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      I love fantasy and stories that make me smile and laugh.  A few years ago, I had the opportunity to attend a writer’s retreat in Transylvania. It was a load of fun and I came back with the kernel of an idea for a story. That morphed into this story as I began to shut down my law practice. I thought it would be fun to write from a lawyer’s or paralegal’s perspective. Combining the paralegal with paranormal abilities made so much sense.

      

      I hope you enjoy this as much I enjoyed writing it.

      

      
        
        Many thanks to Kari and Linda for all laughs we’ve shared at writing retreats. And for all the time we spent talking about stories in Transylvania.
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      Sassafras stood at the white kitchen counter, pouring powdered creamer and sugar into her coffee when the yellow floating note found her. She’d grown used to such summons now that she’d been with the firm of Roger, Roger and Roger for almost six months.

      As it floated in front of her face, she read, 15 minutes. My office. Mr. Am.

      She’d arrived early at 403 St. Anne’s Street, the historical house that served as the law office in downtown Chancelville, Virginia. Renovated twenty years ago, the house reflected its Civil War roots in muted brown tones and seemed to retreat from the street. The firm partners had further camouflaged the building with a warding spell to distract most from venturing up the sidewalk.

      She needed to finish some paperwork, and she wasn’t the only one. Sassafras picked up her cup of steaming brew and took a sip that warmed her throat.

      The kitchen was in the back half of the house. A fire generally burned in the fireplace, a floor-to-ceiling red brick feature that stood on the far wall, dominating the room, and would have served for heating and cooking in earlier times. Sassafras’ office was on the other side of the fireplace,  a pocket of warmth on even the coldest Virginia winter days but cool in the summer.

      The three Rogers purchased the colonial fifty years ago, taking possession of the existing furniture, fixtures, and ghosts. The house’s colonial structure had been preserved in accordance with historical requirements. Inside and out. Most people wandered by the house without noticing anything unusual about it.

      Sassafras walked to her office, put down the coffee, and picked up a legal pad and pen. She pulled on the black jacket she kept behind her door for just such a meeting.

      Mr. Ambrose, or Mr. Am for short, usually only handled lawsuits. Sassafras had helped out on one case already because the litigation paralegal, Katrina, left unexpectedly due to her military husband’s relocation, and she had hoped they’d hire someone before she had to do work with him again. She much preferred the business and corporate matters she worked on as a paralegal.

      No time to question. The rules were clear – the note was a command, and you didn’t want to be late.

      She headed up the back stairs and down the hall toward Mr. Am’s office. He was one of the three ancients who claimed they were the fifth generation of Rogers. Whether true or not was unknown. To those inside the house, it seemed unlikely. Instead, everyone believed they were really the original members of the family going back hundreds of years, but, at certain points, they created deaths for themselves, disappeared for a few years, and returned as the next iteration of the family. Sassafras wasn’t sure. She thought there might be other families like them in cities worldwide doing the same.

      Creatures of the night – their preference as to description rather than vampire or bloodsucker. They were reclusive, and given the public’s bloodlust for movies and books about their kind, Sassafras understood why. She was always careful with how she referred to them in their presence.

      But they were not the only kinds of creatures roaming the halls - ghosts, werewolves, witches. The house was awash in spirits and those close to the “other world.” Some worked for the firm, and some clients and other beings had negotiated the right to stay when the Rogers took over the ownership of the building.

      The uniqueness of what was within made Roger, Roger, and Roger the premiere law firm specializing in matters between the human and paranormal worlds. And that’s where Sassafras came in. Mr. Alvernon, or Mr. Al, had found her in her home state of Texas, slowly wilting away in the heat and from the boredom of an entry-level legal position. She was the newest member of the small firm, mainly handling contractual matters.

      With her dash of magical abilities and a natural aptitude for herbs and other potions, spells, intuition, ear for ancient and current languages and the ability to see and communicate with ghosts, Mr. Al seemed to think she was just what they needed in a paralegal. The firm was a bit different and outside of the norm, but it was nice to be appreciated and accepted for who she really was.

      Sassafras reached the end of the corridor. An uninvited guest who opened the door at the end met a brick wall. But for others, it was a portal. Knocking twice quickly and then once again, she pulled the door back and entered Mr. Am’s office.

      Mr. Am, an almost opaque figure with searing black eyes, sat behind his mahogany desk. Another man’s legs stretched from a chair. At first, Sassafras thought it might be the firm’s newest brash lawyer with jet-black hair, and braced herself. Nicancor, or Nico for short, had been pursuing her since she started work.

      The man who stood, turned, and shook her hand was older; his power and charisma were such a force that had he not held her hand, she would have taken several steps back. Not a menacing power but commanding, although she sensed it could be more.

      His hair was dark like Nico’s, and his hand was smooth, although Sassafras suspected he was centuries old. His face was a deep tan that matched what she could see of his arms but not wrinkled, and he looked as if he could blend into almost any culture.

      “Sassafras, meet Petru Rares. He is a friend of the firm.”

      Sassafras smiled and gently pulled her hand back.

      “Pleased to meet you.”

      Mr. Am turned to the man who had begun to speak in a low, baritone voice. Sassafras wondered if he could sing. His voice was melodic and sensual, almost as if inviting her into his world. Had he cultivated that sound, or was that natural? She rather suspected the former.

      “Does she speak Romanian?” he said, switching to English.

      “No,” Mr. Am said. “However, she has a passing fluency in Spanish and Italian, so she should be able to understand the local language quickly. She is quite adept.”

      Petru raised an eyebrow.

      “I thought you’d provide me with someone more … gifted in the vampirical arts for this assignment.”

      Petru glanced over at Sassafras and must have seen her back straighten.

      “No offense meant for you, my dear. In many ways, you are quite suited to this task. However, special talents are needed for what I have requested of the firm.”

      Mr. Am sat back down at his desk. He gestured for Sassafras to take a chair, and Petru sat down again.

      “From what you have told me, this is a simple matter of vampirical medical malpractice,” Mr. Am said

      Sassafras almost laughed. There was nothing simple about that. She had no medical experience and knew little of the lore of vampires. She couldn’t imagine why she was here. Her specialty was dealing with ghosts, like the ones that had roamed the halls of the firm’s building.

      A few remained and wandered in and out, but most, like Timothy the howler, had agreed to move on once she had negotiated an agreement that he could return on certain days.

      “Yes,” Petru said. “It seems a doctor with some special talents tried to facilitate an agreement between a human and a vampire. The bite failed to create a vampire…sorry Mr. Am. The aggrieved client is suing the doctor.”

      Sassafras had to control a shudder at the thought of how a vampire was created. When Mr. Am didn’t respond, she realized he was waiting for her to speak.

      “I’ve never heard of this. Granted, it’s not my area of expertise, but still. I didn’t even know such arrangements were possible … or how one would go about that,” she said. “I don’t know that any of my abilities would help in this situation .”

      “No, but there are humans involved as witnesses, and there are other reasons you might be helpful,” Mr. Am said. “You may need to create a connection with the witnesses and locals. They don’t take kindly to Petru’s special traits. You may also find you are shunned if you spend too much time with him or if they find out you have talents. Do not underestimate the power of superstition. The people in the countryside are hospitable and smart, but they also all carry their families’ stories and fears.”

      Sassafras was glad she was sitting down. She handled transactional work. This was way beyond anything she expected to work on.

      “Technically, a bite and the sucking of blood should have been enough to create a newly undead. There can be cases where it doesn’t work,” Petru said, returning to her comment. “In that case, under supernatural law, the party that does not become a vampire has a right to sue the party in connection with the contracted services that were not completed. A fraud case of a sort. Luckily, Mr. Am is an expert in this kind of situation, having represented the good doctor in a previous case.”

      “You mean the doctor has been sued before on this?” Sassafras asked while trying to digest what Mr. Am and Petru had said. She’d suspected all three of the firm’s principals were either vampires or some other supernatural being that could live indefinitely. She was comfortable with them but approaching other creatures who might not be friendly terrified her. This might be a legal matter, but the world wasn’t an easy place to live, and people killed others over less significant issues. What would a supernatural being do in the same instance?

      “Yes,” Mr. Am said. “And he’s an old friend as well as a client. We need to resolve this quickly. And in the doctor’s favor, if possible. So, we need to learn what the complaining party might have done to cause or aid in the problematic result.”

      “We’ll have to start interviewing people immediately. That means traveling to Transylvania,” Petru said. “I assume your passport is up to date?”

      Sassafras felt the blood drain from her face. “You mean as in Romania?”

      “Of course, the fool doctor spent Halloween in a graveyard in Transylvania with some friends to do the deed. He should have known better,” Petru said. “Can you be ready to travel tonight?”

      Sassafras’ mind went wild. Wasn’t the doctor a real doctor? Was this a medical procedure or something else?  She looked at Petru. “I apologize for my ignorance, but can you be on an airplane?

      Mr. Am said, “Petru is a were being. We have a private jet booked for this trip. Petru should be fine. We have special compartments that can be used as needed. You will be perfectly safe with him.”

      He paused.

      “However, we only have a couple of days before it is … shall we say, less safe for anyone to be in the presence of Petru. So, make the days count and return quickly.”

      “Oh, and Sassafras, don’t worry. We have additional people on the ground already there and have made alternative arrangements for backup assistance in the event it is needed or this runs longer than expected,” Mr. Am said.

      That didn’t sound good. She contemplated asking how many days they had but thought better of it. She’d ask the question privately. Sassafras was sure she was turning a bit green at the thought, but she nodded and left the room.

      Back in her office, Sassafras sat down hard in her chair. She took a moment to breathe and let her pulse return to normal. Kratos, give me strength. She was going to need it.

      She needed to stay calm. Would her blood racing draw Petru to her? Soteria, she implored, please protect me. Sassafras knew the gods and goddesses might not answer, but the Greeks had believed in them, and she hoped they would watch over her. Or should she ask the ancient Roman gods for protection? No, she’d go with those she’d requested help from in the past.

      Then, because she knew most of the firm’s  “clients” had prior lives, she fired up her computer to search for Petru Rares. As she found a page on Wikipedia, she began to read.

      Petru had been a lord of Moldavia in the 1500s. He was listed as a son of Stephen the Great, but this wasn’t historically documented.

      Sassafras wasn’t surprised. The genealogy of everyone she seemed to deal with at the firm was suspect at best. The fuzzier their lineage, the more she knew that they were creatures of certain powers.

      She read on. Petru was also tied to Transylvania. His troops had entered the area and besieged the fortress of Bistrița. After a great victory, he imposed a large war contribution requirement and soon after was forced to withdraw. No wonder he needed help. His name alone might create problems for him with the locals.

      “You could have simply asked.”

      Sassafras looked up quickly, feeling the heat in her cheeks. She hadn’t heard him approach and realized she’d have to be more careful.

      “I prefer to know who I am working for. We’ll be far from here, so it could take time for help to arrive if I need it.”





