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A voodoo ceremony at a New Orleans bistro that ends in murder...

A detective with a vendetta throwing his weight around...

Three brothers with everything to lose... especially the women they love...
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Part 1: Jordan 

Jordan O'Reilly is first to take the heat. While moonlighting with a security company, he’s assigned to protect Camille DuPree, the restaurant owner. Six years ago, he and Camille were in love, and each thinks the other broke it off. Now they’re thrown back together and must cope with their shattered relationship as well as the murder investigation and an ugly voodoo charm that shows up on Camille’s doorstep.
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Part 2: Liam 

Liam O’Reilly doesn’t have to wear the uniform to be a cop, he is the uniform. Disciplined and skeptical, Liam doesn’t believe in voodoo any more than he does in lasting love. But then he meets brash defense attorney Simone Jones... and his carefully structured world spins out of control.
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Part 3: Zachary

Officer Zachary Doucet arrives at a murder scene‒‒the victim another voodoo ceremony participant‒‒only to face his ex-partner Detective Rebecca Romero. Zachary sees this murder as proof that the wrong man is in jail and intends to clear his half-brother Jordan. From experience, Rebecca fears he’ll do anything to get what he needs, so she unofficially works the case with him. Their unconsummated attraction to each other flares anew, but with Rebecca a straight arrow and Zachary a maverick, is there hope for a future together?
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New Orleans Magic

Mystery... Romance... Magic...
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Part 1: JORDAN
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By Rebecca York
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Chapter One
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Camille DuPree peered anxiously through the lace-curtained front window of her restaurant, Chez Camille. The man who had been loitering on the other side of Burgundy Street for the past twenty minutes was still there—standing in the shadows where she couldn’t see him clearly.

Was he the mugger who had assaulted one of her patrons? Or was he from the security company she’d hired to make sure nobody else ended up getting hit over the head and robbed after enjoying her crawfish étouffée?

Realizing her hands were clenched into fists at her sides, she made an effort to relax. There was no point letting her remaining customers see her anxiety.

Until the mugging incident two weeks ago, Chez Camille had been on the fast track to culinary success. Her sweet-potato pie and Cajun bisque had been the New Orleans dishes of the season.

Now people were talking about her for the wrong reasons. And she was paying for ads in the newspaper assuring her customers of their safety.

A flurry of movement at the door made her heart accelerate. But it was only Sadie Marceau and her sister, Helen Gaylord, bustling through the front door.

She gave the portly, older women a warm smile. “Good to see you.”

“We wouldn’t miss Voodoo Night for the world,” Helen answered as she got out her purse and handed over the evening’s fifty-dollar admission price. “Oh, I love that black-beaded dress. It’s perfect for you. Nineteen twenties, right?”

“Yes. I got it at Glad Rags.”

“Janet would have loved it,” Helen murmured, referring to Janet Phillippe, a woman in her eighties who, until her death a month ago, had been a regular at the Thursday-night ceremonies.

Camille talked for a moment with the sisters about how much they all missed the senior member of the group, then Sadie asked, “What goodies are you feeding us tonight?”

“I’ve got a wonderful shrimp remoulade, some of those stuffed oysters you love and a pecan torte,” Camille answered.

Sadie made a beeline for the food table, while Helen went to greet friends.

Camille glanced at the various people seated at her tile-topped tables. Most of them were middle-aged and upper-middle class and enthralled by the idea of flirting with the dark and dangerous.

A month ago, Camille had been thinking it might be time to cancel these Thursday-night ceremonies. Now she was thankful for the business they brought in.

Spiro DeLyon and his much younger wife, Miss Lulu, had come early for dinner, as had their friend Tony Fortune. She didn’t much like Tony, but she kept that opinion to herself. He was sitting next to a couple of tourists from Philadelphia who had also dined at the restaurant.

At the next table was Lisa Cantro, who’d told the others she’d lost her home in a hurricane a year ago and also recently lost her job. She was hoping that voodoo would reverse her fortunes and was listening wide-eyed to a tale about a man who had asked the priestess for a protective voodoo charm. In a subsequent rainstorm, all the houses in the neighborhood were flooded but his.

Camille had heard that story before. And other testimonials. Privately she was thinking that if voodoo worked, the police would have already caught the mugger who was playing hell with her own fortunes, since the first ceremony after the incident had featured a plea to the loa, the voodoo pantheon of gods, to bring the perp to justice. As far as she could see, it hadn’t worked.

Her thoughts were interrupted by a tall young man. “Is, uh, this the place where, uh, they’re having the voodoo ceremony?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes.”

The willowy brunette with him giggled.

“The cover charge is fifty dollars a person, which includes our refreshment buffet,” Camille said, gesturing toward the table at the side of the room.

He didn’t blink at the price, and she collected a hundred dollars in cash. Turning back to the door, she tensed as she spotted the man from across the street coming toward her. When she saw he was wearing the uniform of Garland Security, she started to relax. Then she saw his face, and the breath froze in her lungs.

It couldn’t be.

Even as she told herself she was seeing things, she knew it was Jordan O’Reilly. He was as tall as she remembered—just over six feet. With the same dark hair and dark brows. And he was just as heart-breakingly handsome.

He pulled the door open, and they stood facing each other for the first time in six years.

Momentarily disoriented, she clamped her fingers over the edge of the nearest table. His familiar features were harder, more cynical. And she suspected the lines at the corners of his eyes weren’t from laughter.

“Wh-what are you doing here?” she stammered, overcome by the emotions swirling through her. “I thought you were with the police force.”
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Jordan waited a beat before answering, fighting the sudden breathless feeling that gripped his chest. He hadn’t been lurking on the other side of the street by accident. No, he’d been putting off the moment he was going to have to face Camille DuPree.

Clearing his throat, he answered, “Yes, I’m with the New Orleans Police Department. But I’m earning some extra income. You have any objections to that?”

He knew he sounded as if he was issuing a challenge, but he couldn’t make his voice any less strident.

“Of course not,” she murmured.

Up close he could see she was as slim and lovely and unreachable as he remembered. Only now she was all grown up with her blond hair in an upsweep and her high cheekbones accented with a bit of blusher. Out on her own, without her precious family fluttering around. Her father had died ten years ago, but her mom was still in charge of the family mansion. And she had a whole slew of rich snobby aunts and uncles and cousins who were always in and out of the house.

But they weren’t around now. And she was in trouble.

That was the reason he was here.

The morning he’d seen the article in the newspaper about the mugging, he’d felt something inside his chest turn over. Even after everything that had happened, he’d wanted to come charging to her rescue. So when the job had appeared in the Garland Security computer, he’d asked for it.

Was she as uptight about this meeting as he was? he wondered, then realized she was speaking again.

“Come in. Can I offer you something to eat?” she said, her upper-class gracious-hostess personality firmly in place.

“Not while I’m on duty,” he answered, then went still as he spotted Spiro DeLyon. Apparently the man and his pretty redheaded wife had arrived before Jordan had come on shift.

He cursed under his breath. He’d arrested DeLyon for DWI a few months ago. Too bad the man had so much clout in the city—it was probably the reason Jordan hadn’t gotten the promotion he’d been expecting.

Their eyes locked, and the businessman’s jaw firmed.

Jordan looked away first. An ornate bronze dagger studded with jewels was lying on a nearby table, along with some other voodoo paraphernalia. Probably because he was nervous, Jordan picked up the knife and turned it over in his hands. He put it down abruptly as a bead curtain at the back of the room opened and a tall, light-skinned African-American woman stepped out, regal in her simple white gown and white head cloth. Odette LaFantary.

He’d heard about her, of course. Everybody had. She owned a shop called Taboo that sold natural cosmetics and voodoo paraphernalia. A strange combination, but it seemed to be working for her.

She was followed into the room by six assistants. The two men wore only short vests and loincloths, and carried primitive-looking drums. The four women were dressed in shifts made of bright Kente cloth and carried bells.

After fanning out in a circle near the back wall, the men sat down on the polished wooden floor and began to play an insistent rhythm on the drums. The women stayed on their feet, dancing and shaking their bells in time to the drumbeat.

One of the men also carried a wooden cage with a live chicken that flapped and squawked. Lord, what were they planning to do—slit its throat and drip the blood on Camille’s immaculate floor? He’d bet the health department would have something to say about that.

Moving to a position against the wall, Jordan tried to keep his expression neutral. He’d seen a lot of interesting sights in his four years on the police force, but this was one of the most...amazing. Maybe because of the setting. Here were six voodoo worshipers and their priestess in the middle of a charming little Cajun restaurant with potted ferns hanging from the ceiling, bent-wood chairs, a vase of carnations in the center of each table, and old-time New Orleans photographs decorating the brick walls.

Odette glided farther into the room, swaying along with her dancers to the rhythm of the drums and bells.

“Welcome,” she intoned as she looked around the room at the faces turned toward her. “I am pleased to see so many of the faithful with us tonight.”

The faithful. Sure.

Some of the people ranged around the tables seemed eager or excited for the main event to begin. Others were obviously embarrassed. And at least one tourist looked as if he was thinking about bolting for the door. But his wife put a restraining hand on his arm and he settled down.

The dancers were a swirl of color and sound around the priestess as she raised her voice and said, “Voodoo is a religion of many traditions, many spiritual paths. We come together this evening to alleviate pain, to cast our vision into the future, to merge our souls with the great collective consciousness.”

The drumbeat became more frantic, and the priestess approached the people at the tables, lifting her hands toward the ceiling.

“Up. Get up. Up! Join the celebration of life,” she urged. Reaching for the hand of one of the elderly matrons, she led her out into the open area where the woman began to sway awkwardly to the rhythm of the drums and bells. A second old gal joined her. Then the others in the room were dragged into the thick of it.

The whole thing might have seemed funny, yet there was a kind of unsettling quality in the air, as if anything could happen.

Jordan glanced over at Camille, who had slipped behind the refreshment table. Probably a good move if you didn’t want to get chicken blood on your clothing, he thought.

The priestess had taken the bird out of the cage and was holding it high as the poor thing flapped its wings.

Just then a noise from the other side of the floor caught Jordan’s attention.

His head jerked toward the disturbance, and his hand went to his weapon. Then his eyes widened as he zeroed in on one of the civilians who had been shuffling around the floor. The man faltered, gasping for breath, his hands clawing the air.

He was heavyset, his graying hair plastered to his head and sweat soaking his white shirt. Even from the back, Jordan knew it was Spiro DeLyon.

The man grabbed for a chair, pulling it over, the wooden back clattering against marble tiles.

Someone screamed as DeLyon toppled forward, following the piece of furniture downward.
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Chapter Two


[image: image]


A film of cold sweat bloomed on Camille’s bare arms as she watched the scene unfolding in front of her.

This couldn’t be happening. Not in her restaurant. It was all too horrifying and unreal.

On a muffled groan, Spiro DeLyon slid to the floor. Miss Lulu, who had been dancing beside her husband, screamed and went down on her knees, hovering over him.

In that instant, the drums and bells went silent, as though someone had slammed a door shut.

Jordan was across the room in seconds, taking charge, his voice booming into the sudden deafening stillness.

“Stand back. Give him air,” he shouted as he knelt over the fallen man.

Camille was vaguely aware that Odette had dropped the chicken she’d been holding and that the now unattended bird was flapping around the room, squawking in fright.

Quickly Camille crossed to Jordan and DeLyon. The older man lay deathly still, his eyes closed and his skin gray.

“Let me help,” Odette murmured as she swept down beside Jordan and the unconscious man.

“He needs CPR. You know how to do it?” Jordan asked.

“No.”

“Then stay back.” Briefly he whipped his head toward Camille. “Call an ambulance—and the police.”

Her pulse was pounding so hard she felt as if she was going to faint. Digging her nails into her palms to steady herself, she gave Jordan a tight nod before turning and crossing rapidly to the phone at the hostess station.

After making the call, she looked across the room at DeLyon, hoping against hope that he’d be sitting up, groggy but on the mend. Instead, Jordan was leaning over him, expertly performing CPR.

A squawking noise to her right distracted her. She saw that one of the drummers had chased the chicken into a corner and was attempting to get it back into custody.

Her guests—including Miss Lulu—were watching the unfolding drama in shocked silence. Crossing to the woman, Camille put a gentle hand on her arm. “Come sit down. Let Officer O’Reilly take care of him. He’s with the police, and he knows what he’s doing.”

Miss Lulu nodded and allowed herself to be led to a chair. Then at Camille’s urging, the rest of the patrons finally returned to their seats.

Odette had drawn apart from the others, her body rigid and her gaze fixed in the distance as though her mind was far away.

It seemed forever before the paramedics swept into the room. After giving them a brief description of what had happened, Jordan got out of their way, then crossed to Camille. Touching her arm, he murmured, “Good job. Thank you for getting the onlookers calmed down.”

The light contact sent a shiver through her body.

“It gave me something to do,” she answered, speaking around the lump that had formed in her throat. She kept her head down, because she was thinking how wonderful it would feel to have his arms around her right now, even when she knew how inappropriate that thought was. Officer Jordan O’Reilly was just doing his job, and she had no right to ask anything special of him.

She moistened dry lips. “What about Mr. DeLyon?”

“I think we’ve lost him,” Jordan answered. His words were clipped off abruptly as he swung to his right and started running across the room. She saw him bolt through the door into the kitchen area. He emerged half a minute later, muscling one of the priestess’s male attendants back into the restaurant. The man’s eyes were wide, his skin paler.

“Sit down,” Jordan growled.

“I don’t want to get involved, you know,” the man muttered, looking from Jordan to Camille and back again.

“Everybody stays until we find out what happened,” Jordan said in a firm voice.

“You ain’t the boss of me. You ain’t the police.”

“I’m afraid you’re wrong,” Jordan answered, pulling out his shield. “I’m an off-duty cop. So sit down.”

The man gave him a dark look and sat, just as the paramedics wheeled DeLyon out of the room.

Jordan returned to Camille and gave her hand a quick squeeze. “You’re doing fine,” he said.

“Am I? One of my customers is dead, and I can’t help feeling it’s my fault!”

His gaze sharpened. “You have some personal knowledge of what just happened?”

“Of course not. I just mean...I provided the venue for the ceremony.”

He looked as if he was going to ask another question, but a moaning sound from nearby made them both turn. Miss Lulu was standing by the door, her shoulders shaking.

Both of them quickly crossed to her.

“I want to go with him,” she sobbed. “But they told me I couldn’t ride in the ambulance.”

Jordan put a gentle hand on her shoulder. “They have to follow their rules. Is there someone who could take you?”

She turned toward Camille. “Can I call my sister?”

“Of course.”

Camille led the sobbing woman to the phone, while Jordan addressed the rest of the group. “Thank you all for your cooperation,” he said loudly. “A member of the detective division will be here to question you shortly. Meanwhile, I need everyone’s name, address and telephone number. If you’re a visitor to the city, include the name of your hotel.”

One of the tourists stood up. “I protest being kept here. I had nothing to do with what happened.”

Jordan turned toward him and said in a firm voice, “I’m sorry. I must insist on your cooperation.”

“You’re letting that other lady go!”

“Her husband is in that ambulance,” Jordan snapped, giving the guy a hard look as he pulled out a notebook. “You want to join him?”

The man blanched and sat down, then lowered his head and began writing.

Camille breathed out a little sigh, profoundly grateful that Jordan was handling the situation. If he hadn’t been there, half the people would have bailed out by now.

Most of the patrons were finished writing the requested information when the door opened and another man wearing an obviously well-tailored pin-striped suit stepped into the room. Beside her, she heard Jordan swear softly as the newcomer crossed to him.
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Great, Jordan thought. The icing on the cake. Gary Yancy. He and the detective eyed each other with ill-concealed dislike, while Jordan mentally went through the short list of why he’d felt his stomach knot when the hard-assed detective had walked in the door.

He’d had more than one run-in with the bastard. Like the time Yancy had let him know that doing interviews wasn’t his job.

The man had a chip on his shoulder, probably because other detectives had been promoted over him. Which wasn’t going to make the next few hours very pleasant.

The little man strode into the room as if he was looking for trouble. Where was his partner? Rebecca Romero was a good cop, and she was usually able to keep a leash on the guy. But as far as Jordan could see, she wasn’t in evidence. Too bad.

With an inward sigh, he stepped forward and gestured toward Camille. “This is Miss DuPree, the restaurant owner.”

Yancy gave her a long look. “You one of the big-shot DuPrees?”

Her cheeks reddened. “I’m not sure how to answer that. If you mean, does my family have an interest in this restaurant, the answer is no. I started Camille’s on my own, without any help from my relatives.”

“The name can’t hurt,” Yancy countered.

“If I’d wanted to trade on the DuPree name, I would have put it in gold letters on the window,” Camille answered. “But really, did you come here to talk about my business or to investigate a death?”

“Right,” Yancy clipped out, then turned to Jordan. “Want to tell me what happened here?”

“A voodoo ceremony was in progress, and one of the participants keeled over and died.”

“Voodoo!” Yancy zeroed in on Odette and her retinue before demanding more details from Jordan.

At the conclusion of the summary, he raised his voice and said, “Okay, I want everybody at the station for questioning.”

Knowing they all had a very long evening ahead of them, Jordan stifled a sigh.
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As Camille cooled her heels in a small room at the police station, her mind kept playing back the terrible events of the evening—and coming up with new questions. For instance, was she being accused of something?

Finally the door opened. When she saw a man in a blue uniform, her heart leapt. Jordan!

But it wasn’t him, and she had to fight back her disappointment.

“This way, ma’am,” the officer said, then escorted her down the hall to another small room.

As she stepped through the doorway, Yancy looked her up and down. Without being invited, she sat down in the hard wooden chair across the table from him.

“I’ll want a list of all the dishes you served tonight and the ingredients in them,” he said.

Camille felt her breath go shallow. “You think there was something wrong with my food?”

“One of your patrons is dead.”

“Was...was he poisoned?”

“We’ll know soon.” The detective sounded as if he expected her to make a full confession.

As she looked into the rigid lines of his face, a terrible thought struck her. “Is anyone else sick?”

“Not so far.”

“Thank God.”

Yancy looked from her to the papers spread on the table in front of him and back again. “You had an illegal alien working in your restaurant.”

“That’s impossible. I document all my workers.”

“One of Ms. LaFantary’s drummers.”

“I...I didn’t know.”

“You also exposed your patrons to a dangerous situation. A Voodoo ceremony!”

“Voodoo is a legitimate religion,” she answered.

He laughed. “Yeah, and my mother is a prize-fighter.” He followed the remark with another loaded question. “So what is Ms. LaFantary paying you for the use of the restaurant?”

Did she have to answer that? Camille wondered. Maybe she should get a lawyer. But she hadn’t done anything wrong. No, she could handle this herself.

After an hour of Yancy’s interrogation, she was struggling to hold herself together. But finally the detective declared that she was free to go—as long as she remained in the city.

So worn-out she could hardly stay on her feet, she exited the building, determined that she wasn’t going to fall apart.

She had answered endless questions about her business, about her patrons, her relationship with Odette and her handling of the emergency. Now she felt as limp as a failed soufflé.

Stepping into the humid darkness of the New Orleans June night, she grabbed the metal railing of the station-house steps to keep from swaying. When a steadying hand closed over her shoulder, she turned her head and saw Jordan standing beside her. Sometime during her time at the station, he’d changed out of his security company uniform and into civilian clothing—a dark T-shirt, light jacket, jeans and loafers. He looked strong and capable and very appealing. Unable to help herself, she leaned into him, and his arm slipped lower, holding her against his side.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered.

“For what?”

“I’m sorry about DeLyon keeling over. And I’m sorry that bastard Yancy showed up. I know he gave you a hard time.”

“Yes. First he acted like I poisoned Mr. DeLyon. Then he practically accused me of conspiring to destroy the crime scene. I tried to tell him the paramedics and my customers made a mess of the area. But he didn’t want to listen.”

“Paramedics go to specialized classes to learn how to destroy as much evidence as possible.”

Despite everything, she laughed. “You’re kidding, right?”

“Yeah. Well, only partly.”

“Do you think Yancy was as hard on everybody else as he was on me?”

“Probably. He’s got a chip on his shoulder the size of a Mardi Gras float.”

Again she laughed. Jordan had always been able to do that with her—make her see the lighter side of any problem.

She realized suddenly that he was studying her carefully. “You’re exhausted. Let me give you a ride home,” he said.

She pulled herself up straighter, determined not to let old feelings lull her into making any mistakes. Marching down the steps, she headed toward the street. “I’ll get a cab.”

He caught up with her and steered her toward the parking lot. “The hell you will!”

He’d been polite and professional up till that moment. Suddenly his words and the tone of his voice reminded her of another facet of the old Jordan O’Reilly.

He’d been angry about a lot of things back when they were in high school. He was angry now. And he could be dangerous when he thought someone was putting him down.

All that flashed through her mind. Still, when he turned her toward him, she didn’t resist. She was shaky from the mean-spirited grilling Yancy had given her. Shakier still from the close contact with Jordan, from the immediacy of this man looming over her in the early-morning darkness.

When they were teenagers, she hadn’t known what to expect from Jordan O’Reilly. He could change from cold to hot in the blink of an eye. She saw that in his face tonight. There was a charged moment when his green eyes bored into her blue ones, and she knew for certain that whatever had sparked between them all those years ago hadn’t gone away. The knowledge gave her a jolt of satisfaction.

Still, he was older now. More controlled. Maybe he was silently asking her to tell him no. But that one simple syllable was beyond her power. Not when he was so close, so vital.

In unconscious invitation, she tipped her head to a more convenient angle, her lips parted.

She heard him swear. Heard him mutter something she didn’t quite catch. Perhaps it was I’ve been wanting to do this all evening.

Or was that only what she wanted to hear?

As if the voodoo gods had brought her soul mate back to her on this fateful night, he lowered his head to hers. The first mouth-to-mouth contact was like a jolt of electricity, two opposite forces clashing, then merging, settling. Coming to terms.

It had been six years since she’d felt such a surge. Yet those six years were now wiped away as though they’d never existed. She knew only the heady taste of him, the taste of raw maleness and potency and hunger. She felt the strength of his arms, the heat of his body as he gathered her in.

The combination swamped her.

He made a deep growling sound that sent a hot glow to every nerve ending in her body.

She thought she remembered his kisses, his body. But she didn’t remember this mastery, or this commanding presence.

He’d grown up in the years they’d been apart. Perhaps long ago she’d intimidated him. Now he had taken charge of the kiss, taken charge of her. When one of his hands slid down to her hips, pulling her lower body against his erection, she made a needy sound and moved in concert with him. They had done this before. And more. But they had always stopped before she could “get herself into real trouble,” as her mother had put it.

Now she wanted desperately to know what making love with him would be like. And she wasn’t sure what would have happened if he hadn’t suddenly and abruptly ended the kiss.

They stood in the shadowy parking lot, staring at each other, breathing hard.

She felt wildly off balance. Had for hours. And because she was in pretty bad shape, words escaped her mouth before she had time to think about the consequences.

“Jordan, why did you walk away from me six years ago?”

Stunned silence hung heavy in the night air.

When he spoke, his voice was stiff and gravelly. “I wasn’t the one who walked away.”

“That’s not how I remember it.”

Again, his eyes burned into hers. “Does it matter?”

“Yes.”

“No. You did me a favor. Or maybe it was the other way around. What really matters is that we’re all wrong for each other. And I apologize for losing my head just now.”

The apology was like a slap in the face. And she didn’t want him to see the film of tears that suddenly clouded her vision.

Lowering her head, she started across the blacktop. He caught up with her and grabbed her arm. When she tried to wrench away, he held her in place.

“Neither one of us is in good enough shape for a personal encounter,” he muttered.

“I know why I’m in bad shape. What’s your excuse?” she asked, unwilling to admit she was still shaken by the kiss.

He chose to focus on police business. “You might have noticed that Yancy and I don’t get along very well. You weren’t the only one he chewed up and spat out in an interview room tonight.”

“Oh.”

“If he catches us out here, he’ll probably arrest us for illegal consorting.”

“You’re kidding!”

“Yeah.” He made a quick change of subject. “I don’t want you going home alone. It’s late and you’re tired. That can be a dangerous combination.” As he spoke, he steered her toward an old Ford at the far end of the parking lot.

Perhaps because he was right, she let him open the passenger door. He reached across her to lift a folder from the seat, and she felt the brush of his arm across her middle like a small jolt of lightning. He must have felt it, too, because he drew back his hand like the snap of a whip. And she knew that whatever he might have said about being sorry, there was no denying the sexual awareness zinging between them.

She seated herself and he closed the door, then climbed behind the wheel and started the engine.

“You still live in the DuPree mansion?” he asked.

“No. I wanted to be on my own. Maybe I should change my name. I could be Camille Smith. Would that make a difference to you?”

He answered with a grunt that she couldn’t identify as yes or no.

“As a matter of fact, I live above the restaurant,” she said.

“You’re kidding.”

“I think you have a distorted view of my finances. My mother may live on her investment income—which, by the way, hasn’t been so wonderful since she let a stock broker talk her into some risky ventures. I inherited some money from my grandmother and I used all of it to equip Chez Camille. Until that mugging, I thought I was going to make it. Now I’m not so sure.”

“But you’re a good cook!”

“How do you know?”

“I remember the goodies you used to make me. Your pain perdu was out of this world.”

“It doesn’t take much skill to make French toast.”

“It was great. And your chocolate cake.”

She cast him a sidelong glance. After all this time, he still remembered her teenage cooking.

He drove slowly down Burgundy Street, and she knew he was scanning the area for trouble.

“My door is around the side, in the courtyard.”

“I’ll go with you.”

She suspected it would be useless to say she didn’t need an escort, so she waited while he pulled up in front of the courtyard entrance. They trooped past her secondhand wicker furniture and potted hibiscus plants—an indulgence she hadn’t been able to resist.

Jordan was in the lead, and when he got to her front door, he stopped short, a low curse springing to his lips.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
~ DATRIC
ROSEMOOR -
# ZACHARY

New 'rlensMaglc

Paranormal Romantic Suspense





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





