










































All in a Night's Work







By 

Ann Parker




























All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever, including internet usage, without written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

Copyright © 2026 Ann Parker

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. Please note: Leadville, Colorado, is a real place with a real (and fascinating) history. To my knowledge, no Time Walkers, vampires, werewolves, angels, or demons have ever roamed its streets or back alleys. If you see one, let me know!

ISBN: 979-8-9894685-0-8










All in a Night's Work







CLEO’S GAZE TOOK in my basic black garb. I had a hunch she was peeling the layers away in her mind, then was sure of it when she smiled approvingly. Her incisors glinted, just a little too long to be human.


Which of course, she wasn’t.


“I can’t afford a scandal,” Cleo said. She leaned over the polished mahogany desk, her otherworldly green eyes narrowing in the lamplight, immortal bosom heaving in the too-tight corset.


I refrained from noting that scandal and cathouse went together like a whiskey shot with a beer chaser and instead went for reassurance. “Don’t worry. Theodosia gave me the lowdown on your racket. I’m not going to blow your cover.”


I winced at her expression of confusion. “Sorry for the anachronism, doll. I meant I won’t draw attention to you, reveal your identity.”


The heaving continued. I suspected Cleo wasn’t copacetic with the arrangement, but Theodosia had sent me to solve her little nineteenth-century problem, so she had no choice but to cooperate.


Outside, a pistol shot cracked loud in the twenty-degrees-below-zero weather of Leadville, Colorado. In the alleys behind in the city’s red-light district, drunks who had passed out and pissed their pants were as stuck to the frozen ground as a gold-digger to the arm of a silver baron. Schemes, cons, double-dealings, cheaters, and whores—yeah, I’d seen them all on my stroll down State Street to Cleo’s high-end house of ill repute.


Leadville, 1879, deep into the silver rush. Definitely my kind of town. Reminded me of Chicago in the Roaring Twenties, one of my favorite eras when it comes to slinging slang, dressing to the nines, and sniffing out crimes and criminals of an unusual kind. 


Cleo eased up on the throttle, hostility-wise. “I’m eternally grateful to Theodosia for sending you. You just seem young to be a Walker." She leaned forward again, displaying another motherlode of cleavage. A distraction, but I knew better than to bite.


She’d bite back.


“So,” she continued, “Theodosia tricked you out as a gambler?”


“Preacher,” I said. “We figured I’d blend in with the background, especially in the red-light district. Laying odds for saints or sinners, it’s all the same.”


I set my authentic 1878 pocket Bible on her desk. It was supposed to be a reminder of who I was and why she needed me with all my blood pumping in my veins on her behalf. She reversed direction, flattening against the velvet-upholstered chair. Not that she was in any danger of bursting into flames. Crosses, Bibles, garlic, even daylight—vampires don’t cotton to the stuff, but they’re more annoyances than deathblows. That, like so many other Sleeper stories, was a myth. 


“Would you mind?” She made a shooing gesture at the book.


I obliged, tucking it inside my frock coat.


Cleo sighed. “I can’t wait for this damned century to end. Eighteen-hundreds? You can have them! I’m looking forward to antibiotics and the central heating and cooling you Walkers talk about.” She glanced meaningfully at the warming stove covered with ornate ironwork.


I refrained from comment. Time Walkers are regularly regarded with envy by the other Awakened—the Awakened being folks who were once fully human, but are now something more. Awakening can occur after a vampire or werewolf takes a fancy and a bite, for instance, or through more mysterious not-well-understood mechanisms, such as with us Time Walkers. Once Awake and no longer Sleepers—as we call the ordinary humans who stumble on through their mortal lives, oblivious to our existence—we become kissing cousins to the not-always-convivial family of Immortals. Immortals are those who had never been human. The faye, gnomes, and so on. We Time Walkers travel back in time—no one travels forward—and cover all the eras previous to our own Awakenings. As for yours truly, I Awakened recently, giving me the widest Walk range and making me the newest “dick” in Theodosia’s Time Walker Detective Agency. Agency motto: Time is on our side, so we can be on yours. 
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