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DEDICATION

This book is dedicated to Tim O’Rourke, for giving me my first chance and showing me that no act of kindness, no matter how small, is ever wasted.
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SYNOPSIS:

Thomas never thought he would live this long; he expected the usual lifespan of 60 to 70 years. But one terrifying night in 1946 San Francisco has changed all that; he has now been alive 86 years and still looks 20. He and his associates, Jonathan and Kathryn, have been granted Immortality by a group of sylphs belonging to the Zie Council – lead by their queen, Malina – who possess an elixir called Enchantment. But what they and the rest of the Immortals have to do in order to keep receiving this elixir involves protecting sylphs and humans from the faeworlders – vampires and shapeshifters – who want nothing more than to eat, violate, and kill them. For Jonathan, Thomas, and Kathryn, policing the fae is a dirty job, but somebody has to do it. And the payment is eternally priceless.

––––––––
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“Youth is wasted on the young.”

~George Bernard Shaw

Prologue

∞∞∞

It was an initiation ceremony. Upon reaching eighteen, the Zie threw a ceremony for each sylph. Drinks flowed freely and all the new female sylphs stood around, dressed in bright colors, holding girlie drinks, and talking with each other. 

The year was 1940, and they were so ahead of their time. 

Surrounded by the Gulf of Mexico, they were all alone on the Island of Nymph. Never heard of it? Of course not. You won’t find it on a map. It’s glamoured from humans. Sylphs didn’t care to fraternize with humans, but sometimes had to. They liked things clean, quiet, and drama-free. 

Okay—maybe that last one wasn’t particularly accurate.

The island was encompassed by balmy turquoise water, sugar-white sand, palm trees, and grass coloring its shores. A warm wind blew, and hammocks swung quietly between trees while peacocks and toucan birds flitted carelessly around the island. There were both grass huts and modern houses built from the hands of human men, who were quickly glamoured and sent back to their respective homelands upon completion of the building of these homes for the sylphs. 

The ceremony was in full swing, as about a dozen sylphs stood barefoot inside one of the carefully decorated huts waiting for the ceremony to start.

Sylphs are only female. They are born, not made. How, you ask, when there are no male sylphs? When a sylph falls in love with a human man and has a female child. She knows she has to give up her daughter at eighteen to the Zie. She also has to give up her immortality and become human upon becoming a mother. And usually, she’s okay with that. 

Sylphs do not have wings, they use air portals—they are the Faeries of the air. They look human but are very tiny in stature and love bright colors and practical jokes. They dislike shoes.

The Zie Council controlled the Fae world—or, at least they tried to. The council was comprised of ten sylph queens who drafted a Treaty with the Fae—the vampires and shapeshifters—in the ten regions of the world. Each region had a sylph queen who enforced the Treaty.

She stepped out of her portal, seemingly out of thin air, dressed in a purple pantsuit, her wavy, light brown hair tucked neatly under her twisted crown headpiece. She stood on tiny bare feet and surveyed the room as a long silence ensued. 

Then, she finally spoke. “Greetings, ladies. My name is Malina, and today we learn how to make Enchantment.”

A beautiful blonde sylph dressed all in pink raised her free hand. “Excuse me, Miss Malina, but I thought we were here for a ceremony?”

“What is your name, pinky?” Malina asked, eyebrow raised.

With a slight hesitation, she answered, “Serina.”

“Serina, come here.”

With trepidation, she approached Malina.

“And what’s Enchantment?” Serina asked while she made her way to Malina, cocktail in hand.

“Give me your finger,” Malina commanded, holding out her hand.

Tentatively, Serina offered a perfectly manicured finger. With lightning speed, Malina pulled out a small needle and pricked Serina’s finger, drawing blood.

“Ouch!” Serina bellowed, immediately pulling her finger to her mouth and sucking on it, much like a child would.

Malina then pulled out a very tiny vial of pinkish-red liquid from the pocket of her purple pants. She yanked off the stopper and tilted the needle with Serina’s blood on it, dumping three drops into the vial. Immediately, the liquid started to thin out and turn aqua-colored. It began to swirl violently as all the sylphs watched in amazement.

“To answer your question, Serina, Enchantment is what we make for humans to keep them immortal,” she answered with a twinkle in her eye.

“And why would we want to do that?” a pretty sylph with black hair asked. She held a heavy-looking martini glass containing clear liquid and an olive.

“Because, my dear, the Immortals police the Fae world. Ever run into a vampire or shapeshifter in a dark alley?”

At the hesitant shake of the curious sylph’s head, Malina continued. “I didn’t think so,” she answered, then winked. “And you can thank the Immortals for that.”

Chapter 1

∞∞∞

1946 – San Francisco, California

Fog. Always fog. How am I supposed to get any deliveries done in this mess? he thought. He continued to cycle through the busy streets to get his job done. There’s no rest for the weary, as his father always reminded him. He knew he would be working into the evening with the amount of deliveries he had to make today. Grateful for the work, he kept pedaling through the dense fog and decided to skip his lunch break. He didn’t need to spend an extra quarter on a sandwich; he’d had a big breakfast anyway. He’d stop at dinnertime and get something if he still wasn’t done with his deliveries.

Later, after an exhausting day, he was finally on his last delivery. He stopped at the tall bank building on Hyde Street and parked in the shade of the massive brick structure, noticing how the dwindling sun cast the building’s large shadow all the way down the street. The fog seemed to now be a fleeting mist in the last remaining sunbeams. He chained his bike to a fire hydrant directly in front of the building and went inside. He entered through the heavy glass doors and informed the pretty, neatly dressed receptionist that he was there to make a delivery to Jonathan Murphy on the sixteenth floor. The receptionist pointed him toward the elevators, as she always did, and the messenger thanked her for her graciousness. He switched the tube-shaped package to his left hand as he pushed the call button for the sixteenth floor.

As the elevator jerked to a start, he thought about what was waiting for him at home. He dreamed of moving out of his parents’ home—he was twenty years old, after all, and should be on his own. His father had taught him to work hard, but with the Depression a not-so-distant memory, work was still scarce. His father was encouraging him to follow in his footsteps and try out for the SFPD, but he had no interest in becoming a cop. He wanted the high-rise good life, just like the folks who worked in the very building in which he now stood. He was saving his pennies, but it would be a while before he could move out. He thought of his high school girlfriend, Barbara, who had broken up with him after leaving to attend an all-girls college in Southern California. 

Since when did girls go to college and become doctors, anyway?

The shrill of the elevator bell bolted him out of his daydreams. He exited the squeaky elevator onto the sixteenth floor and padded down the plush hallway. Nice digs, he thought as he searched the mahogany doors for office number six. Finding it, he rapped on the beveled glass painted with the words Murphy Architecture and announced he had a delivery for a Mr. Jonathan Murphy. A gruff voice bade him to come in.

He gazed across the office, which was decorated nicely, but humbly. A dark maroon-colored carpet covered the floor and a large blue sofa sat in the front of the office. Open blinds partially shaded the windows, casting a striped shadow over the multiple wood-framed awards and certificates adorning the cream-colored walls.

“Hello, sir, how are you today? I’ve got a delivery from the Richardson Firm for you,” the humble bike messenger said, handing the man a beat-up clipboard and pen. 

“Yes, yes, young man, just set it down on the desk there,” Mr. Murphy replied, using his pen to indicate a large partners desk in the corner of the office. 

He thought he detected a slight accent when Mr. Murphy spoke, and he couldn’t help but notice the older man’s strong hands. It seemed he had seen hard physical work some time in his life. He was very tall, at least six-four, and his wavy blond hair boasted gray at the temples. His eyes crinkled ever so slightly at the edges when he smiled, indicating years of knowledge and experience. Yet, he didn’t look older than forty. Thomas stared at his very expensive-looking three-piece suit.

Mr. Murphy handed the clipboard back to him. “Thank you, son. You’re out late this evening, aren’t you?” he asked, pressing a quarter into the boy’s palm after handing off the clipboard.

“Yes, sir. There’s no substitute for hard work, as my father always says.” He smiled, pushing a strand of black hair from his forehead. “And thank you,” he added, indicating the quarter in his hand before shoving it into his trouser pocket.

As the messenger turned to leave, the elder man asked him to wait. “Young man, what’s your name?”

“Thomas O’Malley.”

“Ah, a nice, strong Irish name. Your parents immigrants?” he asked boldly.  

“Yes. They came here from the old country about twenty-five years ago, before I was born. My dad is a police officer here in the city now.”

“And how long have you been with the messenger company?”

“About two years, sir, since graduating high school. I’m trying to save enough money to get my own place—then hopefully meet a nice girl and settle down.”

“You interested in going to college?” Mr. Murphy asked.

“Oh, yes, I would love to. But my parents are barely making ends meet, I have to help them with the numerous notes they have due each month. Even my mother has taken to doing odd sewing jobs to help with the finances.”

Jonathan Murphy paused for a minute, looking intently at the young man. Thomas shifted uncomfortably then turned to leave, assuming the strange and imposing conversation was over.

“Son, I can see that you’re a hard worker, I can tell by the way you carry yourself and your good attitude. Every time you’ve made a delivery here, you’re on time and have confidence and respect. If you would like a job in my firm, I would be happy to take you under my wing and teach you my architectural trade here. Is that something you would be interested in?” Jonathan fixed him with an intense, steely-gray stare.

Thomas had to mentally tell himself to close his mouth as he turned back around to face Mr. Murphy. He was fairly sure his eyes were about to pop out of their sockets. “Uh... oh, wow. Of course, sir, that would be very gracious of you!” he stammered.

Jonathan walked over and shook his hand. “I don’t normally take chances like this, but you have a winning quality about you. And I’m a very good judge of character.”

“Thank you, sir. I’m so very grateful for this opportunity. I promise I won’t let you down. My father will be very pleased to hear this. When would you like me to start?” he asked.

“This Monday would be fine, if your current employer will let you go that quickly.” Jonathan smiled.

“There are a hundred guys like me wanting messenger jobs, as my boss likes to remind me on a daily basis. I’m sure they won’t have too much heartburn over my short notice, Mr. Murphy,” Thomas quipped with a returning smile.

“All right, sounds like a plan. See you Monday, Thomas O’Malley.”

∞∞∞

Thomas pedaled his squeaky blue bike down Hyde Street, his messenger bag swinging wildly on his back. His mind was reeling. He couldn’t believe his luck! It almost seemed too good to be true. He had always admired Mr. Murphy when he would make deliveries there. He was in awe of his nice office, his expensive suit, and his pretty receptionist. He couldn’t wait to get home to tell his parents the good news. He knew his father, especially, would be so proud. 

Thomas finally reached his home and dismounted his bike. He opened the large door to the detached garage, placed his bike inside, and hurriedly closed the creaky door with a slam. He swiftly leapt over the neatly trimmed shrubs that lined the front of the house and ran up the four rickety porch steps as they wailed in protest under his weight. 

Bursting through the front door, he went straight to the kitchen where he knew his mother, Nell, would be inside cooking. He found her in her usual attire; a simple tea-length dress and yellow apron. She turned around when she heard Thomas come in and greeted him with a smile, like always. Thomas hurried over and pushed a strand of auburn hair off her face and then kissed her cheek.

“Hi, honey. How was your day?” she asked, stirring what appeared to be beef stroganoff on the stove. The smell wafted up into Thomas’s nose and made his stomach somersault, reminding him he’d skipped lunch.

“Mom! Where’s Dad? I have great news!” Thomas said, nearly tripping over his words. 

“He’s in the front room reading the paper. Why, what’s going on, Tom?”

“Come with me, Mom. I need to talk to you both.”

Nell set her wooden spoon on the stove’s spoon-rest, wiped her hands on the handmade towel that hung on the front of the oven, and followed Thomas into the living room. He went over to his father and sat down on the adjoining sofa.

“Hey, son. What’s the good word? You look awfully excited,” said his father, Joseph, a strong Irish brogue still present in his speech. His navy-blue police uniform pants were still on, and he wore a plain white T-shirt. His duty belt and uniform shirt were hanging on a hook on a hall tree in the house’s entryway.

“Mom, Dad, you’re not going to believe this! Today, I was making a delivery to this man named Jonathan Murphy at that huge bank building on Hyde Street. Well, he said he saw good qualities in me and wanted to give me a job! He’s going to teach me the architectural trade, Dad! Can you believe it? I was quite speechless.”

“Wow, that’s great news, Tom. When do you start?” his father asked, a little less excited than expected, his voice vaguely masked in skepticism. He was also trying to hide the disappointment in his son not following in his career footsteps.

“Monday. I gave Mr. Smith my notice today. He took it well.”

Nell walked over and gave her only son a hug. “I’m so proud of you, Tom. You’re a good boy. You deserve this. Just don’t let him down, okay?”

“Oh, Mom, I won’t!”

She smiled at him. “I’ll whip you up some new dress shirts. I’m thinking you’ll need at least five more. You only have the two for church.”

“Yes, Mom, that would be great, thank you.”

His father eyed him curiously, deciding he would use his influence to do some digging on this Jonathan Murphy once he got to work the next day.

∞∞∞

It was his last day of work, finally Friday. Thomas was to start at the Murphy Architectural Firm on Monday. He was still in utter shock of his luck. He had just completed the last delivery of the day, well actually of his life, when he was on his way home to enjoy the upcoming weekend. He was thinking about the new Alfred Hitchcock film he was anxious to see at the local movie theater. He began to pedal even faster, as it was now dark.

Because he was clearly not watching where he was going, and because it was almost pitch-black out, Thomas took a corner a little too fast and crashed right into... something. He flew off his bike, ass-over-teakettle, and the next thing he knew, he was laid out flat on his back in the middle of the Mission District. He moaned, shook off the smack to the head, and sat up, looking around for his bicycle. He thought he heard the sound of laughter, but it sounded more like the throaty chuckles villains made in horror movies. He quickly pulled himself to his feet and headed for his bike, not really wanting to find out where the laughter was coming from. He began to rub the back of his head where he had hit it and felt it was wet. Gosh-darn it, I hope I don’t need stitches, he thought, wiping his hand on his trousers.

He mounted his bike and began to pedal off when three males suddenly appeared in the middle of the street. One was tall with long, wavy hair, and standing next to him was a shorter, average-looking male. The last of them had unkempt greasy hair and a scruffy half-beard. The hair on the back of Thomas’s neck stood up and his arms became covered in goosebumps. It seemed fog had suddenly rolled in, because now it was eerily swirling and mounting around the three brooding figures who blocked his path down the alley he needed to go down to get home. He could barely see them, as the one remaining streetlight was flickering, as if it was about to go out.

“Hey, fellas, excuse me, I need to get through.” Thomas indicated by jutting his chin in the direction of the alley, one foot resting on the ground.

“We aren’t your fellas,” the tallest one hissed. The other two began to laugh. It sounded anything but friendly.

“At any rate, I still need to get by you, so if you’d please move,” Thomas shot back, his patience quickly wearing thin, but his fear rising at the same time. He knew something was not right.

“He smells pure,” the shortest of them said to the other two, not taking his eyes off Thomas. The words seem to drip out, like venom from a rattlesnake’s mouth.

“All I smell is fear,” the scruffy one replied with a slight snicker.

Then, in what seemed like the blink of an eye, the three were on Thomas. He screamed as he was knocked from his bike, his head hitting the pavement once again. He began to kick and thrash wildly while two of the thugs held him down and the biggest one sat on his chest. Their arms felt like steel grips as they pinned him down. Thomas looked into the face of his assailant and thought he might pass out. He saw what looked like long, thin, snake-like fangs protruding from the man’s mouth where his eyeteeth should be. His eyes were black with no pupils at all, and just as he lunged down to bite into Thomas’s neck, his attacker was suddenly whisked off and went flying through the air. 

Thomas and the other two watched as the gang leader was thrown at least fifty feet into the night, crashing into the brick wall of a nearby building. The creepy stranger slumped down the wall, motionless and bleeding from the head and face. Brick dust billowed up and looked like flashes in the flickering streetlight. Thomas looked wildly around for whomever—or whatever—had thrown him. The other two thugs were also stunned, and Thomas sat bewildered, watching as the ratty-looking one seemed to grow giant claws from where his hands should be. He also produced razor-sharp teeth, but instead of fangs, he had two entire rows of teeth, top and bottom. He hissed like a feral cat, spit dribbling from his mouth. Looking in the direction the men were gaping, Thomas was stunned to see Jonathan Murphy standing there, suit torn, hair disheveled, and the most frightening, murderous look on his face Thomas had ever seen. On the last night of his mortal life, Thomas then mercifully slipped into unconsciousness.

Chapter 2

∞∞∞

Alcatraz Island, San Francisco – 1968

“Jonathan, why do you insist on meeting on this godforsaken island? I mean, there are a million places in the city we could meet,” Kathryn whined, her high heels propped up on one of the abandoned metal desks, her hair coiffed neatly into a bouffant.

“I’ve told you before, Kat, that I like the seclusion of Alcatraz. Plus, the sylphs prefer to meet here—the air is cleaner, and you know how they get about these things,” Jonathan answered through gritted teeth.

“Yes, but there are ghosts here. I hate ghosts! These are bad, evil ones, too,” she continued. “They won’t shut up. I can’t stop them.”

“You know, for a seventy-four-year-old Immortal, you sure are a whiny little tart.” Jonathan glared at her. His leather shoes snapped back and forth against the bare floor as he paced.

“Could we get back to the business at hand?” Thomas asked, checking his watch. He wanted to go check on his father at San Francisco General Hospital, where he lay dying of cancer. Of course, his father would not know he was there, as his parents assumed Thomas had died years ago, never returning from a bike messenger job. Still, Thomas always kept tabs on his parents. His guilt over being an only child did not allow him any other choice.

“Thomas is right, we all have places we’d rather be. But the sylphs called this meeting so let’s just wait until... oh! I think I hear Malina now,” Jonathan answered.

Malina walked in, dressed, as usual, in purple. Her light brown hair was pinned neatly into a French twist, and her white shoes clicked loudly against the dirty concrete floor, showing off dainty ankles peeking from under her purple pedal-pushers. A large, shiny purple handbag adorned her right arm.

“Hello, Immortals,” Malina tinkled. For such a tiny woman, she commanded the room. Most sylphs did, as they had something the Immortals needed. “Can we make this quick? I have an appointment with my beautician in an hour in the city,” she finished with a smile.

“Of course, of course,” Jonathan replied, pulling out a chair and indicating for her to sit. They were in the old Warden’s office of the prison, which still had a full set of furniture inside it. The notorious Federal penitentiary had closed five years prior, but the government still owned the buildings. And everyone knew how long it took the government to clean anything up.

Malina sat down and pulled three glass vials of pink liquid from her monstrous purse. She then removed a small sewing needle from its outside pocket and pricked her index finger. The three Immortals watched on as she dribbled three drops of blood into each vial. Suddenly, the vials began to glow a faint aquamarine color and seemed to be unnaturally swirling inside the tube. 

“Here you are.” She handed each Immortal a tube. 

In unison, they raised their vials and recited, “Ad vitam longan!” 

Malina smiled and repeated, “To a long life!”

Each one downed the liquid quickly, shuddering at its bitter taste. They all breathed quickly as the magic raced through their veins and arteries like white-hot lightning. 

“That should hold you for another five years,” Malina finally said.

“Thank you so much, Malina,” Thomas piped up after his breathing had slowed. “We always appreciate not only your gifts, but your company as well.”

“Mighty sweet of you, Thomas.” Malina winked at him, one of her long, false eyelashes batting against her honey-colored eyes. She turned to Jonathan. “I assume our usual protection is still in place?”

Jonathan smiled at her. “Of course, my dear. It is the Treaty, after all. I’ve been watching the head of the local vampire clan and my sources tell me he has some things in the works, but we’re watching them. They won’t get away with much... trust me.”

“And those animals, the shapeshifters...?”

“Also under control. Their leader is too busy planning bank robberies and jewel heists to worry himself with sylph or human assaults. We’ll know when the heists are planned and will put a halt to them.” Jonathan half-smiled at her.

“Sounds like things are running smoothly then,” Malina said, getting up and squeezing the twist-snap closed on her handbag. “Thomas, will you walk me out?”

Nodding, he stood immediately.

She took Thomas’s proffered arm as he walked her out of the Warden’s office and outside onto the ugly stone terrace that surrounded it. The railing was rusted with peeling paint, and the concrete below their feet was chipped, forever scarred by the wet, salty bay air that seemed to never stop blowing.

“Thank you for escorting me, Tom.” She gazed at the floor below and then back to Thomas. “I wish they would fix up this place and turn it into something fabulous. Someone could make a lot of money having a disco or perhaps a nice waterfront restaurant out here.” 

“You aren’t wrong,” he replied, staring down at her.

She paused and looked at Thomas. She thought he was so handsome with his black hair and blue eyes. She loved his easy-going manner and his relaxed personality. She knew he had a little schoolboy crush on her, and truth be told, she felt a little something for him, too. She was much too old-fashioned to make any first moves, though. They had forever— she could wait.

As she smiled at him sweetly, he returned the smile, resisting the urge to brush a stray lock of brown hair off her forehead.

“It is quiet out here at least,” Malina said, breaking his stare and looking out into the choppy San Francisco bay. Its icy wind was blowing, but neither of them seemed to be bothered by it.

She turned back to look at him, and Thomas saw the strange flash of light that often occurred in her eyes—and in the eyes of all the sylphs he’d ever met. A normal human would not ever see it, but he had heightened senses. Malina kissed Thomas on the cheek, and with one dramatic wave of her hand, she was off, her entire purple form seeming to disappear into thin air as she stepped through her invisible portal. 

It never ceased to amaze Thomas how they did that. They were sylphs, after all, he supposed—the Fae of the air. He shook his head, thrust his hands into his pants pockets, and walked back into the dilapidated prison, whistling the theme song to Bewitched.

∞∞∞

A week later, Thomas and Jonathan were back in the Hyde Street bank building where Jonathan maintained his architectural company. They had contemplated changing the name to Murphy-O’Malley Associates, but then quickly decided against it, leaving it Murphy Architectural Associates. He and Thomas were making plans to sell the building and move north anyway, as even the sham of posing as Jonathan’s and Thomas’s fictitious sons to hide their lack of aging wasn’t cutting it to their clients. Jonathan still looked thirty-five years old, as he had since 1809. He’d only had his architectural business for about three years when he met Thomas in 1946, having moved to San Francisco from Los Angeles. 

After the vampire attack in the Mission District twenty-two years ago, Thomas couldn’t go home, not after what he saw. He knew too much. He was offered immortality and protection in exchange for leaving behind the life he once had. It pained him greatly to leave his parents grieving, not knowing where he was or what had happened to him. His father, through his police resources and eyewitnesses, had learned about a supposedly random gang attack in the Mission District the night of Thomas’s disappearance and had assumed he had died, his body never being discovered (as the mob was famous for burying bodies). Thomas and Jonathan continued to live in San Francisco, in the Hyde Street bank building, maintaining separate apartments on the top floor, which nobody knew were up there. He knew his father worked the day shift, as he had been made detective a couple of years after Thomas’s disappearance, so Thomas kept to going out at night for his errands. He knew his parents never went out after dark, as they were creatures of habit, and Thomas was grateful for that. Even now that he knew his dad wouldn’t be going out at all, he kept to the nightly routine, still paranoid of running into his past.

“Hey, I’ve gotta call it a day. I’m heading over to the hospital. Is there anything you need while I’m out?” Thomas asked as he plucked up his powder-blue suit jacket hanging on the oak coatrack in the corner of the office. 

“Nope, I’m good. Just be careful out there. I don’t need you getting recognized, as we are so close to blowing this pop stand soon,” Jonathan said with a smile.

“I know. I’ll be careful. I’ve been extremely fortunate so far. Nobody really pays attention to people anymore, in case you haven’t noticed. It’s kind of sad, really,” replied Thomas while putting on the suit jacket and checking his pockets for his wallet. “Besides, I’ve got this groovy moustache now. Don’t I look more like Clark Gable than Tom the Bike Messenger?” He smoothed the tips of his thin moustache with his fingers.

“True enough. See you later,” Jonathan said with a chuckle. He went back to writing in his financial ledger. He was sitting at his desk, squinting at it under the dim light from a green, tubular-shaped lamp with the chain hanging from it. Tax time was coming, and he was too cheap to pay an accountant.

∞∞∞

Thomas exited the yellow taxi, paid the cab driver, then waited for a cable car to pass before crossing the busy street to San Francisco General Hospital. He pulled his coat up around himself as the frigid ocean wind blew around him. He took the stairs up to the third floor Intensive Care Unit. It hurt deeply that his dad now lay dying of cancer, and he grew even sadder thinking of how his father would be disappointed in not finding Thomas “on the other side” once he passed. How would God explain that one... 

A pretty, middle-aged nurse he had never seen before whacked him from his thoughts. “Sir, can I help you?”

Thomas spun around after being tapped on the shoulder.

The nurse’s eyes grew wide and she gasped. “Oh, my! Tommy?” 

Oh no, he thought. He looked at the nurse’s nametag. ‘Barbara Dougherty, Head Nurse’. No way. Think fast. “Uh, yes. Do I know you?” Thomas asked, keeping a neutral expression.

“Are you Thomas O’Malley... oh, my goodness, it can’t be!” the pretty nurse gasped, her hand at her mouth, eyes wide.

“Yes, I’m here to see my grandfather, Joseph O’Malley,” he quickly lied.

Thomas had thought long and hard at what he would say to anyone who ever recognized him. The first few years were hard, as he wasn’t quite sure what he would say, but now that twenty years had passed, he knew he could pass himself off as his own son. He was glad he did not crack under the surprise of seeing Barbara again, and had remembered his well-rehearsed lie. It bothered him a little how easily it slid out of his mouth, but he had other things to worry about at the moment.

“Your... grandfather... oh! Your father must also be Thomas. Anyone ever tell you that you look exactly like your dad? It’s uncanny. Anyway, I’m rambling, I beg your pardon. I’m Barbara, I knew your dad in high school. What is he up to these days?” she asked, her crisp white nurse’s uniform bright against the harsh, sterile lighting as she put out a hand for him to shake.

“Oh, he died a long time ago, a couple months before I was born. Is my grandfather asleep?” he asked in deflection, clearing his throat. 

Wow, though, she does still look great after all these years, he thought. It was so nice to see a familiar face, despite the initial panic. How had so many years passed, and he still remembered loving her like it was yesterday? He couldn’t believe she was standing right there, still as beautiful as she used to be. He had to resist the urge to hug her. He did resist that urge, however, and instead swallowed the lump that had formed in his throat. 

“Oh, that’s right. He disappeared during that bike messenger job, didn’t he? I remember when that happened all those years ago. It was such a tragedy. I didn’t know your pop was married at the time... hmm.” 

He wasn’t, Thomas thought to himself.

“Anyway, yes, dear. Your granddad’s in a medically-induced coma. I’m afraid he doesn’t have long. I’m so sorry, honey. Visiting hours are over at eight, but I’ll let you stay as long as you need.” Barbara winked at him, then walked off after patting him on the arm. 

I guess she settled for nursing school after all. He grinned weakly to himself.

Thomas walked into the hospital room to see his father hooked up to loud, beeping machines. His entire body, up to the neck, was covered by a white sheet, and his soft, wrinkled face looked so peaceful. His gray hair was sticking up in different directions against the pillow. He had a shadow of silvery stubble on his chin.

He pulled over a clunky metal chair, sat down, and held his hand. 

“I’m so sorry, Dad,” he whispered, tears burning the corners of his eyes.

“So, Tommy... what are we going to do after graduation?” Barbara asked, her dark-brown hair and green eyes shining in the afternoon sun. 

She and Thomas were laid out on a red and white checked blanket in the middle of Golden Gate Park on a lazy, carefree Saturday afternoon. A now-empty picnic basket sat next to them.

“Well, I’m still saving for college, Babs. You know that. We all can’t have rich daddies like you,” Thomas teased.

“Yeah, well I am going to medical school in L.A. My father wants me to be a nurse but who says I can’t go all the way and become a doctor? They make more money,” she replied dreamily.

“Good, then you can support us. I will stay home and cook,” he joked. “I’m sure my cop father would love that for his son,” quipped Thomas.

They both laughed. 

Barbara traced her finger along the buttons on Thomas’s shirt with her red-painted fingernail. “I really don’t care, Tommy, as long as we’re together. I love you.” She softly kissed him on the lips and could feel him smile.

He sat there for a good hour, holding his father’s hand, lost in his reverie, when suddenly, one of the machines started beeping fast and loud. A startling rush of medical staff dashed in and shoved Thomas out of the way. The doctors and nurses worked on his father with large, bulky electric paddles, alternating with manual chest compressions, but Thomas knew his dad was gone. He was just glad to be there during his final moments, even if his father hadn’t known he was there. Thomas quietly slipped out of the room, rushing to the elevator before anyone could ask him any questions. He pushed the call button and darted into the first available car. 

“Time of death, eight-fifty-two p.m.,” he heard a voice say.

As soon as the elevator doors slid closed and he was alone, Thomas put his head in his hands let go of his grief, sobbing for the loss of his father and the last twenty years without him.

Chapter 3

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

“So, tell me how all this works between all these Fae,” newborn vampire, Joshua, asked as he picked pieces of flesh out of his teeth.

“You’re not supposed to tear the neck open like that, dumbass. You killed that girl. The boss gets pissed when we kill them. It attracts too much attention to the clan,” Darius snapped.

“I’m sorry, man! I just don’t know when to stop. I was so hungry. You have to teach me these things!”

“I did, when you were first turned. You need practice.” Darius patted both sides of his fade haircut with both hands one last time and turned his tall, dark form away from the mirror. He slid smoothly onto a plush red chair and crossed one long leg over the other. 

Joshua sat up and rested his arms on his knees. “Is Pascal gonna kill me?”

“Newsflash, dude, you’re already dead. But no, he’s not gonna kill you. Probably just some discipline. That includes me since I’m your sire. God, I hate that stupid word. I wish these old-ass vamps would get with the times,” Darius said. His light-colored eyes reflecting against his dark skin and made him look creepier than it should.

“Totally!” Joshua agreed.

“So, history. I’ll tell you what I’ve been taught, the old stories. Then I’ll tell you what I’ve actually witnessed over the years.

“So... back in the early eighteen-hundreds, supposedly, this sylph wandered around England and most of Europe for a few years until she was attacked by the wrong vampire. By the way, sylph blood tastes way better than human blood. Anyway, as this vampire was attacking her, a mortal came across the attack, grabbed the nearest tree branch, and stabbed the vamp through the back and ended him, saving the sylph.” Darius let out a small shudder.

“This human, naturally, had no idea who or what this sylph was, or that it was a vamp he had killed. He took her to the local hospital and stayed by her side until he was sure she was okay. He offered to take her back to his home while she recuperated. To his surprise, she was fully healed in less than two days. Then, supposedly, they fell madly in love.” Darius chuckled with a roll of his eyes.

“The sylph, being immortal, did not want her lover to grow any older, so she pled with the Zie and was granted a potion recipe called ‘Enchantment’ that allows mortals to not age, as long as they drink it every five years or so. Nasty tasting shit, from what I’ve heard.”

“Dude, if they want to live forever, why don’t they just become vampires... or shifters?” Joshua asked.

“Immortals have it way better. They are not affected by the sun or the moon, and they don’t have to drink blood. They can live like mortals. They also have other superhuman powers, like strength and speed and other stuff. I guess it’s different for each of them.”

“Wow, that’s freakin’ cool,” Joshua said. “So why do we hate them again?” he inquired, his green eyes wide.

“They protect sylphs and police the Fae world. They get in our way when we need to make money. They seem to think we should follow human laws. They tend to go a little psycho when we rob banks and deal dope and stuff. Prude-asses.”

“Geez, that’s stupid. Why can’t they just let us be? What do they care?” Joshua asked as he flicked his dirty-blonde hair out of his eyes.

Darius let out a sound of exasperation. “Haven’t you heard a word I said? Sylphs are delicious and we’re not allowed to eat them! Plus, they have Enchantment, which they are forbidden from giving to vampires. Legend has it, if we drink Enchantment, we could walk in the sun, too,” Darius said lazily, checking his fingernails for imperfections.

“Is that true?”

Darius’s eyes snapped up to his. “Nobody knows—it’s just a rumor. But you can bet your ass I’ve made it my mission to find out.”

∞∞∞

Jonathan sat behind his desk in his new office, watching them remove the tape from the beveled glass window on the door. The sign read Murphy Architectural Associates. He was grateful for the fresh start. Thomas walked in, holding several tubes of cardboard containing drawings, and dropped them to the floor.

“I love this office. I’m glad we decided to move downtown. Plus, it’s cheaper than San Francisco.” Thomas sat down in the one remaining chair. He adjusted his slacks so he could sit more comfortably. He pulled his tie out as it got caught on his lap folds.

“Definitely. I’ve been in California for the past seventy years, I was definitely ready for the change,” Jonathan said, lighting up a cigar. 

Jonathan had received a promotion of sorts to the head of the Portland Immortals Coven when the last leader, Luke, had died by choice. 

“So when’s the next sylph meeting? Have we decided on a meeting place?”

“Saturday, midnight, at the wetlands,” Jonathan replied, blowing a smoke ring into the air. “They didn’t like meeting downtown. They want somewhere more secluded.”

“Is Malina coming?” Thomas asked, trying to keep a blank face.

“Yes, and I believe she has reduced herself to the role of delivery sylph because of you. She’s the Zie queen of the Western U.S. She can have anyone deliver the Enchantment, and yet, every time we meet, she always brings it herself. Why do you suppose that is, Tom?” Jonathan teased with a wicked smile, cigar perched between his teeth.

“Oh, quit. There’s nothing between us,” Thomas shot back.

“Yeah, well you can keep denying it, but you two are going to ‘hook up’, as the kids say these days,” Jonathan replied, taking a drag on the cigar.

“I’ve known her forty years, Jonathan. It’s doubtful.”

Suddenly the door to the office burst open and a tall, beautiful woman with glossy black hair and cat-shaped eyes sauntered in.

“What do you want, Sheena? Haven’t you ever heard of knocking? Not that you seem to have been taught any manners,” Jonathan remarked, narrowing his eyes at her.

“Oh, now, is that any way to greet a former lover, Johnny?” she purred. He eyed her tall frame dressed all in black. Ridiculously tight leather pants framed her long legs, and a thin, sheer halter top barely covered her torso. Her stiletto boots looked largely uncomfortable, he thought. Definitely not winter Portland wear. Her green eyes contrasted against her pale skin and shiny hair, which was pulled back tightly into a ponytail.

“Must you dress like a panther? It’s so cliché, woman,” Jonathan remarked, spitting more smoke into the air, but never taking his eyes off her.

“Well, it is my animal of choice. People are so enamored when they see panthers. They’re so rare and gorgeous. It makes it easier to pounce when I’m hungry,” she replied, grinning.

“Oh, brother,” Thomas muttered under his breath.

“You’re an animal. What the hell do you want? I’m busy,” Jonathan asked, tapping an ash into a heavy glass ashtray. It was an antique he’d had for decades, and it had doubled as a weapon on more than one occasion.

“You know what I want, but since you won’t give me that, I’ll get down to business.” She winked. 

Jonathan rolled his eyes at her. 

She continued, “I come at the bidding of Seth. The shapeshifters request your presence at our next meeting on Thursday.”

“Well if it’s at that filthy downtown warehouse you’ve taken over, I’m not coming,” Jonathan remarked.

“Gawd, you’re such a metrosexual. What happened to the alpha male I used to—”

Thomas cut her off curtly. “Sheena, we will be there. Now if you would please leave, Jonathan and I have business to attend to.” 

“Fine, Tommy-boy, if you insist.” She ran a long, black-painted fingernail down the length of his arm and then added, “You have my number, right?”

“Get out!” Thomas and Jonathan both screeched in unison.

She grinned wickedly and slunk out, leaving the door open behind her.

“I wonder what those damned shifters want now?” Jonathan asked, almost to himself.

Thomas went to the door and closed it with his foot. “Who knows with them? Could be anything. They probably want to negotiate the Treaty again. They are unpredictable beasts.”

“You can say that again.”

∞∞∞

San Francisco – 1946

Joseph O’Malley had gone into work the day after Thomas had come home with his news about the new job. Being a cop had always made him suspicious, and Jonathan Murphy’s offer definitely did not sound right to him. Still, he wanted it to be true. He knew his son did not have a long career as a bike messenger, nor was he interested in the SFPD. He needed something, but he wanted to make sure this Murphy character checked out. He probably shouldn’t have done it, but he couldn’t help himself. Thomas was his only child. Besides, Nell would never stop nagging him about it anyway.

“Hey, Johnson, how’s it hangin’?” Joseph asked with a smirk, not particularly wanting an answer.

“O’Malley, you Irish bastard. I can tell by that shit-eating grin on your face that you want something, so out with it,” Johnson said, taking a long drag off his cigarette.

Richard Johnson (don’t ever call him ‘Dick’) was an Army veteran who had returned from World War II three years prior and sucked on cigarettes to keep his nerves in check. He walked with a limp where he’d been shot in the knee. Detective work helped keep his mind busy, but Joseph had sometimes seen him sneaking pills with his morning coffee. He never asked, figured as a war vet, he didn’t want to know what Richard had seen on the shores of Normandy.

“Guilty as charged,” Joseph said with his prominent Irish brogue, a smile on his lips. “I need you to check out a guy for me. His name is Jonathan Murphy and he works at that bank building on Hyde Street.”

Richard narrowed his eyes at Joseph. “Yeah? And what do I get in return? You gonna fix me up with some of that illegal Irish whiskey you been hiding from the missus?”

“It’s a deal. I got a couple bottles for you. I just need anything you got on the guy,” Joseph responded. He knew the last thing Richard needed was liquor, but he didn’t care at this point. He needed information.

“All right, give me a week and I’ll see what I can dig up,” Richard replied, setting his cigarette down and pulling out a pen and notepad while blowing streams of blue smoke out of his nostrils.

∞∞∞

“Thank you for coming, Malina. I just rescued this one from a vamp attack. He was within an inch of his life. He’d either be dead or a bloodsucker by now if I hadn’t been there,” Jonathan said nervously, still reeling from the night’s events. His suit jacket was torn at the shoulder, the sleeve lying lazily over his arm, and his hair looked like he had raked his fingers through it too many times. There was dirt and grime on his pants, and he was nervously shaking one leg up and down.

“You look like hell,” Kathryn commented as she entered the office and took off her jacket.

Jonathan threw her a look but mostly ignored her.

Thomas lay on the sofa in Jonathan’s Hyde Street office, unconscious and bleeding from the back of the head. Jonathan had carried him the six blocks from the site of the attack. The other two assailants had run off after they witnessed what Jonathan had done to their leader.

“Have any idea who did this to him, exactly?” Malina chimed, her high-pitched voice soothing, despite its somewhat shrill quality. She lifted Thomas’s head to place a dry towel under it.

“I’m pretty sure it was William. After I knocked him out, I went after the other two thugs as they were running off. Oh—and one was a shifter, I’m sure of it. But they got away. I went back to remove William’s head, but he had gone. If I was a betting man, I would say that won’t be the last time. He’s vicious, yet stupid.”

Just then, Thomas started to stir and groan. He tried to sit up, clearly confused and discombobulated by his strange surroundings.

“Mr. Murphy? What am I doing here?” A sudden dawn of recollection splashed over his face. “Oh no. Oh no. Oh no. Those monsters... you... the alley... I... I need to get home, now,” he stammered, trying to get off the sofa.

Jonathan quickly calmed him by placing a hand over his chest, easing him back. “Thomas, calm down. I will explain everything. But first, drink this.” He handed Thomas a teacup with steaming liquid in it.

Thomas looked speculatively at Jonathan but sipped the liquid and winced at the awful taste. “What in heaven’s name is this? Tastes like drain cleaner.”

“Are you in the habit of sampling your household chemicals, young man?” Malina teased with a slight offense in her voice. 

Thomas whipped his head over, suddenly realizing someone else was in the room. Then he realized it was a huge mistake to whip his head at all. He groaned in pain and grabbed the back of his head.

“Just drink it, it’s an herbal healing concoction of Eastern origins,” Kathryn tried to soothe, the lie snaking out of her mouth with ease.

Thomas eyed the steaming antique teacup with suspicion but sipped it again anyway. “Who are you?” he asked, eyeing the blonde woman.

“This is my colleague Kathryn Jones,” Jonathan replied.

She smiled, her red lips tipping up. “Pleased to meet you, Thomas.”

He nodded and then lifted the teacup to his mouth and drained its contents. “Wow, I actually feel better. What’s in this? Magic?” He smiled feebly.

“You could say that,” Jonathan answered, looking nervously at Malina. A heavy silence hung in the air until Jonathan spoke again, choosing his words carefully. “Thomas, we need to talk about what happened earlier. There are things of this world that... most people don’t understand.”

“They were vampires, weren’t they?” Thomas said it more than asked. “I thought Bela Lugosi was just acting. Perhaps he’s real.” He was less delirious than before, but still tired. Plus, there was no way he was going to admit to Mr. Murphy or the strange lady in purple that he still read comic books and had seen plenty of vampires in them.

Malina laughed. “This one’s a firecracker, Jonathan. Good choice on keeping him close to us.”

“Yeah, well, it’s not as if I have a choice now, do I?” Jonathan replied, irritated. He turned away from Malina and back to Thomas. “Yes, they were vampires, well two of them were, and I’m sure Bela Lugosi is actually just an actor. The tea we’ve just given you is a potion called Enchantment and it’s going to help you live a long, long life. However, the Enchantment comes with a very high price.”

Confused, Thomas asked, “What’s that? I don’t have any money.”

“You have to disappear, Thomas. I’m sorry but you cannot go home, ever again. You must stay here with me, with us. This is Malina, by the way. She’s a sylph.”

“Pleased to make your acquaintance, Thomas.” She smiled and nodded, but kept her hands folded neatly in her lap on top of her purple skirt.

“A what? I must be dreaming. How hard did I hit my head?” he said aloud, rubbing the back of his head.

Jonathan pinched the bridge of his nose then glanced at Malina once more. “This isn’t a dream, nor is it a joke. I’m dead serious here, Thomas. No human can live to tell about the Fae world. It’s not safe, so therefore, the Zie council wants to make you an Immortal. One of us.” He pointed to himself, then to Kathryn.

“An Immortal? The Fae-what? What are you talking about?” Thomas squeaked, his voice jumping an octave. “I was out on my bike, on my way home, about to enjoy my weekend and catch a show, and now you’re telling me that I have survived a vampire attack, have been given a magic potion which will make me live forever, and now I cannot go home? My parents are going to be sick with worry. I need to leave!” he snapped, the panic threatening to boil over.

Malina quickly pulled something else out of her giant purple handbag. She handed it to Jonathan, and with superhuman speed, he injected Thomas in the arm with what Thomas was sure was a syringe. He then blacked out for the second time that night. 

Chapter 4

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

Seth and Malachi sat inside an old abandoned warehouse in downtown Portland. The warehouse was cold, but the temperature didn’t really bother them. Rain thrummed the metal roof, which made a thundering sound inside. It was located in the seedy downtown area where no one dare venture at night unless they were looking for trouble. The building showed a lot of wear but was still useful. Discarded pallets were scattered throughout, and mice and rats were known to be its only inhabitants as of late. 

The two shapeshifters were talking about the upcoming meeting with the Immortals.

Malachi leaned his tall, wiry frame forward and brushed a loose strand of dark-brown hair from his eyes. “Seth, why are you calling Jonathan and Thomas here? They have these cool inventions called cell phones, man. That Jonathan is unstable. Have you ever seen him fight, dude?”

“Yes, I know what a cell phone is, smartass, but we need to meet in person. They need to know we mean business,” Seth replied. His reddish hair hung lazily over his brown eyes, and he rarely shaved. He thought it made him look tough, but mostly, he just looked like a grunge-monster, especially since he stood about six-foot-six, whenever he decided to stand upright. 

Which wasn’t often.

“They’re never gonna lift their protection off those sylphs. You get that, right? Those little tinks have something they need,” Malachi said, already bored of the conversation.

“Yes, well they have something we need, too. If you can get your hands on some sylph blood, the vamps pay big time for it. Supposedly, it tastes like heaven.” Seth licked his lips and laughed at his own crudeness.

Malachi reminded Seth of something else. “What exactly are we going to talk to them about? You think you can get them to back off? We have that bank job in a week.”

“Thanks for the reminder, Captain Obvious. Yes, I think I can get them to back off. I got myself a little trump card,” Seth finished with a wicked smirk.

They turned their heads at the sound of the large warehouse door opening. Sheena slunk in in her panther form, water dripping off her back and head. She shook like a dog, and Seth and Malachi watched as she quickly morphed back into her human form and just stood there, naked and smiling. 

“The Immortals are here,” she simply said, as she wiped rainwater from her forehead.

“Well, did you plan on getting dressed, or were you going for shock value?” asked Seth. He’d seen her routine a million times.

“I think I’ll stay in panther form and keep an eye on the outside of the place while y’all meet.” She winked at him then morphed back into the panther before any of them could blink.

Jonathan, Thomas, and Kathryn walked in. Both men wore trench coats, but the shapeshifters weren’t stupid. They knew what Jonathan and Thomas carried underneath them.

“Let’s make this quick, Seth. I have things to do,” remarked Jonathan in a clipped tone.

“Please, sit down. Can I get you something?” Seth offered.

“Really, you keep refreshments in this disgusting warehouse, do you, Seth?” said Kathryn facetiously, her arms crossed over her plain white T-shirt, a jean jacket over it. 

“Seth, just get to it, man,” Malachi said, not taking his eyes off Kathryn.

“We need to renegotiate the terms of our deal, Jonathan,” said Seth, the Portland shapeshifters’ clan leader.

“First of all, it’s not our deal. The Zie council drew up the Treaty, we just enforce it. Besides, why the hell would we do that?” Jonathan raised an eyebrow.

Seth let out a loud wolf whistle and two tall males with scruffy beards walked in pushing a large glass case. A sylph was encased inside. Thomas recognized her immediately as Serina, a delivery sylph. She looked frightened and bedraggled and would occasionally squeeze her eyes shut and throw her hand up, trying to escape. Thomas knew she was trying to call a portal, but the confines of her Plexiglas prison made it impossible. She stared at Thomas pleadingly. He could see she had been crying, and her eyes were wildly flashing.

Jonathan raced over to the glass case. “What in God’s name is going on here? You release her immediately!” he roared, reaching inside his coat.

“We thought that would get your attention,” Malachi commented, an evil smile twisted up on his lips. Malachi was the clan’s second-in-command.

Thomas tried to remain calm as he piped up, “You do realize that you’ve broken virtually every rule in the Treaty, right, Seth? You and your animals are going to pay for this.” He reached under his trench coat and rested his hand on the 9mm pistol in his belt holster. With his thumb, he unsnapped the strap encasing the weapon, but did not remove it.

“Oh, don’t threaten me, you cretin. I’m twice your age, and twice as fast,” remarked Seth to Thomas. 

Without warning, Jonathan shouted, “Move!” as he charged preternaturally quick over to Serina’s case and punched a hole into the top of it with his fist. Blood-soaked Plexiglas exploded all over the warehouse floor. Within seconds, Sheena pounced on Jonathan, swiping at his neck with her claw, slicing it open and causing him to fall. Blood spurted violently from the wound and Jonathan brought his hand up to cover it. Sheena laid her large black form on the case, plugging the hole so Serina couldn’t escape. Serina shrilled in frustration and fear, beating her fists against the inside. Lightning was flashing in her eyes.

Kathryn turned around and saw a large white and brindle-colored pit bull with an ugly pink nose, along with an even larger black wolf, staring and snarling at them both. Seth and Malachi were both on high alert as drool swayed from their jaws and exposed teeth. A pile of clothes and shoes lay next do the dogs. Several more exotic animals, jungle cats and bears, came out of nowhere, looking ludicrously out of place in a warehouse in downtown Portland. The Immortals were grossly outnumbered.

“Go, Kat!” Thomas yelled. 

She jumped unnaturally high into the air over both animals and sprinted out of the warehouse door.

Thomas rushed over to Jonathan, picked him up, and flashed out into the cold Portland night in an instant. Just as Jonathan had done for him in that San Francisco alley all those years ago. 

∞∞∞

San Francisco – 1946

“You have to promise me you will write me at least once a week. And then we have to meet halfway in Pismo Beach to see each other at least once every few months, okay, Tommy?” Barbara bored her green eyes into his.

“Absolutely. But why L.A., Babs? Why can’t you go to Stanford? It’s right here. Or San Francisco State?” Thomas asked. 

He sure loved her. It hurt his heart that she was leaving him for school.

“Because! L.A. will be fun. I need to get away and be on my own, away from my father for a while. We will be together when I’m done with school, I promise.” She finished by kissing him on the cheek.

Thomas grabbed her hand and kissed her knuckles softly. He noted she still wore his class ring around her neck on a chain. “Well, I think you will make a wonderful pediatrician. The children will love you, Doctor Barbara.”

Thomas and Jonathan were in a dojo/gym of sorts that Jonathan had built inside the Hyde Street bank building. They did all their training and exercising in there. It was outfitted with floor mats, a boxing ring, punching bags, and a locker room with showers and toilets.

A light smack to the side of the head brought Thomas back to the present.

“You were thinking about her again, weren’t you?” Jonathan asked as he returned from the restroom. 

Yes, even immortal beings had needs. 

“Sorry. Where were we?” Thomas asked, smoothing his hair down from where he’d been whacked.

“I was just about to show you how to rip out a vampire fang without getting bitten. Ready?” Jonathan assumed an attack stance.

Thomas and Jonathan had been training nonstop for the past two weeks. Thomas still hadn’t accepted the fact that he would have to disappear... but Jonathan kept him on a short leash. He told him when and where to eat, sleep, and live. The only time Thomas was alone was in the bathroom.

With immortality came sacrifices, but it also usually came with one extraordinary talent. Each time a human drank Enchantment, they were granted one special gift. All Immortals had faster-than-normal speed, quick healing, and heightened senses: smell, sight, and hearing. But there was normally one extra gift on top of those, usually specific to the person. Jonathan’s was superhuman strength, as Thomas, the vampires, and the shapeshifter had witnessed a couple of weeks prior. Jonathan was desperately trying to figure out what Thomas’s was. 

Maybe he didn’t have one? Jonathan was beginning to think that might just be the case. He sighed at the thought.

Just then, Kathryn walked in. She looked wildly out of place in a sky-blue dress, pearls, gloves, and heels, her blonde hair sleeked into finger waves.

“He does have a talent, Jonathan. He just doesn’t know what it is, and he’s just as frustrated with the not-knowing as you are,” she said curtly while removing her white gloves, finger by finger.

Thomas just gaped at her, then shook his head when he realized he’d been staring. “I don’t believe we’ve met,” he said, walking over to shake her hand. “I’m Thomas, or Tom for short.”

“I’m Kat. I’m a friend and business partner of Jonathan’s,” she replied with a pretty smile while shaking Thomas’s hand. “And we did meet, the night of your attack.”

“Oh, that’s right. Sorry, I was a bit out of sorts. You understand.”

Kathryn smiled and nodded.

Thomas continued to stare at her, and then his eyes went wide. “Wait a minute... You’re the receptionist in this building!” 

Jonathan piped in, “Yes, Thomas, you are half correct. She does sit at the reception desk but she’s actually a silent partner. She and I own this building. The receptionist gig is a bit of a ruse, I’m afraid. She’s actually keeping an eye on the building for us, making sure everything is copacetic. I’m sure you can guess which gift she has been bestowed with upon receiving her immortality?”

“A keen fashion sense?” Thomas joked. 

“Good guess, Tom. But I already had that before becoming immortal,” she teased with a wink. “I can read minds.”

Thomas blinked wide blue eyes at her, no attempt to hide the shock on his face.

She continued at his expression, “But no worries, I don’t invade people’s thoughts on a regular basis, only when I find it necessary. Not only is it intrusive, but I find people’s thoughts to be ugly and unpleasant most of the time, I’m afraid. That being said, I believe you must calm yourself and overcome your fear of finding out your gift. I know you have one, Tom.” She turned around and went into the ladies’ locker room without another word.

Both men turned and watched Kathryn walk off and then went back to their training. 

“What’s her story?” Thomas asked.

Jonathan laced up his sneakers as he spoke. “Kat’s been an Immortal since 1920 after marrying David, whom she thought was human, but was actually an Immortal. David had convinced the Zie to give her some Enchantment so he could be with her forever, but shortly after their marriage, David was killed by a gunshot wound to the heart outside the theatre in Los Angeles during a robbery gone wrong. David was such a young Immortal that he could not survive the wound and died shortly thereafter. Kathryn was in a bad place when I met her.” He grabbed the other shoe and laced it up. “And since I know you’re gonna ask, yes, we had a thing, and no it didn’t work out. We mutually decided were better off as friends and business associates than lovers.”

“O-okay,” Thomas replied.

During the past couple of weeks, Jonathan had Thomas doing hours of punching bag drills and straight-up boxing sessions, to which Jonathan whooped him most of the time. Twice a week they would train on how to specifically hurt, maim, and kill a Faeworlder. 

Tonight was vampire night.

“All right, here we go. The trick is to not let them bite you. We haven’t determined if we can be turned into vampires, but I sure as hell don’t want to find out. I like my steak well-done and the occasional day at the beach, thank you very much,” Jonathan said with a grin.

Thomas shuddered at the memory of almost being bitten, and of those dead, black pupil-less eyes that stared at him as his life was almost taken.

“The secret is to immobilize them. They are fast like we are, but they do have their weaknesses. Sunlight, obviously, and they go into a trance-like state when they smell blood. It only lasts a few seconds, but that’s when you have to pounce.” Underhanded, Jonathan threw a small closed switchblade at Thomas. “Cut yourself,” he ordered.

“W-what? Why?” Thomas stammered.

“Haven’t you heard a word I just said? Cut yourself. Hand, arm, whatever. You need to get used to how it feels. It doesn’t hurt as much as you think. And it’ll close up fast, trust me.” Jonathan was as serious as cancer.

Shrugging, because, really, things just couldn’t get any weirder for Thomas at that point, he took the switchblade, flicked it open with a snap, and hesitated for a brief second before making a small cut on the palm of his hand. He then dropped the switchblade to the ground, and it made a thud as it hit the mat. Jonathan was right. It hurt, but more stung than anything. It really wasn’t that bad.

“Perfect, now run over to me and grab me around the neck,” Jonathan said in an excited tone, still in his attack stance, beckoning him over with his fingers.

Thomas did what he was told but was flattened onto his back as soon as he reached Jonathan. “What was that?” Thomas asked, out of breath and clearly irked.

“You’re too slow,” said Kathryn, who had changed into more comfortable clothes.

“I just did as he asked,” Thomas said, annoyance creeping into his voice. He got up and brushed himself off. He had never been a drinker, but a shot of his dad’s secret stash of Irish whiskey sounded good right then. 

“No, you did not run fast enough,” Jonathan replied, sounding harsh and fatherly. “Go back over there, pick up the knife, and do it again.”

“Oh, for hell’s sake,” Thomas muttered under his breath. He picked up the switchblade with his right hand, placed a small cut on his left forearm, then dropped the knife and ran at top speed over to Kathryn this time, thinking she wasn’t expecting it. Again, he was slammed to the ground. She was on top and had a knee on his throat.

“How in the world...?” Thomas choked out, confused.

“I knew you were coming after me, Tom. I heard you think it.” She smiled while tapping a pink fingernail to her temple. She got up and pulled Thomas to his feet.

“Shoot, that’s right. Hey, I thought you said you never use that?” he asked, feeling slighted.

“Well, of course I use it during a fight! Come now.” She punched him in the arm lightly.

Now, Thomas did not find any of this funny one bit. He was frustrated, tired, sad, and perturbed all at once. How had his life come to this? All he’d wanted to do was collect his paycheck, go home, see a movie, mow the grass, and relax all weekend. Now he would never go home again. He would never see his parents again. He would never see Barbara again. He missed his home, his mother’s cooking, his parents’ Irish voices nudging him to do better; asking him how his day was; encouraging him to follow his dreams. He missed his bedroom, his comic books, even his bicycle. Heck, he was even starting to miss his bike messenger job. He started to get angry. His stomach knotted with rage and frustration.

He stomped back over to the knife like a spoiled child, aggravation, resentment, and fury threatening to boil over like an unwatched pot. He picked it up, cut himself on the palm, cleared his mind into a blank slate (couldn’t have Kat invading his thoughts again), and before he had finished taking a breath, he was on top of Jonathan. He suddenly looked around and was momentarily confused. Just then, Jonathan erupted into a jolly, gut-splitting laughter.

“By George, I think we’ve got it!” he said, still laughing while Thomas was sitting on his chest. Thomas noticed the switchblade was still in his hand this time.

“What? What just happened?” Thomas was thoroughly bewildered.

Kathryn helped pull him off Jonathan. “My dear, I do believe we’ve found out your gift! I know you were angry before it happened. Use the anger, it may save your life many times over during this long life we lead,” she said, her blue eyes alight with excitement.

“Would someone like to tell me what’s going on? I don’t get it. How did I get from there to here so fast?”

“You, my dear boy, have the gift of flashing! I’m so utterly envious!” Jonathan was uncharacteristically giddy.

“This is going to be so much fun,” Kathryn clapped her hands quickly.

Thomas, again, was not amused.

∞∞∞

Two weeks had passed, and Thomas had not come home. Nell and Joseph were beside themselves with worry. Nell had not eaten and rarely got out of bed. Joseph dragged himself into work, more determined than ever to investigate what had happened to his son. He sauntered over to Richard Johnson’s desk, trying not to cough on the smoke wafting up from the smoldering cigarette on the ashtray.

“Whatcha got for me, Johnson?” Joseph asked in a flat tone. All his teasing and humor from earlier was gone. He had barely enough energy to shower or put any pomade in his hair. Shaving was definitely on an as-needed basis, and today he didn’t feel it was needed. His clothes were wrinkled (Nell was not getting out of bed to iron them), but he didn’t care.

“You look like hell, man. Are you sleeping? I got some pills for that, if you want some,” Richard said, trying to be sympathetic and helpful in his own way.

“No. And I don’t need no damned pills. I need some damned answers. My son meets some shady character who offers him a job, and a week later, he’s missing. T’ain’t no coincidence, Johnson,” he answered. 

Richard was quiet for a minute, contemplating his response. “You sure the kid didn’t run off to L.A. to see his girlfriend? I mean, you said he’d been moping around since she left. Maybe he took a bus down there.”

“No. He did not do that. He would not do that. First off, there’s no way he had money for a bus ticket. He had to ask me for fifty cents to go to see a movie a couple of weeks ago. Secondly, he wouldn’t do that to his mum. He just wouldn’t...” Joseph trailed off with a sigh.

“All right, man. Just askin’.” Richard pulled out a small folder from his desk drawer and opened it onto the desktop. “So I checked out this Murphy guy and I have to say, you got good instincts, O’Malley. The cat is a shady one. He actually owns that Hyde Street building. Been in San Francisco about three years, moved here from L.A. He lived there about fifteen years, ran an architect business down there. But that’s where things get strange. I can’t find no record of him before 1928. No birth certificate, driver’s license, nothin’. It’s like he didn’t exist.” Richard Johnson (don’t ever call him ‘Dick’) crushed out his cigarette after taking a sip of coffee.

Joseph plunked an unopened bottle of whiskey on Richard’s desk and skulked off with the skinny manila folder without muttering a word.

Chapter 5

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

“We are so screwed!” Thomas took off his wet jacket and threw it onto the plush leather sofa in the living room. Rainwater splashed on the leather.

“Calm down, calm down,” Jonathan said. He held a towel to his neck where Sheena had sliced him. “Let me think. There is a way out of this.” He walked to his credenza and pulled out a bottle of scotch. He splashed some into one of the heavy glass tumblers sitting next to it.

Kathryn threw off her jean jacket and went to the kitchen, grabbed two plastic bottles of water from the refrigerator, and handed one to Thomas. “Sorry, Jonathan, I’m with Tom on this one. We’re screwed! We have a meeting with the sylphs in two days for our Enchantment! Do you really think Malina’s going to give it to us? Get real. It’s our job to monitor these Fae, and now Serina’s probably not going to survive the night because we didn’t do our damned job!”

“Shut up and let me think!” Jonathan roared. He paced back and forth on the Persian rug covering the dark cherry bamboo wood flooring of their large apartment, tumbler in hand. They again had purchased an entire office building in Portland and outfitted an apartment on the top floor. This time they made it one huge flat, where they all lived together.

Jonathan plucked his phone out of his pocket and scrolled through the contacts.

“What are you doing, Jonathan?” Thomas asked, still amped up.

“Calling Malina. Do we really have a choice here?” he answered.

“No! Don’t do that!” Kathryn yelled, bounding over the sofa at Jonathan to get his phone. 

“Everyone, calm down,” Thomas said. “Let’s call some other Immortals. They will know what to do.”

Jonathan blew out an exasperated breath. “Thomas is right. You guys are right. Kathryn, do you still have Andrew’s number in L.A.?” 

Kathryn walked to the dining room table and pulled her cell phone out of her purse. She read Andrew’s number off to Jonathan and he dialed it.

Thomas was now pacing. He went into their custom kitchen and rested himself against the brown and tan granite countertops, where he cracked open the plastic water bottle cap. He looked at the stainless-steel appliances, the custom sink with the top-of-the-line faucet, the built-in wine chiller, the bamboo floors... what were they all so afraid of? Losing their immortality? Growing old and dying? No, not him. Thomas realized his biggest fear was truly for Serina’s life. She shouldn’t have to die because they became lax in their policing of the Fae. He enjoyed his long life, but it had been a lonely one for him, if he were truthful with himself. That being said, he knew the immortality was important to Jonathan, and as much as he had hated Jonathan in the beginning, which had faded over the years, they had vowed long ago that they would always have each other’s backs. They really did need to find a way out of this. A small part of him was terrified he would let Malina down, also. He really needed to admit to himself how he felt about her, but that thought was quickly pushed out of his mind. They had real work to do. He took a swig from his water bottle when an idea popped into his mind.

“Andrew, this is Jonathan Murphy. We have... a situation here in Portland. Call me back immediately at this number.” He recited his cell number then pushed the end call button a little too harshly. He ran his hand through his wavy hair and let out a heavy sigh. He walked to the credenza and pulled the scotch bottle back out.

Thomas walked up and put a hand on Jonathan’s shoulder. “I think I know what to do. You were right to call Malina. I’m sorry I stopped you. I think some advice from the other Immortal covens will be good but will also be a humbling experience. In the meantime, I have an idea.”

∞∞∞

The thumping bass from the two large speakers cradling either end of the dancefloor was deafening. The bar was lit up with alcohol brand advertisement signs, as well as patrons, talking, drinking, and gyrating to the music. Their heads blocked the view of the green, blue, and red bottles of alcohol sitting on clear glass shelves behind the bar. A string of neatly placed red circular lights lined the bar, DJ booth, and dancefloor. The DJ wore a backward cap and a TapouT tee shirt, and was definitely a vampire, as he spun the records with his fangs out, rocking his head back and forth to the beat. He was quite amused with himself.

She stood in the shadows of Portland’s biggest nightclub, Night Crawlers, holding a cranberry and vodka, two thin black straws peeking over the top of the sweating glass. She wore her best club wear and her bright red hair lay lazily over her shoulders. She had amped up the black eye makeup, too. She was very curiously watching a large group of vampires sitting in the VIP lounge section on the balcony of the club that overlooked the entire place. Their faces glowed crimson in the reflection of the red lights that lined the balcony railing and looped around the handrails. 

She recognized Pascal, Portland’s vampire clan leader. His curly black hair was freely flowing to his shoulders, and even from her vantage point, she could see his haughty, piercing blue eyes in the dark. He looked about twenty-one, but she knew he was much, much older. The only thing visible in the dark was his red shirt standing out against the black suit and skinny black tie. Pascal had his second, Darius, sitting next to him, a beer in his hand, his dark African skin blending in with his clothing. A gorgeous female with platinum hair, big boobs, and a leather-clad body was perched on the arm of Pascal’s chair. She was fairly sure that was Angel, Pascal’s mate. Angel had on very high black pumps that had a flourish of tiny red rhinestones encasing the heel. There were a few vampire foot-soldiers standing and sitting around casually. 

To the oblivious human observer, who thought this club was just some Goth wannabe vampire joint, they looked like normal people, just out for drinks on a Thursday night. But she knew better. She was a ninety-six-year-old Immortal out of the Los Angeles coven, and her name was Lillian Griffiths.

Lillian was a long-time friend of Jonathan when he had been part of the Los Angeles group. She wasted no time coming to Portland to help Jonathan when Andrew asked her to investigate what was going on. Having received the gift of glamour with her immortality, Andrew knew she could appear to be anyone and blend in with humans. She had the amazing ability to fit in anywhere and fool almost anyone, even vampires. After ninety-six years of life, she often got bored with her appearance and would spend weeks or even months looking like someone else completely. Sometimes she would glamour herself to look like the local mob boss and bilk people out of large sums of money in poker or pool games. A few times she had glamoured herself to look like an Asian or Irish prostitute and demand the money upfront, before knocking out the john and taking his money without performing a service. She laughed at the memories, shaking her head. Thankfully, other Immortals always knew who she was, as she had very distinctive lavender-colored eyes and a unique voice. Tonight, though, she decided to just be herself, as she knew no Fae in Portland, and no Fae in Portland knew her. She also knew everything there was to know about vampires, as she used to date one when she was human. 

Her choice of transformation to Immortal instead of vampire did not make her then-vampire boyfriend, Peter, very happy, but it wasn’t as if she had a choice; she was dying from a rare form of leukemia at age twenty-two and the attempted vampire transformation hadn’t worked, as her blood was already too toxic with the cancer. Peter turned in a favor to an Immortal whose life he had once saved, and she was given some Enchantment to save her. Sadly, things ended between them for obvious reasons. 

She couldn’t very well police the Fae and date one at the same time.

Lillian peered around the club and spied many a couple engaged in kissing and make-out activities in the deep, dark recesses of the club. To the humans, it looked as if everyone was having a good time, with probably a little too much alcohol involved. But, she knew better. Those were feeding vampires and their victims were too strung out on endorphins to care. They appeared to be truly enjoying themselves. Lillian sighed with nostalgia as she reminisced about those feelings, then quickly snapped out of it when she remembered the pile of dead bodies she would often find because of Peter’s doing. How she never succumbed to death by exsanguination when she was human was beyond her. She surmised that she was just probably destined for something better. 

Perhaps the leukemia was actually a gift that had saved her now-immortal ass.

If she were honest, it was more than the endorphins that made her lust for the bite. It was the taste of blood she found herself sometimes craving. This had been going on since her immortality began, but she had never given in to it—nor had she ever told anyone. The only thing she could work out was that perhaps her attempted and failed vampire transformation did something to her blood. She was just glad she never grew fangs and could still go to beach barbeques on the Fourth of July.

Glancing up at the balcony, Lillian could see Pascal, Darius, and Angel now huddled somewhat closely. They seemed to be deep in conversation, and it was then she decided she needed to hear what they were saying. That may be the key piece of information she had come for. Her stilettos clacked over the wood dancefloor, which had been painted black with white stars. They glowed bright in the black light as she sauntered over to the spiral staircase and climbed up, making a beeline for one of the soldiers.

“Hi, I’m Lilly,” she said, smiling, offering her hand out to a vampire with dirty blond hair and anxious green eyes. 

His eyes grew wide, and then he withdrew his surprised reaction, trying to play it cool. “Joshua, nice to meet you.”

Another vampire, a tall, scary-looking guy with a shaved head and a goatee walked up to her. “Miss, you can’t be up here, this is the VIP section,” he boomed in a deep voice. He started to grab her arm, but she looked him straight in the eye.

“Oh, I’m so sorry. I was just about to tell Joshua here that I came up to meet the club’s owner. Some of the gals down there,” she said, pointing to a random group of girls, “told me the owners hang out up here. I just wanted to congratulate them on their success.” She finished with a smile.

“I got this, Mike,” Joshua said, holding up a hand. 

Mike silently nodded and walked back to stand beside Pascal, his arms folded over his large chest. 

Joshua lightly touched her elbow and led her over to the edge of the railing of the balcony but did not take her downstairs.

“Thank you,” Lillian said, flirtation dancing in her eyes as she sipped her drink.

“No problem. You’re much too pretty to be escorted off by Mike the Meathead over there,” he said, jabbing a thumb in Mike’s direction while letting his gaze travel the length of her body. He took a step closer then sniffed her neck in a very subtle way, thinking Lillian was human and wouldn’t notice. 

Oh, she noticed. 

She was very intuitive and deduced that Joshua was not only a very newly-made vampire, but he was also not very bright and probably overly horny. She decided to change the subject and started asking him questions about himself, but she really wasn’t listening. She was honed in on the conversation going on between Angel, Darius, and Pascal. She nodded occasionally to pretend she gave a crap about Joshua’s classic car hobby.

“I don’t know what they’re gonna do. I don’t even think they know what they’re gonna do with her,” Darius said in hushed tones.

“They’re calling the Immortals’ bluff is what they’re doing, Darius,” said Angel.

Pascal sat up in his chair and leaned in closer to the group. “Well, those Immortals are in the shit now. They have seriously screwed up letting the shifters get their hands on a sylph. Do we know if they’ve asked for a ransom or anything?” he finished, a strong British accent still evident in his speech. Pascal had lived in America over one hundred years, and Lillian knew old accents died hard.

“I think they just want to negotiate a new Treaty,” Angel said. She pretended she was guessing, but she was secretly friends with Sheena the panther, and had been told this first-hand.

“That’s an interesting bit of information, Angel. What makes you say that?” Darius asked skeptically, leaning back into the chair and folding one long leg over the other.

Angel eyed him curiously before answering. “I really don’t know. If they just wanted her blood, they would have drained her by now and we’d have it on our doorstep, along with a bill,” she finished.

“That would be delicious,” Darius said. “Damn, that stuff is so good. Plus, the high you get from drinking it is like, out of this world,” he said dreamily.

“And then after you get done drinking and getting high, you have an Immortal cop so far up your arse, you’ll lose your buzz,” snapped Pascal, resisting the urge to smack Darius on his head.

“True ’dat,” Darius agreed. “Anyway, I’d rather get my hands on some Enchantment. I’d kill to go to the beach at high noon.”

“Now, we don’t know if that will work, you guys, it’s just an old wives’ tale, as far as we know,” Angel said in a scolding tone. “Besides, since when is the sun ever out at the beach in Oregon anyhow?” She laughed at her own joke.

Pascal sat still for a minute and contemplated his next thought. “I think I just figured out a way to get our hands on some,” he said. “Come on, we’re going to pay a visit to the shifters. Angel, darling, stop by the house and grab fifty-grand out of my safe and meet me at that dreadful downtown warehouse in an hour,” he said, getting up out of his seat.

Lillian pulled herself back to the conversation with Joshua and said, “Wow, you are some car expert. Hey, if I give you my number, will you call me?”

His eyes widened again, and he adjusted himself outside his pants and answered, “Sure!” He pulled out his cell and typed in the fake number she recited to him. He licked his lips as he was imputing the numbers.

“I need to go now, thank you for letting me in the VIP lounge, I’ve never been in one before. You’re too sweet,” she finished, batting her eyelashes and kissing him on the cheek. She set her drink on a nearby table, walked carefully in her stilettos down the spiral staircase, and out the front door of the club. She looked over her shoulder to be sure nobody could see, then ran at supernatural speed to her rented sports car. She took off on two wheels around the corner, heading to Jonathan’s flat.

∞∞∞

San Francisco – 1947

Joseph sat at a desk in the police station, tapping his pen. His brain was in a fog; he couldn’t think. How could there be no records of Jonathan Murphy beyond fifteen years? He was determined to find out. He was convinced this man had something to do with Thomas’s disappearance. He decided it was time to take a trip to see him. Even though the detective on the case had already spoken to Mr. Murphy, Joseph just had to talk to him himself.

He grabbed his policeman’s cap, went out to his squad car in the police department’s parking lot, and drove over to the Hyde Street bank building.

Entering the building, he walked to the pretty blonde receptionist and informed her he was there to see Jonathan Murphy. She smiled sweetly at him and pointed him toward the elevator, telling him to take it to the sixteenth floor.

As soon as the elevator door closed, Kathryn’s smile faded and she picked up her clunky black phone, dialing Jonathan’s office phone.

“Hey, it’s me. There’s a cop here to see you. His nametag says O’Malley on it. If you have Tom up there with you, you better hide him,” Kathryn finished, trying to contain her panic.

“Okay, thanks for the heads-up. Did you get anything from him?” Jonathan asked quickly.

She took a deep breath. “Nothing audible. Just anger and a lot of sadness surrounding him.” 

“All right, thanks.” He hung up.

“Tom! Come here, now!” Jonathan yelled as he got up from his desk. Thomas came barreling around the corner into Jonathan’s office.

“What’s the matter, boss?” Thomas asked nervously.

Jonathan grabbed Thomas by the arm and ushered him into the supply closet, and as he was closing the door, he said in hushed tones, “Your cop father is on his way up here. Do not say a word and stay in here until I tell you it’s safe to come out. Do I make myself clear?” Jonathan’s panicked gray eyes bored into Thomas’s blue ones.

Thomas just nodded as Jonathan closed the door. He could feel tears brimming in his eyes and was glad for the darkness. He couldn’t believe his father would be just on the other side of that door in a matter of seconds. It had been almost a year since he had seen his parents and he was horribly homesick, but not once had he disobeyed Jonathan. It was drilled into him the importance of leaving his old life behind and policing the Fae. He was told what an honor and privilege it was to become an Immortal. The physical power and money that came with it was beyond prestigious. All of this was told to him over and over. Disappearing and losing his family was just a small price to pay, he was told. But was it? Now that he knew his dad was going to be right on the other side of the door, he wasn’t so sure. His stomach churned with nerves.

Joseph exited the squeaky elevator and put his hand on the baton that hung tightly on his hip. He walked down the hallway until he found Murphy Architecture and knocked on the glass door. 

Jonathan answered the door. “Yes?”

“Hello, sir. My name is Officer O’Malley with the San Francisco Police Department. May I come in?”

“Of course. Please, have a seat, Officer,” Jonathan said, indicating a sofa that sat in the small lobby area of his office.

“I’m afraid this is a bit of a personal as well as professional visit on my part,” Joseph started, his Irish brogue as heavy as his heart. 

At Jonathan’s nod, Joseph removed his policeman’s cap and set it on his lap. “About a year ago, my son, Thomas, came home from work and told me he had received a job offer from you here at your architectural firm. Is this true?”

“Yes, it is. Thomas used to make deliveries here all the time. I was very impressed with his professionalism and attitude, so I offered him a job. I know not everyone can afford college, so I thought I would take him under my wing to learn the trade. My business was and is growing and I could have used an apprentice,” Jonathan said with a sad smile.

“Okay. Well just a couple days later, my son went missing, as I’m sure you know. He was on his last messenger job and he never came home. Can you please think very hard and try to remember anything he might have said that would have indicated that perhaps he was going somewhere or doing something later in that week? Anything he may have said, no matter how insignificant, could be helpful.”

Jonathan knit his eyebrows together as he pretended to try to remember. “No, Mr. O’Malley, I’m sorry. Just like I told the detectives who came to see me a year ago, ours was a simple conversation. I offered him a job on a Monday, he accepted, and then I hear by Friday, he’d gone missing. That’s all. We had no further contact. I didn’t know him at all.” 

Jonathan paused for a moment, then said, “May I ask you a question?”

“Of course.”

“What do the police think happened to Thomas? I mean, it seems a bit odd for him to just disappear into thin air like that, right?” Jonathan asked, genuinely curious as to what the police knew.

“Well, his bike was found in an alley in the Mission District, and a smattering of blood was found nearby. Not enough blood to indicate death, though. We think he was injured then dragged off somewhere against his will. We just cannot figure out who would want anything with a twenty-year-old bike messenger. He had no money on him except a small amount of his tip money. If they wanted to rob him, I don’t understand why they didn’t just do so, then leave him be.” He finished with a shake of his head.

“I see,” Jonathan said. “You know, the mob has been pretty active around here lately.”

Joseph nodded. “Yes, we considered that angle. I doubt Thomas would voluntarily join the mob, even the Irish Mob,” he attempted a joke.

Thomas was in physical pain as he sat in the closet, listening to the agony in his father’s voice. He was sitting on the floor, rocking, with his arms around his legs. He wanted so badly to burst through the door and embrace his dad and end his suffering. He could only imagine what his mother was going through. He had worked so hard to push it out of his mind.

“Thank you for your time, Mr. Murphy. If you can think of anything at all, would you please call me?” Joseph replaced his policeman’s cap and wrote his phone number on a piece of paper.

“Of course, Mr. O’Malley. Again, I’m so sorry. I hope you find Thomas. He seemed like a great kid and I was very much looking forward to working with him,” Jonathan replied.

Joseph left the office, no better off than when he’d arrived.

Thomas then emerged from the closet, red-faced and angry. 

“Hey, son. I’m sorry you had to hear that, I know that had to be rough,” Jonathan said sympathetically and slightly chagrinned.

“You have no damn idea,” he spit. “And don’t call me ‘son.’ I’m going for a walk,” he murmured, which was merely a figure of speech, as Thomas flashed out of the office and reappeared in the top floor apartment a few moments later. “Now why didn’t I just do that to begin with instead of hiding in that stupid closet?” he asked himself aloud. He didn’t need to answer himself, however. He knew he wanted to hear the painful conversation. He knew he needed to hear it.

Chapter 6

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

“I’ll be right there,” Malina said and hung up with a sigh. She had a tiny house in the middle of the Oregon Wetlands where it was quiet, clean, and secluded. Sylphs had issues with smog, pollution, and just overall uncleanliness. She and Serina shared this small house out in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by nature, trees, and water. She had been beside herself since Serina’s abduction and had spent the majority of her time praying and meditating. She zipped up her purple suitcase after she was sure she had everything she would need.

Jonathan had just called her and told her to report to his Portland apartment ASAP. Sylphs didn’t normally take orders from Immortals, but in this case, she knew he had her safety at the heart of his request. And, yes, he had offered to come get her personally. In fact, he had insisted on it, but she, in turn, insisted on using a portal. Before she could finish the thought of how annoyed she was with having to uproot herself, she was stepping through her magical doorway and into the alley behind the Murphy Architecture building. She peeked around nervously and entered 1-8-0-9 into the keypad at the back door. She took the elevator to the top floor, suitcase in hand. She could have called the portal to deliver her directly inside Jonathan, Thomas, and Kathryn’s apartment, but she decided that had startled them in the past, so she took the long way.

She knocked on the door and Jonathan answered, wearing jeans, a white dress shirt, a black blazer, and he was barefoot. He had a tumbler of what looked like scotch or tequila in his right hand. His gray eyes sparkled as he greeted her.

“Looking regal in purple, as always,” he said, immediately relieving her of her suitcase.

“Thank you, Jonathan, I appreciate your help during this awful time,” she said with a frown.

Thomas rounded the corner as he heard her high-pitched voice. He held a plastic bottle of water, a small towel slung around his neck. He was still a bit sweaty from his workout, his black hair lying in clumps against his head. A slight blush passed across his cheeks as he saw Malina standing there.

“Hello, my dear,” she said to Thomas, kissing him on both crimson-splashed cheeks, but careful not to touch him anywhere else. His glistening, toned arms and chest did not go unnoticed by her.

“Please forgive me, Malina. I’ve just got done going ten rounds with the punching bag,” he said with a smile, then sipped his water.

Kathryn was sitting on the sofa reading Vogue and greeted Malina with a wave and loose smile and went back to reading. Kathryn had spied a little bit into Malina’s mind and sensed her annoyance. Her observation of Thomas’s physique made her smile behind the magazine.

“Allow me to show you to your room, little lady,” Jonathan said, offering her an arm, her purple suitcase in the other. He led her to one of the spare bedrooms in the monstrous-sized apartment and set her bag down next to the bed. “Please let me know if you need anything at all. The adjoining bathroom is stocked with everything, but if you find you’re missing anything, please let Kathryn know and she will get you whatever you need.” He smiled and closed the bedroom door.

Malina sat on the bed and let out a heavy breath. She spied the small bedroom, decided it was clean enough, and began unpacking the small suitcase. She did not bring any Enchantment with her but did have some empty vials. She knew the council would not allow the Enchantment distribution until the issue with Serina was resolved. She wasn’t going to lie to herself; for the first time in forty years, she was very disappointed with Jonathan. Shapeshifters kidnapping a sylph! For shame! 

A knock on the door brought her back to her surroundings.

“Come in,” she said.

Thomas walked through the door, freshly showered and smelling of some sort of spicy, manly cleansing product. Malina couldn’t deny it; he smelled wonderful. Thomas looked at her thoughtfully.

“May I sit?” he asked, pointing to a plush brown corduroy chair in the corner of the room.

“Absolutely, Tom. This is your home, after all.” She smiled as she closed the closet door. She zipped up the empty suitcase and slid it under the bed.

“Are you okay? You have to know that we feel horrible about what’s happened to Serina. I care for her wellbeing, you must know that. Not just because it’s my job to do so, but because I have grown to like her a lot over the years. She’s sweet and fun and has never an ill word to say about anyone.” He finished with a smile.

Malina sat on the bed, her hands folded. “I know you do, Thomas. You are sweet. I just don’t understand how this happened. She said she was going out to the mall to purchase some earrings and never came back. Just as I was starting to get worried about her, Jonathan called,” she finished with a sigh.

Thomas got up, sat next to her on the bed, and grabbed her hand. “We want nothing more than to protect you, you have to know that.” He paused with reflection, then let out a small laugh. “It’s funny, you know. My father was a policeman in San Francisco. He was constantly nudging me toward a career in police work. But I wanted nothing to do with police work, I wanted to be a businessman, make lots of money, live the American dream. When Jonathan offered me the apprenticeship, I was over-the-moon excited,” he said.

“It was never his plan to make you an Immortal, Tom. You have to know that. We did not plan for any of this,” she replied.

“I know. I believe you. It’s just so ironic, you know? I never wanted the cop life but look where I ended up. Turns out sometimes parents really do know what’s best for their children. I really enjoy policing the Fae. I enjoy protecting beautiful sylphs and punching a vampire’s lights out.” He grinned.

She let out a small giggle.

The conversation went silent. Both of them became serious and Thomas could feel his heart thudding inside his chest. He felt his attraction for Malina growing and decided that was his cue to leave her before he did something not so gentlemanly. He let go of her hand and stood up slowly.

“Thank you for talking with me, Tom. I understand where you’re coming from. I just want this whole ordeal over and done with so I can go back to the wetlands and enjoy my peaceful home,” she said.

He smiled at her and walked out of her room, closing the door behind him.

∞∞∞

Lillian rounded the corner of 21st Avenue and pulled her sports car into the underground parking garage of the Murphy Architecture building. She parked in a designated spot marked L.A. – Parking by Permit Only. A little private joke on Jonathan’s part, giving each coven its own parking spot. She exited the vehicle and took the elevator to the top floor, where she knew Jonathan, Thomas, and Kathryn would be none too happy to have her ringing their doorbell at 3 a.m.

Thomas dragged himself to the door and looked through the peephole to see who was dinging his doorbell at the ungodly hour. He opened it when he saw who it was.

“Hi, Lilly, to what do we owe the pleasure?” he asked as politely as he could while rubbing his eyes.

Just then, Jonathan, Malina, and Kathryn appeared behind him. Kathryn was wrapping up in a silky pink robe, her hair sticking up in spots. Malina wore a purple nightdress and fuzzy purple slippers.

“Oh, hello, Malina. I didn’t realize you would be here also. I’m so sorry to disturb you all, but I thought you’d like to know what I just heard at Night Crawlers,” she said, taking a seat on the leather sofa.

“Hello, Lillian. Jonathan and Thomas insisted I stay here after what happened to Serina. It’s not so bad,” Malina finished with a wink of one of her amber eyes.

They were all awake now. Jonathan knew they wouldn’t be getting any more sleep and went to put on a pot of coffee. “What were you doing at Night Crawlers?” he asked during a yawn while he dumped scoops of coffee into the cone-shaped filter.

“After Andrew called and told me to come up here to help with your little... situation, I rented a car and went straight there from the airport to get information on what the shifters are doing with that sylph. I know that creep Pascal hangs out at his club every night, and I was right,” she said with a smile.

“Oh, really now? What did you gather?” Thomas asked.

“Apparently, the shifters took Serina as a little bargaining chip to get us to renegotiate the Treaty,” she said.

“Yes, we know this. They told us as much when we showed up at their disgusting warehouse last night at their request,” Kathryn said. “We just didn’t stay long enough to hear them out, as all hell broke loose.” She shot a glance at Jonathan.

Jonathan handed Lillian a cup of steaming coffee, which she held but did not drink. “Who was at Night Crawlers tonight?”

“Pascal, Darius, and Angel are the only ones I recognized from the pictures Andrew gave me. I also had a brief conversation with one of their soldiers, Joshua, who seems young, dumb, and full of—”

“Uh, who else?” Thomas asked, interrupting her crude little cliché.

She gave him a sly grin and continued. “There was also another one named Mike, a big bald fella, whom I had never seen before,” she finished.

“Well, that’s not anything new. Pascal owns that club, he’s there almost every night with an entourage of bloodsuckers,” Kathryn said with disgust before sipping her coffee.

Lillian took a deep breath. “Well, get this. As I was talking to Joshua, I heard Pascal tell Angel to grab fifty-grand out of his safe at home and meet him at the shifters’ warehouse. I’m afraid things don’t look good for Serina if we don’t do something. I don’t see any other reason for the vamps to get involved in this, unless it’s for blood,” she finished, finally sipping her steaming coffee.

“Holy hell, this just gets better and better.” Jonathan rubbed his hand over his face stubble and set his coffee mug down. “Okay, folks, let’s get dressed. It’s showtime.”

∞∞∞

Thomas was the first to get dressed and he flashed to the warehouse ahead of everyone else. He was dressed in black SWAT team gear from head to toe and had a duffel bag full of equipment. Inside, it was loaded with not only armor-piercing bullets, but UV bullets, as well. Jonathan had a source that produced bullets that exploded with UV light when they hit flesh. He also kept three UV flashlights in his bag. One wave of those on a vamp would produce an instant sizzle on their dead skin. 

Jonathan had invented the UV flashlights himself. One day, in the mid-1990s, while walking by a tanning salon, he had an idea. He walked inside and asked the sweet young thing working the desk if the lamps they used in the tanning beds actually mimicked real sunlight. When he found out they were UVA and UVB light, he went home and made a few phone calls, and was able to purchase a case of the tube-shaped lights. He and Thomas then tested them out one time on a vampire they had captured during a bank robbery. When the vamp refused to speak, Jonathan plugged in his light and shone it on the vamp, causing an instant burn to his skin. After that, he had them fashioned into regular flashlights.

While Thomas wasn’t anticipating running into any vampires on that night, he never left home without the flashlights. Better safe than sorry, as his father always told him. The bag was also loaded with some low-level C4 explosives and a few smoke bombs. He wore a 9mm pistol on his right hip and had a couple of flash-bangs attached to the right side of his belt. He used night-vision binoculars to look through the dirty windows of the warehouse. Nearby, a rat scuttled by. Thomas shuddered, but didn’t lose focus on the warehouse.

He could see Serina slumped at the bottom of her Plexiglas cell, looking dirty and defeated. He wondered if those animals had even bothered to feed her. Dark circles encased her eyes, and her blonde hair lay flat and greasy-looking on her head. Her pink dress was torn and dirty. Nearby, two pit bulls paced back and forth, and Thomas could see Seth and Malachi sitting at a table, playing cards and drinking beer. Guess they really do keep refreshments in the warehouse, Thomas almost laughed to himself, thinking of Kathryn’s facetious remark from earlier.

Thomas heard a car pull up and used his binoculars to spy Jonathan’s sports car pulling around the back. He also had a walkie-talkie on him, with which he quickly warned Jonathan that Sheena was prowling around the front of the warehouse. Her eyes glowed in the lights like the cat that she was, which made her easy to spot with Thomas’s enhanced vision. He inwardly laughed at how stupid she was.

“Hey, whatcha got?” He heard Jonathan slip in next to him.

“Tweedle-Dee and Tweedle-Dumb over there are playing cards. There are two more shifters in dog form patrolling, and like I said, that genius Sheena is slinking around out front,” he finished.

Jonathan chuckled a little. “Okay, now what’s the plan?”

“You tell me, boss. I could flash in there, but I’d need a diversion. Who’s with you?”

“Just Kathryn. She’s our getaway driver.” He grinned wickedly. “I left Lilly at home with Malina.”

“Okay good. I think I know what to do. You go cause a diversion with Sheena and I’m gonna flash inside. I know I won’t get far before they let the dogs out, but I’m going to try,” Thomas said.

“Sounds good,” Jonathan replied. As he turned to leave, they heard the sound of another car pulling up. A Lincoln Town Car, blacked-out windows. 

Vampires.

Thomas grabbed his night-vision binoculars and scanned the back of the warehouse. 

“Bloodsuckers!” he whisper-shouted to Jonathan as he was walking away. He tossed a UV flashlight at Jonathan, who took off running toward the vampires’ car. Sheena got there first and growled at Jonathan, her tail swishing back and forth while she blocked his path to the vamps’ car.

“Get out of my way, you little bitch!” he growled, yanking the gun from his belt and aiming it at her with both hands.

Just then, Joshua and Darius got out of the car. Jonathan spun around and flicked on his UV flashlight and shone it on them. They both howled in pain and grabbed their sizzling faces. They flitted back into their car and shut the doors. Sheena ran off toward the warehouse.

Inside, Thomas had reached Seth and Malachi, who were now in their animal forms, and hit them each with a Taser so fast they didn’t see it coming. He then flashed over to Serina’s Plexiglas prison and shot two perfectly aimed slugs at the bolts holding the side doors up. The door fell to the ground with a rattling thud and he grabbed Serina. Flashing out of the warehouse and to Jonathan’s car, he was waiting outside, his gun still aimed on Sheena. They quickly sped away with Kathryn driving, heading back to the apartment.

The vampires watched the Immortals leave. They exited the Lincoln and made their way into the warehouse where they found a wolf and a pit bull, both lying motionless on the cold floor. Darius held a metal briefcase, not dissimilar to the ones from the movies, where the bad guy has it stacked with cash. In this case, the bad guys really did have it stacked with cash—fifty-thousand dollars’ worth.

“Hey, man, how’s my face look?” Joshua whipped his head left then right and looked at Darius.

“It’s fine, dipshit, you’ll heal,” Darius drawled. He looked down and nudged the snoring pit bull with the tip of his boot.

“What in the hell did that dick Jonathan do to us? How did he burn us?” Joshua asked.

Darius rolled his eyes and set the briefcase down. “It was an ultraviolet light. It’s basically sunlight in a stick. Nice, right?” he muttered sarcastically.

“Oh, shit. Are you serious? That was not cool, man,” Joshua whined, still rubbing his face.

“Ya think?” Darius replied. He turned his attention back to the sleeping animals. “Get up, shifters!” he shouted. He looked up and saw the empty Plexiglas box. “Aw, hell.”

Darius and Joshua looked down when they heard groaning. The pit bull and wolf were replaced by naked Seth and Malachi. Darius went over to a pile of clothes and threw them at the pair.

“Get dressed, puppies. Your little sylph is gone and I’m guessing you’re in deep shit right about now.” Darius laughed sardonically.

Sheena walked in, in her human form, naked. Joshua’s mouth dropped open and he suddenly forgot about his aching face. Darius raised an eyebrow but said nothing. 

Sheena spied the empty Plexiglas box, and placing her hands on her shapely bare hips, simply said, “Oh, crap.”

∞∞∞

Lillian and Malina were in the apartment playing Texas Hold ’Em when the doorbell rang.

Lillian picked up her gun from the table and walked cautiously to the door. She peered through the peephole, but before her mind could work out that it was two vampires standing on the other side, the doorknob was blasted off and the door was kicked in by Pascal. Lillian was thrown across the room and hit the wall before landing on her back. Angel wore some kind of large, smoking gun attached to a shoulder strap that swung off her arm and pointed it at Malina. She shrunk back in fear and turned to run, but Pascal was too quick. He snatched Malina up and threw two pairs of handcuffs at Angel.

“It’s okay, Pascal, I have my own.” She smirked, dangling a pair from her pinky finger she had pulled from the back of her pants. Laughing, she quickly cuffed Malina’s and Lillian’s hands to the front of their bodies.

Pascal snorted, perversely amused. Angel walked over and kissed him, rough and with lots of tongue. He wiped her red lipstick off his mouth with the back of his hand, never breaking eye contact with her. He then dragged his gaze away from Angel. Murderously glaring at Malina, he demanded, “Sylph, open a portal. Now.”

At first, she tried to refuse, but Angel had Lillian by her red locks and had another handgun pointed at her face. It wasn’t likely Lillian would die from a gunshot to the face, but it was fair to say it wouldn’t be pleasant—and certainly not pretty.

“Where shall the portal end up? I... I need to know before I can open it,” Malina squeaked out.

“How about your place? It’ll be nice and quiet so we can work,” Pascal suggested, grinning evilly.

Malina cringed inwardly at the thought of having disgusting vampires in her home but knew she wouldn’t win this battle. She raised both cuffed hands into the air and called a portal using an awkward wave. The air shimmered as if a sheet of fog had appeared in their living room, and all four of them stepped through the portal.

∞∞∞

San Francisco – 1947

Joseph went back to his desk and threw his cap down on it. He sat in the clunky metal chair and slunk down in his seat. His disappointment was undeniable. He stared at the desk, convinced he was never going to solve the mystery of his missing son. His chest physically hurt at the loss. In fact, his whole body ached.

“Psst!” 

He looked up to see Richard peeking his head around the corner of the hallway that led to the detectives’ offices. He motioned with his head for Joseph to follow.

He got up and dragged himself toward Richard. “What do you want, Johnson?”

“Come to my desk, I need to show you something,” Richard answered.

Spread out on Richard’s desk were black-and-white photographs of the alley from where young Thomas had disappeared. Richard pointed to one of the pictures.

“Look.” He tapped the photograph with one yellowed fingernail. A cigarette was smoldering in his other hand.

“What am I looking at? I’ve already seen these photos, Johnson. There’s nothing there.”

“These aren’t the crime scene photos, O’Malley. These were taken last week. Check out the shadows under the streetlamp,” he replied.

Joseph picked up one of the eight-by-ten photos and squinted closely at it. The photos were laid out in chronological order. Joseph studied all the photos very carefully, picking each one up and holding it close to his face.

“Criminey!” he blurted out when he finally saw it. 

“Be quiet!” Richard said, looking around nervously. “I’m not supposed to have these pictures, man.”

In the first photo, he could make out the shape of a tall, thin man standing in the shadows. The next few photos show the man to be looking around suspiciously, and then in the few after that, he appears to hunch down on all fours. In the last photograph, a large dog or perhaps a wolf stood in his place. The man was nowhere to be seen.

“What the sam-hell is this? Did this wolf eat the man and the photographer missed it?” Joseph asked, scratching at the remaining hairs on the top of his head.

Richard shook his head. “O’Malley, about six months ago, we had some feds in here investigating a few mob disappearances. I overheard them talkin’ about some secret government organization that investigates the ‘strange and unusual’.”

“What? Like aliens and the like? You’re yankin’ my chain, Johnson,” Joseph said, laughing for the first time in many months.

“I ain’t jokin’! Where do you think I got these pictures at? The cat who develops the crime scene photos owed me a favor and made me copies. The fed cops said the guy in these photos is some kind of wolf-beast. He can change from human to wolf whenever he damn well pleases!”

Joseph laughed again. “Johnson, you need to back off the whiskey, man. Or at least tell me what’s in those pills you take!” He walked off, shaking his head, smiling ruefully.

∞∞∞

Thomas and Jonathan were in the boxing ring, on round five inside the gym. Both were only in gym shorts and sweat dripped down their faces, necks, and chests.

“You hit like a girl,” Jonathan teased.

Thomas bobbed around a bit, then attempted an uppercut to Jonathan’s face, but Jonathan easily snaked left and Thomas missed.

“Pussy,” Thomas said.

“Oh, such language from the good little bike messenger.” Jonathan chuckled, bouncing on his feet and rolling his gloved hands menacingly. 

Thomas’s blood was boiling. He hated being teased, so he decided to use his newfound skill. While Jonathan was still laughing, Thomas flashed behind him and punched him in the right kidney.

“Who’s the girl now, Johnny?” he quipped. 

Jonathan, now on all fours, put his head down, panting in pain. “Good hit, kid,” he wheezed. Sweat dribbled off his head and splashed to the floor of the ring.

Thomas reached a gloved hand out to help him up. “Was that cheating?”

“Nah. You have gifts, use them. Vamps and shifters have no scruples and won’t hesitate to use their own powers against us,” he finished, pulling his gloves off and tossing them onto the ring floor.

Jonathan grabbed a small towel that was draped over one of the cords surrounding the boxing ring and wiped his face and head with it. He then hopped down off the ring’s platform, limping over to the doors leading to the locker rooms. He was rubbing his back. He turned around before entering and said, “Tomorrow, we learn how to shoot. And I don’t mean baskets, kid.” He wadded up the towel and threw it basketball-style into a waiting bin next to the door, then disappeared into the locker room.

Thomas sarcastically mumbled, “Yippee,” under his breath as he followed Jonathan into the locker room, and mimicking the towel throw, he missed.

Chapter 7

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

Thomas was the first to exit the car with a half-dead Serina in his arms. The shapeshifters had not taken care of her at all in the few days they had kept her prisoner. No food or water, no basic personal hygiene needs met. She was never even let out of the box. Plus, she was worn out from trying to call portals inside her Plexiglas prison. All the magic she could muster had been drained out of her. She lay limp in Thomas’s arms as he flashed up the stairs to the top floor apartment of the Murphy Architecture office building. The elevator would have taken too long. He wanted to get her to Malina as soon as possible for help. She would know how to treat a sick sylph.

Thomas stopped dead in his tracks when he reached the door to the apartment... or what was left of it. It was hanging on one hinge and the doorknob had been completely obliterated. All the lights in the apartment were still on. A deck of playing cards lay on the dining room table and two cups of tea, still steaming, sat next to the cards. Lillian’s purse was at the foot of one of the dining room chairs.

He awkwardly stretched his arm under a limp Serina and reached around to the gun attached to his hip. He gingerly walked inside, gun drawn, and pointed it inside the apartment, sweeping it from side to side. He carefully set Serina on the couch and she moaned. He heard a noise behind him, whirled around, and aimed the gun on a figure standing in the doorway.

“What in the hell happened here?” Jonathan roared. “And get that gun off me!”

“Sorry, boss. I just walked in and saw this,” he replied. He kept his gun out and continued to walk around the apartment. “Malina? Lilly? Anyone here?” he called out.

“Oh, my God! What happened?” Kathryn surveyed the damage, panic and concern a mask across her face as she walked in and dropped her shiny handbag to the ground. 

“I don’t know. Where are Lilly and Malina?” Jonathan asked as he followed Thomas around the apartment, checking rooms.

Kathryn walked cautiously to a kitchen cabinet, snatched a glass, and filled it with water from the tap. She then grabbed the first-aid kit from under the kitchen sink. She took the items to Serina.

She attempted to rouse the drowsy sylph. “Serina, honey, can you wake up? I have some water here. You need to drink it.”

Serina groaned and opened her eyes and blinked. Those familiar lightning flashes were bouncing around in her eyes. “Where am I?” she asked tiredly.

“You’re safe, for now. We got you out of that warehouse and away from those filthy shifters. But we need to move you again, we can’t stay here. Please, drink this while I get you something to eat,” Kathryn finished. She handed the glass to Serina, then got up and walked back into the kitchen and plucked a banana from the fruit basket.

Kathryn reminisced about the other time she dealt with a sick sylph. In 1958, when she, Thomas, and Jonathan were meeting with the sylphs for their bi-decade dose of Enchantment, they had agreed to meet at a warehouse down by Fisherman’s Wharf in San Francisco. A lot of new factories had been built recently and the delivery sylph, Zoe, had arrived about an hour prior to the agreed-upon meeting time. She was enjoying the quiet when she started to feel ill. By the time the Immortals arrived, Zoe was dizzy, nauseated, and on the verge of passing out. They figured it must have been carbon monoxide from one of the machines in the factory. Jonathan explained to Kat that sylphs are not unlike humans when they’re sick; they just need rest, fluids, food, and TLC. They moved Zoe to Jonathan’s Hyde Street apartment and spent several hours nursing her back to health. She was very grateful for the care they had taken and gave them the Enchantment from her purse once she was feeling better, then was on her way. Sylphs were fast healers, like Immortals and the rest of the Fae. That caused the sylphs to insist on remote, clean locations for Enchantment delivery. Kathryn smiled at the memory.

“They’re not here. Nothing appears to be missing, either. I don’t see any blood or anything. Aside from the obvious damage to the door, it appears they went willingly,” Thomas finished, re-holstering his weapon.

Jonathan sat on a nearby chair and put his head in his hands. “They didn’t go willingly, Tom, they just went without a fight, there’s a difference. Whoever took them obviously had a weapon. Look what they did to my damn door.” He gestured toward the front of the apartment. 

Thomas went to the fridge and pulled a couple of waters out, offering one to Kathryn. “We need to figure out who took them, and why,” he said.

“Yes, we do,” Jonathan commented. “But first, I need a drink.” 

∞∞∞

“Sit down, sylph.” Pascal gestured with his gun to a nearby sofa. It was pristinely white with a crocheted purple throw blanket on it.

She did as she was told. The tears that had been threatening to spill from her eyes now released themselves in streams down her face. With the gun still trained on her, Angel uncuffed one of her hands from in front of her, and then re-cuffed it behind her back.

“Ouch!” she snapped, glaring at Angel.

“Oh, sorry, Tinkerbell. Did that hurt?” She laughed.

“These restraints are too tight. Please loosen them,” Malina pled.

Pascal laughed. “Why? So you can call another portal and go back to your pussy Immortals? I don’t think so.”

“What do you want, leech?” Lillian asked, glaring at Pascal. She wiped an unruly string of hair from her face with both cuffed hands.

“What do you think we want? Enchantment, of course,” Pascal finished, his features serious. He then paused and cocked his head at her, brow furrowed. “Wait a minute, you were in my club earlier, talking to Joshua. You’re an Immortal?” He ran his hand down his face and sighed. 

“I’ve got to replace my doormen. Bloody clueless humans,” he mumbled, shaking his head.

The room went silent for a few minutes, nobody talking. Finally, Angel piped up. “Look, if you don’t give it to us, we’ll drain you both. My mouth has been watering for some sylph blood all night. I’ve heard it’s delicious and satisfying.” A perverted grin twisted on her beautiful red lips.

“I don’t keep it in my house. It is manufactured elsewhere,” Malina quickly commented.

“Oh, what a load of bollocks!” Pascal spat.

Malina cringed at the red-tinged vampire spittle on her immaculately clean carpet. 

“What do you want it for? It isn’t going to do anything for you, you’re already immortal, Pascal,” Lillian said.

“That is none of your concern, red. It’s nothing you would understand.” He then turned his attention to Angel. “Follow me.”

They turned around and walked into one of the back bedrooms.

Lillian craned her neck to peer down the hallway at Pascal and Angel. “Call a portal, now!” she whispered to Malina.

“I can’t without the use of my hands!”

“Damn. Can you reach my cell phone? It’s in my back pocket.” Lillian turned her body around so her backside faced Malina. Malina in turn shifted her body so she could try to pluck the phone out of Lillian’s very tight pants. They were quite the sight, back to back, Malina groping around Lillian’s butt.

“I got it!” Malina dropped it onto the sofa.

Lillian snatched it up and sat on the sofa and typed a text to Jonathan: At Malina’s home in wetlands. Kidnapped by Pascal and Angel. Plz hurry. 

She was just about to hit “send” but she heard voices coming back down the hallway. She shoved it under her thigh and waited for a miracle.

∞∞∞

San Francisco – 1947

The fog was thick and cloying. Joseph and Richard sat in an old police car on a dark street. Joseph had just made detective and was on his first stakeout. He had, naturally, been partnered with Johnson. They had a lead on an illegal shipment of bourbon that was coming in by cargo ship on Pier 37. Prohibition had ended fourteen years prior, and the government wasted no time placing strict fines and restrictions on booze. In this case, an unregistered shipment of any sort of alcohol coming in during the middle of the night was definitely suspect. Joseph was excited to possibly be making his first arrest as detective.

Richard was smoking like a chimney and they were bored to tears, sitting on the pier for hours.

“O’Malley, how are you doing?” Richard asked, tapping an ash outside the open window.

Joseph shook his head. “I don’t know how you want me to answer that, man. It’s been tough, I’m not going to lie to ya,” he answered.

“Any leads at all? Did you check out that Jonathan Murphy cat, try to figure out the huge gap in time?”

“I really can’t figure it out, Johnson. It doesn’t make sense. I’ve used every ounce of my spare time to check him out, to check out photos, I’ve visited the crime scene a million times. I got nothin’,” he finished.

Richard crushed out his cigarette, flicked it away, and chose his next words carefully. “I know you think I’m crazy, but I believe those feds, O’Malley. I think there are things of this world we ain’t never supposed to know about. I think these strange creatures are responsible for all the bizarre events and missing persons cases we can’t solve. And all those murders? Those cannot all be mob killings. Don’t the mob usually hide bodies?”

“I don’t know,” Joseph replied honestly.

“Do you know what came across my desk last week? A body found down by the wharf. It was drained of blood. M.E. said not a drop left in his body. What kind of shit is that?” Johnson tapped his fingers nervously on the steering wheel.

Joseph looked curiously at him. “Any stab or gunshot wounds on the body? Maybe it drained out.”

“Nah, man, nothing like that. No injuries, just a couple of holes in his jugular,” he said, lighting another cigarette.

Joseph said nothing. He just looked straight ahead, confused but unconvinced.

“Hey, O’Malley, check it out.” Richard pointed the smoky cigarette toward the water. 

Sure enough, a small cargo boat could be seen through the fog, approach the pier. Two males jumped out into the shallow water and anchored the boat to the pier, looking around nervously. They then began to offload crates from the boat. Once it was unloaded, a truck pulled up. 

“Hey, get the license plate,” Richard ordered.

“I can’t see that far. Don’t have my damn glasses,” Joseph replied.

“Oh, for hell’s sake,” Richard said, exiting the old police cruiser.

Richard ran, limping while bent over, and hid behind a pile of pallets on the dock. He pulled out a pen and notepad from his pocket and wrote down the license plate number. He was sneaking back to the police car when a tall, thin man with a scruffy beard seemed to appear out of nowhere. He yanked Richard by the back of his jacket. Richard attempted to whirl around and punch the assailant, but the tall man quickly backhanded the detective and sent him flying to the ground, unconscious. The hit was not only vicious, but oddly powerful.

Joseph sat there stunned and unmoving in the police car. He watched with terror as the assailant looked around, stripped all his clothes off, threw his head back, and began to change form. He hunched down on all fours and the new detective watched in absolute horror as the man’s head elongated, his limbs grew long and twisted, and he sprouted a tail. Where a man stood seconds earlier, a wolf now lurked. After its transformation, it began to tear at Richard’s clothing with his teeth.

Joseph had to shove a fist into his mouth to suppress a scream. He yanked the walkie-talkie radio off the seat in front of him and yelled, “I need backup at pier thirty-seven immediately! I have an officer down!” 

The shouting attracted the attention of the men unloading the crates from the boat. They began to strip off their clothing and advanced on Joseph.

Chapter 8

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

Jonathan paced his apartment, scotch in hand. 

“Who the hell took them and where would they have gone? We’ve got to think. We know vamps showed up at the warehouse tonight.”

“Which ones, Jonathan? Was Pascal there?” Thomas asked.

Jonathan cocked his head in thought, then took a sip of his scotch. “No. It was a tall black vampire, and a shorter blond one, both males,” he finished.

“Darius and Joshua,” Kathryn said. “Darius is Pascal’s new second, but as far as I know, Joshua is a low-level nobody. Foot-soldier, I believe. Lilly told me about them.”

“It had to be Fae,” Thomas said, he himself now pacing. “Lilly’s strong enough to fight off humans, and Malina could have called a portal to escape. They were clearly under duress. I hope they’re not in a bad way,” he said, biting his thumbnail.

Thomas was worried about Malina. He was sick about it, if he were honest with himself. He was glad Serina was safe, but now he had Malina to fret over. What would he do if something happened to her? Once they found her safe, he vowed to himself that he was going to attempt to pursue something other than friendship with her. This crisis had taught him that he felt something for her.

A groan from the couch snatched their attention.

“Serina, sweetie. How are you feeling?” Kathryn asked, pulling Serina up into a sitting position to give her some water.

“I’m better,” Serina replied wearily. “I really just want to go home. I need a shower and some food. I also have some healing herbs and tea there that will help me,” she croaked.

Thomas walked over and helped her up. “We have everything you need here. I could offer you Malina’s bedroom and shower and we have plenty of food. I can make you whatever you’d like,” he replied. He wanted no part of letting her out of his sight.

She smiled wearily up at him. “Thank you, Tom, you have always been very kind. But I really need to get home. I would open a portal and just leave, but....”

“Don’t be silly, we’ll drive you. We need to leave, anyway. Figure out where Lilly and Malina are,” Jonathan said.

“What’s the plan, Jon?” Kathryn asked.

“After we drop off Serina, I am gonna need you to stay with her. Tom and I are going to visit a certain vampire’s headquarters,” he answered. He turned his attention to Thomas. “You still have your bag of goodies?”

“It’s actually still in your car, boss,” he replied.

Jonathan gulped down the last of his scotch and set the glass tumbler on the credenza a little too roughly. He picked up his keys and phone and said, “Perfect, let’s go.”

∞∞∞

Lillian had tucked the phone under her leg just in time. Pascal and Angel returned and sat on the sofa adjacent to the Immortal and the sylph. Pascal set his weapon down and stared at Malina for a long while, not saying anything. Angel just sat and stroked Pascal’s leg, not taking her eyes off Lillian.

Pascal finally spoke. “Sylph, what’s your name?”

“Malina,” she replied.

“Well, Malina the Sylph, I’m afraid we aren’t going to be leaving your lovely home anytime soon until we get what we want. And while you can go without human food for a while, we can’t go without blood for very long. And being that we can eat you, but you can’t eat us, I say that puts you at a disadvantage of epic proportions,” he finished, loosening his skinny red tie with his index finger.

Lillian cocked her head and said, “She’s already told you that she doesn’t keep Enchantment here. She’s got magic but she can’t make something appear out of thin air.”

The truth was, Lillian (and all Immortals) had no idea how Enchantment was made. Many through the years had tried to figure it out—some had even gone to the same lengths as shifters and vampires by kidnapping and torturing sylphs for the information but were never successful. The ingredients were a well-guarded secret and Lillian knew it had to stay that way. She rather liked her immortality, and she knew it was her job to keep Malina and humans safe from the dead, soulless trash sitting in front of her.

“She can call a portal out of thin air,” Angel commented. “Tell me, love, how do you do that?”

“I actually do not know, vampire. I was born this way and have always known how,” she replied.

Pascal got up, knelt in front of Malina, and grabbed her wrist with his cold hands. His fangs were out and his blue eyes suddenly turned solid black. He put her wrist up to his mouth but did not bite. He spoke awkwardly through his fangs, “Listen, Malina, I do not have all day, here. You will make me some of that Enchantment right this instant, or I shall be having myself a little taste.” His mouth twisted into a mischievous grin. He ran his nose up the length of her wrist and savored her.

A shudder ran through Malina’s body and she suddenly felt nauseated. She was in a serious bind. She knew she could easily make Enchantment right now. She had all the makings right there in the room. She could give him a small vial and maybe he would take his partner and leave. Or maybe she would give him some and he’d take it, then drain them both. She sat contemplating her problem, not taking her eyes off Pascal’s fangs, which were inches from her wrist.

As if reading her mind, Lillian spoke. “Let’s say she were to make you some Enchantment. What then? How do we know you won’t attempt to kill us anyway?” 

Pascal retracted his fangs and his eyes went back to normal. He stood up and smoothed out his black pants. “You have my word, cop. I know you are fairly young, but believe me when I say, my word is my word. I may be old, but where I come from, you give your word, you keep it,” he finished, his British accent sounding more pronounced.

“Excuse me if I still don’t believe you, bloodsucker. You did just threaten to drain me and my friend here.” She jerked her head toward Malina.

“Seriously, Red, you’re getting on my nerves already. Just tell Tink to give us the Enchantment. I’m running out of patience,” Angel snapped, her finger twitching over the trigger of the gun. 

Lillian thought Angel looked completely inhuman and plastic. Some vampires actually looked and behaved somewhat human. Pascal had the stereotypical vampire clothing and hair, but he still portrayed human expressions and mannerisms. Angel seemed like some type of android robot. She thought if they ever made a Vampire Barbie, they would model it after Angel. She smirked a bit at the thought.

“Are you laughing at me now?” Angel replied defensively. Her finger still hovered over the trigger on the ridiculously huge gun she had strapped around her.

Lillian’s features went back to serious, and she narrowed her eyes at Angel. “Absolutely not, fanger. I don’t think there’s anything funny about this predicament we all find ourselves in. But pardon me if I still don’t buy it if Dracula over there promises not to kill us after he gets what he needs. Didn’t you just mention how hungry you are? Perhaps that alone will be the cause of our demise,” she finished, her wrists crossed and her lavender eyes fixed on Angel’s dead ones.

Without warning, Pascal reached over and grabbed Angel by her hair, pulling her head back, exposing her neck. His eyes turned black again and his fangs descended. He then sank them into Angel’s neck, and she let out a moan, but he never took his eyes off Lillian. After about thirty seconds, he pulled off and licked at the two puncture wounds on Angel’s neck. She smiled as Malina and Lillian watched the wounds close rapidly before their eyes.

“Your turn,” he said to his mate.

Keeping the gun pointed at the sylph, her eyes transformed to black. She injected her fangs into Pascal’s neck and drank deeply for roughly the same amount of time. She repeated the wound-licking protocol and wiped her mouth with her finger.

“Ahh. Yummy,” she purred. “Problem solved, we’re not hungry anymore.”

“Um, ew,” Lillian said, suppressing a gag.

Malina made a disgusted face but was secretly happy they didn’t manage to drip any blood on to her white carpet.

“Okay then, sylph. Get your arse up and get in that kitchen and make us some Enchantment,” Pascal said.

Malina shot a worried glance at Lillian, but Lillian just nodded her head. Really, she didn’t see how they had any other choice. 

“Okay,” Malina said nervously, “but I’m going to need some of your blood,” she said to Pascal.

––––––––
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∞∞∞

San Francisco – 1947

Joseph had to think fast. He saw a wolf and what looked like a couple of dogs headed his way. He knew he had two choices: He could slide over to the driver’s seat, throw the old cruiser in reverse, and get the hell out of Dodge. Or he could get out with his service revolver and hope he had enough bullets to take out some animals and rescue his partner. He decided he had to do the right thing. He’d already called for backup. It was time to fight.

“Back the hell up!” Joseph cocked the hammer on the revolver with his thumb then shot one bullet into the air. The dogs surprisingly stopped in their tracks and stood there snarling, drool and spit dribbling off their jaws onto the pier. Even the wolf tearing at Johnson stopped and looked up. It appeared to understand his command. 

Crap, now what? Then he had an idea.

“All of you! Go back to what you were. If you are humans, be humans. I can’t talk to animals.”

Again, in a suddenly surprising move, all the animals suddenly morphed into human men, all standing there, naked. Joseph couldn’t believe his eyes. He had to dig deep, but he somehow found the courage to maintain his composure and keep the gun trained on the suspects, even though his hand was shaking like a leaf. He walked over to Richard, who was bleeding from the neck and chest. He was unconscious but appeared to be alive. With one arm, he kept his gun up and dragged Richard by the shirt over to the car. For good measure, he fired one shot into the ground near the tallest shapeshifter, which caused them all to let out yelps. When Joseph finally got over to the car, he had to use both hands to pull Richard into the car. Just then, he heard sirens. 

Oh, thank you, God.

The shifters didn’t know what to do. Joseph saw them start to move. He screamed at them to get on the ground, face down, and pointed the gun at them as he waited for the additional police cars and ambulances to arrive.

The wailing police cars pulled up with a screech, blue and red lighting up the pier like a parade. About six police officers surrounded the shifters within seconds, all pointing guns at the naked suspects.

“O’Malley, what the hell is going on here?” one of the uniforms asked, his gun up at the ready.

“Arrest them immediately. Not only were they caught red-handed offloading the booze over there, one of them attacked Johnson. He’s in my cruiser,” Joseph finished, out of breath.

“Why on Earth are they naked?” the officer asked, never taking his eyes off them.

Joseph thought for a minute but had no reasonable explanation. He just shrugged.

Another officer walked over to the random pile of clothing and started throwing pants at the four shapeshifters. “Get dressed, perverts!”

After the cuffs were applied and Johnson had been loaded into the waiting ambulance, Joseph finally re-holstered his gun and approached Detective Stewart.

“Okay, O’Malley, start at the beginning,” the detective said, notepad and pen in hand.

Joseph watched the ambulance and five police cars drive off with suspects in the backseat of each one. He was worried they would turn into animals and hurt the officers, but he didn’t know how he could relay that without sounding crazy.

“Man, I don’t know where to start.” He sucked in a breath. “Johnson and I were on a stakeout, waiting for this illegal shipment of bourbon. We’d been out here a couple of hours when a boat pulled up. When the guys jumped off the boat onto the pier and started unloading the goods, a truck pulled up. Johnson got out to get the plate, and then everything went haywire,” he said, running a hand across the back of his neck, slightly massaging it.

“What does that mean?” Stewart asked, not looking up from the notepad.

O’Malley paused and chose his next words carefully. “Well, as soon as Johnson got out of the car, a wolf attacked him,” he said sheepishly, leaving out a couple of details.

The detective looked up from his scrawling and simply raised an eyebrow at him.

“Look, I know it sounds crazy, and please don’t refer me to the shrink for saying this, but I swear to you, man, as God as my witness, a man jumped off that pier, and in the next blink, he was a wolf, attacking Johnson. Then you guys showed up,” Joseph said.

Stewart looked speculatively at him. “Okay,” was his only response. He scribbled furiously onto his notepad, slapped it closed, and shoved it into his pocket. He pulled a cigarette and lighter from the same pocket and lit it as he stared at Joseph “Is that it?” he asked.

“Yeah,” Joseph said.

∞∞∞

The hospital was quiet. Joseph sat at Richard’s bedside, doing nothing. He was sad that Richard had no family or friends there to visit and felt a responsibility to stay by his side. The resident doctor told Joseph that Richard had sustained a head injury, along with tearing injuries to his abdomen and neck. They had done emergency surgery, but he was in critical condition.

Joseph didn’t know what to think. He couldn’t believe how his first night as detective had gone. He also couldn’t get the visions of those photographs out of his mind, the ones of a man seeming to morph into a wolf in front of the camera’s eye. Then he thought of the feds, who apparently had some government agency dedicated to the abnormal things of this world. His mind wandered again, wondering if these supernatural occurrences had something to do with Thomas’s disappearance. He couldn’t deny what he saw. He had seen a man literally turn into a wolf. In front of his eyes. He hadn’t imagined it.

When visiting hours were over, he shuffled out of the hospital and made his way to his car in the parking lot. Joseph was surprised to see a short, heavyset man in a suit leaning up against his car, smoking a cigarette. The man had shiny black hair slicked back neatly and wore a trench coat over his suit. Joseph approached the man slowly, hand hovering over the service weapon at his side.

“What do you want?” he asked the stranger.

“Mr. O’Malley? Joseph O’Malley?” the mysterious man asked.

“Yeah. Who wants to know?”

The man threw his cigarette to the ground and crushed it out with a shiny shoe, blowing smoke out of the side of his mouth. Reaching into the breast pocket of his suit, he produced a badge. “Special Agent Adam Swift with the Bureau of Supernatural Investigation.”

Chapter 9

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

“What do you need my blood for, sylph? Is this some kind of trick?” Pascal asked.

Angel took her large gun and pressed it into Malina’s ribs. “If you’re trying to pull a fast one, sweetie, remember that I’m still hungry, and you smell like dessert.” She finished by licking her lips.

“It’s no stunt, I assure you, vampire,” she said. “However, you’re going to need to either remove these restraints or move them back to the front. I need the use of my hands.” 

“Okay. But if I see you even attempting to call a portal and try to leave out of here, I will eat you, and it won’t be pleasant. Well, not for you anyway. Do I make myself clear?” Pascal asked seriously, the weight of his words thick as the tension in the air.

Malina just nodded, lightning flashing in her eyes.

“What in the bloody hell is wrong with your eyes?” Pascal asked. He had never been this close to one before.

Malina ignored him and turned to Lillian when she started to speak. 

“I’ll admit, Malina, I too am curious as to what you need vampire blood for,” Lillian added, her interest piqued.

Lillian wondered if this was it. Was she finally going to learn the secret to making Enchantment? Truth be told, she enjoyed her job policing the Fae; she had been doing it for eighty-plus years. She loved the rush of law enforcement, even if it wasn’t mainstream. She knew that even if she could get the secret to Enchantment’s ingredients, she would continue to do what she loved. She hated the vampires and shapeshifters, and honestly, she loved having an excuse to kill one. She was beautiful, young-looking, and was damn good at her job. However, what she didn’t like was being reliant on the sylphs for her bi-decade dose of this magical elixir to keep her immortality and gifts. She had always wanted to know the secret ingredients “just in case”... and it looked like she might be getting it now. She bit back a smile.

Pascal fished a cuff key from his trouser pocket and removed the handcuff from one of Malina’s hands. She immediately attempted to bring both hands out front. Angel kept the gun right at Malina’s midsection. With her wrist gripped tightly in Pascal’s cold hand, he brought it around and re-cuffed it to the other hand in the front. Malina glowered at Angel and pushed the gun away from her ribs in a move a little bolder than usual. She knew she had the upper hand at the moment.

Malina walked over to her kitchen cabinets, bent down, and carefully pulled out a rack of glass test tubes from the lower cabinet, the kind you would find in a high school science lab. She set them carefully on the counter, turned around, and looked at Pascal. “How much do you want?” 

Pascal eyed the half a dozen tubes sitting in the rack and then looked at Malina. “How much can you make right now?”

“It depends on how much blood you’d like to sacrifice, vampire,” she said the last word like it was poison in her mouth.

“Again, you’ve lost me, love. Are you meaning to tell me you’ve got to have my blood to make this Enchantment of yours?” He cocked his head to the side, genuinely curious.

“Well, not your blood, any vampire will do.” She shot a look at Angel.

“All right then, six tubes will do just fine,” he answered, looping a strand of dark curls behind his ear.

“Open your wrist and fill the vials halfway only, and make it quick before it coagulates,” Malina ordered. “And don’t make a mess,” she added.

Pascal used his teeth to open up his wrist and then did as she asked. The ripped flesh dripped its thick red life force into the glass tubes. When all the vials were half full, he then put his wrist up to Angel’s mouth for her healing saliva to help close the wound. She seemed to enjoy it a little too much. 

Lillian rolled her eyes.

Malina snatched an annoying glance at the vampire blood that had dripped onto her immaculately clean white kitchen floors. She had to tell herself to let it go. She had bigger problems at the moment. She took a deep breath and went about her work.

You could hear a pin drop in the room. The two vampires and one Immortal watched on as Malina grabbed a steak knife from the block and pricked the tip of her left index finger. 

Pascal and Angel’s senses went into overdrive. Lillian could see that they were frantically trying to fight their inner urges not to attack Malina once the blood hit their nostrils.

Both vampires fidgeted nervously, taking deep breaths.

The group watched as Malina squeezed three drops of her own blood into each tube. As soon as the first drop hit, the blood would start swirling madly inside and then turn colors. Everyone in the room was mesmerized, aqua-colored Enchantment swirling in their pupils.

Surprisingly, it was Lillian who broke the silence. “That’s it? That’s how it’s made?”

Malina ran her finger under the tap to stop the bleeding and fished around in the kitchen drawers for a Band-Aid.

“I can help you with that, sylph,” Pascal said, slightly panting, reaching for her finger, intent on licking it.

“No, vampire. Do not touch me,” she snapped, snatching her hand away. She turned to Lillian and let out a heavy sigh. “Yes, Lilly, for the most part. But it’s not as if you could just get a willing sylph and vampire together and make it yourself. There’s magic involved, and even with that gun pointed at me”—she slid her eyes to Angel—“I will not reveal that aspect of it.”

“It’s fine, we got what we came for, and I will be true to my word and leave you be,” Pascal said. “However, if I get this back to my place and find out you’ve pulled a fast one, and these are just tubes of rubbish, I will be back for you. And I won’t be so cordial, either. I know how you sylphs can be jokers.”

He replaced the red rubber stoppers onto the test tubes and carefully wrapped them in one of Malina’s dish towels. He cradled the towel under his arm and made for the door, Angel behind him, walking backward, gun pointed at them, a wicked smile on her lips. As soon as Pascal opened the door, he cursed as he saw Jonathan standing on the stoop, blocking his way and looking very pissed off.

∞∞∞

San Francisco – 1947

“The Bureau of what?” Joseph asked, snickering and shaking his head.

“I think you heard me,” Adam Swift answered. “Please come with me to our San Francisco headquarters. We need to debrief you on what happened at the pier tonight.”

“Look, man, I’ve already been debriefed by my sergeant, so you can get my statement from him. I’m very tired and my wife is waiting for me to get home,” he said, his voice heavy due to his exhaustion. He shoved the man away from his car door.

As Joseph went to unlock the door and get in, Adam said, “Your son, he’s still missing. Is that correct?” 

That stopped Joseph dead in his tracks. “What’s my son got to do with this?” he asked quietly without turning around to face Swift.

“A lot more than you may think, Mr. O’Malley. Come with me, and we’ll tell you what we know.”

Joseph didn’t need to be asked again. He walked with the man across the parking lot to his brand-new shiny government-issued sedan and got in.

The drive was quiet. Adam Swift wouldn’t discuss anything in the car. Joseph gave up asking questions and watched out the window, intent on finding out where he was being taken so he could find his way back if he had to. Detective 101.

Adam pulled up to a small brick building on Bush Street. He veered into a designated parking spot, put the car in park, and simply said, “Let’s go inside.”

“Wow, this is your San Francisco headquarters? Why did I expect it to be much bigger?” Joseph mused.

Adam nodded. “We’re a relatively new government agency so we don’t have all our numbers yet. But we are planning on leasing a floor of that large building on Hyde Street soon,” he finished.

Hmm, interesting. They’ll be in the same building with that shady cat, Murphy, he thought. He decided to keep that little nugget of information to himself for now, though.

Joseph followed Adam Swift inside and was led to a small room, which contained nothing but an oblong table, four chairs, and a large window on one wall. He wondered how many other agents were lurking behind the two-way glass.

A man was standing in the room when they walked in.

“Detective O’Malley, this is Special Agent Tony Bianchi, my partner,” Adam said.

Agent Bianchi simply nodded at Joseph

“Please, have a seat. Can I get you anything? Cigarette?” Adam asked, lighting one up himself.
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