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      New Orleans—July 1985

      “Stalking after midnight.” I peered out the window of my apartment in the French Quarter. “It is the only way to end this creature’s life.”

      The scent of the Mississippi wafted over New Orleans, picking up a hint of pralines and bourbon, andouille with just a tinge of sewage.

      Mon Dieu, I loved it here.

      Many people of Haitian descent, like me, had settled in New Orleans after the revolution at the turn of the nineteenth century, another group came in the sixties during the rule of “Papa Doc” Duvalier, bringing their food, their music, their language.

      “Manman.” David sighed, exasperated. “Do you think I haven’t tried? A soucouyant appears as a harmless old woman by day.” He threw out his arms to indicate the city and all its inhabitants. “You can’t spit without hitting a harmless old woman.”

      My beautiful, beautiful son, who as a child so resembled his blue-eyed, flaxen-haired father I’d been mistaken for his jounou, his nanny, more often than not, had a point. July in New Orleans was not peak tourist season, which meant most of those on the streets were locals who had no choice but to walk through air thick enough to cause a sweat merely by an attempt to breathe it.

      “She shape-shifts into her fiery demon form at night,” my son continued.

      “I am well aware of what a soucouyant is.”

      I had been a voodoo queen for over half my life, but I began to hunt evil long before that. I learned from the best in the business.

      “Then you know how difficult this hunt has been.”

      I had followed the reports in the news—an increasing number of unexplained deaths, strange bruises, anemia. Nothing to alarm anyone unduly, unless you’d been alarmed by this before—and killed the creature responsible.

      David had been hunting in and around New Orleans for a month, and he was frustrated. His overly long hair—who had time for a haircut with monsters on the loose?—had been yanked and ruffled. In those strands I’d once slicked back so that I could press kisses across his brow, I now saw threads of silver. Would his father’s hair have turned the same glittering shade?

      “Manman?”

      I dragged myself back from thoughts that would lead nowhere but into a past I needed to leave where it was.

      David shifted his weight—right foot, left foot—anxious to leave, though it was too early, too bright. But time marched on, and light faded fast.

      “Yes, petit mwen, why do you think I am here?”

      As much as I loved this city, I had things to do at home. Spells to cast, potions to brew, gris-gris to make. You know, those activities that paid the bills? Despite the necessity of hunting monsters, it paid in nothing beyond satisfaction.

      Voodoo could be quite lucrative if you were good at it. I was accomplished enough to own a home in Haiti and an apartment in New Orleans. As New Orleans was the most haunted city in America, either me or my son stayed there too often to offer it as an Airbnb. This atmosphere conjured ghosts; the atmosphere seemed to conjure just about everything.

      “You’re sixty-two,” David said. “Why are you here?”

      My eyes—a much darker blue than my son’s—narrowed. “I am not so old that I’ve forgotten the last time I hunted and killed a soucouyant.”

      “In Haiti.”

      “Where harmless old women are even more plentiful.” And it had taken me quite a bit of time and effort to figure out which one was sucking the blood of the innocent.

      “You can go home.” He inched closer, the better to sear me with his sincere gaze. “I’ve called for help.”

      “How do you call for help hunting a shape-shifting vampire?” I spread my hands. “Dial 1-800-MONSTER?”

      David sighed again. I could be a trial. “Remember when I was in Nunavut?” At my frown he elaborated. “Baffin Island.”

      My son earned his livelihood as a freelance journalist. Little did any of his employers know the stories they vied to publish were unearthed on the back end of a demon hunt. Kill the fiend, then write a story about something in the area that could be sold to a news outlet, thus alibiing why you were there in the first place. David was almost as good at explaining things away as his father had been.

      “Canada,” I said. “The adlet. You scared the hell out of me!”

      He was supposed to check in; he had not. I’d scried for his location, hadn’t been able to find him. I’d panicked. Not that it had done me any damn good.

      An adlet was an Inuit creature—part human, part dog. Covered in wiry red fur with brilliant yellow eyes, they were vicious, merciless killers happy to attack anything that crossed their path. For an adlet, the blood of the freshly massacred was a delicacy.

      “Adlets travel in packs. As this one did not, I had prepared for an ordinary werewolf.”

      When silver pierced an “ordinary”—how’s that for a misnomer?—werewolf, you got a lovely kaboom followed by an exquisite tower of flame.

      “I didn’t know that killing an adlet required silver and flame, at the same time. Not an easy combination in a place where the sea ice doesn’t break until the end of July.”

      “If you’d called in when you were supposed to, I could have told you that.” Or at least discovered it.

      I had built an extensive library with information on supernatural species in every culture since, as a member of the French Resistance, I’d been tasked with uncovering what was going on in a castle in the Black Forest. Chaos ensued, and I ended up in the laboratory/dungeon. David’s father saved me from my fate, but the experience opened my eyes to not only the escaped Nazi werewolf army Hitler had requested from Mengele—yes, that Mengele—but other creatures that had preyed, and continued to prey, on humans.

      “I didn’t know what it was,” he said slowly, and my teeth ground together.

      Lately he’d been treating me as if I hadn’t been killing evil beings for over forty years. Certainly I’d slowed down physically, but mentally I was still all there, and magically . . . well, I could turn him into a toad if I felt like it.

      “The adlet had gone to the village and killed on its own, leaving the pack behind.”

      “A rogue.”

      He shrugged. “I killed it. End of story.”

      “Not the end of the story. Once you decided the adlet was, in fact, not a mere werewolf, how did you learn what to do if you were so far away from a phone you could not call your mother?”

      I sounded like an old hen. I knew it, but I couldn’t stop it. He might be forty years old, my son, but he would always be my bebe. My only bebe.

      “On Baffin Island, I met a woman.”

      My ears perked up. My son had never mentioned a woman in all the years he had been mentioning anything. I knew he’d had them, but never for long and never had he brought one home.

      Since the night he’d followed me up Pic Macaya, the second largest peak in all of Haiti, and watched me spray the bouki, a hyena shifter that had originated in Senegal and been brought to the island with the slaves, with silver machine gun bullets until it lay in pieces, then helped me throw the regenerating bits over the peak in every direction, my son had been a hunter. Tall like his father, solid like me, David Laguerre became the perfect hunting-killing machine at fifteen.

      For a while I’d felt guilty. If only he hadn’t seen, if only he didn’t know. But he had, and he did, and how could I deny to him the satisfaction I felt every time I removed an evil creature from the earth? Certainly, I had tried; obviously, I had failed.

      “I tracked the adlet across a barren stretch of tundra; I shot it with silver bullets, trying to end it before it reached its pack, and they all came for me.”

      Even though the July air in New Orleans was hot enough to scald the lungs, I wrapped my arms around myself and shivered. “And then?”

      “They came for me.”

      My fingers clenched as I thought about what my life would be like if he had never come home.

      “Out of nowhere, this woman appeared. She tossed me a rifle and shouted ‘mow ’em down.’ Who was I to argue? Those bullets . . .” He shook his head, amazed. “They trailed flame through the night, and when they hit their targets, it was beautiful.”

      I could imagine.

      “When it was done, and they were ashes blowing away on a very cold wind, she handed me a card and said, ‘If you ever need help, give us a ring.’” Someone knocked, and David strode past. “They’re called the Jager-Suchers.”

      “Merde!” I said an instant before he opened the door.

      Edward Mandenauer stood blinking at my son—our son. Even though Edward’s hair had begun to thin, and it had more silver than gold these days, his eyes were still ice blue, his eyebrows overgrown and expressive, his tall, thin body hard and wiry. The bullet bandolier was new, but it suited him, as did the pistols at his hips, the knife strapped to his thigh, and the rifle he rested against one shoulder.

      But the resemblance was marked and irrefutable.

      “I—” David began. “You—” He turned to me. “Manman?”

      “Renée?” Edward stepped into the apartment and slammed the door. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      I’d meant to, really I had.

      “Did you ever try to find a German double agent in the middle of a war? Not as easy as it sounds.”

      Edward frowned. “That would not be easy at all.”

      Edward had never been any good with sarcasm or levity. He was literal. Always. If I’d found him, if we’d stayed together, I probably would have killed him by now.

      My son stared at me as if he wanted to do the same. “You told me my father was dead.”

      All my words stuck in my throat. What did one say to a forty-year-old son when he discovered his papa wasn’t dead after all?

      “I believe I said he was gone.”

      David turned to Edward. “Explain.”

      The way he snapped out one word orders was so like his father. And comparisons become tedious, but sometimes they were all I’d had to keep me going without him.

      “I am Edward Mandenauer.” Edward lowered his head in a mini-bow, which in the past would have been followed by a Nazi-like click of the heels—one must keep up appearances. Instead his hand shot out, a stilted, seldom used movement. Edward’s world did not allow for many handshakes.

      When David ignored the gesture, Edward’s arm fell to his side.

      “My office said I was to help a David Laguerre.” Edward cast me another disappointed glance. “I never knew your last name.”

      “Jesus, Manman!”

      My cover had been as Sister Renée. The Nazis had loved to send Catholics to the camps along with the Rom, the homosexuals, the Jews—pretty much anyone they felt was too different. Edward had known I wasn’t a nun, but there’d been no need for him to learn my last name in the few short hours we had worked together.

      “Watch your tone, young man.”

      “You aren’t my—” David began, then waved a hand between the two of them. “Well, you’re obviously my father, but you’re not my father.”

      Edward’s brow creased and before he could dispute the statement I jumped in. “It was a war, David. Things happened.”

      “Obviously I happened.”

      “You were the best part of the war, mon chéri.”

      “I would have liked to have had a ‘best part of the war,’” Edward muttered. “For me, the war was all of the worst.”

      I wanted to ask “what about me?” but that would be pathetic.

      Edward cast a glance toward the window, beyond which the sky grew dark. “This conversation requires more time than we have. You called me to help with a soucouyant.”

      “I didn’t call you,” David said.

      “Nevertheless, it is me that you have gotten.”

      “Where’s Geneviève?”

      “Dead.”

      I glanced at my son; he seemed shocked and considering Geneviève’s occupation he shouldn’t be. Then again, his experience with hunters until now had been me—still alive, thank you very much—and her. My son and I . . . we worked alone.

      “What—” David’s voice broke; he cleared his throat and tried again. “What happened?”

      “Yee naaldlooshii.”

      “With it, he goes on all fours,” David said. “Skinwalker, a Navajo witch.”

      “And shape-shifter.”

      “Werewolf?” David asked.

      “Sometimes,” Edward answered cryptically. “At any rate, I have had to go into the field more since we lost Geneviève.”

      “Aren’t you a little old to be hunting vampires?”

      Edward’s spine stiffened as if a bayonet had poked his butt. “I am the leader of the Jager-Suchers. I have hunted things
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