sorry, Holmes.” She gives me a wink. “You're a good boy most of the time.” She gazes at the door and then looks down at her purple robe. “Let me get dressed and we can go for that walk I promised.”

      “That would be marvelous.” Holmes glares at my pajama-clad body. “I think you need to do the same, Derrick.”

      My job is a lot easier than Fiona’s, I think to myself as I snap my fingers and my pajamas are replaced by a pair of black trousers and a black and gray striped shirt. It’s my de facto WI-6 uniform. I smile when Fiona emerges from the bathroom in record time wearing one of her pantsuits. This time it is a pretty navy blue with a white silk blouse underneath.

      She strides over to the strip of hooks I have one the wall behind the door and pulls off Holmes’s leash. “Okay boy. Let’s get some brisk sea air.”

      Holmes bounds over next to Fiona, and she snaps the leash on his collar. “You ready, Derrick?”

      “Sure, let me snag my keys and we’ll be off.” Grabbing my keys off the side table, I’m about to head out the door to join them when a viewing screen pops up over my dining room-slash-office table. I swallow hard when I see that the usually smiling face of Mr. Kumar is a stern one. “Good morning, sir.”

      He does a sideways glance and sees Fiona and Holmes by the front door. “Am I interrupting something?”

      Fiona gives me a wink and leads Holmes out the door and closes it behind her. “No, sir. Fiona is just taking Holmes out for his morning walk before we head over to WI-6.”

      “Glad to see you are all getting along so well. This won’t take long.” He eyes the small single bed I conjured for myself sitting in the background. “It appears you are not getting paid enough by WI-6. At least you could conjure yourself a sleeper sofa. It would be more practical.”

      Mr. Kumar, always the problem solver. “That is an excellent idea, sir.” I snap my fingers and the single bed is seamlessly replaced by a Craftsman inspired leather sleeper sofa.

      Mr. Kumar gives me a light applause. “Your conjuring magic continues to improve. Nicely done.”

      “Thank you, sir. And thank you for the sleeper sofa suggestion. It may take a few days for Ms. Singh to find a place of her own.”

      A faint smile crosses his lips. “I hope you are pleased with her joining the WI-6 Los Angeles detective staff.”

      I try not to broadcast just how pleased I am. “Yes, I’m glad she has moved to Los Angeles. I think we work well together.”

      There is a twinkle in his eyes. “I think you have a chemistry on several levels.”

      Did the Order spy on my flight back home? I wouldn’t put it past them. “Sir, I can assure you we are consummate professionals and will keep our budding relationship quiet.”

      He nods. “Good, because we wouldn’t want Mr. Pierre to get wind of it. He would find a way to turn the relationship to his advantage.”

      I know he’s right. “We will be sure to fake a few arguments every once and awhile.”

      He chuckles. “From what I hear, you won’t have to fake that part of your relationship.”

      The hairs on the back of my neck bristle. The Order seems way too invested in my relationship with Fiona. Could our budding romance have been created by magic?”

      “Derrick, please understand we want the best for all our wizards. Your grief
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