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        How much is your soul worth?

      

        

      
        After thinking that they’re hunting a crossroads demon, Frankie and his friends discover that Hecate is in town, and she’s after innocent souls. The gatekeeper of the underworld sends phantoms, who takes the shape of someone from the victim’s past, and torments them until they decide to trade in their soul to end the suffering.

      

        

      
        While trying to find a way to stop the goddess, Evelyn finds herself trapped in an alternate plane, where she witnesses Hecate quietly wreaking havoc of those around her. And the longer she spends in the alternate plane, the weaker she becomes.

      

        

      
        Meanwhile, Frankie is suddenly seeing his late wife, who tries to persuade him to join her in the afterlife so they can spend eternity together.

      

        

      
        As Hecate closes in on the group, Levi is the only one who can see what’s going on. And as the only one without magic of his own, saving his friends might be an impossible task.

      

        

      
        Lured by Magic is the third book in the Lost by Magic series, which serves as the first series in the Art of Magic universe, containing the Coven and the Under the Moon series.

      

        

      
        BOOKS IN THE ART OF MAGIC SHARED UNIVERSE:

      

        

      
        Lost by Magic series

        Book 1: Lost by Magic

        Book 2: Lucky by Magic

        Book 3: Lured by Magic

      

        

      
        Coven series

        Book 1: Harpy

        Book 2: Siren

        Book 3: Valkyrie

        Book 4: Shapeshifter

        Book 5: Sorcerer

        Book 5.5: Witch

        Book 6: Enchantress

        Book 7: Oracle

        Book 8: Trickster

        Book 9: Poltergeist

        Book 9.5: Hex

        Book 10: Witch Hunter

        Book 10.5: Demon

      

        

      
        Under the Moon series

        Book 1: The Full Moon

        Book 2: The Harvest Moon

        Book 3: The Blood Moon

        Book 4: The Crescent Moon

        Book 5: The Blue Moon

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          - TUESDAY, OCTOBER 14, 1924 -

        

      

    

    
      Tommy Rindell finished mopping up the floor in the dining room of Meyer’s Place after closing. He was grateful that Levi had hired him at the restaurant, but it wasn’t Tommy’s favorite job he’d ever had. Still, the money was okay, especially when Levi pulled him from the kitchen when one of the waitresses called in sick.

      Not that that happened often.

      Rolling the mop bucket back into the cleaning closet, Tommy did a once-over in the kitchen to make sure everything was cleaned and ready for the breakfast rush in the morning.

      “Go on and get out of here,” Levi said from behind him. He was counting bills at the bar, but glanced up and smiled at Tommy. “You’ve had a long enough day as it is.”

      Tommy flashed a smile. “You sure?”

      “Positive. Have a good night. See you tomorrow.” Levi turned his attention back to the cash.

      Tommy grabbed his coat from the rack and set out toward the trolley line.

      It was late, but he was usually able to catch the final ride out. Sometimes, if Levi needed extra help after closing, Tommy had to walk all the way home. Even with a quick pace, it still took him about an hour.

      Luckily, today was not one of those days.

      As Tommy got on the trolley and paid the fare, he counted the rest of the cash in his wallet. There wasn’t much, and payday didn’t come until the end of the week. Even if Levi let him out on time the rest of the week, there was no way Tommy would be able to afford to take the trolley every night. Not if he wanted to eat too.

      Ever since his father had passed away from the influenza epidemic the year before, the weight of the household finances fell on Tommy’s shoulders. And he didn’t have much. A modest house on the outskirts of town. His mother had run out on them right before his father became ill, so now it was just Tommy left to take care of everything.

      And there wasn’t any inheritance to speak of. His father could barely rub two pennies together himself. It was one of the reasons Tommy needed to quit school and start working. They needed the money. But after his father went and died on him, Tommy was back to a single-income household. Even though he was a family of one, it still cost a certain amount to maintain his modest lifestyle. An amount that Tommy could barely keep a handle on.

      The trolley dropped him off at the corner of W 26th and Raspberry Streets. His house was only a short walk from there.

      After the trolley pulled away, the darkness of the night truly set in. The city had yet to install streetlights in his developing neighborhood, leaving the few dim houselights the only illumination to guide him. Even the moon was hidden behind the clouds.

      At the crossroads of W 27th and Raspberry, Tommy stared in the direction of the intersection. There was a shadow there, but he couldn’t make out quite what it was. He began to turn to head to his house, but terrifying thoughts filled his mind.

      What if it’s an animal that wants to jump me?

      What if it’s a murderer who wants to kill me?

      What if it’s someone in trouble who could use my help?

      “He-Hello?” he called out nervously. “Is somebody there?”

      The shadow moved again, only this time Tommy’s eyes were blinded as a torch lit up in flames in her hand.

      She wore a dark robe and had a set of skeleton keys hanging from the arm opposite the torch. And she was beautiful, with dark hair framing her porcelain face and eyes that seemed to see right through to his soul.

      “Who are you?” he asked. “And why are you standing in the middle of the road? You’re going to get hit.”

      “Do you need help?” she asked.

      Tommy’s brow furrowed. “Me? I was just walking home. Are you stuck? What’s going on?”

      She smirked. “No, I’m not stuck.”

      “Then why are you in the middle of the street?”

      “It’s the in-between,” she explained. “I assure you, it’s not as dangerous as it seems.”

      Tommy studied her, not sure what to make of her. He considered ignoring her and walking off to his house. But that was rude. He may have been poor, but he was always polite. And what if she wished him harm? Did he really want to lead her right to his meager home? But she was just a woman. Surely, she wasn’t capable of hurting anyone.

      “Come here.” The skeleton keys on her wrist jangled as she raised her arm out toward him, her hand extended in his direction.

      Tommy considered her command. He could just go home and pretend that none of this had happened. She would be gone in the morning. He could forget about it then.

      But a bigger part of him wanted to go to her. Wanted to talk to her. Maybe more. He craved true human connection. And maybe a stranger in the street was just the person to help him with that.

      Hesitantly, he stepped out into the intersection toward the woman. His eyes darted left, then right, looking out for any vehicles that might come racing by in the darkness. None came. The night was eerily still. Like they were frozen in time.

      When he was in front of her, she reached up and stroked his cheek. She tutted her tongue three times. “Aw, I know you’ve been having a hard time lately. So lonely. Struggling to keep your head above water. No one to lean on.”

      “How do you—do I know you?”

      “I knew your father.”

      His eyes grew wide. “You did? How? From where?” A young, attractive woman would’ve certainly come up at some point if his father had crossed paths with her.

      “He was down on his luck not that long ago, either,” she went on. “A dark place. I helped him out.”

      “Helped him out how? He never mentioned you.”

      She smiled. “As he promised he would. Your father and I made a deal. He was desperate and agreed to my terms.”

      “What terms?”

      “I helped him have an easier life in return for payment after he died.”

      “You mean, like—”

      “His soul,” she cut in.

      “You took his soul?”

      She smirked. “It was the term he agreed to. Haven’t you ever wondered how he always managed to have food on the table, even when he was between jobs? Or how he would always get a job offer, right after he quit one?”

      “That was you?” Tommy couldn’t believe it. Was this a dream? He was tired enough to believe that it might be. Maybe he would wake up in the morning with no recollection that any of this happened. Maybe he was imagining it, desperate to have some sort of respite to his tiring life.

      “I’m capable of anything, for the right price,” she went on. “Your father was desperate and I helped him. Now, the question is: are you desperate enough to agree to the same terms?”
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          - WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 15, 1924 -

        

      

    

    
      “So what exactly are we looking for?” Levi asked Evelyn as they came up to the intersection of W 27th Street and Raspberry Street. Night had fallen and the chilly fall breeze blew the crunchy leaves across the dirt road.

      She squinted in the darkness. “I’m not exactly sure. My vision was murky.”

      “So then why are we here?” Frankie asked from her other side.

      “All of my divination readings said that something bad happened at this corner.”

      “Which one?” Levi pointed. “There are four corners here. Were they on the sidewalk?”

      She shook her head. “No. In the street.”

      “How can you tell?” Frankie asked. “It’s so dark. Would it kill them to put in some streetlights?”

      “This far out from town?” Levi commented. “Why would they?”

      Frankie laughed. “Where I come from, this is damn well near the center of town.”

      “Don’t even start with the whole ‘I’m from the future’ bit,” Levi said with a groan.

      “Would you both be quiet?” she snapped. “We’re not going to be able to hear anything if you keep talking.”

      “Evelyn, look around!” Frankie gestured toward the intersection. “There’s nothing here. And unless you have something concrete from your vision to go on, then I think we’re just wasting our time.”

      The oracle wasn’t convinced. “I just have a feeling…”

      Frankie sighed and decided to give her break. He knew very well that nagging magical intuition feeling. He stepped out into the intersection and looked around, trying to find any remnants of the supernatural thread that Evelyn had picked up on.

      The biggest thing that he noticed was that the area felt familiar to him. The newly-built house on the corner was his first sale as a realtor in 1984. How strange it was to see it at its infancy.

      But there was something else. Underneath the familiarity. Something big that was hiding. Subdued. As if someone else didn’t want the enormity of it to be found out.

      “What is it?” Levi asked from beside Frankie. He hadn’t seen him approach in the darkness.

      The witch nodded. “I agree with Evelyn. There’s a supernatural presence here. A dark one, at that.”

      “I told you,” Evelyn said.

      Levi looked between the two of them. “How do you know?”

      “I can feel it,” Frankie said. “The same thing Evelyn’s picking up on.”

      Levi raised his eyebrows. “I don’t feel anything.”

      “That’s because you’re nonmagical,” Frankie explained. “You don’t have the magical intuition the rest of us do. The one that picks up when something is just a bit off. Which is exactly how certain evils operate. They take advantage of the nonmagical who can’t sense magical dangers themselves.”

      “It’s like a sixth-sense,” Evelyn added. “If the power is great enough, sometimes we can sense the magical workings happening around us. Or, in this case, what had previous transpired.”

      “And if they’re really skilled—or if we’re not seeking it out—even we can miss it ourselves.” Frankie looked over at Evelyn. “That’s why I didn’t immediately pick up on it, either.”

      “Okay, so then what exactly are you guys feeling?” Levi asked.

      Both Frankie and Evelyn said nothing, but looked around the dark, quiet, chilly neighborhood.

      Finally, Frankie turned to Evelyn. “Do you think you can get a vision to recall anything that happened here?”

      “I can try, but from what I can tell, there’s something blocking my power.” Still, she crouched to the ground and held her hands out to the dirt road, where the two streets intersected. She closed her eyes and concentrated, sitting quietly for a long time. Then, after several moments of fierce determination, she rose to her feet and shook her head.

      “Nothing?” Frankie asked.

      “I just feel a bad presence,” she explained. “I couldn’t call up a vision.”

      “So does that mean that everything’s fine?” Levi asked.

      Frankie and Evelyn exchanged more looks between them.

      “That’s…not necessarily the case,” Frankie said.

      “Sometimes there’s a magic stronger than mine that is able to block my psychic interferences,” Evelyn said. “Someone is actively trying to hide whatever happened here.”

      “But you got the first vision unprompted,” Levi said. “Back at the restaurant.”

      “That must’ve been before the protections were placed.”

      The trio fell silent as they looked around the darkness.

      “So what do we do next?” Levi asked.

      “We need to start digging,” Frankie said.

      “For clues?”

      He shook his head. “Yes. In the ground.”
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          - WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 10, 1984 -

        

      

    

    
      Eddie McDonald parked on W 27th Street and walked to the front porch of his house, which was on the corner with Raspberry Street. He was exhausted, having worked ten hours at the rail yards doing mostly manual labor. The idea of a cold beer sounded like heaven.

      Although, truth be told, he had been trying to have as little alcohol as possible. It didn’t help his mental state any and, after his wife had left him, he hadn’t been doing so hot.

      Home was no comfort. He and his wife had bought the house as a starter house in their third year of marriage. Eddie had been anxious to get out of the cramped apartment that they lived in downtown. Judy, on the other hand, seemed a little disinterested in the idea of buying a house.

      That should’ve been his first clue that something was wrong in their marriage. Of course, in the moment it was hard to tell.

      Now, a year after they had bought the house together, he was a single homeowner struggling to pay the mortgage. He somehow made it every month, but it was always a close call. At the very least, the small house didn’t seem too big for one person. If they had bought a bigger house with the intention of starting a family, only to be divorced a year later, that would’ve been a bigger sting.

      Not that that was any consolation.

      When Eddie put his weight on the bottom step of the porch, he heard the familiar sound of the wood squeaking. He sighed, telling himself that he’d have to fix that sometime. It was the same thing he’d been telling himself since he and Judy had first looked at the house.

      The problem was, Eddie knew it was a simple fix. The board was too loose. The screws holding it in place were rusty from being in the elements year-after-year. But the idea of doing yet another job after a long day’s work was impossible. And the weekend? Forget it. He needed the full two days to recharge.

      Inside, Eddie tossed his keys on the kitchen table, set his lunch box on top of the fridge, and went to the sink to wash his hands. It was the same routine he had every day. His hands were always filthy from everything he had needed to get into throughout the day.

      As he dried them, the stillness of the empty house nearly swallowed him up. He went to the thermostat and turned up the heat a little, just to hear the furnace running to drown out the silence. He considered the radio, but the last thing he needed was to be screamed at by the hair bands. And talk radio with their annoying DJs and endless commercials was not anything he’d ever consider putting on himself.

      He went to his bedroom and changed his clothes into something cleaner—and more comfortable—then took a seat in his usual chair in the living room. He reached for the newspaper that lay on the floor beside his chair and tried to get into the front page story.

      The only thing he could hear was the ringing in his ears from the silence. The thought of the cold beer in the fridge haunted him. He needed to stop drinking, or else he’d end up a drunk like his father had been. Just because Eddie was divorced didn’t mean he needed to continue the cycle of alcoholism that had been in his family for years.

      Giving up on the paper, Eddie tossed it aside and rose from his chair. The damn board on the front step would at least be a distraction. It would give him something to do before he had to make himself a measly dinner and go to sleep for the night. Yet another mundane routine he performed day-in and day-out.

      In the basement, he gathered the tools he needed, then went out the front door and got to work on the step.

      He tried the electric screwdriver, but the rusted nail broke before he could get it out far enough. Reaching for the crowbar, he pried the step up, relieving the tension and stress in his shoulders from the physical exertion.

      The board came off cleanly. Eddie grabbed his hammer and was about to pound out the rest of the rusted nails, but stopped when he noticed a folded piece of paper tucked into the space beneath the board.

      The page had yellowed with age. Dirt stains and water marks spotted the paper from the rain and the snow, but it was still intact.

      Carefully, Eddie lifted it and unfolded the piece of paper. There was a handwritten letter that was dated October 17, 1924. Almost sixty years ago to the day.

      What was most alarming, however, was that the letter was signed by a man who Eddie knew. The very same realtor who had sold him the house.

      Frankie Walker.
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          - THURSDAY, OCTOBER 16, 1924 -

        

      

    

    
      The good thing about being on the outskirts of the city in the 20s was that the roads were still unpaved. Sure, it was a challenge to dig through the packed dirt, but it was a lot easier than digging through pavement.

      “For the record, I really don’t like the idea of digging up the middle of the road,” Levi told Frankie for the fourth time since they had started digging.

      The witch nodded. “I’m aware. Keep going.”

      “What are we actually looking for?”

      “A talisman or an amulet. Maybe even a hex bag. Something that would disrupt Evelyn’s power.”

      “And you think it’s buried here?” Levi tossed another clump of dirt to the side. They had a small hole dug, although it wasn’t very deep. Maybe only a few inches.

      “Positive,” Frankie said. “This is the source of the disruption. Evelyn and I both felt it last night.”

      After they had left the corner of W 27th Street and Raspberry Street the night before, Frankie had told Levi that he wanted to get an early start the next morning. As in, before the sun came up. They couldn’t risk harming anyone who might drive by with the hole they were digging. Or risk the police being called on them. And Frankie didn’t want to wait any longer to see what was causing the psychic block for Evelyn.

      She had decided to stay back at the speakeasy, where she felt most centered, and
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