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      Because only the dead go there…

      

      Out of the three Fates, Rowena is the wildest. No matter how hard she tries, she can’t seem to stay out of trouble. Now, she is in the biggest fix of all time. She’s lost one of Heaven’s Seers to the Devil, and she needs Randall’s help to find her.

      

      Once upon a time, Rowena pulled Randall Cruz into a supernatural fight to regain her powers. In retaliation, Randall cast a spell that gave him the control she seeks. Except for a few angels, a zombie, and an outrageous pixie, Randall enjoyed his quiet life as owner of the local apothecary before Rowena pushed her way in. Since the day they met, he’s been forced to battle a pirate, give up wearing glasses, and now deal with the Devil. Every day, he braces for what will come next.

      

      An undeniable attraction, a struggle for dominance, and a love to last through the ages comes to life in The Wizard & The Wanton.
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      Yo ho and cauldron of draught. I’ll drink to the Fate that has stolen my heart. Yo ho and a cauldron of draught.

      

      It was a typical New Orleans summer night. The gentle breeze carried with it a hint of honeysuckle and seemed almost cool in comparison to the heat of the day. The crickets and frogs got louder the further she moved into Woldenberg Park, working her way toward the bank of the Mississippi River.

      Her hopes of making it to the water’s edge fled as her knees buckled. The ground came rushing toward her. The thick grass cushioned her fall. Not that it mattered, considering the number of drugs running through her system. She hadn’t been able to feel a thing for over an hour now, except for the burning emptiness gnawing away at her insides. She felt that as clear as a knife slicing through her gut. Rolling over onto her back, she stared up at the patch of bright stars peeking through the treetops. Had it only been two weeks since the last time they spoke? It felt like a lifetime ago. His final words rang in her ears as the last breath of life left her lips.

      Only the dead go there.
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      The horde of naked bodies writhing in the street outside of Cruz Apothecary was Randall's first warning the Devil had come calling. The second clue was the man himself leaning inside the doorway, enjoying the view. Wearing a custom-fit tailor-made black business suit, not a single bead of sweat dared touch his skin even though it was over a hundred degrees outside with one hundred fifty percent humidity. No doubt he was accustomed to much hotter weather, Randall mused as he stared at the leader of Hell's back. Built like a bull, he filled the doorway from the top of his head brushing the entryway to his wide shoulders blocking out the light. Tossing a quick glance over his shoulder, he acknowledged Randall's presence with a nod before going back to watching the show taking place outside.

      It wasn’t his large frame, black hair, or even his luminescent blue eyes, which couldn't possibly be human that gave hint to his identity. Randall gave equally little heed to the dark power radiating throughout the room. No, Randall knew Dheath Angelo for another reason altogether. He owned Randall's soul.

      Shifting his gaze to the window, Randall concentrated on the nearest woman. Her hair was almost the same shade of red as Rowena's, but that’s where the similarities ended. Thank goodness since he was already in danger of sporting a hard-on in the face of evil. Watching the woman's hand move between her legs, seeking relief from the lust that was no doubt raging in her head from Dheath's presence, Randall was fighting to keep his body under control. 

      Clearing his throat, Randall made a valiant attempt at nonchalance.

      "I assume the orgy in the street is your doing."

      "Life becomes very tedious," he said, as if it answered everything. "Not that you'll live long enough to find out," he tacked on, causing Randall's heart to race for a new reason.

      "I take it you’ve come to collect," Randall said, refusing to beat around the bush. It was one thing to be scared and another to be intimidated. Most people might consider the two things the same, but Randall had learned over the years, there was a vast difference between them. Perhaps Dheath legally owned his soul, but in Randall's heart, it belonged to Rowena.

      "I was merely musing over the downside of eternal life, not plotting your lack of it," Dheath said, alleviating his fear today was his final one. "Not yet, anyhow," he added, proving he wouldn’t allow Randall complete peace of mind.

      "If you're not here to poke me in the ass with your pitchfork, then why are you here?" Randall asked.

      Dheath turned his head, giving him his full attention. Randall fought the urge to take a step back. Not a single thing had changed in Dheath's appearance in the fifteen years since Randall last saw him. It was eerie. Randall had been twenty-one when he signed the contract forfeiting his soul. He'd undergone a thousand changes over the passing years. This dark beast hidden under human skin was unmarred by time.

      “I need your help.”

      His words shocked Randall speechless. Luckily, Dheath didn’t seem to need any encouragement to continue. “You’ve recently obtained a new power I find. . .” He paused as if searching for the right word. “ . . . Necessary,” he said after a moment, causing chill bumps to form over Randall’s skin. Not desirable or tempting, but necessary…that couldn’t be good.

      Randall shouldn’t have been surprised he’d know about Rowena. Dheath was someone he chose to think about as little as possible. As it turned out, that was a mistake.

      “I don’t know how to wield it,” Randall said, hoping to buy some time. He really didn’t know how to use Rowena’s powers. Honestly, he only held onto them because he wanted her to have a tie to him she couldn’t break. Was it a shady move? Perhaps, but he wasn’t above it.

      A deep chuckle fell from Dheath’s lips. The sound was more frightening than anything Randall had ever heard before. “You’ve always over thought things, Randall.”

      He shrugged. It was true, he conceded. After all, that’s how he ended up where he was now; talking to the Devil and obviously on the brink of betraying a Fate.

      He’d always been a scientific sort. By that, he meant a nerd. At twenty-one, he’d been well above any other scientist in the world in intelligence. At the end of the day, his power was still as limited as everyone else’s was. That was unacceptable to him. He’d done what anyone in his shoes, with no real belief in the afterlife, would’ve done. He’d summoned the Devil and sold his soul. Funnily enough, once Dheath had appeared before him, he’d realized his terrible mistake. Unfortunately, he was too far in to back down or so he’d thought at the time. Hindsight was twenty-twenty and all that rot.

      “If there’s a simple spell to control the world’s fate, then I have yet to find it.” Randall defiantly held his ground, daring Dheath to call him a liar.

      Dheath snorted. “You don’t need a spell. You realize for a smart man, you’re inordinately stupid?”

      Randall’s hackles rose over the insult. He might be many things. Stupid wasn’t one of them. Dheath waved his hand, cutting off anything Randall might have to say as a retort. This, in the face of things, was probably a good thing. “If you already possess a power, then there are no parlor tricks needed to use it. You need only tell Rowena what to do. She’ll have no choice but to obey you. Just as I am doing now with you,” Dheath said, reminding him of who was really in charge.

      Glancing away from the Devil’s gaze, Randall brooded over the fact Dheath had said Rowena’s name. He forcibly kept his eyes on the hordes of people in the street who were now being hosed down by the police. It was one thing for Dheath to know Randall held her power in his grasp. It was another for him to know her name. Names were power in their world. In some cases, all the Devil needed was one vital piece of information to own someone for eternity.

      “I don’t know where to find her,” Randall admitted.

      “That excuse I will accept since you cannot travel to the heavens. As it happens, she has an appointment today at the coffee shop across the way.”

      Randall focused on the restaurant Dheath pointed out. What sort of appointment did she have? He’d get to see her again, he realized with a spurt of excitement. The gray stone corner building with tables lining its sidewalk became a blur as his thoughts turned to the memory of the last time they’d been together. She’d kissed him and disappeared.

      “What am I supposed to order her to do?”

      At Randall’s question, Dheath threw his head back, roaring with laughter. The ominous sound bounced off the walls of the empty store. The last ounce of hope inside of Randall died. It was official. He was fucked.
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      “What do the cards say?” Rowena asked as she looked right, then left, keeping an eye out for a certain very tall gentleman.

      She’d purposely chosen this outdoor café because it was within sight of Cruz Apothecary. From where she sat, she could see the gold embossed words scrolling across his door.

      Lena made a tsk sound, drawing her attention back to the reason they were there. She couldn’t ask the Seer to read her cards in the Heavens where anyone could see. She felt safe doing so in the mortal realm.

      “It isn’t easy to read the cards of a Fate, Rowena,” Lena confessed, causing Rowena to snort.

      “I know. That’s why I asked both of you to join me. It might take two Seers to be able to tell my future.”

      Years earlier, Lena had been turned immortal due to her extraordinary abilities. She was one of the most powerful Seers in the world. She could see anything about anyone at the turn of the card. It seemed a waste to allow her life to expire in a handful of years when she could be useful to the gods for many centuries to come. The success they experienced with Lena caused Rowena’s sister Selena to add a second immortal Seer to the ranks, Harper Murphy. Harper’s ability was sensory. All she needed was proximity to read people’s feelings and catch their thoughts.

      “As a side note,” Rowena added, wrestling her thoughts back on topic. “I love hearing you call me ‘Rowena.’ Everyone else calls me ‘Mistress Rowena.’” Well, not everyone, she silently confessed. She wasn’t about to say it aloud.

      It was Lena’s turn to snort. Keeping her eyes locked on the cards, she said, “No offense, but the only way I’m calling you ‘Mistress’ is if you’re wearing all leather and I’m bracing to be spanked.”

      “Wonderful!” Rowena cheered. “It’s a date, two weeks from Thursday.”

      Lena’s head shot up. She tucked a pink strand of hair over her ear. She spent a moment searching Rowena’s features as if trying to decide whether she was joking.

      After a moment, a smile broke out over her face. “You’re on.”

      At Lena’s answer, they both threw their heads back laughing while Harper merely smiled almost wistfully. A shadow fell over the table. Rowena’s laughter died instantly when she recognized the shadow’s owner. Randall Cruz had spotted her after all. His tall, trim body had haunted her dreams for months and his intelligent eyes caused her stomach to do a girly flip. Damn, she loved a smart man. Many things faded as time passed. Intelligence only grew. Things that got bigger made her happy.

      In an odd move, snagging her attention, Lena tossed her napkin over the cards as if she feared someone else reading them. Only then did Rowena notice Randall wasn’t alone.
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      Harper had found life rather lacking. Sometimes she wondered if that was the reason she was being punished with an eternity of it. Things hadn’t improved much since, except for no longer needing things such as food or a job. Oddly enough, her daily scramble to survive was the only distraction from an otherwise empty life, or mostly empty. She tried not to think about that. Now, life was a blank canvas she didn’t know how to fill.

      Emotions were muted in the Heavens, a welcome break for her. Today she was having a girl fest with her two favorite ladies. It lightened her mood. Rowena was a bit naughty and Lena was just a mess. They were her favorite kind of disaster waiting to happen.

      Once, when Harper had been a young girl, she’d been trapped outdoors during a tornado. She’d been on her way to go fishing with her grandfather when the heat of the day caused a pop-up storm, catching them off-guard. They’d huddled in a ditch until it passed. Harper had never forgotten the eerie silence that had fallen right before all hell had broken loose.

      That was how she would’ve described the hush that fell over the street when the two men appeared at their table.

      She mentally dismissed the one who belonged to Rowena while her eyes locked on the dark one in the pair. He screamed old money and danger. Neither of those things concerned her in the least. However, the raw sexuality hidden beneath his polished exterior held her captive. She noticed he hadn’t spared a glance for anyone else at the table. Her stomach knotted in response to his bold stare. His hair was as black as a raven’s wing, but his eyes were an incandescent blue. He wasn’t human.

      Lena shot to her feet.

      “I have to go.” Her voice came out sounding strangled. Pushing a facedown card under the edge of Harper’s plate, she added, “This is for you.”

      She shoved another one in Rowena’s direction before cramming the rest of the deck in her purse. She was gone before anyone had time to protest. Wasting no time, the sexy visitor claimed Lena’s seat at Harper’s side.

      Turning to face him, she offered him her hand. “I’m Harper Murphy.”

      He took her hand into his much larger one. “Charmed.” His slight foreign accent rolled down her spine. It was one of her biggest weaknesses. Lowering his mouth, he touched his lips to her knuckles while boldly holding her gaze.

      A day’s worth of stubble grew on his chin. It scratched at her skin. His touch felt hot, but not in an unpleasant way. He lingered a bit longer than necessary. His eyes shined brighter up close. A tingle began at the spot where his lips touched. It shot straight to her core, forcing her to bite back a moan.

      Her lips parted as she struggled for oxygen through the sudden onslaught of desire. His eyes fell closed. He drew in a deep breath as if memorizing her scent.

      “It’s been so long since I’ve tasted a woman as beautiful and as full of light as you.”
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