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Prologue
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Jacob fluttered down toward his home. It was late for him, but he had been courting Sally, in hopes of pairing up with her for the upcoming winter. He was smiling at the memory of the light kiss she had given him when they parted for the night. Her lips were sweet as nectar and she would be a wonderful mate and hopefully mother to his flits.

Even if he had been paying attention it was doubtful he would have managed to avoid the net that dropped down over him. He struggled, pulling out his tiny dagger to try and saw his way free of the net. “Ah, you will be perfect.” 

Jacob stilled for a moment, trying to see past the mesh. His eyes widened when he saw who was holding the net. “Why? You are supposed to be a friend.”

The man smiled and grasped him firmly about the body, careful of the colorful wings that Jacob tried to beat against the fingers. “Why would I be a friend to creatures like you? Spawn of the Devil you are.”

Jacob tried to fight, to break free about he couldn’t. All he could do was scream as the long pin pierced through his body, attaching him to the sigil. He died as his magic was drained into some type of spell.
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Chapter one
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“Detective Casey,’ the large man held out a meaty hand toward me, expecting me to shake it. I lifted a brow with a quick look down at my bandaged hands. His eyes widened slightly as he saw them. It was pretty obvious I couldn’t grasp anything for a while. His partner shook his head from behind him and smiled.

“Sorry, Kate,” Michael apologized as he pushed past his partner’s beefy shoulder. “It has been a bad week for all of us,” His amber eyes scanned me from bruised cheeks to the walking cast on my left foot. “Obviously you know that.”

I couldn’t help letting out a soft chuckle as I nodded. The massive pile up on the 400 had been the topper to a bad month for me. Between the storms, the news of my mother-in-law’s passing and my son’s surgery, business had taken a hit. Hard enough being an immigrant working as a private investigator, of a type, but then I go and get caught in the pile up.

My name is Kate McIntosh. I am an American who moved north for love twenty years ago. In those twenty years I have been a lot of things. From a stay home wife and mother, to a cook at a dive to an online researcher. Officially I had a private investigator’s license, but I really focused on research into genealogy, history for most of my clients, and for things a lot more esoteric. I know, sounds weird, but let’s just say I get the weird cases and it pays my bills.

Michael John MacTavish was both a police detective and an occult detective. We met when I first came to Barrie. He had been a good friend to my husband, but had drifted away when Sam had died five years ago. I was pretty deep into finding a way to provide for myself and my son and not so open to anyone telling me how to do so at that time. He was going through a divorce at the same time, so of course he had no time for me. Not that I minded. 

Billy was thirteen when his father passed. Not a good age for a boy to lose his role model. I did what I could, but as he would tell me while rolling his eyes, I wasn’t a guy so how could I understand guy problems? It was tough there for a while, but thankfully he was a good kid at heart. He did a few stupid things, like getting drunk with his friends on so called sleep over nights or dating the hot girl in school who was willing to put out to anyone who even looked at her twice. 

It surprised me when I came home one night when he was sixteen and found him curled up in my bed, holding onto his father’s favorite sweatshirt. He had tear tracks on his face and he told me everything. I held my baby as he dealt with the broken heart that we all go through. The next morning I had a nice, long talk with the girl and that afternoon she apologized to my boy and from what I have heard she cleaned up her act and is headed off to college in Toronto. 

The last two years my boy did date some, but he never again went to the level he did with that girl. He had planned on entering the army in two weeks, but thanks to the accident he would be delayed. He had been driving when the whole disaster happened. He wasn’t at fault, we were about ten cars back when the truck jackknifed, but a punctured lung doesn’t care who caused it. He was doing well, according to the doctors and should be let out in a few days. Still I had to contact the recruiter and let him know about the delay.  

“Okay Michael, what do you two fine gentlemen need this morning?” I gestured with one bandaged hand. “There is coffee on the counter. I can give you a few minutes before I have to grab a bus up to RVH.”

Harold, at least I think that was Michael’s partner’s name sat heavily at my table and sighed. “Michael tells me that you have skills we need. We have a tricky series of murders going on and we need help.”

I lifted my brows in surprise. It was rare that other investigators came to me for help. These two were well known in the community to be quite good at what they do. “Murders? You have to be kidding me. Shouldn’t you be talking to the actual police here?”

Michael got himself a cup of coffee and leaned against my counter. A small part of me, the part I usually buried deep, noticed that he was still in great shape. Long legs, broad shoulders and just enough wear and tear to not look like a kid, he was the complete package. He had always been a sexy man, just one that I had ignored while I had a husband, but after five years I was noticing the muscles covered by a v-neck sweater under his open jacket. “You know if it was something we could take to the cops we would, Kate.” He sighed, “No this is outside of what they can deal with.”

Sighing, I nodded. “So it isn’t run of the mill humans who are being targeted I take it?”

“No, mame. We have a series of the little Fae showing up pinned to these weird things with some sort of odd pins.” Harold reached into his pocket and pulled out an envelope filled with photos.

Now that surprised me. It was after all the twenty first century. We all had smart phones with cameras built in, but having hard copies was always a good thing. I nodded for him to spread them out for me. Though if I had known what they were I probably wouldn’t have.

He laid out six photos on the table. A part of me thought that they were just of someone’s butterfly collection that is until I looked closer. I covered my mouth to stifle the gasp. In the photos were tiny people, the insect like Fae. While they could be a bother for some, to me they were friends. They normally would hang around the bird baths and hummingbird feeders. They could be shy around most humans, but if they trusted you then they were some of the best gossip and information gatherers.

The first photo was of one I had been missing. His name was Jacob, or at least that was the use name he gave me. He would bring me a blossom each time he visited. He had all the gossip from down town. He would stop by and let me know little things that helped in the investigations I did. He had told me there was something weird going on down by the lake front. And when a butterfly Fae says something weird they mean it.

The second was a female dragonfly Fae. Her name was Terra and she usually fluttered around Lover’s creek. She would follow me around when I had a day off and wanted to take nature photos instead of the ones I did for work. Thanks to her pointing out the best places, I had a small but loyal following of photography lovers over on Instagram. Again she had been missing the past few weeks. I hadn’t paid attention thanks to everything that had happened.

The other four I didn’t know, but I was still shocked. It took me a few minutes to get over the shock before I bent forward to look at what had been thrust through their slender, tiny bodies. “Is that...a fibula?”

Harold shrugged. “I have no idea. A fibula? What are they used for?”

Michael answered that one. “Ancient Celts used them as fasteners for their cloaks or to keep their tabards up.”

Harold looked from me to Michael and back again. “O...kay, so you telling me we have an ancient Celt running around and killing the little Fae?”

“No, more likely we have someone who decided to make it a signature. Fibulas aren’t common but you can buy them either online or at a speciality jewelry shop. I have a nice pair that I used for my last cosplay.” I sighed and shook my head. “Why whoever is doing this is using what would be a claymore on the little ones I have no idea.”

“We need your help, Kate. You have a relationship with the little Fae. Most of them won’t talk to us. Hell since this started they skitter off when they hear us coming.” Michael ran a hand through his thick salt and pepper hair and sighed. “I understand that two large humans can be a lot for them to handle, but I thought we had a reputation of helping when we can.”

I sighed and nodded. “You do, Michael, it’s just that it takes them a lot to trust anyone. It might be because of all my walks out in the wild places in town that they trust me. I don’t leave a mark and the only thing I take is photographs.”

Harold nodded with a smile. “Yeah, I’ve seen those on Instagram. Why don’t you sell them at Kempenfest?” Harold looked more comfortable asking me about selling my photos than about the subject they came to me for. I still wasn’t sure why Michael had brought Harold into his side business. He was barely in the know about the real world around him.

I looked away and chuckled. “That would take me having time, Detective. Remember I’m a single parent. I’ve spent most of the past five years just working and raising my boy,” I glanced at the clock and shrugged, “and speaking of him, I need to get going.”

Michael shook his head. “Sorry, babe, you have missed the bus. So why not let us give you a lift over?”

Sighing, I gestured as I gathered up my bag. “I really can’t wait till the insurance comes through. Taking the bus most places, while good for the environment, is a hit to my wallet.”
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Chapter two
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RVH or Royal Victoria Hospital is a state of the art place. They were doing renovations all over, but the surgery wing was where I was heading. Michael stayed with me, telling Harold he would catch the bus back to their office after we checked on Billy.

Now my son graduated high school early and took the a few months to decide just what he wanted to do. He had hoped to get scholarships to pay for college, but that hadn’t panned out. So he took a job at the local Costco while he figured out where to go from there. When he found the photos of his dad in uniform he asked a lot of questions I didn’t have the answer for. I didn’t mind him going into the army because we were in Canada. If I had gone back to the States after Sam’s death I would have been scared, but Canada wasn’t a country to jump into wars for no reason.

I waved to the nurse on duty and she buzzed us through. “He is doing pretty well this morning, Kate. Doc thinks he could be out of here tomorrow if his O2 stats stay up.”

Leslie was one of those women who no matter how they dressed you would think of a mom. She was full bodied and had lovely dark skin and bright eyes. Michael smiled and flirted with her as I walked toward Billy’s room.

He was awake and talking quietly with the man in the next bed. When I had left last night Billy was in the room by himself, but a double meant a roommate was expected. “Hey mom,” he smiled and nodded to the man in the next bed. “Bobbie was a part of the same mess as we were.”

Bobbie was in traction, his left leg covered in plaster and pins. “Hello, Ms McIntosh. Looks like you should be in this bed and not me.” He winced when he realized that could be taken badly. “Not that you don’t look great, I just mean you are all casted and bandaged up too.”

I smiled and chuckled. “I was lucky, Bobbie. Just a bunch of stitches and a walking cast. Makes walking a bit painful and awkward, but I’ve had worse.”

“Yeah, mom is tough. She had to be.” Billy sounded both proud and sad at the same time.

I reached over and pressed my bandaged palm to his cheek. “Hey, told you anything for my boy.” I sat in the big chair they had in the room for visitors. I had spent the night in one like it after Billy’s surgery. I wasn’t going to go home and wait for a call that something was wrong with my kid and the kind nurses totally understood. Even the surgeon was kind to me and told me exactly what to expect. They told me that Billy would be in the hospital for up to five days and then it would take six to eight weeks before he would be back to normal. It was a good thing he wasn’t a smoker because that would take longer to heal up and could have a chance of recurring lung collapse. Which would put paid to him becoming a soldier.

I chatted with Billy and Bobbie for a bit before Michael came into the room. Billy’s eyes grew wide and he smiled. “Hey, Michael, long time no see.”

“Yeah, it’s been a while. Sorry about that bud. Just work, you know?”

Billy snorted and rolled his eyes, for a moment the kid he used to be. “Yeah, well you should have at least stayed in contact with mom. She has been pretty lonely you know?”

“Billy!” I shook my head and chuckled. “Sorry, Michael, he...”

“Worries about his mom, yeah I know.” He smiled and shook Billy’s hand. “Well let me know when you’re getting out kid. I’ll pick you up.”

We chatted for a while longer before the nurse came in to shoo us out. “He needs to go to respiratory therapy and you need to go eat something.” She looked me over and shook her head. Turning to Michael she sighed. “Can you please make sure she gets something real to eat? I know she has been forgetting to eat since Billy was admitted and I don’t want her passing out on us.”

Michael nodded, taking my elbow. “I’ll take her down to the food court and feed her.” He looked at his watch and winced. “Then I need to steal her away for a bit. That okay with you sport?”

Billy nodded with a grin. “Sure, I’ll text you later, mom.”

“Love you, honey.” I leaned over to kiss his cheek and he whispered. “Make him get you something good.”

“I will.” If felt a bit like I was being rushed out. We only got to visit for a half hour. For the last five years my life was work and my boy. While I know he is all grown up, I was at a loss for how I should feel about that. Once he goes off on his own I’ll be alone, like I was before I met his father.

****
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AFTER HAVING A FILLING lunch of more food than I normally would eat, we grabbed the bus into town. Normally Michael works out of the office over on Fairview when he is doing police work, but he had opened up a small office for his other detective work. Office space isn’t cheap in Barrie, heck no space is cheap actually, but he had a one room office over on Mary Street. While he is still a working police detective, he had taken the space when he had found out about the nonhuman population living in the area.

I knew all about them thanks to taking walks when I first moved here. I had many little Fae friends back home in New Hampshire and they somehow got the word out that I was a person they could trust. I had kept my other than human friends from Sam for a while when we were first dating, but he came to like them as much as I did before he died. He had worked hard running the business his parents had left him. Too hard, but then I always thought he worked too hard.

When we got off the bus it was a short walk to his office and when we went up the stairs to his second floor office, he walked behind me like he was worried I would fall. Now yeah a walking cast is a pain in the foot, but my balance was just fine. I was slower than I liked, but I was still mobile. Once he opened the door and waved me inside, he showed me the murder board they had set up. Now murder boards are a lot like the old vision boards that teenage girls make, just more gruesome.  The photos that Harold had shown me were blown up and set above others of the crime scenes. 

I studied the pictures of the scenes, while not focusing on the bodies. “So whoever is doing this is making tableaus?” When Michael gestured for me to continue I stepped closer. “If you look you can see how these resemble mystical formations. This poor Swallowtail Fae has been laid out in the traditional pentagram, same with the Red Admiral Fae. Whereas this Monarch Fae and this Azure Bluet are in a Star of David,” I continued pointing out the third victim and the forth. “The last two,” I swallowed down the sadness of my two friends, “have been put in the Faery star.”

“You think that we have a practioner doing this?”

I shook my head. “No, if we did it would be one of these, not all three. What we most likely have is a dabbler or someone trying to throw off anyone investigating.” I paused and shook my head. “Though why blood magic of this type with the Fae?  While they are everywhere, doing this will stir up more trouble than the bloodletting would give them.”

“Maybe a necromancer?”

“I haven’t heard of one being this far north.” I moved away from the boards and looked out his window. “Yeah, there was one back home, but I heard he was taken out by the Guardian.”

Michael looked curious. I had never told anyone about my life before I moved north. There was always a curiously that my friends here had about why I left the states. Maybe someday I would tell Michael, but really my life for the past two decades had been here and I loved my home. Sighing, I gave him a little bit. “You don’t have them up here. Think of them as cops who work protecting both humans and Others from each other.”

I watched the traffic outside the office. It was afternoon and of course the streets were busy. People were out there living their lives and hopefully driving carefully. The storm last week had made a huge mess of the roads, both in Barrie and outside of it. What should have been normal fall storms ended up being killers.

“What I really don’t get is how they are being caught. Most of the butterfly and Dragonfly Fae move too fast for the average human to catch. We lumber compared to how fast they move when motivated.”

“Maybe our perp knows where they den?”

“Which should cut down on our suspect pool right?” Or so I hoped. While the weather was cold as hell for this time of the year, it just didn’t make sense. Hell it felt more like late November than early September. So the same Fae would be heading into hibernation just because their smaller forms didn’t deal well with cold. Yeah there was the Niagara Parks Butterfly Conservatory but that was hours away from here. That and at least two of the victims were locals. “Where were they found, Michael?”

He came to stand behind me, also looking out. “The first two were found over in the Arboretum two days apart, then MacMorrison Park, Sam Cancilla Park, Centennial Park and finally at Tyndale Park.”

“Each two days apart?” When he nodded I pulled out my phone and plotted the path. Whoever was doing this had circled the lake. Barrie is on the western part of Lake Simcoe. Right at the tip of what looked like a finger to me when I moved up here. “How have you guys kept this quiet? I mean he has been dropping them in public parks around the lakefront. In what most would say are satanic symbols, well those who have no idea that is.”

“Luck, pure luck.” He sighed. “The first two were found by one of the satyrs that hide out in the arboretum. Poor guy was totally freaked out. He called me when he found them when he was out dancing with one of the dryads.”

“He found them? Two days apart?”

“Yeah, I know. We grilled that poor satyr for an hour after he called in the second one, but I’m sure it wasn’t him. He has definite alibis for both TODs. Far as Lady Sara can tell they were killed around midnight and well, our satyr was busy with his dryad.”

I laughed at the look on his face. Satyrs are well known to be randy little guys. Once they picked out a dryad mate they generally spend hours and hours mating. It was a good thing actually. The energy they generated helped keep places like the Arboretum healthy and green. Though honestly again I was surprised. I mean dryads and satyrs should be winding down for the season. With fall just a breath away they would be getting ready for a long cold winter.
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