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"Every Night and every Morn Some to Misery are born. Every Morn and every Night Some are born to Sweet Delight, Some are born to Endless Night." 

— William Blake  
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one

Hide No More





Silent. Steady. Don’t think. Hide. 

The words echoed like a drumbeat. Again, and again. Or was it just her heart pounding in fear? There was no way to know for sure, the memory of that night blurred over time. What remained were shards, spiraling out of the shadows when she least expected.

Some things were clearer. Others less distinct. The TV was on, but what had she been watching? A late-night show perhaps. Yes, she thought, it was late. Well past dark. Her mother sat on the sofa, needlework in hand, knitting another throw or one of those ridiculous sweaters she was often forced to wear. But where was her father? Fishing a beer out of the fridge?

He stepped past me, with a teasing remark about the drawing I made, footfalls thumping on his way to the kitchen. And the memory blurred again. 

It was a peculiar, domesticated sort of life. Not at all what one imagines for a pair of demons living in the world. But they left all of that behind. Rarely would her parents ever speak of it, especially around her, and what little they did say was just as hazy and ill-shaped as the memories of her childhood. 

And yet, her mind drifted back again. Back to that night. 

The only light came from the dusty tiffany lamp on the end table and the stark glow from the television set. She lounged at the foot of the sofa, sprawled across the shag carpet, drawing by the illumination it offered, shifting from bright to dark, to bright again. 

Everything was quiet. Everything normal. 

A squeal echoed from outside. Metallic and harsh. A thump followed next. Car doors slamming shut, perhaps. 

Her father stepped into the living room. Her mother peered up from needle and yarn. Fingers trembling. A silent look exchanged between them. 

“Maya, honey.” Her dad spoke softly. Beckoning her curious eyes to his. “Go up to your room.”

“Dad.” Maya got up slowly, drawing in hand. “What’s wrong?”

Footsteps pounded a firm rhythm on the porch. Drawing close. More than one? Her heartbeat was too nervous and stuttering to tell. Yes. More than one. They broke off, one set stalking to the left of the house, the other to the right. 

“Honey.” Maya’s mother got to her feet quickly. “Don’t think. Just do what your father says.” 

Maya didn’t move. Something wasn’t right. It took her mother gripping her fiercely by the arm before she even budged. 

“Hide.” Her mother whispered through tense lips. “Now.”

Heart galloping. Every beat of it knocking against her ribs. Bile leaping across her tongue. She ran as fast as she could, flinging her ten-year old body up the stairs. 

Walls shook. The front door blew open. Maya glanced back long enough to see the frame splinter, wood bursting off in jagged chunks. Shadows leapt into the room. All she wanted was to scream. But her mother’s wild, panicked eyes caught hers and the words boomed in her mind.

Don’t think. Hide. 

Up the stairs. Second door on the left. 

Sweaty palms jerked the door open, and she threw herself into her room, diving beneath the bed. A cacophony of noise rose from below, muffled through the floor, and all the while she shut her eyes as tightly as she could. 

Tears stung. Fear thrashed against her like a wave. 

So much remained veiled in the shadow of her pain. The memories impossible to find. There was no way to know how long she hid beneath her bed. All she could remember, when she finally worked up enough stupid courage to crawl back out and tiptoe to the stairs, was the sight of the woman who came for her mom and dad. 

Such a tailored suit. Perfectly fitted to her frame. So many things about that night were difficult to recall. 

Except for her. 

Dark hair draped across her shoulder, wound into a heavy braid, streaks of it dyed a gorgeous silver hue. A startling contrast against the midnight color of her skin. And there was the cane. Dark and polished, the silver handle fashioned into the likeness of a snake. 

Her parents knelt, held there by leering men who towered over them. Whatever this frightening woman came to ask, they refused to answer. Maya tried to step closer, as quietly as she could, but panic held her back. 

A lovely southern drawl reached her ears. “Don’t lie. I know you have a child. Just tell me where this precious abomination of yours is hiding.”

She’s here for me.

Panic swelled into blind terror. Cold sweat trickled down the back of her neck. Her heart so loud she was afraid it could be heard by the fiends downstairs. 

“Fine.” The woman answered. “Gentlemen, search upstairs. And kill the welp when you find her.” 

Run. Don’t wait. Just run!

Words spoke cold and clear. Words in a language she didn’t understand. And all she could recall, before she bolted for her parent’s room and the trellis beneath the window there, was the horror of her mother’s scream shattered on the air. 

Memories were the worst. Especially of those days when she was young. 

She ran and ran, as long and as far as she could, until she was finally found. And when she was... her life changed in ways she could still scarcely understand. 

Look at me, she mused, twenty-three and still as terrified as I was back then. 

The full-length mirror in her room, framed in dark wood, was one of her cherished possessions. But now. She hated it. Or more precisely, she hated the reflection staring back. 

“I don’t know about this.” She muttered, tugging at the fabric of the dark gown she wore. “Is all of this really necessary?” 

“Heaven help you children!” 

Gruff and bothered. That was the best way to describe the steadfastly unpleasant Grandma Cormier, who shook her head at every child in her charge. She was a short woman with a head of curly dark hair, just like nearly every child in this house, and fierce blue eyes that shone with near constant disapproval. 

The door opened a crack and Grandma Cormier shoved herself off the bed with the aid of her battered cane and a very dramatic grunt. “Brielle!”—She gestured wildly to Maya’s eldest adoptive sister—“Get in here and talk sense to this one. I’m too old to put up with all of this fussin’!” 

Brielle was barely a foot within the room before Grandma Cormier barreled past her, mumbling words that were probably foul and French to boot, and slammed the door shut on the way out. 

Brielle was the perfect copy of her late mother, down to the thick locks of her dark hair and the paleness in her skin. Not like the warm brown tone of Maya’s skin, though they did share the same lush green color in the eyes. 

“I told you she gets ornery on the eve of a big ceremony.”

Maya shook her head, refusing to face the mirror again, tired already of worrying over how the gown fit or whether the ridiculous hood was too big. 

“Nervous yet?” Brielle was on the verge of cracking her lopsided grin, almost as soon as the words tumbled past her lips. 

“Of course, I’m nervous, this is all way too much.”

Brielle stepped forward and took hold of both her hands, squeezing gently. “Talk to me.”

Maya couldn’t even think of where to begin. There were just too many thoughts to sift through. Too many things dwelling in every corner of her mind, each one a little voice mumbling that all of this was wrong. A mistake. 

“I don’t know why anyone thinks it should be me.”

“We’ve been through this.” Brielle answered gently. “You’ve always managed to sell yourself short, you know?”

“But to be named to the Coven?” Maya shook her head and tried, in vain, to pull away from Brielle’s gentle grip. “If anyone in this family should have that honor... it should be you.”

But Brielle merely grinned at first. “And why do you think that?”

“You’re kidding, right?”

Brielle, as always, didn’t even bother to answer. She simply cocked an eyebrow and waited for Maya to suss it out herself. 

“Out of the five of us are you really going to stand there and act like you don’t know why this is the worst decision in the history of this family?”

“Well.” Brielle quipped. “This should be fun.”

Maya pried her hands away and swept over to her bed, plopping down on it in the most dramatic way she could devise. She folded her hands in her lap and refused to meet Brielle’s insistent gaze. 

“Alright.” Maya exhaled loudly. “Fine. Aside from the glaringly obvious fact that I’m not a blood member of this family...”—and, right on cue, Brielle rolled her eyes—“...you’re the most gifted out of all of us. And that one you can’t roll your eyes at, either.” 

“If our gifts at spell craft mattered in selecting who sits on the Coven and who doesn’t,” Brielle approached slowly and sat beside her on the bed. “Then Josephine LeClerc would not be celebrating her thirty-fifth year as a member of the Seven.”

Touché. It was a decent point and a highly annoying one at that. Josephine LeClerc might be many things in this world, but a gifted witch she most definitely was not. 

“But still.” Maya insisted.

“Do you know why you were selected to be on the Coven at your age?”

That was the one nagging question she just couldn’t seem to untangle, and the one that no one in this whole accursed family seemed at all interested in helping her to answer. 

All Maya could think to do was shrug and Brielle scooted close, an arm draped around her shoulder. “Because I requested it.” 

Maya backed away, her green eyes about as wide around as they could go. “You what?!”

“You may not be as gifted, yet, but you are the smartest woman in this family.” 

“Oh, come...”

Brielle silenced her with a stern look, one of those trademark expressions she mimicked from their mother to remarkable effect. “I’m serious, Maya. You are more capable than you realize and a woman like you is exactly what the Coven needs.”

“Yeah.” Maya scoffed, glancing to the door. “And what do the twins think?”

Brielle laughed heartily. The “twins”, as they were often called, were not really twins at all. Charisse and Delphine might look remarkably alike, but they were born exactly one year apart, to the day, and were both older than Maya... the youngest by a year. 

“Well, Delphine is still far too busy wrapped in her endless pining over the Baptiste boy and Charisse is, well, Charisse.” 

Some things never change. Charisse was the older of the two, but somehow managed to get in more trouble than all the sisters put together.

Maya couldn’t think of what to say now, not when her head was spinning in a cyclone of far too many questions to ever get a handle on. 

“I requested you,” Brielle continued, a hand slipping gently over Maya’s. “Because I believe in you. Even if you don’t believe in yourself.”

“A demon-blood in the Coven.” Maya shook her head, smiling ruefully as she did. “That should be rich.” 

“It’s been done before.”

“Why do you always look after me?”

“Because.” Brielle leaned close and planted a kiss on her forehead. “You’re my sister.”

Few things made the horror of the past slip away. But Brielle’s unyielding belief and affection always did the trick, even when the darker things were far too near at hand. Maya wanted to say so many things, to find the proper words to unpack just how much she appreciated everything her older sister was, but a thundering quake shook the walls of the house and Maya nearly stumbled right off the bed. 

“What the hell was that?!”

Brielle glanced up to the ceiling, a crooked smile curling one corner of her lip. “That would be Ameline... practicing.” 

“Oh, for crying out loud!” Maya jumped to her feet; half turned to the door. “Should I see to this or you?”

Brielle gestured to the door but didn’t move from the bed. “Well, considering how she likes you far more than she likes me, I think it should be you.” 

The twins might have their share of problems, as overshadowed sisters often did, but thirteen-year-old Ameline, the youngest of the five, was a shocking bundle of trouble wrapped in the smallest of packages. She was already a gifted witch, quite stunning for her age, but she loved to experiment and more than once a wayward experimentation nearly resulted in half the house tumbling down, or a tree in the yard exploding like a firework. 

Whatever she was doing now, Maya could only tremble to imagine. 

“Alright.”—she heaved a great big sigh and stormed towards the door—“I better go stop her before she does something really bad. Like that one time on Halloween night.” 

“Oh, shit.” Brielle muttered, laughter spilling out. “You better hurry then.”  








  
  

two

Trouble in Small Packages





Maya raced to the attic taking three steps at a time. The old wooden steps creaked loudly beneath her. The echo of frantic footfalls bouncing off the narrow walls. 

There was no telling what Ameline was doing. Her habit of tangling herself up in magical messes was almost legendary at this point... and she was barely thirteen years of age. One last step nearly sent her careening straight into the door at the top of the stairs. And by the time she managed to fling the doors open, her mouth dropped about as wide as it could go. 

Ameline sat cross legged on the floor, as she often did when she was up in her room alone. Her room, however, was in quite the state. 

The spacious attic wasn’t the most inviting of places, at least not from what Maya remembered when she first came to live with the Cormier family. But over the years the precocious youngster turned it into quite the lively space. As colorful and outlandish as the tangled, curly mop of bubblegum pink hair atop her head. Hair that changed its hue depending on her mood, a little byproduct of a spell she invented when she was only ten. But now... 

Now the wide planks of the wooden attic floor were fissured in at least seven jagged lines, starting at the spot where Ameline sat and radiating outward, almost to the walls. The wall to her left, adorned in narrow windows that overlooked the front of the estate, was split so wide that morning light streamed in through the crack as well. 

Ameline grinned sheepishly, a bowl before her, filled with the charred remains of what Maya guessed were the remnants of some ill-conceived bit of Shadow Magic. Or Blood Magic, as it was known among demon-kind. 

Her bright pink hair darkened considerably. “Okay, so maybe it got away from me a little bit.”

Maya’s hands shifted to her hips, a gesture that was a little too much like her adopted mother. Even the snicker from Ameline said as much. “And what exactly were you trying to do?” 

“Umm.” Ameline gestured to the bowl as if that should be answer enough. “Practicing, duh.”

Maya wanted to sigh, and very nearly did, but she swallowed it down and sat on the floor across from her. Patience was the key, especially with this one, and as soon as she eased down she spied a small bag of tawny cloth lying beside Ameline’s knee. Maya lifted it up, felt the weight, and pulled it open just long enough to inspect the contents. 

“I followed all of the instructions exactly as...”

Maya pulled a pinch of dirt from the bag and held it up. “And where did you get this?”

“From the family graveyard down the lane.” Ameline answered with a decidedly annoyed flair. “It’s not like we live close to the city or anything.” 

Maya dropped the bag on the floor. Don’t shake your head. Don’t frown. It’ll only encourage her. “You can’t just snatch up dirt from any old graveyard. Spells like this are exact. You’d know that if you bothered to listen to me.” 

“I do listen to you.”

“Okay.” Maya folded her hands in her lap. “The part of the spell that required graveyard dirt, tell me exactly what it said.” 

“But I don’t see why...”

“Ameline! 

She rolled her eyes and fished around in the pocket of her ragged, colorful jeans until she produced a wrinkled-up scrap of paper likely torn from a very old book. She scanned the page quickly before clearing her throat. “Okay, it says three pinches of dirt from the grave of a... oh crap.”

“Yes?” Maya leaned in ever so slightly. “From the grave of a what?”

Ameline very nearly rolled her eyes again, which would have made Maya chuckle were she not so mad. “From the grave of a seventh born son.”

“And did you get this dirt from the grave of a seventh born son?”

Ameline shrugged, her hair so dark it resembled coal smoldering on a winter’s night. “I’m not really sure.” 

“And do you know anyone in the Cormier family history who was a seventh born son?”

Ameline shrugged again, sighing heavily. “I don’t know.” 

“There’s a reason why Shadow Magic is so dangerous. It’s not a game to be played with and if you don’t follow the instructions carefully then...”

“Bad things can happen.” Ameline answered softly. “I know. I messed up.” 

Maya reached out and squeezed her small shoulder gently. “Listen, I don’t mind that you like to practice magic. I don’t even mind that you’re too curious for your own good. What I do mind is you almost killing yourself or bringing the whole house down on top of us.” 

Ameline swept her eyes around the room. “It wasn’t that bad.”

Maya gestured to the wall, a curious blue jay poking its head in through the rather sizable crack. “Any wider and the squirrels could crawl in here to say hello.” 

“Is Brielle mad?”

Maya shook her head, deftly refusing to take the bait as she pulled Ameline’s right hand close and inspected the fresh cut across her palm. "And maybe next time, cause we both know you'll try something completely bonkers again before long … cut your forearm instead of your palm. Okay?"

Ameline nodded and chewed on her lower lip. 

Maya gently bopped her on the nose. “I think we better undo this little mishap of yours before the house shifts, what do you think?”

“Fine.” Ameline whispered through gritted teeth. “But it would have worked.”

“I’ve heard enough woulda coulda’s from you to last a lifetime.” 

Maya gingerly dipped her finger in some of the blood still trickling from the thin laceration and spread it in a circle around her palm. Ameline didn’t wince or even make a face, obviously trying her damnedest to appear as strong as she possibly could. 

“Where one began...” Maya spoke clearly and waited for Ameline to finish the first of the incantation. 

“Now two shall end.” 

A faint grin teased the corner of Maya’s mouth. “With gentle touch recall the past,” 

Maya and Ameline finished the spell together in a strong, clear tone. “And undo the spell this hand did cast.” 

The deep fissures in the old wood floor creaked, cracked, and bent back into place. The house lurched, the windows rattled, and the split in the wall between two narrow windows stitched itself back together like thread closing a nasty wound. When the spell ended, leaving a warmth crackling across the skin, Maya smiled and closed Ameline’s hand gently. 

Maya could have said more, and probably would have, but she could never quite seem to stay mad with her youngest sister for long. Even if she rattled the house in a manner far too frequent for her liking. She ruffled her hair playfully, which was now a shade of blue one might label cerulean, and bit back the urge to laugh. 

“Are you nervous about the big show.”

“Oh, please.” Maya gave her a firm but playful swat on the arm. “Don’t you start, too.” 

Ameline had the look of one on the verge of laughter and bit her bottom lip firm in some ridiculous effort to hold it at bay. “It’s tomorrow, right?”

“Yes.” Maya answered, just as the uncomfortable sensation squirmed in her belly all over again. “And I’m worried enough as it is, so please, don’t add to it.” 

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”

“Yeah.” Maya scoffed. “Like I’d ever believe that.” 

Even from the attic, the tell-tale sign of fresh commotion echoed. The slam of a door, the rumble of footsteps, and a few raised voices all came bouncing from down below. Ameline snickered as Maya glanced to the door. “Hey, I think the twins are finally up.”

“I had a feeling.”

“You know they came in at like three in the morning or something.”

Of course, they would, Maya thought, there’s nothing those two like more than staying out at all hours of the night. “Well.” Maya climbed to her feet, dusting off the black cloak she wore. “I suppose someone should see to breakfast around here. Don’t suppose you’ll be taking a turn?”

Ameline laughed, her tangled mop of cerulean hair streaked with wide swaths of silver now. “But you cook so much better than me.”

“Whatever.” Maya knew it was a long shot, naturally, but worth a try at least. She was already halfway to the door when she stopped and glanced back. “By the way, out of sheer stupid curiosity, what kind of ridiculous spell were you attempting?” 

She hesitated a moment before answering, with an awkward grin slowly curling the corner of her mouth. “Well, actually... I was trying to summon an Angel.” 

Maya faltered, dumbstruck by the very idea that any witch would be crazy enough to try a cockamamie spell like that. “What in the world for?!” 

There was something odd about Ameline just then. It wasn’t the troublesome glimmer so frequently seen in her green eyes, or the unmistakably lighter hue to her ever-changing hair, but Maya couldn’t quite put her finger on what it was. “It’s just a dream I had last night. One of those weird ones I have sometimes. You know the kind I’m talking about, don’t you?”

“Yeah.” It was true, Maya knew about her dreams, not unlike the ones that troubled Brielle from time to time. Or the ones that so frequently visited their mother, the late Rosalee. “What was so special about this one?” 

Ameline turned away and wandered over to the nearest window, as if using that small delay to choose her words, a technique she no doubt copied from their eldest sister. 

“Well?” 

Ameline peered out the window, fingers tracing delicately along the glass. “There was this dark cloud over everything. But it was like it had always been there, you know? And it swelled into a storm all terrible and fierce. I thought it might drown the world. And then I heard these screams cry out. I’ve never heard that many in all my life. All of them at once.”

Maya inched forward slowly, trying to picture whatever dream tormented Ameline in her sleep. But she couldn’t seem to manage it and every attempt to conjure the images in her mind merely broke apart the second it formed. “And what happened?”

Ameline closed her eyes, the most delicate sigh slipping past her lips. “Then the storm broke. The clouds shattered in the sky and sunlight streamed in. But it wasn’t quite like the sun. It was really, really weird. I don’t know how to describe it. The light was beautiful. The most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.” 

“And that’s why you tried to summon an Angel?” Maya slipped her fingers through her hair, the curly locks a shade darker than they were before. “Because of the light?”

“No.” Ameline said, slowly turning to face her. “Because of the name the voice said.”

“What name?” Maya asked softly. “What voice?”

Ameline shrugged, a quiver even trembling through her bottom lip. “I’ve never heard the voice before. It was just as strange as the dream. But I’ll never forget the name.”

“And what was it?”

Ameline held her gaze a moment, silence deepening for the length of a breath. “Lilith.” 

“And you think that this Lilith is what exactly... an Angel?” 

“Lilith.” Ameline repeated delicately. “The Bringer of Light, or so the voice said.”

There’s no doubt about it, Maya mused, this girl has the most bizarre dreams I’ve ever heard of. But try as she might, she couldn’t think of what to say. Not in the face of this fresh batch of strange. She could probably give it half a try, if she had a mind for it, but there would be far too many hungry women grumbling downstairs before long and she was willing to bet solid money that Charisse would likely be sporting the mother of all hangovers to boot. 

“Well.” Maya grumbled and shook her head. “Let’s lay off any more Angel summoning for now and talk about this very weird dream of yours once everyone has been properly fed. Deal?”

Ameline grinned, in that crooked way that always made Maya anxious, and answered with a quick nod. 

That’s better than nothing. Ameline had the look of one who was about to say something else, but Maya didn’t give her a chance. “Downstairs in fifteen, got it?” She spun on her heel and marched back down the stairs, preparing herself for whatever fresh hell the twins were likely to have tracked into the house from their escapades the night before. Of course, there was still Ameline to fret over and the trouble her experimentations always seemed to conjure up. 

One of these days she might actually summon a damn Angel. And then what will we do?  








  
  

three

Unexpected Guests





Bacon sizzled on the pan, grease popping in the air. She fussed over a stack of pancakes to her left, ignoring, for a moment, the small pile of bread waiting to be toasted on the right. 

The clatter of crockery, and the persistent melody of Ameline humming to some annoying song was just barely enough to cover the agonies of Charisse. Short, unruly locks of dark hair spilled over face, as she clutched her pounding head with both hands. 

Yep, Maya thought, that’s one hell of a hangover if I ever saw one. 

“Would everyone please stop being so incessantly loud?” 

Though Charisse and Delphine did look remarkably alike, Delphine, with her long straight hair and dark lipstick, went out of her way to fashion a style very much her own. Charisse favored t-shirts emblazoned with 90s rock bands and jeans ripped and torn while her sister cherished her darker blouses and stylish slacks. 

Delphine sat across from her, making little effort to hide the smirk she wore. “You know, this wouldn’t keep happening if you laid off the gin once in a while.” 

Charisse opened her eyes, long enough to scowl, and shut them tightly just as quick. “Remind me to leave you behind next time then, Delph.” 

Delphine snickered. “You say that all the time.” 

“Yeah. Well. Keep pushing. See what happens.”

Delphine stuck her tongue out, not that Charisse was in any fit state to notice with hair covering her eyes and her face buried in her hands. 

Brielle curled up in a corner of the kitchen usually reserved for Grandma Cormier, in an old wicker chair situated just beneath a tall window. She was swept up, as she often was, in one of the older books snatched out of the family library. But when Charisse shuddered another audible groan, she cleared her throat loudly. 

“Oh, you can hush too.” Charisse grumbled. 

Brielle lifted her eyes from the weathered little book in her hands. “Delph makes a point, though. Go a little easy next time and maybe you won’t feel like you got ran over by a truck.”

“I’ll take that under advisement, mom.”

Maya glanced back just long enough to catch sight of Brielle biting her lower lip, hard, clearly choosing the wisest path there was. At any other time, she might be inclined to press the issue, but some fights were best saved for another day. 

“Here.” Maya stepped to the table and placed a steaming cup of coffee in front of Charisse, who hadn’t moved much since she ambled downstairs this morning. “It might actually help.” 

All Charisse offered was a wordless grunt and by the time Maya returned to the stove, she nudged the tangled hair out of her face and snatched up the cup. 

“Was that a thanks I heard?” Maya asked, winking when she and Delphine made eye contact. “It sounded like it. But I can’t be sure.”

“I said thanks.” Charisse whined; eyes shut tight again once the brim of the cup hovered beneath her nose. It didn’t take much, not more than a few ginger sips before a delicate whimper escaped her lips. “But please leave me alone. All of you.” 

“Poor Charisse.” Ameline teased, fidgeting around in the cabinets in search of whatever might taste good on pancakes. “Wounded in battle. And so young, too!”

Charisse gathered just enough strength to spare her baby sister a withering glare. “And if you wanna die young, keep at it.”

Ameline lifted on her tip toes, rummaging around in an upper cabinet until she found a bottle of maple syrup. And when Charisse made her little quip, Ameline’s hair turned a fiery shade of red. “Bite me.” Ameline retorted, clutching the bottle of syrup like a cherished prize. 

“Once I knock this headache loose I sure as...”

“Would you two please stop acting like goddamn brats?” Brielle rarely raised her voice, but she sported the same tone their mother used so well, and the sound of it brought silence to the room. She waited a moment longer, smiling once it looked as if the silence might hold. “Better.” 

Maya busied herself at the stove, while everything else around her moved in the familiar rhythm of their life. Before long the bacon stacked almost as high as the pancakes, and she scooped up steaming heaps of scrambled eggs from the pan and dumped them into a nearby bowl. The aroma filled the kitchen, drifting around the house and mingling with the heady scent of coffee as the others went about the task of setting the table. Even Charisse helped, in her own grumbling way, and Ameline’s fiery hair softened into a shade more akin to merlot. 

Everyone was just beginning to take their seats when the heavy thump of boots heralded a most unexpected arrival. Maya glanced to the doorway and Ameline leapt to her feet and lunged at him ecstatically. 

His long arms scooped her up, squeezing tight and lifting her from the ground. “I should have called, I know. But I thought a surprise might be in order.” 

Brielle turned just in time to see her uncle standing tall in the doorway, clinging to Ameline whose arms draped around his neck. “I thought we weren’t going to be seeing you until tomorrow, at the ceremony.”

“That was the plan.” Uncle Reynard said, chuckling as Ameline didn’t seem in any particular hurry to let go. “But something happened, and I thought you girls might like to know.”

Ameline’s loosened her grip and thumped back on the floor, hair darkening just another shade. “Something bad?”

“No.” He replied quickly. “Well. I don’t know. It’s not bad, it’s just...”

Maya was already nervous about the ceremony as it was, but whatever secret Uncle Reynard possessed managed to poke at the familiar knot tangled in her belly. “You look worried.”

Uncle Reynard ruffled Ameline’s considerably darker hair and nudged past her slowly. He slipped his hands into the pocket of his pressed slacks, his grey eyes searching from face to face. 

“Don’t leave us in suspense.” Delphine quipped, nudging a seat back from the table and offering him the spot. “Just spill it. We can handle it. I think.”

“The Coven had a visitor this morning.” He lingered near the chair, unsure whether to sit or stand, before he finally took a seat. “The kind of visitor that I’m told we haven’t had in a few hundred years, at least.”

Maya didn’t like the sound of that. Not one bit. That worried knot just swelled a little bigger and her imagination got the better of her rather fast, as well. 

“Who?” Brielle insisted gently, taking the seat across from him.

“Raphael.” He held her gaze a moment and then looked to Maya, who could scarcely believe her ears. “The Archangel.” 

“You’re joking!” Maya stared in wide-eyed disbelief. It was the strangest thing she’d ever heard, and she wasn’t unaccustomed to strange. Not one tiny little bit. “The last Angel to appear before the Coven was...”

“Michael.” Uncle Reynard shrugged his shoulders, lips trembling as if he were about to laugh. “And that was long before my time, or my great-grandfather’s time, come to think of it.” 

Brielle sat as still as a picture, eyes narrowed, lips tense as no one in the room dared to breathe another word. 

Uncle Reynard finally did laugh, and it caught everyone by surprise. “That’s not even the half of it.” 

As soon as the realization properly sunk in, Maya couldn’t help but think of the failed summoning that Ameline tried so recklessly to cast. Could there be some peculiar connection between the two, or was it merely the strangest coincidence in the history of the word? Maya was fairly certain that she wouldn’t find an answer, even if she spent the next few hours working it over in her head. No, she thought wryly, nothing’s ever that damn easy. 

“He said that he came to tell us that...” His voice trailed off, hand trembling as he reached for a cup of coffee not yet claimed. “...Well. I suppose there’s only one way to say it. Straight forward like.” He took a few sips to steady himself, before chuckling softly again. 

Charisse slinked off to the side and refilled her cup to the brim, splashing a little on the countertop. “Any day now.” 

“Lucifer Morningstar is dead.” 

Holy shit. There were a lot of things that Maya could have envisioned, a lot of scenarios one could easily conjure when imagining the kind of dealings that one might expect to find at a meeting of the Seven. But this... this most assuredly wasn’t one of them. Shock was the first emotion to touch everyone in the room, relief and wonder would likely follow sometime later, but fear Maya well knew, was never far behind. 

Fear was there. Lurking just beyond their sight.   








  
  

four

The Shadows We Know





The wine flowed freely, and night deepened beyond the walls of their sanctuary, safe from a world cast into uncertainty. 

Charisse managed to show remarkable restraint and rebuffed every offer Uncle Reynard made when another bottle of wine was opened, and the glasses passed around it. It was enough to make Maya laugh, and Brielle was quick to notice. 

“So,” Brielle dragged a chair closer to Maya, the two set apart from the others and tucked just to the left of the fireplace as everyone else huddled on the large antique sofa in the middle of the room. “Nervous about tomorrow.”

“Well.” Maya began, savoring the tang of her second glass of pinot noir. “If I wasn’t before this morning, I sure as hell am now.” 

“I know.” Brielle hid her smirk behind the rim of her crystal glass. 

“It’s not funny.” 

Brielle shrugged, swished the wine in the glass a few times and downed a healthy gulp. “It is a little funny.”

“How is any of this remotely funny?”

“I mean, come on...” Brielle scrunched her nose, lips tense, the tell-tale sign that she was doing everything in her power not to laugh. “...the day before you’re to join the Coven we find out that Lucifer himself is dead. Like, actually dead.” 

“I’ll keep searching for the humor in that.” Maya said, delighting in the buzz that can only come from two glasses of perfectly delicious wine. “But so far I’m coming up short.” 

“How long have we dreamed of something like this?” 

There was no mistaking that. You’d be hard pressed to find a witch in this world that didn’t long for the day when that dark cloud vanished from the world. But even then, there were still demons out there, more perhaps than either of them could count. But Maya seemed to be the only one who couldn’t let that worry go. 

Uncle Reynard sat cross legged on the floor, his lanky frame bent over a stack of old family photo albums as Ameline clung as closely to him as she could. Her hair was a ridiculous shade of bubblegum pink now, a surefire sign that she was in a delightful mood. For all the worry still clawing at her, Maya couldn’t help but smile at the sight. 

Brielle leaned forward, nudging Maya on the shoulder. “I know why you’re worried.”

“Demons.” Maya breathed the word as quietly as she could. “It’s kinda hard for me to just breathe easy, you know?” 

“And I’m willing to bet that with Lucifer finally gone from the world, all those twisted servants of his will fall to squabbling among themselves.” 

Maya lingered on the sight of Ameline curled up close to their uncle, perusing over old photos, the two lost in their own world and both mirroring the other’s animated gestures. 

“According to what Raphael told the Coven, all of this went down about what... three weeks ago?” Brielle finished her glass, wearing her finest pout once the last drop was gone. “And it’s been quiet ever since.” 

Maya sighed loudly and pried her eyes away from her uncle, just as he was in the throes of telling another of his fanciful tales. “I know and you’re right. I really shouldn’t dwell like this. I just... not all of them are sycophantic fools. Some of them are goddamn dangerous. Trust me. I know.”

“And that,” Brielle nudged her again, with just enough force to pull Maya’s eyes to her. “Is exactly why I wanted you to be on the Coven.”

“Why, because I’m an eternal pessimist?”

“No.” Brielle laughed, eyes scanning around the spacious den, likely searching for another lonely bottle of wine. A smirk curled the corner of her mouth the second she spotted one. 

“Care to share any...” Brielle got up, and strode halfway across the room, ready to snatch the bottle up before Maya could even finish her thought. “...okay, I guess I’ll just sit here and wait until you,” Brielle returned, a few quick grunts punctuating each turn of the corkscrew until she managed to pop the bottle open. “Hello, Brie, are you working on your best imitation of Charisse or what?”

“It’s a party, Maya.” Brielle tossed the cork on the mantlepiece and refilled her empty glass, even adding a little more to Maya’s despite her feeble protests. “So, where was I?”

“You were about to enlighten me on why I’m supposedly such a grand choice to take our family’s seat on the Coven.” 

“Oh, right.” Brielle clinked her glass to Maya’s and took a seat again, a wide Cheshire grin dazzling on her face. “Well, it’s simple.”

“And you are drunk.”

“Be that as it may.” Brielle snickered and followed it with a healthy sip of wine. “While everyone here is rightly celebrating the demise of the great and terrible Morningstar, you are the only one of us who’s actually thinking. I mean, you are worrying entirely too much, but you’re thinking clearly about it, too. And I always told you that you were the smartest one in the whole family.” 

Maya laughed heartily, almost spilling wine down the front of her favorite green dress. “Now I know you’re drunk.” 

“The Coven needs you, Maya.” Brielle had the slight blush in her cheeks that always accompanied the moment when she had too much to drink, but the softness in her tone suggested that she meant every single word. “I’ve always thought that.”

Maya stared at the wine in her glass, a slight motion of her hand swirling it around gently. “I just don’t want to let anyone down.” 

Brielle leaned in slowly, a finger slipping beneath Maya’s chin as she once again beckoned those green eyes to hers. “You never have. And you never will.” 

“I don’t know.” Maya answered, biting her bottom lip. “I’m still young. There’s plenty of time.”

Brielle giggled, the same infectious kind she sported when they were both young and carefree brats running around the estate, kicking up trouble wherever they went. 

“Do we still have whiskey around here somewhere?”

Brielle’s eyes lit up, that wicked smirk spreading even wider. “Now you’re talking!”

The worry could wait for another time. Maya knew there would not be any shortage of it in the days and weeks ahead, not when the most feared Angel of the world was finally dead and gone. But for one perfect moment, this night was all that mattered. It would become a cherished memory held close and warm; the kind needed whenever the road ahead grew dark. Delphine and Charisse lounged on the wide sofa, swapping stories, and playing one of those indecipherable card games they invented years ago, when their world was as carefree as it could be. Uncle Reynard held Ameline rapt with one of the more spectacular tales of his bygone youth, when he managed to snare Rosalee in the kind of trouble destined to become the stuff of Cormier legend. 

Maya held it all in her gaze one precious second longer, willing herself to remember every single nuance of that special night, before morning came and swept it into the hallowed corridors of memory. The worry would find her soon enough, as it often did, and tomorrow was destined to become the most monumental one of all. 

Brielle took her by the arm and leaned in close, whispering in her ear. “Remember our saying.” 

Maya smirked and clung to Brielle tightly. “We, the Sisters of the Night, will hold to every vow sworn beneath the moon.”

Brielle tugged her by the arm, leading her out of the den, determined to track down something stronger than the finest wine. “And remain ever true to those we cherish most. Sisters by blood, by choice, and by bonds of love.”

It brought an easy smile to her face and lit a spark bright enough to chase away every fear until each one slunk off into the dark. Tonight, was a celebration and nothing in this mad world, as dangerous as she knew it was, could ruin such a lovely thing. 

Tomorrow I will become a woman of the Seven, but for now, I am as I have always been... a Sister of the Night.   








  
  

five

A Woman of the Seven





Each step echoed as she went. The marble floor polished smooth beneath her feet, a deep golden hue that shimmered in the morning sun. At the end of that wide hall a large wooden door remained shut. And there Maya waited, careful to keep each breath as steady as she could. 

She fidgeted with the long, dark robe she wore, the hood pulled back. Fingers trembled as she fussed a moment over the raven locks of her hair, each breath coming in a tremble. 

Brielle stood to her left, adorned in a plum-colored dress, with a blood-red rose pinned in the dark tresses of her hair just above her ear. The two exchanged a glance and a nervous smile twitched on Maya’s lips. 

“It’s okay,” Brielle whispered. “You’ll do wonderfully.” 

“Yeah.” Maya quipped; eyes focused on the door looming before her. “If I don’t faint first.” 

With the deep clang of an iron lock and a groan of heavy wood, the door pulled open slowly. The room beyond was wide and vast, with the same marble floor spread beneath a vaulted ceiling of gray stone. In the center of that grand space stood seven tall oak chairs arranged in a circle, a person standing before each. Light streamed into the grand chamber through seven narrow, stained-glass windows... seven on the stonewall to the left and seven on the right. 

“Please,” a clear voice beckoned. “Step forward, Miss Cormier.” 

It was the voice of Josephine LeClerc, the eldest witch of the Coven. She stepped into the center of the room, surrounded by those seven lavish chairs. And she, like the others standing round, wore a long, dark, and hooded cloak. White hair spilled upon her shoulders, blue eyes shimmering, and at the sight of Maya standing in the doorway, she smiled. 

“Who presents this witch to the Seven?” 

Her eldest sister stepped forward, offering a slight bow before she spoke. “Brielle of the Cormier family.”

“She may step forward.” 

Maya spared one last glance to her sister, who offered a barely veiled smirk and a teasing wink. With her stomach doing somersaults, she walked slowly towards the spot where Josephine stood. It was easy to be fooled by the deep lines on her pale face, to any other eyes she might seem a frail old lady, but in her blood coursed the power of a witch. She might not be the most well versed of her kind in the sacred arts of magic, but she was perhaps the wisest of them all. 

“Who are you, my child, who seeks to claim a seat in our hallowed halls?”

With nerves tangled into so many knots, she took a deep breath and held that penetrating gaze. “I am Maya of the Cormier family, and I come to devote myself to the Seven.” 

Josephine turned to the chair that belonged to her family. Her Uncle Reynard stood before it now, dressed in the same manner as the rest, a tall and handsome man with dark close-cropped hair and a wide, easy smile. 

“Do you, Reynard of the Delacroix family, relinquish your seat on the Coven?”

Reynard glanced at Maya, pride swimming in the faint glisten just beneath his grey eyes. “With the highest honor, yes, I do relinquish it.” 

Josephine stepped close and took Maya by the hand. “The charge you are about to take will not be easy, my dear. Since the days when our seven ancestors were blessed by the hand of an Angel, we have been tasked with safeguarding our kind and ensuring that we shall always have a place in this world.” 

“I understand.” 

“Do you bind yourself to oaths of honor and of faith?” 

Maya exhaled slowly, a strange calm taking hold. “I do.” 

“And do you pledge yourself to the protection of all those blessed with the gifts of our hallowed arts?” 

A flicker of pride kindled in her heart. How many since the days of the Angel sat within this grand chamber? More than she could guess and each one took the same vow that she was about to make. 

“I vow to give my life in service of our great families.” 

Josephine squeezed her hand gently and leaned in, placing the gentlest kiss upon her forehead. With a trembling smile, she leaned back and slipped her hand away. “Then it is my pleasure to welcome you, Maya Cormier, as a Woman of the Seven.” 

Kensia Baptiste, a short, squat woman with raven hair and deep brown skin, stepped forward and spoke with a booming voice. “Where one began,”

All those in the room, Maya included, spoke aloud as well. “Now seven shall end.” 

Josephine gestured to the chair to Maya’s left. Uncle Reynard stepped off to the side, joining Brielle who watched with tears glimmering in her eyes. With a deep breath, Maya approached it cautiously. It looked old, chipped, and cracked in places, with a plush crimson cushion on the seat. So many thoughts swirled in her head as she took her seat and once she did, the six others in the room took their seats as well. 

Kensia smiled broadly. “As is our tradition, there will be a reception in the hall to honor our newest member. Once we conclude with the day’s business, of course.” And with that, her eyes turned to Josephine and she bowed her head politely. 

“Brielle, Reynard.” Josephine turned her gaze to the pair of them, who stood in silence. “Please, wait for us outside.” 

Maya glanced over her shoulder, watching them leave, and shuddering when that great big wooden door thundered shut. 

“As you are aware,” Kensia broke the silence, her voice quite large for one so small. “We had a visitation. From the Archangel himself, Raphael.”

“And are we certain that his words were true?”

Daniel Carrington was a proud man with roots that stretched back to colonial Virginia and the northwest countryside of England before that. He was tall and thin, with wavy brown hair and hazel eyes. 

Josephine shook her head, regarding Daniel as if reticence to believe was a common refrain from him. “I’ll admit that my experience with Angels is limited, but I’ve never known Raphael to lie.” 

“So,” Daniel grinned, scratching his stubbled chin slowly. “You’ve met him before?”

“He is not unknown to me.” 

“We know.” Kensia interrupted. “Because I made the necessary inquiries and received confirmation.” 

Lucinda Bryne leaned forward in her chair. Curled locks of red hair bounced lightly on her shoulders as she shifted, first to Kensia, then to Josephine. “Lucifer is truly dead?” 

Kensia didn’t shade her smile. No one in the room did. “That he is.”

Maya trembled at the very thought. Long had the seven families of witches lived in the shadow of a great and terrible fear. The Devil hated all those who wielded the very arts that he believed were his own creation. And any who practiced such, other than those poor souls he raised from the pit of Hell, were a blasphemy never to be tolerated. 

But another thought sprung to mind as well, and it made Maya squirm. “What of the demons loyal to him?” 

“That I’m afraid,” Josephine tapped her fingers on the armrest of her chair. “Is where we have cause to worry.” 

Daniel scoffed and shook his head. “Why should we? Without their masters...”

“A power struggle has already begun.”

A wry smile spread across Daniel’s face, and he fixed with Kensia with a hard stare. “And how do you know that?” 

Kensia shrugged, wearing a smile almost as casual as his own. “It pays to have friends in strange places.” 

“If there’s a power struggle,” Maya tensed even as the idea took shape. “You can damn well bet that Madame Daeva will be involved. Assuming she’s still alive.” 

Lucinda frowned. Her voice softer than the others. “You have a history with her, yes?”

All that did was grate at an old wound, one that never truly went away. Memories bubbled up from the shadows where she kept them, dredging up shards of a night she wished she could forget. Her eyes shut tight, refusing to let the aches of bitter past bring forth tears again. 

“She murdered my parents.” Maya answered delicately. “If you call that a history, then yes. I have a history with her.” 

“I think it would be wise that each of us go forward from this day with even greater caution than before.” Josephine spoke strong and clear, her voice beckoning every eye to her. “The world we know is changed now and none of us can predict what might happen next.”

There was a truth there that Maya couldn’t shake. 

She knew the damage possible when a demon set their mind to a deadly task. Her parents paid the price one fateful night, all those years ago, and she had to carry the scars of it ever since. Lucifer Morningstar might be dead, but how many demons still believed in him? A power struggle was inevitable, as rumor often spoke of demons who no longer aligned themselves with the Angel who brought them out of Hell, and that did little to ease how worried she truly felt. 

He's dead, thank God for that, but if Josephine is right... 

Our whole world is about to change. And Heaven only knows what we’ll face next.   











