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         I love beaded curtains, just so you know.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         Resting on her knees, Rosie Herpin drew in a deep, calming breath as she ignored the sharp pebbles digging into her skin.
            She leaned forward, flattening her palm against the warm, sun-bleached stone. Kneeling wasn’t exactly comfortable in a wrap
            dress, but she wasn’t going to wear jeans or leggings today.
         

         
         She closed her eyes, sliding her hand down and to the right, tracing the shallow indentations painstakingly carved into the
            worn stone. She didn’t need to see to know she’d reached the name—his name.
         

         
         Ian Samuel Herpin.

         
         Dragging her fingers over each letter, she mouthed them silently, and when she finished, reaching the N on the last name,
            she stopped. Rosie didn’t need to keep going to know what the dates read underneath. Ian had been twenty-three. And she didn’t
            need to open her eyes to read the single line etched into the stone, because that line had been carved into her brain.
         

         
         
            may he find the peace that had evaded him in life.

         

         Rosie jerked her fingers off the stone, but she didn’t open her eyes as she brought her hand to her chest, to right above
            her heart. She hated those words. His parents, bless them, had chosen that, and she hadn’t the heart or the mind at the time
            to disagree. Now she wished she had.
         

         
         Peace hadn’t evaded Ian. Peace had been right there, waiting for him, surrounding him. Peace just . . . it just couldn’t reach
            him.
         

         
         That was different.

         
         At least to Rosie it was.

         
         Ten years had passed since their plans for the future—plans that had included college degrees, the house with a beautiful
            courtyard, babies, and maybe, God willing, grandbabies they could spend their days in retirement spoiling—ended with a gun
            Rosie hadn’t even known her husband owned.
         

         
         Ten years of replaying the time they did have together, over and over, looking for the signs that everything they had been
            and everything they were supposed to have become was a facade, because they were living two different lives. Rosie had believed
            that things were perfect. Yeah, they had problems like everyone had problems, but there was nothing major going on. But for
            Ian? His life hadn’t been perfect at all. Things had been a struggle. Not a constant one. Not something he’d faced every day.
            What had preyed on his thoughts and emotions had been well hidden. His depression had been a silent killer. There hadn’t been
            a single person, not his family or his friends or even Rosie, who had seen it coming.
         

         
         Not until many, many years later, after a hell of a lot of soul-searching, did Rosie come to the shaky realization that their
            life hadn’t been a total lie. She’d struggled through all the stages of grief before getting to that point. Some of it had
            been truth. Ian had loved her. She knew that was true. He’d loved her with everything inside him.
         

         
         High school sweethearts.

         
         That’s what they’d been.

         
         They’d married the summer after they’d graduated and both of them worked hard to make a life, maybe a little too hard, and
            that had added to what had troubled him. He’d spent long days at the sugar refinery while Rosie attended Tulane, working toward
            a degree in education. They talked about those plans—a future, one that she now knew Ian had desperately wanted more than
            anything.
         

         
         She was twenty-three, almost done with her degree, and they’d been looking for their first home when Rosie got the call from
            the police while at her parents’ bakery in the city and was told not to go home.
         

         
         She’d been a month shy of graduation when Ian called the police and told them what he was about to do. They were just beginning
            the stressful process of applying for a mortgage when she learned that her husband of almost five years hadn’t wanted her
            to be the one to come home and discover him. It had been a week before his birthday when their walking, living, and breathing
            all-American dream turned into an all-American tragedy.
         

         
         For so many years, she never understood why he did what he did. So many years of being so damn angry and so damn guilty, feeling
            like she should’ve seen something, could’ve done something. It wasn’t until she went to the University of Alabama and enrolled
            in the psychology program that she began to accept there’d been warning signs—red flags that most people would never have
            picked up on.
         

         
         She learned through classes and her own experience that depression looked nothing like what people thought—like what she had
            thought.
         

         
         Ian smiled and lived, but he’d done that for Rosie. He’d done that for his family and friends. He smiled, laughed, and got
            up each day and went to work, made plans and had lazy Sundays with her so she wouldn’t worry about him or feel bad. He didn’t
            want her to feel the same way he felt.
         

         
         And he’d kept doing that until he couldn’t any longer.

         
         Guilt finally turned to regret, and regret lessened until it was a kernel of emotion that would always, no matter what, be
            there when she really let herself think about where they’d be, who’d they’d be, if things had been different. And that was,
            well, it was life.
         

         
         He’d been gone now longer than she knew him, and while each month, each year, got easier, it still killed her a little to
            even say his name.
         

         
         Rosie didn’t believe you could simply move on from losing someone you truly loved, someone who was not only your best friend
            but also your other half. You didn’t get back that part of you that you irrevocably gave to another person. When they left,
            that part disappeared forever with them. But Rosie believed you could come to accept that they were no longer there and keep
            living and enjoying life.
         

         
         There wasn’t anything she was prouder of than the fact that she did just that. No one, not a single damn person could say
            she was weak, that she didn’t dust off her ass and pick herself back up, because you could never begin to understand the turbulent,
            ever-changing whirlwind of utterly violent emotions that came with losing someone you cherished more than anything in this
            world to their own hand.
         

         
         No one.

         
         She got not one or two degrees, but three of them. She went out and had fun, the crazy fun that sometimes felt like it was
            moments away from becoming the kind of fun that ended with the police showing up. She took what used to be a curiosity for
            all things paranormal, an interest she shared with Ian, and turned it into a legitimate side career where she’d met some of
            the best people in the world. Rosie also dated. Often. Hell, she’d just gone out with a guy at the beginning of the week she’d
            met while working at her parents’ bakery. And she never held back. Never. Life was too damn short to do that.
         

         
         That she had learned the hard way.

         
         But today, on the tenth anniversary of Ian’s death, it was hard not to feel like it happened yesterday. It was almost impossible
            to not be cloaked in suffocating sadness.
         

         
         Reaching around her neck, she tugged on the gold chain she always wore. She pulled it out from under the collar of her dress,
            curling her fingers around the gold band. Her husband’s ring. She lifted it to her lips and kissed the warm metal.
         

         
         One day she would put this ring away somewhere safe. She knew that, but that one day just hadn’t come yet.

         
         Opening her eyes, she blinked back tears as she lowered her gaze to the bouquet of fresh flowers resting on the ground. Peonies.
            Her favorite, because Ian didn’t have a favorite flower. They were half-bloomed mignon peonies, crisp white with pink centers
            that would eventually turn all white. Picking up the damp stems, she inhaled the rich, rose fragrance.
         

         
         Rosie needed to get going. She’d promised to help her friend Nikki move today, so it was time to head back to her apartment,
            get changed, and be a good friend for the day. She leaned—
         

         
         A soft, swift curse jerked her head up. Normally, she didn’t hear a ton of cursing in a cemetery. Usually things were quite
            quiet. A faint grin tugged at her lips. Cursing and cemeteries typically did not go hand in hand. She scanned the narrow path
            to her right and didn’t see anything. Leaning back, she looked to her left and found the source.
         

         
         A man knelt on one knee with his back to her as he picked up flowers that had fallen into a puddle left by the recent rainstorm.
            Even from where she sat, she could see that whatever delicate bouquet he’d carried was ruined.
         

         
         Placing a hand over her eyes, she squinted in the sunlight as she watched the man rise. He was dressed as if he’d come straight
            from work. Dark trousers paired with a fitted white dress shirt. The sleeves were rolled up to the elbows, revealing tan forearms.
            It was late September and New Orleans was still circling the seventh level of hot, currently as humid as Satan’s balls in
            the afternoon, so she figured if she was close to dying in her black dress, he had to be minutes away from stripping off the
            shirt.
         

         
         Still standing with his back to her, he stared down at the ruined flowers. His shoulders were tense as he turned in the other
            direction. His pace was brisk as he took the flowers over to an old oak tree festooned with Spanish moss. There was a small
            trash can there, one of the very few in the entire cemetery. He tossed the flowers and then pivoted, quickly disappearing
            down one of the numerous lanes.
         

         
         Oh man, that sucked.

         
         Feeling for the guy, she sprang into action. Carefully, she pulled half of the stems free and then leaned forward, placing
            the remaining in the vase in front of the Herpin tomb. She picked up her keys and as she rose, she slid her purple-framed
            sunglasses on. Hurrying down the worn path with patchy grass, she turned down the lane she’d seen the guy go down. Luck was
            on her side, because she saw him near the pyramid tomb. He hung a right there, and feeling a wee bit like a stalker, she trailed
            behind him.
         

         
         Of course, she could yell out to him and just hand him the other half of the peonies, but shouting at a stranger in a cemetery
            just seemed wrong. Shouting in a cemetery at all felt like something her mother would side-eye her over.
         

         
         And no one side-eyed quite like her mother.

         
         The man made another turn and then stepped out of her line of sight. Holding on to the flowers, she walked passed a tomb with
            a large cross and then her steps slowed.
         

         
         She found him.

         
         He was standing before a massive mausoleum, one guarded by two beautifully erected weeping angels, and he was just standing
            there, as still as those angels, his arms stiff at his sides and his hands closed. She took a step forward as her gaze drifted
            to the name on the mausoleum.
         

         
         de Vincent.

         
         Her eyes widened and she blurted out, “Holy baby llama.”

         
         The man twisted at the waist, and Rosie was suddenly standing within mere feet of the Devil.

         
         That was what the gossip magazines called him.

         
         That was what most of her family called him.

         
         Rosie liked to refer to him as in her wildest dreams.
         

         
         Everyone in New Orleans, the state of Louisiana, and probably more than half the country knew who Devlin de Vincent was. Besides
            all the photos of him and his fiancée that were constantly posted in the Living and Leisure section of the newspaper, he was
            the eldest of three remaining de Vincent siblings, the heirs to the kind of fortune Rosie, along with most of the world, couldn’t
            even begin to wrap their heads around.
         

         
         What a small world.

         
         That was all she could think as she stared at him. Her friend Nikki worked for the de Vincents. Well, she worked temporarily
            for them and currently had something going on with the middle brother. That whole situation was an absolute mess at the moment,
            and Gabriel de Vincent was currently on the Boyfriends Who Needed to Get Their Shit Together list.
         

         
         But the de Vincents’ notorious fame or her friend’s on-again, off-again relationship with Gabe weren’t the only reasons why
            she knew more about them than the average bear.
         

         
         It was because of their home—their land.

         
         The de Vincent estate was one of the most haunted locations in the entire state of Louisiana. Rosie knew this because she
            had been a bit obsessed with all the legends surrounding the land and the family, one that included a curse. Yes. The family and the land were supposedly cursed. How cool was that? Okay, probably not cool to those involved, but Rosie
            was fascinated by the whole thing.
         

         
         From the research Rosie had done eons ago, it all stemmed from the land itself. New Orleans had been plagued with many virulent
            outbreaks in the late eighteen hundreds and the early nineteen hundreds. Smallpox. Spanish influenza. Yellow fever. Even the
            bubonic plague. Thousands of people died and many more were quarantined. Often, the dead and the dying were sent to the same
            place, left to rot away. The land that the de Vincent home sat on was one of the areas popularly used throughout many of the
            outbreaks. Even once the house was originally built, lands near the property were still used in the later outbreaks. All that
            sickness and death, mixed with heartbreak and hopelessness, were going to leave some bad vibes behind.
         

         
         And boy did the de Vincent land have some bad vibes.

         
         The house itself had caught fire multiple times. The fires could easily be explained, but all the strange deaths? There was
            the stuff her friend Nikki had told her. Then there was the de Vincent curse, and even more crazy?
         

         
         Ley lines.

         
         Ley lines were basically straight lines of energy that traveled all over the earth and were believed to have spiritual connections.
            The very line that extended from Stonehenge, moved across the Atlantic, and passed through cities like New York, Washington,
            D.C., New Orleans. And, according to her research, straight through the de Vincent property.
         

         
         Rosie would do bad, terrible things to get inside that house and investigate.

         
         But that was unlikely to ever happen. When Rosie had mentioned it to Nikki, she was shot down faster than her running after
            freshly baked beignets.
         

         
         She’d never met a de Vincent before and definitely not the Devlin de Vincent, but she’d seen enough pictures of him to know that Devlin just . . . well, he just did it for her.
         

         
         That indefinable thing that got her hormones revving like a 1967 Impala. Wide-shouldered and narrow at the waist, the man
            was tall, well over six feet. His dark hair was coiffed and styled short. He had the kind of face that was universally handsome.
            High, broad cheekbones and a straight, aquiline nose paired with a set of full lips that came with a perfect Cupid’s bow.
            He had a square, hard jaw and a chin with a slight cleft in it.
         

         
         The man was stunning, yet there was something cold about him, almost detached and a bit cruel about how he was pieced together.
            To anyone else, that might’ve dampened his attractiveness, but to Rosie? That only made him all the more beautiful.
         

         
         Oh God, Rosie remembered something in that moment. How could she have forgotten? She wasn’t sure, but his father had died
            recently. Lawrence de Vincent had died the same way the de Vincents’ mother had—the same way Ian had.
         

         
         By his own hand.

         
         Lawrence de Vincent hadn’t used a gun, though. He’d hung himself. Or that was what the gossip section of the paper claimed.

         
         Her heart all but broke for him, for all the brothers in that moment. To have experienced what they did not once but twice?
            Good God. . . .
         

         
         Devlin hadn’t turned fully in her direction, but he was staring at her and she was staring at him, and this was so not how
            she expected her trip to the cemetery to go.
         

         
         “Can I help you?” he asked, and goodness, his voice was as deep as an ocean.

         
         “I saw you back there, when your flowers fell into the puddle,” she said, inching closer to him. “I have extra. I thought
            you could use them.”
         

         
         The sunlight glanced off his cheekbones as he tilted his head to the side. He didn’t respond.

         
         So, she extended her arms, holding out the peonies. “Would you like them?”

         
         Devlin still didn’t respond.

         
         She sucked her bottom lip in between her teeth and decided if she was in for a penny, she was in for a pound. Stepping around
            the stone curb, she walked up to Devlin. My word, the man was tall, and she had to tip her head back to meet his gaze.
         

         
         Those eyes.

         
         Thick, heavy sooty lashes framed eyes the color of the gulf, a stunning blue-green.

         
         His eyes didn’t meet hers. No, he appeared to be . . . staring at her mouth.

         
         A flush of warmth cascaded over her. He has a fiancée. Or at least she thought he did. That’s what she told herself, about three different times, as she stopped worrying her lower
            lip and tried to converse again with him.
         

         
         “Peonies are my favorite,” she explained, because why not? “The ones that have a scent, that is. Not all of them do, did you
            know that?”
         

         
         His head straightened and he finally lifted his gaze to hers. She almost wished he hadn’t, because she had never seen such
            intense, serious eyes before. Eyes that didn’t hint at humor. A gaze that was definitely troubled.
         

         
         Then again, was she surprised? His father had died and she’d sworn that there’d been something else recently in the papers
            about their family that was all kinds of dramalicious, but anyway, he was standing in a cemetery, before his family’s tomb,
            so yeah, he was probably troubled.
         

         
         Wasn’t she also troubled?

         
         “I didn’t know that,” he replied.

         
         A tentative smile tugged at her lips. “Well, now you do.”

         
         He was quiet for a moment. “What do they smell like?”

         
         “Actually, these smell like roses, and I guess you could just get roses if you like that smell, but I’ve always thought that
            peonies were prettier.”
         

         
         His gaze dipped to where she held them. “They are.”

         
         Rosie’s smile kicked up a notch. “They’re yours if you want them.”

         
         A moment passed and then he reached out to take the flowers. His fingers brushed hers as they curved around the bundle of
            stems. Her gaze flew to his face. There was a slight tilt to the corner of his lips. The touch was brief, but she thought . . .
         

         
         Ugh. It sounded out there, but Rosie thought it was on purpose.

         
         “I don’t imagine people do this often,” he said, looking down at the peonies and then back to her.

         
         “Do what?” She lowered her hand.

         
         “Search someone down in a cemetery to replace flowers they carelessly dropped,” he explained, lifting his gaze to the hum
            of a plane flying above, heading toward the airport. Then that pale gaze focused on hers again with the same intensity as
            before. “I’d figure most people wouldn’t have spared it another thought.”
         

         
         Rosie lifted a shoulder. “I hope that’s not the case.”

         
         “It is.” He said that like he didn’t have one ounce of doubt in his mind. “Thank you.”

         
         “You’re welcome.”

         
         He nodded and then turned back to the crypt. Rosie took a moment to recognize the craziness of the situation. She was actually
            standing here, conversing with Devlin de Vincent, and she wasn’t badgering him about his haunted property.
         

         
         She deserved a pile of beignets for resisting the urge and proving that she did, in fact, have the common decency to respect
            the fact that they were in a graveyard and this was neither the time nor the place for such topics.
         

         
         She figured it was time for her to leave him, since she really needed to get to Nikki’s and he was owed his privacy, but she
            felt like she needed to say something. “I’m sorry about your father.”
         

         
         And that was all she said, because she knew that when people lost someone the way Devlin had, no one processed it the same
            way. Some wanted—needed—the acknowledgment and wanted to talk about it. Others weren’t at that point yet, and his father’s
            suicide was recent.
         

         
         Devlin faced her once more. His head tilted to the side as a wry look settled into his striking features. “You know who I
            am?”
         

         
         Rosie laughed softly. “I’m pretty sure everyone knows who you are.”

         
         “True,” he murmured, and that made Rosie want to laugh again. There was no reason to deny it. “Did you know who I was when
            I dropped the flowers?”
         

         
         She did laugh again then. “No. Your back was to me and you were too far away. All I knew was that you were a guy.”

         
         The way he studied her made her wonder if he believed that or not, but there really wasn’t anything she could say to change
            it if that was the case. A cloud passed overhead, and Rosie pushed her sunglasses up. She’d smoothed her curls back into a
            topknot this morning. If she hadn’t, she was confident her hair would be a frizzy mess in the humidity.
         

         
         Something . . . weird flickered across his face as he stared at her. She had no idea what it was as she spun the key ring
            on her pointer finger. “Well, I’ve taken up enough of your time—”
         

         
         “These aren’t for Lawrence,” he said, and she thought it was strange that Devlin called him that instead of Father. He stepped
            forward, crossing over the stone. “You have me at a disadvantage.”
         

         
         “I do?” She watched him kneel, and that was when she saw the name. Marjorie de Vincent. Was that his mother?

         
         Devlin placed the peonies in the vase. “You know me, but I don’t know you.”

         
         “Oh.” Rosie almost said who she was. It was on the tip of her tongue, but Rosie had kind of fixed Nikki up with a mutual friend
            who had been attempting to investigate the de Vincents for the local paper, unbeknownst to Rosie. She didn’t know if Devlin
            knew anything about that, but there was no point in running that risk. “It doesn’t matter.”
         

         
         He turned to her, brows knitted in a slight frown. “It doesn’t?”

         
         “No.” She smiled as her gaze flickered from him to where she saw the father’s name etched into stone. “You know, I’m sure
            you’ve heard this before, but it’s true. You may never really understand why your father did what he did, but it gets easier
            to . . . deal with.”
         

         
         Devlin’s lips parted as he stared at her.

         
         She felt her cheeks warm, because of course he knew. He already had experience with this, with his mother, and here she was,
            dispensing unnecessary advice like an idiot.
         

         
         He stepped toward her, coming over the stone. “What is your name?”

         
         Before she could answer, a phone rang. For a moment she thought he wasn’t going to answer it, but then he reached into his
            pocket, pulling it out.
         

         
         “Sorry,” he said. “I have to answer this.”

         
         “It’s okay.”

         
         Devlin turned away, placing his hand on his waist as he spoke into the phone. This was her chance to make a clean exit. Taking
            just one more second to soak in the line of his jaw and the breadth of his shoulders, she slid her sunglasses back down as
            she backed up.
         

         
         Turning with a soft smile on her lips, she walked away from Devlin de Vincent, knowing it was very unlikely that she’d see
            him again.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Princess Silvermoon was her trade name, but Rosie simply knew her as Sarah LePen. Princess Silvermoon was, no question about
            it, a really absurd name, but in Sarah’s line of work, she had to stand out. Especially in a city where you couldn’t throw
            a rock and not hit a tarot card reader or a psychic, and calling yourself a princess did get you a lot of attention.
         

         
         But Sarah was the real deal Holyfield.

         
         She was a psychic medium whose feelings were almost always premonitions, and not only that, she was able to communicate with honest to goodness spirits. Rosie knew
            it was more than Sarah relying on finely honed intuition or being able to expertly read people’s body language. She’d seen
            Sarah in action many times over to know that she was connecting with someone, able to answer nearly impossible questions and
            impart shockingly accurate information to those who had her do readings.
         

         
         Rosie had met Sarah through her friend Jillian several years ago. Jilly was the creator and co-owner of NOPE—the New Orleans
            Paranormal Exploration team, and in Rosie’s opinion, one of the best paranormal investigation teams out there. Jilly brought
            Sarah in while NOPE was investigating a house out in Covington. They had a previous owner of the home who hadn’t moved on
            and was making herself quite the nuisance in the home, banging around, stealing things and placing them in weird locations
            to scare the bejesus out of the kids. Sarah had managed to get the old lady to cross over, much to the family’s delight. And
            as far as Rosie knew, they still lived in that house. But sometimes spirits could be stubborn. There’d been times that Sarah
            couldn’t get them to cross over, and then it became up to the owners to either attempt to forcibly remove the spirits or learn
            to live with them.
         

         
         Sarah had been engaged up until about four months ago, when a feeling had led her to come home earlier than normal, catching her fiancé with, as cliché as hell, his secretary.
         

         
         So she’d recently moved into an apartment over on Ursulines, which wasn’t too far from Rosie, and where she was currently
            begging for forgiveness.
         

         
         “I’m sorry I’m late,” she told Sarah as she dropped her bag on the couch. “Today has been—it has been all over the place.
            I had to help my friend Nikki move and I had to help Jilly with one of the ghost tours. You know how those things are.”
         

         
         “A mess and they always run over?” Sarah laughed as she walked out of her kitchen. Her blond hair was pulled up in a messy
            knot that looked Instagram ready. She was a gorgeous woman who reminded Rosie of an older version of the actress Jennifer
            Lawrence. When Sarah was officially working, she wore flowing gowns and bracelets that sounded like wind chimes every time they clanked together. When she was
            off, like she was now, she wore black leggings and a black tunic. “You have no reason to apologize. It’s okay. I have nothing
            else planned tonight. I never do on this night.”
         

         
         “But it’s Friday—”

         
         “And we have a standing date every year, on this date, so it’s okay.” She carried two small pillar candles and placed them
            on the coffee table.
         

         
         Sarah was correct.

         
         For the last six years, Sarah had attempted to communicate with Ian on the anniversary of his death. Like Houdini and his
            wife, Rosie and Ian had a code word. A word only they would know. It was something they’d come up with one night, after drinking
            about a gallon of wine and watching a marathon of The Dead Files on one of their lazy Sundays. Since he’d been just as into the paranormal as she was, it wasn’t that out-there that they’d
            come up with a word that would prove a medium was really communicating with one or the other.
         

         
         It had taken Rosie four years to get the point that she was even remotely ready for something like that. She didn’t really
            have any questions for Ian. She just wanted to know if he was . . . okay. That’s all.
         

         
         And for the last six years, Sarah had never been able to reach him. Rosie didn’t know what that meant. Sarah had always told
            her that didn’t mean he wasn’t around her. He just wasn’t coming through. Maybe he wasn’t ready to talk. Maybe he . . . maybe
            he wasn’t there, wherever there was.
         

         
         Either way, Rosie was in awe of Sarah, and maybe even had a little girl crush on her, too. The fact that she could talk to
            those who had passed absolutely fascinated Rosie. Sarah had been more than open about what it was like and how it was when
            she was a child, but Rosie really couldn’t understand or even begin to know what it was like to hear voices that others could
            not, to feel what others couldn’t.
         

         
         Sarah and those like her, who were truly gifted, were heroes in Rosie’s book.

         
         “How was the tour?” Sarah asked.

         
         “Not bad.” Being familiar with the drill, Rosie walked into the kitchen and grabbed the other two candles. She brought them
            into the living room, placing them in the center of the coffee table. “It’s just that a lot of people had questions, which
            I don’t mind, but we got hung up near the Sultan’s house.”
         

         
         Sarah rolled her eyes as she turned off the overhead lights. The room was cast in soft, flickering shadows. The blinds were
            already closed, shutting out the bright lights of the city. She’d already turned on music. Well, it really wasn’t technically
            music. It was the low sound of ocean waves, background noise that helped Sarah concentrate and to drown out the sounds from
            outside.
         

         
         Making her way back over to Rosie, Sarah knelt down on a thick, sparkly blue cushion. “You mean the house where there is absolutely
            no evidence of a Sultan or a Sultan’s brother living there? Or any evidence of a bloody, horrific massacre?”
         

         
         Chuckling, Rosie dropped down onto her pillow. It was also sparkly, but pink. “One of the tourists wanted to know why we weren’t
            taking them to the Gardette-LaPrete House, and I tried to explain that there has never been any historical evidence that such
            a massacre took place there and while the place is beautiful, we don’t include stories where there isn’t some level of historical
            evidence. He argued, listed all these facts, which aren’t facts, and anyone with a degree in Googling could’ve figured that
            out.”
         

         
         “Mansplained you, did he?”

         
         “Yep.” She crossed her legs. “I told that guy that no one was saying the house wasn’t haunted. Just that there wasn’t anything
            factual supporting the legend. Not even a single report in any newspapers about the murders, and with something as bad as
            this supposedly was, it would’ve been in a newspaper.”
         

         
         Sarah stretched her neck to the left and then the right as the flame of the candle danced over her face. “The place does give
            off weird vibes and I wouldn’t live in one of those apartments, but ya know . . .”
         

         
         “Yep. Either you believe the Gardette-LaPrete House murders are real or you don’t. There is no in-between. Anyway, the debate
            caused us to run over. So, did you spend your evening arguing over a mass murder that may have never taken place?”
         

         
         She laughed softly. “No. I kind of wish I had. I did a private reading with this couple who’d just lost their child.”

         
         “Oh no.” Rosie’s shoulders slumped. Those readings had to be the worst, and Rosie wasn’t sure how Sarah managed to deal with
            them—the grieving family and friends who were so desperate to speak to their loved ones just one more time. But no matter
            how distraught those people were, Sarah wouldn’t lie to them. She wouldn’t tell them vague things like some mediums would
            to make them feel better. Sarah was always honest, even when it hurt. “Did you reach the child?”
         

         
         Sarah brushed a loose strand of hair off her cheek. “No. Kids are . . . it’s always hard with them, especially when the passing
            is recent. I tried to explain that, but they wanted to try anyway. They want to try again, but I was able to convince them
            to give it a couple of months.” She smiled, but it was sad as she placed her hands on the coffee table. “By the way, you’re
            still planning on going to the Masquerade with me next week, right?”
         

         
         Rosie nodded enthusiastically. “Hell yeah! I’m just glad you’re still going, but thank you again for bringing me as your plus-one.
            I’ve always wanted to attend.”
         

         
         The annual charity Masquerade was where the wealthiest and most powerful of New Orleans rubbed elbows and God knew what else,
            so Rosie never had a chance to attend. She didn’t hobnob with the highfalutin crowd.
         

         
         Sarah normally attended with her ex, who got the exclusive tickets because he worked in the district attorney’s office. As
            far as they knew, her ex wasn’t going to be there. Rosie kind of hoped he would be, because their costumes were sexy as hell,
            and she wanted Sarah to be able to rub all that he threw away in his face.
         

         
         “You’re just excited because the house is haunted.” Sarah grinned.

         
         “Guilty as charged.” The bedroom upstairs, the last one on the left that faced the courtyard in the back, was one of the most
            haunted locations in the city. Legend said a woman who’d been murdered by a jealous ex-lover the night before her wedding
            haunted the room, full-bodied-apparition type of haunting, and Rosie was so going to check it out.
         

         
         Sarah shook her head. “Let’s see if we can reach Ian. Okay?”

         
         Rosie nodded. Sometimes Sarah needed personal effects, but she tried to make contact without them at first. Rosie wasn’t holding
            her breath that tonight was going to be any different than all the previous attempts.
         

         
         But she was going to try, because that was the promise they’d made each other. And maybe it was just a silly promise, one
            that Ian hadn’t taken seriously, but Rosie did.
         

         
         “Close your eyes and picture Ian,” Sarah said, her voice soft in the darkness. “I’ll let you know if he comes through.”

         
         In other words, that meant Rosie needed to shut up and let Sarah concentrate. So, she did just that, because Rosie knew that
            Sarah didn’t want her talking until she asked her a question. After all, Rosie could accidentally feed information to Sarah,
            and because they were friends and Sarah knew a lot about Ian, it was already difficult for Sarah not to fall back on what
            she already knew.
         

         
         Closing her eyes, she pictured Ian. Or tried to. It was . . . God, it sucked to acknowledge this, but it was getting harder
            to piece his features together. She had to try really hard for the details not to be blurry and it took effort. Rosie knew
            that was common, but it still burned a hole through her chest.
         

         
         Ian was handsome.

         
         He’d been tall and lanky. The kind of guy who could eat fried chicken wings smothered in every sauce known to man and hamburgers
            daily and never gain a pound. Rosie so much as looked at a basket of chicken wings and put on weight, but not Ian. He’d had
            dark brown hair that was cropped close to the skull. Rosie liked longer hair on guys, but the short cut always worked for
            Ian since it showcased his high cheekbones. His skin had been a little darker than hers, courtesy of his father, and his eyes
            had been a rich, deep brown. Rosie held the image of him in her mind—an image of him smiling, because goodness, he had a beautiful
            smile. A smile that was so infectious that you couldn’t help but smile in return. And his laugh? Oh man, it had been just
            as—
         

         
         “Someone is here,” Sarah announced, causing Rosie’s stomach to lurch. “The voice is faint. Very far away.” There was another
            pause. “It’s a female voice.”
         

         
         Jolting out of her thoughts, her eyes flew open. Sarah sat across from her, her eyes still closed.

         
         Her pale brows knitted together as her fingers curled against the coffee table. “Rosalynn . . .”

         
         No one called her Rosalynn except for her parents or her sister when they wanted to be annoying. Then again, her grandmother
            always called her that.
         

         
         Sarah’s head twitched slightly to the left. “You always . . . hated that name.”

         
         A wry grin tugged at her lips. Everyone who knew Rosie knew she didn’t like her full name. Rosalynn June Pradine had been
            her full name before she married. After Ian’s death, she hadn’t changed it back. Didn’t see the point in it, but anyway, her
            sister’s name was worse, though. Their parents just had to be extra about everything and named the poor girl Belladonna, which
            meant she was named after an extremely poisonous plant also known as nightshade.
         

         
         The weird name thing was unfortunately a family tradition on her mother’s side. Her mother was Juniper May Pradine. Bella was Belladonna February Pradine. Yes, there was a trend there. Their middle names were the months their parents swore they were conceived in. Apparently
            that weird tradition started with their grandmother.
         

         
         And her granny sure as hell knew she didn’t like to be called that.

         
         It obviously wasn’t Ian coming through, but if it was her granny, Rosie couldn’t complain. She’d come through before and actually
            told Rosie where her mother could find a necklace of Granny’s that her mom had been searching for forever.
         

         
         Exhaling slowly, Rosie watched Sarah lift her hand to the space behind her left ear. That’s what she did whenever she was
            hearing someone. She would mess with that ear, tugging on it or rubbing her fingers behind it, or tilt her head in the opposite
            direction.
         

         
         “Whoa. Wait.” Sarah’s head jerked. “There’s another voice. It’s louder. Very loud and it’s coming through.”
         

         
         Rosie’s brows lifted. That . . . that had never happened before. She leaned forward and then stopped as the flames on the
            candles flickered rapidly. As she frowned, her gaze bounced between the candles. The flames had moved like there was wind,
            but there wasn’t even a ceiling fan running.
         

         
         A chill skated down Rosie’s spine as she lifted her gaze to Sarah as a sixth sense kicked in. Not the kind of sense Sarah
            had, nothing as finely tuned as that, but it was the same feeling she got on investigations, right before something freaky
            happened.
         

         
         Sarah was rubbing at the back of her ear. “It’s a male voice and . . . and he’s saying . . . he thinks it’s a pretty name.”
            She shook her head. “He is talking about your name, too, but . . .”
         

         
         Rosie ordered the hope swelling in her chest to chill out. Just because it was a male coming through and he knew she didn’t
            like her full name didn’t mean it was Ian. Her grandfather had come through once, just like her grandmother, three years ago,
            and so had a cousin.
         

         
         Though, they’d never mentioned her name before. So that was . . . odd.

         
         Sarah’s lips pursed as her nose scrunched. “Who . . . I don’t know. I keep hearing the word . . . ‘peonies’? Yes. Something
            to do with peonies.” She opened her eyes. “What is the deal with peonies?”
         

         
         Her lips parted on a sharp inhale. “Peonies are my favorite flower.”

         
         Nodding slowly, Sarah closed her eyes again. “Okay. But it’s something about . . . something about peonies today?”

         
         “Today? I don’t—wait. Yes.” Her eyes widened. Holy crapola. . . . “I took peonies to the cemetery. I always do. Every year.”

         
         She tipped her head to the side. “You did something with those flowers, right? He’s saying—slow down,” Sarah ordered softly. “Yes. Okay. You gave those flowers to someone?”
         

         
         Rosie’s mouth dropped open. A shiver danced over her skin. Just because she was around the supernatural a lot, that didn’t
            mean she still didn’t get freaked out.
         

         
         And she was a little freaked out.

         
         There was no way, none whatsoever, that Sarah would’ve known that. She hadn’t even told Nikki that she’d run into Devlin at
            the cemetery and spoken to him.
         

         
         “Yes,” Rosie said, her hands closing in her lap. “I did give the flowers to someone—”

         
         “Half of them,” Sarah corrected.

         
         Rosie’s heart skipped a beat.

         
         “He’s saying that was nice of you,” Sarah continued, her eyes open now. She wasn’t looking at Rosie, but staring into one
            of the flames. “He’s . . . I’m sorry. He’s kind of all over the place, and half of what he’s saying isn’t making sense.”
         

         
         Now her heart had sped up. Had Sarah finally connected with Ian? “He can hear me, right?” When Sarah nodded absently, she
            drew in a shallow breath. “What is our word?”
         

         
         Sarah’s gaze flew to hers. “This isn’t Ian.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “This isn’t him,” she repeated. “I don’t . . . I don’t even think this spirit knows you.”

         
         Okay. Now she was more than a little freaked out. “What?”

         
         “This happens sometimes.” She flinched as she refocused on the flame. Then her eyes widened. “He saw you at the cemetery.
            That is right.”
         

         
         Rosie leaned forward again. “What is he saying?”

         
         “He keeps saying that he doesn’t belong there. That he shouldn’t be there.” She curled her fingers around the lobe of her
            ear. “I think he means . . . he shouldn’t be dead.”
         

         
         Well, that wasn’t entirely surprising. A lot of dead people didn’t think they should be dead.

         
         “He’s angry. Very angry.” Her head twitched again. “What about the peonies—oh.” She looked at Rosie again. “He’s saying you
            shouldn’t have given the flowers to him.”
         

         
         Her stomach twisted. Okay. Yet another detail Sarah didn’t know. Rosie never mentioned a guy. Was this spirit talking about
            Devlin? “Why shouldn’t I have?”
         

         
         Sarah grew quiet. “Ungrateful,” she muttered, her lips thinning. “Mistake. He made a mistake. That’s what he keeps saying.”

         
         “Who?”

         
         “I don’t know. I can’t get him to calm down. He’s . . . God.” She dragged her hand over her head, shoving the shorter strands
            back. “He’s enraged. He keeps shouting that he doesn’t belong there.” Her chest rose with a deep breath. “Death.”

         
         Rosie cocked her head to the side.

         
         “Death,” Sarah repeated, making a sudden choking sound. “He’s saying . . . something about his death. It wasn’t supposed to
            happen.”
         

         
         “Really?” Rosie sighed.

         
         “Wait.” Sarah touched her neck. “He’s saying—oh my God.” Her eyes widened. “Nope. I’m done. I can’t—I’m done. I’m closing
            off this connection.”
         

         
         “Okay.” Rosie nodded jerkily. “Close it down. Close it—”

         
         Sarah suddenly jerked back from the coffee table as her hands went out in front of her. Her eyes were wide. “He’s here.”

         
         “Um, I’m not following.”

         
         “He. Is. Here, Rosie.” Sarah’s gaze latched on to hers. “Not in the metaphysical sense. Don’t you—”
         

         
         A loud thud came from above, like a giant hand smacked into the ceiling. Both of them jolted.

         
         The candles blew out—every single one.

         
         “Holy shit,” Sarah whispered, and Rosie heard her jump to her feet.

         
         Goose bumps rose all over Rosie’s bare arms as she stared into the darkness and her heart thumped heavily. She strained to
            see or hear anything, but all she heard was Sarah rushing over toward the door. A second later, the living room flooded with
            light and Rosie was staring at the colorful pillows all along Sarah’s couch. Slowly, she twisted at the waist, to where Sarah
            stood.
         

         
         Sarah stared back at her. “Rosie. . . .”

         
         “That happened.” Her eyes felt like they were going to pop out of her head. “That really just happened.”

         
         Dragging in deep, rapid breaths, Sarah nodded. “He kept saying . . .”

         
         “What?”

         
         “He kept saying . . . God, I don’t want to even say this out loud, but I need to.” Visibly pale, she pulled away from the
            wall. “He kept saying, the . . . the devil is coming.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         The only two devils Rosie sort of knew were the perfectly sugared beignets that were to blame for her rounded hips and a de
            Vincent.
         

         
         But could this spirit be talking about a de Vincent? Or was it a de Vincent? That just sounded out of this world, but . . .
         

         
         Clutching the bottle of wine, Sarah sat down next to Rosie on the couch. All the lights were turned on in her apartment, and
            Sarah had put the kibosh on any attempt Rosie wanted to make to communicate with whoever the hell it was that had come through.
            Sarah claimed the spirit was gone now, but as Rosie sipped from her wineglass and Sarah drank straight from the bottle, she
            wasn’t sure she believed her.
         

         
         “Has that happened before?” Rosie asked as she pulled her leg up onto the couch.

         
         Sarah stared straight ahead, her blue eyes focused on a pink-and-blue, bohemian-style wall tapestry hung behind the TV. “Yes.
            Not often, but sometimes a spirit will sort of . . . ride another spirit through the connection. I’ve done readings where
            complete strangers showed up and wanted to talk. I mean, sometimes the spirit knows the person, and the person just doesn’t
            realize that, but there’ve been cases where it was a random spirit hitching a ride.” She turned to Rosie as she lifted her
            hand to her neck. She began rubbing it again. “I think . . . I think he was trying to jump me.”
         

         
         Rosie sucked in a sharp breath. “Are you serious?”

         
         She nodded.

         
         “That’s . . . that’s not good.” And it wasn’t. Jumping wasn’t the same thing as full possession, but it could still wreak
            havoc on a person’s mind, body, and environment. It occurred when a spirit jumped into a person’s body to communicate through
            them. People might find themselves saying things they normally wouldn’t, having odd accents and even mannerisms that were
            unlike them. When a person was jumped, they might even experience how the spirit died, and that could really mess with someone’s
            head.
         

         
         And from her own experience with investigations, Rosie knew that only a very strong spirit or a very determined one could
            jump a living human.
         

         
         “You know, I’ve let spirits in many times during readings, when they wait for permission, but this guy . . . he wasn’t waiting
            for permission. He wanted in and he was furious.”
         

         
         Feeling guilty, Rosie touched Sarah’s arm and winced when the woman jumped a little. “I’m sorry. I—”

         
         “This is not your fault. You don’t need to apologize, but I do need to tell you this, and not just because you’re my friend.”
            Still white-knuckling the wine bottle, she dropped her hand and twisted toward Rosie. “I’m pretty sure this spirit didn’t
            know you personally, but I got the feeling that he . . . he hitched a ride with you and not another spirit and it wasn’t a
            mistake.”
         

         
         Rosie’s brows lifted as she nibbled on her lower lip. That wasn’t something anyone wanted to hear. Not even her.

         
         “Do you have any idea of who that could’ve been?” Sarah asked and then took another big, healthy gulp of the wine.

         
         Rosie could easily be a spirit beacon, especially considering all the investigations she’d taken part in with NOPE over the
            years, but she didn’t think it came from any of those cases. She looked away from Sarah, not sure if her suspicions were on
            point or not.
         

         
         “What are you not telling me?” Sarah demanded.

         
         Drawing in a deep breath, Rosie leaned forward and placed her wineglass on the coffee table. She hadn’t really allowed herself
            time to think about her brief meeting with Devlin, because there truly was no point, but she couldn’t help but feel like they’d
            had a . . . a moment, hadn’t they? That indefinable connection that even strangers could make in a short period of time.
         

         
         “Okay, this is going to sound crazier than what just happened, but when I was at the cemetery today, I saw this guy drop his
            flowers in a puddle,” she told Sarah. “They were ruined and he’d tossed them, and I had more than enough flowers. I split
            the peonies and found the guy to give them to him, because that had to suck, you know?”
         

         
         Sarah nodded slowly as she took another drink.

         
         “I swear I had no idea who he was until I found him and he was standing in front of the de Vincent mausoleum. It was Devlin
            de Vincent.”
         

         
         “The Devil.” Sarah let out a hard, short laugh. “That makes me feel better that he could’ve been referencing a nickname and not the
            actual devil.”
         

         
         Rosie snorted at that.

         
         “You know, literally everyone seems to know his nickname, but no one knows why they call him that or how it got started.”

         
         She lifted a shoulder. “I don’t know. I guess the nicknames for all the brothers started when they were in college up north,
            but yeah, I would love to know why they call him that.”
         

         
         “Ditto,” murmured Sarah. “What happened when you gave him the flowers?”

         
         “We chatted for a couple of minutes and then I left. I thought he was there because of his father. You know, he passed recently.”

         
         She blanched as she lowered her gaze. “Didn’t he . . . ?”

         
         “Yeah, he killed himself. I said that I was sorry to hear about his father’s death, and he corrected me, said the flowers
            were for his mother,” Rosie continued. “I figured he just wasn’t ready to even acknowledge his father’s death, and I totally
            understand that. Anyway, that’s where the whole peony thing is from. I didn’t even tell Nikki about that when I saw her tonight
            and you know she works in the de Vincent household. Do you think the spirit was him—Lawrence de Vincent?”
         

         
         “God.” Sarah leaned back against the cushion, lowering the bottle to her stomach. “You know, it’s possible. He could’ve been
            hanging around Devlin or the cemetery, saw you, and attached himself.”
         

         
         “But why? I didn’t know him and I don’t know Devlin. That was the first time I saw him in person.”

         
         “Sometimes the reason why a spirit attaches to someone is never known.”

         
         Rosie’s lips pursed. “Well, that’s not cool.”

         
         She slid her a dry look. “Most people would be more freaked out about that possibility.”

         
         “Most people don’t hunt ghosts.” Rosie shrugged, but she was a little disturbed. Especially if this ghostie was an angry one.
            She wasn’t about that kind of life. “I mean, hey, if I’m going to be haunted by a ghost, I figure a de Vincent is like the
            gold standard.”
         

         
         Sarah giggled and then smacked her hand over her mouth. “That’s not funny.”

         
         “Yeah.” Rosie grinned. “It kind of is.”

         
         Sarah let her head fall back against the couch. “But seriously, I don’t know if that was Lawrence or someone else, but I do
            know he was angry and . . . I think . . . I think he said something else, right before I closed down communication.” She exhaled
            roughly. “I don’t know if I heard him right. He was trying to jump me and I don’t need that, so I cut him off, but if he was
            Lawrence . . .”
         

         
         “What? What do you think he said?”

         
         She turned her head toward Rosie. “I think he said he was murdered.”
         

         
          

         Not unexpectedly, Rosie had one hell of a time falling asleep that night.

         
         Back at her apartment and in her bed, she stared up at the glow of the dark stars stuck to her ceiling. They didn’t glow green.
            They were a soft, luminous white, but yeah, they were still tacky.
         

         
         Rosie loved them.

         
         They reminded her of infinite space, and while that may be a weird thing to want to be reminded of, she sort of found it comforting
            that in the big scheme of things, she was just a tiny speck of flesh and bone on a giant rock hurtling around the sun.
         

         
         The stars also helped her fall asleep. Usually. But not tonight. Tonight she could only think about the reading with Sarah
            and the question her friend had asked her before she’d left.
         

         
         “Are you going to say something?”

         
         Rosie snorted-laughed into the relatively dark bedroom. Was she going to say something? To who? Devlin? Yeah, that was not
            going to happen. Her reluctance had nothing to do with Rosie not believing Sarah. She totally believed her. Sarah had connected
            with someone who was very angry and quite possibly could’ve been murdered, but—and it was a big but—who in the world would
            believe Rosie if she came up to them and said something like that?
         

         
         It was one thing for her to readily believe what Sarah told her, because Rosie had seen some bizarre shit, but someone who
            most likely didn’t believe in the supernatural, even if their house appeared to be haunted, probably wouldn’t be open to a
            virtual stranger walking up to them and dropping that kind of bomb.
         

         
         Because it would, in fact, sound like she’d donned her crazy pants.

         
         Groaning, Rosie rolled onto her side and her gaze traveled across the room, to the heavily curtained bedroom window. It was
            the only window in the room. She was grateful for investing in those blackout curtains, because none of the bright, flashing
            lights from the French Quarter seeped through that window.
         

         
         Rosie sighed.

         
         There was no way she could say anything about what happened tonight. She didn’t know the de Vincents well enough to approach
            them, but she could tell Nikki. Even though her friend believed in the supernatural, she seriously didn’t think Nikki would
            feel remotely comfortable telling any of the de Vincents what Rosie had heard, because again, it would sound a little insane.
         

         
         Besides all of that, and all of that was enough for Rosie to keep her mouth shut, Sarah and she couldn’t be sure that it was Lawrence who’d briefly come through.
            Wasn’t like the spirit had entered with a name tag. Yes, it seemed like it was him. It made sense, after all. Rosie had been
            at the cemetery and given Devlin peonies. As creepy as it sounded, Lawrence could’ve been hanging around either his son or
            the cemetery and for some bizarre reason hitched a ride with Rosie.
         

         
         Shifting onto her back again, she closed her eyes and blew out a ragged breath.

         
         Anything was possible, which meant that spirit could’ve really been Lawrence and it also meant that it could’ve been someone
            totally unrelated to the de Vincents, and it was just a strange coincidence or it could’ve been another de Vincent other than
            Lawrence. For decades, that family had been plagued by deaths and all kinds of drama. They were cursed! Lots of their family
            members had died, many in weird and bizarre manners.
         

         
         But what . . . what if it had been Lawrence? What if he had come through the reading and wanted it to be known that he hadn’t
            killed himself? That he’d been murdered? That was a big deal. Wouldn’t they want to know that?
         

         
         If the shoes were on her feet, she would want to know. She figured she had a unique perspective on things, but this wasn’t
            about her.
         

         
         “Ugh,” she moaned, rolling onto her stomach and planting her face in the pillow.

         
         “The devil is coming.”

         
         Her thoughts kept turning, but finally, after forever, and after kicking half the blankets off her, she fell asleep. She had
            no idea how many hours passed before she was jarred out of dreams about lemon sorbet by the shrill sound of her phone ringing.
         

         
         Groaning, she smacked around on her end table, blindly reaching for her phone. Her hand hit an empty plastic glass, knocking
            it to the floor.
         

         
         “Damn it,” she muttered, lifting her face from the pillow. Blowing a thick curl out of her face, she stretched over and snatched
            up her phone. Squinting, she saw Nikki’s smiling face on the screen. It was a god-awful time in the morning; the kind of time
            that wasn’t even really morning in Rosie’s opinion.
         

         
         She answered as she let her head fall back to the pillow. “Hello?” she croaked, and then winced. She sounded like she’d inhaled
            fifty packs of cigarettes.
         

         
         “Rosie? It’s Nikki. I know . . . it’s early and I’m sorry,” Nikki said, and even half-awake, Rosie thought her voice sounded
            weird, like her words were mushy. “But I need your help. I’m in the hospital.”
         

         
          

         Never in her life had Rosie woken up so quickly. The moment she hung up the phone, she all but flung herself off the bed.
            Fear had twisted up her stomach as she found a pair of black leggings that looked somewhat clean. She pulled them on, along
            with her oversized Got Ghosts! shirt. Her hair was way too much of a mess to even begin to do something with it, so she grabbed
            a scarf, shoving the curls out of her face.
         

         
         Thank God and every deity she could think of that she kept a stash of those disposal toothbrushes in her Corolla. She brushed
            her teeth on the way to the hospital and when she got her first look at Nikki’s bruised and battered face while she was waiting
            for her outside just as the sun crested the sky, Rosie’s heart cracked wide open.
         

         
         She couldn’t believe what she saw as she ushered Nikki into the car or what she’d learned, and it wasn’t until after she finally
            got Nikki settled in her bedroom that she sat down and really tried to process what had happened.
         

         
         No one should have to go through what Nikki Besson had been through.

         
         “God,” she whispered, staring at her mug of untouched coffee. Scrubbing her hands down her face, she exhaled roughly.

         
         Nikki could’ve died—she was almost murdered.

         
         Hands shaking, she lowered them to her knees and looked over her shoulder, to the beaded curtain that separated the bedroom
            and living room. Last night, while Rosie was doing a ghost tour in the Quarter, one of her closest and nicest friends in the
            whole wide universe had been fighting for her life.
         

         
         And in the process of fighting for survival, she had killed the man who attacked her.

         
         Rosie shuddered.

         
         Slowly, her gaze drifted back to the open laptop sitting on the coffee table that had once been a chess table. What had happened
            was already breaking news on the local news website. Luckily, Nikki’s name hadn’t been mentioned, thank God, but that couldn’t
            last for long.
         

         
         “Parker Harrington. . . .” Rosie shook her head in disbelief. She didn’t know Parker personally, but she knew of him. The
            Harringtons were just like the de Vincents. Extremely wealthy with a long bloodline rooted in New Orleans and Louisiana. The
            Harringtons were so much like the de Vincents that Parker’s older sister was engaged to Devlin de Vincent.
         

         
         The man she’d met less than twenty-four hours ago in the cemetery.

         
         The man whose father might’ve possibly come through Sarah and told them he was murdered.

         
         And now his fiancée’s brother had tried to kill Nikki—Nikki, who was possibly the sweetest and kindest person, who spent her
            weekends volunteering at the local no-kill animal shelter.
         

         
         Nikki had defended herself with a . . . a wood chisel.

         
         Another shudder rolled through Rosie as she leaned forward and picked up her mug. As far as Nikki knew, she couldn’t return
            to her apartment for some time. It was a crime scene, and if Rosie knew anything, she knew the police would simply leave.
            They’d remove the body, but they wouldn’t do any cleanup. Nikki would be left with that. Just like Rosie had been left to
            deal with that after Ian took his life.
         

         
         There was no way she would let Nikki handle that. No way.

         
         Guilt churned as she stared down at her light brown coffee. She liked it sweet with lots of sugar and cream. Actually, it
            was basically sugar with a dash of coffee. But right now, the coffee still tasted bitter. Rosie had been at Nikki’s apartment
            for hours earlier in the day, and from what she could gather from Nikki, Parker had shown up an hour or so later. If Rosie
            hadn’t left . . .
         

         
         Being haunted by all the could’ve, would’ve, should’ve was worse than an honest to goodness ghost.

         
         She took a sip of her coffee and was about to put the mug back down when there was a sharp knock on her door. She drew in
            a deep breath.
         

         
         Call it a sixth sense or whatever, but Rosie had a good idea of who stood on the other side.

         
         Gabriel de Vincent.

         
         Nikki had told her he’d been at the hospital and she’d all but snuck out. From that very second, Rosie figured Gabe was going
            to ferret out where Nikki was and where Rosie lived. Standing, she stepped around the coffee table and crossed the short distance
            to her door. Throwing the dead bolt, she cracked the door open.
         

         
         And she was right.

         
         There stood Gabe, in all his hot, long-haired de Vincent glory.  Her gaze drifted over his shoulder and her heart jumped into
            her throat at the same time her stomach dropped. Gabe wasn’t alone.
         

         
         Devlin was with him.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         Oh my God, she’d been expecting Gabe, but not him, not his brother. For a moment, she was so shocked, all she could do was peek out at them. She opened her mouth, but he pulled
            off a pair of silver aviators, tucked the arm into the collar of his shirt, and then those stunning sea-green eyes met hers.
         

         
         He was going to have so many questions and how could she answer them? He was definitely going to want to know why she didn’t
            tell him who she was yesterday when it was now obvious she had some sort of tie to his family. Would he believe she honestly
            never thought she’d see him again? Because she’d honestly believed that.
         

         
         Devlin stared at her from behind Gabe and he . . . he looked at her, looked right through her, his strikingly handsome face devoid of emotion and even a flicker of recognition. He had to remember her, though. They’d
            just met yesterday, for crying out loud, less than twenty-four hours ago, and she thought they had shared a moment.
         

         
         “Figured you’d find your way here,” she said to Gabe, and then looked at Devlin again, waiting for him to say something. Nothing.
            He looked at her impassively. “Surprised to see that one here.”
         

         
         Devlin stepped out to the side. “Excuse me?”

         
         It struck her then, really hit her that he didn’t recognize her. Wow. That was a pretty brutal wake-up call that she’d left
            absolutely no impression on the man.
         

         
         Stung more than she should be, she focused on Gabe. “You here for Nikki?”

         
         “Yes,” he answered. “You going to let me in?”

         
         She blocked the door. Part of her wanted to let him in, but the other knew that he and Nikki had a rough go of it recently.
            Almost everyone in her book deserved second chances, but she was pretty sure Gabe was on his third.
         

         
         “Depends,” she finally said. “Are you finally going to do right by my friend?”

         
         “Who is this woman?” Devlin demanded.

         
         Rosie sucked in a sharp breath as her gaze shot to him. He honest to God did not remember her! Maybe it was because she hadn’t
            gotten much sleep. Maybe it was because her best friend had almost died and had been beaten within an inch of her life. Maybe
            all of that mixed with the fact that a man who’d seen her less than twenty-four hours ago didn’t recognize anything about
            her. Rosie wasn’t a mean person. Most of the time, she liked to consider herself pretty chill. Granted, she could turn into
            a possessed bitch-tigress when it came to protecting those she cared about, but she knew life was way too short to be an asshole
            and to take things too seriously.
         

         
         But the bitch-tigress came out in full force right then. “First name Nonya, last name Your Business,” she snapped, her gaze
            not leaving Gabe’s face.
         

         
         Gabe’s lips twitched as if he were fighting a smile. “I’m going to try to.”

         
         “Trying isn’t good enough, bud. Not anymore,” Rosie shot back and she saw the surprise fill eyes identical to Devlin’s. “You
            trying is pretty much like me trying not to eat the last cupcake in the fridge. It’s not real successful.”
         

         
         “Okay,” he said. “I’m going to do right by her. That’s why I’m here. You going to let me in?”

         
         Hoping she wasn’t making a mistake, she stepped back and opened the door. “She’s in the bedroom.”

         
         Gabe walked in then, nodding in her direction. “Thank you.”

         
         “Don’t make me regret this,” she said, keeping her voice low. “Because you will not like it if I regret this.”

         
         Gabe smiled, and Rosie had to admit, it was a nice smile. “I won’t.”

         
         “Good.”

         
         He slid past her just as Devlin entered her apartment. She bet he had a nice smile, too. The man who’d spoken to her for a
            good ten minutes the day before didn’t even look at her.
         

         
         He was staring straight ahead, past his brother. “Is that really a beaded curtain?”

         
         His tone knitted her brows. He sounded like . . . like he just spied a naked old man shaking his junk. Devlin hadn’t spoken
            like that the day before. Sure, they hadn’t had an epic-long conversation, but that . . . that cold revulsion hadn’t been
            there.
         

         
         Thrown off by his tone and irritated by her apparent utter forgetability, she fired back, “You got a problem with that? Are
            they not up to your taste or class?”
         

         
         “I’m pretty sure that most people who are over the age of twelve find them to be tasteless.”

         
         “Behave,” Gabe said to Devlin as he parted the beads, disappearing into the bedroom.

         
         Swallowing hard, she turned to Devlin. If he thought beaded curtains were childish, good thing he’d never see the glow-in-the-dark
            stars on her ceiling. She opened her mouth but was at a complete loss as to what to say.
         

         
         He stood not even a foot inside her apartment, stiff as iron bars. Standing like he couldn’t bring himself to step any farther
            as he still stared at the beaded curtain.
         

         
         For a moment, Rosie allowed herself to be dickmatized—you know, when you were either hypnotized by how attractive someone
            was or you were hypnotized by their dick, which therefore allowed you to look past unsavory traits about the person. That
            was what she was doing right then. She was allowing herself to ignore, just for a few seconds, the fact that man had absolutely
            forgotten her and was currently staring at her beaded curtains like they were a crime against man, and was just going to bask
            in his unequivocal attractiveness.
         

         
         Devlin was dressed like he had been the day before, white button-down dress shirt neatly tucked into a pair of heather-gray
            trousers. His shoes were so polished Rosie could probably see her reflection in them. The de Vincents had good DNA, and it
            really showed when it came to Devlin. From the height of his cheekbones to the strong curve of his jaw, he had the kind of
            face she wished she had the talent to sketch, just to capture the angles and planes.
         

         
         His hair was perfectly coiffed and Rosie had this wild urge to shove her fingers in his hair and mess it up. Unfortunately,
            even with all the attractiveness and even with what was an apparent one-sided connection, Devlin was turning out to be a douchebag
            of the highest order—the order reserved for rich, privileged pricks who treated the world like it was their oyster.
         

         
         She crossed her arms over her chest. “You really have a problem with beaded curtains, don’t you?”

         
         He didn’t look at her as he replied, “Who wouldn’t? They’re beaded curtains.”

         
         Never in Rosie’s thirty-three years of life on this planet had she ever met someone who was so offended by beaded curtains. And she had seen a lot of bizarre things in her life. Once, she’d seen a book fly off a shelf by itself.
            She’d seen a dead person lift their arm—a postmortem spasm, but still, that had been freaky as hell, and a bit traumatizing.
            Twice she’d seen a full-bodied apparition, which to this very day was in the top five most amazing things she’d ever witnessed.
            Just last night, a complete stranger came through her psychic reading—a stranger who just might be this man’s father. And
            she’d seen a lot of bizarre stuff on the crowded, narrow streets of the French Quarter on a daily, often hourly, basis.
         

         
         But someone offended by beaded curtains?

         
         That was a first.

         
         Goodness, this morning—the last twenty-four hours—had not been normal at all.

         
         “Are they even made out of real wood?” he asked.

         
         Sighing, she arched a brow. “Yes. They’re made of particleboard and yes, I bought them down at the local Walmart.”

         
         Devlin didn’t turn his head toward her, but his gaze did slide in her direction. “Particleboard is not real wood.”

         
         “Isn’t it made with wood chips, and the last time I checked, wood chips are wood.”

         
         “It’s also made with sawdust and synthetic resin,” he replied.

         
         “So?”

         
         “It’s not real wood.”

         
         “Whatever.”

         
         “Whatever?”

         
         “Yeah, whatever,” she repeated.
         

         
         Now he turned toward where she stood beside her coffee table. “You cannot ‘whatever’ away the fact that particleboard isn’t
            real wood.”
         

         
         Rosie let out a soft laugh. “I cannot believe you’re still talking about particleboard.”

         
         A look of surprise flickered across his face. “And I cannot believe you think particleboard is real wood.”

         
         Another giggle squeaked out of her as she spun around and walked over to her couch. “You’re still talking about particleboard.”

         
         “I am not.”

         
         “Yeah, you are.” She plopped down on her comfy couch, probably the only thing in her apartment that cost any real money. She
            picked up her mug, hoping the coffee hadn’t cooled. “And those beaded curtains are freaking ah-mazing, particleboard or not.
            So, don’t talk smack about my super-cool beaded curtains.”
         

         
         “They’re beaded curtains,” he said, sounding like he was pointing out a massive cockroach on her wall.

         
         This man was testing her kindness and patience like no other.
OEBPS/9780062674586_tpimage.jpg
JENNIFER L.
ARMENTROUT

 Moouligh! ™~

A de Vincent Novel





OEBPS/9780062674586_coverimage.jpg
JENNIFER L.
ARMENTROUI

o

. AVON
A de Vincent Novel BOOKS





