
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Scarlett Evans

        

        
        
          Scarlett Evans, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Milissa Price

        

        
          Published by Milissa Price, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SCARLETT EVANS

    

    
      First edition. February 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Milissa Price.

    

    
    
      Written by Milissa Price.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    DEDICATION

For my best friend, Natasha Mae, who taught me how powerful and magical a best friend can truly be.

 

For the women in my family—the strongest, smartest, and most beautiful women I know. You shaped me, challenged me, lifted me when I needed it, and turned love into something fierce.

 

These women are truly magical creatures and made me better simply by existing
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CHAPTER ONE

LEAVE ME ALONE!
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People assume living off the grid means I’m either hiding from the government or fermenting my own kombucha while wearing linen pants and judging them silently.

They’re wrong on both counts.

I live off the grid because people are loud, needy, and terrifyingly convinced that their problems are communal. Everyone wants help. Everyone wants absolution. And everyone seems deeply offended when you don’t want to participate in their personal disaster.

My cabin sits just far enough into the woods to discourage casual visitors and just close enough to town that I can get coffee if I absolutely have to. The road that leads here isn’t paved. It barely qualifies as a road. It’s more like a suggestion the earth once made and then immediately regretted. If you don’t know it’s there, you won’t find it. If you do know it’s there, you’ll still question every decision that led you to this point about halfway in.

This is intentional.

The cabin itself is small, practical, and aggressively unremarkable. One floor. A loft I don’t use because ladders are lies and gravity is patient. A porch that creaks loudly enough to announce unwanted company like an overenthusiastic town crier. Solar panels line the roof like quiet, judgmental sentinels, and a rain barrel squats beside the house like it’s daring someone to comment on it.

No one ever does.

They don’t make it this far.

I like my mornings quiet. No notifications. No news. No voices telling me what I should care about today or why I’m wrong about it. I wake up when my body decides to cooperate, make coffee strong enough to offend polite society, and sit on the porch while the woods do what woods do.

Birds argue loudly over nothing. Leaves shift like they’re sharing secrets. Something large occasionally crashes through the underbrush with the confidence of an animal that has never once had to pay taxes or apologize for existing. It’s peaceful. Predictable. Safe.

I built this life carefully, the way you build a firebreak. Wide enough that nothing spreads. Clean enough that nothing catches. I don’t talk to neighbors because I don’t have any. I don’t go into town unless I need supplies, caffeine, or human interaction in strictly controlled doses.

And I do not, under any circumstances, do favors.

Favors are how things start. I learned that the hard way.

My rules are simple.

Rule one: Stay invisible.

Rule two: Don’t help unless someone is actively dying.

Rule three: If you break rule two, make it look like coincidence.

Rule four: Never do the same thing twice.

Rule four is important.

Magic is a lot like gossip. It spreads fastest when it’s flashy, repetitive, and attached to a story people want to tell at parties. I avoid all three. I don’t throw lightning. I don’t chant in Latin. I don’t glow. I don’t levitate objects unless gravity has already failed first and I’m correcting the universe’s mistake.

Mostly, I don’t do anything at all.

That’s the secret no one tells you about being a witch: the power isn’t the magic.

It’s restraint.

I’ve been called paranoid. Anti-social. Dramatic. A “waste of potential,” which is my personal favorite insult because it assumes I owe the world something just because I can do a thing. I don’t. All I owe myself is peace, quiet, and the ability to finish my coffee without someone trauma-dumping on my porch.

That morning started like any other. Coffee. Porch. The woods humming along like a well-oiled machine that would absolutely kill me if I pissed it off. I had my camera resting on my knee, because even isolation gets boring if you don’t document it.

Photography is my one indulgence. No clients. No deadlines. No gallery shows with wine, bad lighting, and opinions no one asked for. Just me and moments that would otherwise disappear. Light filtering through fog. A fox pausing mid-step. Frost clinging to dead leaves like it’s trying to convince them to come back.

I photograph things that don’t want to be noticed.

I respect that about them.

I lifted the camera when a deer stepped into view, ears twitching, body tense. We watched each other for a long moment, two creatures quietly evaluating threat levels. I didn’t move. It didn’t move. Finally, it decided I wasn’t worth the effort and wandered off.

Story of my life.

I lowered the camera and exhaled, already planning the rest of my day. Shelves to fix. A fence post that had started leaning in a way that suggested future betrayal. Bread dough rising inside that would demand my attention in exactly forty minutes.

Everything was under control.

That should have been my first warning.

I felt it before I heard it — a subtle tug at the edges of the world, like static crawling across my skin before a storm. Magic doesn’t announce itself. It shifts. The air thickens. The woods lean in. I frowned and scanned the tree line.

Nothing.

No voices. No movement. No obvious reason for my nerves to spike like I’d just licked a battery. Still, the feeling lingered, prickling under my skin.

Close, my instincts whispered.

I stood, camera forgotten, and listened harder.

That’s when I heard it.

A sound that did not belong.

Not wind. Not animal. Not the steady, indifferent noise of nature minding its own damn business.

A scream.

High. Sharp. Human.

I froze.

Rule two echoed in my head, loud and inconvenient.

Don’t help unless someone is actively dying.

People scream for lots of reasons. Fear. Panic. Drama. A spider in the bathtub. None of those are my problem. None of those justify involvement.

I waited.

The scream came again — shorter this time, cut off abruptly, like someone had slapped a hand over a mouth.
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