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        Red in the Hood

        A Crossroad City Tale

      

      

      
        
        Maeve Hemlock, lead detective, rests her boots on her desk as she taunts her partner, Trevel, who hurries to finish his overdue reports. Maeve looks forward to a relaxing weekend while Trevel suffers.

      

        

      
        Until a call about a dead boy ruins the weekend for both of them.

      

        

      
        Not just any regular boy. The eldest son of the mayor. And a werewolf.

      

        

      
        Can Maeve find the killer before they take another life?

      

        

      
        Visit the strange world of Crossroad City, where magic and the normal world collide. And where detective Maeve Hemlock and the Spells and Misdemeanours Bureau struggle to keep the law and the magic in check to save all.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Red in the Hood

          

          A CROSSROAD CITY TALE

        

      

    

    
      The call came in just after sundown, a disturbance on Merryvale Lane, just a few blocks shy of the Mayor’s house. All hands on deck.

      Even mine. Never mind that I was five minutes away from being off duty.

      I was sitting at my worn, scuffed desk, my brand new, dark purple leather boots resting nicely on the edge as Trevel hunched over the keyboard on his desk just across from me. Our desks, set in the middle of our fifth floor department’s office, were set head to head so we could admire each other’s looks, or so Trevel said.

      So while he tapped, one massive finger at a time, on the keyboard, I admired.

      The troll wore a blazing white shirt that offset his grey skin nicely. Light from the flourescents above us reflected on his bald head and the enormous white tusks that protruded from either side of his mouth. When he concentrated, like he was doing now, his mouth moved in an almost grinding motion as if he was getting ready to take a bite out of someone.

      As long as it wasn’t me.

      As usual, Trevel had let his reports pile up and, now at month end, he was rushing to finish them off. Me, being a good, righteous, and a much-better-typing faerie had completed all her reports as soon as the cases were closed.

      I had no sympathy.

      But loads of sarcastic comments.

      I leaned back in my chair until it screeched a little. I gave a great sigh. Trevel’s head twitched slightly in my direction.

      “Friday night in Crossroad City,” I said. “A whole weekend off duty. What so ever shall I do? Definitely sleep in tomorrow. I don’t have any place to be.”

      “Perhaps you could start by taking your boots off the desk, detective,” said a voice behind me.

      I glanced over my shoulder, past the edge of my dark blue faerie wings that were tucked against my back.

      Captain Hwon of the Spells and Misdemeanours Branch stood behind me. He held a white porcelain cup of coffee in his hand. Unlike the other members of our branch, he was human. He wore his usual dark grey, single-breasted suit. It hung from his thin frame like he had been poured into it. His hair was a silken black, framing his oval face. One eyebrow was arched ever so slightly at the sight of my boots.

      Casually, I lifted my boots off the desk and set them back onto the floor. As I straightened, my chair gave another creak.

      “I understand you’re also off duty this weekend, Captain,” I said. “Any special plans?”

      Hwon’s usually impassive expression twitched, the left corner of his mouth almost rising into a smile. He knew what a shit disturber I was being to poor Trevel.

      “Well let’s see,” he said. “I heard that the Incantation River had developed rapids a week ago. I may gather some friends to go down them.”

      He sounded serious. I frowned. Captain Hwon of all people should know better. Those new rapids could disappear and turn into a dry riverbed with no notice. Stray magic, like the kind that manipulated the Incantation River was not to be trifled with and was one of the main effects of the Great Tear.

      The Great Tear had opened a rift between the dimensions of the normal world and the Nether Realm. Crossroad City sat smack in the middle in the normal world, serving as a way station between the realms. Magic was heavily regulated in the normal world, its delicate balance couldn’t absorb a lot of magic without major issues so the Spells and Misdemeanours Bureau took care of any problems.

      Even problems like stray rapids on the usually tranquil Incantation River.

      “I heard there’s new sports bar on Trafalgar,” I said. “That sounds more fun that getting soaked in the river.”

      “I don’t know,” Hwon said. “I’ve had my heart set on the rapids. We’ve already rented the raft.”

      I chewed the inside of my left cheek. How could I talk him out of it? I never would have thought Captain Hwon would endanger himself in such a blatantly ridiculous way. He had to know how unstable the magic creating those rapids would be on the river. I had to find a way to talk him out of it.

      “He’s pulling your chain, Mauve.” Trevel’s deep voice rumbled from across the desks. “He’s not shooting any rapids.”

      Now I could see the mischievousness in Hwon’s smile.

      “Sure, I knew that,” I said in my best casual voice.

      Trevel gave a snort. Hwon chuckled.

      Then the phone rang on my desk.

      And shot my weekend all to hell.

      Almost literally.

      Before I could grab the phone, Hwon scooped up the receiver. He listened and what he heard drained the smile from his face and hardened his dark, brown eyes.

      “Yes, sir,” he said. “On our way.”

      He hung up and pointed to me and then Trevel.

      “You both follow me. There’s been a murder on Merryvale Lane.”

      I glanced over at Trevel. We weren’t homicide but if the captain was dragging us down there, there had to be a magical element.

      Oh great.

      I stood up, sliding my black, leather coat off the back of the chair and onto my shoulders. It had a special slit in the back that allowed freedom of movement for my wings, but as I didn’t need them now, they settled against my back, the blue tips poking out from beneath the curtain of my long, red hair.

      Under my coat I had a black t-shirt and lavender coloured pants, tucked into my new purple boots. My wand settled into its holster, a deep rich, brown leather, strapped to my right thigh.  The outfit was barely colourful enough for a seventh level princess of the North Faerie Court. I could swear I heard the criticism in my mother’s voice.

      Trevel stood up from behind his desk, rising, rising, rising to a height that towered over me. His white shirt was tucked into a pair of blue jeans that looked like they strained to stretch around his muscular legs. He had his own wand in a holster clipped to his belt.

      “Ready to rock?” I asked.

      He nodded. “Let’s roll.”
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        * * *

      

      The drive to Merryvale Lane was pleasant as the last of the late spring sunlight drained from the sky like someone had pulled the plug on a water colour painting. Sprays of orange faded to pale yellow as the encroaching dark leaked across the blue sky, like an ink stain. The moon, almost full, hung low against the horizon, as if reconsidering the option of rising.

      Traffic was fairly light and before we knew it, the captain pulled the ranger over into the little side street. I slid out of the back seat and stepped onto a soft cushion of grass beside the road.

      Merryvale Lane looked like a residential street of small, single family homes. None of them looked to be larger than two storey. Carefully cultivated lawns spread down either side of the street in a variety I would never had imagined. Some were plain grass, other wild with flowers, others paved with cobblestone or asphalt, others a riot of wild flowers, still others with a tree in the middle of the lawn holding a child’s swing.

      Fresh cut grass mixed with pollen in the air and before my third breath I was already stuffed up.

      A faerie with allergies. Who ever heard of something so ridiculous?

      As I surveyed the street, sniffling to keep my nose from running, I realized there was something very odd about it.

      Where were the police cars? Where were the uniformed officers? Where was the police tape marking off the crime scene?

      If a murder had happened in one of these houses, all of that should be present.

      Come to think of it, why had the captain driven down in an unmarked SUV?

      I glanced over at Trevel. His furrowed brow told me he was thinking the same thing.

      But if the captain noticed, I couldn’t tell. He was already walking away from us.

      I hurried to catch up, Trevel on my heels.

      The captain reached the end of a driveway and turned up the walk beside it, heading for a red brick, two-storey house. The lawn beside the straight concrete path was cut to a precise level and the colour so vibrant it looked almost fake. Bay windows on either side of a slate grey door had white sheers covering them, but darker drapes inside had been drawn, hiding any view inside.

      I glanced up at the set of two second-storey windows. They also had sheer white curtains but from my angle as I followed the captain I couldn’t see anything. My wings twitched on my back. Within a second I could unfold them and a few flaps would take me up to those windows. But something told me now was not the time to take the initiative.
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