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“I tell you that a ghost town doesn't mean it has ghosts, Charlie. I mean that town has been abandoned.” Marsha shook her head, but continued to film with her new high end camera. Charlie might be a nut job, but he paid well. In just four investigations with him she had replaced all her old equipment and started working on her own documentary. Charlie didn't seem to mind being a part of her research into those who believed in the paranormal and all things that go bump in the night. In fact he took it as a challenge to try and convince her that what he was hunting was real.

“Ah, my brave camerawoman, in many of them that is true, but Ballycroy has had happenings even just a few months ago. There were reports of the wee folk trapped in the church basement and of the ghosts in the hotel acting up.”

Marsha shook her head and followed Charlie's progress toward the last fully standing building in the old town. “Bad enough you have me out hunting your ghoulies in the dark most nights, did we really have to go tonight? It’s cold as the proverbial witch's tit out here.”

“Hey that is racist!” Charlie paused for a moment, looking thoughtful. “Or is it religionist? I never get that one right.”

Marsha shook her head as they stepped into the side door that led to the old post office that was a part of the old hotel. “Neither? Both? It is just an old saying after all.”

“Yeah, but we are supposed to be above all that aren't we? I mean I can see Gen x or boomers using it, hell even Millennials, but we are the enlightened Gen Z aren't we?”

Marsha was opening her mouth to answer when the room started to light up with a red glow. She quickly got the camera going and gestured for Charlie to turn around. 

In the back of the room, where the broken counter lay in the rubble something started to form. Marsha could hear the excitement in Charlie's voice as he started his spiel.

“And look at this folks; I do believe we are having a full body manifestation today. The town of Ballycroy will go down in history as an actual haunting proven on tape.” He paused to catch his breath. “The form is becoming solid. Looks like it is of a figure of a large...arrrgggghhhhhhh!” 

Marsha started stepping back quickly as the figure formed up into a red skinned demon with flames covering its skin and scythes for arms. It slashed at Charlie who fell with a scream, curling into a ball and then turned to face the camera.

“Leave this place, little humans; you are not the one the Lord wants. Leave or you will become dinner!” It then rushed toward Marsha, who somehow managed to hold onto her camera and scrabble back outside of the room, but not before she felt a burning slash across her back.
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Sometimes the house is haunted and sometimes it is just a joker with hard on for making people scream.  This time it was the later. I had been called in to disprove the legends of one of Ontario’s so called ghost towns. Normally I work as a sort of bounty hunter. I deal with things that are not supposed to be living among and acting out around humans. Not the sweet goblins that live on the streets keeping the rat population down or the winter water fae living under the bridge over Lover’s creek. No, I get sent in for those pretending to be ghosts or poltergeists or worse yet the ones that spawn a new urban legend, like the Slender Man. That one was a bitch to clear up. A friend who specialized in urban legends sent it back home, but the legend was here to stay. It wasn’t my job to stop those, no, that belonged to another kind of hunter.

This time a couple of want-to-be ghost busters had turned up at RVH with burns and slashes that they couldn’t explain. They went on and on to the nurse who was assigned to them about the dark shadow man with sickles for hands that glowed red in the night. They had been tested from here till Tuesday for drugs, but as far as the test results showed there was nothing in their systems. When the police were called in they were lucky. Michael MacTavish had been called in to take their statements. Instead of being sent up to the mental health unit, they were released and sent home and Mike called me. 

Mike is one of the good guys. He runs a super secret special unit out of Barrie PD. The unit deals with all the things that go bump in the night and aren’t a druggie or some other bad guy human. When he took their statement he knew right away that he would need a specialist. Queue me, the specialist.

My parents named me Seraphin Josephine Angelica Morthralen, but I much prefer to be known as SJ Moor. Nice simple name that most normal people decide makes me a simple human and at times I wish I was. When your father is an elf and your mother was a possessed human, well things get interesting. Not in a bad way to my way of thinking. Mom was pretty sweet and what I can of remember of her is the cuddles in her soft, warm arms and her beautiful voice singing to me when the shifts happened, those I’ll explain later. She died when I was five, so those memories are a bit vague. Oddly enough she passed peacefully and went to a better place, or at least so my other mother told me. 

Being a mixed breed child I wasn’t accepted in any of the normal places. I couldn’t go to human day cares with double heterochromia, I was too young for contact lenses to make my eyes match and explaining that one eye was red and brown while my other was neon blue and silver, well you get the picture. When Mom passed the demon inside her stayed. She separated from mom and became corporeal. She took care of me till I was ten and she was forced to go back to the demon realm. She may have been officially a demon, but she was kinder than most humans I met at that time. She knew how to hide what I was and she never cared that I wasn’t a normal kid. She hid me from humans and her own family and gave me as normal a childhood as she could. 

My father finally found his way back to us and took me in after the social worker with a heavy dose of church leaning tried to beat the devil out of me, literally. I tried to tell her there was no demon in me, but she didn’t want to hear that momma was just my other mother. She was the one who banished momma and took me and placed me in the Home. The Home was where they sent the trouble kids. Other than me and one other I think they were all human, just humans who had been damaged by other humans.

It was run by a twisted sort of church. If parents had kids who acted out in ways not acceptable then they were dropped off there. If they were born in the wrong body or had dreams that came true or talked to things that weren’t there, well then they went to the Home and were beaten until they gave up such nonsense. The fact that I was not fully human was only a problem to those in charge. The other kids thought it was cool and we did our best to protect each other. At the time I hadn’t quite managed to be able to hold onto the glamour that hid my ears all the time. When I fell asleep or when I was in pain it dropped. 

They hated that my hair was blue. I don’t mean I dyed it either. The first day there they shaved off my knee length hair and my eyebrows. When it grew back in still blue, well that was an awfully painful day for me.  Also for the kid who tried to shield me from the beatings. I told Sharon to stay away but she hated seeing anyone hurt for just being themselves. 

Dad took all the kids from that home. He was a revelation to me. He didn’t care if they were humans, boy or girl or neither or both. He left behind only the bodies of the caretakers who had done so many bad things. I found out later he had come back with a band of magickers and even the bodies and spirits of the kids who had been trapped in the Home where taken away to the Fae. It wasn’t out of kindness, but of rage that he had done it. He and many of the others could not bear to leave those souls to be found by other humans. 

It was the fact that no matter why the humans had sent the kids to the Home they were accepted in the Fae and that made them trust him and his friends. The Fae had many who desired children, but could not have them. I knew for sure that those kids found homes where being different was celebrated and they were loved.

I was lucky that I could mostly blur my ears and clothing covered up the other things. Only one person in the home knew I wasn’t a normal kid. I look androgynous, neither male nor female, but in reality I’m both and you can see that when I’m naked. Sharon had early on and she confided in me that it wasn’t weird, it was beautiful to her. See, she had been born Sam and she was there to force her to be Sam again. I know that if my father hadn’t found us she would have died, either because of the house parents or her own hand. 

Father told me he had been searching for me ever since he felt mom die. Not my demon mom, but the human one. They were bonded in some special way that the Elves used; heart to heart and all that. He would have stayed with us, he told me, if he hadn’t been forced into the out lands with the rest of the elves. You see the Elves had withdrawn, mostly, from the human world over a hundred years ago. Dad was a bit of a rebel and would sneak back and start things up with a human woman every so often. He really had a thing for mortal women and couldn’t stop himself. Before me there had never been a child, something about genetics, but it didn’t matter so much to me. He was a wonderful father when he appeared. He took me right out of the Home and I spent from the age of twelve till I was twenty one living in Underhill, as humans called the realms of the Fae and Others. 

It was there when I started showing abilities beyond simple glamours, that I was tested and trained. No elf parent would allow their child out into the human world without a lot of testing and training. Now it wasn’t all sunshine and roses there. My cousins from dad’s side of the family didn’t want me around. I was worse than a half breed after all. I had demon blood running through me and they all knew that demons had only one thing in mind and that being the capture, control and destruction of souls. No matter how much father and I argued, I was the bastard child of a hell taken slut of a human.

I had taken my fists to those cousins at first. They had been badmouthing both my momma and there was no way I would let that pass. The two years living in the Home has made me a fighter. While I couldn’t fight back against the magic that even the youngest of the elves had, I could stand up and teach them that I might look like a strong wind would blow me over but that they could not hold me down. Father had stood back and smiled as I pummelled the loudest of the brats and only intervened when one of them decided to pull up magic against me. At the tender age of twelve I hadn’t even heard of magic, though that day I found out that I was immune to a lot of what my cousins knew. I should have been weak, after all I was a third human, but the odd mix from my momma made me immune to a lot of the different magics out there, especially the ones that teenaged elves and fae had at their disposal.

It was on that day that my dad introduced me to my best friend, Tad.  Dad decided that it would be best to have someone around who was bigger than my small self. Just standing next to me ze convinced most to leave me be. See Tad is big, I mean big. Ze looks like ze should be the main character from a video game. Over six feet of muscle, long white blonde hair and golden eyes. Not that ze is really like that character. Ze is a sweet, teddy bear of a being, at least with me. Ze can be very shy and needs me to explain the sexual reactions by male and female to them. Ze doesn’t understand sexual attraction at all. It isn’t that ze is simple minded, no ze is quite intelligent, but ze just isn’t built that way. Which is a good thing because if ze was the swath of broken-hear ted beings would be wider that the Mississippi.

*****
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MIKE WAS THE REASON I had a business. He was my first client and after the first job he usually just sent me an email or text with where I needed to go and what he thought was happening. When he texted me I figured that whoever was playing poltergeist was most likely one of the fae who didn’t want anyone playing in their secret home. A lot of the Fae moved into ghost towns because there were already buildings there, just no humans to notice they were different. If we were lucky our attacker was just that, a simple if grumpy fae. If not we might actually have an issue. I can deal with most simple fae. While I might not be a powerful mage type I knew things that made sending them back to the Fae easy. 

You see most of the trouble making type Fae just need to be sent back. After the first few of these trouble makers I put together pouches of iron and rue and witch’s broom. For low level fae types they would be banished back to wherever they came from and get the idea not to return. After we handled a dozen of these little jobs for him word started to get around and even humans would hire us to check and clear out haunted houses. We had been lucky enough that even when my mix wasn’t quite what was needed, we convinced the troublemakers to either move somewhere else or to go back home. I won’t say I didn’t get my share of injuries, but our reputation grew among those in the know. It was a heady thing for me being a young thing in the way Others looked at age. By the time I was twenty five, Tad and I had made enough to have our own office with a sign on the door and everything.

*******
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I THANKED MIKE FOR all the work with a giant cat nip bouquet. Yeah, it was a joke, one that Kate had been in on. Our lady Sphinx had sent a lot of work our way. She is a private investigator when she isn’t being a go between with the tiny fae that most overlooked. She was a keeper of secrets and was the first person dad sent me to when I came to Barrie. Her son was a good kid and I was glad to be his friend. As another of the half bred in the city he was sympathetic to both me and Tad. He used to tag along on our more simple jobs until his mom found out. She was really protective of her only child. He is supposed to be joining the military soon. Well after he was medically released that is. I bet Kate wasn’t looking forward to that. 

When Mike called me that he had something new for us I told him to meet me at the office. It would have been cool to have my apartment attached like Kate has hers, but well rent isn’t cheap in Barrie. I was renting out a room from a nice woman living up on Younge Street. Ellie was like me, in a way. She investigated things outside the realm of the normal detective and sent things back to where they came from. Just different things than I did. Her job was weird for sure, but it gave her grist for the novels she wrote. We shared a house over on Cox Mill. Lots of space for two people, but it was just fine for us. It was really her home, but she liked having a roommate and let me use the kitchen, laundry room and even had no trouble when Tad and I came back and crashed after a tough job. Heck she would patch us up and feed us too, all for two hundred a month. The rest of my money went toward my business.

I was expecting yet another simple job from my favourite detective. Things had been weird since that serial killer thing though. What with the Manitou and an actual god coming out of the woodwork you never knew whose toes you might be stepping on when trying to clear out things that shouldn’t go bump in the night. I was imputing the final billing for the last two jobs along with case notes when Mike came through the door of my office.

The space isn’t too big. I mean like the size where all I had was a computer desk and file cabinet combination, a chair and another set of chairs for any clients who came to the office. Sarah, one of the local weavers, had given me a nice rug to cover the old tile floor and Leah, the older photographer lady had gifted me with a half dozen framed photos of her nature work. The Crones had even stopped by and added curtains over my window and a few potted plants. It was quite homey, not necessarily my style, but it looked like a good and safe place for clients to tell me about the things going bump in their homes.

The fact that Mike hadn’t just texted me the address and deets of what he thought needed to be done was interesting. After the first ride along he knew I had the backup I needed if things got physical. He still had trouble seeing this slender slip of a creature being able to take care of themselves if things got nasty. It was kind of sweet in a totally irritating way.  I know that it isn’t sexism because he doesn’t treat Kate that way, but then Kate in her other form is a nine foot tall Sphinx with wings and claws that can eviscerate anything bugging her. 

Thing is this time he had something that made even an experienced detective and shifter Lynx uneasy. Mike wanted to show me something before he let me take the job. “Kid,” I hated when he called me that. It undermined, at least in his mind, the reputation I had worked hard to build. “Those idiots had their camera on when they were attacked. The image is of course crap, but I’m thinking whatever has set up shop in that building isn’t just a fae wanting time alone.”

I narrowed my eyes as I watched the blurry video on his phone. “It could be a fire fae, but...”

“But what?” He asked gruffly. “You thinking something else, outside the normal fae?”

I winced at his tone. I knew it wasn’t directed at me, but still it made me react unconsciously. I sighed and shrugged. “Could be, or someone had a salamander pet, but it could be something else.”

He sat back in the chair across my desk and lifted his brows. “Something like what?” Mike was used to not having all the answers at the beginning of cases. He came to me on ones that he and his one time partner couldn’t handle. After everything that happened a few weeks back he wasn’t as easy going as he had been. I guess finding out that your partner was working with a serial killer to erase everyone not pure human would do that; especially if you aren’t one hundred percent human and he wasn’t. If it hadn’t been for Kate blowing her secret identity the city and at least fifty miles around it would have been devastated. From what I learned that spell that was being worked would have killed even the natural native spirits of this place and that would in turn have killed off the animals and a ton of the vegetation around Lake Simcoe. 

“Okay, let’s hope it is just a fire fae. I can deal with them easy enough. Some of my special mix and they go right back to the Fae, but it doesn’t always work.” I sighed remembering the fire starter we had dealt with over the summer. It was a crazy fae who had been calling in salamanders to start fires in the brush. Tad had to return to the Fae for some serious healing when he had been trapped between a rock and a hard place. My partner had tossed me up and out of the building, not realizing that I was more fire proof than he was. My second mom had left me a bit of her own fire resistance and all I got was my skin showing the red that came with that heritage. I shook my head out of that memory, looked up at his curious expression and slumped with a sigh. “Thing is it could be something completely different, something that I’m going to need some specialized stuff.”

Nodding, he gestured for me to continue. “What are you thinking, kid? And what do you need?”

“Well it could be something infernal and I would need at the very least some holy water. Wouldn’t matter what denomination, Catholic, Protestant, Jewish, Muslim, Wiccan, Buddhist, doesn’t matter as long as it is blessed.”

Mike’s eyes widened as I listed off the various religions. Something most don’t realize is that it isn’t the religion that makes the water holy, it was the magic. See ecclesiastic magic is all ritual, well ritual and belief. As a part demon I know a lot more about it than most of course. Not that he knew that. No one other than dad and Tad on this side of the Fae knew what I was.

“You mean a demon?”

I made a face and rocked my hand side to side. “Could be or a devil. The burns and blades aren’t specific enough. Could be something out of the hotter part of the Mother too, I just like to cover all the bases if I can.” I gave him my best smile as I asked. “So have any?”

“Holy water? Not with me, but shouldn’t be that hard to source.” He looked up and out the window to the side and nodded. “St Mary’s isn't too far from here and I know the priest in charge. I’m sure we can grab a few vials on the way out.”

I gave him a long look then. Mike knew I only worked with Tad. After that first job he had just given me the information and let us do what we did. As long as the disturbances stopped and we came out of it uninjured he was fine with letting us work our way. I preferred it that way. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him, but the Lynx shifter was a cop at heart and I still wasn’t sure how he would deal with things not shifter. Yeah, his lady was something super special, but still a shifter, of a type. He had no clue just what I really was after all. Yeah, on the outside I looked like some anime character with my androgynous body and blue hair, but it wasn’t like there weren’t others dressing like me. I am pretty sure his only contact with the fae was with the small fae, not elves and well most who met demons didn’t talk much about it. “You expect to come with me, officer?”

“Yes, kid, I do. You need backup.”

“I have backup and I don’t need the police over my shoulder. This isn’t your normal scumbag, Mike. At the very least we are talking a Fire fae, have you ever dealt with full sized fae, officer?”

Mike shook his head, but stayed serious. “I’m coming. There are way too many things about this for me to feel okay with a kid like you taking on whatever this is.”

I laughed then. “First officer, I’m a lot more than you know. I’ve been hunting things that go bump in the night, things you send me out to take care of, for five years now. So why are you suddenly so worried about me?”

He looked me over and for a moment taking in my admittedly slight form. Normally I dress in low slung jeans, kicking boots, vintage band t-shirts and leather vest over the top of it. Maybe it was my blue hair, half shaved off like some type of punk, but I knew that I looked like I just left a job at a vintage record store. People have been trying to pin me down by my looks for longer than Mike knew. “Kid, you’re right. I know you and that huge friend of yours can handle yourselves, but maybe just now I am feeling like you need more than a half video game hero, half whatever he is backing you up. Things have been getting weirder than I like here.” He then looked away. “This could be a trap set up to grab you kid.”

I snorted then and shook my head. “Mike why would anyone want me?”

“Because ,under that tough exterior, there is something different and much more magical about you.” He sighed. “I never asked, because I was sure if it was important you would tell me, but kid there are people out there who really hate different and we both know you are more than different.” He gestured at me. “The average whack job would grab you to put a beat down on you because they can’t tell if you are male or female. Never mind I know under those contacts and the glamour you wear like a hat that your eyes and ears are not human. Just how not human I don’t think I want to guess, but we are getting more cases now. I don’t just mean the police, SJ; I mean the task force and Kate too. Attacks on the Other community are becoming a real problem. It isn’t just the odd whack job beating down someone who is different. There are hunters out there who would love a prize like you kid.”

Blinking at his words I stopped my usual flippant response. I had heard that things were heating up, not that there were hunters in town. If dad heard about that I was pretty sure he would be trying to pack me back into the hidden lands even if I was kicking and screaming. Elves had been hunted by the Fae and Humans to near extinction at one time and dad was old enough to remember the purges that happened. 

With a sigh, I shrugged and stood. “I can take care of myself.” It was truer than he knew. There were things I knew how to do that I never showed anyone, not even Tad. I touched the pendant that rested under my Styx Paradise Theatre shirt. If things got bad I had a way to call for help, one that I planned on never using. I smiled as I rose and shrugged. “Okay, if you really want to come along fine, just realize that I’m in charge here. When I tell you to stay back you do so, and no questions until after, well after, got it?”

He nodded with a serious look and we headed out of my office. It was over a subway, of all places, and in the middle of town. I could see the lake from my window, which was nice for sure. Being here meant it smelled awesome most days and made me hungry enough to remember to eat. I have a bit of a problem remembering to. I waved to the girl behind the counter as we walked past. She held up a bag and I shook my head with a shrug. She would usually make me something special and always toss in a cookie with the sandwich and soup. While lunch would have been great as it was nearing three in the afternoon, but we had a lot to do. She nodded and gave me a thumb up and put the bag into the warmer she had under the counter. If I showed up before she closed it would be waiting for me. If not she would give it to one of the many homeless that flocked this part of town.
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