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The Guicai Talisman

The Lycan Job

Once A Thief, Always A Thief

It’s Not Me, It’s You

Babylonia Delilah Jones. P.I., or Baby as her friends call her, has gotten her first big break. Solving the case for the Head of the Lycan House would prove not only she belongs in The Undercity, but deserves a seat at the table with the other paranormal private investigators. But while she’s looking for a perp who obviously won’t hesitate to commit murder, her life is being threatened. That’s not enough to stop Baby though. Neither is interference from Zaid, the hot Vampire who keeps popping up at the most inopportune times.

THE LYCAN JOB TURNS out to be anything but a straightforward case. Baby is learning more about the workings of the Undercity than ever before, and what she’s finding out is pretty ugly. It’s making her question everything she thought and knew about the paranormal Houses, and what she’s missing by not being claimed by her father. 

But that may well be a question Baby won’t get a chance to ponder, because even tapping into every ability she possess might not be enough to help her survive the Lycan Job.

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 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 instigator for the paranormal world, better known as the Undercity.
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AS SOON AS THE BUZZER sounded I pulled my gun from my holster and aimed at the menacing man in the outdated tracksuit. I went for the kill shots and fired bullets in rapid succession; two right between the eyes, then one in each eye, two in the upper side of the chest and four in the stomach. My aftermarket clip held eighteen bullets and I decided, just for the hell of it, to pop two in each of his kneecaps and four in the groin, leaving none to spare.

You’re super dead.

I holstered my gun and looked at my target. There was no way he would walk away from an encounter with me. If he were real that is.

I flipped the switch that brought my target practice picture streaming down on a cable to a stop in front of me. I was proud of myself. There was something about riddling a fake perp with bullet holes that brought a smile to my lips.

“Perfect.” I looked over my shoulder to where Brutus lay, head on paws, watching me from his spot by the door. “The aim’s not the problem,” I told him. “I just have to work on my time.”

At first I wasn’t sure if I should bring him inside the shooting cage with me, since I didn’t know if he’d freak out from the noise of the gun. But when I’d left him on the other side of the door with Mack, the owner’s son, he’d barked and howled until I finally let him in, much to Mack’s relief. Mack really didn’t care to keep company with a Vampire-infused guard dog. And I thought that if Brutus was going to be my sidekick then he should get used to the noise of a gun firing. I carried two all the time. One that held regular bullets, although it could hold wooden bullets if needed, and the other that held silver ones. If I ran into someone nasty I was certain I had just about all the paranormal species covered.

“How was my stance? Did it look good?” I asked him.

Brutus wagged his tail, but otherwise said nothing.

Normal humans wouldn’t expect Brutus to reply, but I’m far from normal. I’m what’s referred to as a half-breed. I’m half human and half paranormal. What kind of paranormal? I have no clue, since my father’s House hasn’t stepped up to claim me yet, leaving me unclassed, which is not the norm even in the paranormal Undercity. But until my father’s House comes to claim me, that’s my delineation. Unfortunately for me, I have no clue which House is my father’s, otherwise I would’ve gone knocking on their door a long time ago.

I turned and looked through the bullet-proof glass window that covered part of the wall behind me. “Mack,” I yelled over my shoulder when I spotted him.

He looked up and raised his brows in question. If he were human he wouldn’t be able to hear me from the sound-proof room, but he was a Bear Skin-Walker. He could hear a fly fart and smell it too.

“How’d I do? Brutus isn’t giving me much help.”

I can communicate with animals. Not like Dr. Doolittle—well, maybe a little like that—but in my world the animals don’t open their mouths and speak. It’s more of a mind thing. I hear their words in my head and sometimes, when they don’t know the right words to use, they’ll project pictures. I’m used to it either way, because I don’t remember a time when I couldn’t communicate with them. It was only after I turned five I realized I might be different from everyone else and, much to my shock, that fact was confirmed by Jucinda, a local clairvoyant.

“This girl is a half-breed; half-human, half-paranormal,” she’d told my mother. Ever since then I felt a longing to belong.

The speakers crackled with an incoming message. “Point three seconds from draw to the first shot and point eight to empty. Getting better.”

I took a defeated breath. Close, but no cigar. If I were going against a human he’d be dead meat, but the likelihood of pulling my gun on a human was more on the implausible side, since I was a private investigator who only took on paranormal clients.

Point three seconds may be the death of me if I were going up against a Witch who only needed to raise her hands to fire off her mojo or a Vampire who could move faster than a speeding bullet—both of which I’d encountered before.

Tina Masterson was the Witch who’d decided I was her ticket to reclaiming her powers through dark forces, and Zaid was a Vampire who’d decided to pay me a late night visit and show me some of his tricks. Luckily, all I had to show for going up against both of them was a bruised ego. Reaching out to the dark forces hadn’t worked out so well for Tina—they’d killed her—and Zaid had disappeared shortly thereafter.

Like I said. Lucky for me.

The speaker crackled again. “Are you almost done in there? Closing time is in five.”

I glanced at my watch. Three fifty-five in the morning. I waved my hand in the air as an acknowledgement. Time had gotten away from me. Normally I’d be complaining about being up and about past midnight and here I was thriving at this ungodly hour. Moving in with Melia, Vampire slash my best friend, had officially messed with my sleep-wake cycle.

I glanced at Brutus. He was in the same spot, waiting patiently for me. “Are you ready to head out?”

He wagged his tail again and his eyes did that weird thing they sometimes did. Normally they’re brown but every now and again they turn green. The color change alone wouldn’t be so eerie, except when they’re like that they also glow in the dark, thanks to Zaid pumping him with blood to make Brutus a more suitable candidate as a Vampire guard dog. “Sleepy.”

I wiggled my nose. I’d been keeping odd hours and had Brutus tagging along for the ride. A few short weeks ago he’d belonged to Zaid. After leading me through Zaid’s house without Zaid knowing about it, Zaid no longer had any use for Brutus as a guard dog. Zaid had dropped Brutus off in my apartment, next to my bed...while I was naked. Brutus and I had been inseparable ever since.

A yawn escaped my mouth at the thought of curling up in my new, comfortable bed. “Yeah, I guess I should go to bed too.”

I set to cleaning up my mess; swept all my shells into a dustpan and emptied them into the garbage and threw my target practice picture away. Satisfied the space was cleaner now than when I came, I opened the door, letting Brutus exit before I turned off the lights and followed.

On my way out I stopped by the counter where Mack had my bag of ammo that I’d purchased when I’d first arrived waiting for me.

He gave me a wink. “I threw in a few treats, Baby,” he said, shortening my name.

I didn’t mind being called Baby. Babylonia was long and sometimes hard on the tongue, so people either called me Baby or BJ. Usually Babylonia was saved for more formal situations.

“Oh, presents.” I peered inside the bag.

During normal business hours Mack and his dad catered to humans. Then from seven in the evening until four in the morning it turned into a paranormals only spot. Any human coming after hours would find the store dark and locked for the night. The closed-store look was a glamour provided by the Witches that Mack and his dad had probably paid handsomely for. Only those with paranormal blood would see the activity going on past the store windows.

“Dad got some new inventory and thought you’d like to test some of it out before we put it on the shelves.” And by shelves, Mack meant the shelving unit in the top secret room that was available to the paranormals only.

“Tell, him I appreciate it.” I stuffed the bag under my arm and made my way toward the exit.

“Let us know what you think of the new product,” Mack yelled out to me.

“You know I will,” I said, as I shouldered my way through the door. Mack and Kyle always passed off the new stuff to me to test it out first. A lot of it was military grade stuff that I normally wouldn’t have any use for, but the guns, bullets and survivalist items were always welcomed.

I trotted across the dead intersection to the public parking across the street. The only downside to visiting the Gun Stop and Shop after hours was that they had a strict rule about parking in their parking lot. After hours, paranormals had to park elsewhere so as not to alert the cops or human clientele that something was in fact going on behind closed doors.

The night air was crisp, despite it being in the thralls of summer. It was nights like this when I appreciated my lightweight jacket. It felt really good outside.

With a pep in my step, I made my way to my midnight-black Mustang convertible. It was old, but it was reliable, and the only car in the parking lot that was shared between a nail salon, beauty salon and mobile phone store. Normally I’d have the top down so the wind could whip through my hair and whisper past my ears, but because of the lateness of the hour and the sketchy neighborhood I was in, I had her locked up tight.

I disengaged the security lock and heard the familiar beep. “C’mon boy.” I opened the passenger door and patted the seat.

Brutus gave me a lopsided grin and jumped in. I threw my bag of goodies in the backseat and secured his harness. I wasn’t letting the top down, but I could at least roll down the window so we could enjoy the night breeze. Just because the neighborhood was bad and it was a bit chilly out wouldn’t stop us from driving back to Melia’s with the wind on our skin.

I haven’t been at Melia’s house for long, but I still couldn’t call it “my house” yet, mainly because if I felt comfortable calling it mine then I think I’d grow content and stay there. I couldn’t stay in Grosse Pointe forever; it was too ritzy and posh for my tastes. I wanted my own place in a smaller, quieter setting. I reminded myself every day that staying with Melia was a temporary situation.

I shut his door and went around to the driver’s side door and opened it with another yawn stretching my mouth. The handle was yanked out of my hand. The door shut abruptly.

Brutus barked and growled.

“Wh—?”

“Well, well, well. Did you enjoy your target practice?” The voice sent a chill across my body.

Miguel.

I narrowed my eyes on him. Miguel was about my height or maybe an inch shorter. His skin was light brown, telling of his Hispanic heritage. His eyes were a hazel and his hair a darker brown. He looked to be in his mid-forties, but he was a lot older than that. I don’t know exactly how old. Like most of the Undercity, he didn’t put much stake in age since paranormals either lived a very long life or, if they were stupid, died young.

Even though he wore a smile the amount of teeth he showed, along with the anger in his eyes, didn’t give me a warm and fuzzy feeling.

Shit. I was alone with Miguel. He hated me before and now probably hated me even more since I took a job right from under his nose. And, to boot, my sidekick was secured tightly in a harness.

Brutus barked behind me, wild and loud. “Danger. Danger. Danger,” he chanted.

“I know. Calm down, boy. I’ll handle this,” I said to Brutus. I think.

“What do you want Miguel?” I said with all the confidence that I could muster. I didn’t cower or back down from him. He was a Lycan, a predator, and if I showed an ounce of fear his instincts would kick in and he’d tear me apart.

“I came to talk to you.” He spoke each word as if it pained him.

“Really?” I said, raising a brow. “Just talk?” I let my eyes roam up and down his body. His posturing and the snarl on his lips portrayed anything but the need to have a conversation.

A few weeks beforehand Miguel and the other Undercity private investigation businesses had held a formal meeting to divide up territory. I’d asked to be included in that meeting and was ecstatic when Miguel granted me a place at the table. To my disappointment, he’d played me for a fool and held the meeting without me, leaving me to continue to scrape for clients, taking the jobs that no one else wanted because they either didn’t pay enough or were too dangerous. After he’d cut me out I’d called and left him numerous messages and he hadn’t had the courtesy to call me back and offer an explanation.

“This case...” He looked away briefly then back at me with intensity in his eyes. “Should be mine.”

Brutus hadn’t calmed down a bit. He’d barked so much and so loudly his voice became hoarse. I could hear the grunts he made as he tried to break free from his harness. Thanks to the quality of the brand, he wasn’t going anywhere without my help.

I held my ground. “If it was yours, Rowen Peters, the head of your house, wouldn’t have called me.” I stated the facts. I had a feeling that Rowen didn’t want anyone from his house to know more about the case than he intended to tell them. He had one of the biggest and best PI firms at his disposal and he’d picked me.

Miguel looked at me with disgust. His gaze roamed up and down my body with loathing. “I don’t know why he called you when he should’ve handled this in-house. This is not for outsiders.”

“He called me for a reason,” I said slowly. “He knows what I can do and, despite what you think, I’m good at it.” I didn’t want to get into a heated argument with a Lycan. It was dark and I was alone. If he lost his temper I was as good as dead. Miguel’s wolf would take over and wouldn’t stop tearing me apart until he felt vindicated.

Miguel’s nostrils flared. “You’re a half-breed. An unclassed one at that.” He growled. “The lowest of lows. Choosing you to work the case over me is...dishonorable.”

Half-breed. Unclassed.

The slur and delineation had the effect Miguel meant it to have—hurtful. He detested me. Normally paranormal Houses wouldn’t leave a member unclassed, since it showed a weakness that none wanted blighting their name. When an unclassed is found, usually before their teenage years, the Houses visit them, with the House of origin finally making a claim and taking the individual under their wing.

As far as I’m aware none of the Houses have visited me. To hear the whispers behind my back, I am the oldest unclassed citizen in the Undercity—unheard of.

I pushed the hurt aside. I wasn’t going to let it upset me. Crying over my situation wouldn’t bring resolution or change a thing. I know because I’d done it often. My crying days were officially over.

“Apparently that’s not how Rowen sees it,” I said through clenched teeth, not showing an ounce of fear.

Miguel’s face pulled into an unattractive snarl. His breaths came out heavy. He took an aggressive step closer to me and balled his fists. “My House. My territory.”

I had to stop myself from taking a submissive step away from him. I wanted to stand my ground without directly challenging him. “I don’t have a territory, remember? I take the jobs that come my way.”

He growled low. His eyes flashed with a lighter color, making them glow eerily in the night. “Back off the case.” His voice was thick, the wolf in him almost taking over.

“That directive comes from your alpha, not you.”

Miguel kept his eyes on me. The air around me cracked with magic.

I’ve never been around a changing Lycan, but I figured I was about to witness one first hand. I reached behind my back to find the door handle. The moment the full change began, I’d most likely have two or three minutes tops to get into the car and speed away as fast as humanly possible. He’d still come after me, but at least in the car I’d have a chance to outrun him. I wouldn’t stand a chance in the open. When—if—I got to safety, I’d call Rowen and have him tell his people to back off.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE UNDERCITY CHRONICLES OF BABYLONIA JONES, P.I.

[YCAN J0B

AWARD WINNING AND INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

ASML B RIEEES






OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg
THE UNDERCITY CHHHHII}[E‘S OF BABYLONIA JONES, P.I.

i

e
LYGAN JOB

AWARD WINNING AND INTERNATIONAL BESTSELLING AUTHOR

AN GRIFEES






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





