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​"Anton Travis Bishop, self-made billionaire, has gone public
seeking a witch who can help reverse a curse placed upon his
brother, Dmitri.

"Dmitri Bishop
is well known for mistreating women, then buying their silence.
He’s an international playboy, spending the family money and
complaining when older brother Anton tightens the purse
strings.

"According to
sources, Dmitri Bishop is dying from an undiagnosed illness that he
contracted while at a party in Morocco. The world's best physicians
cannot determine the cause of the illness, nor do they have a
cure.

"The supposed
witch, a woman calling herself Veronica West, approached Dmitri
with a business proposition. They took their discussions to the
bedroom where she used her powers to 'infect him with a disease
never before seen by medical science'.

"All efforts to
contact Veronica West have been in vain. Bishop offered a
substantial reward for anyone with information on the woman's
whereabouts. The reward was never collected. Now, in a desperate
effort to save his brother from the effects of the curse, Bishop is
asking for assistance from other witches.

"Bishop will pay
one hundred million dollars to any witch who can
reverse—"

Daria
clicked off the news feed. She didn't need to hear the rest of the
story. Bishop's brother would die, because a witch could not
reverse the curse of another witch. Not unless she knew exactly how
the curse was cast and which sacrifices were made.

The amount of
money being offered would bring out all the charlatans and
pseudo-witches, wasting time that would be better spent tracking
down Veronica West.

She'd
heard that Bishop had
tried to find the woman, but she knew something he didn't. Veronica
West was a throwaway name. Once used, the witch wouldn't use it
again. Anyone who knew her by that name would forget her once the
charm placed on them wore off. Daria was surprised that Dmitri
retained recall of the witch’s name. Once the charm wore off, he
should have forgotten it, too.

Veronica
West had gone to that party in Morocco with the intent of getting Dmitri Bishop in bed.
Once in bed, she didn't care who controlled the money he spent.
She'd cursed him and would wait until the last possible second to
make an appearance to save Dmitri.

It would cost
Anton Bishop a whole lot more than one hundred million dollars.
Bishop was reportedly worth over fifty billion, and West would want
every last cent of it. It's how she worked.

Daria had
West's image branded
into her mind. She'd been tracking her and others like her since
she'd been old enough to drive. Rogue witches who preyed on the
weak, for money. To them, anyone who lacked magic, or the knowledge
of how to wield it, was fair game.

And Dmitri
Bishop was the latest in a long line of West's victims. Daria
recognized the woman's trademark torture. A fire in the veins that
eventually burned so hot, it extinguished all traces of oxygen in
the blood. But first it would toy with the victim for a
while.

Curses were as
unique as an artist's signature. The way it was inflicted, the
damage it did, the words spoken to bind it, all left a trail back
to the witch who had created it.

And this
time, when West came with her supposed cure, Daria would be
waiting.

 


Anton
Bishop sipped the last of the whiskey from his glass. As the liquid
burned a path down his throat, he wondered, not for the first time,
if that's how the fire crawling through his brother's veins felt.
He could actually see it move beneath the skin.

Dmitri had lost
most of his healthy glow in the first two months after he'd been
cursed. Now, another three months had passed and Dmitri was wasting
away. Anton had done everything he could think of to find the woman
who had cursed his brother.

If not
for the visual effect of the curse Anton wouldn't have believed in
witches or in the possibility of a curse. He'd heard
stories of people coming into
contact with witches. His own family liked to believe they were
descended from witches. Anton had never believed it
before.

He was
the type of guy who needed visual proof. Well, he had it now.
Witches existed. They thrived, even. Male or female, they'd all had
an idea of how to fix his brother, for a fee. He'd have gladly paid
a billion dollars if even one of them had been able to heal
Dmitri.

None had.
They'd made grand promises and he'd handed over cash, hoping that
his brother would wake up and be back to normal. The last so-called
witch had just left, chased out when Anton had refused to hand over
another million for some supposedly rare herb that would do the
trick. The last three million-dollar herbs hadn't done a damn bit
of good.

Hurling the
glass at the wall, Anton watched it shatter into tiny pieces.
Dmitri was a complete fuckup, and he wasn't kind to women most of
the time, but did he deserve this? Even knowing what sort of man he
was, women still flocked to his brother.

He
couldn't blame them though. No doubt Dmitri had gotten good at
spinning a tale about Prince Charming sweeping the lovely maiden
off her feet. He had access to enough money to fool them for a
while. Then he got bored or angry and the women usually suffered
for it.

Anton had
offered far too many women their financial freedom if they agreed not to press charges
against Dmitri. If his brother had faced criminal charges would it
have saved him from the witch's clutches? Should he have done more
to hold Dmitri accountable for his actions?

Anton was out of
options. He'd hired a dozen trackers to search for the woman
calling herself Veronica West. She'd vanished without a trace.
Knowing what she'd done to his brother, Anton had wondered at her
powers and what else she was capable of. Could she actually
vanish?

Sitting
at his desk, his head in his hands, Anton knew that soon he'd have to accept defeat.
He didn't know how much longer Dmitri had, but it didn't seem
likely that he'd outlast the month.

A commotion
outside his door brought him to his feet. The door swung open and a
woman stalked into the office, his secretary hot on her heels.

Anton was
momentarily speechless. He'd had people barge into his office
before, but never one who looked quite like this. His first thought
was Lara Croft, in the flesh. Not the Angelina Jolie version, but
the video game version. The woman wore tight pants, a tighter
t-shirt, and a whole lot of weapons. Knives strapped to her thighs,
a gun at each hip and he couldn't quite make out what was strapped
to her back, but figured it would be just as deadly.

Her chestnut-brown hair was pulled into a braid that trailed
down her back. Her eyes were grey and her skin pale and rosy. She
looked strong and capable, which Anton was surprised to realize he
found super sexy. Plus she had curves. Flared hips, generous
breasts and — if God were listening, because he couldn't see it yet
— a full, rounded ass.

"Anton Bishop,
you're going about the search for Veronica West all wrong."

Anton
waved his secretary away, waiting until she'd shut the door behind
her before giving his full attention to the woman in front of him.
She stood with her hands on her hips, her chest heaving a little.
It was momentarily distracting.

"And you
are?" he asked, once he'd gathered his thoughts.

"Daria Kent. I
can help you."

Anton
raised a brow. "For a
fee, of course."

"Of
course," Daria agreed. "The craft requires balance; payment for
services rendered. Paid only if I succeed."

That was new.
The others had expected payment in full, up front, with no
guarantee that they'd be helpful.

"What am I
doing wrong?" he asked. He'd done just about everything he could
think of. How was it wrong?

"Veronica West
will come to you, right near the end. By then it will be too late
for you, but she might be able to save your brother."

"If she intends
to come here, how will that be too late for me?"

"Her fee
will be absolutely everything that you own. Signed over, lock,
stock, and barrel, with no way for you to get out of it after
she's tried to save your
brother."

Anton
crossed his arms over his chest. "How is that even remotely possible? Do you know
how much I own? I wouldn't be able to sign it all over in a month,
much less a day."

"You wouldn't
even have a day, Mr. Bishop. She'd give you mere hours, at best.
When Dmitri's heart starts to fail and you're desperate to save
him, that's when she will knock on your door."

"I still don't
understand how she'd—"

"She's a
witch, Mr. Bishop,"
Daria said, impatiently. "What you see as impossible will be a mere
finger snap for her. Once you've signed over everything, she'll
charm anyone who doubts that she's the true owner. And I don't mean
charm them with her sparkling personality."

"The world
knows what I own."

Daria
rolled her eyes. "The
world can be told a different story and be made to believe it.
That's what the media does on a regular basis, without the use of
magic."

Anton shoved
his fingers through his hair. He didn't know why, but Daria's words
rang true for him. Would he sign over everything to save Dmitri?
Yes. Would it be enough?

"You said
she may be able to
cure him. Why not for certain?"

"It's not a
cure, Mr. Bishop. You can't cure a curse. You have to reverse it.
Release the cursed from the spell. It's not a simple matter of
saying a few words and hoping for the best. It takes time,
practice, and will."

"Will?"

"She has
to want to release him," Daria said.

"If she gets me
to sign over everything I possess, why wouldn't she want to?"

Daria
threw her hands in the air. "Because she's a fucking bitch, Mr. Bishop, or hadn't you
already figured that out yet?"

Anton had, but
he was curious about Daria's take on the woman.

"How do you
know so much about her?"

"She killed my
father."
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