
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]



  	
	    
	      Also by A.M. Griffin

	    

      
	    
          
	      Cimmerian Moon

          
        
          
	          Against The Darkness

          
        
          
	          The Ashes That Remain

          
        
          
	          In Danger's Embrace

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Cyborg Redemption

          
        
          
	          Saving The Cyborg

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dark Wolf Enterprises

          
        
          
	          Shifter Claimed: A Fated Mates Shifter Romance

          
        
          
	          Lover Claimed: A Fated Mates Shifter Romance

          
        
          
	          Hunter Claimed: A Fated Mates Shifter Romance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Intergalactic Dating Agency: The Thelli Logs

          
        
          
	          Phate's Mate: The Thelli Logs (Intergalactic Dating Agency)

          
        
          
	          Kien's Kindred: The Thelli Logs (Intergalactic Dating Agency)

          
        
          
	          Solgre's Soulmate: The Thelli Logs (Intergalactic Dating Agency)

          
        
          
	          The Thelli Logs

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Loving Dangerously

          
        
          
	          Dangerously Mine

          
        
          
	          Dangerously Hers

          
        
          
	          Dangerously Theirs

          
        
          
	          Dangerously His

          
        
          
	          Dangerously Forever

          
        
          
	          Dangerously Yours

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Hunt

          
        
          
	          Hunted by the Alien Vampire

          
        
          
	          Hunted By The Alien General

          
        
          
	          The Game Warden's Mate

          
        
          
	          Hunted By The Alien Prince

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Teague Bride Experiment

          
        
          
	          Ramliel: The Teague Bride Experiment (Intergalactic Dating Agency)

          
        
          
	          Conh: The Teague Bride Experiment (Intergalactic Dating Agency)

          
        
          
	          Zephon: The Teague Bride Experiment (Intergalactic Dating Agency)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Undercity Chronicles of Babylonia Jones, P.I.

          
        
          
	          Once a Thief, Always a Thief

          
        
          
	          The God Killer

          
        
          
	          The Guicai Talisman

          
        
          
	          The Lycan Job

          
        
          
	          It's Not Me, It's You

          
        
          
	          The Undercity Chronicles of Babylonia Jones, P.I.: Books 1-2

          
        
          
	          The Undercity Chronicles of Babylonia Jones, P.I.: Books 3-4

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Yule's Tyd

          
        
          
	          Leporidae Pack

          
        
          
	          Mate's Desire

          
        
          
	          The Alien King's Desire

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at A.M. Griffin’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


The Undercity Chronicles of Babylonia Jones, P.I.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Guicai Talisman


[image: ]




A.M. Griffin

Copyright © 2015 A.M. Griffin

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without prior permission of the copyright owners.

Editing services were provided by Anya Richards, http://grammargoggles.blogspot.com/​​​​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication


[image: ]




AS ALWAYS THIS BOOK is dedicated to my wonderful family. Kisses and hugs.

––––––––

[image: ]


Acknowledgements

A BIG THANK YOU TO a wonderful group of authors who are always an email away and who’ve helped me shape Babylonia Delilah Jones, PI. And a big thank you to Erik Reeves for making her come alive for me. She’s as awesome on paper as I’ve pictured her in my head.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Undercity Chronicles of Babylonia Jones, PI



[image: ]




The Guicai Talisman

The Lycan Job

Once A Thief, Always A Thief

It’s Not Me, It’s You

The God Killer

What does a woman have to do to prove she belongs in the paranormal world called The Undercity? 

SURE, BABYLONIA DELILAH Jones is unclassed and only half paranormal, but that doesn’t mean she can’t compete with the big bad boys and solve cases too. Since Detroit’s established Private Investigators of The Undercity, won’t acknowledge her right to a territory, she’s decided the only way to prove herself is to take the dangerous jobs from whoever is willing to hire her. That means working for a witch to spy on Zaid, the Head of the Vampire House. 

Baby can hear flowers sing, can make grass grow under her feet, communicate with animals and the Wind treats her like an old friend, but nothing prepared her for the Guicai Talisman, or it’s far too gorgeous guardian.

I’m tall, proud and sometimes wild. Meek and mild have never been words to describe me. Since I was a young girl I knew I was different. Even when I pretended to be normal and ordinary, different resonated within my bones.

The Wind whispered past my ears, birds sang melodies just for me, flowers bloomed in my presence and animals told me their secrets.

What I am exactly, or even what paranormal House I belong to, is a mystery to me, but one thing I do know for certain is that I’ll never lead an ordinary life.

Why is that, you ask? With a media-hungry vampire as a best friend, a demi-god ex-boyfriend who keeps forgetting we aren’t dating anymore, and a drop-dead gorgeous vampire I can’t stop thinking about, I can almost guarantee chaos is in my cards.

My name is Babylonia Delilah Jones and I am a private investigator for the paranormal world, better known as The Undercity.
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MY NAME IS BABYLONIA Delilah Jones. Unusual? Yes. But so am I. My mom had my name picked out since she was a teenager and, considering she had me when she was well into her forties, there was no changing her mind when I finally came along. I’m the baby that medical science said she could never have.

You see, her ovaries didn’t work right and the doctors told her she would never have children, but they didn’t know she could have a half-breed, a half-human, half-paranormal child. 

When my mom became pregnant with me, everyone, including her, was surprised and tossed the word ‘miracle’ around. I grew up knowing I was her perfect miracle baby but, when I was around five, she found out I wasn’t so perfect after all.

Whenever I get in a sticky situation, I think back on how I came to be and use that as a testament of my will. 

Little egg me had to traverse through my mom’s abnormally narrow fallopian tube to finally come to be. Most people, like my best friend Amelia Canalas, or Melia as she goes by now, have this great defining moment where they decided to become a fighter. 

Her defining moment as a kick-ass woman was the night she’d been left bloody, beaten and near death after being attacked by a rogue vampire. When she emerged re-born, like a phoenix—her words—she no longer considered herself a pampered weakling of a girl. She became Melia, vampire mistress extraordinaire—also her words.

People tend to laugh when I tell them the story of my defining moment, as if that in itself cannot be the reason why I’m strong and resilient. I smile and let their laughter roll off my shoulders because, to me, that will to survive has defined me before day one. I was meant to be, dammit.

I’ve never been one to dwell on my life, but lately I’ve been doing so more often than not. Possibly because I’ve been hanging around immortals or near-impossible-to-kill beings for so long that it’s got me thinking about my own mortality.

I’ve always thought my life was fleeting, at best, but lately I’ve been reminded how right I am and it bothers me more than it should. I mean, how could it not when my best friend is over three hundred years old and the average life expectancy for an African-American female is seventy-eight? 

If I knew what kind of paranormal comprised the other half of my genetic make-up I could guestimate how long I could possibly live. But since I don’t know who or what my dad is, I remind myself of that magical number of seventy-eight and that helps to keep my adventurous side somewhat in check. Which is really hard to do while fully entrenched in The Undercity.

Although I’ve thought about death and dying and how I would eventually bite the bullet, I never thought it would be while whimpering in the arms of a sexy-as-hell vampire, begging him not to let me die, totally putting my bad-ass persona to shame.

But that happens later. Let me start from where my already not-so-normal life turned completely upside down.

I’ll start from the moment I had Tremain in my grasp. Well, I had the fingers of one hand wrapped around his throat. Squeezing. Hard.

It was around five-twenty, in the early evening. I knew this because I’d been waiting since four-thirty for a meeting that was supposed to happen between me and the other bosses who owned private investigation agencies in The Undercity. 

I was in a park full of people walking, running, playing with their dogs or just out enjoying the warm early June evening. That should’ve been my first clue that I’d been duped. 

I’m not referring about the weather. June in Detroit was always pretty nice with sunshine and warmth. I’d been duped because I should’ve questioned why the PI bosses wanted to meet in a park instead of their super-secret office. I only say super-secret because I could never find out the location despite my many attempts to do so. Imagine that. A PI who couldn’t find out where a bunch of old fogies met. I’d been so gung-ho to get the invite that I hadn’t paid attention to the details.

Damn me!

Today was unusually hot, not only for Michigan but also for the lightweight leather jacket I wore. A necessity to cover up the guns strapped to both sides of my ribcage and secured in my shoulder holster. Luckily for me, and possibly the reason the park was filled with visitors, the evening brought along cloud coverage that provided a little bit of relief from an overpowering sun. I was just glad the humans in our vicinity couldn’t see me taking my anger out on Tremain. 

The glamour I’d thrown up to surround us was rudimentary, but it did the job. Instead of seeing a five-foot-seven, one hundred- and forty-five-pound, average woman with wild, curly, shoulder length hair and green eyes strangling what might appear to be an old Black man, they saw blurriness. My glamour also compelled them to look away and forget about the blurry anomaly. 

My mom and aunt thought being able to glamour was the top echelon of supernatural powers, but it’s not. Everyone in The Undercity can glamour and everyone can do it way better than I can.

Back to my story. There I was, squeezing Tremain’s neck. His yellow-shot eyes were wide with panic. He had his gnarly fingers clasped tightly around my wrist, trying to break free from my hold. I didn’t know if he couldn’t escape because I was stronger than him or if he was just too weak from not being able to breathe. 

As I listened to the gurgling noises coming from his throat I didn’t spend too much time thinking about it. He sounded more like a drowning cat than anything else. Not that I knew what a drowning cat sounded like, but I could imagine.

Spit sputtered from his mouth and a little droplet landed on my bottom lip. My lunch of a corner store pizza slice and Diet Red Faygo Pop came bubbling up the back of my throat. A little of the mixture reached my mouth and I swallowed it back down. Hard.

I wiped his spit from my mouth with my free hand, imagining all types of cooties that could’ve possibly been in it. 

Disgusting.

Tremain is a short, skinny, and not very clean ghoul. It’s not that ghouls were very clean to begin with, but he’s the dirtiest I’ve ever come across. He preferred to live among the rats in the back allies, gutters and sewers rather than fit in with others of his kind. What also completed this hodge-podge of disgust was his smell. He reeked of garbage because that’s what he’d probably had for dinner.

Just thinking about the parasites that most likely clung to his dirty clothes and crawled along his unwashed skin made my lunch rise to the back of my throat again. For a second I had an overwhelming urge to let him go and drop him back into the trashcan I’d found him hanging out in, but I didn’t give in to that overwhelming temptation. Someone had to pay for lying to me.

I’ve touched grosser things than him. Probably. 

I never understood his kind. He cheated death but didn’t have the decency to take a dip in warm water and utilize a bar of soap every now and then. I inwardly shook my head.

Holding him up by the neck with one hand is an easy task for me. I’m guessing he weighed about one-hundred and fifty pounds. If I wasn’t half-paranormal I wouldn’t be able to dangle him in the air, with his feet off the ground, but I’m stronger than the average human, which works well in my line of work. As a private investigator, sometimes a little muscle is needed to deal with the characters I come across in order to get intelligence for a job.

When I first bumped into Tremain he’d looked the part of someone who didn’t have a care in the world with no place to be. His entire body was stuffed in a park trashcan, except for his head and one arm that he had hanging out, brushing the side. Belle Isle Park is Tremain’s home and if Miguel, the Lycan who owned one of the largest PI businesses in The Undercity, was holding a meeting with the other PI business owners here then Tremain would know about it.

He’d been hanging out in the vicinity where I was told to meet so of course I stopped to ask him about it. He’d been super friendly, seeming to know every and anything except the meeting. 

He even offered to keep me company while I waited for the others to show up, suggesting that he’d seen them meeting at a cluster of picnic tables the month before. 

As much as I don’t want to admit it, he did a good job of keeping me occupied with his ramblings and stories. I’d seen ghouls in passing, but he was the first who’d actually told me about his death and the process of becoming what he was. It’d been easy to forget about Miguel and the other PI’s for a little while.

Was it really his fault that I was gullible? No. But anger made me hold onto him a few seconds longer. 

When Tremain’s flailing became weaker and his normally greyish-brown skin turned a dusky shade of blue, I took that as a sure sign that he was ready to talk and tossed him across the grass. Tremain tumbled ten feet and ended up hitting the gravel parking lot, sending little rocks scattering in all directions. When he finally came to a stop, he scrambled to his hands and feet, crouching, ready to bolt, his eyes darting from left to right. 

I didn’t worry about him running and getting away from me. Ghouls aren’t known for their quickness and my four years of high school track would prove useful even after all these years. Plus, if by some miracle he did outrun me and get lost in the shadows, as Ghouls tended to do, a whisper from the rats would tell me exactly where he was. He might live among them but they talked to me, not him. The rats in the dumpster I’d grabbed him from were already thanking me for evicting him from their home. They didn’t like sharing their dinner with him. He ate more than his share and it was pissing them off. They were already telling me where he would most likely run off to.

“Thank you. I got this,” I told the dumpster rats as I crossed the distance between me and Tremain, the gravel under my old school pro-wrestling boots made crunching sounds as I walked. 

“Huh? What?” Tremain asked, confused as one would be in his situation. The situation is that he doesn’t know I can talk to animals. Besides my mom, aunt and Melia, no one does.

I ignored his question and stopped in front of his cowering body. “Don’t you dare make another move,” I threatened.

Realizing running wouldn’t be of any use anyway, he rolled over to sit on his butt and let out a heavy sigh. “Babylonia, please believe me.” He clasped his hands together in a praying motion. “I don’t know where Miguel and the others are meeting.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Really? I find that odd, since you know everything going on in Belle Isle. I’m sure the squirrels don’t shit without you knowing which one did it and how much there was.” 

I crouched and ran my fingers across a few pieces of gravel, loving the way they felt under my skin. These particular tiny stones were taken from the Detroit River. I could almost feel water rushing over them, helping to form each and every one. They made me think of music and barbeque. They were probably taken close by Hart Plaza. The festival atmosphere clung to their essence.

“I...I...”

His stuttering brought me back from where my thoughts had taken me. I tilted my head at his obvious attempt to formulate a quick lie and wondered just how far he was willing to take this. As I waited for his lie to form into words, I picked up a few pieces of gravel. I couldn’t save them all from a life of car tires, exhaust and abuse, but I could help where I could.

“It’s not what you think,” he continued. “Miguel came by a few days ago and asked me to do him a favor.” His eyes got wider as he spoke.

“Are you really going to lie to me?”

His head swung back and forth. “I swear. He said he wanted you to think there was a meeting taking place here and he...he paid me to keep you occupied,” he admitted with a heavy sigh.

I narrowed my eyes. That would explain Tremain’s chattiness when I’d shown up. While I waited for a meeting that was never going to happen, I let myself get caught up in Tremain’s stories, not realizing an hour had passed. It wasn’t until a squirrel had ran by and the word, “trick” was whispered to me through the air that I’d snapped out of it.

“Do you have the ability to enthrall?” I asked slowly.

A lot of paranormal beings had that power. Most paranormals were predators by nature. The ability ran strong with some, like vampires, and weak in others. Nothing I knew about Ghouls suggested they had that ability.

Tremain brought his thumb and finger close together. “Just a little. I bought the ability from a witch.”

I growled and curled my fingers into a fist.

“Wait, wait, wait,” he said waving his hands in front of his face. “It’s not my fault. Blame all this on Miguel. He didn’t want you to know where they were holding the real meeting,” Tremain babbled.

“That bastard,” I muttered. If Miguel wasn’t a Lycan I would take my fight to him, but Lycans are crazy bastards, so me muttering like a crazy lady in the middle of a parking lot was the only thing I planned to do about it.

Ever since I came on the scene, Miguel has been trying his best to edge me out of the business. The heads of all the paranormal PI businesses in Detroit and surrounding areas were supposed to divide up the territories between each other. The city wasn’t split equally between the businesses but was determined by paranormal House, size and experience. Since I didn’t have a House, meaning I was unclassed and considered the lowest of the lows of paranormals and was a one-man crew and only had a few years’ experience, I didn’t expect to get any substantial territory. But that wasn’t the point. The point in being invited to the monthly meeting where they discussed territories, jobs and convened with peers meant that they finally accepted me. I would much rather a House accept me as their own, but this would’ve been a bright spot on an otherwise dismal twenty-five years of life.

Miguel had preyed on my need to fit in. Instead of getting my own territory, I was left doing what I’d always done, scrounging for clients and jobs. I should’ve known he wasn’t going to give me a piece of the city that easily, but a part of me had been so happy that I’d allowed myself to believe he really meant it. I’d taken the hard jobs. I was making a name for myself and I was listed in the paranormal directory with private investigator after my name. The higher-ups had approved my credentials. That meant a lot in this world.

Some would think breaking into the PI business in The Undercity would be easy—I did when I first decided to pursue this profession—but it’s tough, especially for an unclassed half-breed such as myself. I’ve been working this business for three years and I’m still considered an outsider in the PI business and in The Undercity itself. I’m treated this way all because a House hasn’t claimed me and I don’t know who or what my father is. I could do my job without so much as working up a sweat in the human world, but I longed to firmly implant myself in The Undercity. This is where I belong, I feel it in my veins.

I wanted to punch something. I wanted to throw something. I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs. Miguel had given me the wrong information just to show me he held the cards. He would probably never acknowledge me as an equal or even as a peer.

I stuffed the gravel in my back pocket for later. “Where are they meeting?” I wasn’t going to fight Miguel, but I planned to show at the meeting I was entitled to attend.

Tremain shook his head. “It doesn’t matter.” He turned his wrist and glanced at his cheap watch. “It ended fifteen minutes ago.”

I clenched my hands, thinking about sending one to connect with his pockmarked face. “So that’s it then.”

As if sensing my murderous thoughts, Tremain scrambled backward on his hands and heels. “I was just doing what Miguel paid me to do. He said he would never do business with the likes of you.”

There wasn’t a point in taking my anger out on Tremain any longer, because according to the unwritten rules of The Undercity, he was higher on the food chain than I was. I could fight him and beat him to a pulp, but it wouldn’t change the fact that at the end of the day he belonged to a House and could get all his Ghoul brethren to gang up and descend on me. I didn’t have any such support system. I had to pick my battles and this one really wasn’t with him. 

If I’d been more experienced I would’ve felt him enthralling me or expected Miguel to set me up. Heck, I would’ve even known Belle Isle was an unlikely spot for a bunch of hoity-toity business owners to meet and would’ve deleted the stupid invitation Miguel had emailed me. No. All the events that had led me here was my fault and my fault alone.

Fault or not, it didn’t mean I had to be happy or resigned about the situation. I narrowed my eyes on Tremain. “You give Miguel a message for me. Tell him that since I don’t have a territory, every territory is mine.”
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Chapter Two
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A FEW HOURS LATER WITH my belly semi-full from a cheeseburger, small fries and small cola off the dollar menu, I was at Melia’s house just as the sun was about to go down.

Using the key she’d given me years before, I entered her nine bedroom Victorian mansion in  the prestigious Gross Pointe neighborhood. Her house sat nestled on more acres of land than I would ever own in my lifetime. I absolutely loved her house but I loved her land even more. The sounds of the Birch river and gingko drowned out all outside noise while the redbuds sang the most beautiful song imaginable. Before closing her door and cutting off the noise of nature I took one last glance at her sprawling wooded yard and sighed. One day, once my business got off the ground, I was going to buy a house with acres of land for my mom and I.

One day.

I closed her door and made my way through her house, bypassing the formal sitting and piano rooms and arrived at  the grand spiral staircase. On each side were clivia plants in big blue and white ceramic pots. The pots were expensive as hell. I’d been with her when she’d ordered them. When I’d given her the plants she’d declared they needed something special to be housed in. I’d gawked at the six hundred dollar price tag for each, then tried to talk her out of it. I’d picked up the plants from  the local grocery store, they were used to elevator music, fluorescent lights and plastic planters. But she’d insisted and who was I to talk her out of buying the expensive planters after she’d told me their story was a rags to riches one. They were happy when they were moved. They still are. As I approached I could hear them, singing happy and low.

“Hello,” I whispered to the first as I  reached out to stroke one of its leaves. The leaf curled slightly around my finger. I did the same to the other.

Melia had a total of nine plants in her home, all of which I’d given her. My small apartment couldn’t hold anymore. After I finished my current job I planned to bring over some more, the ones that had grown too big for my apartment. I didn’t worry about them being mistreated here. I knew she would take care of them, or rather her house staff would, because she knew how much they meant to me.
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