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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 and bookmarked a page.  

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

The Devil of the Damned appeared. “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 his hand to swat the mortal before him.

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

“I’m listening.” 

“The very Saint who took your souls, land, and power.” 

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

“Does it? 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 happens to die 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 watched 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 the wooden receptacle. 

She knew he was going to serve her breakfast in bed. “Should I run back upstairs, or may I just sit down and eat with you?” 

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

“I have a few surprises still left in me, Mister Algernon.” She smiled and 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 cloth napkin and placed it across her lap. She reached for a knife and fork. Next, she settled into eating her feast. “I thought I heard the front door.”

“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?” 

“You are looking at an official person born in America named Girard Pierre Algernon.” 

“If I had known that was your middle name...” Eavanlee grinned and touched his hand. “Congratulations, Girard. You are no longer fallen or forgotten.”

He squeezed her hand. “Thanks to you.” 

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

“None of the above. I was given a birth certificate, driver’s license, bank account, credit cards... everything.” 

“Everything? He must be really connected.” 

“I think we made a wise choice in having his associate officiate our wedding, especially since the good 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?” 

She relaxed her arms, so she could eat. “Yes, we are. Me, myself, and I, and all the rest of me. Aren’t you?” 

“Feels weird, being a real person again. 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.” 

“Stalked you? I seem to remember a balcony incident.” 

“How about: found me?” 

“We found each other. You took a chance on me, Girard.” She smiled. “And, it worked out.” 

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

“I’m glad you grew out of the haunting cemetery phase. That could have been a dealbreaker.” 

Girard simpered. “Yeah, I’m glad you stopped moping on Philip and hoped on me. Two fiancés at once could have been a dealbreaker.” 

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

Their quiet meal and gratitude were disturbed by a terrible rumbling from underneath their feet. The freight train 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?” 

“Outside. Move.” Girard grabbed her hand and led her into the gardens. “Earthquakes do 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 the pair stood near the cemetery, the weather turned bleak in addition to the ground turbulence. The wind raged as dust whirled around them. Clouds built above them high and dark. Rain poured down and in minutes the precipitation turned into hail. 
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