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      My infant son, Lazarus, was in foster care, arranged in secret by the Church after Seattle witches tried to kill him. Our bloodline contained something that could be utilized by witches. Because of this, my son and I, and now my son’s clones, were at great risk. I learned the embryonic clones were being kept on ice by a witch who had also been a University of Washington professor of biomedicine. The professor was now dead, along with the other Seattle witches, but that didn’t stop the threat. Witches were everywhere…
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        Tuesday, November 24th, 2015

      

      

      According to the dashboard clock, it was three forty-six a.m. as Father Davidson drove us around the University of Washington’s Medical Building and parked in the lower lot near Portage Bay, near Lake Union—the setting for the nineteen-nineties film Sleepless in Seattle. We were sleepless at the moment, meeting Stan Wentworth, a grad student friend of mine who I’d bribed to sneak us into the Department of Biomedicine. We aimed to rescue my son’s clones.

      My infant son, Lazarus, was in foster care, arranged in secret by the Church after Seattle witches tried to kill him. Our bloodline contained something that could be utilized by witches. Because of this, my son and I, and now my son’s clones, were at great risk. I learned the embryonic clones were being kept on ice by a witch who had also been a University of Washington professor of biomedicine. The professor was now dead, along with the other Seattle witches, but that didn’t stop the threat. Witches were everywhere.

      Hu, Mike, Father Davidson, and I exited the car and entered the cold, damp, and poorly lit parking lot. We put on special utility belts we adapted for carrying holy water containers. As we clipped our belts, a police vehicle raced into the lot with red and blue lights flashing.

      Hu looked up. “Oh, shit.”

      Many of Seattle’s police were allies of witches. Plus, we assumed they were searching for us after we killed all of Seattle’s witches in one fell swoop last week. It wasn’t mass murder; it was self-defense, but who would believe us?

      The vehicle came to a screeching stop, nearly blinding us with its high-beam headlights and the flashing lights on the roof. A guy spoke from the squad car through a megaphone. “Campus security. State your business.”

      “Campus security?” I repeated, breathing a sigh of relief. “They don’t carry guns,” I told the others.

      He heard me. “That’s right,” agreed the officer, “but I’m in touch with the police. What’s your business at this hour?”

      The main door to this side of the biomedical building burst open, and Stan came running out, his unbuttoned white lab coat flapping in his tailwind. Stan’s long curly hair and beard were also being swept back as he ran. He held up the identity badge that hung around his neck. “It’s okay, officer! They’re with me.”

      The driver’s door to the security vehicle opened, and a tall, skinny, pimple-faced kid emerged. He removed a radio receiver from where it hung on his shoulder and spoke into it. “Getting out now to investigate. Looks like a grad student is vouching for them.”

      There was a squawk of static, and then a voice on the other end said, “Roger. Standing by.”

      Stan approached the young officer, still holding out his ID badge. “They’re with me,” he repeated.

      “At this hour?”

      “I need a hand with some work I’m doing for Doctor Warnock. It has to be done now.”

      “Hold on.” The officer removed a tablet from his car and took a photo of Stan’s ID and a picture of Stan. He then tapped in some information. When he finished, he spoke into the radio on his shoulder. “Did you get that? Does he check out?”

      There was another squawk of static, and then came the response. “He is a grad student in the department, so it seems okay.”

      “Are we cool here?” asked Stan.

      “Yeah,” the security officer said. He got into his car, but the car didn’t move.

      Stan turned toward us and gestured toward the building. “Let’s go inside.”

      We followed him in. I glanced through the doorway as we went in and noticed the security vehicle still sitting there.

      Our group had a mixture of motives for being there: revenge, loyalty, and religion. Hu Li, the attractive green-haired witch hunter, had been fighting witches for years. Husky, bearded Mike Henderson was a former nurse who became addicted to OxyContin and ended up homeless before getting himself clean. He joined as much out of boredom and curiosity as anything else, and we became fast friends. And then there was bald and pudgy Father Davidson, who the archbishop assigned to assist us. I didn’t think much of the father until he and Hu saved Mike, myself, and my infant son from a conclave of Seattle witches, wiping them out in the process.

      Though the covens in Seattle were destroyed, that still left witches in the Seattle suburb of Baalberith, who already attempted to murder me once before. Somehow, Friday the 13th figured into all of this, too. I was initially threatened on that date, and again on the next, and the next.

      My son seemed safe for the moment, fostered by someone Seattle’s Archbishop Neeley arranged without telling me who. (The fewer people in the know, the better.) What I’d learned recently was that a witch who was also a professor in the UW’s Biomedical Research Department had cloned my son to provide an endless supply of sacrificial victims. There was something about my bloodline that aided witches in their magic. My predecessors had been raised to be executed once they had sired a son with a witch.

      This insane bloodlust had to stop.

      Stan led us down a long, linoleum-tiled hallway. The walls had similarly colored linoleum coming halfway up; an eggshell-colored paint adorned the top half. The ceiling was white acoustical tile interspersed with ventilation ducts and banks of fluorescent or LED lights. Functional but ugly. The department probably put their money elsewhere than with interior decorators.

      We turned a corner and came to dark gray metal double doors with a sensor pad on the wall to the left. Stan scanned his ID, and the doors opened. They shut behind us. This hall was lined with doors labeled with numbers and names.

      Stan stopped and looked at me. “That encounter in the parking lot made me rethink what you owe me for this. Two hundred seems cheap. I want double. My job could be at stake.”

      I removed my wallet and the two hundred dollar bills we’d agreed upon. I showed him the now-empty billfold. “It’s all I got.

      He looked at the others. “Perhaps your friends can help you out.”

      Hu rolled her eyes and dug out a zippered wallet from a coat pocket. She removed two twenties and a credit card. “Do you take Visa?”

      Now Stan rolled his eyes. He snatched the forty dollars from her hand. He turned toward Mike and Father Davidson.

      “I’m on public assistance,” said Mike.

      Father Davidson removed his billfold and produced one hundred and twenty dollars in mixed denominations. “That cleans me out, too.”

      Stan said. “You’re forty short.”

      “I can pay you later,” I promised. “I told you what’s at stake.”

      Stan shook his head. “We’re not that good of friends. Haven’t heard from you in over a year. Out of the blue, you call with a crazy story of witchcraft and murder. Well, your story sounds like b.s. I like how you brought a friend dressed as a priest to help convince me to help. Four hundred bucks. Figure this out, or forget it.”

      Mike looked at me and then at Stan and shook his head in disgust. He pulled out his wallet and gave Stan the remaining money. “You’re a blood-sucking viper, you know that?”

      Stan smiled. “Herpetology is not my department.” He stuffed the four hundred dollars into his lab coat pocket. He held up his ID badge to the sensor outside of a door labeled with Doctor Warnock’s name. A green light flashed next to the door handle.

      “Hold on,” I said, pointing to the biohazard sign on the door. “What about this?”

      “Forget about it. The signs are on all the doors.”

      I glanced at the other doors in the hall and saw he was right.

      Stan grabbed the door handle. “There are protocols for safely dealing with stuff in these labs, and we’re at BSL-1, the same biosafety level as in a doctor’s office with a sharps container.

      “I don’t work with Doctor Warnock regularly,” Stan continued, “but all the professors have a similar storage apparatus. If cloning has already occurred, the cells will be kept in a cooling unit containing liquid nitrogen.” Stan opened the door and gave a start.

      The room was in shambles. Broken beakers, test tubes, and other lab equipment lay on the floor or in pieces on counters amid papers and overturned computers. Fragments of a shattered mirror hung above a sink with an emergency eye wash unit. The faucet was knocked free of the sink, and water shot up to the room’s ceiling.

      A man inside the room was removing a steel container, which I assumed held the embryonic clones of my son, from a blue receptacle the size of an oil drum. White frosty clouds spilled out from the blue cooling unit. I recognized the man. He tried to stab me in the heart during a ritual on Friday the 13th, last February. He was pale, clean-shaven, and appeared in his mid-sixties, dressed in a white suit with a white shirt and tie. He wore his gray hair slicked back on his head. His gloved hand held the frozen clones before him, and he smiled at me. “Well, hello again, Mr. Metcalf. I’ve just met your sons.”
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