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Billionaire Chasing Witch


Their plane landed at Vancouver International
Airport, where they boarded a helicopter to take them the rest of
the way to Whistler. Daria had never been to Vancouver before and
enjoyed flying over the mountains. Snow-capped, towering over the
city, it was beautiful. She wondered how open-minded the locals
were to witches.

“Do you know where Veronica is staying?”
Anton asked. He’d spent several hours on the phone, conducting
business.

“She always books a suite at the Fairmont
Chateau Whistler. Can you get us in there?” She’d never quite get
used to calling the witch Veronica. She’d called herself Monica
when she’d killed Daria’s father. Daria would call her that when
she killed the bitch.

Anton nodded, pulling out his cell phone.
Daria thought he’d call the hotel, but instead he called his
assistant and had her do it.

Their helicopter landed at the small local
airport where they were met by a car that took them to the hotel.
They bypassed the lobby and were shown straight to their suite.
Daria had never experienced the privileges money offered before.
Too much of this and it would be hard to go back to standing in
lines again.

“What do you want to do first?” Anton
asked.

Daria stood at the window, watching a shower
of snow falling from the sky. Everything was covered in the powdery
white stuff. Tree limbs bowed down with the weight of it.

“Find out where she is. Follow her. Figure
out how to capture her so we can transport her back to your
brother’s side.”

Anton stepped up beside her. “Do you know how
we’re going to do that?”

Daria shrugged. “I’m working on it. If she
sees us coming, she’ll block. I’m good, but I’ve not come up
against her yet, so I don’t know what skills she has.”

“My money’s on you,” Anton said.

“Why’s that?”

“Because you want it more. She’s blasé about
everything, it seems. You’re hungry for retribution.”

“Yeah, I just have to make sure my
retribution doesn’t interfere with helping your brother.”

“That’s what the charm is for,” Anton said,
tapping a finger against the bracelet.

Daria rolled her eyes. “Don’t remind me.”

Turning away from him, she grabbed her
suitcase and wheeled it into the smaller bedroom. She wouldn’t
assume she was sleeping with him all the time. She’d make him ask
her, or at least make the first move. The bracelet controlled her,
even sexually if he chose to use it that way, but he’d better not.
She liked having a choice, even if it was pretty obvious what her
choice would be.

She wasn’t tired, so Daria got geared up for
winter and headed for the front door. Anton was still in the main
room, on the phone.

“I’m going to walk through the village,” she
said.

Anton held up a finger to get her to wait.
Daria tried not to be annoyed, but failed. With a huge sigh, she
sat on the edge of the couch, waiting for him to complete his call.
She didn’t bother to listen in. He was speaking in French and she
didn’t understand the language.

When he’d finished, she got up and headed for
the door.

“Hang on,” he said. “I need to grab a
coat.”

Daria sighed again, but it was mostly for
show now. Anton returned, leading the way to the door. He held it
open so she could pass through, then followed her to the
elevator.

“Where do you want to look first?” he asked,
after pressing the button for the lobby.

“Starbucks.”

“Does she go there often?”

“I don’t know. I just need a latte.”

Anton huffed out a laugh. As they exited the
elevator and walked through the lobby, he noticed several men
stopping to stare at Daria. She was a stunner, and a smart man
never took it for granted when a woman like her showed an interest
in them. He’d have to see if he was a smart man or not.

It was snowing, but the village had been
cleared of the accumulated snow recently, making walking fairly
manageable. With her hands wrapped around her coffee cup for
warmth, Daria strolled past the shops, staring in the windows.

Anton spent half the time on his phone. She
assumed he was buying and selling small countries. He was never
fully distracted though. When she stopped in front of a shop to
stare inside, he’d be right there next to her, looking. She was
only half looking for Monica. The rest of the time she was window
shopping.

“Okay, it sounds like there’s a party
tomorrow evening and Veronica will be in attendance, though she’s
not using that name.”

Daria looked over at him. “Is she going by
Monica West?”

Anton shook his head. “Jessica Carter.
According to my source, she’s calling herself an interior designer
and she’s here trolling for new, rich, old clients.”

“Clients, or victims?”

Anton shrugged. “One and the same, for
her.”

“True,” she agreed. If the client had money,
Monica would find a way to make him part with it. She’d sleep with
him and then she’d use poison magic on him.

“For what purpose?” Daria murmured.

“What’s that?” Anton asked.

Daria huffed out a breath. “What is her
purpose for hunting down these men and taking their money from
them? She shouldn’t need it, unless she has a super extravagant
lifestyle.”

“Do you know how much she took from your
family?”

“My mum said if she cashed in the stocks,
sold the houses, and converted the jewellery to cash, she’d have
collected approximately $8 million from us.”

“For a woman like Veronica, how long do you
really think that would last?” Anton asked. “She might not have
sold the houses or the jewellery.”

“She sold the house in New York. I went back
later to see and another family was living there.”

“Okay, let’s say she liquidated everything.
She is still a woman with expensive tastes. If she chooses to
travel the world and live in hotels, buying herself whatever she
feels she deserves, she could have easily spent that money in a
year, never mind twenty.”

Daria couldn’t fathom that level of spending.
She didn’t want stuff that badly. She had a few needs and a few
wants. Everything else was disposable, or not necessary. She had a
small apartment that looked massive because it was nearly
empty.

“I imagine getting the best of them is also a
game for her,” Anton said.

“That may be the most important part. But how
boring would that get after a while? Doing the same trick on the
same type of guy, day in and day out?”

“My brother isn’t old.”

“No, but he is just as vulnerable a mark,
because he fell for it. The game doesn’t change. The mark only
changes in age, not gender.”

“You want her to change her habits? That will
make it tougher for us to track her.”

Daria rolled her eyes, but she wasn’t really
sure what bothered her about Monica/Veronica/Jessica. She used the
same old tricks again and again, and men fell for them every time.
Maybe that was the problem. The men never learned.

She’d learned about unfaithfulness at a very
young age. Her mother had paid a very dear price for it. They’d
been forced onto the streets and none of their other family would
take them in. Her father’s transgressions hadn’t been a tough
enough lesson for their mother; her family had felt the need to
turn their backs on her, too.

She’d never trusted men after that. She’d
used them for sex, or if she needed something from a specific man,
but she never got close to them. There was no need to put herself
into that kind of vulnerable situation.

She realized Anton was waiting for her to
respond, but she’d lost the thread of the conversation as well as
the point she’d been trying to make.

“Where’s the party?” she asked instead.

“It’s at the Roundhouse Lodge, at the top of
Whistler Mountain. Black tie, so unless you packed an evening gown,
we’ll have to go shopping.”

Normally, the idea of shopping would have
appealed to Daria, not that she went very often or spent much money
on herself when she did. She liked to look, but didn’t need to own.
Kind of how she felt about men.

“I don’t have anything that’s appropriate,”
she said. She’d let him worry about the details and the cost. She
didn’t have the money for anything formal and she figured he
already knew that.

Anton dragged her through the village until
he found a shop that had dresses that would fit the occasion. Daria
listened as he chatted with the woman, telling her exactly what he
was looking for. She didn’t know whether to be offended that he
thought she didn’t know how to dress herself, or amused that he
just took over and got it done.

After seventeen dresses, with him angling his
head to the side and squinting his eyes at her before shaking his
head, she was ready to take her machete to him. Except he’d made
her leave it back at the hotel, along with her guns and her knives.
She felt more naked without her weapons than she did in the
cleavage-enhancing necklines he’d picked.

Her breasts hung out of every single outfit.
There was no taming those things. The skirt on several of the
dresses didn’t even qualify as a skirt. If they were so short she’d
risk arrest for indecent exposure by bending over, it was too
short.

“Do you have something in a shimmery silver
colour, with no sleeves, boobs covered, and a flowing skirt to my
knees?” Daria asked the saleswoman.

The woman nodded her head and dove back into
the racks of clothing. She emerged with three dresses and Daria
took them into the changing room. The first she vetoed without
showing anyone. The second didn’t fit very well, so she tossed it
aside, too.

The third
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