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      “A witch and an FBI agent find love while solving a years-old murder in the wickedly delightful second paranormal romance in Joya’s Legacy series. The anticipation is delicious, and the eventual romance is well worth the wait. This sexy love story will entice longtime paranormal fans and draw in new readers.” — Publishers Weekly

      

      “A magical debut full of unique, complex characters, fabulous sisterhood and an adorable dog. Who could ask for anything more?” — Felicia Grossman, Historical Romance Author

      

      “With fast paced, heart pounding, thrilling suspense and fantastic displays of supernatural powers, Magic Touch is a paranormal delight! The romance isn’t anything to sneeze at either! There is romance echoing through time and scorching the present. Readers will feel the heat of instant attraction and the sorcery of levitating passions.” – InD’tale

      

      “Tides of Time was one of those reads that kept my hands locked around my e-reader and my butt firmly planted in my chair. This book promises witchy mystery and romance, and it doesn’t disappoint.” — Evie Drae, Author of Queer Romance

      

      “A HOT romance with excellent chemistry between the characters, and a paranormal aspect that was both intriguing and contained a unique spin on magical powers.” — Amber K. Bryant, Award-Winning Author

      

      “Highly enjoyable. I was engaged from beginning to end. I was delighted in the different ways the author chose to incorporate magic into the book. These characters were well written. I hope to read more about these witchy sisters! I loved the chemistry between Cami and Sam. A wonderful debut for Luna Joya.” — The Literary Vixen

      

      “Killing Song is the high-octane third paranormal romance in Joya’s Legacy series. Joya holds the reader in her grip with action-packed intrigue and an expertly paced will-they-or-won’t-they. The satisfying ending still leaves plenty of room for the series to continue; readers will be eager to see that it does.” — Publisher’s Weekly

      

      “Heart and Seek is a powerhouse of political intrigue, magical secrets, and sexy characters… For readers who love witches flexing their magical muscle, who drool over an intricate plot, and who believe that a love match should always prevail over a power match – this is it! This is a fabulous read. What will the delightfully devious Luna Joya bring us next?” — InD’tale

      

      “Joya sends out her Legacy series with an enticing fifth paranormal romance, Flash Point, that finds the five Donovan sisters working to defeat the demon Nymvyra once and for all. The emotional friends-to-lovers romance plays out as a tantalizing tug-of-war between Mina and Josh, while the multilayered suspense plot provides satisfying answers to series-long questions. Readers are sure to be pleased.” — Publisher’s Weekly
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      A witch with secrets, her reluctant protector, and a murder to solve. What could possibly go wrong? 

      Delia Donovan has everything under control. Keep her family’s magical secrets hidden? No problem. Rein in her own witchy powers? Easy. Join a clandestine FBI task force to solve a cold case murder? She’s got it covered. But ignoring the intense sexual chemistry she has with the cocky jerk who heads her security detail? Well, that’s another story.

      The last thing Mark Cavan wants on his team is a supernatural Lawyer Barbie who traipses through crime scenes in designer clothes and stilettos. But he needs a magical asset to solve the case, and Delia is the perfect witch for the job.

      He’ll just have to somehow ignore his growing attraction to the infuriating woman. Seems doable…right?

      It’s not long before Mark learns there’s more to Delia than meets the eye—and Delia realizes that falling for Mark would be the easiest—and most complicated—thing she’s ever done.

      But they’ll need to put their feelings on the back burner if they want to catch the murderer…before they become the next victims.

      
        
        GET IT NOW!
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      Magic and family drama sucked Cami in the same as riptides. Sometimes, she could spot them coming on the horizon. Other mornings, like today, they swept her away without warning. Such was life in a legacy witch lineage with all its rules and expectations.

      She pushed through the staff door of the emergency animal hospital and blinked against the blinding Southern California sun after another all-night shift. She scanned her surroundings as she’d done everywhere for the last year, balancing her backpack on her hip so she could fumble through it. Had she forgotten her sunglasses? She jumped at the approaching squeal of tires, her scattered nerves fraying. Her older sister’s Mini Cooper skidded to a halt less than three feet away from where she stood.

      She scrubbed her hand over her face. Why was Delia here? Shouldn’t she be at work? Her courthouse was an hour away in Los Angeles traffic. So why was she here shoving open the passenger door?

      “What the heck, Deals?”

      Delia met her gaze. “Mina’s missing.”

      Just like that–riptide.

      Cami jumped into the car and dumped her bag on the floorboard.

      “More like she’s temporarily lost.” Swinging her sleek blonde ponytail over her shoulder, Delia slammed the car in reverse and shot out of the parking lot. “She slipped unsupervised.”

      Cami sucked in a breath. Their youngest sister’s power was slipping through time. Mina’s body would move in the location as it was today, but her mind traveled to see a different time through another person in the same geographic space. Scenery changes after the psychic impression made for perilous slips. “Where? When?”

      “She toured a historical mansion last night courtesy of a USC alum.” Delia spat the last words.

      “Focus.” They didn’t have time for sibling or college rivalries. “Mina’s slip?”

      “Right.” Delia shifted gears and raced down side streets toward the ocean. “She followed a woman named Sunny Sol out of the mansion. I ran a search on the name. It came back to an actress from the 1920s and ’30s. Mina trailed Sol along the bluffs down to the beach.”

      “The bluffs?” Panic shot through Cami, and her own powers thrummed in response to the strong emotion. Mina had chased an actress from old Hollywood along steep cliffs? Mudslides and falling rocks could’ve easily changed the landscape over the decades. Mina wouldn’t have been able to distinguish the past surroundings from her present ones.

      “Don’t get me started.” Delia switched lanes. She barely squeezed between a bus and a truck.

      Cami grabbed the handle above her head. “We can’t find Mina if you get us killed with your crazy driving.” Her older half-sister might be the ultimate protector, but Delia drove as though her little race car had its own force field.

      “Mina sent a 911 text fifteen minutes ago. Luckily, I was already in Santa Monica interviewing a witness for a trial next week.” Delia slid a look her way. “I knew your ringer would be off so I called her back.”

      Cami spent every hour either at the animal hospital, cramming for board certification, in the ocean, or sleeping. She’d graduated with honors from the top veterinary medicine program in the country last year. Her psychic affinity for communicating with animals helped, but she still had to put in the work. Her vet residency didn’t leave much free time. As a deputy district attorney, Delia understood long hours.

      “I figured I could catch you before you left work.” Delia streaked through a yellow light. “Mina’s phone died before she told me where she was. She forgot to charge it.”

      Typical. Mina could be flighty handling the basics of life.

      Delia swung a hard left onto the downhill ramp for the Pacific Coast Highway, locally known as the PCH. “You’ll have to use your call to find her.”

      No. Cami’s chest tightened. She didn’t tap into her elemental magic, and there was no way she could tell her sisters why. She—the quintessential “good girl” Donovan sister—had broken the first rule of magic. There’d be no coming back if others discovered why she’d really walked away from her element.

      “I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t the only way without spending hours driving up and down the coast hoping to find her.” Delia’s stone-faced glare gave nothing away, but her voice had softened. “You and I don’t know spell craft. There’s only one person who could whip up a locator spell in an instant, and I didn’t think you’d want me to call her.”

      “Ama.” Cami sighed. She couldn’t call Ama. Her mother, a powerful spellcaster, would ask too many questions if she discovered Mina had chased a historical psychic vision alone. Mina didn’t need a one-way ticket to magical mommy guilt trips. It was bad enough Delia knew. “We’re not telling Ama.”

      She fingered the pendant at her neck, similar to the one all four sisters wore. Ama had spelled the charms to warn them of danger. Hopefully, Mina had hers on.

      “She called from the shore. I could hear waves and seagulls.” Delia swerved into the turning lane and pulled into a beachfront parking lot. She stopped the car. “I know you and your element had some kind of a falling out a year ago.”

      Each of the four sisters had a call to an element. Cami’s was water. She could manipulate it, communicate with it, cause damage with it.

      It hadn’t been a simple breakup with her element. She had nearly killed a man with her connection to water. So much for harm none with magic. While she’d gone to the beach daily since then and surrounded herself with its comfort, she hadn’t let herself give in to her power. Not when she’d abused and then refused it.

      But her sister needed her. She swallowed back the fear of what might come if she tapped into that big source again.

      She unbuckled the seatbelt and tugged her stained scrubs off, stripping down to a threadbare graphic T-shirt and undies. She wadded the work clothes into her backpack, slid a pair of shorts on, and switched Crocs for flip flops.

      Delia opened her door.

      Cami stopped her. “Why don’t you keep your couture, ‘dry clean only’ self in the car?” She didn’t want anyone witnessing her return to her element, because what if it all went wrong?

      Delia paused with her hand on the door. “Want some privacy?”

      She bobbed her head, checked her necklace, and climbed out. The ocean breeze snagged her short curls. “Give me five minutes.”

      “Hey, Cams?”

      She ducked into the open car window.

      “If you can’t do this, it’s okay.” Delia unlocked her phone screen. “I’ll keep trying in case Mina finds a way to charge her phone.”

      Cami took a deep breath. “I’ve got it.” If only her voice hadn’t wavered.

      Stepping onto the sand, she slipped off her shoes and strode toward the water’s edge. She wouldn’t risk this but for her sisters.

      While she longed for her elemental magic to soothe and guide her, the very same source could rebuke her for misusing her power. She feared its condemnation. It’d be too much, but Mina needed her help. She leaned down, sweeping her fingers into foam on the wet sand.

      Fighting doubt and worry, she reached for her magic and sent a tentative call to her element. The ocean responded in warm welcome without judgment, and she forced back the urge to tap fully into her power.

      Oh, how she’d missed this.

      She wanted to walk into the waves and savor each precious lap against her skin, to let the water bathe away the fear and darkness she’d carried. The need to link to that tidal power pulled her in, promising absolution she didn’t deserve. She had to focus on Mina before she lost herself to the water’s beckoning homecoming.

      She pushed past the water’s thrum of longing and expectation until her power conjured images of Mina waiting at the water’s edge further north. Cami breathed a sigh of relief and gratitude along the connection.

      “Thank you,” she whispered and said a reluctant goodbye. With a single glance over her shoulder, she hurried back to the car and jumped inside. “Found her. Head north.”

      Delia tore out of the lot and zipped across three lanes of traffic. She smacked the steering wheel with her palms when they got stuck at another red light at the busiest intersection on the PCH in Pacific Palisades.

      Gas stations, grocery stores, and a restaurant jammed together in the precious real estate across the street from the shore. Cami craned her neck to check the signs as they passed through the intersection and accelerated. Corraza’s Restaurant.

      “If Mina has slipped, she’ll be starving.” Each sister’s magic had a price. Mina’s had always been hunger. “We can head back here if they’re open.”

      “I’ll check once we find her.”

      They passed beneath a pedestrian bridge next to a steep set of stairs cut into the bluff.

      “Here,” Cami said. “She’s close by, near the water’s edge.”

      Delia flipped a U-turn in the parking area of a large Spanish-style building with arched entrances and windows below a hexagon-shaped center. “Go. I’ll catch up with you.”

      Cami jumped out of the car and sprinted for the water. Her power called to her, directing her. She hopped the concrete barrier and raced across the sand, searching for her sister. Perched on a rock jetty, Mina stared over the waves.

      Cami called out, relieved when her sister turned with clear eyes, not the dazed obsidian dilation of magic.

      Mina ran a shaky hand through her hair. “You came for me.”

      “Always.” Cami stooped to pick up her sister’s hooded sweatshirt and sandals tossed nearby. She studied the strain in Mina’s eyes, the dark smudges beneath. “Were you out here all night trailing Sunny Sol?”

      Mina took her hoodie and gave a weak smile. “Hazards of slipping. I should’ve known better than to be curious.”

      “When I think of what could’ve happened to you.” Cami slid her eyes closed.

      “I couldn’t resist, and then I got pulled in too deep.”

      She knew all about the overload when magic overwhelmed logic.

      Mina’s lips twisted. “Do you ever want to be normal? No elemental powers? No psychic ability?”

      Cami wanted a lot of things: to stop looking over her shoulder; to have a good man adore her without going crazy stalker abusive on her; to have her hard work correct the bad choices she’d made so she wouldn’t doubt every new one; to not have to worry about their family’s magic.

      She nudged Mina. “Come on. Let’s go save Delia from ruining whatever designer shoes she’s wearing. We spotted a place to eat a mile back. Maybe they’ve got pancakes.”

      Minutes later, Cami half-dragged her younger sister through the glass doors into Corraza’s Restaurant to find a table while Delia parked the car. The swift change from bright sunlight to the darker interior had Cami blinking behind sunglasses she’d borrowed from Delia.

      If only the dimmed lighting and dark glasses could excuse her gawking at the man behind the front podium. All muscles and tanned skin, he looked up from his notes, and his gaze locked on her face.

      The exhaustion of back-to-back shifts must have caught up to her. Or the cost of her magic decided to crash into her as it did for Delia, who’d black out from using too much.

      Cami bit back a groan. She’d drawn so hard on her psychic ability to connect with animals last night and then her elemental magic this morning, she should’ve expected her powers would demand replenishment. Her magic craved fulfillment from a hot guy. This hot guy. She’d probably leaked the desire all over him. She swallowed, shoving down the need as best she could with the powers calling for collection of a debt owed.

      With one hand bracing her sister, Cami tugged her sunglasses into her tangle of curls and blew out a breath. Feeding Mina was top priority. No more sexy daydreams about a handsome guy.

      The fleeting second she’d given in to the fluttering in her belly had been the best part of her week. Time to return to the reality of her witchy family.
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      Sam Corraza’s morning had started off in the crapper. Not literally. Though with the industrial-size garbage disposal dripping underneath the massive kitchen sink, the stench was about the same. No plumbers had been available on short notice, so it’d been up to him to plug the leak. Such was the glamorous life of restaurant ownership, but Corraza’s meant everything to Sam.

      He’d finished minutes before the breakfast rush, praying his patch job would hold until he could get a plumber out. The kitchen had swarmed with activity for hours by the time Sam shrugged a collared button-up over his undershirt. He pushed through the swinging door to the dining area and headed toward the host stand.

      He needed to work out table arrangements for a big group arriving soon. After scratching quick notes, he lifted his head to double-check his counts. That’s when she walked through the sunlight streaming in the front door.

      She had hourglass curves and a riot of chin-length curls in every possible shade of brunette. Her face tipped up toward his. All that wild hair framed strong cheekbones and a pouty bottom lip begging to be kissed.

      When she slid her sunglasses into those curls, he stared even harder. Her eyes. They were enormous pools of molten gold. He’d never seen that color in a woman’s eyes. They couldn’t be real. She blinked, dark lashes fluttering before she glanced toward the tables and then back up at him. Sunlight shifted across her face. Those huge golden eyes were real.

      She checked every face in the room, gripping her keys and gnawing her lower lip. Worry filled those beautiful, tired eyes. What could’ve happened to make her so cautious?

      Seriously, he needed to get a grip. Thinking with the wrong head at the restaurant led to disaster. He glanced to the strikingly similar woman next to her with darker eyes and longer curls. She was pretty, but she didn’t draw him in like the first.

      “Welcome to Corraza’s.” He recited the same welcome he’d given for years.

      “A table for three?” Those golden eyes darted over the crowd. “Something with a little privacy, if you have it?”

      Sam snagged three menus and led her to a booth tucked in the alcove at the end of the bar. Led them both, he corrected himself.

      Golden Eyes waited for the other woman to slide into the same seat of the booth. She angled herself so she faced the front door. Her shorts hugged all the right places and revealed smooth olive skin. A faded graphic shirt stretched across her breasts, screen-printed with the cover of a children’s book.

      “Here are your menus. I’ll be happy to answer any questions you have.” The practiced words rolled off his tongue even as his mind bounced between not staring at her chest and not asking her name.

      A tall blonde slid into the booth opposite Golden Eyes. “Leave us,” the newcomer told him.

      Golden Eyes whispered a harsh word across the table followed by exchanged hot glares with the blonde.

      He took a step back at the nonverbal standoff between the three women. Sisters. Had to be. Only family could rile someone so quickly. What would it have been like to grow up with family so close they didn’t need words to communicate? He’d gotten to know his own siblings pretty well the past five years, but these women must have been tight their whole lives.

      Returning to the rhythm of his job with some distance from Golden Eyes, he sorted out servers and mixed drinks for customers at the bar. He could’ve passed the women off to an employee, but he didn’t. He headed toward the booth with three waters.

      Golden Eyes stood and pushed the other dark-haired woman to go clean up with quiet assurances she’d remember her order.

      “I’ll go with her,” the blonde said. “Same for me.”

      The two women walked around the corner, leaving Golden Eyes alone. Sam settled the glasses on the table with a soft clink.

      “Hi, I’m Sam.”

      “Nice to meet you, Sam.”

      He could swear he’d seen a spark of interest there. “And you as well, um…?” He trailed off, hoping for a name before he slipped up and did something dumb like calling her by her eye color.

      “Cami.”

      “Cami.” He savored the name before tilting his head in the direction the other women had gone. “Sisters?”

      “Were we obvious?” She dipped her chin and lowered her lashes.

      The inference hadn’t been tough with the familiarity, affection, and even the annoyance

      the women showed each other. Sam wiped a spot on the table that wasn’t the least bit dirty. “I haven’t seen you here before.”

      She shook her head, and the curls flew. How could she be so adorable and seductive all at once? His body reacted to her like it did to the ocean when he paddled out on his surfboard, excited to discover what came next with the uncertainty if it’d be a smooth ride or an unexpected thrill.

      “I saw the sign from the road and took a chance.” She waved a hand toward the busy tables. “Looks like I made a good choice.”

      Sam grinned at the double meaning. Sure, he wouldn’t mind if she’d only been talking about him, but Corraza’s was his life’s work. The fact she liked it was all the better.

      He gestured toward her shirt. “The book where the kid got sent to bed without supper for being bad. He becomes king of the monsters, right?”

      She glanced down. “Something like that.”

      “I loved that book as a kid.” He didn’t add how he’d read it every night and wished for the comforting parental love the character found at the end of the book. Sam had grown up without the same and moved on.

      He steered away from the loneliness he’d shared with the characters in the story to focus on the fun part. “Nothing like an ocean escape to wild adventures in your own bedroom.” He hadn’t filtered the thought before saying it out loud. Great. Now she’d think he was a creep.

      She tilted her head, studying him with a half-smile on her pretty pink lips. “How very true.”

      He cleared his throat. “I hope you and your sisters came hungry.”

      She huffed a tiny chuckle. What would her real laugh sound like? Would it be loud or annoying? Maybe quiet or cute?

      “We are always hungry.”

      “I can’t have that.” He crouched down with the pretense he needed the table as a writing surface, but really he wanted to be closer to her. “What will it be?”

      She scooted toward him with the menu. When she ordered enough food to feed six starving lumberjacks who’d been lost in the wilderness for weeks, a piece of his heart melted. He loved when a woman wasn’t bashful about eating. Especially when it came to his food.

      He focused on her order and not the glint of a delicate gold chain sliding at the curve of her neck. “Want a drink? Orange creamsicle mimosa with ice cream is my specialty.”

      “Creamsicle anything sounds divine.” The side of her mouth curved wistfully. Was that a dimple? He’d have to get a real smile from her to know for sure.

      “Divine, huh?” He should stop stalling and get back to the kitchen. “What can I get for your sisters?”

      “Coffee, please. One black. The other with cream, sugar, and cinnamon if you have it.” She paused. “Heavy on the cinnamon.”

      Sam recognized the recipe from surfing trips to Baja. “Brown sugar?”

      She blinked. “How did you know?”

      “Lucky guess.” He caught movement out of the corner of his eye. Her sisters. “A creamsicle mimosa, a black coffee, and a café de olla coming right up.”

      He straightened as her sisters walked toward them. The younger had a playful bounce, the older a regal stroll. Neither moved like Cami’s serious stride.

      Sam put the order in and headed into the kitchen. He grabbed ice cream from the freezer to whip up her specialty mimosa. At least three more orders would come the minute customers watched him bring the drink out. He needed to concentrate on maximizing sales and quality at Corraza’s to keep the business on top. He didn’t have time for a woman in his life. But he’d sure like to make some time for Cami.
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      Cami leaned to get a better view of Sam walking away. Broad shoulders tapered to a slim waist, and the edge of a tattoo peeked from his rolled shirt sleeves. She’d fit right in the cut of muscle at his shoulder. His chocolate eyes shone several shades darker than her own. The way the skin around his eyes crinkled when he smiled mesmerized her. The man even smelled good, like the ocean mixed with rum and bay leaves. She licked her lips.

      “What a cute butt,” Mina chirped.

      Cami jerked, worried she’d been caught gawking. Mina obviously didn’t have any such anxieties. She slid into the seat and beamed.

      Her sisters looked amazing. Cami sniffed her own shirt, wondering if it smelled like sweat or animal stench from the night before. “Did you two invoke one of Ama’s glamor charms in the bathroom?” she teased after checking for people within earshot.

      Mina snickered. “Not all of us have crazy bed head.”

      Cami reached up. The wind this morning had frizzed an already unruly riot of curls sticking out in all the wrong ways. Why had she slept on it damp yesterday? Because she’d been at the clinic all night with no plan to flirt with a handsome man afterward. She’d worn the crumpled Where the Wild Things Are shirt that should’ve been tossed a few dozen washes ago under her scrubs. It bordered on transparent now. She winced at her fashion disaster.

      “Mina, do I need to remind you we both came from work to fix your screw up?” Delia lowered her voice to a whisper for the last words. “She had to use her element to find you.”

      “Good.” Mina crossed her arms. “It was time you were done with your ridiculous vow of magic celibacy or whatever you call it. We’ve already got Delia with her no-powers-unless-absolutely-necessary policy.”

      Cami couldn’t even respond before Delia gave their sister a glacial glare. “Discretion is how we protect the family. Don’t be a brat. Try a little gratitude.”

      “Sorry.” Mina fidgeted with the straw in her water. “It’s not like the rest of us can compare with your rocking the ancient fertility goddess lineage anyway. Wish I’d inherited that from Ama.”

      Ama had passed the Nahualli legacy on to Cami and Mina, like she had their dark hair and severe lack in the height department. Their older half-sisters Ruby and Delia looked like their mother, a tall, blonde from an old witch family but with no viable powers. The dad the siblings shared came from generations of magical Donovan women.

      Delia lifted a shoulder. “Can’t say I’m not a tiny bit jealous to have missed out on that DNA jackpot.”

      Despite what her sisters said, Cami wondered if having the magical mother lode was a curse some days. “Completely your imagination.” She didn’t want to talk about whatever price of her powers she might be emanating subconsciously.

      Mina huffed. “Please, every guy in here can’t stop staring at you.”

      “Shut up.” Delia stretched a hand toward Cami’s. The psychometric flexed her fingers briefly before making contact. Delia could read secrets and memories from connecting with skin or unfamiliar objects. She didn’t touch anyone outside of family if she could avoid it because she never knew what awful surprises she might see. “Can’t you see Cami’s worn out? She needs refueling, but she put you first.”

      Mina’s face crumpled, and she leaned into Cami. The loving connection from both sisters seeped into her, taking the edge off her magic. Her price for magic was more complicated than Mina’s hunger or Delia’s exhaustion. She needed affection, freely given. Sometimes, sleep had to suffice.

      A server brought platters loaded with food and two coffees to the table. Delia snatched her hand back to the safety of her lap, but Mina stayed close by.

      Maybe they could have a quiet breakfast. Not likely with Mina.

      “Our ripped waiter? He’s your type.” Mina drowned her pancakes with syrup and dug in. “Hot, interested, available. Did I mention hot?”

      “I don’t have a type,” Cami said, taking the syrup before Mina used it all. She poured for Delia. One less thing for her sister to touch. “Even if I did, I’m too busy for distractions right now.”

      “All part of your life plan?” Mina mocked.

      “Yes.” The life plan had pulled Cami together after she’d escaped her abusive ex-boyfriend Neil. She might carry the invisible scars of that mistake forever, but she had a successful career and bright future as long as she stuck to the plan.

      “I like the life plan.” Delia wiped her mug and silverware with a spelled cloth from her purse before neatly cutting her pancakes into squares.

      “Her plan is dumb.” Mina shoveled in another mouthful.

      “My plan gets me through.” It kept her away from magical interferences like this. A little while longer and she could crash at her studio apartment for a few hours before work tonight.

      Mina shook her head. “Neil,” she bit out and swore.

      Cami started like a scared rabbit. “Where?” She’d checked the restaurant when they walked in and had steadily scanned the crowd before she’d become preoccupied with Sam. How had she missed the one person she constantly feared running into?

      “He’s not here. I’d have already told him off if he was.” Mina’s jaw clenched.

      “You and me both.” Delia pulled out her phone.

      Mina sipped her coffee. “I meant Neil is the reason for your life plan. You used to be flexible and fun. You rolled with the punches.”

      Cami flinched. Rolled with the punches, indeed. Her family didn’t know the violence Neil had resorted to when she couldn’t be controlled through words alone. “Things didn’t go so well the last time I got off plan.”

      “Not your fault,” Delia said, scrolling through text messages.

      Cami wondered some days. She should’ve seen the signs. Maybe she could’ve avoided Neil altogether. “Still, life’s safer this way.” She was sure of it. She’d stick to the plan. A tattooed, tanned, devilishly handsome guy wasn’t in it.

      Time to change the subject to something else Mina would care about. “The woman in your slip? The one you risked danger to follow? What was she like?”

      Mina picked through the fruit on the side of her plate to eat the blueberries first. “Sunny? Feisty actress in her twenties. She had platinum hair in ringlets, this pouty little Cupid’s bow, and a magnetic smile. Exquisite golden goddess perfection.”

      Cami nodded and tried to focus on Mina. Not on Sam, who’d returned from the kitchen with her mimosa or the way his black hair was shorn short on the sides with longer curls on top. She couldn’t stop staring even as he stood in front of her. The corners of his mouth tipped up. Busted.

      “Can I get you anything else?” His tone implied he was offering more than a drink. She sipped through the straw and knew she should look away from him, but he simply waited there, close enough to touch. His gaze narrowed on her lips before flicking back to her eyes.

      “That looks tasty,” Mina said. She nudged Cami with a knee under the table. Hard.

      Cami ignored the hint, savoring the drink in a luscious mouthful of yum. She hummed in satisfaction. “It’s delicious. Thanks, Sam.”

      “No problem. Everyone doing okay this morning?”

      Cami paused. Rescuing her witchy family and struggling to suppress her own powers? Not exactly an okay kind of morning. Delia’s brow arched, but she had her phone to her ear, listening to messages.

      “Oh, you know, Sam.” Mina drew out his name like she’d learned a secret between them. “Sister fun. Cami loves the ocean.”

      What was her sister doing? Really? Now? When they had just talked about the frizzy mess that was her hair?

      Sam angled toward her. “The beach is the best place to start a morning. Am I right?”

      “I try to go every day.” Blocking her powers, she could be surrounded by the source. Seeking its solace in the weeks and months after she’d gone too far. Let it know she’d made it out even if she couldn’t fully come home to the ocean. “Only a half hour or so after work or before studying. Ow.” Cami stopped and flinched from the swift kick to her foot.

      “She paddleboards in her free time.” Mina sounded like a bad dating ad.

      She wanted to crawl under the table. Sisters. Thank goodness Delia didn’t join in.

      “Cool, I surf most mornings. And I work a lot.” He glanced at Cami. “We have that in common.”

      What else could they find in common? His focus on her didn’t waver, and his steady attention brought a thrill of anticipation.

      “Cami can surf. You any good with a board, Sam?” Mina asked in the long silence.

      “Some days.” He looked back to Cami. “When the waves are right.”

      She almost fanned herself. All the waves between them felt right.

      Delia hung up. “Mina, we gotta go in ten minutes. What’s the deal with Sunny Sol?”

      Cami opened her mouth to say something to her sister about getting so lost in her work she didn’t notice anyone else. But Sam cut in. “Sunny Sol? The actress?”

      Mina’s eyes widened. “You know who she is?”

      “Of course. Her café was about a mile up the road from my restaurant, and the garage where her body was found is now a morbid tourist attraction.”

      Delia tapped a finger against her mug. “Your restaurant?”

      Sam nodded.

      “Sunny Sol had a café?” Cami asked before Delia could interrogate him about his security system or finances.

      “Sure.” He snagged a coffee pitcher from a passing tray and topped off Delia’s mug. “Sunny owned an upscale restaurant too. The building for both is only about a mile away. Arches and a hexagon center. You can’t miss it.”

      She shifted in her seat. They’d U-turned in the parking lot of Sunny Sol’s café earlier. “You know anything else about her?”

      Sam looped his thumbs in his pockets. “They called her the Sunshine Sweetheart. She starred in over a hundred films before her maid found her body in her car.”

      “Mabel.” Mina’s shoulders drooped. “Her maid’s name was Mabel.”

      “That’s right.” Sam stopped to answer a quick question from staff. “A lot of people believed Sunny had been murdered. Maybe by her jealous lover or her abusive ex-husband.”

      Cami swallowed hard. The poor woman. To have not one, but two scary men in her life. Cami had never recovered from Neil and what’d happened between them during their last fight. She lived in dread of him showing up again. “How’d anyone know Sunny’s ex abused her?”

      Sam’s jaw clenched. “Because he was a jerk and a con man. Their fights became legendary in the gossip rags.” It was clear from his tone the violence against the woman sickened him. “Sunny had a run of bad luck. Her fame brought death threats, break-ins, maybe even mobsters. Before her death, the newspapers ran photos of her with a gun and a dog for protection.”

      Cami recoiled. Sunny had tried to fight back, and she’d lost. What were Cami’s chances in her own struggle? Neil had threatened everyone in her family. She hadn’t been able to risk getting a dog for fear he’d use her connection with the animal against her.

      “How do you know all this?” Delia aimed her question at Sam.

      He shrugged one shoulder. “I research local history for my brother’s screenplays.”

      “Any films we’d know?” She’d adopted her prosecutorial interrogation intonation.

      “Deals.” Cami didn’t need Sam to be cross-examined in his own place. She’d wanted to know more about Sunny Sol, but not with Delia quizzing him about his qualifications.

      “Maybe.” He avoided the question and left the bill after Delia requested it. His gaze never left Cami. “You want anything else?”

      To touch the lock of hair that had fallen onto his forehead. To see more of his tattoo. To talk about his surfing. To ask him more about Sunny Sol’s abusive past. She swallowed. “No, but thank you.”

      Someone called to Sam from the kitchen. “Let me know if you change your mind.”

      “We will. We most definitely will.” Mina watched him go. Cami resisted the temptation. Barely. “He was totally flirting with you.”

      Delia tossed money on the table. “Work needs me. I’m heading outside to call the office. Mina, make sure you’ve eaten enough to replenish the you-know-what.” She didn’t talk about magic, especially in public. “Hey, Cami, your new boyfriend didn’t charge for your drink. I left him extra tip. Mina’s right. He’s cute. Great ass.” With those words, she cut through the tables toward the door.

      “Sunny Sol.” Mina dropped her napkin onto her empty plate. “It’s always cool to know I saw a real deal. Creepy, but cool.”

      Cami put her hand over Mina’s as much for her own reassurance as for her sister’s. “I’ll help you research her later if you want.” It’d give her someone to concentrate on other than Sam, and now she felt a connection to the actress.

      “Oh, a murder mystery. We can be the witchy version of Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson.” Mina speared the last strawberry from her sister’s plate.

      “Let’s not. After all the horrifying true crime stories you’ve heard from Delia, you still want to play detective?”

      “It’ll be fun,” Mina dared.

      “No way. Not happening.”

      Sam brought a tray of to-go drink containers to their booth. “I thought you might want this.”

      She thanked him.

      Mina chimed in, “Cami is going to help me find out what happened to Sunny Sol.” She slid from the booth and glided through the crowd, never stopping to check for dangers.

      Sam grinned. “Let me know if you need any help with that.”

      “Uh, sure.” She needed to stop staring. “We really enjoyed breakfast.”

      “Feel free to stop by anytime.”

      She watched him go. She’d always been a sucker for a man with natural swagger like Sam’s. His walk boasted confidence without arrogance, ease in his movements, and comfort in his own skin. That kind of man could handle anything coming his way and not miss one sexy step.

      She only glanced over her shoulder once on her way to the door. Sam caught her gaze and smiled. She slid the sunglasses on and slipped outside before she lost her stitched-together control.

      Vet residency, board certification, family, avoiding her ex, investigating Sunny’s abusive lovers. No sexy surfer in her safe plan. No matter how charming.
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      Cami typed a quick search for information on Sunny Sol’s doomed love life into her phone and held the door so her younger sister could climb into the back of the car.

      Mina stopped with her hand braced against the car’s roof. “Thanks again for coming to get me.”

      “Anytime,” Cami promised, tearing her mind away from the abusive cycle Sunny endured. She could research it later. “Sisters don’t let sisters time slip alone.”

      Mina snorted. “You shouldn’t be going home alone after flirting with Sam.” She drew out his name.

      Cami ignored the comment and buckled the passenger seat belt. She yawned, ready for much needed sleep after work and magic.

      “He was totally into you.” Delia hurtled out of the parking lot.

      “I have over two years of my residency left, a paper to write for publication, board certification tests to pass.” A bad choice with her last boyfriend to get over. “I’ve got lots of things on the list to check off before I flirt with anyone.”

      “Your life plan again,” Mina mocked.

      “The plan to keep my career. Sam isn’t in it.” No gorgeous guys with swagger had made the goal list. However sad that might be.

      “Maybe you should add him.”

      Cami seized on the dreaminess in her younger sister’s voice. “Mina, is there a guy in your life you’re not telling us about?”

      “Why would you think that?” Mina clicked her fingernails on the window.

      “Because you’re not usually a matchmaker,” Delia said, her gaze on the rearview mirror.

      Mina sighed. “Maybe I’ve never met a guy good enough for either of you.”

      “You sure this isn’t about you?” Cami knew her baby sister well enough to suspect that everything eventually came back to her, and right now, she could take sister romance drama over magic messes.

      “Maybe.” Mina pulled a lighter with initials engraved into the silver finish from her shorts pocket. She clutched it in her closed fist. Cami had hit a nerve if Mina needed to cling to an instrument of her own element.

      “Come on, Mina.” Delia headed south toward Santa Monica.

      “We’re just friends.” Mina’s fingers flexed around the lighter.

      Which meant the Zippo wasn’t about her element at all, but about her mystery man. “You should bring him to Ama’s…”

      “No.” Mina’s immediate answer ended any further prodding. She slid the lighter back in her pocket. “It’s complicated.”

      “Fair enough. No more talk about men.” Fine by her. She didn’t want to discuss Sam. Or worse, Neil.

      Delia whipped across two lanes of traffic before their exit. “You at the same animal hospital tonight? You okay getting to work later if I drop you off at your apartment?”

      “Yeah.” She didn’t have the energy to ride her bike back from the vet clinic this morning. “It’s only a couple of miles away. I can walk it.”

      “You’ll Uber it.” Delia’s tone didn’t invite argument as she braked for the red light. “You’re still worried about Neil. For good reason.” She didn’t know the half of it. “And it’s not safe for you to be out walking at night.”

      Delia pulled to a stop by a fire hydrant in front of Cami’s apartment. It was the only parking spot open this close to the ocean. Her older sister eyed the square, squat building with disapproval. “We need to move you some place safer. This dump has no security.”

      “Love you too, Deals.” She got the lecture every time Delia came here.

      Mina slid across and climbed out of the car behind her. “Thank you, Cams.”

      She hugged her sister tight, taking the last bit of comfort from the embrace before Mina

      scrambled back into the Mini and they were gone.

      Fatigue weighing her down, she trudged up the narrow, unlit staircase to the third floor. She had long since stopped trying to avoid the noisy treads. They all creaked and groaned from years of warping. The building super never fixed anything, including the railing that wobbled under her hand.

      She jiggled the key in the lock and undid the extra deadbolt she had installed at her own expense. The door knob stuck. Again. Using her shoulder, she shoved against the door once, twice, three times before it gave way.

      She stumbled inside and twisted the deadbolt, listening for the solid clunk of steel before she flopped onto the futon mattress. Ignoring the groan of protest from the metal frame, she snuggled into quilts spelled by her mother and inhaled the comforting scents of sage and cedar. She should wash off the stink of scared animals, dog vomit, and probably cat pee. Those were her last thoughts before she woke hours later.

      The setting sun cast long, dark shadows down the blocks of shops, restaurants, and bars of downtown Santa Monica by the time she left her apartment for work. Showered and as rested as she got these days, she checked her backpack again. She must’ve lost her sunglasses last night. A paystub, a paid utility bill, and lip balm had gone missing from the same zippered pocket. Maybe she’d ask to switch lockers at work. She swung the backpack over her shoulder and started the trek.

      Less than halfway to the clinic, the charm around her neck flared with warning of nearby danger, and she remembered why she didn’t go out anymore. She picked up the pace, checking faces as she hurried along. Not a single sign of her ex’s tall frame in the last glimmering threads of sunlight.

      She clutched one hand on the amulet and wrapped the other around her phone. The vet clinic was only about a mile away through residential, business, and industrial neighborhoods in the mishmash beach town.

      She squinted to gauge the distance if she stayed on the path carved into patches of light and obscurity by streetlamps flickering to life. Cutting through one of the smaller side streets would be quicker, but should she risk it?

      The necklace burned hot in her fingers. Picking the shortcut in a split-second decision, she dashed between the buildings. She realized too late she’d picked a deserted back alley of parking garages, trash cans, and loading docks.

      A pothole snagged her shoe, and she barely managed to catch herself before tripping to the hard asphalt. Twisting to see what had triggered her charm, frustration mounted. There was nothing, and yet it blazed. Her heart pounded with the old panic setting in. She ran, her feet slapping the pavement.

      The alley seemed to loom even darker and longer. She glanced over her shoulder, and her imagination raced to fill in the blanks of the shadows with the terror she’d known with Neil. Loud laughter and bright neon from the busy intersection ahead beckoned like a lighthouse.

      Suddenly, the amulet chilled to its normal cool metal. She stopped, brushing her hand over the charm to double check. She only felt the carvings and cuts of the insignia. An anomaly. A misfire. Nothing more.

      Embarrassment of how she’d overreacted chased the relief of knowing she’d been safe all along. Rubbing a hand over her flushed neck, she exhaled and ducked into a crowded deli.

      The smell of freshly baked bread filled her senses, and her stomach grumbled. She waited in line for a sandwich, ordering an Uber for the rest of her commute. No need to risk activating the amulet again.

      Four hours later, the tension in her shoulders popped as she shrugged the stethoscope around her neck. She reassured a pet parent whose cat had been stabilized in the ICU before excusing herself to see an emergency patient.

      She flipped through the hastily scribbled admission chart. The notes read: basset hound. Approximate age, five years. Possible intake of poisonous household cleaner. No vomiting. Noted lethargy.

      She pushed into the room. A familiar face greeted her.

      “Sam.” She blinked. His eyes so full of easy confidence and laughter earlier today now filled with worry and surprise.

      “Cami?” He stilled his hands where they’d been stroking a long basset hound on the examination table.

      “Who do we have here?” She rubbed the hound’s head, checking his eyes for dilation, tears, or cloudiness. The dog rewarded her with a slow tail thump.

      “Bogart.” Sam’s words came out rushed. “He stayed today with my sister in an office suite we share above the restaurant. She took him on a walk this afternoon, and he was fine every time I checked on him. But when I went up after closing, the safety lock on the cabinet under the bathroom sink had been broken, and I found drain cleaner spilled all over the floor. His bowl was full. He never skips a meal. He’s lazy, but he always comes to greet me. Tonight, he just lay there.”

      She checked Bogart’s muzzle and mouth. “Nose bleeds? Drooling? I mean more than normal basset hound puddles.”

      “No.”

      She moved further down Bogart’s body. No blistered skin. No reaction to her careful compressions of the swollen belly. “Any digestion problems you know of?”

      Sam shook his head. “My sister or I have been with him on and off throughout the day. We didn’t see anything out of the ordinary.” Sam’s hand skimmed hers where she’d buried her fingers in Bogart’s soft fur and rolls. “Please. I rescued him only six months ago, but I’m telling you this is not his norm.”

      Cami wasn’t prepared for the sensation zipping up her hand to her wrist from his one simple touch. The demands of her magic flared in response to tug at him, and she pushed it down. Bogart needed her.

      She bit her lip. Her elemental power had been the reason behind her breakup with magic, not the psychic bond. The elemental power she and her sisters possessed made up the crazy difference in her witchy family compared to other magical ones, not their psychic skills.

      Asking her abilities for an answer so quickly after using her element would bring a higher toll for her to pay later, but it might save Bogart an unnecessary pumping of his stomach.

      “Temperature?” she asked the vet tech who opened the door.

      “Normal,” he answered before gathering supplies and leaving again.

      Cami plugged the tips of her stethoscope into her ears to block out the world more than anything else. She tugged the diaphragm down Bogart’s torso. The dog’s heart bumped in a steady beat. She pulsed one thread of magic into Bogart, focusing solely on him and not his owner.

      Sorry about the bad touch with the thermometer, Bogie. I can call you Bogie, right?

      The hound lifted his head and raised his eyes to hers. He sent anxiety and discomfort down the line, but no pain.

      “Sam, I’m going to need you to stay calm so Bogart can do the same.” She slipped the stethoscope out of her ears. Kneading Bogart’s belly, she asked, “How did you know Bogart chose you when you adopted him?”

      He rubbed the back of his neck. “My sister Lottie had been nagging me about living alone so I went to an adoption fair. Bogart came right to me. With his sad eyes, I couldn’t leave him there. He was lonely.” The way Sam twisted his last word, Cami wondered if he was only talking about the dog. “He already had a name from my favorite time period. He’s a partially deaf, drooling goofball, but we’re a perfect match. He loves people. I’m sure he would appreciate a visit from a pretty girl.”

      Cami jerked her head, breaking the connection with Bogart for a second. Returning her attention fully to Bogart, she listened for answers to silent questions. “Sam, any strain when Bogart’s out doing his business?”

      Sam’s forehead wrinkled. “No. Although he hasn’t been going as often now you mention it.”

      Cami smoothed a hand down the dog, checking one more time. She pinched a roll of fur, counting the seconds it took to fall into place. “Constipated, Bogart? Because you didn’t lick any of the bad stuff.” The dog whined. “Yeah, buddy. I know you don’t feel good. Some pup’s been indulging in too many treats and not enough water. Let’s get you hydrated.”

      “He’s okay?” Bogart bumped her hand for more petting and crawled to lay his head against her breasts. Sam huffed. “I guess Bogart’s fine if he’s flirting. He beat me to it.”

      Bogart licked her hand. Gah, one charming comment from Sam, and she’d lost her connection. She cleared her throat.

      “Let me take him in the back to see if he’ll drink or if we need to give him fluids. I’ll try a simple medication once you approve the cost. Let’s keep treatment as straightforward as possible. I’d like to order a blood panel to rule out any underlying issues. I can recommend a probiotic and diet to help in the future, and he’ll need a follow-up with his regular vet.”

      “Do you make house calls? Bogart hates the vet, and it’s obvious he adores you.” Sam gestured to where the dog rubbed against her. “Or do you work another night? We can come back and see you?” He blew out a breath. “This has to be the least sexy way ever to meet up with a woman I already wanted to ask on a date.”

      The door opened, cutting off any response she might’ve made. The tech helped her get Bogart into the back for treatment after Sam signed off on the costs and chose to wait rather than leave Bogart behind.

      She didn’t see Sam again for almost two hours. She treated other animals and assisted in a minor surgery in the meantime, but Bogart’s problem had been cured. He was happy, healthy, and ready to go.

      “All right, Bogie. Let’s get you back to Sam.” He’s probably every bit as much of a heartbreaker as you are.

      The basset hound trudged along beside her, his ears swinging low enough to almost skim the floor. She took a deep steadying breath before pushing open the door.

      Sam was asleep on the bench, his head slumped against the wall. Cami sighed and looked down at Bogart. She scratched the rolls of furry flesh at his neck. She needed to focus on the dog and not his handsome owner. Even one who made her catch her breath and forget everything else when he looked at her. She’d never felt a spark like this. It was enticing. And dangerous.

      His tight shirt showed off the tattoo she’d seen edging out his sleeve earlier. There was the curl of another on his left bicep. It was artwork, a tribal pattern with clean lines and curves. She had to stop staring at him.

      She shut the door, and Sam woke. He stretched and rubbed his sleepy eyes. “Sorry. Long day.

      “Bogart is good to go for now.” The dog sagged against her legs. She tapped on the computer to bring up his records. “No more poking and prodding tonight.”

      Sam reached for the leash. “Listen, I didn’t mean to freak you out earlier.”

      “With what?” Rolling a stool up to the screen, she clicked through the blood work results. Bogart had no other issues she could find.

      “However awful the reason I got to see you again, I’m glad I did. I wanted to ask you on a date this morning.”

      She swiveled to face him.

      Sam scratched his jaw. “But the restaurant is my place of business.” He looked around the office. “And now I’m hitting on you in your place of business. Great.”

      Even his awkwardness was charming. “Are you asking me out?”

      He ruffled fingers through his messy hair. “Yeah. I know it’s bad form.” He dipped his head toward Bogart. “And with the most unattractive, uncool timing possible. I swear I’m not usually this weird.” He spoke before she could respond. “What if I helped you look into Sunny Sol? Like your sister talked about earlier.”

      Cami petted Bogart, who bumped against her leg. “How so?”

      He gave a lopsided grin. “I’ve got contacts in the industry. I can get you into private collections to research her. I don’t know if you’d find anything new after this long, but I’m decent at digging through old resources. If you’re interested in a study date.”

      If Cami could learn from Sunny’s history of abusive and controlling relationships, it’d be worth a few hours of research. Especially if it’d prevent her repeating a bad choice, as Sunny apparently had. Plus, it might keep Mina from time slipping alone again on ground subject to rockslides.

      Sam was offering her a chance to figure out who’d killed Sunny. Maybe she could discover if it’d been Sunny’s violent ex catching up with her or something less sinister. With the hot surfer guy who had an adorable dog, no less.

      “You’re on.”
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