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  Chapter 1
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I interlaced my fingers with Connor’s as we followed the guided tour toward the LaLaurie mansion. Our tour guide was clueless, but he was friendly. His stories were half-baked, overly rehearsed, and based on a mixture of history, warped legends, and so-called encounters with the ghosts who haunted the French Quarter. 
I knew more about Delphine LaLaurie than the guide. Tommy Tour Guide was a nice enough fellow. He had a flare for the dramatic. He told us about how Delphine LaLaurie used to kidnap, torture, and murder slaves during the antebellum era. She was a genuine piece of work. Cain encountered her ghost several months back.
Cain was the lead psychiatrist at the Vilokan Asylum for the Magically and Mentally Deranged. He was the first murderer of biblical fame, and also the first werewolf. That was the “curse” he received as punishment for his crime. 
Cain endured centuries as a werewolf, coming to grips with the villainy of both his past and present. As long as I’d known him, he was a great guy. He helped supernaturals who also had psychological issues, no matter if they were mystical or medical in origin. 
He also sacrificed his life three weeks earlier to save his infant son.
Long story short. The vampire King, Corbin, was in love with me. He bound himself to the form of Lucifer and subdued the devil in his dragon-like form. Corbin became the new devil himself. The Witch of Endor, Cain’s long-time nemesis, had served the devil and didn’t realize that the devil she served had changed identities. To take human form, again, Corbin needed a human vessel—one born of a son of Adam, one resilient enough to contain his infernal majesty. In en effort to stop the devil, Cain gathered all six infernal flames that channeled the devil’s influence on the earth. He thought it was the way to stop the witch, but he played right into her hand. The Witch of Endor stole a bit of that combined flame and intended to ignite the devil’s incarnate presence in Cain’s son. Cain gave his life to save his son and destroy the witch.
After walking the earth for seven thousand years, Cain was gone. He left Rutherford, his wife, and baby Byron behind. They had a new apartment in Vilokan. More than once, Rutherford insisted that Cain’s ghost was there. Byron could see him. He cooed at his father in a way he didn’t respond to anyone else. I’d have dismissed it as the desperate wishes of a grieving widow if it wasn’t for the fact that I sensed something, too. Cassidy, a werewolf in Cain’s pack who was also an accomplished necromancer, believed she could bring him back—but only if Cain’s spirit was available, and willing.
I’d met with Alexandra, Selene, and the rest of the coven more than once in an attempt to contact Cain’s spirit, but to no avail.
I would have let it be, but Rutherford insisted—Cain was still out there. She sensed his presence, and she believed he was trying to get her attention. We’d done a seance at Rutherford’s new apartment, but the results were the same.
So, Connor suggested we give a ghost tour a try. I was skeptical. The tour didn’t even enter most of the supposed haunted locations. The LaLaurie mansion was only one stop. Our particular tour also took us past my house—Casa do Diabo. I had to bite my tongue as the tour guide told the tale of Alberto Do Leonne, his brother-in-law Ramon, and the rumors that Ramon had become a vampire and buried the dismembered bodies of his victims beneath the lime tree out back. The tour guide’s tale was shockingly accurate. So much so that it elicited a few incredulous chuckles from our fellow tourists. 
“Vampires?” one tourist whispered to another. “What a joke.”
If they only knew...
I was tempted to break away from the tour and head straight into the house. A flash of the fangs would have given them a good scare. I resisted the urge. Our house was shrouded in legends—fantastical enough that very few believed they were true, but frightening enough that no one dared investigate further.
I raised my hand.
Tommy acknowledged me.
“Sorry, but does anyone live in that house today?”
“There are several women, I’m told, who live there.” Tommy’s countenance shifted. He went from “informative tour guide” to a wide-eyed purveyor of scary tales. “They only come out at night.”
Dun dun dun! The imagined sound of a pipe organ echoed in my mind. 
I bit my lip, trying to hold back a laugh. I’d never taken one of these tours before, but screwing with the guy was deviously enjoyable. “It’s night right now. What do you say we hang out and see for ourselves?”
Tommy laughed. “Chances are that the women who live in the place are as normal as your or I.”
I had to clasp my hand over my mouth to prevent myself from laughing out loud. “Chances are?” 
“I can’t say for sure, can you? No matter, I don’t think they’d tolerate our bi-weekly tours if they thought we were stalking them.”
“They might come out for a bite!” Connor piped up.
The rest of the tour laughed.
“They very well might!” Tommy smiled. I was waiting for him to lift his pinky finger to his mouth, Dr. Evil style. He didn’t do it. How disappointing.
I elbowed Connor in the ribs. He snickered.
I raised my hand again.
“Yes, miss?”
“I’m just curious. Are there any ghost stories of the recently deceased? Why are all the stories we’ve heard of spirits who died decades ago?”
Tommy tilted his head and pinched his chin. “I suppose those are the only incidents with enough witnesses that we have the stories to share. It’s kind of funny. When people tell us they’ve seen a ghost, we question their sanity. When we hear old stories about dead people who supposedly saw dead people before they died, they intrigue us.”
“Have you ever seen a ghost yourself?” I asked.
Tommy cleared his throat. “Not many of the ghosts in these stories. But I’ve seen ghosts. I see them all the time.”
I raised an eyebrow. “All the time?”
Tommy nodded. “It’s a gift. Maybe a curse. But yes, I see them all the time.”
Connor and I exchanged glances. I wasn’t sure if Tommy was just doing his job or was dead serious—no pun intended. Sending chills up the tourists’ spines was what they paid him to do.
We finished the tour, saw a few more sites, heard several creepy tales, most of which I imagined Tommy embellished for dramatic effect, even if a kernel of truth inspired each story. After the tour, I handed Tommy a ten-dollar bill as a tip.
He grabbed my arm. “What’s your name?”
I snorted. “I’m Hailey, why?”
“Do you know there’s a spirit following you?”
I cleared my throat. “Excuse me?”
“I can see spirits constantly,” Tommy said. “I’m not trying to scare you. Some spirits haunt buildings. Others haunt people. You have what might be called a familiar.”
Connor chuckled. “A familiar? Are you serious? Sounds to me like we gave you a little money and now you’re fishing to scam us out of more.”
Connor’s accusation did not phase Tommy. He looked as serious as a C-SPAN reporter. “I can’t tell you much more than that. He’s an older man. His clothing isn’t particularly out of date.”
“A family member, perhaps?” Connor rolled his eyes.
Tommy shook his head. “I cannot say for sure. It’s difficult to tell. Ghosts don’t often present with much color, but he appears to be a Black man in khakis.”
I gulped. “Did you say khakis?”
Tommy nodded. “Right. Does that mean something to you?”
I rubbed my brow. “It does. I’m sorry, Tommy. I know you probably have another tour.”
“Nope, you’re my last tour of the night.”
I sighed. “How much would it take if I could bring you with me somewhere? I’d like to try to contact this spirit. It might be very important.”
Tommy chuckled nervously. “I don’t know, miss. Hailey, was it?”
“That’s right. I’ll make it worth your while.”
Connor cleared his throat. He still wasn’t a believer. He thought I was playing into a con artist’s hand. 
“Hailey, I appreciate the offer, but that’s really beyond what I do. I see spirits, but I don’t speak to them.”
I pulled a hundred dollar bill out of my pocket. “How much would it take to convince you to try?”
“More than that!”
Connor coughed into his fist. “Rip off!”  
I pulled another Benjamin Franklin. “Are we talking, yet?”
Tommy took the money. “You have an hour.”
I handed him a third hundred-dollar bill. “Just in case I need three.”
Tommy chuckled. “For a hundred bucks an hour, you can have me as long as you’d like.”
I smirked. “You don’t mean that.”
Connor sighed. “I think he does.”  
“Within reason, of course. Where are we going?”
I pulled out my phone and texted Alexandra and the other witches. It was short notice, but this was a rare opportunity. I called Annabelle and asked her to send Rutherford.
“We’re not seriously going to take him to your place, are we?” Connor asked.
I laughed. “I don’t want the poor guy to piss himself.”
“What do you mean?” Tommy asked.
I grinned, flashing just a little fang. “I live in Casa do Diabo.”
Tommy gulped. “No, you can’t be... those are just stories. You aren’t a vampire. Vampires aren’t real.”
I laughed. “We’re real, alright. But don’t worry, you’re off limits. We need your abilities and I’m full. The last tour guide wasn’t so lucky.”
Tommy’s eyes widened and he gasped.
“I’m screwing with you, dude. I have to feed, yes, but I’ve never killed anyone. Not on purpose, anyway.”  
“Don’t worry,” Connor said. “These vamps are good people. They only bite the willing and the inebriated.”
Tommy tilted his head. “How weird. What’s even stranger is that I’m not running away in terror.”
I shrugged. “Well, I already paid you. That would just be rude! Besides, I have you in my allure.”
“Your allure?” Tommy asked.
Connor chuckled. “You have a lot to learn about what really lurks in the shadows of our magnificent city, buddy.”
“Are you a—“
“Oh, heavens no. I’m nothing so frightening as a vampire. I’m a wolf shifter.”
Tommy rubbed his forehead. He was a handsome guy, all things considered. He wasn’t too tall, just shy of six feet. He was also skinny. His arms were a few inches longer than appeared natural. They dangled from his shoulders, swaying to and fro, as if he barely had control over them. The way he carried himself was awkward, but in a cute and endearing way. A dark stubble, rough like sandpaper, covered the lower half of his face and neck. He had high cheekbones and full lips. His hair was dark, parted in the center, and cascaded down either side of his face like two rivers of chocolate meeting his shoulders. His eyes were round, dark, and fit his face well.
Yeah, Tommy was a handsome fellow, but I wasn’t attracted to him. My heart belonged to Connor. If he shaved his stubble a little closer to the neck, Tommy was the sort who would make a good meal under other circumstances.
Sweat beaded up on the back of Tommy’s neck. I could smell it. I was a predator, after all. Human fear smells a lot like barbecue. 
Tommy took a deep breath and exhaled. “Did you say you’re a wolf shifter?”
Connor nodded. “I know, it’s a lot to get your head around. For a guy who sees ghosts on the regular, though, you surely aren’t too shocked to learn that you’re not the only supernatural weirdo out there.”
Tommy snorted. “I’m not supernatural. I’m just gifted.”
I giggled. “We could all say the same. Seeing ghosts isn’t natural. If it’s not supernatural, what else could it be?”
Tommy tilted his head. “I see your point.”
“Is the ghost you saw before still following me?”
Tommy nodded. “A second ghost has joined him.”
“A second ghost, you say?” I raised an eyebrow.
“He’s shrouded in a dark robe. I can’t say much more about him.”
“Who do you think he might be, Hailey?”
I sighed. “I don’t know. Perhaps it’s one of Cain’s old patients.”
“Who is Cain?” Tommy asked.
“Long story!” Connor and I replied in unison.
I grinned. “We’ll explain later. We’re going to see some friends of mine. They’re witches, by the way.”
“Witches?”
I nodded. “I’m one, too, you know.”
“A vampire and a witch? Good lord...”
I laughed. “They’re good people, but if this ghost in khakis is who we think he is, we’ve been trying to contact him for some time.”
“Was he a friend of yours?” Tommy asked.
I nodded. “You could say that.”
I texted Mercy as we made our way to Alexandra’s apartment—the new “headquarters” for her coven. As a witch, Mercy could help with the seance. Mercy replied quickly and said she’d join us.
“Mercy is coming,” I told Connor.
“Goodie!” Connor said. “The more the merrier.”
“Did you say Mercy?” Tommy laughed nervously. “That’s not a common name. You’re not talking about Mercy Brown, are you?”
I smiled widely. “Of course I am. Let me guess, she’s featured in some of the stories you like to tell your tourists.”
Tommy gulped. “Yeah, a few of them. Is it true that she’s heartless?”
“Not literally,” I said. “Not anymore, at least. There was a time when she didn’t have a heart, but she got a new one. Or she got her old one back. I’m not really sure. Either way, she’s not as scary as your stories probably make her out to be.”
Connor laughed. “She’s scarier.”
Tommy’s eyes shifted back and forth.
I waved my hand through the air. “She’s harmless. Well, most of the time. She won’t hurt you. You have my word.”
“Just think,” Connor said. “Your tours will be a lot more authentic after tonight.”
Tommy chuckled. “My brain is telling me to turn tail and run. For some reason, I can’t. Your allure, again?”
I nodded. “Yup. Cool, right? I can make most boys do pretty much whatever I want.”
“It’s true,” Connor said. “She has me wrapped around her little finger.”
I shrugged. “That’s not because of my allure, baby. It’s because you can’t get enough of this!”
“It’s true!” Connor laughed.
Tommy bit his lip. “Your ghost can hear you. He’s laughing.”
I smiled. “Can you ask him if he’s really Cain?”
Tommy looked past me, then he nodded. “I can’t hear him. I can only see him. But he is nodding his head.”
I clapped my hands. “That’s fantastic. Cain, if you can hear me, don’t go anywhere. Stick with us.”
“He’s smiling. I think he intends to follow us wherever it is we’re going.”
“Thanks, Tommy! You’re a gem.”
“You’re welcome. I think. Better a gem than dinner.”






  
  Chapter 2
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Tommy followed us to Alexandra’s apartment. He never fell more than a few paces behind. My allure was like that. Once I had a man enthralled, he was a like a puppy at my heel until I either fed from him or released him. I had no intention of biting Tommy, of course. He was special and gave us the first real chance we had of speaking to Cain’s ghost. There was still a lot we didn’t know about how he defeated the Witch of Endor, or what he’d done to send Corbin back to hell. Rutherford still hoped that Cassidy might resurrect him. I didn’t have an opinion on that matter but given that Cassidy’s attempts to do that so far had failed I could only assume that Cain refused to come back. 
That wasn’t all that strange on the surface. Cain was seven thousand years old. Who could blame him if he’d grown weary of life? By his own admission, though, he was the happiest he’d been in his entire life. He and Rutherford had a new baby. With the Witch of Endor dead, he was finally in a place to raise his son without worry.
There was a reason Cain was wandering around as a ghost. If he was following me, he was trying to tell me something. I was with him when he collected the six infernal flames. The flames that together gave Lucifer free access to our world. Even without his flames, the devil—now Corbin—could send demons to and fro but he was limited in terms of what he could do himself. I knew Corbin intended to use Cain’s son as a vessel. I wasn’t about to let that happen. What I didn’t expect was that protecting Cain’s son would come at such a high price.
When we arrived at Alexandra’s, Selene was with her. The witches already had candles lit for the seance. Mercy was there, her feet kicked up on the couch.
Connor stepped over to Mercy and handed her his wrist. Wolf shifters, if bitten by a vampire, develop an addiction to the enzymes our bites released. I could have provided that service, but I didn’t want Connor to feel like his relationship with me was based on getting his latest fix. Mercy ensured that Connor never went too long without a good bite. It was a charitable service more than a need to feed. In truth, wolf-shifter blood wasn’t as spicy as you’d think. It was a little sour. Mercy took Connor’s wrist and sank her fangs into his flesh.
Tommy gasped. “What the—“
I grinned. “She won’t take more than a sip. Don’t sweat it.”
“Don’t sweat it? She’s drinking his blood!”
I shrugged. “We’re vampires. What did you expect?”
“Rutherford on the way?” Mercy wiped her lips clean with her wrist.
I nodded. “She should be here shortly.”
Tommy cleared his throat. “So you’re the infamous Mercy Brown, huh?”
Mercy laughed so hard she snorted. “Why don’t you take a seat? I could tell you a few stories.”
“I don’t know, I—“
“Take a seat, young man. I don’t bite.”
Tommy chuckled nervously. “Yeah, right.”
I helped Alexandra and Selene finish the circle for the seance. Candles were only a part of it. Cinnamon, frankincense, and lemongrass helped enhance the psychic energy used to communicate with the dead. We’d tried working with a pendulum in the past, but we had better success with a summoning board.
This wasn’t a kind of magic I was well practiced with. Alexandra and Selene were the experts.
When Moll first taught me the arts, we dove right in to the sort of stuff that most witches never even consider attempting after a lifetime of practicing the craft. I skipped kindergarten through high school and went straight to witchcraft college.
Connor cleaned up his wrist and stepped outside to wait for Rutherford. Meanwhile, Mercy and Tommy struck up a conversation. They were actually laughing. Tommy knew a lot of stories, the kind he told on his tours. Mercy knew the facts. When Mercy told him that the same Ramon, the vampire who used to dismember his victims and bury their body parts under the lime tree at Casa do Diabo, was still alive, human again, and living a normal life in New England, Tommy’s jaw dropped so far I thought it might hit the floor. It’s one thing to tell tales meant to entertain tourists, wondering in the back of one’s mind if there might be a kernel of truth to some of them. It’s another thing to stare a vampire in the eye and hear her recount some of those events from her own first-hand recollection. Mercy was likely censoring some of the details for Tommy’s sake. She didn’t want to frighten the poor boy out of his skin. Then again, Tommy had seen dead people for most of his life. He didn’t tell me exactly when his ability manifested and I didn’t ask, but I had the distinct impression he’d had the gift for the better part of his life.
Connor brought Rutherford up when she arrived. Her face was devoid of expression. This wasn’t the first time we’d called her over and attempted to contact her dead husband. All I could do was give her a hug.
“How’s the baby?”
Rutherford sniffed. “He’s well. Jessie is watching him.”
Jessie was Cain’s protégé at the Vilokan Asylum. She was studying to become a therapist. Cain took her under his wing. She was also a vodouisant. She had the aspect of Ogoun, the Loa of War. Jessie didn’t look like much of a warrior. She was slight of build and had the face of an angel. If you ever needed a little muscle though, someone to deliver an old-school ass kicking, she was your girl. As I understood it, she was also a reliable babysitter. It was for the best that Rutherford didn’t bring baby Byron along. Seances can be tricky. If you ever invoke the wrong spirit, or worse, one that’s lingered in the world looking for vengeance, they can be dangerous.
I wasn’t worried about Cain. Who was this other spirit, though, that Tommy said was tagging along with him through the afterlife? My stomach turned. Cain hadn’t been dead very long. Did ghosts get stronger with time? Was this other spirit using Cain, manipulating him, knowing we were trying to communicate with him? Was he looking for an opportunity to lash out, if not at the people he knew in life, then against anyone who still walked in the land of the living? Some ghosts feed on energy. They look for those channeling psychic power so they can drain it. They’re like a ghoulish version of vampires.
A prayer of protection and a blessing was supposed to ward against all that crap. Alexandra started by invoking the goddess Hecate. I’d worked with the Morrigan before, and the Great Horned God. Mostly, though, my witchcraft was agnostic. There was enough deity, enough power in human blood that I didn’t need prayers to wield my power. Perhaps I owed my irreverence to Moll—my great, great grandmother and mentor. I’d raised her from the dead, from a spell in a grimoire I’d found in my parents’ attic. She claimed to revere the Horned God, but she was secretly in league with Lucifer. Funny how things seemed to have gone full circle. That devil could be a real bugger. Always poking his horns where they don’t belong. Now that Corbin was the devil, I knew where he wanted to poke his horn. There wasn’t a hell’s chance that was ever going to happen.
We spent five or ten minutes in quiet meditation after Alexandra said the prayer. We were supposed to focus on cleansing ourselves of any negative thoughts or energy.
All of us were gathered in the circle. Somehow, we all knew when the time was right. Someone must’ve gone first and the rest of us followed suit. We placed our hands on the summoning board.
Alexandra cleared her throat before she spoke. “Tonight, we bid you, Cain, to visit us and grace us with your presence. Guide us with your words of wisdom.”
Mercy snorted. “Hey Doc, get your ass in here and say something.”
I glanced at Tommy to check and see if he saw anything. He looked back at me as if he sensed my glance. His eyes were wide and his irises were gone, like two miniature cue balls stuck in his skull.
Tommy turned and looked at Mercy. “Hello, Mercy.”
Mercy tilted her head. Her eyes met
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