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A word from the author

This novel was first inspired back in 2010, when I wondered how it would be for creatures of mythology to not only exist, but to co-evolve alongside humans. What would that society look like? Could a centaur become a rock and roll legend? Would a Fae café serve magical drinks or just delicious drinks? Could a witch become more than their power?

Having grown up playing the game Dungeons and Dragons, I knew all this would be possible, and decided to see how it would work. The world built itself in my head over the next 10 years, with characters introducing themselves and telling me their roles and suggesting what locations should be in the book and what should be left out. And then one day, a few months before the pandemic shut the world down, I decided to pull out my laptop and start writing.

During the shutdown, I finished the first rough draft of my book. It stayed there for the next year, collecting digital dust as I did my best to save what money I could so I could pay for professional editing. Then, two weeks before Christmas, 2021, my father passed away from Covid related complications. He had supported my book but had never had the opportunity to read it.

The emotional hit was so deep that I didn’t even think of finishing this book. I figured no one would read it if I couldn’t get my head straight. But my father had unknowingly planned ahead and left me enough funds to help me get this book finished. So, a little over a year after his death, I finally got it edited.

The next four years the editor’s notes collected digital dust, as I had a lot of responsibilities occupying my mind, alongside the depression I was fighting daily. But finally, in March 2026, I put my big boy pants on and got to work finishing this book. And now, it’s in your possession, whether physical or digital. This is a labor of love that I am proud to share with the world, and I hope it brings you some joy as you follow Daniel Falcone, Kali, And Diana Savina.                           


​​ – With all my love and appreciation, Greg.
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I dedicate this novel to my father, who inspired me with his own stories as I grew up, and who passed before it was finished.

To my mother, who has always been my biggest supporter, even when I felt like a failure.

To my wife, whose infinite patience was tested as I put my focus on this project.

To all my children, who I hope to inspire to achieve their dreams.

To my family, who have shown me that bonds forged in love and respect run deeper than blood.

To Jess, who was my friend first, then became my editor. I hope you continue to succeed in all you do.

To Sabrina, who designed the cover for not only this book, but for the one’s to come after.

And lastly, to my friends, who have been beside me since the beginning.


Prologue

Most drive times in the city of Dayton seem to fly by without thought. Detective Daniel Falcone, however, would have given anything for this seemingly endless trip to come to a conclusion, thought or no thought. Diana Savina, partner and driver, seemed too lost in thought to feel the dragging of time as they travelled through the city. But, given her vampire nature, time was something she could waste.

“Hey Diana, you seem tense?” Falcone asked, knowing the answer.

“Tense? Yeah, you could say that. How often are we requested in person for a scene, Daniel?”

Falcone nodded in silence. The precinct was often quiet this time of year and it was rare for them to be needed on site as more than back up.

“Yeah, I see your point. Maybe it’s a fluke. Maybe it’s the moon. What do I know?” Falcone shrugged and relaxed back into his seat for the rest of the drive.

After several minutes, they saw the flashing lights of an ambulance driving in the opposite direction. Falcone had a feeling it was from the scene they were making their way to. He hoped the person in the back was alive. He watched as it passed by, the siren building then quieting as it passed their car.

After what seemed like an eternity, the pair finally pulled up to the old market building on Poe Avenue, where a small collection of squad cars were parked. They got out of the car and made their way over to an officer waving a light.

"Lieutenant." Falcone said.

Lieutenant Jones nodded to the pair. "Follow me and I'll bring you up to speed."

The group made their way past the caution tape set up. They headed to a well-lit area where a group of people were gathered.

"A call came in, requesting help for a possible assault. When we got here, we found this young girl on the ground, barely breathing but otherwise alive, and a young man who we assume is her boyfriend sitting beside her. He didn't resist, he didn't run, but he's not answering our questions. We were hoping Detective Savina would help us get answers."

Detective Savina stopped dead in her tracks, her eyes narrowing.

"Are you sure, Lieutenant Jones? You know my rules. Can you guarantee he is in a safe state?"

Jones looked over at the Detective and nodded. " He is stable, and it looks like he may be cooperative, but not with us. We figured one of his own may get through to him."

At those words, Savina started walking again. She whispered to Falcone, "I'll take lead on this."

Falcone agreed with a nod. In this situation, it was clear they only needed Savina. Retrieving information was her area of expertise.

They passed a group of paramedics who were working on cleaning up the used medical supplies. He noticed several empty syringes that the paramedics had used. Falcone knew this to be the emergency anti-venom used in illegal change cases. He recognized the blue and black stripe as the one used to slow the venom in vampire bites until proper treatment could be administered. It looked like they needed more than a few.

Lieutenant Jones led the pair to another set of officers, who stood on each side of a handcuffed young man. He was stocky with jet black hair and skin so pale it seemed to glow in the moonlight. His eyes were downcast, but Falcone and Savina could tell they were bright icy blue, a sign he had just fed.

The Detectives stopped in front of the young man, and he looked up at the pair. His skin became sallow with fear as his eyes met Savinas.

"My name is Detective Savina, Dayton Police and Special Investigations. This is my partner, Detective Falcone. What is your name?"

"Brandon. Brandon Yates." His voice had a slight edge of fear in it. Falcone saw his hands twitch in the handcuffs, and he could tell that Brandon knew he was in a world of trouble.

Lieutenant Jones nodded, Savina continued.

"Care to explain what happened, Brandon?" Savina was professional, but her tone suggested that her temper was right on the edge of spilling over. She had been denied her feeding and she usually got irritable when that happened.

"We were just messing around, ma'am. And then one thing led to another, and she got hurt. I didn't run or nothing because I wanted to give my side of the story. Prove I didn't hurt her intentionally."

Savina narrowed her eyes and flared her nose. This was her tell that she was about to do something that would mean a lot of paperwork and several classes on proper police procedure that Falcone did not want to sit through. He placed a hand on her shoulder and whispered, "Breath, Detective. He isn’t worth the headache that will follow."

Savina nodded and said, "Brandon, is there any reason you would want to lie to me? In a few minutes, you’re going to be taken to headquarters and I’m going to get a warrant to take a sample of your blood. I’m one of those vampires who can still see memories in blood. I will find out the truth, and if you're lying, you'll be in bigger shit than you already are."

Brandon's face flashed with fear. After several long seconds, he looked at the ground and said," She offered herself to me, and I agreed. It was consensual."

She knelt in front of Brandon and said in a measured tone, “If your memories match your statement, it will make things easier for you and her. But you need to be honest with me, and every cop here.”

A moment of silence then…

“I’ll confess.”

Lieutenant Jones took out a notepad and pen from his pocket and flipped to a blank page. At his nod, Savina looked back at Brandon and said,” Whenever you’re ready, we’re listening.”

Brandon didn’t raise his head and instead spoke to the grass beneath his shoes.

“Her name is Jessica Stanley. We’ve been dating for the last three years. We met shortly after she turned twenty-one. She wants to transition from human to vampire to be with me, but we can't afford the procedure. She brought it up almost a year ago to have me bite her myself. I didn’t want to because I haven’t got the thirst fully under control. But she kept begging. So I agreed.”

Falcone shook his head slightly. An accidental feeding was one thing. Transitioning humans to vampires or a were-animal, however, was not only dangerous but highly illegal. Brandon was looking at felony charges.

Brandon continued, “I fed about an hour before I bit her. Figured it would take the edge off the thirst, and then we met up here. And I bit her. But her blood… it was so much better than the off-market stuff I usually get, and I just… the feeding took over and… and I couldn't stop."

Savina nodded as Lieutenant Jones finished taking his notes. She stood up and gestured for the two officers to lift Brandon to his feet.

“We’re taking you to the station. You’ll need to fill out a formal statement. We will still take a sample of your blood and hers once she’s stable to confirm everything you said. Standard procedure.”

Brandon looked into Savina’s eyes, and his were pleading. “Please don’t let her die.”

Savina met his eyes, her own brown eyes shifting to match his ice blue ones. They were softer now.

“The paramedics will do everything they can. Right now, we need to focus on you.”

The two officers led Brandon away, one of them reading his Miranda Rights.

Falcone made his way to the clean-up crew, and asked, "Will she be ok?"

One of the paramedics looked over and answered," We stopped the venom from spreading too much through her system, but the blood loss she sustained from the feeding was heavy. We'll know more in the next twenty-four hours."

Falcone nodded and looked over at Brandon, who was now seated in the back of the cop car. He made his way over and said," I'd like a word with the young man alone please."

The pair nodded and walked far enough away that Falcone felt comfortable. He opened the door and knelt next to Brandon, who looked at him.

"Off the record, I want to say I sympathize with you two. I was young once myself. But the law is there to make the transition safer for her. They have specialists and a care facility that helps with the first few months. That's why it exists. Understand?"

Brandon nodded, not saying anything.

"Listen, the Senate is putting the transformation procedure on the floor next month. Supposedly, they're going to try to improve it, make it more affordable for people like you and Jessica. Hope is not lost for you two."

Brandon snorted. "Well, that won't help us when we appear in court. I'm already looking at fifty years, and I’m only 120. An ancient adult by human standards but stuck in this young adult form for the next few decades. Jess is twenty-four, but because of this, they’ll probably keep her in a psych ward for life. And even if they don’t, she made it clear that she wanted to seal our bond by having it be my venom that changes her. And with the charges we’ll get, by the time I can qualify to give her my venom, I’ll have a record. My venom will be blacklisted. And if by some miracle she still wants to change, this will follow her until she is beyond the legal age to change into anything. What can your sympathy do for us then?"

With his final words, Brandon set his jaw and faced the front, refusing to look at Falcone again.

Falcone stood up and walked back to Savina, who had stood some distance away out of respect, but no less had heard the exchange. She placed her hand on his shoulder as they both watched the squad car drive off.

Once the lights disappeared, Savina looked at Falcone and asked, "Was it really necessary to tell him about the Senate hearing? It's not exactly going to help his case right now, is it?"

Falcone looked at the moon for a minute before answering, "The law is valid, and necessary. It just seems unfair that only the higher class can easily afford it, and the lower class has to jump through hoops just to get considered. And if you pass that stage, there’s the two years of mental and emotional competency that you have to go through before being approved for the final transition. And after all that, you still have a bill you will spend the first few decades of your new life paying off. Looking at how badly humans want to become more than what they are, it’s a miracle we aren’t buried under cases like this. I’m just hoping for their sake, the kids get a fair judge, like Judge Hartman. He has been known to be lenient in cases like this, and if Brandon doesn’t have a record as a vampire before tonight, maybe he’ll go easy on the punishment."

Savina looked at Falcone with a raised eyebrow. "You know, ever since you got with that panther, you've really changed to a more domestic role. It's kind of lame. I remember the guy who once tackled that wolf during the last night of the full moon."

Falcone laughed and started walking to the car. "That was back when I was a rookie. And they can move better than most humans. And as for Kali, you're just jealous I got her number first."

Savina made a scoffing sound and followed him at a pace. "Excuse me? I was making eyes at the girl she was dancing with that night. And I didn't even get a chance with her because they both left with you, asshat. I still say you used your magic on them, even if I can’t prove it yet."

Falcone opened the driver door and bowed mockingly to Savina, smirking," You know just as much as I do that magic can’t override free will. It was just my charming personality. Besides, I heard you got that bartender witch a week later. What was her name? Rachel?"

Savina slid into the seat and said," Ra Chelle. And she wasn't bad either. Just sucks we couldn’t make it work long-term."

Falcone got into the passenger seat and stretched. "Well, I apologize for the one you wanted, Dia. But I'll make it up to you. I'll cover the first round at Katie's, once you’re finished with your testimony and paperwork. Should only be a few hours, minimum."

Savina glared for a moment at Falcone, but smirked and said, " Fine, I'll just cement my claim as the Chief's favorite, and you can still ride bitch when we go on patrol together. "

Falcone and Savina laughed and drove off, allowing the unpleasantness of the evening to leave them for the moment.


Chapter 1

The sun’s rays caressed across Falcone's face, slowly bringing him out of his deep sleep. Rolling to his right he smiled as he spotted the sleeping forms of his girlfriend, Kali, and the lovely blue-haired nymph they had picked up at the bar last night. His groggy mind tried to conjure her name, but he gave up with the knowledge that a strong cup of coffee would jog his memory.

He carefully slid his body away from Kali, taking care to move her tail from his waist gently so he wouldn’t wake her. Being part of the were-animal community, she had followed the traditional custom to allow her animal features to blend with her human form. Having a form that came with a tail, she took care to keep the slender black fur shiny and silky smooth. The two women cuddled closer, Kali nuzzling into the back of the other woman’s neck. Seeing two beautiful women in his bed made him smile more as he slipped into his pants and slipped unnoticed out of the bedroom.

The one bedroom took up most of the apartment, with the kitchen and living room leaving little space for much else. He made his way across the living room and into the kitchen. The night before had seen a lot of drinking and partying. Clothing from the girls littered the coffee table, along with a couple dozen empty beer bottles. Falcone reached for the empty coffee pot, filled it with water, and set about making a large pot of strong coffee.

While filling the pot with water, his eyes fell on his reflection in a mini make-up mirror that Kali had left out. He saw a man in his mid-thirties. Hair so dark it could pass for black in the right lighting. Hazel eyes looked back at him. He could see the remnants of Kali’s lipstick still smudged across his neck. The memory of how it got there the night before crossed his mind and he chuckled quietly to himself.

Falcone set to the task of making breakfast for himself and the sleeping beauties in his bed.

Coffee, some bacon, a couple eggs, and fruit today. The recovery special.

The light from the sun made its way lazily across the floor as he sliced fruit, scrambled eggs, and fried long strips of bacon. This was his routine on his days off, and he found it comforting. Spoiling Kali in little gestures like this made him feel like he was building something real. After dating for nearly a year, it felt like the relationship was going to better places.


And it would be rude not to be a gracious host to our guest, he thought with amusement as the sleeping nymph’s body passed his mind, flipping a blueberry into his mouth.


He pulled several strips of bacon off the pan that were still a little raw and set them on a plate for Kali. The rest he left to fry some more.

As he finished slicing the last orange, a hand reached around his arm and rested on his chest while the all too familiar feel of a silky-smooth tail wrapped itself suggestively around his upper thigh.

"Been up long?" Kali asked as she kissed his neck. Falcone shivered and held her hand on his chest.

"Long enough to make breakfast and coffee."

Kali smelled the air deeply and sighed. "Mostly fresh bacon, strawberries, oranges, toast, and extra strong coffee. You must like me or something."

Falcone spun slowly, facing Kali and kissed her forehead. "Who says you get any? What if it's all for me?"

Kali put on a mock pout and said," Then you, sir, are getting fat and I should put you on a diet of yogurt and oats. Just like that satyr from the gym suggested."

Falcone kissed Kali on the lips and said, with mock defeat," I guess I have to share then." With those words, he handed Kali the plate with the half-cooked bacon.

Kali took her plate and made her way to the table. She had thrown on her favorite black teddy, which covered her intimate parts but still allowed ample view of the rest of her body. It never ceased to amaze Falcone on how beautiful she was. The shade of her hair matched her tail perfectly. At the moment it was a beautiful mess, but he knew a shower and brush would return it to its silky-smooth texture. Her skin was permanently tanned, thanks to her bloodline. Her toned and slim figure was well admired at her job as a dancer for Katie’s Playground.

She set her plate down and gestured for Falcone to join her. He grabbed his plate and coffee and sat next to her. She motioned to her orange juice, still on the counter. Falcone focused on his power, and the juice appeared on the table in front of Kali. A minute later, they were both eating silently. The sounds of the morning changed as the city outside became busier and busier.

Falcone was drinking his coffee when he felt Kali's tail on his inner thigh again. He looked over and she smiled at him.

"What plans do you have today, babe?" she asked.

Falcone remembered that Kali and the nymph had decided to go shopping today. It was a pity he had already made plans. He always enjoyed it when Kali modeled for him. And with the nymph tagging along, it would have been double the pleasure, having two beauties model their purchases for him.

"I'm going to visit mom today. See how she's doing."

Kali's smile fell a fraction. “Daniel, your mother has never approved of me. Always complaining about how a lady shouldn’t be in my profession and how her son should only date a classy lady.” She took a bite of bacon and added with a pout, “Why can’t you come and play with us instead?”

"I know, love. She just needs more time to know you. Remember, she was young once herself, and I know she was a wild woman in her day." Falcone reassured Kali, placing a hand on hers. “Give her some time.”

Kali squeezed his hand and felt the remaining tingles of his power. Male witches, by the laws of nature, were not as powerful as females. However, Daniel had been well trained and had an affinity with his power. He never made excuses to use his inborn gift, as most men did, and Kali loved him more for it.

The shuffling sounds of blankets and the soft sound of bare feet moving over the hard wood floors echoed out to them as the nymph moved about the room.

"We're in here, Nia." Kali called to the bedroom.


That's right! Nia, thought Falcone, remembering the nymph's name.


A honey sweet voice answered," Where's my clothes?"

"Out here with mine, but you can throw on one of my nighties if you like." Kali answered.

A few minutes later, Nia walked into view, wearing a white nightie that stopped just below her pelvis. She smiled, looking a little embarrassed.

"Sorry," she said, standing next to the available chair next to Kali. " I don't usually go home with people I just met. But you both were so... " She trailed off, her eyes shining.

Kali brushed her finger along Nia's arm. "So were you. Breakfast? Daniel made it."

Nia's arm broke out into little goosebumps, and she narrowed her eyes in apparent pleasure. “Fruit and juice, please.”

Falcone looked at the plate of fruit and juice jug, and in an instant, materialized it in front of Nia, next to an empty glass.

Nia smiled, having seen him do similar tricks the night before. He had removed her bra while her shirt was still on in a similar fashion. Taking her share of fruit and juice, she settled into the chair next to Kali and the trio enjoyed their meal, the girls chatting with each other about their store destinations later. Falcone listened in comfortable silence.

Once breakfast was finished, Nia stretched in the chair, allowing the nightie to rise a few inches across her body. The bare skin of her thigh caught Kali’s attention as it had the night before.

Nia noticed Kali looking and smirked.

“Anyone fancy a shower?”

“I have a body wash I think you’ll enjoy. It lathers up real nice.” Kali stood and smiled down at the other woman.

The girls turned to Falcone, a look of hunger in their eyes. He smiled, knowing what was coming next.

“There’s plenty of room in the shower, babe. It would be a shame if that extra space was wasted.” Kali hinted.

"And we really should conserve water these days." Nia added as she stood up. The pair made their way to the bathroom, Nia slipping the nightie off and leaving it on the floor. Her bare body still had hints of the night before decorating her back and thighs.

Falcone finished his coffee, stood up, and followed the girls. His mother could wait a little while longer.


Chapter 2


A little over an hour later, Falcone, now dressed in regular jeans and shirt, was walking down the street, weaving between the usual hustle and bustle of the morning crowd, his mind drifting over Brandon and Jess’ arrest five days prior. Jess had survived and was still human but was highly aggravated by the fact she wasn't a vampire. 




Aggravated is not the right word, Falcone thought to himself. Pissed right the hell off is a better way to put it. She had attempted to leave the hospital, but the police had detained her before she left the floor. She had spent three days under psychiatric evaluation before being taken to county lock-up, which was procedure after an illegal change attempt.




Brandon, on the other hand, had remained relatively compliant. He was in county lock up as well in a separate wing designed specifically for vampires. Because of the severity of the charges, he was not allowed bail. Falcone wanted to help, but everything he thought of wouldn't have helped much, if at all. His hands were tied. 





Falcone decided to let it go for the time being and looked around as the city life moved around him.




He had grown up on the other side of town, near the old hospital. But after he graduated high school and got into the academy, his mother and father moved closer to the shop they ran on Baxter Road. Still, it was close enough to walk to from his apartment that he didn't bother to take his car.




The crowd around him paid him no attention, as they had their own businesses to take care of. A police centaur was giving directions to a group of lost-looking teens, all of whom seemed to be college age and from out of town. As Falcone passed the group, the centaur’s eyes met his and he raised his arm in greeting. “Day off, Detective?” 




Falcone, recognizing the officer as Ramirez, responded with a wave of his own. “After a fifty-hour week, it feels like a vacation. When’s your next day off?” 



“I still got another three days, but afterwards, my vacation starts.” 



“Got any plans?” 



“Taking the family south to visit the in-laws. Marion is getting married finally.” 



Falcone remembered hearing about Ramirez’ sister-in-law getting engaged nearly eight months prior. Had it been that long? 



“Make sure you don’t forget your tux. And give Marion my best.” 




Ramirez nodded and turned back to the teens and continued to gesture towards the direction that led downtown. As Falcone passed a deli store, he saw a satyr boy with the food delivery logo sewn on his jacket walk out, busy carefully securing a bag of food into his backpack. He side-stepped the boy and turned the corner. A short walk down the block later, he came up to the basketball court that was currently being used by a group of youth, a fairly even mixture between human, Fae, and other assorted creatures. The shirts seemed to be leading, but not by much.



Falcone made it to the green district, otherwise known as the garden area. This was a place where nature was allowed to grow without restriction, to accommodate those who needed a steady supply of natural energy, such as sprites, nymphs, certain witches, and gnomes. Hidden between the shops were whole houses that were shaped straight from living trees. He saw the home that his parents had taken when they moved to the green district. But he knew his mom wouldn’t be there right now. He passed the clean stream that ran parallel down the main street, passing a pair of merpeople basking lazily on a rocky outcrop in the sun. 
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