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Prologue
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Within the walls of his living quarters, Cardinal Randolph stood outside a circle of salt. Inside the geometry laid other symbols, stones, and artifacts. He opened a large Book of Shadows at a specific bookmarked page.  

The red-robed man recited an invocation in Latin. He annunciated each word with intent and purpose. As he repeated the spell, energy in a form of a whirlwind materialized in the middle. 

The Devil of the Damned manifested. “Is the Saint ready?” 

“Not exactly. She wasn’t raised as a servant and I am having difficulty controlling her behavior.” 

“Oh? Then why did you contact me? You failed at your mission, priest. I should-” The Devil of the Damned raised its hand to swat the mortal before it.

Cardinal Randolph pointed to the magic circle. “I think not. Without me, without the Church, you would have no souls, no land... no power. Do you want us to unleash her onto the world?” 

“What sacrifice would please you?” It bowed its head. 

“It’s not a show of loyalty to me that I am after; it’s what I could offer you.” 

“I’m listening.” 

The clergyman paced the outer circle. “The very Saint who took your souls, land, and power.” 

“How? The Church knows about her and protects her.” 

“Does it?” The cardinal stared at the malignant aberration before him. “I have kept the hierarchy uninformed, thus far. She has rebuked the Church and the teachings of God. The Order of the Pure was right about these abominations. I think it’s time to teach our Saint who really is in charge.” 

“And if she dies during the lesson?” 

“Standard reparations apply.” 
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Chapter 1
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When Eavanlee came down stairs into the kitchen, Girard had coffee and breakfast made. She monitored the situation for a few minutes as he gathered different items for a tray. Coffee, orange juice, scrambled eggs, sausage, and toast lined the inner sanctum of a wooden receptacle. 

She knew he was going to serve her breakfast in bed. I did earn it; she smiled to herself. She sauntered into the room. “Should I run upstairs, or may I just sit down and eat with you?” 

He turned to her. “I thought I exhausted you last night.” 

“I have a few surprises still left in me, Mister Algernon.” She behaved like a blushing bride as she sat at the dining table. 

He placed the plates of food in front of her and then kissed the top of her head. “Yes, you do, Missus Algernon.” 

“Anything else happen?” She grabbed a cotton napkin and laid it across her lap. She reached for a knife and fork, serving herself. Next, she settled into eating her feast. “I thought I heard the front door earlier.”

“A courier.” Girard settled into the chair beside her. He filled his empty plate with eggs, sausage, and pink grapefruit from the selections on the table in their respective pans and baskets. He salted and peppered his fried eggs. 

“And?” 

“And the friar came through.” 

“Are you serious?” She knew that Friar Timothy and Girard had exchanged phone numbers at the cardinal’s dinner while she snooped, but she had no idea that he pursued it. She stopped herself from having a one-way conversation with herself. “So, is he really government, hiding in plain sight?”  

“I wouldn’t say that exactly.” 

“What would you say exactly?” She tapped her finger on the table. “I don’t want this to bite us in the ass.” 

“It won’t. I have assurances.”

“Plausible ones?” 

“The best kind.” He gazed at her. “They have given us our future together in good faith. Until something changes, I am content with the way the arrangement is.” 

“What arrangement?” 

“Our paranormal expertise may be called upon someday.”

“And?” 

“That’s it.” 

“Okay.” She relaxed, even though she did not want to do so. Ex-military types, she recalled. Perhaps, he was in suitable company. “I’m satisfied, if you’re satisfied.”

“Nice, because you are looking at an official person born in America named Girard Pierre Algernon.” He showed pride and joy in submitting a document for her perusal naming him a citizen. 

“If I had known that was your middle name...” she teased, touching his hand. “Congratulations, Girard. You are no longer fallen or forgotten.”

He squeezed her hand in response. “Thanks to you.” 

“So, what do we have to do now? Stand in long lines? File stuff with the city, county, and state?” She reclaimed her hand, grabbing her utensil and eating her sausage. 

“None of the above. Not only was I given that birth certificate, I also received a driver’s license, bank account, credit cards... everything.” 

“Everything? Who is this guy? Intel? Interpol?” 

“I didn’t ask. I think we made a wise choice in having his associate officiate our wedding, especially since the honorable friar also included our official marriage certificate, which he submitted to the county clerk. We are husband and wife. Cardinal Richelieu can do nothing about it.” 

“YES!” She held her arms up like she just made a goal. 

“Happy, are we?” 

“If you and I and us are legitimate in every legal sense.” She eased her arms, so she could eat. “Yes, we are. Me, myself, and I, and all the rest of me. Aren’t you?” 

“Feels weird, having a real identity again after so many decades. I could actually go to jail now. Vote. Drive a car.” 

“We’re you hoping for a shallow grave?” 

“I already did that.” 

“True.” 

“Just a normal life. I guess it’s the second time around that you get it right.” He winked at her. 

“No more criminal conduct, then? What will you do with yourself?” She leaned over and kissed his cheek. “And you can also call me your wife in public.” 

“We don’t have to hide our relationship anymore. That is a relief.” 

“How’s the staff taking it?” 

“I think they’ll manage.” He laughed, trying not to choke on his food. “Our worlds have changed since we met. Two years ago, next week, in fact, you visited Saint Louis Cemetery Number One, met me, stalked me, and then proceeded to banish the Devil of the Damned from this land.” 

“Excuse you? Stalked you? Selective memory or creative edits? I seem to remember a balcony incident.” 

“How about: found me?” 

“We found each other. You took a chance on me, Girard.” She sighed, feeling optimistic. “And it all got resolved the way it was supposed to.” 

He expressed the same sentiment. “You took a chance on me too, Evie.” 

“I’m glad you matured from your haunting cemetery phase. That could have been a deal-breaker.” 

“Yeah, I’m glad you stopped moping on Blake and hoped on me. Multiple fiancés at once could have been a deal-breaker.” 

“For me too. I am a one-man woman.” She cracked after consuming her bite. “This breakfast is excellent. Thank you.” 

In that moment, she found peace. She studied Girard as he ate his breakfast. He appeared to be calm, cool, and collected with his life choices. 

What more could a couple ask for?

She admired the obsidian mahogany and gold engagement ring on her finger next to her 14K gold wedding band. He had the emerald cut custom made. The yellow metallic created an ethereal glow around the stone. She was pleased. 

Everything is as it should be.

Her heart delighted in the possibilities, bursting with joy. 

***
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A TERRIBLE RUMBLING disturbed their meal from underneath their feet. The freight train-like loud vibration resounded through the mansion. Items on the walls fell onto the floor. Furniture shifted from their designated spots. 

Eavanlee felt confused. “An earthquake in Louisiana?” 

“C’mon. Move.” Girard grabbed her hand, leading her into the gardens. “Earthquakes happen from time to time. It’s not unheard of, but these structures around here weren’t made to withstand the earth shaking like this.” 

After they stood near the cemetery, the weather became bleak, in addition to the ground turbulence. The wind raged as dust whirled around them. Clouds built above the trees, high and dark. Rain poured down, and in minutes the precipitation turned into hail. 

Girard coaxed her to the mausoleum. Within the concrete walls, she and her husband witnessed a freak thunderstorm damage the garden. Lightning dispersed across the sky in an electrical web as thunder convulsed the foundation. 

“Not an earthquake.” She knew what this was. She recollected from her first visit to the aging plantation. Only one being had the power to rain hell down on them. 

But how? 

She defeated it. 

She did. 

As if her husband knew what she was thinking... “Not a storm.” 

“How is this possible?” 

“Watch yourself. We have company.” Girard pushed the refurbished door halfway in front of him and her as an extra safety precaution for what was going to transpire. The advantage of having this particular vantage point was that no one could see the interior, which appealed to his apparent protective nature. 

The whirlwind transformed into the Devil of the Damned. The demonic apparition floated above the vineyard. It used the storm to
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