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The Guicai Talisman

The Lycan Job

Once A Thief, Always A Thief

It’s Not Me, It’s You

Life is good. Baby’s mom is recovering and Baby wasn’t torn apart by the Lycans. Score! Work is rolling in almost faster than Baby can handle, and she might even be able to finally find her dad. The cherry on top? Babylonia Delilah Jones has met a new man. Her new man is giving her all the attention that Demarcus never had and doesn’t make her nervous like Zaid does. Yeah, the new guy is human, so a real relationship might be out of the question, but Baby plans to enjoy his company for as long as she can. It’s nice to have a normal, non-paranormal friend, especially when he’s as handsome as Easton.

When will Baby ever learn that just when she thinks things are going well, that’s the time to expect crazy to rear its head? Nothing is turning out quite the way Baby expected, but through trying to keep her human IT guru out of Undercity business, dealing with a stalker and the aftermath of the best night of her life, Baby has come to one conclusion. It really isn’t me...

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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I sat stone-faced, with my hands folded in my lap. I had on one of the very few suits that I owned; the one that I usually reserved for meeting new clients. The dress pants were dark blue with matching blazer and I wore a cream colored, faux silk shirt underneath. I don’t own any jewelry, but if I had, I suppose I would’ve also worn a pearl necklace and earrings—fake of course. I’d read somewhere—couldn’t remember where—that dark clothing was best for job interviews. Although this wasn’t a job interview I really had nothing else that I thought fit the occasion.

It wasn’t every day that I was summoned to attend a Lycan House inquiry, expected to defend myself against a charge of killing one of their own. And, besides, I thought that if this was going to be my last day on Earth, I’d at least wanted to look professional.

I’d waited over a month to receive notice from Rowen. The Lycans had needed the time to bury Miguel and take care of his affairs. By the time the summons, sent via carrier, arrived, my nerves were beyond frazzled. Every day I anticipated a Lycan would jump on me and take my life.

The note stated that I should arrive at Rowen’s house the next day for an eleven-thirty inquiry. Eleven-thirty. That was an odd time to schedule a death. Why not eleven o’clock or twelve o’clock? Scheduling me in on a half-hour seemed as though he was throwing killing me in between meetings or something. Like, “We have the acquisitions meeting at noon, so let’s hold Babylonia Jones’s inquiry at eleven-thirty and have her body and insides scraped off the floor by eleven forty-five.”

My eyes shifted to the clock to the right of me. It was eleven fifty-two. So they were running a little behind schedule in killing me. 

When I’d arrived, I was shown to a room in the basement. The room looked more like a courtroom with two divided sides and a desk that sat at the front on a small platform, where Rowen, as head of the Lycan House, and decider of my fate, was taking his seat. The note stated that I could invite witnesses to attend, so I brought Mandrell, my Goblin lawyer; Demarcus; my mom, Ruth; and Aunt Cissy. If Melia had been awake when the summons arrived, I’m sure she would’ve wanted me to wait until night so that she could attend too. I was glad that she was sleeping soundly and wasn’t privy to what was going on. If they she had been, I’m sure Melia wouldn’t have let me leave the house without being turned into a Vampire.

At first I wasn’t sure that I should bring Ruth and Cissy, because I’d involved them enough in Undercity business. They’ve known about it and heard stories I’ve told them, but I’m sure they’ve both had enough of dealing with its occupants for a lifetime.

They were thrust headfirst into it when Miguel decided to give up my mom’s body to Erish, a body thief, and Cissy had to bear the brunt of living with an entity for days while it discovered all the joys and wondrous things that the twenty-first century had to offer. It had not been easy for either of them.

I’d brought Demarcus along so that if my death sentence was handed down, he could whisk them away before they saw all the gory details of wolves descending on me and eating my entrails.

I could’ve left them at home and they would’ve never been the wiser to this part of Undercity life, but I needed them. I could talk about what Miguel had done, but Mandrell thought it would be a more powerful statement coming from the person whose life he’d turned upside down to get back at me.

I focused my attention back on that very person. My mom sat in a chair in front of the room and off to one side of where Rowen sat at the desk. She faced me and the crowd of Lycans behind me. Although I didn’t dare turn around to see the Lycans, I could practically feel their hate-filled glares on my back. Thankfully I arrived early so I wouldn’t have to walk through the room while those penetrating stares were directed at me. When we were all seated I’d warned Ruth and Cissy not to turn around and look at them and definitely not to look Rowen directly in the eyes.

Mandrell and Demarcus didn’t heed the warning that I’d given to Ruth and Cissy and nor did I think they needed too. They turned and looked at everyone that entered the room and when the wolves snarled, Mandrell snarled back. Demarcus on the other hand laughed, which in turn garnered more snarls.

Ruth looked the part of an innocent woman. She had on a dress and flats and kept her trembling hands folded in her lap. She was in her late sixties and the only part of her that looked out of place was that one side of her hair was much shorter than the other; Erish had shaved her head on that side. Her voice quivered as she recounted everything that she remembered about the ordeal—which wasn’t much. She remembered pulling into the grocery store parking lot and getting out of the car. She then remembered being approached by a man whose physical description matched Miguel’s. She said the man told her that he knew me and that I was in grave danger and she needed to go with him right away.

When she’d said that, both my eyebrows lifted. I don’t know how many times she’d told me as a child not to get into a car with strangers, no matter what line they fed me. She must’ve realized how naive she’d been too, because she lowered her eyes and continued her story. She told Rowen that the next thing she’d remembered was waking up in jail.

After she finished her story, Mandrell began to ask her questions. He asked her everything that we’d known about Erish’s behavior and what was reported on the news.

“Do you remember starting a bar fight at Nipsy’s on Seven Mile Road and, during that bar fight, attacking the waitress and busboy and giving the host a concussion via a beer bottle?” Mandrell asked, stone faced.

My mom’s face paled and she kept her eyes cast downward. “No.”

“Do you remember going into Target and filling the cart with items and walking out of the store without paying for anything?”

“No.”

“Do you remember physically assaulting two of the strippers at Flash’s Body Emporium?” Mandrell turned toward Rowen. “For the record, that’s a male strip club.”

Rowen kept his face impassive.

“Physically assault how?” my mom asked, her face turning red. Then she shook her head. “Never mind. I don’t think I want to know. No.”

“Do you remember going to Dezzaire’s Furs and taking a fifteen thousand dollar mink coat and a five thousand dollar mink jacket?”

“No.”

“Do you remember going to Southland Mall and taking clothes from Boyd’s, Penny’s and Von’s?”

“No.”

“Do you remember breaking into Ashton’s Jewelry and taking over twenty thousand dollars’ worth of jewelry?”

“No.”

“Tell me Ms. Jones. Would you have ever displayed this type of behavior of your own volition?”

She lifted her red-rimmed eyes and looked Mandrell directly in the eyes. “No.”

Mandrell looked toward Rowen. “My line of questioning is completed. May I call my final witness or do you have questions for Ms. Jones?”

“I have no questions for her,” Rowen said, just as he’d said after Cissy completed her round of questioning.

Mandrell inclined his head to my mom. “You may take a seat, Ms. Jones.”

My mother stood and smoothed out her dress and, with the courage that I’d always known her to have, she pulled back her shoulders and walked to the empty seat on my left and sat down. I placed my hand over one of hers and squeezed.

Mandrell turned toward me and I knew what was coming next. “Babylonia Jones, can you please come up here and take a seat.”

I stood and did as I was told, but when I looked out over at all the glaring eyes and their obvious hate directed at me, a fresh wave of panic swept over me. I wanted to shrink as far away from them as humanly possible, but what Zaid had told me earlier came to my mind.

“Don’t be afraid. You are not weak. You are a force to be reckoned with. They know it now. Don’t give them a chance to second guess it.”

I squared my shoulders and dismissed their glares, turning my attention to Mandrell.

“Ms. Jones. You and Miguel did not get along. Can you tell me why?”

“Well, actually, we were never together enough nor had any business dealings where we could either get along or not get along. Miguel just didn’t like me. I however, respected him.”

“And why didn’t he like you?”

“He once told me that I had no place in the Undercity because I am an unclassed half-breed.” My mom’s lips tightened into a fine line. “And he felt that because of that I couldn’t be an effective private investigator.”

“Was he upset that you took jobs regardless of the originating territory? That is how the private investigative firms are divided up, is that correct? By territory?”

Mandrell as well as everyone here knew that fact, but I played along anyway. “Yes.”

“So why did you take jobs that didn’t originate in your territory?”

“Because I didn’t have a territory,” I said through gritted teeth.

“And why is that?”

“Miguel and the other PI’s held a meeting to divide up the territory and I was not invited to the table. I was left out of it.”

Mandrell gave a mock frown. “Hm, you are listed as a private investigator in the paranormal directory, isn’t that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Then why didn’t they invite you to this meeting to discuss territory?”

“Because Miguel didn’t think unclassed half-breeds had any place in the Undercity.”

“And yet, he was upset that since you didn’t have a territory you took whatever jobs came your way?” Mandrell said, more to everyone else in the room than to me.

“Correct.”

“Can you tell me about the job you completed for Rowen Peters?”

From my peripheral vision I saw Rowen sit upright in his chair and narrow his eyes on Mandrell

“Yes, I did complete a...sensitive job for Rowen, but I cannot discuss the details.”

Rowen’s heir and his heir’s wife were murdered. The news and police had investigated the crime as a murder-suicide. Rowen hadn’t believed that for one second and had hired me to find out who’d killed them.

“I understand. But is it safe to say that Miguel was not happy that you, an unclassed half-breed, took a job that rightfully, as a member of this House, should have gone to him?”

“Yes, that would be correct. He came to ‘talk’ to me and threatened me in no uncertain terms.”

“What did you do to get him to leave you alone, so that you could complete your assignment?”

“I spoke with Rowen about him.”

“And the outcome?”

“Rowen told me he would talk to Miguel and I wouldn’t have to worry about him again.”

Mandrell looked over at Rowen. “Is this true?”

“This is true,” Rowen replied.

“What exactly did you tell Miguel?” he asked Rowen.

“I told Miguel that Babylonia Jones was off limits and he was to leave her alone.”

Mandrell gave a half-smile. “So it seems that he circumvented your direct command and decided to get to Babylonia through her mother instead.”

Rowen’s mouth remained shut. I didn’t think he was used to someone questioning him at an inquiry.
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