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‘Protect the balance of nature,

the path that leads us through,

is ours to choose…’

 








Prologue

I’m the product of true love. Only then, it is possible to have a child that is half-vampire, half-witch. Completely forbidden, so I’ve been told… So, for the last twenty-four years, I’ve been in hiding. The forbidden child from a witch father and a vampire mother. My grandmother has hidden me for as long I can remember, under the humans, and clouded me from all magic and supernatural creatures.

She is a witch, a very powerful one. She was a leader to her coven until the day my father begged her to hide me and protect me. She left my grandfather (the leader of the Westland Coven), whom she’s been married to for over twenty-five years, to protect me. Like most of the supernatural, my grandfather is under the impression that mixing the races is a disgrace and that I should never have been born. My grandmother on the other hand is a sucker for true love and did everything in her power to protect my dad, her son, her only son, and kept her promise to keep the product of his love, me, safe.

 

My father was killed two days after my birth, what happened to my mother, my grandmother can’t tell me because she doesn’t know.

What she could tell me was what my dad told her, my mother is from a royal vampire bloodline, that is in power for over 800 years. They rule with the same views as my grandfather; mixing the races is forbidden. There are rules in the magical or supernatural world that all creatures need to follow. Exceptions are NOT made, and these are never up for discussion. True love is a twist of nature, a way to mess up the order, but even that is not accepted in the law. So, my birth was a problem, a very big problem that made them kill my father. My grandmother staged her own death to protect me. With the death of my father and grandmother, and finding a baby’s body, the supernatural world thinks I’m dead.

For the last twenty-four years, my grandmother has been my teacher, my guardian, my parent, my friend, and my protector. In the first ten years of my life, we moved a lot. I had no control, which made staying in one place difficult. After I learned how to control myself, we stayed in the same place. It has been over twelve years now

 



that we are living in this beautiful house close to nature and far, as my grandmother thinks it is possible, from the supernatural world. I hide under humans in a strange town that I left and came back as a police detective. My name; Victoria Helena Smithton, or just Vicky.
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A knock on the door wakes me up. It is 4 am, I see looking at Grandfathers’ clock. Why I’m sleeping on the couch! Aye yes… I fell asleep there waiting for Nan, my grandmother. She is out with her card club and was supposed to wake me up when she came home. My long, blond, wavy hair is messed up, and I grab my glasses. They are enchanted to hide the glow in my golden eyes.

Being half-vampire gives me a sharp view but also, they glow in the dark, which isn’t completely handy in the human world. After I put the heavy black frame on my nose, I make my way to the door.

Through the peephole, I see the surprised face of the neighbor’s daughter, Sharleen.

“Vicky,” she is calling, “Vicky, wake up.”

I open the door. “Hi Sharleen, what can I do for you?”

“Did your grandmother come home?” she asks nervously. “My mother is still not home…”

For a moment, I adjust myself, and I glare at the cabinet next to the door. Nan’s keys and purse are not there. I turn around and let them in, Sharleen brought her husband, Tom, with her. I switch on the light and ask her to wait for a moment while I go check upstairs.

When I walk up the stairs, a bad feeling starts to grow in my stomach, please let Nan be in her bed.

When I open the bedroom door, I see that her bed is still made up. I glance over the top of my glasses and concentrate my view in the room. There are no warmth patterns, so she hasn’t been here for hours. I push my glasses back on my nose and go back downstairs.

Sharleen and Tom are looking at me with an asking look.

“She is not here, and I don’t think she has even been here after making her bed,” I hear myself say.

They are now even looking more worried than before when I notice them in the corner of my eyes.

I keep moving towards the table, remembering that I put my phone on it when I walked in earlier from work.

When I see my phone, I grab it and see that Nan did not call. I see that I did however got a text from my friend Axel, ‘Need to talk to you’. I ignore the text and start to dial the number of my work, the

 



local police department. I’m a rookie detective, the youngest in the county, even state, according to some.

“Vicky something has happened otherwise they would have called.” I turn around and see that Sharleen located herself on our couch. She looks worried. She is only two years older than me but every time she worries, she looks like an anxious teenager.

“Tom went outside to call my brother,” she continued. “Why didn’t they call us!”

I see that she is on the brink of tears when she added that last part.

Her long blond hair is hanging around her pale face. Her blue eyes are filled with tears and I say the first thing that comes up to me,

“They probably lost their phone or something. I’m calling in to see if something happened.”

Sharleen and her brother Andy lost their father last year. Since that time my grandmother and their mother are even closer and go to card games together, they always have been friends.

Sharleen opens her mouth to respond to me when I hear Pascal’s voice on the other side of the line, “Hello, somebody there?”

“Pascal, it’s Vicky. I need a favor. I need a BOLO out for my grandmother’s car.”

“I don’t need to do that, rookie.” I’m rolling my eyes hearing him calling me a rookie. Before I get the chance to ask him why he doesn’t want to help he continues, “I just had the request from the captain to call you. Your grandmother and her friend have been involved in a car accident.”

For a moment I hold my breath and I’m looking at Sharleen with probably a shocked face.

“They are in the hospital. Her friend, Mrs. Arleen Clockhigh is fine, but your nan has been admitted. We don’t know what happened.

We found a body on location but it doesn’t look like he died in the accident.”

“Can you tell me which hospital?” I hear myself ask. Sharleen looks shocked. “Your mother is doing fine,” I tell her quickly.

“They brought them to the County Hospital,” I hear Pascal tell me. I disconnect the line and grab my keys and coat.

“We need to go to County Hospital now,” I’m telling Sharleen.

“Are you coming?” Sharleen jumps up and follows me to the door.

Opening the door, I see that Tom is still on the phone on the porch.

“Andy just had a call from your mom. Some drunk idiot ran them off

 



the road. She is fine but Kathy broke her leg,” he says the moment he sees us.

“We are going to the hospital now, you’re coming?” Sharleen asks her husband.

“Go with Vicky, I grab the paperwork in the house, and I’ll follow,” he tells her.

Our drive to the hospital is quiet. Sharleen is the one who breaks the silence.

“You think they are okay,” she asks with an insecure voice.

“I think they will be fine, they are tough,” I respond after a minute or so. I know my nan is strong, normally my nan would have called me if something happened. I can shake the feeling something is up because she didn’t call. Andy can say she broke her leg, and that she is going to be fine, but that would not explain why she did not call.

Twenty minutes later we arrive at the hospital.

Walking into the ER, I see my surprise my new captain Louise McGreggory, she started less than a month ago, standing next to Arleen. While Sharleen rushes to her mom’s side, the captain shifts her attention from Arleen to me.

“Ms. Smithton, we were waiting for you.” Her look and tone are calm. “Your grandmother broke her tibia,” she follows.

Arleen still looks a little uncomfortable. Her voice is shaking when she says, “I did not see him at first, he looked so pale.”

My face probably gives something away because my captain says,

“They found a dead man in the gutter where the car stopped, Detective Vissink and Detective Barrots are investigating it.”

“Can I see my nan?” I ask. Getting over my worries for my nan, I realize I start to get mad at her for not calling me.

“Is there something wrong with nan’s phone,” I hear myself say.

“No, she told me she wanted to make sure what she got before calling and worrying you,” Arleen responds a little shaken. “And I would have called but my phone doesn’t work.”

“Vicky,” somebody calls my name and when I turn around, I see my friend Axel with my nan coming our way.

“Nan! Why did you not call me? You scared me! You should have called!” I’m a little shocked by my own harsh voice but the response from my grandmother is warm and calm as always.

“This old lady wanted to make sure she did not worry you more than you should on your age…”

 



She is 78-years-old, but she still looks good. Her long silver hair and strong posture do not give away her age. Her way of talking about herself however does most of the time.

Life lessons are invented by my grandmother, I used to say to people wondering why I always pull a face when my nan says something like that. I love her but her speeches about life are annoying sometimes.

Rolling my eyes at her comment, I say to Axel, “Did she call you, or were you in the neighborhood?”

Axel answers with a big smile, “I’m always in the neighborhood when you are in the hospital but no, she didn’t call me. I came across these lovely ladies while working.”

For the last couple of months, Axel has been working the night shift as coroner or medical examiner.

Before I get a chance to respond, my captain asks,

“Mr. Brownbridge, did you get a chance to take a look at the body these ‘lovely ladies’ found?” Her tone is demanding and straight to business.

“No Mrs. Captain, I did not. They are bringing the body in now to be examined. You will have my report in a few hours. Vicky, please call me later to let me know how nan is doing?” He leaves without saying anything more.

“Thank you Mrs. McGreggory, for the good care. My granddaughter is very lucking with a captain like you. Arleen, you look like you need some sleep. Come, Vicky, I need your help to fill in some paperwork? I believe Tom’s already done for Arleen” That’s my nan, taking charge and barking orders around.

Turning around, I indeed see that Tom has arrived and is filling in the paperwork. When I walk over, he gives me a brotherly smile and hands me the papers.

I only need to read them and sign, he had already filled them in for me.

“I’m a lawyer, it is what I do,” he says as a joke with a big smile.

After dealing with the paperwork and saying goodbye to my captain, Arleen, Sharleen, and Tom, takes his family home.

I’m pushing my nan in a wheelchair to my car. Opening the door of my black car for my nan, I start to say, “Nan why did—”

“Not here,” she interrupts. “We talk when we’re home.”

 



Surprised by her hard tone, I leave the subject, because I know at this moment it won’t bring me anything, so I finish things up and start the car.

Driving home, I notice that my nan looks worried, and even a little scared. She is quiet. I know we will talk when we get home, so I’m taking the shortest way there.

I park my car on the driveway and help my nan into the house.

I’m waiting for her to start the conversation.

“Vicky, please make some tea and sit down with me on the table.”

I do what she asked me and ten minutes later we are sitting at the table with the tea, she starts with, “The man we found next to our car was a member of the witch coven from around here… And he was my sister’s son…”

Surprised I look at my nan, “Your sister, you never told me you had a sister? Why didn’t you tell me? Is that why you didn’t call me,”

I said sounding a little offended. More and more of these questions are popping up in my head but the moment I look at my nan and I see the worried look on her face, I realize there is more to this story, much more, I start to find out when my nan starts to tell.

“I was born over 150 years ago, not 78 years ago.”

With surprise, my jaw almost drops on the floor. Quick I try to hide my surprise and before I get the chance to say something she continues,

“I was born into the first witch coven on Earth. The coven of the tree-of-life. Like I have told you, witchcraft always comes with a price.

The simple example we used to teach our children is by giving a life outside the natural order you need to take a life. Magic, no matter how small the spell, comes with a price. Manipulate a farmer’s crop and the crops of other farmers die. The balance of life. Understand Earth magic and use it to do good, is what covens teach their children.

The first coven on earth was built on these beliefs. More than anything else they wanted to keep the balance and protect all life sources on Earth until belief changed with new knowledge, nature is tricky and everything has loopholes. There is a story that more than a thousand years ago, this coven encountered a forest nymph, a creature that’s born out of plants, blessed with a long life, and has the sole purpose to nurse and protect nature. These creatures do not believe life ends with death, they believe that after death you are reborn back into nature. The story, no one knows if it is true, is that the leader of

 



the coven had a child with this forest nymph, one of the first documented products of true love and that this nymph died at childbirth to be reborn as the tree. They say that the leader stroked by grief killed himself by this tree. The tree embraced the man and is still standing deep in the forest and has been alive ever since. Since that time the first witch coven is called the coven of the tree-of-life, and all members are blessed with long lives and are pure of heart and blood.

As young members, new members, and children, we are thought to protect nature’s values, and to protect the forest that grants us our strong powers. We are thought to believe in freedom and choice. The choice to choose if we are using your magic for good or bad. A member of the coven will receive a mark if chooses to do good, it will however disappear if magic is used for self-gain or bad.”

“Why are you telling me this, Nan?” I ask because at this moment I’m really not sure what to do with the information presented by her.

I’m feeling a little overwhelmed and taken by surprise.

“I’m telling you this because the man murdered tonight was an active member of this coven, he has the mark. When I chose to marry your grandfather, I chose to be no longer an active member of what started my aging process, and I know death will come for me soon. I saw this tonight in a vision.”

I’m shocked and I pretty sure my face starts to turn red in anger.

“No listen,” she demands, “before you go off to me, please listen!

This man murdered tonight is not the first. Over the last years, five active members of the coven are murdered. They all had red marks.”

“What marks, and how can you tell?” the cop in me is asking.

“All members have a tree-of-life symbol tattooed on their neck, most creatures have them on their wrist but these members are an exception. Active members who are there to protect the balance, this means; protect the balance of nature, are having a gold circle around the symbol. If something bad happens to them this circle changes color,” she explains to me.

“Why are you telling me this all now, Nan?” I ask again.

“I’m telling you this now because you, my dear, are an exemption made by nature because you are the product of true love, like this tree. You are something special. Vampires are once created out of black magic, there is however a but, because of nature’s free choice rules and loopholes, they are possible of doing good… The creature or person chooses to do good. The soul chooses to be good. A black

 



soul can turn white and vice versa. I told you this… You are by nature the proof of balance because half of you are born out of white magic and the other half out of black magic. Also, I believe you are the only creature in the world that has both parents’ powers, which makes you more special. Blood is magic’s price, in your case. There are more stories of children of true love, but the ones not killed at birth always showed only the powers of one parent.

You chose to do good, you wanted to become a cop to help people, and I believe deep in my heart that you will continue to do so and to protect this world and nature from what is necessary. Most important, you will protect humans from the supernatural.

From the start, humans are taught to be the weakest creatures but their will is strong. They are also the most flexible, and foremost, they do believe in true love. True love is so much more than love for each other. Stop looking at me like I’m crazy and keep paying attention.”

I shift in my chair and feel uncomfortable, and get the dark feeling that more is coming.

Nan continues, “Believe in yourself and always trust your heart. It is hard but please promise me that you will do this?”

I’m not sure where all this is going so I make the promise, “Yes Nan, I promise.”

To my surprise, my grandmother stands up and starts to make her way upstairs, without limping or anything. “I’m tired, I really need to go to bed, we talk more tomorrow.”

Looking at the clock, I see that it is five in the morning. After a couple of minutes, I decide to let her go.

Tomorrow I will ask her how she healed herself, I can do it by drinking blood, something I would prefer not to. She on the other hand can’t, so I wonder how she healed herself. I stand up and grab my keys. Let’s see if Axel is right and dead people do talk…
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“Axel, I need to see the dead man they found at my nan’s accident side,” I’m demanding walking into the morgue.

Axel is standing next to an autopsy table, weighing a dead man’s liver.

“So, what is up with you, no hello or thank you for taking care of your nan? Really, Vicky, nothing accept a demand!”

His handsome features look annoyed. “Well, it is better than last time, where you were walking in demanding blood,” he follows with a big smile.

Axel is the only one next to my nan who knows what I really am.

He found out when he and I got drunk as teenagers and racked his father’s car. I did not get hurt that bad, but I lost control and bit a man on his arm, who was trying to help us.

Axel was shocked at first, but our friendship survived. My nan made the man forget what happened and compelled him to believe a dog bit him, about Axel she said was my decision.

Axel is funny, charming, and good hearted. He also is handsome with his short black hair, brown eyes, and over 6 ft height, all that makes him a real womanizer.

Two days after our incident, he demanded the truth and without any doubt, I could trust him, so I told him the truth. We did not speak about it for a long time until we were both in college and I got him out of trouble more counts than I would like to recall.

He is my best friend, and like I tell him often, my only friend.

I know a lot of people but my own fear of what I am, also makes it hard for me to bond with people or trust them. The fact that I’m a living lie detector is not helping either.

Walking over to Axel, I’m binding my hair together into a bun, making sure that the smell of the morgue doesn’t transfer into my hair. Not that the smell does anything for me, I think the vampire in me just doesn’t mind the smell of corpses.

“Don’t look at me like that. I’m having a really bad night,” I say walking over to him.

 



“First, Nan was in an accident, then when we got home, I got a really strange life lesson from her and the news that the dead man on your table is my ‘cousin’,” I keep ranting. “Altogether, I have the feeling my new captain doesn’t really like me, and earlier at work, I got the feeling they really do not want me there. So how do you think I ” When I’m done, I see him staring at me.

He is looking really surprised.

“This man is your ‘cousin’? I thought you did not have more family than your nan!” he says.

“Like I said it is a long story,” is my response. Standing next to Axel, I see that he has removed the man’s organs already. “You know the cause of death?”

“Tests are running in the lab but so far, the only thing I can find is that he was in a fight. He has defending wounds on his arms, hands, and legs,” he tells me adding, “Let me finish this so I can send the report to Vissink and Barrots.”

Hearing the names of the two detectives that oversee this case makes me feel angry. I was the first one up for a case, but I got the feeling the captain passed the case to the next because of my age and the fact that I do not have a partner at the moment.

My mentor and partner, Andy Baks, is retired for two months now and because of budget cuts, no new detective was hired. So I’m on my own and feeling left out for the last two months.

“Do not look like that,” I hear Axel say.

“Look like what?” I’m asking but knowing my face probably red from anger.

“Look like you want to rip out your colleague’s troth. Let me finish this and we grab breakfast together, okay?”

“Yes, fine, but question; does the man have a tattoo on the back of his neck, something that looks like a tree? I need a picture of it.”

“How do you know? Yes, he has one. I swear when they brought him in, it was a tree with a gold/red ring, but now the tattoo turned completely black,” he tells me and awaits my response.

“Finish up and we talk. I think I need to trust you and tell you what my nan just told me…”

An hour later Axel meets me across from the coroner’s office at a 24-hour diner. It’s 7 am, and rush hour for breakfast.

I already ordered his favorite plain sugar free cornflakes with semi-skimmed milk.

 



“Thank you,” he says to the waitress filling his coffee cup. “So I see you couldn’t wait for me,” looking at my empty plate.

“Like you want to see me eating 2 cheeseburgers with French fries, and a lot of ketchup and mayonnaise for breakfast! You, the man always afraid to gain weight?”

Somehow, I never get fat, the benefit of my vampire genes. I can eat everything and I just won’t gain weight. Literally, the dream of every woman. Together with the benefit in speed, my ability to stay awake for a long time, sharp hearing and sight, are all the good things of being half-vampire. The other side like glowing eyes in the dark, they turn red if I need to drink blood, my bad temper, and the fact I probably do not age like a human, are the darker sides of these genes.

Axel smiles saying, “True, I’m not a big fan of eating grassy food but at least I’m not eating alone. BTW ‘your cousin’ died of a rare poison. Something that literally destroyed his brain. What poison exactly we don’t know yet, but his fried brain is rare. I have never seen anything like it, but hey, I’m a new corner. I called Rosenberg to take a look and to check my facts.”

“And that is the reason I’ve already eaten too. You are talking about bodily crap while eating. What was your text about?” I changed the subject.

“I thought you would tell me what is going on?” is Axel’s response.

I’m shaking, I can’t with my head. “I will tell you after you have eaten and we are walking in the park. Why did you send me that text?”

“Something strange happened earlier on at the beginning of my shift, when I was in the police station dropping off reports. There was a girl, a teenager, she couldn’t have been older than 16, she was asking for you,” Axel says.

“That’s not strange, I’m a detective that does uniform work at the moment. Last week, I was at a school where some kids damaged some cars,” I say, not really seeing the significant meaning of what he said.

“That was not what was so strange. When she asked for you, I followed her out and I could swear I saw her change into a wolf!” Axel drops on me.

“A wolf? There are no such things as werewolves. I told you before that is an old wife tale,” I say with an amusing grin.

“I know what you told me but I swear she changed into a wolf! I’m not crazy or maybe I am, but she did change.” He persists while

 



staring at me he says, “Does it have anything to do with what you want to tell me?” he follows.

“Maybe,” I say.

While talking, he finished his bowl of healthy cornflakes and his coffee. I’m waiving to the waitress that I would like to pay. After paying we are leaving for the park.

Five minutes later when we are walking in the park, I’m telling Axel, as detailed and quick as I can, everything my nan told me.

“What do you think? It is a lot and at this moment. I’m not quite sure what to do…” I’ll finish with.

“I think you need to start by the beginning and get yourself assigned to this case,” he says to me. He looks at me and grabs my hand saying, “Listen your nan told you she trusts you, I trust you. You are a great detective. Get yourself assigned to this case and see where this all will bring you.”

I’m happy with his trust in me but the confidence in myself is still low. “You really think I can do this? What if anyone will find out what I am?”

“Yes, Vicky. I really think you can do this but first deal with the basics, what happens, happens. I don’t believe you can change your destiny. Stop looking at me like that. For the last couple of years, ever since I found out, I’m reading whatever I can and so far, you’re nothing like the textbooks subscribes, so keep your head up. Look at me, I’m handsome and have a brain, even my dad did not expect that.” He smiles when he stops me and then hugs me. “I believe in you, now go to work and wiggle yourself into this case.”

After saying goodbye to Axel and the promise that I will keep him posted, I’m leaving for work. In the car, I call home, Nan probably is still in bed, so I leave a message on the answering machine,

“Nan, I’m fine and I’m working on it. Love you.”

After that, I’m texting Sharleen to check in on her later. Knowing Sharleen, she probably will do it without me asking. I’m smiling at that thought.

Walking into the station I see that I’m the first one to arrive, only the captain is in her office. Looking at the clock, I see it is 8 am sharp.

After dropping some belongings on my desk, I knock on my captain’s door. “Captain, do you have a moment for me please?” I ask politely.

“Come in Ms. Smithton, how is your grandmother?” she says looking up from her computer.

 



“Fine, she is resting at the moment.” Anxious for what will come, I follow, “Captain, I do not have any open cases, if it fine by you, I would like to help Vissink and Barrots with the new case. I know they have another open case, that incident at the mall last week, and I have the time available to help…”

I notice I have her full attention. Her face is not showing anything when she says, “I decided to hand you and your new partner the case.”

“New partner,” I say almost in shock, knowing the shock probably shows on my face.

“Yes, the city decided that you are getting a new partner. Working alone is never a good idea. So another detective, a lieutenant to be precise, from outside the State is transferred to this station. He will be here within an hour. Please show him around.” When she finishes, she looks at her computer again. End of conversation, I think.

Not sure what to think, I start to make my way to the door, when I’m almost there my curiosity wins it and I ask, “Are Vissink and Barrots aware that you transferred the case to me?”

She looks up and says with a profoundly serious face, “Ms.

Smithton, I notified detective Vissink and detective Barrots ten minutes ago. To make something clear, I transfer the case to your new partner, and you can assist him in closing the case. Mr. Williams has seniority over you. He is a decorated lieutenant and has a lot of experience. He will be an asset to this station. Please make him feel welcome. Close the door on your way out, please…”

The part that I can ‘assist’ him with this case makes me so angry that my ‘normally’ pale skin starts to turn red.

I march out of her office and slam the door so loud that I’m quite sure the glass in it shook. To get my anger under control, I march into the ladies’ room.

Without checking if it is empty, I start to pace. I breathe heavily and feel my fangs coming out.

How dare she. I worked hard and I deserve a chance… After a minute, I grab the basin with two hands. Apparently, I grab the basin with so much power it cracks.

The shock of that brings me back to reality.

“Good God girl, be careful. The basins here are as old as me so you better not ‘hang’ on them,” A voice next to me says. Alarmed, I

 



allowed myself to get so angry that I did not check the room, I’m a little embarrassed. Looking next to me, I see Nelly from the archives.

“Are you okay, dear,” she is asking.

“I’m fine, Nelly, I just don’t think the captain really ‘likes’ me,” I tell her.

“Oh, child… we all feel threatened by youth sometimes.” She smiles when she says it.

“Just make the best of it and try your best,” she adds motherly.

With her 68-years, she is the oldest person in the station. I smile and thank her for her advice. When she leaves, I realize I need to get myself together. My outburst with the captain probably won’t do me any good. It will not make my ‘relation’ with my captain any better.

Leaving the lady's room, I get myself coffee and walk over to my desk. Pulling the accident report from my nan’s accident on read.

After reading it, I am wondering when Mr. Williams will arrive and why somebody would like to work in a small city in the middle of nowhere.

We rarely have enough cases to keep everyone working but because we are the only city in the county, they kept us going. The crime rate can always go up and it is better to be prepared; is the county’s motto. That the rate can only go up is a statement. With a crime rate below 2% is ours, the lowest in the country!

Which makes the arrival of Mr. Williams even more strange.

What decorated detective wants to work somewhere with the lowest crime rate in the country… Working in this station won’t bring you a promotion anytime soon!

Most are here because they come out of the area or are like Detective Hank Vissink and Detective Ben Barrots. Both are transfers from other cities. Vissink was transferred here after a couple of

‘rough’, off the book arrests, and Barrots was on his way to being one of the best the police force ever had until he got drunk after work and made the mistake of having sex with his captain’s daughter on her 18th birthday. He was lucky they did not lock him up. Both men have been here now for over eight years.

My old partner, Andy Baks was an old fashion ‘big’ city cop who came here 15 years ago after his third wife threatened to divorce him if he did not spend more time with her. So they moved here from the city to try to save their marriage. His marriage did not survive, but he decided to stay, he liked the peace around here.

 



The fact that there are more than enough lakes here to fish probably helped. After Andy retired at 65 years of age, he decided that his ‘single’ days were over and went on a single’s cruise around the world. I received two postal cards from him since and the last one said he was having a good time. Andy Baks is not from the emails or internet.

After I went to the police academy, I did go to the ‘big’ city. I became a detective by working hard. After becoming a detective, after a couple of months on the job, and a perfect closing record, I got shot!

Getting shot meant I needed blood to heal, and that is not easy in a place with no help and chances to get exposed. In my panic to not lose control, I did something I regret until this day, I fed on a homeless woman. After drinking her blood, I compelled (a cool vampire power that makes me have some power over the mind) her to forget she saw me.

Two days later she was found dead in an ally. She died of a heart attack due to extreme blood loss. This changed me, also the side effects of her blood almost made me crazy!

Because my mother is of royal blood, she is a born vampire, every time I drink blood, I see someone’s memories.

The more blood you drink from one person, the more memories you take in. I was never taught how to control the memories because my nan just doesn’t know how!

This poor woman, I drank from, had a bad life. Me drinking so much of her blood, maybe more than I needed to heal, had a side effect, I had to relive her memories. I healed but for the next week, I had horrible nightmares about her life and fares. Finding her dead broke my heart, I decided to go home back to my nan. I was a mess for a couple of weeks. Until my nan told me to get a hold of myself, in short, she just told me that shit happens and to get over it.

Arriving back home and becoming a detective in the small city was a change nobody understood except my nan and Axel.

Axel had that time some problems of his own. After getting suspended from his surgical program for using marihuana. He had to clean up his act, they had given him multiple warnings before he got suspended. After his father cut him off financially, and he heard what happened to me, he decided to come back home when there was an opening at the coroner’s office. He never really wanted to become a

 



surgeon. His father who’s some famous surgeon, told him to go to medical school and follow in his footsteps. I think Axel still doesn’t know what he wants, but I think he is happy with his life now, and I’m quite sure he is off the drugs!

Now a couple of months later we both had our lives back on track.

A voice gets me out of my thoughts.

“Victoria Smithton,” I hear someone say next to me, “My name is Liam Williams, I’m your new partner.”
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I turn around and am stunned by the man standing next to me. He is so not what I imagined. The man standing next to me is handsome, in his thirties, has blue eyes and blond hair, and wow, he is tall. I’m quite sure he is over six and a half feet tall, 6”6’ or even 6”7’.

If I ever thought to see a Viking, he is what I imagined.

OMG, I think. Vicky, get yourself together you are not some dumb teenager.

“Please call me Vicky, people calling me Victoria, I tend to ignore,” I say to him extending my hand as a welcome.

He shakes my hand saying, “I’ll keep that in mind. Nice to meet you…”

“You want me to show you around, or have you been here before?” I ask.

“Please show me around, I’ve been here last week to meet the captain, but she did not show me around. The only thing I learned last week is that the coffee here doesn’t suck as normally,” he says smiling.

I started to smile, about all that people say about coffee in police stations, he was right, most sucked. Here, the coffee maker had been a present.

“The station had it last year as a gift from my old partner, Andy Baks, after the old coffee machine broke, they changed it to instant coffee and that was something he couldn’t live with. There is no coffee house nearby, and he loved his coffee. He always said he loves his coffee more than he ever loved his three wives together, so he bought it,” I’m telling him with a big smile, I see him smiling too.

“Come, let me show you around. First, that will be your desk,” I say pointing at the other side of mine. “Dial 101 for IT and they will probably send someone over to set your computer up. Did the captain give you a login?” I ask while he puts his jacket and bag down on the desk I pointed at.

“Yes, she did. She called me this morning that we have a case. A dead man found at the side of the road?” He follows.

“Let me show you around and then we can get to work,” I say turning around and I notice him following me.

 



Showing him all the station has to offer, we chit chat a little.

Chatting like that I found out he just moved to town.

I end the tour in the break room. Walking in, I see that Vissink and Barrots arrived.

Noticing us coming in, they are shifting their attention from some magazine to us, Vissink says, “So you are the new guy.”

Liam walks over to them and introduces himself, “Lieutenant Liam Williams.” He shakes both men’s hands and adds with a smile,

“Captain told me this morning, we are taking over one of your cases.”

Seeing both men’s expressions change to more or less an annoyed look he adds, “A nice welcoming gift that I really appreciate, I hope you can brief us after we grab some coffee?”

I must admire his quick thinking, he almost got off on the wrong foot with them.

Barrots, who I think is the better of the two quickly responded,

“Of course, we would like to brief you, but honestly you can better ask Vicky, it was her grandmother and friend who found him.”

Vissink, the asshole, adds to it, “Yeah, the ‘rookie’ there, that is your new partner, also got a report from the coroner’s office already, my sources say,” he turns his attention to me, “Morning person

‘rookie’?” he says. I clench my fist, understanding his double meaning.

Trying to control my anger, I say, “Shut up, Vissink, everyone knows that Axel and I are just friends. Is more than we can say about you, and what’s her name? Oh yeah Cindy…” normally I wouldn’t sink to his level but lack of sleep, and all I found out the last couple of hours, I let my anger get the best of me.

Now Vissink looks pissed off. Cindy is the wife of Axel’s boss, Doctor Rosenberg. She does not take the oath of marriage profoundly serious. While I’m not a big fan of gossip, I do sometimes listen when the ladies of my nan’s card club talk. He looks straight at me and says,

“Mind your own business ‘rookie’, you really need to open legs of yours more. Maybe, then you are not that stiff.”

God, I hate this man! Angry, I step towards him. Before he is in my reach, Liam steps in between and says, “Wow, let’s start my first day good and without any trouble, nice to meet you both,” he says to the two men and turns to me, “Let’s grab some coffee.”

 



Barrots, who pushes Vissink to the door, says, “Nice to meet you too.” Standing in the doorway he turns around and says with a serious face, “Sorry Vicky, you know how he is. Please learn to ignore him.”

Then he walks away.

I grab my coffee mug and turn to a serious-looking Liam, “I’m sorry you had to witness that. I got a little temper when I do not get enough sleep,” I add that last part with a fake smile.

“Hey, I get it,” he says, “If he would say something like that to me, I probably also would like to put my fist in his face. Is he always like that?” he continued.

“Most of the time. I’m told his behavior became worse after they denied him another transfer request and they told him he was never getting promoted. He really wants to get out of here but honestly, I do not think they are ever going to let him transfer,” I tell him.

“So, I’m curious, what brings you to this hell hole?” I ask, changing the subject. I see his face change and I sense his heart rate goes up. Not something he wants to talk about, I realize. In the meantime, I see it is past nine and I decide to change the subject again. “It is far past nine, let’s get to work,” I say, not waiting for a response I walk away to our desk.

On our way there I hear him ask, “So your grandmother found the body? Is it a good idea, to maybe, talk to her first?”

“We, or you, can talk to her when she is awake. She was in an accident last night,” I tell him a little harsher than I meant to. In the meantime, I sit down at my desk.

“I’m sorry to hear that, is she okay? What happened?” he asked politely and with genuine interest while he sits down behind his desk.

“On her way back home from a card game they, she and her friend who was with her, Arleen Clockhigh also our neighbor,” I clarify, seeing I have his full attention, “… were run off the road by some local drunk idiot, who left the scene. The car ended up in a ditch. Mrs. Clockhigh came out fine, but my grandmother broke her tibia. They found the body when they came out of the car.” I see that he made notes.

“Do we have a whiteboard or something we can use to build a timeline of events?” he asked. “Also do we have any other witnesses who maybe have seen something or have a license plate of the guy who ran them off the road?”

 



“There is a whiteboard in the conference room, I don’t think the captain minds if we use it. There are not many murders around here, so the conference room is what we can get. Regarding if there are any more witnesses, no… The guy that ran my nan and Mrs. Clockhigh off the road is Rudi Shokov. They found him a little further up the road.

He racked his right headlight during the collusion with my nan’s car.

He stopped in the middle of the road and fell asleep behind the wheel,” I tell him. Happy I can give him that information because I already read the accident report.

“Mr. Shokov is a local drunk with more DUI than the rest of the town combined. He has been in and out of jail for the last couple of years. He was sent to rehab six times, but he always starts drinking again. I’m quite sure he won’t be any help.”

“I believe you by the sound of that he is no help at all. Is the dead man already identified?” he asked with a little hesitation. I don’t know this man very well, but I can see on Liam’s face that, that question was not the question he wanted to ask. Also, his heart rate and breathing gave him away, my vampire senses are pretty handy as a detective.

Knowing he only sees my eyes, through my enchanted glasses, I use a little magic to see his aura. My grandmother taught me as a young girl how to do it. She genuinely believes your aura will show the intensity of your soul and at this moment I’m curious about the aura from the man sitting across me.

I blinked twice and summon his aura with ‘videre aura’ quite in my mind. His aura is bright white. It means he intends to do good, I learned.

Noticing he is awaiting my response, I start to smile and say, “No, and I got the feeling that is not the question you wanted to ask. Let me guess you would like to know if I learned something this morning at the coroner’s office?” He nods in an agreement. “When I was there this morning, the autopsy was not done yet and the coroner on duty, my friend, Axel did not find the cause of death yet. He however did find that the man had defense wounds and that he was dead for at least a day,” I tell him.

That last part Axel didn’t really tell me, but I could tell myself by the smell of the body, another handy vampire skill.

“We can go there before seeing my nan, if you want. They should have the first test results ready in the crime lab and that’s next to the

 



coroner’s office.” Checking my email and the case files, I see nothing was added to it.

“I think it is a good idea,” Liam says.

While I’m grabbing the car keys he says, “You drive I understand?” Not understanding his meaning, I give him a puzzled look.

“My last partner was a woman, Sonya, she told me what my sisters taught me very early, never offer to drive or think you’re a better, driver it will always end badly for me,” he says with a smile. A joke was the last thing I expected from him because he said it very seriously. I smile.

“Let’s go,” he says, “let’s see what they have for us.” With a take-charge attitude, he walks out and I follow him. He abruptly stops outside the station. I almost bump into him. He turns around and says a little embarrassed, “I have no clue where I’m going. Yeah, I know where we are going, but I have no clue how to get there and which car is yours…”

I start to laugh and point at my black mustang, ours really, because it is a police force issued car.

“That is our ride,” I say still laughing.

“Nice,” he says with a boyish smile on his face, “Will they issue me one?”

“Probably not, because each team gets one car, and sorry partner this one is mine,” I say with a lot of confidence, knowing that with his seniority he could claim it. I hoped he wouldn’t.

Thinking I could still use compulsion on him to get my way, I know it would be wrong to do so. For the moment, I let it go and we get into the car.

“You know your cars, do you?” I ask him with a smile.

He smiles and says, “Not really, honestly, I know almost nothing about them except what I’ve been told by my sister. She is the mechanic in the family.”

At that moment his phone rings, he answers, “Williams.”

“We have to stop at ‘Lincoln’ Elementary School,” he says after he finishes his phone call. “You know where that is?” he adds to it.

“Yes, it is the only private school around here. It is all in one, playschool, elementary, middle, and high school. You have kids?” I ask curious.

 



“Yes,” he says, “and one of them just got into a fight on her first day of school.” He looks annoyed now. I hear his heartbeat rise. He is angry, I realize.

“Boy, girl?” I ask changing direction, so we get to the school first.

“Two girls, Shelly and Veronica,” is his response. “They are acting out at the moment.”

“How old are they?” I ask.

“Twelve and six years old,” he says with a painful look.

Because I sense more to the story and see the pain, I decide to ask, “What happened? Where is their mother?”

He looks at me and with a painful look in his eyes, he said, “She left us. One day she just walked out. She ran off with her personal trainer. She needed more ‘her time’. So she left. A week later, I received divorce papers and full custody.”

That last part made the look on his face change from painful to disgust.

“I’m sorry,” I say.

“Why,” he says surprised, “it is not your fold. The only one I can blame is myself.”

“I don’t think you are to blame. I may have just met you, but you don’t look like the person who won’t reason or something,” I tell him and I see the pain return in his face. The remaining time to get to the school we pass in silence.

Arriving at the school, I park the car and say to him, “Good luck, I’ll wait for you here…” He goes out of the car and walks into the school.

While waiting on Liam, I can better do something useful. I step out of the car and decide to call Sharleen, to see how nan is doing and to warn her we are coming by to talk to nan and her mother. I grab my phone and dial Sharleen’s number.

Almost directly the phone is answered, “Vicky, is that you?” I can hear in Sharleen’s voice something is up.

Worried I answer, “Hi Sharleen, is something wrong?”

“Your nan is not feeling well. I called the doctor who came over right away, and he told her to rest. She did not want me to call you, but she looks in really bad shape. My mom is with her now,” she tells me.  I can hear she is worried and I directly worry too. After all my nan told me last night, I’m really afraid for my nan.

 



She is all I have, “I will be there as soon as I can,” I promise her.

“I got a new partner today, and he wants to ask your mom and my nan some questions, so we will be there soon.”

“I don’t think your nan is up to any questions, but my mom probably won’t mind. We are at your house. I’m making lunch. See you soon.” End of conversation.

She hides her surprise at the news I have a new partner very well.

Even worried sick about my nan, a small smile escapes me. Typical Sharleen. She is one of the most caring and kind people I know.

Always taking care of everyone. I’m quite sure by the time we would be arriving the kitchen would be filled with food, and that, makes me worry a little less. Nan is in good hands.

I look around and take in my environment. It’s a nice school. The building is old and constructed in a nice classic gothic style, with a lot of green around it.

Somehow, I get the feeling that I’m being watched. I close my eyes and concentrate my senses and notice some strange flow.

After a couple of seconds, it hits me, someone is using magic! And an immensely powerful spell or illusion, sensing the strange flow.

I start to look around and at the beginning of the school’s driveway, I see something moving. Using my vampire sight, I see what I almost can’t believe, a big black dog, or is it a wolf standing under a big tree at the entrance of the school! It has a big bright aura of light around it. Recalling my conversation with Axel this morning, I wonder what it wants or what it is. Axel was sure he saw a girl change into a wolf. Werewolf really does not exist so what is this, a spell or illusion.

I know there probably will be cameras so using vamp speed is not an option, so slowly without giving it too much attention I start to walk to the entrance.

After a step of six, I see that the dog/wolf vanished. In the meantime, a big black crow lands on a branch nearby. It looks like it is looking at me and starts crowing.

What the hell is going on…
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The moment I step towards the crow, it flies away. Looking over my shoulder I see the dog/wolf come closer. What the hell, it’s almost as if the crow is scared of it. When I turn around to take a better look at the dog/wolf, I hear a voice calling, “Vicky.”

Turning to where the voice came from, I see Liam coming out of the school. “Vicky,” he calls again. I walk back to the car.

“All sorted, can we go?” I ask the same moment I notice a second heartbeat. It is coming from behind him. It pumps much quicker than his.  “Are you going to introduce us?” I say to him putting a big smile on my face. He moves aside and there she is. Standing behind him is a nervous little girl, who looks exactly like her dad. Her blond hair is in a braid and her beautiful blue eyes are red from crying. She wears a school uniform. She has something sad over her.

Before he can say something, a bigger girl, guessing his other daughter because she too has long light blond hair and blue eyes, is coming out of the school.

“Dad,” she is calling, “you are not leaving me here. I did not start that fight, I only pushed her because she pushed me. Dad, you have to believe me.”

I sense Liam’s heart rate rise, his facial expression stays neutral, his voice is calm when he says to her, “It is a school, not a prison, Shelly. I will pick you up after detention this afternoon.”

“I can always run away,” his daughter Shelly says with a smartass grin, “even a hell hole like this must be easy to get out of, or I really could start a fight, stab someone so you can put me in jail. I see you already found us a ‘nanny’. OMG, you could not find an older one…”

she keeps ranting. Wow, this girl has issues. Her mother did a number on her. She is angry and hurt.

When I look at Liam, I see a desperate look on his face.

I sense his heart racing and I start to realize, he is losing control.

In the meantime I see tears rolling over the face of the little girl next to him. I wonder if I should interfere. Getting involved is maybe not smart because he could resist me for it and that would make working with him hard.

 



On the other hand, I see people looking through the window at them and in this second, I decide to interfere.

“Wow, hold your breath girl, really, me a ‘babysitter’, no way. I only babysit animals. You must be Shelly. I’m Detective Vicky Smithton, your dad’s new work partner,” I say to her.

She looks to me with a look not knowing what to say back. I use that opportunity to turn my attention to the little girl next to them.

“You must be Veronica, nice to meet you.”

The moment I’m turning my attention a voice out of the doorway says, “Mr. Williams, I think it is better if you take both your children home for today. Shelly will get detention but for now, you better take them.”

The voice belongs to headmistress, Angelica Webber. She is an older lady in her sixties that I know well. She is a friend of my nan.

“I’ll see you tomorrow morning. Let’s say 8 am?” she continues to Liam.

“Yes ma’am, we will be there,” he says. She now puts her attention to me and asks with a little worry in her voice,

“Ms. Smithton, how is your grandmother? I heard about what happened. Are she and Arleen well?”

“My nan is a little in shock. Mrs. Clockhigh is doing okay,” I tell her. “We were just on our way there with some questions.”

“I’m not going with you,” I hear Shelly say.

Liam who was attending to her little daughter takes a deep breath before he tells her, “Shelly, please stop and please get into the car.”

I can hear he is almost begging.

“No way!” she says challenging.

I interfere again, “Shelly, would you please go into the car.” I compel her using my vampire compulsion. Without any further word, she gets in. I see the surprise on Liam’s face but that is replaced with relief. He helps Veronica in the car and says to Mrs. Webber who is still standing in the doorway,

“Thank you and we will see you tomorrow.” Then he gets in.

I smile at Mrs. Webber and wave at her, and I get in.

While starting the car, I see it is noon by now. “So all seatbelts secure? Who is up for early lunch?” I ask.

In my mirror I see the girls sitting comfortably. Veronica is looking tired, Shelly still looks angry.

 



Looking at my side, I see Liam’s face went blank. Liam responds,

“Can you please drop us off back at the police station? I need to take the girls home, I will come back after.”

“Sorry, can’t do,” is my response, “my grandmother is not doing well. I called Sharleen to check in on her. She told me that she had to call a doctor for her. So like it or not, you are all coming to my house,” I explain to them.

To my surprise, Shelly asks, “You are living with your grandmother?”

“Yes, I am,” I say.

It is Veronica who asks, “Did your mom leave you too?” Her shy voice has nearly any volume. I see Liam flitch with pain hearing her voice. The sadness in her voice is overwhelming.

“No,” I say, “my mom and dad died when I was two days old.”

Three pairs of eyes shift to me. Shelly and Liam just look astonished by my revelation.

“I’ve been living with my nan ever since,” I continue.

“Our mom left us,” Shelly says sadly.

“Yes, your dad told me on our way to your school,” I say changing the subject, I add, “I went to school there too and so did my friend Axel, we can tell you all about that place.”

Before I can say anything else my phone rings. I see on my phone screen of the car that it is Axel. “Speak of the devil,” I say smiling and I grab my ear Bluetooth to answer.

“Does this car not have Bluetooth?” Liam asks surprised.

I do not respond, the car has Bluetooth, I just never use it, simply because I don’t have to. Normally, I would be alone in the car and I would just answer the phone and leave it on the seat. With my vampire hearing, I really don’t need Bluetooth.

After I put my earplugs in, I answer the phone.

“Hi Axel, please tell me you identified the man?”

“Yes, we did,” he says. “I hear you have a new partner?” It sounds exciting, on the other side of the line.

“Yes, I have,” is my response. “How is he? Let me guess he is old and bold,” he continues clearly, very amused about it. “Is he with you? Are you coming here?” he keeps going.

“No, we are on our way to Nan’s. She is not doing well. Can you meet us there with all the details?” I ask him.

 



“Yes, I’ll see you there in twenty minutes,” is his response. I disconnect the line and tell Liam,

“Axel will meet us at my house.”

Arriving at the house, I park the car in the driveway.

I see why the doctor was here so quickly. It looks like Sharleen called her brother. Andy, who’s ten years older than me is a doctor in a private clinic in a town nearby.

I see it is his car that’s parked in our driveway.

“Let’s go,” I say to all my passengers.

“Would your grandmother not mind, us all coming in,” Liam asks me.  “No, she is probably in bed, and believe me Sharleen would love to meet you all,” I tell him with a slight smile.

It had taken us fifteen minutes to get here and knowing Sharleen, the kitchen table would be filled with food by now. I walk over to the house and gesture them to follow me. I sense that they are following.

Knowing the door would not be locked, I open it and walk-in.

“Sharleen,” I call while walking through the door.

“Kitchen,” I hear her say. I walk to the kitchen and like I expected the whole kitchen table is filled with food.

Andy is standing with his back against one of the cabinets eating a sandwich.

“How is Nan? And why did she not want you to call me?” I demand harshly, the moment I see her. She looks at me with surprise.

Normally, I’m not that direct and definitely not that demanding to her. I regret my words and fall on a chair.

“I’m sorry,” I say with regret in my voice. “Hi Andy, thank you for coming,” I follow, “how is she?” I ask now calmly.

Andy is the one who responds. With a slight smile and with worry he says, “Honestly, I don’t know. I ordered some tests. I’ve just sent my assistant away to run the blood in the lab.” Seeing the worries grow on my face, he adds with a serious smile, “She is awake and sharp like always.”

Sharleen moves her attention in the meantime to the people with me.  “Are you going to introduce us, or did you forget your manners?”

she says firmly to me. My face turns red. I totally forgot them in my worries.

 



“Andy and Sharleen, please meet my new partner, lieutenant Liam Williams, and his two daughters, Shelly and Veronica,” I say to them than I turn to Liam and the girls and say, “Liam, Shelly, and Veronica, please meet my neighbor Sharleen Davis and her brother, Doctor Andrew Clockhigh.” After some handshaking and some politeness.

“So, you guys hungry?” Sharleen asks. “Please feel free to help yourself.”

To my surprise and even Liam’s, I see Veronica and Shelly grab a tasty looking sandwich off the table.

Sharleen smiles, “You girls want a plate? You can sit on the couch in the den, if you want. Want to watch some TV?” she asks like it is her house.

She smiles and says, “I think I’m going to join you after I grab us something to drink. At least it gives your dad a chance to talk to the other adults.” She continues to smile and, in the meantime, she nods to me with a look in her eyes, all will be okay. At that moment, the front door opens, Axel has arrived.

“Where is everyone,” he calls out.

“Kitchen,” Sharleen, Andy, and I yell at the same moment.

I see Liam looking extremely uncomfortable. He really did not want to come here with his kids, the fact that Shelly and Veronica felt at home that quick and we were all so familiar with each other is probably not helping.

When Axel walks into the kitchen and sees the food, the first thing he says to Sharleen who is almost next to him, “Sharleen, I love you, if you would not feed me, I would probably starve. Bad thing, you are already married, otherwise I would marry you in a second.” He smiles and kisses her on her cheek as a greeting.

“Wow, is that for me?” he asks trying to grab one of the glasses with juice she is carrying. She smiles back and continues her way to the girls.

“You wish,” she says, “you can help yourself to something.”

Axel shifts his attention to the others in the room. When he notices Liam, I see his jaw almost hit the ground in surprise.

“You are definitely not old and bold,” he says smiling at Liam.

“Hi, I’m Axel Brownbridge, you must be the new partner. Nice to meet you.”

“Liam Williams.” Liam shakes his hand. “Nice to meet you too.

You are the coroner I’ve heard…” Liam says.

 



“Yes, one of them,” is Axel’s response. After the exchange of some more politeness, Liam introduces his two daughters to Axel.

I’m getting a little restless. I really would like to see Nan, plus I really would like to get to the point. There must have been a lot of hassle and sounds, because a moment later we hear a voice.

“What is going on here?” Arleen is standing on the stairs. “Vicky, your nan wants to see you,” she says to me.

I stand up and go upstairs assuming they will all explain to Arleen what is going on.

Walking upstairs I can smell the aroma of candles burning in Nan’s bedroom. Entering her bedroom I’m shocked, where she was looking all well yesterday and even walked upstairs like nothing happened, I see now a really old lady who’s looking gray and sick.

Looking at her almost made me cry.

All my life I had never seen my grandmother in this worse shape.

I walk over to her, put my glasses on her side table, and sit next to her.

I see something that surprises me. The closet where Nan keeps her grimoire, her spell books, and witch supplies is a little open. I see the light in the closet.

Ignoring it for now I turn my attention to her.

“Don’t look so worried, my dear,” she says to me.

No longer being able to hold my tears back, I start to cry. “Nan, what is going on?” I ask.

“I’m dying, my dear,” she says.

“Now listen,” she goes on, “what I told you yesterday was long overdue. I needed to tell you sooner, but this old woman just wants to see you safe.”

Carefully she touches my face and wipes a tear away.

“The darkness is coming, and the light needs your help to stop it. I tried to stop it, but I failed,” she says cryptic and now I see tears in her eyes. “Please promise you will believe in yourself, you’re the best thing in my life and I believe in you.” A tear escaped her eyes when she said that last part.

“I promise,” I say. I nestle myself on to the bed with her.

For the next couple of minutes, we were just lying there not saying anything. Honestly, I just did not know where to begin, and then it hit me… she is dying!

“You’re dying!” I say to her.

 



“Yes, my dear. This is a battle that neither of us can win,” she says calmly. I’m in shock…

A couple of minutes pass, and the door opens. Arleen comes in.

“Vicky, your nan needs to rest,” she says and adds, “let her sleep.

I’ll call you later when she is strong enough to answer questions.”

I look at my nan and she looks at me in agreement.

“I’ll sleep and then we talk,” she says to me. I grab my glasses off her nightstand, jump off the bed, and walk to the door.

Almost there, I turn around, “Are you sure you don’t want me to stay?” I ask.

“I’m sure,” is the answer.

Leaving the room, I close the door behind me.

Through the door, with my vampire hearing, I can hear my nan ask Arleen, “So, how is the new partner?”

Arleen’s response makes me smile, “He is handsome, God, I wish I was still young.”

Smiling, I realize that even my dying nan is still a sucker for gossip.

Instead of walking downstairs, I go to my bedroom. There, I kick out my shoes, take my glasses off, fall on my bed, and let my tears flow…

After a couple of minutes of crying my eyes out, I realize I need to go back down but somehow, I can’t stop crying.

Nan is dying… It hurts, the knowledge of her going to die is just horrible. Sitting up, I see myself in the mirror, my eyes are red. Real red, holy shit, I haven’t fed on blood for a while now and my vampire hunger starts to show.

Great, something I can really use right now. My life starts to be a disaster of events. I look up someone is coming towards my door.

I inhale the person’s scent directly, I calm down. It’s Axel. He has seen me vampire red-eyed before. He opens the door without knocking, looks at me, and closes the door behind him, then sits next to me.

“That bad,” he says, “you look like hell!”

“She is dying,” I tell Axel.

“She is not dead yet,” he responses instantly, “and how does she know she is dying?”

“Magic,” I say.

“That does not explain anything.” He looks puzzled.

 



“Magic, or black magic, to be more specific, is used against her. I can smell it,” I tell him.

A moment later he stands up and hands me my glasses.

“Get yourself together. In the meantime, what do you want to tell that new handsome partner of yours?”

Shit, I forgot Liam and the girls.

“Don’t worry,” Axel says after seeing my shock. “He is being fed by Sharleen. I told him what I learned about the case, he can fill you in. And he did ask Arleen some questions. In the meantime, I will tell him you need to stop by the coroner’s office on your way back to the station for the paperwork.” He smiles. “I have something there to drink for you,” he adds to it.

Knowing the double meaning of it, I surprise myself and give him a small smile.

He walks out of the room and without looking back he says, “See you down in a minute.”

I walk into my bathroom, smash some water in my face and get myself together. I put my glasses back on my nose and change clothes.

Axel does have a point, Nan is not dead yet and if black magic is killing her there should be a way to reverse it. The only way to stop it is to find my ‘cousin’s’ killer.

The only thing bothering me now is how will Liam fit in all of this… Then I remember the closet in my nan’s room, does Arleen know she is a witch? More and more questions are filling my head.

The only way to get some answers is to start working on them.

Arriving in the kitchen, I see Liam sitting at the table with Andy and Axel.

“Are you hungry,” Axel winks at me while saying it.

“Always,” I say. Andy points at a big box on the table and says,

“Sharleen made you a lunch box with your favorite sandwiches.”

I smile while I walk over to the coffee machine. After pulling myself a cup, I empty it in one swig.

Liam looks at me and asks, “Thirsty?”

“Yes, but I’m afraid this is the strongest we have. I really would like something stronger,” is my answer.

Realizing he doesn’t know me that well, I look at him.

“Sorry, I’m talking about the coffee,” I say quickly.

He smiles and says, “Normally your grandmother is not sick either. Are we good to go?”

 



“Yes,” I say, “Where are the girls?” Looking at the empty den.

The kitchen is cleaned up, and the dishwasher is doing its duty. I also notice now that Sharleen was gone.

“Sharleen took them to her house. She offered to watch them this afternoon,” Liam says.

Andy starts to smile and says to Liam, “My sister loves kids, you probably will get them fed, cleaned, and completely worn-out back.”

“To be very honest, I’m happy Vicky took us here, and I met your sister. She is the first one who offers to watch them after she met them. It looks like they like her,” Liam tells him.

“What if I did what you asked, and I did not bring you here?” I ask him curious.

“I don’t know,” is his honest answer.

For a moment he looks like he feels tired.

“Now let’s go, you can fill me in on Axel’s information,” I say while I’m looking at Axel, who at his turn is looking amused from Liam to me.

“Are you coming too?” I ask a little annoyed at Axel.

“Of course,” is his response.

Shifting my attention to Andy, I open my mouth when he says,

“Go, I’m staying here to keep an eye on both ‘old’ ladies. When I hear back from the lab, you’re the first call I make.”

I give him a grateful look and say, “Thank you.”

 

Twenty minutes later we walk into the coroner’s office. Liam and I took my car here, and Axel his own. On our way here Liam filled me in on the latest information on the case.

The dead man’s name is, Harry Minnerson, from a town nearby.

According to our database, he was 56-years-old and living at the same address for over 40 years. He never married and for the last 17 years he was self-deployed, but no one really knows what he did.

Liam told me, he thinks the identity is fake.

While I think he is right, I also think that for different reasons. He was a witch and my nan’s nephew, and nothing is adding up what he was doing here. More and more questions are arising in my mind.

Why had he come here, what did he have to do with black magic, and why and how did nan get involved in it?

The open closet in her room with Arleen walking around also makes me nervous. Does Arleen know what is going on…

 



Does this mean she and her children know what is going on…? All questions are spinning in my mind.

Meeting Axel at the autopsy table, I push them all back and shift my attention to the man next to the table.

“First things first, you want an alcohol free ‘bloody’ Mary, made by me and the strongest alcohol-free beverage around?” he asks us with a profoundly serious attitude. “You will guarantee to have enough energy to work…” he adds looking at Liam.

“Thanks for the offer but I’ll pass,” Liam says to him.

“Please, a double,” I say to Axel, with a double meaning looking at him. He walks to the small fridge next to the desk and opens it.

Grabs a big liter cup out of it and says, “I already made it this morning so here you go.”

Handing me the cup he says, “She is not good at sharing her food, so you’re sure you don’t want something?”

“I’m sure,” Liam says.

In the meantime, I start to drink. The blood in his sugar happy shake is doing directly it’s work. I feel myself growing stronger and while I had eaten the whole box of food Sharleen made for me on our way over here, I craved this.

I hadn’t fed for over a month and that was taking its toll. I was getting weaker and keeping my eyes fangs covered became more and more difficult. My skin also turned more pale day by day. Now I feel the blood spreading through my body and my fangs are hiding again, and I see in the mirror on the wall I got more color right away.

Liam looks stunned when he sees me drink the cup almost at once. “Where do you leave all of that, you’ve just eaten… How can you look as you do and eat like that?” Liam’s voice sounds with disbelieve when he says it.

“I have a very healthy appetite and good genes,” I say with a grin.

You should only know, I think.

“So what about Mr. Minnerson?” I ask Axel.

I see him read something from a file. “More good news, I hope.”

Axel looks up and shakes his head. “No, not good news. We are not sure about the cause of death! We all, me and Doctor Rosenberg, who is my boss, and the lab,” clarifying that last part looking at Liam,

“can say for sure he is poisoned. But with what, we really don’t know.

We are running more tests but by this point, I’m not sure if we will ever find out what poison fried his brain.”

 



He removed the sheet that was covering the dead man on the table. “His defensive wounds are also not all from the same moment,”

he points at the right arm where there is a big bruise.

“That spot is at least four days old. The bruises on his legs are around seven days old. He has cuts on his feet that are from around the time of death and the cuts and bruises from his face and hand are also from around the time of death.”

He looks at me worried while Liam is checking out the dead man’s hand.

“Anything else,” Liam asks.

“Yes,” he says, “There is something strange with his back.”

He keeps looking at me not sure if he should tell Liam.

I gesture him to continue.

He grabs two pairs of gloves and gives one set to Liam, who looks surprised. “Help me turn him around, please,” Axel explains to him.

Liam puts the gloves on and helps Axel turn the body.

The man’s back has very strange markings on it.

“This was not here this morning when I took the pictures. Doctor Rosenberg noticed it and documented it when he took a look at my request. You can see these points…” he points at small dots over his spine. “These are probably made with something like a needle. Dr.

Rosenberg is not sure. The reason he is not sure, and I agree with him, is the fact that the dots are exactly the same space apart. Same with the dots on each shoulder. The lines on his back are from lying on top of something but again, it’s strange, the line is parallel on each other. I did not see them. The photos I took this morning don’t show them.”

“What is that on his neck?” Liam asks when he noticed the black dot.

“That’s a tattoo. Probably colored in to destroy the original. I have sent images to the lab to see if they can find out the original tattoo. So if you want to know more about that you need to talk to old Bernie,”

Axel hands over the report to Liam.

“Thanks Axel,” Liam says to him. I can sense a phone I don’t know whose, buzz.

Liam takes his phone out of his pocket and looks at it, he then turns to me and says, “Let’s go back to the station. I called a friend of mine to see if he pops-up in any federal database. He emailed me the

 



results. Like I thought his ID is fake. His real name is Nolan Foresthill.”

Walking to the door Axel calls us back. “Hold on, did you say Foresthill?” He calls out to us. “Back when I was working in New York, there was a missing attendant called Doctor Nancy Foresthill. I believe she was found dead a couple of weeks ago.”

Looking a little surprised at him I say, “How do you know she was found dead?”

“Amelia,” he says with a meaningful look. Amelia is Axel’s sister.

She is an ‘interior designer’, not a particularly good one I must say, and a sucker for gossip. She is also Daddy’s little girl. She can do no harm in the eyes of Doctor A. Brownbridge senior, Axel on the other hand is always criticized by his father.

“Who’s Amelia,” Liam asks us.

“His sister.”

“My sister.”

We say at the same time in a not so friendly tone which makes Liam laugh.

“You sure she is murdered?” asked Liam.

“That’s what Amelia said, yes. If you want, I can make some calls and check it out for you?” Looking at him I realize that he offers to call his father. My heart feels for him. Calling his father is something Axel really doesn’t like doing.

Liam’s phone rings. “I need to take this. Again thank you Axel and keep us posted. Meet you at the car.” he says to me. I nod and he leaves.

Turning my attention to Axel I say, “You sure you want to call your dad?”

“If it helps you, I never mind.” He smiles. “Now go before he leaves without you…”

“He can’t.” Walking out I’m holding up the keys with a smile.

Arriving at the car I see Liam is still on the phone.

When he is done, we step in and go to the station.

 




5

“Why was he using a fake name? Did he kill this Doctor Foresthill, what was his relation to her? How did he end up here in the middle of nowhere?” Liam is wondering out loud looking at the timeline we are making on the whiteboard.

“I think we need to talk to the real Mr. Minnerson and see what he knows. So a visit to the next town is in order. We need to see where he was staying and what he was up to. Uniforms and volunteers went through the area where he was found last night and this morning but nothing came up. Nobody had seen him or knows him.” I say to Liam.

He nods in agreement. “We can do that now.”

Walking over to our desk to grab some things we are called in by our captain. “Williams, Smithton, how is the case going?” She wants to know.

“We learned that the man was using a fake identity, and that there is maybe a connection to another case. We are on our way out to question someone who can maybe give us more information,” Liam tells her.

“Good,” she says. She looks from one to the other and says, “Any problems?” she asks Liam.

He looks a little confused at her, not knowing what she is aiming at.  I see his confusion and say, “She wants to know if you have any problems with me?”

The captain finally looks at me and says, “Is that so strange miss Smithton? Your last partner always has given you the credit, while not everyone believed you earned it. The previous captain was willing to let that slide, I’m not,” she says harshly to me.

I flinch, I know what she is talking about. I know what people say about me. I know it is not true but somehow the captain is willing to believe all the gossip.

Liam somehow notices the flinch.

“No,” he says, “No problems at all. Can we go?”

She nods and Liam grabs my arm while pushing me to the door.

Closing the door behind us. He says, “You need to work on not showing you temper, let’s go.”

 



I wonder what look had been on my face while following him to the car, and what made him more or less stand up for me…

Driving over to Mr. Minnerson’s house he asks me, “What was she talking about?”

Looking at the road while driving, I take a deep breath before I say, “There are stories, don’t know where they came from,” I start with some insecurity not taking my attention off the road, “they are not true,” I ensure him.

While still looking at the road ahead I continue, “When I arrived back here, I’ve been away for over four years. In those four years, I became a detective. I worked hard to get where I am today but not everyone back here believes that,” I look at him from the corner of my eyes and see him look at me with interest.

I’m surprised when he says, “I looked you up before taking the job,” He admits with a grin. “You were a uniform cop by nineteen, and a detective with twenty-two. You saved your partner’s life by jumping out and through a window. You had the highest closing rate in the city. All cops I have spoken to in New York didn’t say anything negative about you accept you are a lot out on your own and it looks like you barely sleep.”

He looks at me, “Why did you leave the city? And what happened here that captain dislikes you so much?”

His questions and summary of my career make me a little uncomfortable.

“You looked me up?” I say still astonished by that fact and avoiding his questions.

“You did not look me up?” he says surprised. “Of course I looked you up. When I saw the captain last week, she told me you were the only one without a partner which made me automatically partner with you, or she needed to make changes.”

“I did not know you were coming until this morning,” I admit to him.

“She didn’t tell you?” is his reaction.

“No, she didn’t tell anyone until this morning.” Looking at him again from my eye corner I see, he is honestly astonished by this fact.

“What made you come here?” I ask him.

“You first,” he says, I see his facial expression go dark.

“My reason for coming back here is very easy, my nan,” I tell him.

 



It is not exactly the truth but for now, I couldn’t tell him the real reason I got back.

“I asked for a transfer to this station. I knew there was an opening that hadn’t been filled, partly because this station really doesn’t have much to offer,” I explain to him. “My old partner, Detective Andy Baks was not really an active cop.”

Not getting any response I added, “He is a good man he just had some issues. I got credit from him because I deserved it. The last couple of cases we were supposed to work on together I, more or less, worked alone so he could fish.”

“He went fishing on the job?” Liam says with some disgust in his voice.

“His last couple of months on the job were hard for him. He kind of lost himself a little when news reached him that his son, who he was estranged from, died suddenly. He was not invited to the funeral by his ex-wife. I don’t know the whole story, but I just left it. I know I should have reported him, but I just felt for him,” I explain to Liam.

“The old captain and Andy Baks were good friends, so I think he knew and just left it. Captain Reynolds died, from a heart attack, a week after Andy Baks retired. He left a paperwork mess to clean up.

Nothing was filed. I think captain McGreggory just believes the gossip because the paperwork was not done, there were only stories and reports that I filed.”

I look at him for a moment before I say, “Your turn, what is your story.”

I hear him take a deep breath and I feel he really doesn’t want to talk about it.

“It’s complicated,” he finally says after a couple of seconds. “After my marriage fell apart, and I got full custody of the girls, I ran into some problems with my work, Shelly and soon to be ex-wife.”

I can feel the pain in his voice when he talks.

“Natalie, my wife,” he clarifies, “left suddenly, like I told you.” He takes a deep breath before he continues, “She only did not leave me for her personal trainer, that is what I told the girls, she left me for my boss.”

That last part took me by surprise. Looking at him from the corner of my eyes, I felt for him. He looks hurt.

I see his face change, clearly, he pushes that thought away.

 



“For the girls, I tried to make it less painful, but Shelly started to act out when Natalie left. She got suspended from school for fighting and finally, she was kicked out for stealing. We came here because I wanted a clean start for all of us. I was the talk of the whole Massachusetts police department and the girls were or are hurt so we came here.”

“How long ago did she leave?” I ask him.

“Seven months ago,” he says. “I only have heard of her lawyer ever since. She hasn’t seen the girls since either.”

I wonder what is wrong with this woman to leave her children or this man without even blinking. He is handsome, tall, and clearly loves his girls.

Looking at his aura again, I see it still shines bright white. He is a good man. His heart is good, now I really wonder who this Natalie is.

Something is clearly wrong with her, I conclude. Then I notice something that never happened to me before. Looking at the road in front of me, I see aura’s everywhere, without summoning it.

The driver in front of me has a white, purple aura. The lady walking her dog; a white with yellow. I try to switch it off by blinking but no luck. I slow down and lift my glasses and rub my eyes. When I look around, I see it didn’t work. I could still see all auras!

What the hell!

Liam starts to notice something is wrong with me. “Don’t feel sorry for me,” he says a little awkward.

Probably thinking I am having tears or something in my eyes.

I smile. “Sorry, while I feel for you that’s not really what’s wrong.”

I really don’t know what else to say to him.

I notice we are on destination, but I still see the auras. I can even see someone inside the house has a bright yellow/green aura, a type of aura I never seen only heard of a witch practicing magic has an aura that can be yellow/green…

“We are here, and there is someone in the house…” I say to Liam.

I get out of the car as quickly as I can, not really wanting to explain myself, and walk over to the front door.

Liam joins me and knocks on the door, there is clearly no doorbell. “Mr. Minnerson,” he calls, “Lieutenant Williams and Detective Smithton, we would like to ask you some questions…”

We wait a couple of seconds then I can clearly hear someone moving to the door. A man in his fifties opens it.

 



“Mr. Harry Minnerson?” I ask. The man nods in acknowledgment.

“How can I help you?” he asks us.

Liam takes charge and says, “We would like to come in and ask you some questions about a man using your identity.”

The man moves aside and lets us in.

The house is clean and tidy. It almost looks unlived in.

I can smell herbs. A lot of different kinds of herbs. One herb I smell gets my attention. Yarrow, an herb used to create dream illusions or to destroy negative energy. In black magic, it is used to blend the black magic to neutral.

‘Aspecto adspicio’ I think hoping to see if any magic was used.

There are some small visible lines of magic here and there, so there was some magic at play but for the rest, I don’t see anything dark.

“Mr. Minnerson, did you ever heard of a man named, Nolan Foresthill?” Liam asks the man.

“Please sit,” Mr. Minnerson points at the sitting area. Liam and I both sit on the brown leather sofa while Mr. Minnerson sits across from us in the chair. He looks at us with a certain curiosity.

“I don’t recall ever hearing that name,” he finally says after a couple of seconds.

I sense he is lying; his heart rate goes up and I start to smell a change in pheromones. He is sweating. Liam shows him a picture of Nolan Foresthill. While he doesn’t show it. I sense he recognizes him.

“No, I don’t know him,” he says handing Liam the picture back.

“You have any idea why he would use your identity or how he got a driving license with your name?” Liam asks him.

“I’ve really no idea. I do not have a driving license and I don’t own a car,” is Mr. Minnerson’s response.

He is lying again.

“He is lying,” I calmly say to Liam looking at the man. He looks back at me. He looks a little puzzled.

“Who are you?” he asks me. “You don’t have a mark!”

He guessed I’m a vampire. Born vampires always wear a mark, that shows from which clan they are. Because I’m not a full vampire, I can resist almost every check there is in the book. My nan taught me well.

Now it is Liam’s turn to look puzzled. He looks from me to the man and back.

 



“I’m Detective Vicky Smithton, I showed you my ID and batch coming in,” I say to the man.

Then I decide to take a chance and follow up with, “Your heart rate is up and you have started to sweat; all indicators your lying.” I’m looking at the man but in my eye corner, I see Liam look at me. He probably thinks I’m bluffing.

The man stands up and walks over to a bookshelf.

Liam, I see, is instantly aware of the man’s actions, grabs with instinct to his holster with a gun, his finger directly on the safety switch. I don’t move at all.

The man grabs a flashlight off the shelf and switches it on. Liam still next to me is obviously puzzled by the man’s strange behavior.

I know why he grabs the flashlight, he probably bewitched it so it would shine pure UV light. Next, he grabs a silver ball.

Vampires are created out of magic. While vampires are by definition created out of strong black magic, there are two kinds of vampires.

One is born, the other one is created. Both drink blood but they are not the same.

A created vampire is the most common one. Created by other vampires by drinking each other’s blood. They can’t come out into the light or sun, are allergic to silver, and can’t pass holy ground. They are also strong, fast, frozen in time, and they do not have a soul. They are also enslaved to the born vampires.

The born vampire is the ‘original’ vampire. They are born and not created. Every born vampire can have one child, I’ve been told.

Conceiving however is not that easy if I have to believe the old scripts.

Born vampires are super strong, unbelievably fast, and can compel each creature to do their bidding. The older they get, the faster and stronger they become.

Their weakness lies within silver, sunlight, and their first 18 years of ‘life’. The first 18 years of a born vampire are reasonably normal.

Their diet is a little different because they need blood to survive but grow like any creature until a certain moment they freeze, and their aging starts to slow.

On the contrary what humans believe they can come out into the sun, but it will weaken them, and they can enter holy grounds. They are however allergic to silver in whatever form. But like anything

 



created by nature or earth’s magic, there is a catch. Born vampires who choose to do good are aging quicker, are not as strong, fast, or can control created vampires as born vampires that ‘freeze’ their souls.

However, a born vampire can always ‘unfreeze’ their soul. Like anything in nature, they do have a choice. Be good or be the monster everyone thinks you are.

Me being only half-vampire can stand silver and sunlight without problems. The rest is not really tested yet.

I know what this man wants to test. I put my hand on Liam’s arm and shake my head, I ease him more or less to stand down.

Mr. Minnerson turns around and throws me the ball. I catch it with one hand. I keep holding my hand up after I catch the ball. The man then shines the light over me. Nothing happens.

“What are you?” he then asks.

I calmly say, “Like I said, I’m Detective Vicky Smithton, now can you please answer our questions truthfully?”

After a couple of seconds, the man sits down. I sense Liam is confused but looking at him I see he doesn’t show it.

“Mr. Minnerson,” it is Liam who speaks first, “If you know Mr.

Foresthill, you have to tell us. We are trying to help.” He says with a pressure.

The man sitting across from us is nervous now. He stands up again and walks to the bookshelves. He squats and lets his finger go over the books.

The moments he squats we both see his neck it has a round tattoo, a goldish circle within which is a black tree-of-life. Liam attends me to it with a gesture of his head unaware I already noticed it.

“Did Mr. Foresthill have the same neck tattoo as you?” he asks.

Now he is bluffing, I realize. I knew of the tattoo or rather mark, but Liam didn’t, he only saw a black dot.

The man stands up and turns around.

“You saw his mark?” he asks both of us. I see he is holding a school’s yearbook.

“Yes,” now Liam’s lying.

“That’s strange,” is the response of the man. He hands me an old high school yearbook.

“You’re right, I knew Nolan,” he says to me still puzzled how I could know he was lying.

 



“Me and Nolan went to school together and have been friends ever since,” he explained.

“Can you tell me what happened? And what Nolan was doing around here?” I ask the man-friendly.

I hand Liam the yearbook open to a page where is written, ‘To Harry, the best friend I ever head N.’

“Nolan came back here a couple of months ago, after his wife Nancy went missing,” he tells us. “The police thought she maybe left him or ran out of the work pressure, she was a doctor you know, but Nancy was not like that,” he takes a deep breath and continues, “after they found Nancy dead they thought Nolan had something to do with it. So I told him to use my identity. I know it was wrong, but I really wanted to help my friend.”

He looks at us with discomfort. “Three days ago he did not show up when he supposed was too. I was worried but couldn’t really go to the police.”

“Do you have any idea what Nolan was doing, the night he died, or what he was doing in the middle of nowhere? Did he have a car?”

Liam asks patiently.

“He was looking into his wife’s death. He had my car with him; a green Honda, I can give you the license plate number if you want?”

Liam hands him over the paper and a pen.

“Please,” he says.

“Mr. Minnerson, I hate to ask you this,” I say, “But where were you two nights ago?”

“My dear girl,” he says to my surprise, “I haven’t left this house in over twenty years. I got diagnosed over twenty-five years ago with agoraphobia. You can check with my doctors and neighbors.”

“Agoraphobia?” Liam asks.

“Street fear,” I explain to him while Mr. Minnerson writes down the doctor’s number.

After we left Mr. Minnerson’s place, from the car driving back, I called the doctor’s phone number to check Mr. Minnerson’s diagnosis. They confirmed that Mr. Minnerson was diagnosed with agoraphobia and that he hasn’t left the house in ages. Even the doctors come to him.

In the meantime, Liam calls to get a BOLO out on the car.

 



Checking my messages I see Sharleen texted me that Nan is asking for me, also dinner is ready at seven. I smile reading her message.

After Liam hangs up the phone, I tell him, “Sharleen texted me, my nan is awake and asking for me. She also invited you to dinner.”

He smiles when he says, “I know, Shelly texted me too. Can I say no?” he asks being rhetorical. I smile back.

He pushes himself back in the car seat and says, “That was one of the strangest interviews I ever did. What’s up with that guy and you?”

“It was too clean and too tidy.” I came up with, “I saw this kind of behavior before when I was a New York cop.” I lied to him.

In the meantime, I connect my phone to the car’s Bluetooth.

“So the car has a Bluetooth function,” he smiles, “who you are calling?”

“I’m calling Axel to see what he found out,” I explain.

“Hi gorgeous,” Axel says answering my call.

I smile, “You are on speaker my dear boy, play nice.” Warning him playfully not to say anything, not for Liam’s ears.

“So what did you find out,” I follow up with.

I know he got my hint when he continues, “I spoke to Amelia, my dad, and the coroner who did Doctor Foresthill’s autopsy,” he starts to tell.

“What did they say?” Liam asks interested.

“Something very strange. Dr. Foresthill was killed the same way as the man on my table. I also found four other cases like this,” Axel tells us.   “Four other cases!” Liam and I say at the same time.

“Yes, you want me to bring them to dinner? Sharleen tells me that’s at seven,” he responds.

“Yes,” I say quickly before Liam can say something. “See you there.”

I disconnect the connection and tell Liam, “Sharleen makes us dinner most of the time.”

“I got that feeling earlier at your house. Does Sharleen and Andy still live with their mother?” he asks me with suspicion.

I start to laugh, “No Andy lives nearby, Sharleen, however, moved back home with her husband Tom, who you probably will meet tonight, after her dad became sick,” with a more serious tone I continue, “when their dad became sick, he required around the clock care, which was too much for Arleen alone, so Sharleen has given up

 



her job as a caterer to help out. He died last year after almost a year of being sick. I think Sharleen and Tom just stayed to deal with things and to keep Arleen company.” I smile talking about my neighbors.

Seeing me smile he says, “You look and act like one family.”

There is almost a hint of jealousy in his voice.

“We are a family more or less, I have only my nan, I know the rest of them for so long they feel like family,” I say to him still smiling.

 

Arriving home, I park the car on the driveway. Before switching off the engine, I see the front door swinging open.

Shelly and Veronica are running towards the car, Liam steps out and the girls fly around his neck. They start talking at the same time.

I start to laugh looking at the scene playing out next to me. I leave them on the driveway and walk into the house.

I’m surprised to see my nan sitting in her chair next to the fireplace. Our black cat, Mr. Minx is lying on her lap. She looks a little better than this morning.

“Hello, my dear,” she says to me with a smile. “How was work?”

“Good,” kissing her cheek as a greeting. I whisper in her ear, “We really need to talk…”

She gives me a know-it-all look. It makes me smile. She really looks better than this morning but walking away from her, I turn abruptly to her.

I realize I sense magic on her. It’s small, but it is definitely there.

The moment I want to say something I hear the door behind me open. Instantly Shelly and Veronica are running past me to the kitchen.

Liam keeps standing by the door looking a little awkward.

“So, you must be lieutenant Williams,” Nan says to him with a smile. Completely ignoring me she says, “It’s time she got a new partner… You have two lovely girls,” she adds when Liam walks towards her.

He shakes her hand. “Nice to meet you, Ma’am,” he says very politely to her, “I hope you feel better.”

“Vicky, get this poor man a drink,” she says to me with an almost demanding look.

Annoyed, I can’t say anything to her with Liam around, I turn around and walk to the kitchen. Completely forgetting to ask him what he would like to drink.

 



In the kitchen, I see to my surprise that somebody is already setting the table and that Tom and Axel both beat us here.

“Hey, Vicky,” Tom says. “How is the new partner?” He has a big grin on his face.

“We already told him how pleased you are,” Axel says.

Looking around I see Andy, who clearly kept his word and hadn’t left, already sitting on the table. Arleen and Sharleen both are busy with pots and pans.

“You like working with my dad?” Shelly asks looking up from setting the table.

I smile and say, “Give me a week and I will give an answer to all of you…”

Looking into the fridge, I realize I forgot to ask Liam what he would like to drink.

“Shelly, what does your dad drink?” I ask Shelly looking at all the soda in the fridge. She walks over to me and looks in the fridge.

“From that collection, everything,” she says smiling. I decide to pull him a glass of one of the open bottles.

While doing that I see him helping my grandmother into the kitchen.

“It has been a while,” Nan says, “I can’t really remember I had so many people over.”

“I don’t think we ever had so many people on our kitchen table, Nan,” I say smiling while handing Liam his soda.

“Just sit somewhere,” I say to him. Walking back to grab me a soda, I hear Andy introduce Liam and Tom to each other. After pulling myself a drink I sit down at the end of the table.

On the other end, Nan is sitting. She smiles at the men sitting next to her, on one side is Liam and the other side is Andy.

Axel sits down next to me, he had noticed the worried look on my face, he whispers to me, “She knows what she is doing, she won’t be up if she thought she would not be up for it.”

I know he is right. After a couple of minutes, we are all at the table, eating.

After dinner, Liam offers to help clean up.

“Don’t worry,” I say, “that’s my job.”

“Dad when do we go home?” a tired Shelly asks looking at her dad. “I still have some work to do,” Liam says to Shelly.

 



Looking around, I see Veronica fell asleep on the old sofa in the den.

Nan is the one who speaks next, “Tomorrow is a new day to work.

Go home and get your girls tucked in.”

She looks really tired. “I really want to talk to my granddaughter.

Vicky, would you see me after you cleaned up?”

I nod in agreement.

She looks at Andy and asks him politely, “Would you mind helping this old lady up?”

Andy helps my nan up. I look at them, I sense my nan’s distress.

She is tired and in pain I realize.

Sharleen, who already cleaned up most of the kitchen mess says to me, “Only the dishwasher needs to be looked after, maybe Axel can do that while you talk to your nan,” she suggests.

She turns to Arleen and Tom, and says, “Time to go home.”

Walking to the back door she says to Liam, “You have two lovely girls, if you ever need a sitter again, I would love to look after them.”

“Thank you for the offer, I probably will take you up on that.” He smiles at her. “Thank you for today. It has been a long time I’ve seen them this happy,” he says smiling.

I realize that he has a point. This morning when I met the girls, Shelly was a difficult teen that didn’t want to do anything, Veronica on the other hand had been quiet, sad, and very shy.

When Liam and I arrived for dinner, this evening both girls had changed into two happy kids. Still in pain but they just looked more at ease.

Liam turns around to me, “My car is still at the station.”

“Don’t worry,” I hear a voice from the stairs, “I’ll give you a ride there,” Andy offers coming back downstairs.

“Please, thank you,” Liam says to him.

Twenty minutes later everyone left except Axel. I take off my glasses and put them on the table next to the door. I hate wearing them.

I see in the mirror, to my surprise, my eyes are not glowing! I also notice that my fangs are completely hidden.

Normally my fangs will start to come out again after an hour or so.

My senses are better than ever but still, my eyes and fangs are off.

 



When I turn around to Axel, he says brotherly, “I know, but you need to talk to your nan first, I’ll wait.”

I know he would. While I know most people think our relationship is weird, I always know what to expect from him.
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“Nan,” I say opening her bedroom door. She is lying in the bed. The room is almost dark, with just two candle lighting.

“Vicky, come sit with me. Keep the light off, you don’t need it to see me…”  I flinch a little hearing her voice. It sounds tired and broken. Looking at her makes it all worse, she is looking in bad shape.

“I need you to listen,” she says the moment I sit down.

Not being able to hide my worries and pain anymore, I feel tears run over my cheeks.

“Please don’t cry, sweet girl,” she says to me, “I need you to listen.”

“Is Arleen a witch?” I ask her a little stunned by my question.

Her response however just blows me away.

“No, she’s a fairy,” Nan says bluntly. “But that is not really important, listen…” she continues, “I know that you noticed the magic on me walking in this evening. The magic is running out and I need to finish my story.” She holds her hand out to me.

I take her hand into mine. Forcing my grief and pain about the situation out of my mind and giving her the courtesy she deserves.

“I’ll listen,” I say to her. I hear her take a deep breath and she starts with,

“I told you yesterday about the coven I was brought up in, the tree-of-life coven. Meeting your grandfather was special. He was and still is the love of my life. He had other beliefs, and I didn’t always agree with him, but he is your grandfather. He will help you if you want that.

He is no longer the leader of his coven, but he is still powerful. The death of your father broke him. Me, leaving him with you did not help. Yes, sweetheart, he knows.” She sees my shock.

My grandfather is still alive and knows about me…

Before I can ask something, she goes further, “He knows I did not die that evening, but he played along. Deep in his heart, he did not want you to die either and his coven would have killed you. He is one of the few people who helped me hide you. Your grandfather’s name is David Badgers. I never told you his name before, but you need to know it…”

For a moment she closes her eyes and takes another deep breath.

 



“For the last 24 years, he did the same as me, protect you, and find allies. When we moved here, I knew this area. I grew up in a nearby town. This area only has one magic coven, the one I grew up in. The name I was born with is Kathleen Victoria Foresthill.”

The moment she tells me that, I just freeze and look at her in shock. I just do not know how to react.

Before I get the chance to recover, she continues her story. “My father was the leader of the coven. The Foresthill family has been the protector of the tree for generations. We are descendants of the tree.

My father died 14 years ago, my younger sister Lauren wanted to take over. I had two sisters Elisabeth; Nolan’s mother, and Lauren. They both have been killed in the last five years. With Nolan killed and me dying, you, my dear girl, are the last living descendant of the tree. The tree-of-life is a widespread magic coven with more than only witches.

The coven has members from different magical backgrounds, fairy, nymph, elf, and even a couple of human members. With the help of their magic and knowledge, I kept you safe.”

I see she is tired but after a couple of minutes she continues again,

“I’m sorry,” she says and I see a tear runs down her cheek. “I should have told you sooner, but keeping you safe has always been my first priority.” I see more tears run down her cheek.

“I know Nan…” I hug her knowing she loves me more than anything else, even more so after what she just told me. “You didn’t find Nolan by accident, did you?” I ask her patiently.

“He knew somehow I was still alive, and he was looking for me that night. I sensed his locater spell when playing cards with the girls.

So did Arleen. Fairy magic is limited but fairy magic is exceedingly difficult to breach. Fairies are the most powerful creatures to hide things. Word is that the magic of their folk is hiding the tree, and that is the reason nobody ever found it.”

I stand up from the bed and start to pace the room, wrapping my head around all the things she told me.

After a couple of steps, I really would like to know what happened, “What happened?” I ask her.

“Driving home, I told Arleen, and then I reversed his spell, that’s how we found him,” she explains to me.

The cop in me realizes that’s not the full story so I say to her,

“And?” knowing there is more to it.

 



My grandmother closes her eyes and then tells me, “When we arrived something just killed him, something evil, I’m not sure what.

But it has powerful black magic it tried to curse us too.”

She takes another deep breath, “The spell did scrape me, that is the reason I’m dying. Arleen is helping me fight it but, in the end, I will lose! I won’t have more than a day left in me,” she says seriously to me.

I’ll stop pacing and sit back on the bed with her. “Are you sure?”

I’m asking fighting back my tears. She nods at me.

“There is one last thing,” she whispers to me looking guilty. “The blood you drank this afternoon was Nolan’s combined with fairy blood, it will make you aware of black magic around you plus you won’t need your glasses any longer.”

That last part makes both of us smile. She knows I always hated them.

“We are not sure how long it will last but at least it will help you fight. Something bad and evil is coming we have no idea what it is.”

She looks at me and more tears escape her, “I’m so sorry, I’m only telling you now but the only thing I ever wanted for you was a happy life.”

“I know Nan, I really know,” I tell her, and deep down after the shock of hearing all of it, I still believe she loves me and did what she thought was best.

Then I remember something that puts a smile on my face.

“Fairies, really,” I say to her smiling, “All of them?”

That puts a smile on her face and she says, “Yes, Arleen and Sharleen are both fairies.”

“Andy?” I ask.

She smiles and says, “That is complicated, he is a fairy with magic but different from ‘normal’ fairies. Fairy magic is always female. But he knows, so did his dad and so does Tom. They all are fairies.” She keeps smiling seeing my disbelieve.

She laughs at my disbelieve.

“So they all know about me?” I wonder.

“Yes,” she says, “Now go downstairs, I know Axel is still here. He is a loyal friend,” she adds to it.

Walking out I realize something.

“What about Liam?” I ask her.

She looks surprised by my question.

 



“Liam?” Clearly not understanding my question.

I repeat, “Yes, Liam? Is he human, what does he know?”

“Sweetheart, so far I can tell, he is human and a good man and father,” she says.

Then she smiles saying, “He is also handsome, smart, and available.”

“That’s not what I meant, Nan, and you know that,” I say a little annoyed with her.

“How does he fit in and what does he know?”

Nan is clearly tired and fragile, but she laughs, “My dear girl, not everything is supernatural or to explain. Where he fits in and what he knows is for you to find out…”

Confused with her words and still trying to wrap my hand around everything she said, I leave to go downstairs.

Coming down, I find Axel in the living room watching TV.

When he sees me, he switches off the TV and looks at me.

“You want to talk?” he asks.

“Not really,” is my response while I’m switching the TV back on and sit next to him.

After a couple of minutes going through all the channels, I say to him, “My neighbors are fairies…”

“Fairies?” he asks surprised and starts to laugh.

“Yes,” I say while still flipping through the channels. “They are magical creatures or supernatural, my nan just told me they are Fairies.”

He is looking shocked, “Fairies, like Cinderella’s godmother? You know wings, wand, and so on,” he asks.

I start to laugh, I did not even think about it. I knew obvious about witches and vampires, because hey that’s me, but the rest is new for me too.

Still laughing, I see Axel look at me clearly confused.

“I haven’t even thought about that,” I explain to him. “My nan just told me about it as elves and nymphs. I honestly have no clue what they can do and what they look like. Nan only told me they exist, and that fairies magic is always female. The rest I still have to look up or I can ask Arleen and Sharleen…”

At that moment Axel’s phone buzzes.

He looks at it and says, “It’s work, they want me to come in.”

 



“I thought you had off tonight?” I say as I remembered him saying something like that during dinner.

“Probably something stupid or some suspicious deaths in the hospital,” he says, “talk to you in the morning?”

I nod in agreement and he leaves. After the door closes behind him, I stand up and lock everything down, and switch off the light; time for bed.

 

That night I slept badly, hunted by nightmares and dreams together, that won’t make any sense to me. I think it was the blood that I drank but honestly, I don’t know.

When I wake up, I see it is six am. I get out of bed and start my morning routine. I go for a run which is a little useless being me but it most of the time clears my head. Later I take a shower and have breakfast. Checking up on Nan, I find her still asleep. She looks worse than yesterday. It worries me but the only way for me to help is to do my job, so I decide to go to work.

Arriving at the station I know that Liam won’t be there. He has to see the headmistress at school first.

It’s buzzing at the station. I’m surprised that Barrots has beaten me here. Normally he won’t arrive before nine am.

“Good Morning,” I say to him walking in. “What is going on? I don’t think I ever saw so many people here before eight am.”

“Did you not see the paper or hear the news yet?” Detective Barrots says smiling.

“No, I haven’t,” I say while looking curious around.

He starts to laugh and says, “Vissink got arrested last night naked in the street when uniforms responded to a call that something was up at Doctor Rosenberg’s house.”

I look at him with amusement and say, “He was arrested?”

“Yes, they called the captain, and she said to arrest him also because the doctor called her saying he was trespassing. I was called one hour later to Doctor Rosenberg’s residence because somebody reported gunshots. When I arrived there, I found Doctor Rosenberg shot his wife, who is by the way in the hospital and out of danger but I had to arrest him. I’ve been here all night making my report.”

I look stunned. I knew there was some truth in what I said yesterday but I did know it for sure. Finding out this happened was just unbelievable.

 



Barrots hands me coffee and says, “Where is your new partner?”

“He needs to take his girls to school first, one got in trouble yesterday,” I tell him.

He looks surprised but leaves the subject.

“Where is the captain?” I ask him.

“City Hall still, she was called in after the incident at Doctor Rosenberg’s house. I just received a phone call from her that I have to release Vissink but I have to take his gun and badge. He is suspended for now,” he tells me. “Your friend Axel was promoted to head coroner for the moment.”

“Good for him, I hope they promote him permanently,” I say smiling.

So that’s the reason he had to go in. I saw he called me this morning but when I called back it went straight to voicemail.

Grabbing all the files about Nolan Foresthill off my desk, I go to the conference room so I can work on the whiteboard.

While working on getting all the details on the board, Barrots calls me, “Vicky, there was a woman for you here last night, she said she has information about this case. She asked me to tell you to meet her tonight at ten pm at the Mermaid’s den. You know that biker bar.”

I look at him. “I know where that is, did she say anything else, or maybe gave you her name? Maybe a phone number?” I ask him.

“No sorry, I asked, but she did not want to give it. She left her gloves and when I went after her, she was gone,” he says.

“You have the gloves?” The moment I ask, he throws me an evidence bag with a set of gloves. He winks at me and leaves. Without Vissink around he is much more helpful and friendlier than I realize.

I’m looking at the bag in my hand, I study the gloves.

Wow… they look like they are expensive leather gloves with fur from an exclusive brand. Opening the bag to see if they are real, the smell of them hits me. Vampire. The woman wearing them was one.

What can she know about all of this and what should I do now!

I can’t go and meet a vampire in the middle of nowhere, she will smell directly what I am and I can absolutely not go with Liam.

While I am thinking about how to solve this issue, Liam walks in.

“Good morning,” he says smiling. “How is your grandmother?”

“Good morning, Nan is not well and worse than yesterday,” I say honestly to him, not knowing what else to say.

“How did it go at school?” I fire back.

 



“She only gets one-hour detention, which is a good thing,” he says with a smile. “You mind if I call Sharleen to take her, up on her offer to watch them?” he asks.

Surprised by his question I ask, “Why you are asking me?”

“I’m asking you because this is just strange, you only met me yesterday and my kids just took over your house. None of you really minded. But this is just strange.”

I start to laugh, “This is not a big city where no one cares for each other. I don’t mind just call her, she would love to do it.”

Smiling, he grabs his phone and says, “Just give me a minute.” He leaves the room and I get my attention back to the board.

I add the information on board and take a step back. Five cases, four different districts, one couple, and three people with no connection. The only thing so far, I can tell what is supernatural about it, is that they all died by a curse.

Nolan Foresthill was a witch, the others did not have any common ground so what cursed them. I checked the autopsy reports but only Nolan had a witch mark. Nancy was his wife, but she did not have a tree-of-life mark. All murders happened within the last six months.

Maybe I’ll need to go even further back.

I call Axel to see if he can find more cases expanding his search.

He answers almost direct, “Just the person I wanted to hear,” is the first thing he says.

“How is it to be promoted, Mr. Head Coroner?” I ask him playful. “How do you know already?” He says a little disappointed that I already know.

“Barrots told me all about last evening and night. Vissink got suspended and your boss arrested,” I say almost laughing.

“The whole situation is not really funny but the fact that Doctor Rosenberg found Vissink naked in his bed, and the fact he did shoot her by accident in her but is funny,” he says laughing too.

“How is Nan?” he asks then very seriously.

“Still dying,” I tell him flat forgetting the humor.

“And more or less the reason I call,” I say seriously.

“Do tell,” is the response I get.

“Can you go back over the last five years and see how many cases you find with these same facts? If my guesses are right you will find at least six more,” I say to him.

 



Looking at the door to make sure nobody can hear me saying that to him. “If I’m right, it means he killed my great aunts too. I suspect that all his victims are magical creatures or supernatural. He kills them for power, which makes him also not human. If not, we can also be looking for a human or humans who have been giving these powers for something in return.”

I see Liam coming to the room, I say, “I need to go, please look it up,” I beg him. He tells me he will and the moment Liam walks in I hang up.

“All sorted?” I ask him.

“Yes,” he says. “The captain arrived, she wants to talk to all of us.

Barrots just filled me in about last night in the cliff notes version. He also told me about the woman of assumedly those gloves,” he says pointing at the gloves.

He sees the board and says, “You have been busy!”

He smiles a little. “After we speak to the captain, we can better check out that bar.”

“Maybe that’s not a smart idea,” I start to say.

Not really knowing how I’m going to save myself out of this one.

Before I say something more, he starts, “It is better to do it on our terms than hers. We check it out now we have a chance to see things before we walk into a trap.”

I know he is right but vampires can smell each other from miles away and that is my problem. Knowing the clock is ticking for my nan, I decide to go with him.

“Okay, we go after we speak to the captain.” I rub my eyes out of frustration.

“Wearing contact lenses today?” he asks.

Looking up, I say the first thing that comes up to me, “I broke my glasses, so I had to…” Not really the truth but how could I otherwise explain it? I can hardly tell them why I wore them in the first place.

However, I did put my glasses on this morning but when I looked in the mirror, I decided to only bring them just in case. I always hated them. “Don’t have a reserve one so this is the solution.”

A knock on the door shift our attention, it opens and Barrots put his head in to say, “The captain would like to see us all now in her office.” We follow him to her office.

I being the last one to enter she says, “Miss Smithton, would you please shut the door?”

 



She looks at the three of us and starts, “Mr. Barrots, I’m adding you to this team in the hope you can close this case quicker with three than two. It has come to my attention that you, Mr. Williams, and Miss Smithton, found out that it looks like there is a serial killer on the loose. We have probably two days before the FBI invites themselves to our city. I would like to keep them out of our district.

Also, the mayor and I both agree that we cannot use the bad publicity that comes with all of this. It’s bad for the numbers. So please get it solved as soon as you can. Any of you have any questions?”

None of us says a word.

“So dismissed,” she says, “Close the door on your way out,” she adds to it.

Walking out, we walk over to our desks.

“Who wants to brief me?” Barrots says to us.

Liam is the one who gestures him to follow us to the conference room. There we brief him on what we know. We both tell him as much as we can.

Liam ends the briefing with, “You mind looking into Mr.

Minnerson a little more and see what you can find on Doctor Nancy Foresthill?” he asks it with a polite tone.

“Maybe, it’s better as Smithton does that and I go with you to the bar,” Barrots suggests instead.

I feel myself get angry.

Before I can open my mouth to object Liam says, “No, my experience is that we get more information as a man/woman team than two men showing up at a bar in the morning. If we look like cops, they won’t say anything.”

“The bar is not really in a safe part of town,” Barrots tells him turning to me he says, “Please, don’t take this the wrong way, Vicky, but you are just a girl, I do have more experience and strength to back him up.”

Again before I can respond Liam starts to laugh. We both look at him a little confused.

“Did you guys ever look each other up?” He says still smiling,

“She is a woman, yes, but with her record I rather have her backing me up than you Barrots, no offense but she was a rock star in New York. It’s funny you work with each other now for a couple of months and never asked or looked up each other…” he continues, “anyway, I’m in charge of this investigation and it is my decision. So let’s get

 



rolling.” He turns around and walks out. I follow him with strange feelings. I grab my car keys and walk out.

Liam is already standing against the car. I open it and we step in.

Before I start the car, I say to him, “Thank you.”

He looks at me and says, “For what, your record is better than his and we will get more information.”

“Thanks, but not for that,” I say to him. Now he looks confused.

“For not calling me a girl,” I explain while driving away. “Everyone here…” I stop.

I hate being called a girl within the station. I am one but they say it on a downgrading tone, which just pisses me off. I wait a couple of seconds and follow with, “Just leave it”

To my surprise he says, “I know, I got four sisters, two younger and two older. They all are working in law enforcement of some kind.

Not all men are like Barrots.” He has a small smile on his face when he says it.

“Did you really look us all up before you came here?” I ask him.

“Yes,” he says, “I was told by our captain to choose with whom I wanted to work. So I looked up all three of you. Honestly, I think it is a miracle that Vissink is still a detective and Barrots…”

He stops, I think he looks for the correct wording before he tells me. I’m a little surprised that he had a choice, which is very strange.

I want to ask him but before I can, he continues,

“Barrots just has given up after they told him to go here. That was years ago, and he never fought them on it. He, legally, didn’t do anything wrong, but he just did not fight the decision. Which is strange in my eyes. And you… Like I said, you jumped through a window, never missed a shot, and had a brilliant reputation. I understand why you left but you would have had a great career in the city.”

“What I don’t understand is why the captain gives you a choice?

And of all places, you could have gone as a decorated lieutenant, you chose this! Don’t get me wrong, so far I’m incredibly happy with your choice but…” I fell quiet, realizing it wasn’t really my business.

I hear him take a breath and he says, “I worked with the captain before. I don’t know how much you know but her husband was killed in a hit and run. I found the bastard who did it. She offered me this job when she heard what happened. Please keep that to yourself.” He looks at me and I nod in affirmation.

 



“I think she felt sorry for me. I told you my wife left me for my boss.”

He stops before he drops a big bomb. “My old boss is also my dad.”

I almost hit the brakes hearing that. Stunned, I look at him. “Your wife left you for your dad!?”

Not really knowing what to say to him, I joke, “At least she stayed in the family!”

He looks at me a couple of seconds later and starts to laugh. I’m a little shocked but not because he laughs but the feeling I get hearing him laugh. It sounds remarkable. I like this man.

Still laughing he says, “I haven’t really looked at it that way, but yes, you’re right.”

“Did you speak to your family after you knew?” I ask carefully.

“No, I haven’t,” he says relaxed. “I honestly do not know what to think about all of it. It just hurts,” he says with pain in his voice.

Five minutes later we arrive at the bar. It’s quiet. No cars or bikes on the side. The bar still has its neon lights on. The door is standing open. Something makes me feel bad. Stepping out of the car, it hits me. Vampires…

 






7

Liam, like me, takes in his surroundings.

“Nice place,” he says sarcastically.

My senses are overloaded, I concentrate. The sense that there is more than one vampire at the side, scares me a little. Also happy it is daylight because what I sense is not the vampire kind, for a reason.

I also sense an old vampire but with a strange vibe.

I can’t really place it and understand it. I ran into some created vampires in New York but meeting them meant I put some silver bullets in their body and staked their hearts. Leaving them in the sun did the rest of the job.

Following Liam’s look, I see him looking at a shed. He looks puzzled. The shed has black windows and looks expensive for the neighborhood. It is probably a hideout; giving access to a bunker. I walk a couple of steps in its direction, when I know I’m right, I sense them.

“Hey, what do you want, we are closed,” a voice comes from the bar’s direction.

We both turn around and see a woman standing in its doorway.

I let my vampire senses work and sense that she is human. Staring at the bar I try to sense what’s in the bar, the old born vampire is there. I don’t sense any more humans except the one yelling at us.

Liam walks to the woman. I follow him with everything I have on, sharp senses.

Looking at my reflection in the window, I check my eyes. Having an older vampire around could make them glow. Happy to see that they are ‘normal’. I’m hoping this all goes okay…

“Cindy,” a female voice calls from within the bar, “let them in.”

The woman in the doorway steps aside for us.

“Detectives, please come in,” the voice calls.

I see I’m not the only one who is sharp. Liam looks at me like he wants to say; be on high alert. I nod and I hear his heart rate go up.

He has good instincts.

Walking in he asks, “How do you know we are detectives?”

“Only an idiot cop will come in my bar at night!” the woman behind the bar says.

 



When she turns around and steps into the light, I freeze… OMG, this woman looks just like me! She could be my twin sister. I look at Liam and while he clearly sees the resemblance too, he, however, recovers almost directly.

“Who are you?” he asks her, “And what do you know?”

“I can better ask who you are, this is my bar,” she challenges him,

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” she adds to that.

“Lieutenant Liam Williams.” He shows his badge and police ID.

Finding my voice I say, “Detective Vicky Smithton.” I also show her my badge and police ID.

She smiles at us and says, “Emma Rushing, nice to meet you…”

She opens her cash register. Liam and I automatically reach for our gun. Realizing this, she lifts both hands in the air.

“Relax,” she says to both of us, “I’m just grabbing my ID.”

Looking at us she grabs her passport and throws it to Liam. He catches it and looks at it.

After a minute he throws it to me. I check it out. Knowing her passport is fake, I still check her date of birth. If I have to believe this document, she would be thirty-two years of age. Smelling her scent I guess she would be at least two hundred years old.

I see Liam relax a little but still alert. I can tell he knows that something is off about her.

“Why would somebody be an idiot to come here at night, this is a bar, isn’t it?” he asks her.

“Yes,” she looks at him and waits a couple of seconds, “this bar is in the middle of nowhere, you really do not look like the clients I have strolling in here in about four hours. We close at sunrise. Most of the people coming here are running from something or do not want others to see them.”

Looking from Liam to me and back, “You two make a handsome couple but I doubt either of you will mind being seen together.” She smiles at us.

“We are not a couple,” I say harshly to her. I no longer stare at her but I’m still a little off. I’m trying to see her vampire family marks but she is completely covered up. She wears a long-sleeve, skintight black turtleneck with an open heart on her chest. It shows a rose tattoo and the top of her red bra. Her jeans are closing high and she is wearing boots. Most vampire marks are on the wrists but hers are covered.

 



She notices me trying to check her wrist, I know she knows what I am, like me, she can also smell it.

A created vampire would not recognize my scent but she is a born vampire, so I’m sure she can.

“Mrs. Rushing, we are here, because you came to us, you said you have information for us,” Liam says in a calmly demanding tone to her.

“It’s miss, not Mrs.,” she says looking at him, “and yes I do have information for you.”

She turns her attention to the woman she called Cindy.

“Can you get the USB stick I showed you this morning out of the office, please?” she says to the woman. She looks at me because I notice her use vampire compulsion on her. When I stay quiet, she points at a booth behind us, “Would we sit down?” she asks.

Liam sits in the booth and I sit next to him. She offers us coffee but we both decline her offer. She grabs herself a cup and sits down across us.

“I heard that you found Nolan Foresthill dead?”

Liam nods and gestures her to continue.

“I knew Nolan and Nancy both very well. They helped me set up this bar and become a citizen. Nolan helps or helped people like me,”

she says softly looking at me.

Slowly I start to realize this vampire has chosen to do good. But why does she have a bunker full of created vampires? I wonder…

“Miss Rushing,” Liam starts.

“Emma,” she corrects him with a smile.

“Emma,” he then says, “what do you mean by help and where are you from?”

“I’m from Russia,” she says, “I was smuggled into this country as a teenager and I got in a really bad position.” she almost whispers when she says it.

I concentrate on her while using a little magic to see her aura, yes, born vampires do have an aura too, her aura is white with back and purple stripes. Her heartbeat, so far she has one as a born vampire. It tells me she is not lying. Everything is telling me she is struggling, but I can’t put my finger on it.

She fakes taking a deep breath before she continues, “Years ago, my ‘family’ married me off to a man who did not love me. He was violent to me. I fled and met Nolan and Nancy. They took me in and

 



helped me secure this bar. I’ve been here ever since. A couple of months ago Nancy showed up here, just before she went missing, to meet with a man. I never saw him before, and he hasn’t been back here since the night Nolan died. He was here and so was Nolan. They had words, fight, or something. They both left in a hurry.”

“Can you describe that man?” Liam asks her.

“I can do, much better,” is the response. “Cindy,” she yells.

The woman rushes over to her and hands her a USB stick. She hands it to us. “Here is the security video of that night.”

I accept the USB stick.

“I checked if the man bought something, or if he used a credit card, but no,” she says with a small smile to Liam.

“What is going to happen to me?” she then asked Liam.

Knowing what she just told us we both knew her passport was fake.

“Nothing,” Liam says gesturing to me to stand up so he can get out. “I’m happy with your cooperation, if you think of anything else, can you please call us?” I hand her one of our police cards.

“You mind if I take a look around?”

“No,” is her response, “feel free!”

“Go,” I say to him. “I have to use the ladies’ room.”

Leaving me there he goes to take a look around. The moment he is out of hearing reach, she whispers so that only I can hear her, “You know what I am, I smell what you are. Don’t worry you have nothing to fear from me. Does he know what we are?”

I shake no with my head.

When I want to walk away, she grabs me with vampire speed by the arm and whispers, “What you are doing is dangerous, what you are looking for is a son of Lilith. They are dangerous creatures who use humans to do their bidding. The man Nolan was meeting was a dark elf. I don’t know what he wanted from him, but be careful. And see that you keep your ‘partner’ on a distance.”

“Who are you?” I whisper demanding undoing myself from her grip. Hell, she is strong! The woman called Cindy drops something in the back, which distracts me for only a second. Shifting my attention back to ‘Emma’, I see she is gone.

She is not only strong I realize but hell, she is scary fast. Who the hell is she, what the hell is a son of Lilith, and what the hell is a dark elf, I wonder. I’m using the word hell a lot lately…

 



Outside the bar I see Liam is on the phone, standing against the car. One thing I have to admit, ‘Emma’ was right, he is handsome, and it scares me what I got him into…

Seeing me approach, he turns his attention to me, still on the phone, he says to me, “Barrots says that the bar is owned by Mitch Minnerson, Harry Minnerson’s son.” He gestures me to get in the car.

Before I get in, a burning smell hits my nose. Looking where it comes from, I notice it coming from the shed. Taking a couple of steps in that direction, I see that the roof opens up. The created vampires in there are burned alive.

I turn back to the car and say to Liam, “Let’s go.”

I get in and see Liam following me.

While he finishes his phone call with Barrots, I check my phone.

I missed a phone call from Andy and one from Sharleen, who also texted me, ‘Called an ambulance. Your nan is now in the hospital, call me.’ Before Liam hangs up on Barrots, I already dial Sharleen’s number. Not really caring that he could hear the call.

I start talking the moment I hear the phone is answered,

“Sharleen, which hospital, I’m coming there now!”

It is not Sharleen’s voice but Andy’s on the other side, “She is brought to my clinic, at my request. I’ll keep her as comfortable as possible. But Vicky, you have to prepare yourself for the worse. She goes in and out of consciousness at the moment.”

I feel tears run down my cheeks.

I hear Liam say to Andy, “Andy, it’s Liam, where is your clinic?

Vicky stop the car.”

Andy gives Liam the address and disconnects the call. “Vicky,” he says again urgently, “Stop the car, now!”

I’m not responding.

“Vicky,” he yells at me now. I see his shocked face. When I release the gas, it hits me I scared the crap out of him. Instead of releasing the gas, I pushed the pedal down as far and hard as I could.

My face is now covered with tears, I stop the car on the roadside.

I’m shaking behind the wheel holding it like my life depends on it.

Liam leans to me and takes the keys out of the admission.

We sit there for a moment. He gets out of the car and walks around it, opens the driver’s door, squats next to me, and says calmly,

 



“Vicky, look at me.” I force myself to look at him, still crying and shaking. When I look at him, our eyes meet. His stunning blue eyes look worried.

“Are you okay?” he asks me friendly.

I just do not know how to respond. His left hand reaches my face.

Carefully, he wipes the tears away.

“Are you okay?” he asks again.

I shake yes with my head, lost for words, but I see in his eyes, he doesn’t believe me. I’m not okay. I still shake and cry, everything I held back for the last two days cropped up, came out. I’m just sitting there shaking and crying…

He grabs my hands off the wheel and pulls me out of the car.

He does it with care and I let him. Just too shaken.

Out of the car, he pulls me in his arms. Holding me there, I let myself go and cry more. He holds me close to his chest.

After a couple of minutes, he releases me, and he tenderly grabs my chin. He lifts my chin up, looks at me, and says calmly, “I think you needed that, will you be okay?” He is really tall, I realize.

“Yes,” I say softly after I get my voice back.

He now completely releases me and says, “Get in on the other side, I’ll drive you there.” I see his shirt is completely wet from my tears. I’m embarrassed, normally I’m not the crying type.

He sees me look at it and says with a smile, “Don’t worry, I won’t tell anyone.”

We both get in the car. Liam has to adjust the driver’s seat to fit behind the wheel. When he puts the key in the admission, I grab his hand. Touching his hand gives me a shock, I pull back almost directly. What the hel  is wrong with me, I think.

I look at him and say, “Thank you, I assure you, I’m normally not the crying type.”

He smiles kindly at me while starting the car and he says, “I get it, she is your nan and all the family you have left, but you have friends who love you. That I know for sure. I rarely saw a group like yours last night, where there is so much warmth.”

I smile looking at the road ahead of me. I know he is right, even after what my nan told me, I know I can count on them. Even Axel, I know him for so long and he would support me in whatever I do.

Like he always says, he will follow me to hell and back.

Yes, I know I’m blessed with friends who love me.

 



“Emma Rushing, if that is her real name,” I start, “could be my twin sister.”

He starts to smile.

“Hey,” he says, “they say we all have an identical twin, somewhere in the world, and I agree she is yours.”

Still, with a faint smile, he says, “The only thing that bothers me is the picture she is painting. Something is very off about her. Most women I met who are running from a violent spouse do not end up in a bar. I do believe her story, she is running from something, but I just don’t think it adds up.”

“Why not? If I would be running from violence, I also would hide in a place like that…” I say to him, “It’s anonymous, it is in the middle of nowhere, and while we came there when all was closed, I do think there is a doorman at night. Makes it an exceptionally good hideout.”

“There you have a point,” he admits.

Seeing the sign, it is still ten miles from the town where the clinic is, I’m getting worried about something else than Nan. What if he tells the captain or what if he thinks after my outburst that I’m not fit enough to work? OMG, what have I gotten myself into with this man?

Looking at him from the corner of my eyes, I see his attention fixed on the road. Seeing him also makes me smile a little, he is tall, and he barely fits behind the wheel. I always thought I was tall with my almost six feet height, which for a girl is a disaster growing up.

I wonder how it was for him. And I have to admit that Emma had a point, he really is handsome, but also sweet and cool at the same time. I feel off and want to be beautiful thinking and looking at him.

Come on Vicky, I’m thinking, you just met the man and you are already having a crush on him… How old are you, twelve!

Grabbing myself together I start, “What are you going to tell the captain, I really would like to stay on this case…” I sound very hopeful and off at the same time.

“What am I going to tell the captain?” he says a little surprised.

“You mean about your grandmother?”

“Yes,” I say feeling exceedingly small suddenly. “And about the rest…”

“About the case, I’m telling her the truth, about your grandmother, I honestly believe that’s none of her business until you tell her,” he says giving me a quick look. “Listen, Vicky,” he continues, “for the last couple of months, my life has been a mess.

 



Getting divorced, breaking up my family, my dad, my sisters all blaming each other and the girls acting out.” He takes a deep breath.

“I came here without too much thinking, I enrolled the girls in school, got a job, found an apartment downtown and that’s it. I didn’t think how the girls would react, who would look after them while I work or what would happen coming here. You saw yesterday morning how that turned out and without thinking you jumped in to help. Your family, friends, they all jump in for help and support. They welcomed me and respected me without much question. This tells me something about you and the person you are. You could just have dumped me at the school and left, even afterward you could have left me, but you didn’t. You saw I needed help and helped. That makes me trust you and I trust you when you say you can handle it all. You only have to promise me, you talk to me when you need it, so I don’t have to yell at you to stop the car.”

I look at him a little embarrassed, but I see he delivers that last part with a meaningful smile.

“I promise,” I say with a slight smile, looking at the road ahead.

Then it is quiet until we see the clinic coming in view.

“After I see Nan, we need to pay Mr. Minnerson another visit,” I say to him.

He parks the car and says, “First thing first! We will see how your grandmother is first then we plan.”

“Are you coming with me?” I ask him.

“Yes, if you want me to come or I can wait here,” he says carefully awaiting my response.

“Come,” I say. To my surprise, I see that next to Andy’s car, whom I expected to be here, is Axel’s car parked.

“Axel is here too,” I say to Liam when we walk in.
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“Ever been here before? You know where to go?” Liam asks me the moment we walk through the door.

“No,” I say. I’ve never been here before and the moment I walk in I sense the surrounding magic. The people look, smell, and I sense humans but still, there is magic here.

Liam looks at me, I stop walking, and I’m just standing still in the lobby. I take a deep breath, close my eyes for a second, grab myself together, and walk over to the reception. Behind the reception is a friendly looking old lady.

She is short and well-set. She looks at me and says, “Welcome to

‘Green Health’ clinic, how can I help you?”

Trying not to look impatient or unfriendly I ask, “My grandmother Kathleen Smithton was brought here, she is a patient of Doctor Clockhigh.”

She directly starts typing, after a minute she says, “You must be Victoria Smithton.” I nod to her, and then she looks at Liam,

“Lieutenant William Williams?” she asks him. A little surprised he nods at her too. The lady shifts her attention back to me and says,

“Your grandmother is in the intensive care. Our intensive care is only accessible via a visitor’s card that you will receive by the IC reception.”

The lady explains to us, “Please follow the ‘red route’, this will take you to the 8th floor. There you will be pointed to the IC reception.”

She points at the sign ‘red route’, and wishes us well, and off we go.

Arriving at the 8th floor, the reception for the intensive care is there directly when the lift doors open.

Stepping out of the lift I see that Andy is waiting for us.

“Hey Vicky, I’m sorry but I really did not have any other option,”

he starts almost directly. The doors behind him open and Axel appears from there. Both men have a very worried look on their faces.

“I want to see her first before we talk,” I tell them.

A young nurse hands me and Liam a visitor’s ID.

“I can wait here,” Liam says.

I turn to him and say, “No, please come.”

“Yes,” Axel says to him, “Kathleen has asked for you.”

 



I’m surprised but don’t say anything, I follow Andy into the intensive care. My nan got a room at the end of the hallway. The wall has a window in it, and I see Arleen sitting next to my nan. Andy gestures Liam and Axel to wait and I follow him into the room.

I’ve to grab a hold of myself not to start crying. She looks horrible.

Her skin is almost white with a little gray, her eyes are red with dark circles around them. Next to her, I see a drip with fluid. She is breathing into a cap for oxygen.

Arleen stands up the moment she sees us and moves away so I can stand next to my nan and grab her hand. Nan is conscious.

She tries to say something, but she is too weak.

“Rest,” I say to her, holding her hand, “I have got a lead on who did this to you.”

“Be careful,” she whispers to me. I look at Andy and ask, “Is she in pain?”

He looks from nan to me and says, “No.” He then looks at Nan and says, “You want me to tell her?” She nods at him.

“Vicky, Mom has a solution to buy you more time to find the creature responsible for this.” He looks at his mom. “You want to tell?”

Before she can say anything, I sense magic again. I realize I have been sensing magic from the moment I walked in.

Looking up from Nan I look at them and whisper with astonishment, “It’s a Fairy Hospital?”

Arleen gives me a smile and nods.

“Yes, my dear girl, it is,” she says to me than she looks at my nan and says to me, “She knows this is the only place we can buy you more time, finding out who did this, and defeating that creature is the only way the curse on her will be broken… She finally told you after all these years.” She looks at me with a warm and friendly look and tells me, “I’ll explain to you what we are later. At this moment you need to know, there is a chance that our magic will not last long enough but I will do my best.”

She looks at Andy and says, “Please get everything ready.”

She shifts her attention back to me and says, “Her coma will be magical. We or I will put her in a deep sleep, this will slow the curse and stop it from killing her.”

“What do you want me to do?” I ask her.

I look at Nan and say, “Is this what you want?”

 



She slightly nods and looks at Arleen. “Use her blood, it will slow the curse even more,” she tells Arleen in whispers.

To my surprise, she adds, “Remember what I told you.”

Looking at me she whispers, “Trust her.”

Then Andy comes in with Axel and Liam. “I want to talk to them,” she whispers to Andy.

The room is not small but with all of us in it, it’s really crowded.

Andy moves to the side and hands his mother something.

I look again at my nan. She closes her eyes for a moment, after a couple of seconds she opens them again and whispers, “Axel, my boy, move into the house. Keep yourself safe. You’re a good boy. Thanks to you, she was never alone.” She whispers and is very weak, but still, she smiles at him.

In the meantime, Arleen maneuvered herself next to me without anyone noticing, she pricks my finger and a drop of blood is added to the cup with a strange liquid, she holds under my finger. She moves back where she was.

Nan’s attention in the meantime switches to Liam, who looks extremely uncomfortable. It is almost like she looks at him straight into the eyes when she says, “I just met you, but I can tell you are a good man, William. Please keep her safe…” her voice dies away. I see her fight to stay awake.

Andy gestures Liam and Axel to follow him out.

When they leave the room Arleen moves and helps Nan to drink from the cup with the strange potion.

When the cup is empty, she looks at me and whispers almost without any volume, “Remember your lessons. I love you…” Then she slips into the magically induced coma.

I feel the tears run down my cheeks again. I sit into a chair next to her bed and put my hands before my face, crying and hiding my tears.

After a minute or so I feel Arleen’s hand on my shoulder.

“Come on girl, I’ll stay with her.” She hands me a tissue and lowers herself so she can look at me. “I know you had a lot to take in the last few days, but girl, you are strong.”

She smiles at me and continues, “You are one of the sweetest and strongest people I know. We will help and protect you where we can.”

“You have been helping her all these years, haven’t you?” I ask her softly.

 



“Yes,” she says patiently. “She wanted to tell you when you turned 18 years old, but nobody noticed you, and you left and became a cop.

She wanted to keep you safe and unnoticed.”

I look at her and I just need to know one thing, “Do more people know about me? Except you?” I ask her.

“Yes,” she says to me. Seeing my discomfort with that answer she then says patiently, “Listen, the people who know are all people your nan trusts. We all did our best to keep you safe.”

“Do I know them?” I ask her while looking at my nan.

“Yes,” Arleen says again. I’m thinking about who would know…

and the puzzle comes together. Why did I not notice before something was off? Not my vampire, witch, or detective skills put it together until now.

“The card club,” I say to Arleen. “They know, don’t they? It’s not really a card club, is it?” I almost say it demanding.

Even the demanding voice I see is not putting Arleen off.

She smiles at me and says, “Ohm, it is a card club but so much more.” She straightens back and smiles at my nan. “We are so much more.” She says with a meaningful look into her eyes. “We are more or less the strangest private coven on Earth,” she adds to it with a big smile. “Now go. I’ll stay with your nan. Tonight we will talk if you want. Sharleen left me her car, so I’ll get home as soon as Angela takes over.”

I nod and stand up. I kiss my nan on her forehead and turn around to leave.

I’m curious about something, however, “Angela Webber? And she is?” I ask Arleen curious.

“Witch,” is her response. She sits down next to my nan and I leave.

Walking through the hallway I don’t see Liam, Axel, or Andy anywhere. By the reception, I hand in my visitor's card.

When I ask the nurse if she has seen my friends she smiles and tells me, “Doctor Clockhigh had other patients to attend to but before he did, he took Doctor Brownbridge and lieutenant Williams to a private room in the restaurant. That’s on the ground floor.” Thanking her I leave to find them.

I indeed find them in a private room aside from the restaurant.

 



I look at the clock and see it’s after lunchtime. Both men had lunch apparently.

“Are you okay?” Axel asks me the moment he sees me.

“I wish everyone will stop asking me that,” I bite to him.

Holding his hands up he says playfully, “Wow sister, just a question.”

I give him a fake smile and drop in the chair next to him.

“I took it on me to order you lunch,” he says pointing at the menu. “It will be here any minute.”

“Thank you.” Not even asking what he ordered, I know it will be fine.

“You guys are indeed just friends,” Liam says to me and Axel out of nowhere. We both look at him a little confused.

Axel is the first one of us to respond, “What makes you say that?”

“People talk a lot,” Liam smiles explaining, “being new, people think you always want to know all the gossip. They are convinced you are a couple.”

Axel starts to smile and says, “Let me guess, Barrots?”

Liam nods he looks at me and says, “Vissink told him that you two hide it because your grandmother would not approve of him.”

That makes me laugh. Nan loves Axel, she knows he is a flirt, he can be a pain, but he is my friend. Hearing me laugh he adds to it.

“Meeting your grandmother and hearing what she just said, I’m sure she doesn’t hate you,” he says smiling looking at me first than to Axel.

Now Axel starts to laugh too, “We became friends after she just moved here, I tried to impress her, but she was better at the sports than I was. Remember?” he explains first to Liam before he adds that last part for me.

My lunch arrives at that moment, Axel ordered me two cheeseburgers with French fries. My favorite meal.

The girl bringing in my food, also hands me what looks like a milkshake, “Doctor Clockhigh told me to give you this. He says only you are allowed to drink it.”

“What did he put in that milkshake, that he specially made it for you?” Liam says with a funny look.

The moment I take a sip of it I realize why he said that. It’s not a milkshake, it’s pureblood!

 



Before I can say something, Axel says while he winks at me,

“Probably extra sugar, extra cream, something that will give other people a heart attack.”

Liam starts to laugh. He looks at my plate and the ‘shake’ in my hand when he says, “You eat like a 6-year-old,” is his conclusion, “and you definitely don’t look like you eat,” he says still laughing. It’s not the blood that gives me a strange feeling now.

His words, his conclusion, the fact that he noticed the way I look makes me feel strange is this positive or negative?

Thinking about how he sees me is interrupted by Axel who says,

“Is Kathy in a coma now?”

“Yes,” I say softly. I look at him and I have to fight my tears again.

Finally, I say after a minute or so, “She is in a coma. They don’t know if she will ever wake but at least she is without pain.” My voice is soft. I look up from my plate and both men look at me with pity.

I straighten my back before I speak again. I do not want their pity.

I understand them but at this moment I need to find my nan’s killer.

“So what did you boys talk about when I was up by Nan? What is new about the case…”

Axel sits back and starts first, “You asked me to go further back and I did, which makes your case worse because your hunch was right. Over the last five years, there were at least a dozen cases. I also found an FBI agent who works on the case. The agent linked at least eight cases together. They all murdered the same way as Mr.

Foresthill and there does my intel stop. I will send all the files to the station.”

I look at Liam because he looks like he wants to say something, but I sense that something is off about him.

“Do tell,” I say to him when he notices me looking.

“I’ll think we need to talk to the captain and invite this FBI agent to work with us, see what he thinks at least. And we need to talk to Mr. Minnerson again,” he says.

“It is a she,” Axel says with a smile.

Liam looks at him and smiles. “Doesn’t matter to me.”

I can sense something is up and that Liam is not telling us everything. A knock on the door gets our attention.

Andy walks in and says to all of us, “I just have spoken to Sharleen, she will pick up your children from school,” he says to Liam

 



before he adds, “Dinner will be ready at seven tonight at your place, Vicky.”

“Thanks,” we all say almost in choir and Andy leaves again.

I finish my lunch and ‘shake’, looking at the men I say, “Let’s go, we have work to do.” They both nod.

Axel says, “I won’t make it at seven, but please keep a warm plate.”

“Why won’t you make it at seven?” I ask him.

He snubs and says, “I’ve got to be at a city meeting at six tonight, I don’t mind being the coroner in charge, but I really hate some part of the job. Probably then they will tell me they place a vacancy for the job or Doctor Rosenberg will come back. What I doubt because of what happened,” he explains. “See you tonight,” and he leaves.

When Liam sees me look around, he asks,

“What you’re looking for?”

“A way to pay for my food,” I say to him. “With Nan here, I really would like to come back here.”

He smiles at me. “It’s already taken care of. I paid when we ordered. Don’t give me that I’m feminist independent look, please,”

he tells me and I’m not quite sure what look I have given him, but it makes his smile bigger. “You can pay for dinner tonight,” he adds to it.  Now I laugh but I don’t respond, I think Sharleen would be offended if I offered her money.

We leave the clinic and walk to the car.

“Where are we going first?” I ask while he throws me the car keys.

“Station,” is the one-word response I get.
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Ten minutes later we are almost back at the police station. Neither of us had spoken a word since leaving the clinic’s parking. I just know something is up. His heart rate is going up and down and something is darkening his aura. I swing the car off the road and stop the car at a quiet and safe place.

He looks at me with shock.

“What the hell are you doing?” he asks.

“Your turn to talk,” I say, “what is going on? And do not tell me it’s nothing. From the moment I walked in during lunch, something is bothering you. Is it my break down or the fact that my nan is in a coma? What is going on?” My tone is demanding.

He looks at me still in shock and out of nowhere he steps out of the car. He walks to the front and sits on the hood.

I did not see that one coming. I get out and sit next to him. After a minute he says, “It is not you. I had a voicemail from the captain. She told me the FBI already contacted us and wants to work with us. The case has something to do with the occult according to them. They want us to work on all cases at once. We will be in charge. Also, Vissink has quit.” I sense it is not all so I stay quiet and wait.

After a couple of minutes of looking at the traffic passing us and enjoying the weather he says, “My dad is in town. He wants to talk, he left a voicemail saying he is at the station.”

So that is the problem.

“That’s why you do not want to go back to the station, is it?” I ask him softly.

“Yes,” is the quiet answer. “I will have to face him eventually but after seeing your grandmother loving you, I just cannot understand how he could do this to me, his own son!”

I grab my phone, he looks at me curiously. I dial Barrots’ number.

“Barrots, it’s Vicky,” I say the moment he answers. “Axel is sending more files over. Can you put them on the board? Also, can you check if anyone saw anything in the other files? Also, is the captain in?”

I bombard him with questions knowing him he will be short and direct in answering.

 



“No problem,” he tells me and then I hear the phone switching hands, and to my surprise, I hear the captain, “Vicky, the FBI will be here tomorrow morning, please make sure you are here then. I think it is better if you both, avoid the station for now. I believe you still have to interview a witness. Barrots will call if he finds something.”

Before I can respond she hangs up. Realizing she just has given us permission not to show up, makes me smile.

I look at Liam and see he looks at me astonished and curious.

“The captain may dislike me, but she likes you,” I tell him.

He looks confused by my words but I continue, “She just told me to avoid the station,” I say meaningfully to him.

“That just gives me an extension of execution,” he says flatly.

“At least it is with permission.” I give him a slight smile.

He looks at me and says, “Let’s see Mr. Minnerson first?”

“That’s fine by me,” I say opening the car door. We both get into the car. Before I start the engine, I say to him, “You’re sure, you are okay?”

“Yes, I just wish I don’t have to deal with him,” he says.

“If I come across a genie in a lamp, I’ll grant you that wish,” I say to him what makes him burst out in laughter. God, I like to hear this man laugh. Wondering why he makes me feel so strange constantly, I start the car.

On our way to Mr. Minnerson’s house his phone rings. He declines the call. Within the next five minutes, I see him repeat that a couple of times.

“You know, people know when you decline the call,” I say to him.

“I don’t care,” he says, “I just do not want to talk to him or my sister, who is the other person trying to call me.”

I look at him and hold up my hand and say, “Your phone.”

Confused he obeys my order. The moment he hands it to me the phone rings, ‘Lisa’ the display says.

To his surprise, I answer the phone, “Detective Vicky Smithton.”

For the moment it is quite on the side of the line.

“Uhm,” I hear a woman’s voice, “I thought this number was of Lieutenant Williams’, please tell me he didn’t change his phone number.”

Looking at Liam I see he is curious.

 



I decide to play the police card and tell the woman on the phone,

“He didn’t. I am afraid he is busy at the moment interviewing a witness. Can I take a message?” I say politely.

For a moment it is quiet again before she says to me, “Can you please ask him to call his sister back. I know he is avoiding us all. But if he does not start to call us back, we will all come.”

“He already has his father visiting,” I say innocently.

I see Liam’s face darken.

“He has, what!” she yells in my ear.

“Please tell me they haven’t met yet?” she asks me.

“No, not yet,” I say to her.

Without saying anything else she hangs up on me. I hand Liam his phone and repeat what his sister said to me plus, “She didn’t know your dad is here. She was shocked when I told her he was here. Then she hung up on me.”

“She did not know he was here?” he says surprised.

That moment we arrive at Mr. Minnerson’s place. I park the car and get out.

Walking over to the door I freeze, I hold my hand out to stop Liam. He looks at me and pulls one eyebrow up as a question mark. I close my eyes and sharpen my senses. I hear a weak heartbeat coming from the house but also, I smell dead.

Opening my eyes I look at Liam and grab my gun. He follows my example and we move with caution to the door.

By the door, Liam shakes his head to the broken lock.

We go into the house and Liam clears the hall, living room, dining room, and the rest of the house while I go straight to the kitchen where I can sense a heartbeat and smell a corps.

Entering the kitchen, I see a heavily wounded Harry Minnerson.

Next to him is a dead man I do not know.

“Clear,” I hear Liam say from further in the house.

“Liam, we need an ambulance,” I call at him.

When I see Liam come to me, he already has his phone in his hand. While I squat to help Harry Minnerson, I sense a heart rate come from the shed in the garden.

Without a word to Liam, I take off. Behind the shed where I am out of sight, I use my vampire speed to catch up with the person running from the house. I see a man of my age fleeing from the scene.

I tackle him.

 



“Why are you running from a crime scene, instead of calling the police,” I demand the moment I cuff him.

“Who are you?” he asks me.

I stand up and force the man to his feet, then I turn the man towards me.

He is a witch I notice because the moment I turn him he is trying a spell to push me away, ‘Nunc Avolare’. He calls out loud to me.

I use my vampire strength to resist the spell and slap him in the face.

“Idiot,” I say, “Stop fighting me, I’m Detective Vicky Smithton.”

He still tries to fight me. With his hands on his back, I know the spells he can cast are limited.

He tries to give me a head punch but before he can try a second time, Liam stands next to him at gunpoint.

“Try to hit my partner and run off again, and I shoot,”

Liam warns him.

“Who are you?” Liam asks the man.

The man doesn’t answer instead he looks from me to Liam and back. He is confused, I sense. He doesn’t show it but me catching up on him plus resisting his spell makes him wonder what I am.

“Let me guess,” I say, “Mitch Minnerson!”

The man looks shocked but does not give any other reaction. I search him I find a wallet, open it and find a driver’s license which confirms my guess.

“Why were you running and fleeing a crime scene? You really would just leave your father like that,” I ask him while pushing him to walk towards the house. Liam follows us.

Coming back at the house I see that the ambulance Liam ordered just pulls up in front of the house, also two police cars with police in uniforms arrive.

They see us coming. Liam identifies us.

After some basic detailed exchange with the arrived cops, Liam grabs Mitch Minnerson by the arm and says to two police agents,

“Take him to the police station in the city and book him, please? He is under arrest for fleeing a crime scene.”

The cops take him over and then his attention goes to men attending to Harry Minnerson. They tell us that they think he has internal bleeding and that they will take him to County Hospital.

 



The coroner is called for the dead man, they tell us while walking to the ambulance.

“Which coroner is coming?” I ask knowing that most of the time Doctor Rosenberg would come and I wonder if Axel would do that now.

One of them tells me, “Doctor Brownbridge, the new guy is called.”

Then they leave with the sirens almost blowing out my vampire hearing, when they are out of view Liam turns to me, he looks mad.

“What the hell were you thinking?” He angrily yells out.

“I thought I saw something,” I say to him a little astonished, he is mad at me. “I was right,” I add to it.

He looks still angry when he says, “I just promised your nan to watch out for you, and less than three hours later, I almost get you killed!”

Now I’m really astonished and say to him, “First, I did not get myself killed, I acted like any good detective should do. Second, I knew you would follow my lead. Third, I was not in any danger from that idiot.”

To put more power behind my words, I put my hands on my sides and give him a challenging look. I see him calm down.

Then he smiles and says, “You are fast! Really fast, I must say.

You are hard to keep up with.” He shakes his head and turns back to the house, and signals me to follow him.

Inside, the Crime Scene Unit or CSU has started to progress the house. We walk through the house and try to find out what happened while waiting for Axel. After the first round going in silence, Liam walks back to the front door.

“The lock is broken by force,” he says.

I signal a cop in uniform and ask him to proceed with a neighborhood search. Standing in the hallway by the front door, I take a deep breath and see if I can pick up any scent.

So many people passing through us is too much for me to divide in the air and sense anything, but I notice two empty teacups on the salon table in the living room. One cup has lipstick, the same color as Emma Rushing was wearing.

Standing in the living room, I don’t have to do much to sense an old vampire like her. She was here.

 



I turn to Liam and say, “Emma Rushing was here.”

“How do you know?” he asks.

“The lipstick,” pointing at the teacup. “Is the same color as she was wearing.”

“What was she doing here?” he wonders out loud.

Looking around in the living room nothing seems out of place.

We walk to the kitchen also, there even with the body on the floor, it doesn’t look like there was a struggle or anything.

“Strange,” I say while squatting next to the body. “It does not look like he has any defensive wounds. He almost looks peaceful.”

I look around and see the blood pool next to the dead body.

Assuming the blood is from Harry Minnerson.

“We need to check with the hospital to see what kind of knife was used on Harry Minnerson,” I say to Liam.

Looking around I notice something, there are no magic supplies on site. When Liam and I were here yesterday, there were magic supplies everywhere to be seen.

I stand up and walk to the hall, Liam follows me direct. I noticed yesterday an athame; a ceremonial knife used a lot in witchcraft. I look where I noticed it yesterday and see it is gone.

I point at the wall and say to Liam, “We’re looking for an athame.

There was one here yesterday and now it is missing.”

“You remember what it looked like?” he asks me.

I look at him surprised, “You know what an athame is?”

“A Wicca knife or a spiritual knife,” he says with a smile. “There are a lot of different people in Boston,” he adds to it.

“So you guys thought let’s add some more work on the ‘rookie’

coroner. I really need to go tonight, you know. So where is the patient?” a familiar voice comes from the door. Axel has arrived.

“Sorry Doctor Brownbridge, can’t help it,” Liam says smiling.

I start to laugh when I see Axel’s face twitch the moment Liam said Doctor Brownbridge. We point him to the body.

While squatting next to the body, Axel looks up to Liam, “Never ever call me Doctor Brownbridge, that’s my dad! I got daddy issues…

You can call me everything except that,” he says angrily to him.

Liam looks at him a little surprised but doesn’t say anything.

That moment Barrots walks in.

“Barrots, what are you doing here?” I ask.

 



“The captain sent me over to help you,” he says with a big smile.

“So how can I help?”

Not really knowing which task to delegate, I do not respond instead Liam is the one who tells him, “Go help the uniforms with the neighborhood search. With all the forest around here, there is much to go through and I think they appreciate the help.”

Liam looks at his phone. I see he pulled a map from the neighborhood up. “Ask if the state police noticed something and check if there are any park rangers around here.”

Barrots nods and wants to walk away before he turns around and says to Liam, “I met your dad, you know he is at the station, don’t you? He said he tried to call you but had no luck in getting a hold on you.”

When he sees Liam’s face darken, he says, “Just to let you know,”

and makes himself scarce.

Axel, who noticed that the last part, looks up at him, “Your dad is here?”

He sees directly that the question darkens Liam’s face further, but before I can interfere, I hear Liam say to him, “You’re not the only one with daddy issues.”

“What did yours do? Being like mine makes him a selfish bastard,” is Axel’s response to that.

Liam shakes his head. “Yeah, he is that and much more.” He looks at me then to Axel and my surprise he says before he walks away, “Mine slept with my wife, destroyed my family and my career!

So yes, he is a bastard and so much more…”

Axel looks shocked and for the first time in my life, I see him speechless.

“Did you know?” he whispers to me finding his voice back.

I nod and follow Liam. I catch up with him outside.

“Can you guys have the pictures ready for us in the morning?”

Liam asks the head of the CSU.

“You want printed copies?” he asked.

“Yes,” is the response.

“You’ll have them in the morning,” the head of the CSU

corroborates.

Liam then turns to me, “We need to talk to Mitch.”

“Yes, we do,” I confirm. Looking at the time I see it’s after four pm.

 



“We can however make him sweat until morning,” I say to him.

“No, better we don’t. I’m not happy with the situation but we cannot let this wait.” He looks at me when he says it and I notice he looks tired.

“Vicky, Liam you need to see this,” we hear Axel call for us.

After we give each other a quick strange look, we go inside to Axel.

“I know cause of death,” he starts almost immediately when he sees us enter. Both of us look at him. He grabs a blue light, pulls up the man’s shirt, and points at it with the blue light. There we see the same strange motive we saw on Nolan Foresthill.

“No idea how, but the cause is probably some kind of poison. We still have no clue which. I’ll take him with me for a full autopsy but I’m pretty sure it will show the same as with Nolan Foresthill. The rest is up to you.” He gets up and signals to transport the body. “You will have a full report in the morning.” Then Axel leaves.

I follow Axel to his car. I stop him before he gets in.

“Be careful it is not poison, it’s a killing curse,” I say to him.

Giving him a worried look.

He gives me a slight smile and says, “I know, I spoke to Andy this morning. He also asked some people to protect the office. And I’m pretty sure that’s the reason your nan told me to move in with you.”

Now I get a wide smile from him, “Andy told me your house is cloaked, whatever that means.”

“It means the house is protected. It’s not easy to find and you cannot enter without permission,” I explain to him.

“I grabbed my bag earlier, I will see you tonight, I’ll claim the guestroom with the bathroom downstairs,” he jokes.

I walk away weaving at him, happy that Andy and probably Arleen have spoken to him.

Walking back to the house I sense Liam is no longer there. I look over at the car, no Liam there either.

I close my eyes and concentrate between the cops still working here to find him. I sense him behind the house, speeding there, I see he is on the phone, I hear it is the captain and stop to listen.

Nan always said that was improper.

When he sees me approach, he says, “Mitch lawyered up. We can hold him for sure until tomorrow for resisting arrest and assaulting a cop. The captain says we need to leave it for tonight. She sends the

 



whiteboard to your house so we can work there… She says you can access the system from your laptop?”

“Yes, we can,” A little surprised that the captain has no problem with working from my house. She must really like him if she goes this far in helping him avoid his father. He finished the call with the captain.

“Let’s go,” he says.

“I need to call Sharleen so she knows what is going on,” I tell him.

He nods at me and I grab my phone to call Sharleen. I explain to her what is going on, she emphasizes and assures me that she would take care of things.

After finishing up at the crime scene, we get into the car. I wait with starting the engine until I see the CSU van leave. It’s now after five, it will probably be after six when I’ll be arriving home.

“Wait,” Liam says. “You know a place where I can think and clear my head? Maybe with some fresh air?”

When he sees me looking around, he smiles. “Somewhere where there is no crime scene…”

I smile and say, “I know a spot.” I drive away.

A couple of long minutes later, I park the car at a lake close to home. “Come on,” I say. We both step out of the car and I gesture Liam to follow me.

A small path leads us through a small forest to the lake.

When we arrive at the lake, I sit down and enjoy the view.

Looking out over the water with trees hanging over it by the banks. I look at Liam and see him staring over the water.

“It’s beautiful here,” he ascertains. He sits down on a fallen tree trunk.

“What’s wrong,” I ask with caution. Somehow my alarm bells are ringing.

He smiles at me, “Stop doing that.”

I give an uncertain look.

“I know you now for what, a day?” he says, “and I have the feeling I have known you for years. Somehow you sense everything around you which is a little scary, but also you make me feel at ease.”

He stares again at the lake before he continues,

“I told you more about myself than I told my last partner. We both met each other at a bad point in our life. My life is a mess and

 



the situation with your grandmother. Now hear me ranting to you while I never do this… ever.”

Looking at him I smile. “Now we are even.”

When I see him raise his eyebrow, I laugh. “My breakdown earlier today,” I remind him.

He looks at me and I get the feeling of him studying me.

After a minute or so he asks, “How do you do it?”

“How do I do what?” I wonder out loud.

He responses with, “How do you stay in so much control with everything that is going on? You love your grandmother, you told me yourself, she is the last family you have, and she is dying, somehow you are still able to smile and see the surrounding beauty…”

At this moment, I realize he doesn’t know me, and deep in me, I wish I could tell him what I am.

Apparently, I have a sad look on my face because Liam looks terrible when he says, “I’m so sorry, I didn’t want to bring you down.

It’s just… Once I thought I had it all, and that broke down. I hurt my kids, my family. Everything is a mess…”

Looking at him I start to realize where his wonders come from, he feels guilty and responsible for what happened in his life.

I sit up straight and say, “I was raised by my nan that family is more than just blood. Family are also the people who care for you and do whatever you need on a certain point. For me Arleen, Sharleen, Tom, Andy, and Axel are family. They know me and trust me, and vice versa. Nan also taught me to always have hope. Even when it looks like, there is no light, find it. That’s why I became a cop and later a detective. Finding that light not only for myself but also for others.”

I see him struggle and that’s when I decide to add, “You feel guilty about the situation. You can and maybe you should but you also need to fight to find your light back. Not only for yourself but also for Shelly and Veronica. They depend on you to find that light. BUT you are not responsible for the mistakes of their mother or anyone else who is an adult, family or not… They are responsible for their own choices. You chose to come here. You took this job. Those are choices you are responsible for. Not for the ones you had no control about. Your wife has chosen to leave you. It doesn’t matter if that was for your dad or god knows who.”

 



When I see his face darken again, I continue a little harsher than I need but I think he needs to hear it, “She chose to leave you instead of talking to you. She made her choice regarding the girls. The same is for your dad. He has chosen to betray you. You feel guilty about something that, literally, is not your own doing. They need to men up, so to say, and own their choices.”

He stands up listening to me and walks to the border of the lake. I stand up and join him.

“But why did they do this,” he almost shouts it to me.

“That’s a question you have to ask them,” I say calmly looking at him. He then turns to me and looks me in the eye. Looking up at him in his eyes makes me feel warm. I feel my own heart beating faster. I want to kiss him, but I… He brings his hand to my face. The moment his hand touches my cheek I feel like the world stopped spinning. I see a certain insecurity in his eyes, just for a second, I think he changes his mind.

He clears his throat, he doesn’t pull his hand away, and he gives me a genuine smile, “You’re a very special girl, Detective Victoria Smithton.”

He drops his hand and I see his inner struggle to pull away from me. I see him walk away, back via the path that brought us here.

Then something hits me. He is my work partner. The man I am supposed to work with. I just met him and he puts me on fire. Damn it! Why does this happen to me!
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We arrived home just in time for dinner. On our way to my home, there was an awkward silence in the car, and also during dinner Liam and I both barely said a thing. I don’t think anyone noticed it.

The girls are being very active and demand Liam’s full attention while talking about school. They sound cheerful and liked their day at school.

Sharleen and Tom are both here.

Sharleen tells me that Andy decided to stay at the clinic.

Arleen is also still there, like I expected there was no change in Nan’s condition.

Axel already left his apartment and moved in here. I always knew there would be a chance Nan would ask him. She warned us last Christmas that she would.

The spells to protect the house and cloak the magic used are only staying in place when a human is living here. While a witch is a magic creature, they are also human. As long as Nan was living here, the spells did their work. I’m half witch but she did not want to take the risk that the vampire half of me would undo the magic caused to protect me.

She put the house in her and Axel’s name a couple of years ago.

She told us all that over Christmas, and if anything would happen to her, Axel was supposed to move in with me to keep the spells going. He promised her that he would. That was a strange conversation we had on Christmas eve but now it made all sense to me.  Axel who spends most of his time here anyway joked once that it would be a nice way to save money. Now he moved in. The bedroom downstairs is the room he almost always used and now it was his permanently.

Getting my mind back to the present, I hear Sharleen tell me that she cleared out the living room so we could work there. I smile at her and thank her for all she has done.

She shifts her attention from me to Liam,

“After I clean up, should I take the girls home? That will give you guys time to work…” she asks him while starting to clean up.

 



“Dad can we not stay with Sharleen? Tomorrow is Saturday anyway. We don’t have to go to school,” Veronica asks Liam.

“I don’t know,” he clearly hesitates.

“I don’t mind,” Sharleen says with a big smile while attending to the dishwasher. I see Liam look at Tom who smiles at him too.

“I don’t mind either, they’re good girls,” he says to him.

That last note surprises Liam. “Are we talking about my girls,” he says smiling.

“DAD!” Shelly says angrily. “You brought us here remember, school sucks, all kids in my class think this hellhole is great but this city is boring! They clearly never have been in a real city.” Her attitude is winning it again from her manners. “Sharleen told us she is going to the farmers' market tomorrow and we really would like to go with her. It is boring, but it is better than spending a weekend at that apartment you put us in.”

“Shelly!” Liam says to her in a very warning tone.

He starts to get angry when Veronica says, “Please Daddy, can we go with Sharleen? There will be animals.” Veronica clearly wants to go for a completely different reason than her sister.

“Girls can you check on Max in the garden for me, please,”

Sharleen asks the girls. Both girls run outside, “Max?”

Liam is clearly confused.

“Our dog,” Tom explains to him. “It’s a Golden Retriever.”

Now it is Sharleen who shifts her attention to him, “Liam,” she starts. “I know the girls are giving you a hard time, please allow me to help you. I like looking after them and it looks like you need to work.” Liam looks at her.

I see that he is still struggling with all things going on in his life but then he says, “Fine, they can stay the night with you… It will give me a chance to be in time at the station to meet the FBI in the morning, but if you have any trouble with them you will call me, won’t you?”

Before I can hear the answer, the doorbell rings and I stand to open the door.

Through the window I see it is one of the station cops, I believe his name is Quintin.

“Hi Vicky,” Quintin says with a smile when I open the door. “I have a couple of boxes in the car with files on your case. The captain told me to bring them here.”

I signal him to bring them in and he says, “Let me get them.”

 



I see him lift four full boxes out of the car.

“You can put them in the living room,” I tell him. He drops the boxes, hands me a note, and leaves. I close the door behind him and look at the note. I see that it is from the captain. ‘Files and board have to be back at the station on Monday,’ it reads. I put the note on one of the boxes and walk back to the kitchen.

There I learn that Liam and Sharleen have worked out the guidelines for the girls. I hear Liam say to her, “Veronica gets nightmares, that is the only thing that really worries me leaving her with you.”

“Don’t worry, it doesn’t look like you are going home tonight anyway,” I say to him.

Surprised they all look at me.

“One of our colleagues just dropped off four boxes of information we have to go through,” I tell them.

At that moment, Liam’s phone rings.

“It’s Barrots,” he says. He walks away leaving me with Sharleen and Tom in the kitchen.

“How are you doing?” Tom asks me the moment Liam is out of reach.

“Fine, confused but I’m handling it,” I say without hesitation. “It’s a lot but deep down I know something is up, also with you.”

They both smile at me. Sharleen sits next to me and looks straight at me saying, “I never wanted to hurt you or mislead you. Your nan and my mom made a pack, and I didn’t know until my dad died.

Then mom finally told me and Andy the truth.”

I probably look hurt because she adds, “We want to help you.

You helped us and you are, kind of, the little sister I always wanted.”

She takes a deep breath and continues, “You are family and I will always do everything I can to help.”

“And so will I,” Tom corroborates.

I hug Sharleen, she smiles at me, “You probably have a lot of questions.”

“I do but for now they have to wait,” I gesture with my head to the back door where at that moment the girls come in.

Tom stands up and says to them, “Your dad agreed to let you stay with us,” both girls smile. “Let’s go next door and see if we have some movie or something we can watch before going to bed. And so we can keep Max some company.” He winks at me and leaves with the girls.

 



When I see Sharleen’s face, I know she wants to answer my questions, but for now, there is something else I must do first. I give her another hug and whisper to her, “First I need to find a killer then I will ask the questions.” she nods at me and follows her husband home. Standing in the door she says, “Tell Liam I will let the girls come back here to say goodnight.”

I nod and she leaves closing the door behind her.

I look at my phone and see I have two text messages from Axel.

‘Not home before midnight,’ the first one reads. The second one reads, ‘I’ll have the autopsy report with me.’ I get why he is so late. He probably needs time to finish and do the autopsy.

I walk over to the living room where I find Liam still on the phone. When he notices me, he gestures me to sit down. He finishes his call and turns his attention to me but before he can say something, I inform him, “Sharleen will send the girls over to say goodnight later.”

He nods and starts updating me, “That was Barrots, he will be finishing the neighborhood search soon. They found the athame and Mitch Minnerson’s car. He sent both over to the lab. I told him to come over when he is done to help search for all papers, if you don’t mind…”

“No, I don’t mind, I think we need the help. Most files are not digital, clearly,” pointing at the boxes, “and we have to go through all of these. Axel has texted me that he probably will be here by midnight. He will finish the autopsy before he comes. Can we already put a name to our John Doe?”

He shakes his head and says, “Barrots ID named him as Jack Hills, he was one of Harry Minnerson caretakers. Harry Minnerson is out of surgery and the doctors will call us when he is strong enough to talk to us. I’ve put two uniform cops on watch by him until we know what is going on.”

“So, where do we start?” I ask while grabbing one of the boxes.

“I think we have to update our timeline. Barrots updated it this morning,” he points at the board.

We spend the next hour getting the timeline adjusted to all murders. While we are still working on that, the doorbell rings. I stand up expecting it to be Barrots. I open the door but the man on the doorstep is definitely not Barrots, instead he looks like an older version of Liam.

 



“Can I help you?” I ask politely. My guess, Liam’s dad found out where to find him.

“My name is William Williams senior, I’m looking for Lieutenant Liam Williams.” The moment the man speaks, I hear Liam jump off his chair and rush to the door.

“Dad, what are you doing here? Didn’t you get the message? I don’t want to see or talk to you?” Liam says aggressively to the man.

Without thinking, I move between the two-man on the door.

“Mr. Williams,” I say to the man in front of my door, “How did you find us?”

“It’s Captain Williams,” he says in an authoritarian tone, “this is between me and my son, Miss.” His way of talking to me pisses me off.  I sense Liam’s anger too, I lift my hand up to him and gesture him to keep quiet, and say to the authoritarian man, “Excuse me? First, this is my house. Second, I’m Detective Vicky Smithton and you are not my captain. Third, answer my question before I have you arrested for trespassing.”

The man is maybe twice my size but who the hell does he think he is! Then it hits me how he found Liam. Clearly not via our captain.

“You pinged his phone?” I ask him with a sarcastic grin on my face knowing it would be the only way, also because of the protection of the house.

“You do realize that’s illegal without a warrant?” I say to him.

He looks at me and before he can say something Liam says,

“What do you want?”

His tone is harsh and direct. I sense with my back to him he is trying to hide his anger. Also, I hear the back door opening.

Oh no! Quickly, I concentrate on the kitchen door and whisper,

‘prope ianuam’. The kitchen door closes. Then I concentrate to get a message to Sharleen and think, ‘tacet in verbo, venas susurri eius: Sharleen, don’t let the kids leave the kitchen!’

Both men don’t notice what I’m doing, they clearly are too mixed up in their own feelings towards each other. But it clearly works, because I hear Sharleen asking the girls if they want hot chocolate before saying goodnight. Now that is taken care of, I concentrate on the man in front of my door.

“Mr. Williams,” I say to get his attention to me.

 



I look straight at him and compel him, “Your son asked you a question, please answer.”

Sensing his strong will, I maybe have to use more compulsion on him but he says, “I want to talk to you about what happened. Natalie and I really feel awful about it and Natalie is missing the kids. She made a mistake giving you full custody. She didn’t think you would move the kids out of state and as far from us as possible.”

While he is talking to Liam, he is still looking at me, I use a little more compulsion on him and he continues, “We really would like to restore the contact with the kids. We are applying to the court to review the custody papers.”

I sense Liam’s shock and I feel his anger grow. Then I make a split-second decision and compel the older man again.

“Thank you for the information. You have spoken to your son and told him your plans, now leave and go back home.” The compulsion works, without hesitation, Mr. Williams turns around and leaves.

Next time the doorbell rings, I intend to use my vampire sense first before opening the door. I turn around, put my hand on Liam’s chest, ignore the sensation that comes of that gesture, I push him a little backward. He looks in shock. I push him far enough back so I can close the door.

I look at him. “You want to sit down?” I ask him.

His breathing is slow and his face is without any color. He looks at me, and in his eye, I see despair. His gorgeous blue eyes are filled with pain and desperation. Not really knowing how to get him out of his shock, I stare at him worried.

“Liam,” I say to him. He looks into my eyes, then like he just noticed it, he looks down at my hand. The moment I see him look at my hand, I pull it away quickly.

“Sorry,” I say softly.

“How did you do that?” he whispers to me. He looks at my face again and I give him a puzzled look.

“How did you make him tell and leave?” he specifies.

“I can be very persuasive…” before I can finish the doorbell rings again. Saved by the bell, literally. He looks at the door with suspicion.

I take a deep breath and smell Barrots.

“Relax,” I say to him, “it’s Barrots,” and I open the door.

 



While I open the door, Liam gives me a strange look. Barrots is surprised to see us both at the door. Before Barrots can say anything, I signal him to come in and point him to the living room. Ignoring the strange vibe between me and Liam.

That moment the kitchen door opens and Sharleen puts herself in a relaxed position on the door.

“There are two girls here who want to say goodnight,” the moment she says it, she is pushed aside and Veronica and Shelly run at their father. They fly around his neck and for a moment I see him forget everything.

Barrots looks surprised. He seats himself on the big sofa and like me, he witnesses the tender father, daughter’s moment.

After Liam said goodnight to the girls, they leave with Sharleen.

Before Sharleen closes the back door, she yells at me, “There is a fresh pot of coffee, for whoever wants.”

I look at both men and say, “Who wants coffee?”

Not waiting for a response, I walk to the kitchen. There I grab myself together. God, what am I doing!

I take a deep breath and grab a tray with all the coffee supplies and take it to the living room. There I find the men, talking about the case. I put the tray on the salon table, pour coffee, and hand them out.

“We found the knife a block from the scene.” Barrots sits back after I hand him his coffee while he is telling us how things went with the neighborhood search.

“Mr. Hills lives two doors down from Harry Minnerson. His house was untouched. His wife let me in. I called a grief counselor for her. They have a security camera so do some other neighbors. I send all the footage to the CSU to scan through it. I hope they find something but nobody heard or saw anything. So I doubt any of the cameras caught anything.” He stops to take a sip of his coffee.

“What do the neighbors say about Harry and Mitch Minnerson?”

I ask him.

“That’s what I think is strange.” His face looks puzzled, “They say father and son have a good relation. Harry Minnerson hasn’t left his house in years. While we know Nolan Foresthill stayed there, nobody mentions him or can remember him. What is even stranger is that they told me Mitch Minnerson has a girlfriend! But the descriptions we get are completely different. One matches the witness Emma

 



Rushing, the other description is vague. I asked some neighbors if they wanted to sit down with a sketch artist but the moment I ask, they say the memories are too vague.”

Probably compulsion or magic at work, I think, not being able to share that information.

Then Liam suggests finishing the timeline first to see if any suspects cross paths or had any contact with other members of our board.

A long while later when I look at my grandfather’s clock, I’m surprised to see it’s after midnight.

We, more or less, established a timeline. Totally we have almost a dozen murders on the board. Looking at it, I see we are all tired and still we have to go through a lot of information, suddenly, the front door opens and Axel comes in.

“You’re late,” I say to him.

He smiles at me and says, “Come on sister, you know I was busy, hold this.” He hands me a box with more files and then leaves again.

Leaving the door open.

Barrots looks at the box with files Axel brought in and says, “I’m hoping he doesn’t have another one!”

In the meantime, he yawns and stretches his arms.

Liam stretches himself too and looks at the coffee pot, “More coffee would be nice.”

The moment he says that Axel comes back in and has his arms full with four large cups of coffee and two big pizza boxes.

Liam starts to laugh and says to Axel, “That’s just what we need.”

“I thought so,” is the response.

In the meantime, I look at Axel with horror on my face.

“You smell like skunk,” I tell him.

“Yes, sorry for that,” he says with a big smile. “Had some issues doing the autopsy. On the top, there is a file with my findings on Mr.

Hills.” He points at the box he brought in first, “The other file is the bloodwork from the hospital on Mr. Harry Minnerson. Mitch Minnerson was also tested but that file they email me because it was not in when I left the office. Now excuse me, I need to take a shower.” He smiles and walks away. “Ohm, the coffee is all black, didn’t know how you guys drank it.”

I see Barrots face he looks stunned.

“You live together,” he asks.

 



“Yes and no, we are not together. Nan and I adopted him more or less,” I say smiling.

“Speaking about your nan, where is she? Did she recover from her accident?” Barrots asks me with interest.

I look at Liam, who doesn’t respond, and I take a deep breath.

“She is in hospital, she is not doing well.” Thinking about my nan makes me sad. We are still puzzling the pieces together to find the killer.

He looks at me and says, “Sorry to hear that, I must say I like your nan. She is always nice to me.” Now his face darkens.

Liam now laughs, “I met her yesterday and yes, I agree with you Barrots.”

He looks at me and sees the sad look on my face. He stands up, grabs one of the coffee cups, and puts it in my hand. Then he grabs a pizza box and opens in front of me, “If I learned one thing in the last two days, you love food and coffee, so eat.”

“That’s true,” Barrots says in agreement. “We all wonder what your secret is to stay so fit and eat like you do,” he says laughing.

“I run every morning,” I say.

It is the truth. I do run in the morning but most of the time just for the air and not to stay in shape.

I see Liam stare at the board.

“What do you see?” I ask him with interest.

It takes him a minute or so before he answers me. “The time between the murders on the board is getting shorter… Like there is a rhythm or something to it.”

We all look at the board now. Axel, who’s fresh out of the shower also joins us.

“We are missing two murders I think, if I’m correct,” Liam tells us, “see, the first case Axel found happened over eight years ago.

From that time until four years ago there has been a murder once a year. Then four years ago it changes, there are two murders, precisely six months apart. The next year also two murders and again six months apart. Then two years ago there were three murders and I think that had to be four and then within the last year there has been a murder every three months and now he completely accelerates to the extreme.”

I look at the board, and I see he has a point. The murders are all placed precisely timed. What makes me think the magic in play here

 



needs to be replaced more often now, because it was used too many times by the same person.

“We need to find the murder missing on the board, maybe that will show the area he travels in,” I say, “So far, the murders happened in five different states spread over nine counties. That’s the reason nobody noticed it. The murders are committed miles apart. One murder is at least 300 miles from other and most are done, so far, I can see, in counties where the police force is not known to communicate with other departments. So the murders stayed under the radar. But why come here? Our community doesn’t have many murders. This was the first one in almost a decade. Why choose a district with a police station that has the manpower and the interest to solve the case? That doesn’t add up.” I wonder out loud.

“I think I can help with that,” Axel says out of the blue. I see him look up from behind his computer. He stands up and walks over to the board. “There is something very strange in the medical files from the victims. All of them have diabetes type A or Type I, depending on who you ask except for Nolan Foresthill. So far, I can see in his medical file, he has or ever had any type of diabetes. Does that help?”

We all look at the board trying to figure out the puzzle in front of us. At that moment the clock informs us, it is two in the morning.

“Let’s call it a night,” says a familiar voice out of the kitchen. When I look up, Arleen is standing in the doorway.

“Good evening Mrs. Clockhigh,” Liam says politely.

Arleen smiles at him, “Good night you mean?” She smiles when she sees the mess we made in the living room.

Barrots stands up and introduces himself to Arleen.

After that Arleen tells us, “You all look like you can need some sleep.”

“Good idea,” Barrots says. “The FBI is coming to the station tomorrow morning,” he adds to it, “maybe they can help us find the missing murder.”

We all agree to some sleep and Barrots leaves quick after that.

I see Liam still looking at the board.

“Why stab Harry Minnerson? That doesn’t make any sense either,” he says to me. I go stand next to him and agree with him.

“Liam,” Arleen calls.

“Yes,” Liam switches his attention from the board to Arleen.

 



“You need to sleep,” she tells him, “I made the bed in the guestroom upstairs this morning if you want to stay close to your children.” Like she knew all this would happen. Liam looks indeed racked.

“You can stay, I don’t mind,” I say because Liam doesn’t respond.

She looks at me and says, “You need to visit your nan in the morning, you need to sleep.” Like we are children she adds, “All of you off to bed now!”

Liam looks like he wants to say something but he just gives in. He looks too tired.

“Axel show him upstairs please,” Arleen orders Axel. Both men do what she says and then she turns to me and gestures me to follow her to the kitchen.

“Your nan’s situation won’t change until you have the person who does all of this. If you want to visit her, that’s up to you, my dear,” she says to me but there is something else, I sense it.

“I heard you talking, and you are looking for a creature who is using dark magic to heal itself or it kills to stay alive. Why this kind of people are the target, I can find out for you in the morning. But my dear, be careful your vampire side will make you aware of any threat to you but your colleagues and Axel are not that blessed. We took precautions today to protect Axel but protecting the police station is up to you. I’m afraid we can’t do that because that will endanger the whole city.” She looks worried, and she hands me a cup.

I can smell that there is blood in it. Normally, I drink once a week or I can even go longer without. Before yesterday, it had been almost a month, and this is my third feeding within two days. I give her a puzzled look.

“Don’t fight me on this,” she says strict. “The magic you deal with is strong. You will need all the blood you can get to finish this task.”

Seeing the worried look on my face she continues, “I know you have problems regulating your magic with the blood. Trust me, it will be fine. Drink the cup and go to bed.” She gives me a warm smile and says, “Good night,” and she leaves. I drink the blood and go to bed.
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It is six am when my alarm goes off. I get out of bed and put my running clothes on. For a moment, I concentrate and sense that Liam and Axel are still asleep. I jump out of the window instead of using the door. Knowing the door peeps and stairs crack, this won’t wake anyone up. I start the run.

Being out of sight and in the forest, I get in full vampire speed. I run until I’m on the highest mountain around, I’m there in less than five minutes, from there I enjoy the view and take a deep breath.

Using my magic, I look around and see different auras, good-bad, and in between.

With my sense on high alert, I notice something else. There was a vampire here not long before me, and it killed. Using my speed, I follow the smell of death.

Deep in the forest, I find a dead deer. All its blood is missing. I shake my head, feeding is one thing, killing is completely different.

Vampires drinking human blood are stronger than the one drinking animal blood, but it doesn’t matter if it is an animal or human, killing a living being is wrong. Nan always told me that killing should be a last resort, even a creature as dark as the devil himself needs to have a chance at redemption. She also said that some creatures like created vampires only find redemption in death.

They are killed the moment they are created, that sounds like a technicality but you need to remember that the moment you stake them, your own soul darkens.

Looking at the deer I cast a spell to accelerate nature, just to make sure if someone finds it, it doesn’t notice the blood missing. Leaving it here close to the tracking trail is reckless, but it also worries me. I never saw any vampires around here.

I ran into some created vampires as a cop in New York, but here you rarely see one.

Emma Rushing was the first-born vampire I ever met!

The kill doesn’t show me who killed it. I can smell the vampire but the trail is too old for me to tell who or what type of vampire it was. I’m pretty sure it is not the work of Emma Rushing. I sensed she was an old vampire, she would not have survived this long if she would be this reckless.

 



Shaking my head, I decided to go back home.

Arriving home I sense life in the kitchen, I jump our fence and walk to the back door.

Walking in I smell pancakes and coffee.

Sharleen turns around from behind the stove and says, “Good morning, how was your run?”

“Good,” I say passing her to the fresh pot of coffee.

“First take a shower, then I’ll have breakfast ready for you,” she says in a motherly tone.

I smile at her and say, “Yeah sister.” I laugh while walking upstairs.

Ten minutes later I come back down, I see that Liam and Axel are having breakfast. Axel looks tired and I see he did not get dressed yet, because he still wears his pajamas, Liam looks better and is dressed, but he did not shave or anything.

I smile at both men and say, “Good morning.”

Axel doesn’t respond but Liam looks up and smiles. “Good morning,” he says back to me.

“Can we stop by the clinic, before going to the station?” I ask him while sitting down.

“Of course,” he says. Looking at him I sense something is off.

“What’s up?” I ask him.

“Okay, now you are just annoying,” he says with a faint smile.

“How do you do that?”

Before I can react, Axel says, “You see I’m not the only one who thinks that she is annoying.”

I smile and say, “Sorry, I just want to help.”

Liam looks at me and shakes his head before he says, “Troubles with the ex.”

“If you need a lawyer ask Tom,” Axel says to inform all of us.

I smile at him while eating the pancakes Sharleen put in front of me  “You know,” I say to him, “you are pretty annoying in the morning. Got up on the wrong side, did you?” I’m teasing him and I know he is not really a morning person. Axel can work the graveyard shift without any problems, he can party until the morning, but getting out of bed is a problem if he gets in late…

I finish breakfast and say to Liam, “Can we go?”

“Yes,” is the reaction before he turns to Sharleen. “You sure about the girls?”

 



She smiles and waves his worries away. We leave…

Twenty minutes later we walk into the clinic.

“Go on, I’ll wait here,” Liam tells me while walking in, “I need to do something.” I look at him and see him looking combative.

Uncertain for a minute, I decided to leave him be and go see Nan.

Getting to the IC they tell me there is no change in Nan’s condition. Not being surprised about that I go see her. I sit next to her on the bed and within the next five minutes, I tell her everything that has happened within the last 24 hours. Then I kiss her forehead and tell her I will be back soon. Then I leave and go find Liam.

I find him sitting on the hood of the car talking on his phone.

I gesture him to get into the car and get in myself.

When I want to drive away, he signals me not to start the car. I wait.

“Lisa, I’m not going to do that,” I hear him say. “I’m also not coming back. I’ll fight them until I have breath left in me……… That’s not your problem. I’ll have to go to work now… Yes, I’ll talk to you later.”

He finishes, turns his head to me, and smiles. “You were right, Lisa, the sister you spoke to yesterday,” he tells me, “had no idea my dad came here. They all are mad at him too. My younger sisters broke off the contact with him. Now he blames me for them not wanting to have any more contact! Can you believe that?”

I give him a faint smile, driving away I say, “You see you are not fighting this fight alone…”

“That is the only thing that worries me. My dad has a lot of powerful friends, what scares me… Also because I know what he is capable of…”  I feel him tense.

“You did not have a happy upbringing, did you?” I ask with caution.

“No, my mom died when I was ten… My dad did not deal with it very well. He got angry. One night he flipped and hit my sister when I stepped in between, he beat the crap out of me with his belt.” He sits back and continues, “The neighbors called the police. He used his contacts to get away with it but he did see an angry management counselor, he claims. We moved houses because he was angry the neighbors called the cops. After that, it was never the same…”

“How old were you, when this happened?” I ask.

 



“Twelve,” he says. I feel for him. His dad should never have gotten away with beating his son with a belt. That is just wrong.

“Did you ever confront him as an adult about what happened?” I ask while parking the car at the station.

“No, I saw him at work and once or twice a year at a birthday party. I just always thought that was behind me.” He looks at me and with a faint smile he says, “I don’t know how you do what you do but thank you for last night.”

I smile at him. “You’re welcome,” I say, “Now let’s see what the FBI has to say.”

Getting out of the car and walking to the station we make some remarks about what to discuss with the FBI.

Walking through the station door something puts all my senses sharp. There is a vampire in the station and it has a very strange vibe.

It feels like a vampire but something is off.

“Smithton, Williams,” someone calls from behind the reception. I turn around and see Pascal. He is a man in his mid-fifties who has been a uniform cop for all his life and he loves it. He enters our BOLO’s and answers the phones.

“A lady FBI agent is waiting for you in the conference room. And Barrots called he will be in later. Someone tried to break in at your crime scene from yesterday, he went there first. Also, the lawyer from that Mitch Minnerson called, he will be here at noon. Your witness from the bar also called and she would like to talk to you; she will be here at eleven am. And guys, get a secretary!” He says with a big smile.

We laugh at him, thank him for his work, and walk to the conference room. The vibe is getting stronger.

Walking into the conference room it hits me. She is a vampire, something is off. She is like me a half-blood, the only difference is that she smells human too. I know some born vampires have children with their food supply and they are looked down at but because they are half-human nobody really cares.

Humans, or at least most of them, are not a threat to the supernatural or magical world. I’m half witch which makes me dangerous, believing the rules.

I don’t know how far her vampire sense goes, so I decide to keep my distance. She looks like she’s around thirty years of age, she doesn’t sense old. Pulling up her aura, I see it is purple with black and white stripes, not helpful.

 



She looks up the moment we walk in.

Liam walks over to her and holds out his hand to greet her and starts, “You must be the FBI agent assigned to this case. Lieutenant Liam Williams and that is my partner, Detective Vicky Smithton.”

“I’m Ava Miller, nice to meet you,” she says. Shaking Liam’s hand I see she has a small tattoo on the inside of her wrist. She is marked.

She is a member of a clan.

I’m not walking over to shake her hand. Instead, I jump on the small table next to the door as far as possible from her.

“Nice to meet you,” I say smiling. Liam looks puzzled at me.

Probably thinking I forgot my manners.

“So did you have any problems getting here?” I ask politely and I wonder if she is the one who left the deer dead on the hiking trail.

“No, not at all. I arrived late last night and your captain was so nice to book a hotel for me. I’m staying at the ‘Florence Hotel’ down the street from here.” She smiles when she tells us.

That moment the door opens and Pascal puts his head in and says, “Sorry, but Barrots called, he needs some help. Your witness is the one who tried to breakin at your crime scene,” he leaves directly after giving us the message.

“I’ll go,” I offer while jumping off the table.

I see Liam still look puzzled but I smile at him and he signals me to go.

“I’ll see you later,” I say to Ava. Before I leave, I say to Liam, “I’ll call you when I have spoken to our witness,” without waiting I leave.

Walking out of the station, I wonder why Emma went there.

Almost by the car, I walk back and I slip back into the station making sure nobody sees. I go to Mitch Minnerson’s holding cell, hoping he can tell me more.

When he sees me, he says, “I’m not talking to you without—”

“Stop the crap!” I interrupt him.

He jumps up from his place and walks over.

“I don’t have much time. I know what you are and you know what I am, so please can we stop lying! I know you did not kill your neighbor or hurt your father. If you had used that kind of magic, I would have smelled it on you. I need to know what part Emma Rushing plays in this?” I ask him and he looks stunned.

“You spoke to Emma?” he says in shock. I nod my head.

“Emma is my business partner and a family friend,” he tells me.

 



“Why would she be at your father’s house?” is my next question.

The answer doesn’t surprise me, “She is probably looking for my father’s and Nolan’s grimoire. There is a spell in it that can locate dark magic.”

“Can you do a spell like that?” I respond.

“No,” he says, “You need an elder to do that.”

An elder is an older witch with powerful magic.

“Where can I find an elder,” I demand. He looks puzzled but answers.

“That was what Nolan was trying to do. You need to find a woman named Kathleen Foresthill, but she is off the grid for decades now.

She is the only one that has a chance of casting a spell like that.”

I look at him shocked and without a word, I leave.

In the car, I finally start breathing again, I take my phone and call Arleen. She doesn’t answer. I leave a voicemail to call me back. I need to find that grimoire. I start the car and drive away.

Arriving at Mr. Minnerson’s house, I see Barrots next to his car.

Emma leans against it, I see Barrots has cuffed her. It almost makes me laugh seeing her cuffed, I know she can break out of them without much trouble.

She looks at me and smiles, she wanted me to come here I realize, she did not want to come to the station. So she got herself caught here.

“Hey Barrots,” I say, “What do we have?”

“She tried to get into the house,” he says to me.

“Anything missing?” I ask.

“Not so far we can tell. We don’t know how she got in…” he says pulling Emma back, who tries to walk away.

“Can you check inside? I’ll watch her…” I say to him.

He looks relieved. And leaves to check.

I shift my attention to Emma and the moment Barrots can’t hear us anymore I say, “You wanted me to come here, and do you have the grimoire?”

She looks at me and hangs back against Barrots car.

“Yes, I did want you to come here…” She observes me for a moment before she adds, “Don’t trust the FBI agent. Her clan cannot find out about you.”

“Is she from a Royal line?” I ask curious.

 



She smiles at me, “No she is not. She is half vampire but the other half is human. We don’t have much time. Because I do not know how much you know, I’ll be blunt and quick. There are six royal bloodlines. Six marks and each has a dozen or so clans. Only one is very powerful. They mark their followers and members on their wrists with the curly letters FRB with circles and curls around it.

That is also the family your mother was born in, she was the daughter of their king.”

Seeing my face going into shock she says, “Yes, I know who you really are. Kathleen trained you well in your knowledge about witches and their crafts. She also did a remarkable job is teaching you how to control your vampire side. You are a force of good, I see that.” She smiles.

“What clan does this FBI agent belong to, and why is she here?”

the detective in me really would like to know.

She looks surprised, in all that she told me, that this is my question. But before she gets a chance to answer me, Barrots returns.

“Nothing is out of place,” he tells me.

Emma looks at him and I sense compulsion, she compels him,

“You need to check the track in the forest again, there is a knife buried under the tree with a heart on it.”

Barrots does directly what she asks.

“It is dangers to compel my colleagues, so don’t do that,” I tell her.

“I won’t do it on the handsome one you brought to my bar, I promise,” she is teasing me, I realize. She continues.

“The girl is from one of the less popular clans that are marked and owned by the Royal Family out of Ireland. They are distancing themselves from her clan. Her clan is from Boston and they do dirty business there, drugs, human trafficking, and so on. DO NOT

TRUST her and keep an eye out on your partner. Her clan does business with the police captain there. AND she is here because these murders start to get attention which is bad for all of us, so she is probably sent by her master. Yes, she has a master, she is not very powerful, but that doesn’t make her less dangerous.”

She smiles at me probably seeing my confused face, “Now listen up, before you colleague returns with the knife I found this morning, don’t look so worried it has nothing to do with this case,” she says

 



when she sees me lurking at the forest behind the house. “You need to find Nolan’s grimoire, it’s missing out of the volt.”

“Mitch told me only my nan can do the spell—” I interrupt her, but she interrupts me.

“No there is one person left that can help, your grandfather, he is an elder. He is not as powerful as your grandmother but the tree-of-life coven will accept him as an elder. Find the grimoire, find your grandfather, then go see Mrs. Webber. She, Mitch, and Harry are the only members left with active witch powers in the coven.”

“Will there be enough power to stop the killing,” I want to know.

“With you by their side, definitely.” She smiles at me. “You, my dear girl, are not feared because you are born and they care much about their stupid rules. You, my dear, are feared because some believed when your mother was pregnant that you would be the most powerful creature on Earth… One last thing before ‘Barrots’ comes back, this witch has a human do it’s bidding, so you need the police force to find this human and stop it.”

I have more questions but I can’t ask them because Barrots is back, and he says, “I ran into some people out of the neighborhood, they are wondering why she is in cuffs, they told me she is Mitch’s girlfriend and has a key.”

He looks a little lost but I sense no more compulsion or magic on him.

“She came because she wanted to grab some belongings for Mr.

Harry Minnerson before she visits him in the hospital. She has an alibi for yesterday,” I lie to him. A little lie that first thing but that second not really. Liam had put some uniforms on the bar, I saw that in a report this morning lying on the table in the conference room. It was written that she hadn’t left until she got a call about what happened.

“She has an alibi?” Barrots says surprised.

“Yes, us,” I say to him smiling. He signals her to turn around, and he removes her cuffs.

“Go, please, call me if you think of anything else, and please do not leave town,” I tell her then I turn around to Barrots and say, “We need to go back to the station now!”

I turn around and almost run to my car and leave.

In the car I call Arleen again, seeing I missed her phone call, again it goes to voicemail, “Arleen, it’s Vicky, we really need to talk, but this

 



is important, Nolan had a Grimoire that is now missing. We need to find that grimoire. I know from my witch studies that Fairies are good at finding stuff, can you help me?”

I almost yell at her voicemail. Disconnecting the phone, I realize what more Emma told me. Ava works with Liam’s dad. Everything she finds out about his life here will be used against Liam in court and I won’t let that happen.

At the station, I take a page out of Emma’s playbook and pull my shirt down as far as possible over my wrists. If she senses what I am, she cannot see if I have a mark or not. Using a spell my nan taught me playing dress-up, I let my sleeves grow. After that, I make my way to find Liam and Ava…

I find them in the break room. Liam is pulling them coffee.

When he sees me, he says with a teasing smile, “I thought you would call?”

“Was nothing to write home about,” I said returning his smile. “I have good news,” I say to him. “On my way in Pascal told me the hospital called, Harry Minnerson is awake and wants to talk to us.”

I sit myself on the table where Ava is sitting and say with the best smile I can get on my face,

“You want to come?”  I invite her and I see that’s something Liam did not see coming.

“No she is not,” he says.

Now it is my turn to be surprised, I see that also Ava is surprised.

“Let’s split up in two teams so that we can cover more ground,” he explains to us. “Detective Barrots has no partner at the moment so maybe you, Ava, could be his during this investigation? It also gives you a chance to keep the FBI in the loop, at least it will make your bosses happy.”

For a moment Ava looks disappointed, but she recovers fast.

“I was hoping to work with you Liam, you are the one with the most experience here,” she tries to convince him.

He smiles. “That’s maybe true but like I told you I’m new here and you are not from around here and we really do not want to get lost, do we?”

There he has a point, I think quietly.

That moment I see Barrots walk in, he stopped for sandwiches and donuts. Smart man. I owe him for that, I’m starving.

“So who wants early lunch?” he says holding up the food.

 



He noticed Ava and says, “There is enough.”

Liam steps forward and introduces them to each other, “Barrots meet FBI special agent Ava Miller, Ava this is Detective Ben Barrots, for the moment your new partner.”

Barrots looks surprised but doesn’t say a word and just shakes Ava’s hand.

She smiles at him saying, “Is there anything vegan in it?”

I have to fight myself not to start laughing because this has to be a first; a vegan vampire! After some polite exchange and moving back to the conference room, Barrots tells Liam he found a knife, he has sent it to the lab, but he doesn’t think it has anything to do with our case.

I get a text, it’s from Axel. ‘I think I found the last murder, grab Liam and come to me,’ it reads.

Before I can tell Liam his phone rings. “It’s the captain, give me a second,” he says before he leaves the room. Barrots’ phone rings too and he walks out after Liam. Great, that leaves me and Ava alone, I wonder if she knows.

I decide to just be polite and start, “So Ava, do you have anything that can help us? You always work alone?”

She smiles at me, not showing anything, “I’ve given the lieutenant in charge, all the information we have on this case. There are some people of interest, for the rest, it is one big puzzle. Liam was updating me from your end when you came back.”

For a second, she looks annoyed with me but she recovers quickly. Also, the killer look on her face doesn’t stay long.

“I don’t have a partner. I most of the time work in the office. I collect information, do a background search, and spread this out to the people that need the intel,” she tells me.

That moment Pascal throws the door open, “Vicky, there is a break in going on at the coroner’s office, taught you want to know…”

I jump up, grab my stuff, and thank Pascal while passing him.

I run to Liam who I find at his desk. I knock on his desk, “We have to go, there is a break in going on at the coroner’s office!”

Liam directly tells the captain he’ll call back.

He yells while following me out, “Barrots take Miller, coroner’s office now!”

We run to the car and with high speed we make our way there.

Arriving there, we see two uniform officers who arrived before us.

 



One of them briefs us quickly, “Two people went in, nobody came out yet. The door on the other side is blocked by one of our cars.”

“Anyone else in the building?” I ask worried about Axel safety.

“No, only one of the caretakers was in. He pressed the alarm button. Doctor Rosenberg is suspended and Doctor Brownbridge just left for coffee,” the man informs me.

Thank God. Barrots and Ava arrive too. Liam tells the uniforms to stay and turns around to us.

“Smithton with me, front. Barrots and Miller take the back. Try to grab them without any shots fired,” he orders us.

I grab my gun and follow Liam in. We hear noise coming from the office. It sounds like they are making a mess. We clear the autopsy room and move to the office. Slowly we make or way there checking everything around us.

We see Barrots and Ava did the same coming in through the back.

I use my vampire senses to try to find where they are precisely. I sense three heartbeats and what I smell worries me.

One at least is not fully human. I whisper to Liam who has his back at me, “There are three, not two.”

He looks at me and gives me a puzzled look. For me, this is not the first time happening so I hold up a mirror and point at the mirror hanging in the corner. Not knowing if he believes me, he clearly leaves it for now.

What happened next goes very quickly.

Ava who did not wait for Liam’s orders, goes ahead and jumps out and yells, “FBI!”

She clearly doesn’t know the building and ignored Barrots’ signals to stay down. I sense two running for the back, and we hear glass breaking.

“Damn it,” Liam says, I already turned around and speeded to the back, there I see two men jump out of the window of the office.

Before Liam says or can do anything, I signal him to go for the one on the right. I play it safe and let him get the human. I run and tackle the one on the left who is twice my size and give him a good right hook. I turn him around and cuff him.

I see Liam got his too.

“Really!” he says smiling. “I get the small one, you grab the tall one.”

 



He laughs while saying it. Clearly not angry that I just had given him an order instead of the other way around.

Barrots comes around the corner and man, he looks pissed! He is followed by Ava who pushes the third delinquent in cuffs forth.  We take them all outside, where we hand them over, to be brought to the police station to get booked and locked-up.

I notice Axel coming back, he sits on the hood of one of the police cars and is talking to someone. I smile at him when he sees me.

After handing over the three delinquents, Liam turns to Ava and says in a harsh tone, “Miller, if you ever do that again, you’re out! You clearly have no field experience. You could have gotten us all killed.

Next time follow the lead instead of trying to be a hero. This is not a cop movie but a reality. Do you understand?”

Ava looks at him uncertainly and clearly impressed by his outburst.

He turns to Barrots and says, “Sorry for that… Can you please go to the station and get them booked?”

Barrots nods and gestures Ava to follow him.

Liam looks at me and says, “A mirror, really?”

“I’m a girl, I never leave the house without one,” I joke but continue seriously, “when I was fresh out of the academy and a rookie in New York, I was called to a bank robbery where one of the cops used a mirror to look around a corner. Short story that saved lives and I have one with me ever since.” Not a lie and a handy explanation in how I knew there were three.

He smiles. “Smart,” is all he says before he walks at Axel. “Axel, can you come with us and see if you know what they were looking for?”

“Of course,” is Axel’s response, and he walks with us to the office.

“I can already tell you, that if they were looking for the bodies and files from the case you are working on, they were out of luck. They are not here,” he tells us on the way there.

“They’re not?” Liam asks surprised.

“No, because of the high risk and the low security here, I asked permission yesterday to move them elsewhere,” Axel explains.

“Where did you move them to?” I ask him as surprised as Liam. Axel smiles at me and says, “Andy’s clinic.”

We arrive in the office and look around us. They were clearly looking for something.

 



“Why there?” Liam asks while taking the mess in.

“Simple, their morgue is under lock and key, plus they have a high-security level.” Axel looks at us seriously adding, “They have a high demanding client list. The clinic is in the middle of nowhere and their specialty is to make people look younger, what do you think?”

that last part sounded very sarcastic and Liam and I both knew he meant it rhetorical.

Looking around, I remind Axel about his text, “You texted me you found something on that missing murder.”

“You found something?” Liam asks him with serious interest.

“Maybe,” he says. “Looking at the board, when you guys left, I noticed the clothing some of them were found in. Some were found in gala clothing and a couple of your victims have worked or had a medical background. Then I checked the medical congresses, and seven of your victims all attended the same type of medical congress that moves around. I checked missing persons and found a missing person in the timeline we are looking for. I sent an email from Vicky’s computer at home with the request to send you the case file.”

“We can better hire you as a cop than wannabe Miller!” Liam says to him. Axel looks puzzled at me but doesn’t respond.

“Nice work Axel,” Liam adds to it.

After looking around for another couple of minutes, Axel says, “It looks like nothing is missing, but it will be awhile before I have it cleaned up.”

We both wish him good luck and with that, we leave him to it.

After taking care of a couple of small things, we go back to the station.

Parking the car at the station, Liam gestures me to stay in the car and he asks, “What’s up with you and Ava Miller, don’t give me that face that you have no clue what I’m talking about. Meeting her this morning and when you came back, what do you know which I don’t?”

He looks at me with a demanding look while pulling one eyebrow up.

I take a deep breath, “I think something is off on her. I called an FBI agent in NYC that I know for information… and you have to say something, the pot is calling the kettle black.”

I look at him while saying that. I just lied to him about the FBI but I can’t tell him about Emma.

“Don’t look at me like that, you probably did the same, and you sensed it too! Something is off and BTW I was right. From the intel I

 



gathered she is not here for the ‘case’, is she? She is not from where she claims to be. She is from Boston.”

I look to see how he responses.

He gives me a slight smile. “I know,” he says.

“How?” is my response. He smiles and explains.

“She was a little too curious about me. Shelly called me while talking to her and she knew I had kids plus she knew Shelly’s name without me mentioning it, but even before that I noticed her wrist.”

“What about her wrist?” I ask curious and in the meantime, I’m stunned. He is good at his job and he looks hot doing it. I push the warm feeling I get from him aside and give him an awaiting look.

“The tattoo on her wrist is from gang active in Boston. I dealt with some dirty cops on their payroll. Also, the guys who cleaned up for my dad two decades ago had them too.”

Seeing my stunned face he starts to laugh, “I didn’t become a lieutenant because of my dad, I became it by working hard getting rid of people like him.”

We look in each other’s eyes and again I’m feeling myself get warm and fuzzy. I see his look go down and for a moment he stares at me. I sense his heart rate rise.

In a nanosecond, I see an embarrassing look in his eyes, and fast it goes back to neutral. He jumps out of the car. I need a second to get myself together. Ohm damn I never felt this before.

I realize that I just met him but I already have a crush on him…

OMG, I’m confused. I take a deep breath, step out of the car, and follow Liam into the station.
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Inside the station, we hear the captain call us. Walking into her office, I close the door behind us.

“It’s an exciting Saturday,” she says to us, “please tell me everything.”

Liam starts to tell her all that happened and what we found out.

He finishes with what Axel told us. What doesn’t surprise me is that Liam also gives Axel the credit for discovering it. Nan is right, he is a good man, and maybe too honest to his fault, I think.

To both our surprise the captain says, “There is a medical congress this coming week here in town. With a gala on Wednesday evening. If we are not closing this case before that time, I’ll make sure we score our self an invitation.”

She looks at us and gestures that we can leave but before that she says, “Ms. Smithton, I would like you to inform me next time yourself, that your grandmother is in critical condition in the hospital.”

To my surprise, she notices my shocked face and I get a warm smile from her.

“How is she? Will she get better?” she asks with sincere interest.

“I… don’t know,” I stammer.

“Let me know if there is anything I can do for you,” she says still friendly. Then she goes back to work.

I ask while leaving, “Ma’am if you don’t mind me asking, how do you know?” I ask it with hesitation because I’m curious.

She looks up to me and for a brief moment, I think I won’t get an answer but then she says, “My daughter saw you both in the clinic.

She works there. Ms. Smithton, I may give you a hard time, but believe me, I have my reasons for doing so. It doesn’t mean you have to keep this to yourself. I know how hard it is losing someone close to you,” and that ends our conversation.

Walking to my desk, I get the feeling that Liam is ignoring me.

By our desks, we see Mitch Minnerson with his lawyer. He presents us with an alibi and is released.

“If you are released Mr. Minnerson, why are you still here?” Liam asks him while he sits down on his desk.

 



“Because I may be innocent but I do wish to help you find whoever did this to my dad… and to Nolan,” he says.

“Thank you, Steve, you can go,” he says to his lawyer.

His lawyer shakes his head clearly not happy, but he leaves.

Mitch sits down and says to us, “Thank you for not charging Emma, she wanted to help my dad.”

“We still need to talk to your dad,” Liam informs him.

Mitch nods and says, “No problem, but I haven’t been completely honest to you. I do have something for you but my problem is I can’t open it.”

Liam and I both look at him and Liam gestures him to go on.

“Nolan left a box with me, but without a key, you wouldn’t get it opened. I tried a locksmith, but he had no luck either,” he tells us giving me a worried look.

“Would you mind handing it over to us?” Liam asks him.

Mitch opens his bag, that his lawyer left him and hands a beautiful looking wooden box to Liam.

He then stands up and says, “I really do wish it helps you more than me.” He leaves.

I look at Liam and say, “So how do you think we get it opened?”

Liam looks at it, “I really don’t know.”

Then I see something else pulls his attention, I follow his look and see that Ava is talking to the captain. “Are you worried?” I ask.

“No, what she did was stupid, she endangered us all. Like you, I don’t trust her,” he says.

“Vicky, Liam,” we hear a voice coming from the entrance of our area. Turning around I see it is Tom.

“Hi Tom,” I say first.

“Hi Tom, what are you doing here, everything okay?” Liam says with curiosity and surprise. Not everyone can walk in here.

Tom smiles and says to him, “I told you I’m a lawyer, I’m also an assistant district attorney. They asked for a volunteer yesterday evening to help you with jurisdiction and I volunteered, also I broke down your office in Vicky’s living room and moved it back to the conference room here,” he explains with a smile.

Looking around, he is clearly looking for someone.

“She is with the captain, the FBI agent,” I tell him knowing for who is looking.

 



“Too bad,” he says, “I would like to meet her,” he says casually.

Walking away he clearly remembers something. “Oh before I forget, my sister invited us all to dinner at her diner tonight. They have something to celebrate… They won the award for the best cheeseburger in the county. So bring all and see you at 7 pm.”

I smile at him and respond, “Believe me the whole station will be there to celebrate.”

He leaves. Liam looks at me puzzled.

“His sister is married to the previous captains’ son. They own the diner a couple of blocks from here. He was a rookie cop when he got badly hurt on the job, and it was the end of his career as a cop. He was a cop for only a year but he got hurt saving one of the firemen and that makes him kind of hero around here. Their diner is a real hotspot for cops and firemen,” I explain.

“I’ve never been in a city that is this big and everyone knows each other, and everyone here is welcome, strange but good fun,” he says with a grin.

“Williams,” the captain calls at that moment. Liam stands up and walks over.

Barrots enters that moment and sees Liam walk into the captain’s office.

“You don’t think she complained, do you?” he asks me, seeing Ava is in the office too.

“Don’t know,” I answer honestly.

“On our way back here she apologized to me, but I kind of blew her off,” he tells me. I give him a compassionate look and hope for the best. Shifting my attention to my computer, I see an email that they ID the man Nolan spoke to in Emma’s bar, his name, Ronaldo Diaz.

I see in the system that Ronaldo Diaz doesn’t have an address listed, so I put a BOLO on him. Next, I see an email that Harry Minnerson, that he is getting better, and he asked to talk to us.

A couple of minutes later the door of the captain’s office opens and Liam, Ava, and the captain come out.

They walk to our desk space and the captain asks, “Mr. Barrots, Ms. Smithton, any news regarding our case before I call Ms. Millers’

boss?”

“We have an ID on the man Nolan Foresthill met in the bar, his name is Ronaldo Diaz. He does not have an address, so I put out a

 



BOLO on him and his car. Also, Mr. Harry Minnerson is awake again and asking for us,” I tell her.

“Good,” she says, “for now we leave the teams like they are so please be welcome to Special Agent, Ava Miller. From Monday we will change the teams. Ms. Miller, in the Diner tonight is a party, please feel free to join the police department there,” she tells Ava, and she leaves.

Not really knowing what to think, I look at Liam and ask, “Are we going to talk to Mr. Harry Minnerson, now?”

He nods his head and directly walks out of the door. Okay, that’s strange, I think. I grab my keys and follow him leaving Ava with Barrots.

In the car driving to the hospital, he says out of the blue, “Drive to the lake, please?”

I look at him and just do it. Fourteen minutes later I park the car in the same spot as yesterday. Liam jumps out of the car and almost runs down the small path.

For a moment I question if I should follow him. I hear him scream and that decides for me, with vampire speed I get to the lake.

There I find him kicking stones in the lake and scream. Frustration I realize. I sit down on the same spot as yesterday and ask, “Something I can do for you?”

His frustration still shows when he looks at me and says, “I yelled at her, I don’t trust her and somehow she convinced Louise she is a better partner than you! How the hell is that possible!”

A little surprised to hear him refer to the captain by her first name, I realize what happened, Ava used compulsion on the captain. I guess that she tried to use it on Liam too, but he is strong-minded, has a lot of willpower, and the will to do good which makes him difficult to be compelled.

“She did not change things yet,” I say calmly to him and he gives another scream in the air and kicks a rock into the water.

“I know, that’s only because I asked her to wait till after the weekend.”

“So calm down… If she has given you time, there is a chance she won’t do it Monday,” I tell him. He starts to calm down.

He steps towards me and holds out his hand. Not really knowing what to expect, I grab his hand and he pulls me up.

 



“Let’s go partner,” he says, “let’s find out what Mr. Minnerson can tell us.”

Back in the car on our way to the hospital, I ask him a blunt question, “Do you think your dad is dirty?”

Knowing how personal the question is I add, “Sorry, I’m just curious because of what you said earlier about the tattoo on Ava’s wrist…” I add that last part as an explanation.

He stays quiet for more than a minute, “No, I don’t think he is dirty or rather I hope he isn’t. I think he made a couple of bad choices but I don’t believe he got involuntary. I know he gambled when my mother died, and I’m afraid it started there.”

He is quiet for another minute, “I hate him now, but I also have good memories of him from before my mother died. I just don’t know what to think at the moment.”

He looks at me and gives me a fake smile. “You think Ava will show up tonight? I rather want she doesn’t, you know. I want to keep her as far from the girls as possible.”

“Don’t worry, even if she sees the girls, what can she do? Report that the girls are happy here and believe me after they spend a day doing everything a girl wants, you’re the best dad ever.”

He starts to laugh the moment I say that last part.

“God, I hope so,” is his response.

Five minutes later we walk into the hospital, show our badges to the reception, and ask where we can find Harry Minnerson.

The lady behind the desk tells us the room number and tells us how to get there. We find it easily.

I sense Emma close by. We see Harry Minnerson is awake.

Liam gives a soft knock on the door. “Mr. Minnerson,” he says to get his attention.

“Lieutenant Williams and Detective Smithton,” he says. We see Emma sitting next to him.

“Please come in, I owe you a big thank you, they told me,” he says to us. He looks tired but is recovering well, a nurse told us. “I understand you already met Emma.”

“Yes,” Liam says while giving her a hand. I follow him. When I shake her hand I say, “Sorry for this morning.”

“No problem,” she says.

“Mr. Minnerson—” Liam starts.

“Harry, please,” Mr. Minnerson interrupts.

 



“Harry,” Liam starts over. “Do you know who did this to you and killed Mr. Hills.” Harry looks sad hearing his friend’s name.

“No,” Harry says, “I never met the man.”

“So it was a man?” Liam wants to know as confirmation while he makes notes.

“Yes, definitely,” Harry says certain. “It was a man. They were two. The one behind the man attacking me, I didn’t see.”

“If we send a sketch artist over, do you think you would be able to give us a description of the man who attacked you?” I ask him. “Yes,”

is the answer.

Emma says, “Not today. He needs rest. Send one in the morning, please?”

“No problem Ms. Rushing, we will send one in the morning,”

Liam says.

“Does either of you know a Ronaldo Diaz?” I ask, both shake their head in denial.

Liam turns to Harry and says politely, “Please rest, and thank you for your time.” We say goodbye and leave them be.

Leaving the hospital he checks his phone. He smiles and says,

“Can you drop me at the station so I can grab my car?”

When I nod that’s no problem he adds, “I have to go and be a dad, they want my opinion about what to wear tonight. Sharleen took them home. I’ve given her a key this morning and my credit card to take them shopping.”

I smile. “You see, you’re the best dad ever!”

Now we both smile, get in the car and drive off.

After dropping Liam off at the station, I drive to the clinic to visit Nan. I find Arleen with her. She smiles when she sees me come in.

“How was your day?” she asks.

I sit down at the end of Nan’s bed and tell them everything including Ava, Emma, the breakin, and so on. Arleen doesn’t stop me once, she just lets me rant until I am done.

Sitting quietly after my rant holding Nan’s hand, I remember I called Arleen today about the grimoire.

I look at Arleen but before I can ask, she says very seriously, “The grimoire Nolan had with him. Your nan took it. It is in the closed cabinet in her room.” she looks at me worried, “Be careful, dear girl, these people are not your friends.”

 



She holds up her hand to stop me from saying anything, “I don’t say these people Emma, Harry, and Mitch are your enemies but they aren’t friends either. I know it is strange for you to meet other creatures that are not human or fully human, but don’t forget who you are and what your target is. Stay true to yourself.”

I tell her about the spell Mitch mentioned and what Emma said.

She looks at me and listens.

When I’m done, she says with firm earnest, “Emma is right, you need your grandfather to help you and when time is right, I will call him for you. The spell they are talking about I know, it’s a very powerful spell. You need to be on full power to cast it. You won’t be able to cast it before you find the human attached to it and you have until Friday to do so.”

“Why?” I ask uncertainly.

“Friday will be a full moon, a witch’s power is then on it strongest,”

she explains.

“Will Nan be better if I get this done?” I ask looking at Nan.

“That my dear, I don’t know. We do all we can but we do have our limits,” she says feeling my pain.

“You grew up with Nan, didn’t you?” I ask quietly.

“Yes, I did. I’m however older than her. We were neighbors.” She smiles. “Like you and Sharleen.” She looks at Nan before she continues, “The coven your nan is born in, is different from all others.”

“I know, she told me,” I say wanting to hear more.

Still smiling she tells, “This county is called the fairy county by other creatures because nowhere in the world you find so many fairies living together as here. This is fairy territory. Fairies are also found elsewhere, but that is rare. The tree-of-life coven and the fairies are intertwined for as long as history can describe it. For the coven, we are their protectors. Like them, blessed with a long life. Most male fairies do not have any magical powers like the females but from nature, we are all caring, hardworking good creatures. Our magic has its limits, and different like witches we can’t cast spells but our magic applies to four things; caring, finding, children, and concealing. That is why your nan came to me with you. Our magic conceals you and hides your smell. The only way Emma could have found you would be blood magic, but my dear that is very strong magic and for a vampire very rare. They say there is only one vampire that also has magic powers

 



but those are stories, nobody can confirm. Emma has to have a witch that trusts her plus she has to be a Royal, a witch would never trust anything else,” she finishes talking and looks at me, while I’m trying to take it all in and make sense of it.

My phone pings, I check it and see a text from Liam, ‘The girls want to know if they can feed your cat. Sharleen said it was no problem but with you not being home I wanted to check it.’ I smile and send back, ‘No problem.’

While replying to him, I say, “Children.”

Arleen looks puzzled at me.

“You said fairy magic applies to children,” I say, and she nods in agreement and I start to tell Liam’s story, Natalie, the girls, the custody battle, his dad… literally everything I know even the connection to Ava. I finish with, “Can you guys hide the girls or cloak them like you do me?”

“It’s not that easy, Vicky,” she says very seriously. “First it has to be in the girls’ best interest to do so, second the girls will be aware of what we are because they are children.”

“They will know you are fairies?” I ask astonished interrupting her.

Arleen smiles. “My dear, where do you think all the stories come from?”

I laugh but then say to her, “I want to help him, Arleen.”

“I know, I’ll see what can be done. I’ll let you know soon, I promise,” she says to me. “Now go to the party and before you leave drink that.” She points to a cup standing on my nan’s stand. Its blood.

I drink it, kiss Nan on her forehead, and say goodbye to Arleen, and off I go.

Just after seven pm, I arrive at the diner. It is very busy, it looks like the whole police station is here.

In the back by the very large family table, I see Sharleen who is waving at me to get my attention. I walk over and sit down next to her.

I see I’m the last one to arrive. Even Andy beat me here.

On the table, there are already snacks, and I get a drink pushed in my hand by Tom. Everyone is talking to each other and there is a happy and friendly ambiance.

Surprisingly I notice Ava sitting with Barrots, Pascal, and Nelly one booth away from us. They are all chatting with each other.

 



I look at Sharleen and she says with a big smile, “You’re late, I was so free to order a big cheeseburger with French fries for you.”

“That sounds delicious,” I say to her with a very big smile.

I hope food comes soon because I’m starving. I had blood today but somehow that alone didn’t help.

Looking around the table, I see Liam caught up with Axel and Andy in a discussion about the latest local politics. I smile thinking what a bad subject Liam chose to discuss with them, they could go on forever about politics.

Shelly is talking to a girl I recognize to be Tom’s sister’s daughter.

Listening to their conversation, they go to school together.

Veronica is quiet and has a coloring page, that she is busy coloring.

Everyone looks happy.

I look at Sharleen, “How did it go today?”

Surprised by my question she tells me everything. The fun they had on the farmers' market, they had lunch and then met up with Alice, Tom’s sister and her daughter Luna, about shopping with the girls this evening.

Talking about all she did we are interrupted by Shelly, who hears us talking about their shopping trip. She insists on showing me what she bought. She is wearing new jeans with a T-shirt that says ‘Hello & Goodbye’ with a new fake-leather coat or jacket.

“That looks super, Shelly, you’re a lucky girl. I haven’t been shopping in ages,” I complain with a smile before I ask Veronica,

“Veronica, what did you buy?”

The shy little girl gives me a big smile, shows me her new dress with floral design. Both girls use the small way between the tables as a catwalk.

When Veronica is close to me, she trips, I catch her quickly.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

To my surprise, she smiles, hugs me, and whispers in my ear,

“Are you a fairy too?”

She looks at me admirably with hope in her eyes. I shake my head, bend forward, and whisper in her ear, “No, I’m a witch and vampire, but a good one.”

Astonished by my own words, I look a little insecurely at her. I see her big blue eyes grow with adoration and worship, and she gives me another hug. I see that the second hug also makes her dad smile.

She lets go of me and goes back to her coloring page.

 



When I look at Sharleen, I see she is in shock but she recovers, looking at me, giving me a big smile and she whispers, “I thought you would never admit that to anyone!”

I laugh and say to her, “Neither did I.” We both laugh, in the meantime, we see Alice appear with dinner.

While receiving our plates we congratulate them on the prize and compliment their food.  She sees me dig into my burgers and says laughing, “Vicky is the best customer we have,” before she leaves.

Shelly looks at me and says, “You come here often?”

“At least twice a week for dinner and maybe three times a week for breakfast or lunch,” I tell her.

Both girls but also Liam look shocked by that information. Axel and Andy both laugh.

They even start to laugh louder when Shelly responses with, “If Dad does that, he probably will be fat within a month.”

“That is true,” Liam says smiling.

While we are laughing, I notice that we are being watched. I sense Ava is watching us. At this moment there is not much I can do about, it so I leave it.

We finish dinner, laughing and enjoying ourselves.

After dessert, Shelly takes off to talk to Luna and I see Veronica making herself comfortable on Liam’s lap.

I shift to the other side, after a while I have Liam sitting with a sleeping Veronica on one side of me, and on the other side is Axel.

Barrots pulls a chair up and starts chatting to Liam about being a lieutenant in a bigger city. At a certain moment, Ava joins us too.

“So you are the FBI agent?” Tom grabs his chance and introduces himself, “Tom Davis the ADA, nice to meet you.”

She is polite to him but I notice it is not Tom she wants to talk to.

“Ava Miller, nice to meet you.”

“So you are the one who got my window broken…” Axel says while flirting with her, “Doctor Axel Brownbridge, the medical examiner.”

He shakes her hand. She smiles at him. I see Axel throwing in his most charming smile. She stammers a little uncomfortable to him,

“I’m so sorry, doctor…”

“Call me Axel,” he interrupts her. She wants to shift her attention to Sharleen but Andy sits in between.

“Doctor Andrew Clockhigh,” Andy says holding out his hand.

 



She shakes his hand and then says, “Clockhigh, I saw that name today in one of our files, didn’t I?”

“Yes,” I say, “the person finding Nolan Foresthill is related,” not specifying how.

Before she shifts her attention to Sharleen, she says, “I saw your name on the speakers’ list for the medical congress I believe.”

“Correct,” Andy says to her, “I’m speaking twice this week.”

“You are!” I say a little surprised at him.

“Yes,” he smiles. “The clinic is one of the few medical businesses that do not have any financial problems plus we are stars at giving our clients what they want. So they invited me to speak. Why you want to come and listen?” he says teasing me.

“Sorry brother,” I say to him smiling, “I had to listen to your unwanted advice a little too much growing up,” I tease back.

“Are you related?” Ava asks surprised, hearing me refer to Andy as a brother.

“No, but we did grow up together, practically in the same house,”

Andy explains to her.

Then I believe Sharleen is a little sick of waiting to be introduced.

I whispered to her earlier what Ava was and also the warnings I had regarding her. So Sharleen knew what to expect.

“Hi,” she says to Ava, “I’m Sharleen Davis, Tom’s wife, and his sister.” She points at Andy while saying that. They shake hands. “Nice to meet you,” she says politely. “So you all grew up together?”

“Yes we did,” I say to her.

“So me and Liam are real outsiders here,” she says on a tone that even alerts Barrots.

“No, not really,” Barrots says to her. “I was born in Las Vegas and was a cop in Miami, so you’re wrong there. Vissink my usual partner, is also transferred in. He is from out of state too.”

He looks at her with a little suspicion. Thinking about how I can get things back on track, Shelly comes back to the table.

“Dad can we go home?” she asks Liam. Liam nods and he looks at Tom, “How much do I owe you?”

Tom starts to laugh and says, “Don’t know how it is in Boston but if we give a party, you don’t get the bill.” Seeing his face look confused Tom adds, “It’s paid for by the police department. The award was won because we all voted for them. Your captain was so nice to organize this when they won.”

 



“She did?” I ask astonished, I look around and see that also Barrots and Liam are surprised.

It is not Tom who answers it but Axel, “Yes, she did. I was there yesterday when the mayor approved it for her. The council thought it was a nice way to thank the police and fire department for their services. The police are eating here tonight and the fire department does tomorrow.”

In the meantime, Shelly sits between me and Liam on the bench.

She is clearly tired from today.

Ava sees it and asks her, “You’re tired?”

Shelly looks at her and says, “Who are you?”

“I’m a special agent from the FBI, Ava Miller.” She holds out her hand to Shelly who completely ignores her.

To my surprise, Liam doesn’t correct her and lets her be.

“What are you doing here?” Shelly asks Ava.

Ava smiles and answers with, “I’m here to help your dad on a case.”

“Why?” is Shelly’s response.

Ava doesn’t really know how to answer that so Axel, who doesn’t really get why we are not helping her, jokes, “She was looking for some fun company.”

Shelly smiles at Axel and says, “Sorry Axel, I really don’t believe that.” She looks at Ava and says, “So why did you come here voluntarily? It’s a boring town. Your boss must hate you.”

“Shelly,” Liam now says in a warning tone to his daughter.

Then Ava says, “I’ll be your dad’s new partner.”

I see everyone is stunned by the revelation except me and Liam, before either of us can respond, Shelly who really gives her a disgusting look says, “He already has a partner, Vicky.” She signals with her head to me.

Unexpectedly we hear a small voice add to it, “She is smart and much prettier than you, and she is very sweet.”

Veronica woke up and heard what her sister said.

My heart almost melts by what she says. She smiles at me. She sits up at her dad’s lap and rubs her eyes.

“It is not for certain that we switch partners, for now, she is Detective Ben Barrots’ partner,” Liam says to the girls.

I see Shelly look at Ava and say with a smartass grin,

 



“So you are a liar too, always thought only mothers and lawyers lie.” She looks at Tom and says, “Sorry, no offense.”

Tom smiles at her and says, “No offense taken.”

“Shelly,” Liam barks now in a very warning tone to his daughter.

“Let’s go home.” While grabbing the girl’s coats and helping Veronica put in hers, I notice he may have warned his daughter but he also did not apologize for what she said or defended Ava.

I see that Tom, Andy nor Axel understand what is going on.

“We have to be with Mr. Minnerson at one in the afternoon, should I come to you?” Liam asks me. I nod my head.

He says to Sharleen, “You sure you won’t mind looking after them for an hour while we work?”

“Of course not,” she says.

Shelly kisses her on her cheek and says to her dad with a big smile, “We are going to bake cookies in the shape of Mr. Minx.”

“Nice,” I say, “Would you save one for me?”

She smiles at me. “Of course,” is the answer.

They say goodbye and leave.

Twenty minutes later Barrots and Ava are also gone, and it is just me, Sharleen, Tom, Andy, and Axel left.

Looking around, I see that most people here won’t notice or will be interested in what is said at our table.

But even before I can explain Axel looks at me and says, “Okay I get it you don’t like Ava, but what has Liam against her, what the hell is going on?” he demands.

“Ava is half-vampire, half-human,” I say. I see all three men give me an astonished look. I tell them everything. From the deer this morning until Liam’s father, leaving Liam’s struggles out of it.

Finishing my story, Tom says, “Can’t blame Liam, I wouldn’t trust her either. She is a little too interested in him, wanting to be his partner and everything.”

“What are you going to do?” Axel wonders looking at me.

I give him an honest answer, “I really don’t know.”
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It’s almost midnight when Axel and I get home, he directly goes off to bed. After taking shower I go to Nan’s room. I walk to the closet that holds her grimoire and try to open it. Try because whatever I try the closet won’t open. Frustrated I go to my own room and wonder where Nan left the keys.

I grab my computer and go to the internet, but knowing how much crap and nonsense comes up searching on the word witch or anything related to it, I put it back on my nightstand and just lay back.

I notice Max barking, I sit straight up and see Minx staring out of the window. When I sharpen my senses, I notice all animals in the neighborhood are restless.

I get up and get dressed. I go downstairs and walk out through the back door. There, I stand still, close my eyes, and let my senses do their job. I sense animals fleeing, being scared, but not from each other. What the hell is going on!

“They are being hunted,” I hear Sharleen say behind me.

I notice her bathrobe and realize she came out of bed for Max. I look at her and then it sinks in. Vampire…

“Go back inside and lock the door,” I tell her. I leave her there and with vampire speed, I move towards the fear of the animals. It brings me deep into the woods. Knowing this area well, I know where to find the animals.

I let my eyes switch to vampire mode, glowing with a sharp night vision, searching my surroundings. I take a deep breath and sniff that smell. Ava! She is hunting animals again.

Hunting, by human or supernatural is forbidden around here, I never understood really why.

After what I learned the last couple of days, I start to realize why.

Fairies hate hunting!

Looking around me, I see something move on the far side of the forest. I move at high speed towards it.

The moment I see Ava, she is getting ready to jump on a deer, before she can even move, I tackle her to the ground and push her into the earth.

 



She tries to fight me, I notice that I’m much stronger than her. She keeps struggling and fighting. On one moment she hits me in my side while it does not hurt, I get off balance for maybe a second and we roll down the hill together. There I push her with full force into the earth and she stops fighting me.

Exactly at that moment, I see the shock in her eyes. She had no idea about me.

“You!” she says shocked.

I do not respond and keep pinning her to the ground.

“You’re like me!” she says.

“No, I’m not!” I say.

I let her go and within a second, I stand up straight and move a little away from her.

“What the hell do you think you are doing?” I demand to know.

“Hunting,” she says. “What else do you think I’m doing, like you, I have to feed!” she adds to it a little annoyed.

“You’re an idiot,” I say to her. “You killed that deer I found this morning, didn’t you?”

“So what,” she says.

I angrily looked at her. “This is fairy territory, hunting is not allowed. Don’t you know the rules?”

“You really think the fairies will stop me?” She says cockily. “I want to see them try,” she adds to it.

Now I’m getting angry. I maybe didn’t know this was fairy territory until today but still, this was no way to disrespect them or disrespect the animals.

Hunting is unnecessary and causes needless harm and stress to the animals!

When she tries to leave, I grab her, and with full power smack her against a tree.

Then I notice something, for a moment it looks like the surrounding trees come to life. I look at my wrist and see that the forest-covered them. How, I don’t know. Maybe, rolling down the hill, I somehow got two beautiful bands made of natural material around both my wrists.

Ava is clearly in pain from me throwing her around like a doll, looks shocked.

“Damn you’re strong, who are you? What clan do you belong to?”

she asks me.

 



“None of your business,” I bitch her. I feel my pockets and notice my phone is missing. Damn I think, I swear I took it with me. I look around if I dropped it.

I see Ava looking in shock, I turn around and a squirrel is coming to me. Shocked, I see it has my phone. It drops it in front of me and leaves.

I pick up my phone and turn back to Ava. She still is in shock and looks at me in disbelieve. I call Axel the moment he answers, I say,

“Meet me at the morgue, I need two cups of blood,” and I hang upon him.

I look at Ava. “Let’s go, I’ll get you blood. If you ever hunt again, you will be punished,” I threaten her.

Not really knowing if she would follow but at this moment, I’m just pissed the way she acted.

“How did you get here?” I ask her still with a harsh tone. I notice she can barely walk. Hell, I must have thrown her hard, or she is really not like me.

“My car is parked on the beginning of the hiking trail,” she answers me.

“Keys,” I demand holding up my hand. She hands them over and we go to her car. Getting there goes slow, I see the pain on her face while walking. Arriving at the car, I tell her to get in and I drive to the morgue.

I see Axel’s car parked but also Andy’s. I wonder what Andy is doing here. I tell Ava to follow me and we go inside. There I go to the autopsy room and find Axel and Andy waiting for us.

Walking in and seeing Ava both men raise their eyebrows, questioning what is going on.

“I found her hunting animals,” I explain to them.

Andy looks at Ava and asks her, “Don’t you know the rules? In our territory, you’re not allowed to hunt.”

Hearing Andy refers to all as our territory is something new for me.  “I know the rules,” she tells him, “I just didn’t know where to get blood,” she tries to explain to him.

“You got hurt?” Axel asks her, seeing her limp.

“She has thrown me against a tree,” she tells him.

Both men now look at me.

 



“She was trying to eat a deer, and she just pissed me off,” I explain. I look at Andy and ask, “Why are you here?”

“Axel called me, you asked for two cups of blood so he thought maybe you got hurt,” he says with a smile.

“Don’t give me that look,” Axel says to me when he sees me giving him a certain look. “I’m a coroner,” he says to me, “He is the doctor.”

Andy hands Ava a cup of blood in the meantime.

“Drink,” he tells her. Ava takes the cup and empties it.

“Vicky, are you okay?” Andy asks me.

“Yes,” is my honest answer and I smile at him.

We see Ava empty the cup and I notice she still looks in pain.

“Why are you not healing?” I look at Ava while saying it.

She looks at me puzzled and says, “I’m a half-blood.”

“I know that,” I say, “but you should be healing after drinking blood.”

She looks at me like I’m crazy or something.

It is Andy who explains, “Every half-blood reacts different. This means that while your body directly heals you,” he gestures at me,

“she probably has a different response like retaining daylight life, am I right?” he asks Ava.

Ava nods before telling us, “If I don’t drink blood my eyes will turn red and I have more difficulties resisting the daylight.”

She looks at me with curiosity and says, “I never met a half-blood like you.”

I don’t respond to her. I just watch her drink her second cup.

It’s Andy who asks her another question, “How long can you go without feeding?”

Ava looks at him. I see she doesn’t want to answer his question, clearly Andy noticing it too.

“Listen,” he says, “you can answer my questions honestly because we can tell if you are lying or…” he pauses for a minute, while he grabs his phone, “I can also hand you over to the Queen’s guard to bring you for the counsel, and being a half-blood, I somehow think your clan doesn’t really care.”

I look in full awe at him and see Axel do the same.

Shifting my attention, I see Ava look uncomfortable. “I was told fairies don’t lie,” Ava says before she adds, “every two days I need to feed, if the blood is human otherwise my eyes start to glow. If it is animal blood, I need to feed daily.”

 



“So as long as you are in town, I’ll make sure Axel has blood to feed you. You’ll drink daily and won’t hunt, hurt, or use compulsion on anything while you’re here. If you do not do what we ask from you, we will hand you over to the council, do you understand?” Andy tells her in a strict tone.

Ava nods in agreement with Andy and then shifts her attention to me, “Who are you? Did your clan hand you to the fairies as a guard or something? You are a half-breed, I can smell that now. How do you cloak yourself? How old are you, you can’t be only twenty-four, you are as strong and fast as a full born vampire!”

Not really in the mood to explain myself to her I say, “I’m like you a half-blood. Half-vampire, half-human. That’s all you need to know.”

Not the complete truth but technically a witch is also human.

I can tell she doesn’t believe me.

Then Andy remembers what I told him and asks, “What is your business with Lieutenant Williams? You clearly want something of him.”

She looks at him, clearly not planning to answer the question, Andy stands in front of her, “I know your clan does ‘business’ with his father and I know his father stabbed him in the back. What does his father want?”

She keeps quiet, but I sense her heart rate go up when Andy mentions Liam’s father.

“The girls are off-limits in this area and your clan knows that, if they break the rules, the Royals will come for them. And we will come for you…” Andy warns her in a very strict tone.

I sense her getting angry, then she moves to Andy with her fangs out, before she can come for Andy, I move forward, grab her by the throat and hold her up against the wall. My fangs are not out but my eyes glow and I’m pretty sure my face shows how angry I am.

Holding her against the wall, Andy comes standing next to me and says to her very calmly, “You were saying?”

“I won’t let you guys get away with this,” she grumbles to us.

That moment the door opens and Arleen walks is. I’m shocked and speechless about her being here, I wonder how she knows…

“Vicky, put her down, please?” she asks calmly but also demanding me to do it. I let Ava go and Arleen walks over to her.

“I have spoken to Patrick Murphy, he told me about your mission here,” she tells her and us in general, “you are a scout.”

 



She looks at Ava who looks frightened by Arleen’s presence.

“You are told about me, aren’t you?” she asks Ava.

Ava nods.

Arleen clearly annoyed with her not speaking says, “Speak up girl, I can’t hear you.”

“Yes,” Ava finally says, “I can smell you are one of the elite fairies.

You’re an elder.”

Arleen nods and says, “My son is right about one thing my dear, you will follow our rules as long as you are here. Betray us or break the law from both worlds and we will hand you over to the council.

Also, as long as you are here you will leave Lieutenant Williams and his two girls alone. I know why you came here, your clan leader told me. You’re sent by Williams senior to collect dirt on his son and tell him where he lives.”

Arleen takes a seat and waves her hand to a man from out of the hospital, who gives her a plate with three cups on it.

She sees Ava trying to see if there are any marks on my wrist.

Ava still wonders about me, strange, I think.

I didn’t know Arleen was an elder but really surprised, I’m not.

With all I learned the last couple of days, I think nothing will surprise me anymore.

Arleen smiles at Ava and says, “Don’t bother, you will never know her mark. That secret stays in the box a little longer. Here, drink…”

Offering her a cup from the plate.

Ava drinks it at once, giving her an empty cup back.

Arleen looks at me and says, “Vicky would you please be so kind and use some compulsion on her? Compel her that she is not allowed to talk about you in any form or anything else.”

“She can’t, half-bloods can’t compel other vampires, only humans,” Ava interrupts thinking she has a win.

I look puzzled but without question, I obey Arleen and compel Ava. She directly obeys me.

“Axel,” Arleen says without looking at him. “Please ask her a question about Vicky.”

Axel looks puzzled like me and then asks Ava, “Tell me about Vicky?”

I’m stunned as the only thing Ava can mention is my ‘human’

background that is also listed on the website from the police. When she tries to say more, she starts to cough.

 



“You put something in my drink to make this work, didn’t you?”

Ava blames Arleen. Who is clearly not impressed by her…

Arleen then takes another cup of the plate and hands that to Axel.

“Drink,” she says to him, “it will prevent Ava from using compulsion on you.”

Axel drinks without discussion, handing her an empty cup.

“Now,” Arleen says, “it is time for bed, good night,” she says directly to Ava.

I throw Ava her car keys back and the man who brought in the plate with cups shows her out.

When she is gone Arleen turns to us and says, “That was enough excitement for tonight, don’t you kids agree with me?”

I look at her and start to laugh.

I see they are puzzled about what makes me laugh, looking at them I say, “The last couple of days I learned more about all of you than I ever thought was possible.”

Arleen returns to me smiling, “My dear girl, your nan has taught you everything you need to know. Knowing is something else than seeing and applying it in real-time.”

“Truth,” I say to her.

We’re all grabbing our things to leave when she hands me the third cup and smiles, “It is just blood.”

I drink it at once and hand her the empty cup. She tosses all three empty cups in the bin and walks out saying, “Good night,” signaling Andy to follow her.

“Our lives are weird,” Axel says to me, “but by far she is the most colorful person in it.” He laughs saying it and I can’t do anything else than agree.

“Let’s go home,” I say and adding, “you want to give me a ride…”

Axel starts to laugh again and says, “Sure.”

Then we head home.

When we arrive home, the clock shows it is just before five in the morning. Axel says goodnight and is off to bed.

I’m feeling tired. I take another shower and lie down on my bed pushing Minx aside. The stupid cat clearly took the opportunity earlier when I left to nestle himself into my bed.

At least someone uses my bed.

Closing my eyes I run through all the incidents that happened in the last couple of days.

 



That brings my thoughts to Nan. I feel the tears run over my face, I miss her. My whole life she has been there for me and now I start to feel lost.

Thinking about Nan makes me think about my witch training and it hits me, I sit straight up in bed, blood magic, the cabinet that holds her grimoire and Nolan’s, she protected it with blood magic.

I’m the only one from her bloodline left. Nan knew that and to make sure the grimoires and other Wicca values are safe, she used blood magic!

What did Arleen say this evening, Nan handed me the tools, using them is up to me, or something…

I smile and fall back onto the bed, my last thought before I fall asleep is, maybe it will work on Nolan’s box too, the one Mitch left me and Liam. Liam… I think and he is the last thing I think before falling asleep.

Something is tingling my nose, opening my eyes I see Veronica looking at me.

“I thought vampires slept in a coffin,” she asks slightly disappointed that I’m sleeping in a bed.

A little disoriented, I look at Veronica. Slowly I get aware she is in my bedroom.

“Veronica,” I stammer having trouble waking up.

“Ronny,” she says with a smile. I sit up and look puzzled at her.

“Ronny,” she says again she follows that up with a serious explanation,

“Ronny, my dad, sister, and close friends call me that.”

Still a little sleepy, I manage to smile at her saying, “Ronny, what are you doing here?”

“It’s noon,” she says to me like I was supposed to know. “Daddy sent me up to check on you, he said it wouldn’t be a good idea if he went up.” I’m still puzzled and tired.

Veronica or Ronny sits on my bed, looks at me, and says wisely,

“You forgot that you and dad need to work today, didn’t you? You have to visit some witnesses in the hospital, or at least that’s what he said to Sharleen.”

She smiles at me and then I look at the clock, I see it is afternoon.

I jump out of bed and tell her, “Please tell your dad I’m coming.”

Running from the bedroom, I hear her say, “Okay” and she leaves.

In the hallway, I hear her yell, “Dad, she forgot, but she is coming.”

 



I smile and get dressed.

Five minutes later I’m downstairs where I find Liam in the kitchen with the girls and Sharleen.

“Good morning,” I say in general and then to Liam, “Sorry, I overslept.”

Sharleen hands me a cup of coffee and I ask her, “Axel is still asleep?” She nods.

“Do you want breakfast? You want us to make it for you?” Shelly asks while putting things out to make cookies.

I look at Sharleen, I probably have a look on my face wondering why they use my kitchen because she says, “Your kitchen is bigger.”

True, I think. I turn to Shelly and say, “No thanks, I’ll grab something on the way to the hospital.”

I turn to Liam who is smiling at me, “Should we go?” I ask him.

He smiles and stands up to go.

Leaving the house my vampire hearing hears Veronica whisper to Sharleen, “She doesn’t sleep in a coffin,” and that remark makes me smile…

In the car, Liam says, “I’m sorry for waking you, I didn’t know Veronica went up until Sharleen mentioned it. It won’t happen again.

It was a violation of your privacy, I realize that…”

Before he even finishes, I start to laugh. “Don’t worry about that. I like your girls, so don’t worry.”

I follow on a more serious note, “I ran into Ava yesterday evening.

She admitted that she has a secondary agenda regarding you.”

“Do I want to know how you got it out of her?” he says a little worried.

“Don’t worry, she has to admit she is on the take, and believe me that will end her career. She is supposed to gather intel on you and brief that to your dad.” I see him look worried and I say, “She has no clue where you live.”

I see that’s not helping, he still looks worried so I add, “I know you know me less than a week but do you trust me?”

He looks surprised at me and waits a couple of seconds before he answers, “Yes.”

Using my sense I know he is not lying.

“Then believe this, as long as she is here, she won’t be a problem for you, and would leave you alone,” I say to him.

 



“I trust you and I believe you, what I don’t get is how you do it,”

he says looking at me with a strangely.

“One day I will tell you my secret,” I promise him that second that I will.
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While walking into the hospital, I sense Emma. Looking around, I see her sitting with Mitch and one of the police sketch artists in the hospital’s restaurant.

“Liam,” I say.

He looks at me and I gesture with my head to the restaurant. He sees them and we walk there.

“Good afternoon, lieutenant and detective,” Emma says with her back to us and without turning around. For a second Liam has an astonished look on his face but as quick as it was there it is gone.

“Good afternoon,” is his response.

I nod as a good afternoon gesture at the people on the table and introduce Liam to the sketch artist.

The sketch artist stands up and hands Liam his drawing, wishes us a nice day, and leaves. I don’t recognize the man in the drawing, clearly Liam doesn’t either.

Liam shows Emma and Mitch the drawing.

“You recognize him?” he asks them.

Neither of them recognizes him. Liam sits with them and so do I.

Before he can say something, I ask Mitch, “How is your father doing?”

“He is sleeping after spending the whole morning describing his attacker. That was not easy for him. They have given him something to sleep now. He was in pain and very tired,” Mitch tells us.

Liam responds to that, “I’m sorry to hear that, was there anything else he remembers from the attack?”

Mitch shakes his head that he doesn’t.

Liam then takes a gamble I did not expect.

“We know that the man murdering the victims is working in or for the medical industry. Did either Mr. Foresthill, Mr. Hills, or Mr.

Minnerson have any connection to it? I know Mr. Foresthill was married to a doctor. Anything can help us,” he asks them.

I see both of them think and then Emma says to my surprise,

“Nancy was a doctor. She and Nolan just came back from some medical congress when Nancy went missing. She was a guest speaker for some pharmaceutical company.”

 



“I remember Nolan talking about it,” Mitch adds to Emma’s story,

“they used it as a holiday getaway. They hadn’t been on one for a long time. Nolan’s mom died, and it took them a while to get everything on track.”

I see him think before he continues,

“My dad never leaves the house so honestly I wouldn’t know. He does research for marketing companies from home but I can’t remember if there was anything medical related or not. Do you have a computer or a laptop? On that, you will be able to see what he was working on. Regarding Mr. Hills, I honestly don’t know him very well.

He moved in next door from my dad, five or six years ago. He and his wife visited my dad but more than that I can’t tell you.” Liam makes notes while listening to them.

“We have indeed your dad’s computer and laptop,” I say to Mitch, “we will check what he was working on.”

Liam asks them, “Do Nancy and Nolan have children? I saw there is a daughter mentioned in the report from when Nancy went missing but there are no details there, how to contact her?”

“Nicci or Nicole,” Mitch says with a painful face.

Emma looks at us and says, “She is in a mental health clinic in New York.”

She takes a deep breath and says to Mitch, “They need to know Mitch, she is our responsibility now.”

She looks for a couple of seconds at Mitch who looks in pain and has a sad look on his face. She shifts her attention to us and says,

“Nicci is schizophrenic and for the last year suicidal. She is Mitch’s wife.”

Liam and I both look up hearing that information. I do need my vampire senses to see that this is a painful subject.

“May I ask what happened?” Liam asks with care to Mitch.

“She was fine and on her meds. We got married four years ago,”

Mitch tells us softly, “about a year and a half ago we got pregnant, with twenty weeks she had a miscarriage and she fell into a black hole.

Whatever I tried or our families, it didn’t help…”

He stops for a moment before he continues, “About a year ago she tried to take her own life for the first time, that was also the first time she got admitted. Then her mother went missing and the police showed up on our doorstep and it went wrong again. Since that time I

 



have problems keeping her on track. I haven’t told her about her dad yet.”

He looks at us and says, “She will be transferred to a private clinic closer by, the day after tomorrow. I will allow you to speak to her if you promise not to upset her or tell her about her father?”

He looks at us with a concerning look.

“No problem, we will keep that in mind. For now, we don’t have to talk to her, but why are you moving her here if she is unstable,” I ask Mitch before Liam can say something.

Mitch looks at me and says, “I need to stay to take care of my dad and honestly I cannot afford the clinic she is in right now. And it is almost 1000 miles away. Nancy and Nolan were paying for it. My lawyer informed me she will inherit all of it but it needs to be sorted out. Before you ask for it, yes, there is life insurance and no I can’t touch that. The money is Nicci’s. It will be used for her care only closer by to me and my dad.”

Liam looks at Mitch and tells him, “I’m sorry but I need to check your story. You have a phone number of the clinic she is staying in now?”

Mitch takes Liam’s pen and writes down the clinic’s name and phone number.

“Is she admitted as Nicole Minnerson or Foresthill?” Liam wonders while Mitch writes it down.

“Neither, she is admitted as Nicole Jones. Nolan and Nancy were not her biological parents. Nancy’s sister and her husband were Milly and Edward Jones. Her mom died when she was two, from cancer and her dad killed himself six weeks later. She has been with Nancy and Nolan ever since. They adopted her but never changed her last name to theirs,” Mitch explains to us.

That moment Liam’s phone rings. He excuses himself and walks away.

“Did you get the box open?” Mitch ask me.

“Not yet,” I tell him.

Mitch stands up and says to me, “I’m going to sit with my dad. If you have more questions, please call.”

I tell him we will and he leaves.

I look at Emma, she wears long sleeves again covering her wrists.

I ask, “Who are you?”

 



She smiles at me and says, “I’m a friend. Who I am doesn’t really matter. What does matter is that you have to read up on your blood magic skills? You are the only one that can open Nolan’s box. In the box you will find a very powerful silver athame, if you are lucky. It has a spell on it. I don’t know if it helps with this situation, however, but maybe…”

That moment I sense Liam coming back. I really want to ask her more questions because I want to know who she is and how she knows about me. She clearly did not share the information with Mitch, I wonder if she told his dad what she knows.

Liam arrives back at the table and says to me, “We need to go.”

We say goodbye to Emma and thank her politely for her time.

Back in the car, Liam says, “That was Barrots, he had a tip that Diaz was staying at a hotel on the east side of the city. When he arrived, he was already gone. CSU is there now to see if they can find anything that can help us. Also, the captain wants to see us.”

He looks at me and asks, “What did Ms. Rushing say to you?”

Keeping my attention on the road I say, “She asked if we had any suspects and if we found Diaz. He hasn’t been back to the bar she told me,” I lie to him feeling really guilty and uncomfortable.

We arrive at the police station and I park the car. Before we get out of the car, he tells me, “You ask me to trust you, I will and I do but my gut tells me something is up with that woman… During our time in the restaurant, she couldn’t stop looking at you. Something is just off.” He looks at me and gives me a warning, “Please be conscious with her, stop, don’t look at me like that.”

I clearly give him a certain look.

“Shelly gives me that look when I warn her about boys,” he explains to me. “I mean it, Vicky, be careful,” he warns me again saying it with suspicion and caution.

I look at him, “I know Liam, I rarely trust people. Ask people that know me, I’m always acting with caution except with…” you, I wanted to say.

From the moment I met him a couple of days ago something is off. Not only being thrown in the depth by Nan but he… I don’t know he makes me feel aware of myself. I see him look at me and I shake my head and say, “It doesn’t matter.”

 



I step out of the car and walk towards the station expecting Liam to follow me.

Inside we find Ava at our desks, I notice she still limps a little. I probably bruised her more than I expected. Vampires heal quick, half-bloods should too, I always thought because I heal fast.

While the bruise on Ava’s face is almost gone, it clearly still hurts.

Barrots is not here, he probably is still at the hotel.

Liam asks Ava, “Why didn’t you go with Barrots?”

She turns towards us and she moves stiffly to a chair.

He sees that and demands, “What happened?”

She looks at him and gives him a grim smile, “I got lost driving around and my navigation did not work. My cell phone had no signal, so I got out of the car to try to get a signal and fell off a hill, there Vicky found me. She brought me to Doctor Clockhigh who checked me out. I’m fine.”

Liam clearly doesn’t believe her and says to me, “You found her?”

“I did, I went for a run when I couldn’t sleep and I found her,” I smile at them both and ask Ava politely, “How are you feeling today?”

“I’m fine, only a little bruised,” she tells us.

“You went for a run in the middle of the night?” Liam asks me with a look if I’m crazy or something.

I smile at him, “Hey, I’m a woman, I’m a cop, I’m fast and I carry a gun for a living,” I joke, I sit on my desk. “Relax. I grew up here remember, I know my way around here with my eyes closed.”

I see him shake his head and that moment the captain appears,

“Williams and Smithton, follow me.”

Obedient, we follow her to her office. She closes the door behind us and sits behind her desk.

She looks at us and says, “I’m keeping the teams like they are, also I spoke to the mayor. He will organize tickets for Wednesday evening gala if we still need them. I had a phone call from Doctor Clockhigh, he organized free passes for both of you for this week’s medical event.

They will give you access to everything related to the congress. There is a catch, however, and that is that you will need to go undercover.”

“Undercover?” Liam and I say at the same time.

“We do want to catch this killer, don’t we?” she says to us.

We both nod our heads in agreement when a knock on the door gets our attention.

 



“Come in,” the captain orders.

Pascal opens the door, “Sorry to interrupt captain, but I have Detective Barrots on the phone and he says it is urgent,” he says to us.

“What line?” the captain demands.

“Two,” is the answer, and he leaves.

The captain presses her phone and puts it on the speaker.

“Mr. Barrots, it’s the captain and with me are Williams and Smithton, what did you find?” she asks him.

“Diaz,” he says with one word before he continues, “I found him dumped in a container behind the hotel. He is dead.”

“Same way as the others?” is Liam’s question.

“No,” Barrots says, “he is shot with, I think, a 9 mm through the head, execution-style.”

“How long has he been dead?” I ask.

“If I have to guess from the smell, at least three days,” he responds.

I look up at Liam and the captain and say, “He is probably killed just before or after Nolan Foresthill!”

“But why shoot him?” Liam asks me.

“There is more,” Barrots interrupts us, “he had tickets on him with the name Foresthill and Minnerson for this week’s medical congress.”

So it looks like we are on the right track, I think.

“Barrots, I’ll send special agents Miller to assist you. This case is yours,” the captain tells him and disconnects the call.

“It looks like Mr. Foresthill got too close to his wife’s killer,” the captain says to us.

That moment we get interrupted by another knock on the door.

Axel! The captain tells him to come in, when he is in, she asks him,

“Are you not supposed to be on your way to a crime scene at the moment?”

“Yes Ma’am,” he says, “but there is something you need to know before I go. I rerun a couple of Mr. Hills’ tests and found out that he had the same medical condition as some of your other victims only in the beginning stage. I don’t know if it will help you…” He waves and he leaves.

“The murders from last week look like a cleaning job,” Liam says,

“they came too close and now they are taken out.”

 



“I’ll be coming with both of you,” the captain says very seriously and also a little worried, “this assignment is not without risk, this killer has taken everyone who came closeout, so I warn you two to be careful.”

“As what are we going undercover?” I ask while feeling guilty about feeling excited, it would be my first undercover assignment.

She looks at us and says, “Mr. Williams due to your leave from Boston with questionable circumstances you will be an assurance investigator who works for a private law firm to investigate medical errors. You Miss Smithton will be his girlfriend who came along because you are from around here. That is what we can sell. People around here don’t know you Mr. Williams and because you arrived after the first murder, people won’t, I hope, notice. Ms. Smithton, everyone knows you and due to your relation with Doctor Clockhigh and Doctor Brownbridge, some of these people will know you, but because you are not that long back here, people won’t really know or be surprised you have a ‘boyfriend’ from out of town.”

She looks at me and adds, “From what I hear you are a very private person so it won’t surprise anyone. It also gives you direct access to the gala.”

She looks serious while giving us this assignment. “Don’t give me that look, Mr. Williams,” she says looking at Liam.

I look at him and I notice, he is not happy with the assignment.

“I know there is a twelve-year age gap between you both but I thought you probably would prefer Ms. Smithton than your other option,” the captain gives a strict look at Liam while saying it.

“What is the other option?” he asks her.

In the meantime, I try to stay calm, not be offended by his question. The captain gives him a sour smile, “You can always take Ms. Miller, if you want…”

I see Liam’s face darken.

“I thought so,” the captain responds to the look on his face. “Take the day to catch up on every information you will need to make this work and to make arrangements for your children Mr. Williams, because you will be staying together in the hotel where the congress is.

Due to the last-minute booking and the time it took me to get all cleared, you will stay at the honeymoon suite.”

Now I’m uncomfortable, and I see so is Liam but before either of us can say anything the captain adds, “Find this killer. And hide your

 



guns. The killer is unpredictable which makes him more dangerous…

I learned late last night that the FBI already knew it had something to do with this traveling congress and that they tried to end it, and now they got two dead agents. You two are the best what the police force has to offer, but you also have your limitations. Please be careful and watch each other’s backs.”

Seeing our shocked faces she says, “The FBI did not share all their information. I found out that Mr. Foresthill took all information he gathered to the FBI and Mr. Diaz is the result. Yes, he was an undercover FBI agent. So please be careful.”

She signals us to leave and we walk back to our desks quietly.

Sliding behind my desk in my chair, I wonder what if Nolan knew his help was killed, and he got himself murdered in fairy territory?

Getting murdered here would bring the case to the fairies and tree-of-life coven. He was a member but something is off… I know from my studies with Nan that fairies are a force of good. They sense black magic coming from far. Emma told me that Diaz was an elf, a dark elf who was, I learned now, an agent, probably sent by the vampire clans to help. What deal did Nolan make with them? Dark elves are not by nature evil or good. Like all creatures, they have a choice.

Elves are to split into three categories; Light elves, Dark elves, and Sand elves. They are wise creatures who are found in the human world often at universities as professors or as government advisors. All elves look the same, most recognizable on their bigger pointed ears, it’s their type of magic that categorizes them. Light elves possess the power to manipulate light and to control water and earth. Darks elves possess the power to control fire, earth and they can teleport, which I always thought to be pretty cool. Sand elves are rare species of elves, they possess the power to control air and earth but what makes them powerful is that they can control a creature’s mind. They can manipulate someone without anyone noticing.

Most elves are peaceful living creatures and like fairies mind their own business, they are a part of the council and have like fairies, vampires, and other magical or supernatural creatures a system in place that obeys the law from both worlds. If Diaz was a dark elf, this means that the ‘other’ world so to speak has known something was up, but why bring it to the fairies? They are the biggest force of good, if I have to believe the books but they have very limited power regarding

 



magic, Arleen told me yesterday. Even more so than elves. So why here?

Deep in my thoughts, I notice someone waving a hand in front of me. Liam, I look up at him and apologize, “Sorry, what did you say?”

“Where did you go to?” he says with a small smile. “I asked if you ever did undercover work?”

“No,” I answer honestly.

“You worried?” he asks me.

“No,” I answer him not sure if I am, “I wonder how I’m going to visit Nan in the clinic if we are undercover…” I tell him, not a lie but I can clearly not tell him the truth. I also wonder where this will bring us. If an elf, vampire, and a witch are beaten, where does that leave us? I need to talk to Arleen.

“You look more worried than I do,” I tell him when I see his face.

“I have two children remember. Do you think Sharleen would mind looking after them for a couple of days? I’m not sure how I feel about it but honestly, I have no one else to do it,” he tells me with a worried look.

I smile at him and say, “I know you just met Sharleen but like I said she loves kids. She really won’t mind looking after the girls. We can organize something so you can see them if you want? Andy would help…” I explain to him.

He looks at me and says, “Fine, I’ll go talk to Sharleen. You should go and see your nan now first, and see how you can fit that in.

I’ll pick you up at eight tomorrow morning. Please, make sure you are ready, we need to checkin at nine. It’s all in the e-mail the captain just sent us. See you tomorrow?”

I nod in agreement and he leaves.

I walk to the conference room and take in all details of this case. I learn them all. I stare at the sketch we had from Mr. Harry Minnerson and make sure that I would recognize him.

After an hour or two, I think I got it all memorized and take off to see Nan. I try to call Arleen a couple of times but get a voicemail, so I hope to find her at Nan like yesterday.

I sit on Nan’s bed the moment I arrive and look at her. Arleen is nowhere to be seen. I will try to call her later, I decide and I tell Nan about my day, about last night and everything bothering me.

 



What I do leave out, are my worries to share a room with Liam.

Talking about that to my grandmother, I have to admit, is weird, definitely now, when she is in a coma.

After I finish telling her everything, I sense someone coming in.

I turn around and see Arleen standing behind me. She hands me a cup with blood in it and sits next to Nan’s bed at the chair. She looks at me waiting for me to start.

I look at her and start with, “I tried to call you…” I manage to smile at her.

“I know,” she tells me and gives me a faint smile. “I was busy.”

Then I see a tear roll down her cheek and softly she says, “I was busy avoiding you.”

“Why?” I say a little confused while grabbing the chair on the other side and putting it next to her. I sit and look confused.

She looks at me and says carefully and with warmth in her voice,

“Kathy is like a sister to me. She taught you well but also didn’t tell you everything you need to know and I for a long time agreed with her. But after the last couple of days, I think maybe we made a mistake. All we ever wanted to do was to protect you. When you decided to go to New York, we let you go knowing that our cloaking wouldn’t work the same as here. We wanted you to have a chance to have a normal life or at least have a taste of it. If somebody ever would find out about you, we all need to answer for it. And then last year when you used magic while being here on holiday. You saved those two tourists who almost drowned when they lost control of their car and got into the lake, remember?” she asks me while still looking sad.

I gesture that I remember, not knowing where she is going with this story.

She continues, “You used a spell to move the car out of the water, that spell was powerful magic. We saw you do incredible things, but that spell was extraordinary. A powerful witch, even one as powerful as an elder would have had a problem using it on a car from so far away. You were standing on the other side of the lake when you cast it. That spell was felt far outside fairy territory but thanks to our cloaking nobody really knew who had cast it until the shooting in New York you used magic again and they felt it again. People started to ask questions and, in their search, to find the magic they stumbled onto the case you are now working on.”

She looks at me and I see tears run down her cheek.

 



I keep quiet and wait for her to continue and that she does after a minute, “Nancy and Nolan were both witches. Nolan was a member of the coven here, you know that, we told you already.”

I shake my head, after what Nan and she told me, I realized the tree-of-life coven and the fairies have been intertwined for centuries.

“Nancy felt during her visit to the congress a source of powerful magic but she was not being able to tell the difference between dark or light magic, and she became a victim. Nolan noticed the dark magic the moment she went missing and returned to his roots to find answers.

He knew about your nan existing from his mom and came looking for her because the magic they all sensed around here must have come from an elder or a powerful witch. He found your grandfather who told him the story we told you. How your dad was betrayed and all of your deeds. Nolan went to your nan’s grave and used blood magic to talk to her to find the woman lying in her grave was not your nan.

Thinking the pain of losing you and your dad made her go in hiding, he assumed the magic he felt was coming from her. Then they found Nancy’s body. Things from there went south very quickly. Nolan managed to find out a lot about this killer and brought it to the council who send an elite team of elves, vampires, and witches to stop this killing before the human world would learn about our existence. They failed horribly. The witch using this kind of black magic is a danger to us all. Nolan learned the day of his death that he was the only one left from his team. He decided to sacrifice himself close to the source of white magic he thought was able to stop the dark witch. The spell he cast that night was to draw us to the darkness in the hope we could defeat it, but your grandmother wasn’t able to block the curse. I was able to save us by cloaking us from the darkness, the curse hit her but did not do direct damage, and the rest of the story you know.”

She looks at me and grabs my hands, “I’m so sorry my dear, for not telling you what was going on. And I’m sorry we are putting this on your shoulders. We should have told you sooner…”

I look at her and start to realize I’m angry, while they meant well, I have to catch up on so many things I just feel lost.

We sit together for a while and then I remember when I was little Nan told me a story that fairy magic was limited to children, only their Queen was able to cloak adults. I look at Arleen and my jaw almost drops to the floor from shock.

 



I stare at her and when I finally find my voice, I say to her, still in shock, “You’re the Queen?”

She gives me one of her faint smiles and nods her head.

“You are the protector of the tree?” I add to my own statement.

“Yes, I’m the Fairy Queen. And you, my dear, are, the last real living descendant of the tree-of-life and somehow the most powerful half-witch/half-vampire we have ever seen. You are more powerful than most witch covens combined.”

She takes another deep breath, “When you were four years old, your vampire thirst became stronger. Also your natural ability to hunt pulled you to the forest. We thought you got lost there. Your nan was upset because she couldn’t find you. She called me and I came to help her search. For 24 hours we searched, and you were nowhere to be found. The next morning you came back home or better said they brought you back home.”

She looks at me and I can’t help myself, “Who brought me home?” She looks at me and not sure what to say.

After a minute she says, “The animals brought you home.”

“The animals brought me home?” I say in disbelieve.

“Yes,” she says, “You were riding a deer’s back. You were unharmed and clean. Also somehow you fed on the animals but you stopped before you caused them any harm. You never killed or harmed a fly in every sense of the meaning. There was something else that day. That day the tree-of-life forest flourished, that happened only two times before in two thousand years.” I look at her perplexed and ask,

“Only twice in that much time?”

“Yes, twice,” she says smiling. “The last time it happened was two days before your dad died,” she adds in a more serious tone.

“The day of my birth?” I say astonished.

I feel shocked. “So that’s when we learned your power was more astonishing than we ever thought. You sense and feel nature, animals, and creatures even more powerfully than most aged creatures can.”

“My mother,” I start to ask but she stops me. She looks at me and then to Nan and says, “We figured out that day what your dad meant when he told your nan, she was special. She is or was a Royal and she must have come from a powerful family, but I honestly don’t know more than that, neither does your nan.

 



We tried to find out but moving around the vampire world does not go unnoticed and is dangerous, so further than the knowledge we shared with you we don’t know. So when you asked me about Emma, I honestly don’t know and that worries me. She has to be powerful to be able to know who you are. The only way to outsmart my magic is with blood magic and that is so far, I know not a possibility until you, I never saw someone with vampire blood use magic. Vampires don’t have magic.”

“Yesterday you said that maybe a witch helped her?” I wonder.

Arleen shakes her head and says, “Blood magic like this will have a high price. You know how witchcraft works. Magic has a price.

Something as powerful as blood magic, no matter the form, will have terrible consequences on the witch using it, no matter if this witch practices light or dark magic. So far known, the only witches ever been able to practice blood magic without problems are the tree-of-life coven but like you know, the coven is also limited in members able to do it.”

Then something hits me and I ask, “When was the other time the tree flourished?”

She looks surprised by my question. “More than a thousand years ago, why?” is her response.

“Maybe there is someone else like me…” I say to her.

I start to tell her something I hadn’t told her yet, “Emma told me my mother is the daughter of a King. A royal family that marks their people with a curly circle with the letters FRB in it.”

She looks at me in shock.

“She told you that?” she asks with visible surprise.

“Yes, why is that so surprising?” I fire back a little annoyed with her disbelieve.

“Vampires are a closed community if what you say is true, it will explain why she is on the run. She has knowledge that can harm the King and is clearly not bound to obey him. This means she is a Royal herself and probably related to him.”

“I look like her, she could be my twin sister only our eyes are different, mine are golden and hers are blue. And I can sense she is old, really old…” I tell her and she is clearly astonished by that.

She stands up and paces back and forth in the room. After a couple of minutes, she stands still.

“Whatever it means, be careful my dear,” she finally tells me.

 



I stand up and kiss Nan goodbye. Before I walk out, I look at Arleen and ask her, “What about Andy and Sharleen, are they really your children and that young?”

I know the question is rude and probably impolite and if Nan would be awake, she would have told me that, but instead of being offended Arleen starts to laugh and says,

“Yes my dear, they are really my children. Yes, they are as old as we told you… The rest of that story is definitely for later. Now go home and prepare for tomorrow. I think you figured out how to open the closet by now…”

She smiles when she sits back down next to Nan. She points at the cup of blood, I drink it and wave goodbye.

Arriving home I find another cup of blood with a note from Axel,

‘I’m working and after I go clubbing xxx,’ it reads.

I throw the note away and put the cup in the dishwasher.

I go upstairs to Nan’s room and puncture my finger. I smear the drop of blood on the closet where it’s supposed to open, and it jumps open. It works. I open the closet and I see the grimoire from Nan and the one I think came from Nolan, and I take them out.

I take them to my bed and start to study them…
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I wake up with my alarm, it’s six in the morning. I look around and see that I fell asleep on the grimoires. I take them back to the closet and lock it again with blood magic.

Closing the closet, I realize what Arleen meant when she said that using blood magic came at a high price. Closing the closet with my blood I feel my energy drain.

Wise lesson always be careful with blood magic, lesson learned.

I walk back to my room and even though the magic drained my energy, I decided to go for a run, anyway.

A half-hour later I arrive back home, take a shower, and then stare into my closet. I need to take a bag with me with clothes if we stay at the hotel.

Hel , after everything, I really did not get the chance to realize what that meant. Staying with Liam in a hotel room alone.

I’m nervous not only because I’m afraid of him finding out what I am but also I never stayed with a man alone in my room.

Yes, Axel stayed with me but he is my friend, he was never romantically interested in me and he never made me feel like Liam does. Damn. I grab my phone and call the only girl I know and trust, Sharleen.

Forgetting it is only seven in the morning, she answers with a happy, “Good morning!”

Without replying to the friendly greeting I say, “Can you come? I need your help…” I hang up on her without awaiting a reply.

I still stare into my closet. I am still only wearing my towel, I really don’t know what to do.

I close my eyes and sharpen my sense, Axel is downstairs in his room heavily asleep. Clearly, he came home late.

I sense Sharleen arriving at the back door and with vampire speed, I go to the door and open it.

Sharleen looks amused and surprised probably because I still wear only my towel. With the same speed that I used going down, I return to my room. Assuming Sharleen would follow me. I sense she does.

Upstairs she sees me and asks, “What’s wrong?”

I look at her and I really don’t know what to say.

 



The time she took getting to my room I dressed myself, at high speed, in jeans and a sweater.

“What am I supposed to do?” I ask her stressed out, “They expect us to stay in a hotel room together!”

For a moment Sharleen looks puzzled then she realizes I’m talking about the undercover work.

She starts to laugh and says, “You never packed for a trip before?

You know what to take, don’t you?”

When she sees my desperate face, I see that she starts to understand why I’m really worried.

“You never stayed with a man, did you?” she asks me friendly.

I look at her and say uncertain and afraid she will laugh, “Never even kissed one…”

She looks at me and gives me a sisterly smile. “Did you not have a boyfriend in New York or go on any dates?”

I look at her and, at this moment, I feel like a freak.

“I did go out with a couple of guys but I’m afraid they think I’m a freak or worse a monster. In most movies vampires are not really the good guys,” I tell her sliding down against the wall, I sit on the ground and look at the mess in my room.

“You’re not a freak and there are a lot more people, human or otherwise who are careful like you and it is work, so grab clothes you would wear at work, grab a nightgown and some fancy clothes so you can go to a restaurant.”

She studies me for a moment and says, “You like him?”

I look at her knowing her meaning from the word like and give her a confused look.

“I don’t know,” I admit. “He makes me feel… Hell, I don’t know I’m confused.”

She throws some stuff to the side and sits on the floor across from me, “Listen, all of us are part human, we all want the happily ever after, that doesn’t come if we do not risk our heart. With love comes pain. To be able to feel that pain makes us powerful but vulnerable and that sucks. None of us wants to feel powerless or vulnerable but love is worth it. If he is the one or not, you won’t find out if you do not risk anything.”

She looks at me with a worried look and I give her one back,

“What if he sees my eyes glow or sees me drink blood, cast a spell or whatever, he will think I’m a freak!”

 



Sharleen smiles at me and says, “His daughter thinks you are a superhero and a rock star, so I doubt he will judge you that harsh.”

She stands up, grabs my bag, and turning to me she gives me a hand and pulls me up. “He will be here in twenty-five minutes so think, work, and pack your bag.”

She walks out but before that she turns around and says like a big sister, “Don’t forget some sexy lingerie you never know.”

She is teasing me. She winks and dives away to avoid the pillow I throw at her.

Fifteen minutes later I walk into the kitchen with a packed bag. I find a cup with blood on the table with a note in Andy’s handwriting

‘Drink this, I’ll take care of you in the hotel too.’

I smile and drink the blood. I walk over to the fridge and find it empty, there is only milk and when I open the closet, I see there only Axel’s healthy corn, something in the house to eat. That sucks with Nan in a coma nobody is doing the groceries. I decide to see if Sharleen has breakfast.

Walking out of the back door, I leave a note on the table for Axel, a reminder to not forget to feed Mr. Minx.

I walk over to the gate in our back fence where I’m happily greeted by Max. He is always happy to see me.

After saying something to him, I open the back door and see to my surprise, Arleen making breakfast.

“Good morning dear,” she says to me. I kiss her on her cheek and take the plate with two pancakes from her hands.

“Good morning,” I say to Tom who’s sitting at the table reading his newspaper.

“Good morning, are those mine or…?” he says with a big grin.

I stick out my tongue to him and sit down on the table and eat the pancakes, he laughs at me and turns to his mother-in-law with a sad face.

Arleen who is already making more laughs, “Don’t worry you’ll get them.”

“I thought you already had breakfast?” I hear Sharleen ask her husband. “I thought you had a bowl of corn flakes and that was enough,” she teases him.

 



“Hey, you said I had to eat healthier and be a good example this week, so I will try.” Now we all start to laugh, we know Tom is kidding.

If there is a man who skips breakfast, it is him.

Arleen shakes her head, “You always skip breakfast, and coffee is not breakfast, and you know that…”

Before she finishes, we interrupt her,

“Breakfast is the most important meal of the day,” we finish for her in choir smiling at her.

I hear a car stop in front of the house.

“Your visitors arrived,” I say to Sharleen.

“Mine or yours?” she says to me and winks at me. Tom who has no clue what that was about, looks from me to her and back, before he can say anything, the door is thrown open and Shelly and Veronica come in.

“Hi Mrs. Clockhigh, hi Tom,” they yell at the same time.

Veronica is the first one to notice me and says, “Hi Vicky, I don’t have to go to school this week. Sharleen will home school me. Cool, isn’t it?”

“Hi Vicky,” Shelly also says.

“Hi girls,” I say, that moment Liam comes in with Sharleen.

He says to all good morning and then he asks me, “Ready to go?”

“Yes,” I say, “I need to grab my bag from home.”

I see him look at me but his face doesn’t say what’s up.

Carefully he asks me, “Is that what you are wearing?”

“Yes,” I say uncomfortable, “why?”

“You don’t have a dress or something?” he says still careful.

“A dress?” I say surprised, “No, don’t have one.”

That gives me a surprised look from all in the room, it is Shelly who says amazed, “You don’t own a dress?”

I shake my head. To my surprise, it is Sharleen who interferes,

“All of you stay! You,” she points at me, “come with me…”

I follow her up to her room.

She sees my insecurity and smiles, “Don’t worry, he wants a dress he gets one, and we will shop as soon as you have time for a new wardrobe so you can do undercover work.”

She goes through her closet, shuffles clothes from side to side until she has a black dress in her hand.

“What about this?” she asks holding up a skin tide black dress.

 



“Is that not a little too much to start with?” I say hoping she agrees.

That dress would really show skin and I would not know where to leave my gun. Also, my breasts are bigger than Sharleen’s. My clothes most of the time hide my D-cup very well but in a dress like that, it would really show them.

“Maybe you’re right,” she says, “you should take it with you for cocktail hour or something.”

She starts shuffling clothes again and after a couple of seconds she pulls out a black dress with flowers on them.

“This is it,” she says holding up a classic dress, I see it has long sleeves and a loose skirt.

“Try it on,” she demands and I do. When I have the dress on, she hands me a brush and tells me to put my hair down, after that she hands me a set of pumps, then she hands me a mascara and an eyebrow pencil.

Seeing my face when she hands it to me, “Come on, I know you can apply make-up because I taught you when you were fourteen.”

I smile and take it, and apply it. She hands me a handbag where she puts my gun.

“So,” she says with a proud smile. “You ready to go and don’t forget the other dress.”

So twenty minutes after we went up, we go back downstairs looking into the mirror we pass, I see myself and I’m shocked! I don’t really recognize myself.

Arriving downstairs, I see Liam waiting at the kitchen table.

The girls, Tom, Axel, who woke up apparently, and Arleen are eating pancakes. All look at me astonished.

“Wow,” Axel is the first one to respond, “I don’t think I ever saw you wear a dress, even at Tom and Sharleen’s wedding you wore a tux.”

“You look beautiful, my dear,” Arleen says with a proud mother smile.

I look at Liam who still hasn’t said anything.

“Better?” I ask uncertainly.

“It better be,” Tom says looking a little pissed at Liam.

“Damn girl, every man on that congress would be jealous at him,”

Axel adds to it. Liam only nods.

I smile. “Let go then. We are taking my car or yours?”

 



“Yours, mine I leave with Sharleen so she has a car too,” he explains. Of course, the other car is still in the shop after the accident and Tom needs his car to go to work, if he leaves his here Sharleen can take the kids wherever she needs to go.

Five minutes later we are in my car on our way to the hotel. Liam drives.

“I’m sorry,” he says breaking the silence, “I did not want to criticize you or make you feel bad, if I did, I’m sorry.”

I give him a soft smile, “I just don’t own a dress, I don’t feel very secure in one,” I tell him honestly.

He looks at me and says, “You look great.”

I rather had him tell me he thought I was beautiful but that thought I pushed away. This is work I remind myself. We arrived at the hotel and he parks in front of it he says, “Showtime.”
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We checkin without any problems and next to our room key we receive a notification that our batches and program for the congress will be ready by the entrance of the congress.

They ask if we have any luggage and Liam points at the bags, we brought with us. The man that checked us in smiles and tell us it will be brought up to our room.

He assumed that we traveled so he offers us a cup of coffee in the restaurant so we can wait until the opening of the event.

Politely Liam accepts.

Taking in my surroundings I see people arriving and see them doing their thing so far, I don’t sense anything off.

The man from the hotel guides us to the restaurant and on or way there I notice two men sitting in the lounge area checking me out, which makes me feel a little uncomfortable.

Liam puts his hand on my back and whispers in my ear, “You are my girlfriend at the moment, remember.”

I sense his heart rate rise while he touches me. I give him a confused look.

He smiles and whispers in my ear again, “You look like you don’t want to be here with me.”

I smile at him and start to realize that me looking around probably looks like I want to get away from him. Something in me also wants to but this is work I remind myself.

“It’s a nice hotel, great location so much green around it,” I explain myself looking around.

The man from the reception is still with us showing us to a table in the restaurant says to that with pride, “Yes, if you have the time there is much to see in the area. Walking, hiking and there is a romantic waterfall not far from here, really a good spot for a couple in love.”

He smiles at us.

Now I sense Liam doesn’t really know what to say so I respond,

“Thank you for the tip, I really love nature so a waterfall, if we have a free minute, would be beautiful.”

The man wishes us a good stay and leaves us be.

 



I look at Liam and say to him so only he can hear me, “Ever did undercover work like this?”

I see him shake no with his head.

“No, I thought you said you did,” I look at him.

He says to my surprise, “With a woman this beautiful, no, I think every man here is jealous of me now.”

As a reaction to that, I look around and see indeed a couple of men checking us out.

“You told me to wear a dress,” I tell him and that makes him laugh. I look at him smiling not really understanding what makes him laugh. A waiter arrives and puts two cups of coffee in front of us.

I see Andy enter with a man I don’t recognize. They walk over to us. Andy shakes Liam’s hand, and I notice for a brief moment he looks angry at him, but his smile is quickly back on his face.

He kisses me on my cheek and then he introduces the men with him, who I sense is human. His name is Tyler Goodman, one of the organizers of the event. We shake hands with him.

“Doctor Clockhigh told me a lot about you,” he says smiling at Liam. “You do important work. Too many mistakes and problems disappear into thin air in the medical area that’s why we need more investigators like you.”

Enthusiastic he tells about the program for the next couple of days. There is a lot to do and I realize we have a lot of ground to cover. He also tells us that most people arrive tomorrow. The busiest days would be from Wednesday to Saturday. The hotel is then also fully booked.

Liam is asking him some general questions, in the meantime, I look around at the people arriving and drink my coffee.

He more or less goes through the whole program for us with Liam. At a certain point in their conversation, Tyler Goodman looks at me and asks polite, “Are you joining him while he is working his magic on this congress?”

“Yes,” I’ll tell him not really knowing what else to say.

Then Tyler says, “If he is too busy, give me a call, I’ll love to show you around.”

He says it with a big smile and winks at me. I sense Liam’s heart rate rise and harshly he says to him, “That would not be necessary.”

Tyler stands up and says, “Sorry, give me a minute and I’ll get your badges and program information.”

 



Liam nods and with Tyler gone, I say to Liam and Andy, who is still sitting at the table, “I need to find the ladies room.”

I leave and I’m almost out of the restaurant when my vampire hearing picks up what Andy says to Liam, “Do not hurt her.”

What he says surprises me, but the tone and the warning in his voice scares me…

Coming back to the table I see our badges are lying on the table and Andy left.

Liam looks at me and gives me a slight smile, “It all starts this afternoon with the opening from the fair.”

“A fair?” I say, sitting down next to him, I look at him and joke with a big smile, “time to go shopping.”

“Let’s get settled in and start from there,” Liam says to me while he gestures me to follow him.

Clearly, an older man on a table nearby thinks something different because when we pass his table, we hear him say to the other man on the table, “What a lucky bastard.”

That makes me stiffen up and nervous.

Liam put his arm around me and we walk to the elevator. His arm around me only makes me feel more nervous.

Somehow, I think Liam notices me being nervous because softly he says to me while waiting on the elevator, “Don’t worry, all will be fine.”

When the doors of the elevator open, I feel him freeze, I look into the elevator and I see a woman in her thirties staring at Liam.

I look from the woman to Liam and back.

The woman speaks first, “Liam, I see you got a new plaything.”

I remove Liam’s arm and give him a confused look and hold my breath.

“Vicky,” he says taking a deep breath, “Please, meet one of my sisters, Layla Harris.”

I let my breath go and hold out my hand. Reminding we are in the lobby and undercover, I say, “Vicky Smithton, nice to meet you…”

For a moment I thought she wouldn’t shake my hand but she does.

“What are you doing here?” Liam asks her a little harshly.

“My husband is invited to the medical congress here,” she tells him, “I came with him because Dad said you were living here now.”

 



Then she notices the badge in his hand that reads Williams, Medical Investigator.

“So it is truth what they said, you stopped being a cop.” She looks angrily at him. Liam looks for a moment around him and signals us to follow him to one of the hotel bars.

There he says so neutral as possible to his sister, “You want something to drink.”

“Yes, a beer please,” Layla tells him.

He looks at me and I shake my head. He orders a beer for Layla, I sense he is angry and to my surprise, I also sense his desperation to get away from her.

“Is your husband a doctor?” I ask her politely with sincere interests. “Liam didn’t tell you? Of course not, he rather had us all disappear into nowhere,” she says annoyed to me, “yes, he is a heart surgeon in Boston.”

Ignoring me further she says to Liam, “Where are the girls? You should have called Dad you know. He didn’t do anything wrong.

They fell in love.”

God, I hate this woman, I think quietly. How can she believe they didn’t do anything wrong?

Liam still holding his anger says to her in a neutral tone, “The girls are fine and definitely not of your concern.”

“Do they know about her?” Layla asks him, gesturing to me while completely ignoring me.

I sense his anger grow before he can answer, I do it for him because at this moment I really dislike her and she is pissing me off,

“Yes, if you mean Shelly and Veronica, they do know about me and they have met me.”

I stand closer to Liam and move my hand over his back up to his shoulder. For a moment I think I feel him freeze but a moment later I sense he is calming down or he is less angry. I feel my own body responds to his muscular body but as best as I can, I push it away.

I smile at Layla.

She shakes her head and says, “What are you, twenty?”

“Twenty-four,” I tell her.

She looks at Liam and says harshly, “And you say something about Dad…”

 



He freezes again and I sense his anger growing again. I put my other hand on his chest and kiss him on his cheek, then I rub with my thumb the lipstick off his face.

“We should meet up for dinner somewhere this week,” I say very innocent to her.

Then I shift my full attention to Liam and push myself against him put my hand on his leg and say, “Let’s go to our room.”

I grab his hand and pull him off the barstool.

I smile at Layla, “Just leave a note by the reception for us.”

And we leave as fast as I can I pull Liam by his hand into the open elevator.

When the doors close, I hear a familiar laugh we both turn around and we see Axel laughing, he really looks amused.

“Good girl,” he says to me, “I never saw you act that stupid, you deserve an Oscar just for that performance.”

He looks at Liam who clearly looks not amused.

“Get over yourself,” Axel says to him, “We all have family we really want to get rid of, at least you can shake them for a pretty girl.”

“What are you doing here?” I ask him.

“Your captain sent me to brief you that the gun used on Diaz was used before in a Boston and Chicago murder cases and also she wanted to let you know that she would like you to report at the police station tonight at ten,” he says clearly still amused by something.

I give him a wondering look. He responds to my look by looking at something, I follow his look and see that I’m still holding Liam’s hand. Quickly I let go of his hand a little embarrassed.

Arriving on our floor Axel says, “Have fun,” and because we both are not moving, he pushes us out of the elevator.

Liam somehow finally says something, “I’m sorry.”

He almost looks broken and he looks vulnerable.

“Sorry for what? The fact that your sister is a bitch or that you didn’t know she was coming?”

He looks at me, I signal him to follow me. I grab the hotel key card and let us into the room.

We walk in and I’m stunned. I look at Liam’s face, and he is stunned too. The room is huge. There is a small sitting area and behind it is the biggest bed I have ever seen and it has rose petals on it.

 



Next to it is the bathroom with a huge shower and a jacuzzi more than big enough for two…

Walking further into the room, I see that our bags are empty. All clothing is put away into the closets for us. The room has a balcony with a gorgeous view of the mountains and the forest.

After walking around the room I sit on one of the chairs, which is not easy for me to be in a dress. I look at Liam who still stands on the same spot.

I look at him and ask, “Are you mad at me for letting her believe I’m your girlfriend?”

He shakes his head and also slides down on the sofa.

“No, I’m not, I just did not expect her. Her husband Brian is a real asshole.” He rubs his temples and falls back on the sofa. “God, why did I not think this could happen! First, my dad shows up, and now Layla!” he yells out loud.

I put my shoes off and put my feet on the table.

I look at him and say, “Will it be a problem?”

He smiles at me and starts, “No, but Vicky—”

A knock on the door interrupts him, I use my senses and smile seeing him go for his gun, “It’s Barrots and Miller.”

At that moment Barrots yells, “Room service.”

Liam goes and opens the door. Barrots holds up a sandwich bag and walks in when he sees the room, he whistles in admiration.

When he sees me, he says, “Wow,” and whistles again.

I give him an annoyed look, saying, “You have spent too much time with Vissink,” hearing my irritation in my voice.

He smiles and sits. He throws me a sandwich and one to Liam, starts to tell about Diaz, Diaz’s undercover work by the FBI, and how he got himself a job on the fair during the congress.

The cases related to the gun also happened during a medical congress but these victims were also missing organs.

Liam grabs his laptop and says, “I remember a case like this in Boston also, a man was missing his heart, kidneys, and lungs when he was found. It was not my case but I’ll look it up for you.”

He looks at Ava and says, “Cut the crap, I know you are from Boston and why you’re here. Blow this undercover case and I’ll personally make sure you never work in law enforcement again. Can you get in contact with your office to see what you can find out?”

Barrots looks in shock, “You’re from Boston?”

 



I see Ava nods her head to him.

“Why would you lie about that?” he demands to know.

I look at her with a look, tell him the truth.

“She is here to spy on Liam so his ex-wife can win her next case,”

I tell Barrots when Ava stays quiet.

“So not cool,” Barrots says to Ava. “Does the captain know?”

“Yes,” Ava says honestly, she shifts her attention to Liam and says,

“I can check, I know there is a problem with illegal trafficking of organs but the agent assigned to the case is classified.”

Liam probably found something because he moves his screen to Barrots to let him read it.

A moment later, there is another knock on the door.

Liam whispers to Barrots and Ava, “Make sure they don’t see you.” I use my ‘skills’ and learn it is Tyler. I jump up and push Liam into the chair visible from the door.

“Stay,” I say. I see Barrots laughing.

I throw my hair around and walk bare feet to the door, open slightly ajar, and smile at Tyler.

“Hi,” I say.

Tyler smiles at me, he looks past me and sees Liam in the chair,

“Sorry to bother you, but we would like to invite both of you to dinner tonight. We have a small dinner with sponsors of this congress and they are very eager to meet you.”

Without turning around I say loud to Liam, “Honey, they are inviting us to dinner tonight.”

I hear Liam standing up and walking over.

Standing behind me he says, “Hi Tyler, what time tonight?”

“We start at six tonight with happy hour, there is dinner after, it’s on us?” He tries to convince us.

“We will make it on the time,” Liam gives him a fake smile. In the meantime, he slips his hand around my waist.

“See you there,” Tyler says as goodbye.

We close the door and the moment the door closes, I hear Barrots laugh.

“Good God, you’re a cute couple,” he jokes almost staying in it with laughter. He sits back on the chair and open the laptop again when there is another knock on the door. I sense Andy.

“Don’t worry,” I say, “it’s Andy.”

 



I open the door, I see Andy with a big smile saying to me, “Okay, if my intel is correct you have a black dress for tonight. Mom asked me to give you these, they are your nan’s. And she asked me to give you this…” holding up a bag. “See you tonight sis…”

I close the door and sit on the chair. I open the jewelry box and see a set of diamond earrings.

“Nice,” Ava says when I put the box on the table. I open the shopping bag, in it I find tights and a shoebox. I’ll take the shoebox out and open it.

Now I whistle, in it there is a set of gold and silver high heeled pumps. They are beautiful.

There is one more thing in the bag but I see a note on it from Sharleen, ‘Open this in private,’ it reads. I leave it in the bag, put the rest back, and put the whole bag into the closet.

Liam has finished his things with Barrots and he and Ava leave with a message for the captain that we may be late tonight.

After they have left, I turn to Liam having put on my pumps, I say with a smile, “Time to go shopping.”
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When we arrive at the fair, we are welcomed by someone from the organization who tells us that if we have any questions, let him know.

Together we walk over to the fair, looking at the stands and the people around us. We pass stands regarding nurse clothing, some selling high class new medical equipment, and a stand promoting certain diets and products.

Slowly we walk by all the stands taking the people in.

At one point I feel watched. It is difficult for me to use my senses in crowded areas and that is a disadvantage but so far, I didn’t really sense danger. Some stand employees and some visitors are not human but there is no sense of danger.

When I check auras, I see almost every color of the spectrum but none completely black or corrupted by dark magic.

Standing still by a stand selling medical shoes, I see someone following us. I stand still and turn to Liam. I stand almost against him, I sense his body heat. I can’t whisper something in his ear because he is too tall for that. So I take a chance and slide my hand on the back of his neck, and I feel his hands go around my waist, he brings his head down.

His arms around me feel great.

Again I push my feeling away and I whisper in his ear, “Someone is following us.”

I can smell him well like this, damn he smells good.

He keeps holding me and whispers back in my ear, “I know.”

To my surprise, he plants a kiss on my cheek and we continue our way by the stands.

Liam keeps holding my hand.

The man keeps following us. Almost in the end there is a small coffee stand, behind it is a door. After buying two cups of coffee we slip behind that door.

Leaving the door slightly ajar, we see the man reach the coffee stand.

He looks around him searching for us, I think. He notices the door and comes towards it. Liam and I both move at a side of the door and we let the man enter.

 



When the man comes through, Liam closes the door behind him.

“It’s not smart to follow an investigator, nine out of ten times your get caught,” Liam says to the man.

The man looks shocked.

“Who are you and what do you want?” Liam demands to know.

After a couple of seconds, the man says, “My name Ergo Collins.”

I smile at him hoping to calm him down.

There is a magic smell coming from him. His aura is bright purple and yellow. No sign of black magic. I realize that he is a witch.

“So Ergo Collins, why are you following us?” I ask using a little vampire compulsion.

“My boss asked me to follow you, he wonders why you are here.

He thinks you are a cop.” That last part he says to Liam.

“Who do you work for or who is your boss?” Liam demands. The man clearly doesn’t want to answer him so I decide to use a little compulsion again.

“Answer him,” I demand.

The man looks really scared, “I work for David Badgers.”

Hearing my grandfather’s name, I am shocked. I see Liam look at me puzzled.

I look at Ergo Collins and using my vampire compulsion I say to him, “You did not see us, you looked around the fair but did not see us, clear?” He nods his head and I demand him to leave.

The moment he leaves, I walk to the elevator almost hyperventilating.

Liam follows me in the elevator where I grab the rail to keep myself standing up. I feel Liam’s arms go around me and I lean against him. When the elevator reaches our floor, I can barely move, as I shake completely. Without hesitation, Liam lifts me in his arms and carries me to our room.

I don’t know how he opened the door. Inside he puts me down on a chair and makes a call, then he comes back to me and I start crying.

He pulls me in his arms, holds me there, and lets me cry until there is a knock on the door. I look scared at the door.

“Don’t worry,” Liam says to me his hand moves to my face and pushes the hair out of my face. He stands and walks to the door, he looks through the peeping hole and opens the door.

 



“I really didn’t know who else to call, except Sharleen, your number is the only one I have,” he says to the person in front of it.

He steps aside and I see Axel.

He sees me, “What the hell did you do?” he says, getting angry at Liam while walking to me.

He squats next to me and I say, “He didn’t do anything…” I am still shaking.

“He is here,” I say to Axel and tears flow again unable to stop myself.

“Dam it,” he swears when his phone rings. After he answers the call he says, “I need to go. I’ve problems in the morgue.”

He looks at Liam, “Don’t leave her alone, Andy is on his way here.” He squats next to me again and says, “Sweety I need to go, Liam stays with you. Andy is on his way with something to calm you down.” His phone rings again. He swears. “I’m sorry,” he says to me.

Before he leaves he turns to Liam and says, “Whatever happens, DO NOT leave her alone. I don’t know what is wrong, but I need to go. Diaz; his body vanished from the morgue. Please take care of her…”

That last part he almost begs. Liam nods his head and Axel leaves.

Liam sits down next to me.

“You know David Badgers?” he asks carefully.

I shake my head that I don’t and say honest, “Until a couple of days ago I never heard the name.”

“So you know the name?” He notes. I shake my head. Then there is another knock on the door. Liam jumps up and opens the door.

Andy. He comes in and directly walks over to me, and hands me a huge covered cup with a straw.

“Drink,” he demands me. I obey, its blood.

He looks worried at me but while I drink, he asks Liam, “What happened? Did anyone see her like this?”

“No, I made sure of that. Honestly, because she scared me. We were followed at the fair. We tricked the man and when he told us who he was working for she went into shock,” Liam explains to him.

I see Andy look confused, “Who was he working for to get a reaction like this?”

“Does the name David Badgers say something to you?” Liam asks him a little curious.

 



Andy shakes no with his head, “The name sounds familiar but no…”

Before both men can say anything else, I say, “He is my grandfather.”

Both men look stunned. They stare at me while I finish drinking. I return the cup to Andy.

“Nan never told me his name until a couple of days ago,” I tell them. The shaking stopped but some tears escape my eyes and run down my cheek again.

I look at Liam and say, “I’m sorry, I just never thought I would hear his name again.”

He smiles at me and says, “After you saved me from my drama a couple of nights ago and this morning, I think you are entitled to your family drama for once.”

I see Andy look from me to Liam and back. He smiles. “I’ll leave you two alone. Give yourself a couple of minutes to recover.”

He turns to Liam and says, “Thank you for taking care of her and calling Axel. I’ll send you my phone number. I should have done that sooner.” Seeing Liam giving me a worried look he adds, “She will be fine.”

“What about tonight? What if this David Badgers will be there?”

he says worried in general to us both.

“Don’t worry, it won’t happen again, plus tonight my mother will be there. So will Axel and me.” He gives us another look and leaves us be.

Sitting on the sofa, Liam sits back next to me.

“I’m really sorry,” I say, “I just…” I couldn’t finish my sentence.

“It just hit me by surprise,” I finally say.

He looks at me, “Don’t worry, I meant what I said, we are all entitled to our own family drama. Did your grandmother really only told you his name a couple of days ago?” he asks in disbelieve.

“Yes, she did. I always thought he was against me being born. He was in the beginning, she told me. He wasn’t really happy about my dad’s choice of bride. My mom’s family on their turn were also not happy with her choice to be with my dad. They planned to get married I think, but they never did and two days after I was born, they died. I think after what Nan told me a couple of days ago, that she was angry at my grandfather. They had only one child, my dad.”

 



I look at him and he looks at me with compassion. “Except what I just told you, I really don’t know much about him. When she told me his name, I didn’t even research him because less than an hour later she was in a coma.”

I look at my watch and see that at this moment we only have 30

minutes to get ready for happy hour.

“We need to get ready for tonight,” I tell him.

“We can stay here and research him?” Liam offers.

“No, there is a killer on the loose and we need to find him or her,” I say with a soft smile.

“Yes we do, but I don’t think the killer will show tonight.” He looks at me and adds to it, “The crowd tonight are all high-level players, if any of them would go missing or got killed it would get too much attention,” he explains.

I nod in understanding and stand up. “I’ll go get ready then… You mind if I use the bathroom?” I ask him.

“Give me a second and it is all yours,” He says with a big smile.

He leaves for the bathroom and I grab my things to take with me into the bathroom. Five minutes later, he is done.

I walk into the bathroom and close the door behind me with my foot, having my hands full. I take the shoes out of the box and the dress out from the clothing bag.

I take the package Sharleen said to open in private, so I open it and it is a strapless bra with a transparent band on the back, and black lace cups plus a tiny black lace string.

Shocked, I stare at the lingerie set in my hands, it is a beautiful set, but I never had anything like that on. Damn it, Sharleen, I think.

I get undressed and take a quick shower.

Getting ready I do indeed put on the lingerie that Sharleen got me, do my make up and put on the dress, finally understanding the transparent band from the bra on the back and the closing on the front. The back of the dress is completely open, almost until my butt.

The dress in the front closes with a halter round my neck and the skirt stops halfway down my thighs.

The dress is form-fitting, hugging my figure, I stare with shock to myself in the mirror. I don’t look like myself, hell I barely recognize myself. Still getting used to not wearing my glasses, this is a change that scares me.

 



I put the shoes I got from Arleen on and stand up. I’m not used to wearing high heels so it takes me a second to find my balance and walking is a little scary, but I open the bathroom door and come out.

Liam is sitting with his back to me.

Without looking at me he says, “Ready to go?”

“Yes,” I say. Then he turns around and he looks at me stunned.

“Is this okay,” I ask with caution and a little insecure.

“You look beautiful and stunning,” he whispers.

His eyes look at me with desire.

“I’m pretty sure nobody will recognize you, plus every man in that room will envy me,” he says with pride in his voice.

I smile, his appreciation makes me feel proud and warm. I walk towards him. Not far from him my heel gets stuck into the rug and I slip. He catches me and steadies me back on my feet.

“Thanks,” I say looking up at him. He looks at me, I feel his hands, his touch makes me feel warm and my body shivers from his touch. I see desire in his eyes, and I start to feel fuzzy.

Hoping he will kiss me, he brings his mouth close to mine. I struggle with myself if this is okay or not. He pulls back and grabs my hand, I grab with my other hand, my purse and we leave the room.

Walking holding hands through the hallway to the elevator we pass the same old men from the restaurant, both stare at me and give Liam a jealous look.

Part one of the mission is established, I think, because from the corner of my eye I see Liam look proud at the men.

Damn, I hope his sister will be there tonight, this could be fun.
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Happy hour had already started when we arrive. Looking around, I see Liam has a point. The crowd here is mostly rich, established, and powerful.

I see the mayor, the CEO of the hospital, and the CEO of the clinic Andy works at. There are also people I don’t recognize but they look important. I also see Axel’s father in the crowd.

I sense vampires, witches, elves, and even goblins.

Using the knowledge I gathered out of the grimoires, I learned that fairies are the only ones able to cloak their presents. What gives them away is their bright yellowish auras.

Softly I whisper, ‘videre aura’ to check all auras in the room. Most staff are fairies and humans I notice, logic if you realize we are in fairy territory. Looking around something hits me, most of these people have dark auras.

Nan always said that power comes mostly with a price and now I see what she meant. I sense and see dark magic.

So far, I only see a couple of creatures with shining bright auras, and most of them are fairies.

I notice a bright gold aura on the other side of the room, Arleen, I realize. Looking around using my aura sight I sense dark magic but not the magic used to kill our victims. I blink a couple of times to get my view back to normal. Still holding Liam’s hand, I look at him and he pulls me to the side.

“I don’t think the killer is here, but I do think his or her associate maybe…” I tell him.

He looks puzzled by what I tell him and then I smile. He probably wonders why and how I know that… He shakes his head and smiles at me, before he can say something, we are noticed by Tyler who directly comes over.

“You made it,” he says with a big smile. “Come, I will introduce you to some people.”

We follow him and he introduces us to some people, after a while I start to have trouble keeping up who is who.

While Liam is talking to some hotshot CEO from some exclusive clinic, I walk to the bar for a glass of water.

 



Standing at the bar with my back to the crowd, I sense a familiar person coming to me.

“You look hot, girl,” I hear Axel whisper in my ear.

I turn around and hug him.

“Thank you for that and for this afternoon.” Seeing Andy approach I add, “To both of you, thanks.” I smile at them.

I hang with my back against the bar, now with Axel on one side looking at me and Andy on the other.

They both smile at me. Andy asks, “How are things going?”

I look at him giving him an ‘are you kidding me’ look, “Serious, you realize that most people here sold their soul to the devil, so to speak?”

He starts to laugh, and it is Axel who says with a big smile, “That’s not what he meant girl, we know that… He is wondering how things are with you and Liam.”

I look at both of them in disbelieve.

“What?” I say.

“Don’t look at us like that. That man is clearly in love with you!”

Andy says still laughing.

“Stop it, both of you,” I say to them a little annoyed. “He just met me, for now, we are just partners and friends.”

Then I see Layla from the corner of my eye, and she goes straight for Liam.

“Excuse me, I have some work,” I say to them leaving, I see they are still smiling.

I go back to Liam and slip under his arm, just before Layla arrives.

I get a very disapproving look from her. Liam, who looked at me when I slipped under his arm pulls me closer to him.

Which makes me smile. I’ve protected him from his sister this morning and he protected me this afternoon from myself, we’re a good team.

“You’re still here,” she asks me.

One of the men, I believe his name is Pete Robinson, talking to Liam gives me a creepy smile and says, “If I was your brother I also wouldn’t let her out of my side.”

A second man standing with us says, “Come, dear, your brother deserves some fun too.”

Hearing that, I have to restrain myself not to get my fangs out and put them in his throat. I feel Liam’s grip around me stiffen, he

 



recovers fast and says to me, “Vicky, meet my brother-in-law, Doctor Brian Harris.”

I give him a fake smile and say politely, “Nice to meet you.”

Not offering my hand, I keep them around Liam’s waist just to make sure I keep myself in control. I sense Liam’s heart rate going up, assuming that is because he hates his brother-in-law.

Layla ignores me again and asks Liam, “Can I talk to you in private for a moment? Without her?”

I sense Liam really does not want to talk to his sister but his brother-in-law says, “Don’t worry Liam, Pete, and I will watch over her for a moment.”

They both let their glance go over me. I look up at Liam and meet his eyes, I see the doubt in his eyes.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be fine,” I ensure him.

“Yes, she will,” Brian says.

Ignoring his brother-in-law. I keep looking into his eyes and see that remark made all worse. I put my hand up and gently pull his head down.

I whisper in his ear, “I’m a cop, remember.”

I give him a quick kiss on his lips. The moment our lips meet. I feel the desire for more grow inside me. It is just a quick kiss, but it makes me feel special.

Damn, I tell myself; this is work.

Liam shifts his attention to his sister and says, “Okay, five minutes.” They leave.

Leaving me with the two men who directly start to talk ‘shop’ with each other. I’m not really paying attention, I check the room and people again.

After a minute or five, I sense something sinister, real dark magic entering the room. I see the man from the sketch walking in.

Using, in a fraction of a second, my vampire skills to read his batch, I notice one of the men standing by me is asking me for my opinion about something.

I smile at him and say that I’m not really into medical stuff.

When I want to turn around, Brain puts his hand on my arm.

“Where you are going?” he asks me. “It will be a shame if you leave, we promised Liam to watch over you.”

 



He hands me a drink. I really don’t like this man and then I decide I better not break cover by hitting him, so I get myself some help, I concentrate on Andy and think, ‘tacet in verbo venas susurri eius: Andy, I need help!’

Within a minute Andy appears next to the men.

I notice both men go quite the moment Andy arrives. I realize that something is off with what they were talking about because both men look at Andy that instant, I give him a look to ignore me.

Friendly he asks them, “Doctors, what do you think about our lovely big town?”

In the next couple of minutes, they exchange some polite chit-chat and I see Liam and Layla return. Liam looks angry and annoyed.

He greets Andy politely and I slip back under his arm.

I really need to stand on my toes to reach his ear. I say softly but clearly, loud enough they can hear, “I’ll need some fresh air, you want to come.”

For a second, I see a puzzled look in his eyes but then he responses with, “I would love to.”

He gives me a big smile with that delivery.

We walk away and I hear Pete say again, “Lucky bastard.”

Being out of their view, I turn to Liam and I say, “The man from the sketch is here. I saw him and noticed his batch; his name is Neil Duncan, he works for a company out of Las Vegas.”

He looks stunned.

Then he smiles and says, “I don’t know how you do it, but wow!”

I grab his hand and pull him to the program board.

“There,” and I point to the board. “The company has a speaker on Wednesday morning.”

“We need to find out who this speaker is and if it has been the same on all congresses,” Liam says when he doesn’t see a name with it.   Then, standing in the lobby, I notice Ergo Collins, next to him is an old man.

When he turns around to me, I look him straight in the eyes, gold like mine, directly knowing who he is, David Badgers.

I grab Liam’s hand, he follows my look and notices the old man.

“Is that him?” he asks me softly.

“Yes,” I say soft and add, “that is my grandfather.”

 



The man turns away and walks out of my side. I notice I start to shake again.

A warm voice behind me says, “Sorry my dear, If I knew he was looking for you, I would have told you.” Arleen stands behind me.

I look at her.

“Andy told you what happened?” I ask her.

“Yes, my dear, he did.” She looks at Liam and smiles, “Thanking you Mr. Williams for keeping her safe.”

“No problem Mrs. Clockhigh,” he tells her.

“Arleen, my dear boy, just call me Arleen, all my friends do,” she tells him and then looks around and adds, “now let’s get ourselves some dinner.”

She smiles and at that moment Tyler walks out and sees us standing in the lobby. He walks over to us and before he can say anything Arleen says, “Mr. Goodman, would you please be so kind and sit Mr. Williams and Ms. Smithton on my table, I would love to introduce them to the local police captain.”

He doesn’t look happy with her request and tells her, “Ma’am your table is full.”

Arleen clearly not amused with his answer says, “Move Doctor Brownbridge senior and his new conquest to another table, and please make sure the police captain is not lectured by him, about him not being happy with his son’s choices!”

Tyler nods at her, bows, and obeys.

“Who are you?” Liam asks Arleen looking in shock at what he just witnessed.

She smiles at him and says, “I’m the biggest financial donor in this county, plus our family owns all clinics, hospitals, and schools around here. We don’t really like to brag about it. Why, Vicky didn’t tell you?” she says it smiling and she walks away assuming we would follow.

Liam looks at me stunned, so am I to be honest.

I whisper sarcastically at Liam, “Vicky, didn’t know!” Talking about myself in the third person.

Liam seeing my face, clearly believes me and starts to laugh.

The moment we walk into the room, again he wraps his arm around me, maybe he does it automatically. We follow Arleen to the other side of the room and into a room in the restaurant. There she leaves us at one of the round tables and she walks off again.

 



Andy and Axel join us there. I see relieve on Axel’s face. Clearly happy he doesn’t have to spend dinner listening to his father.

“Your mother just told me what and who your family is and I have your sister babysit my children,” Liam says to Andy still a little in shock from Arleen’s revelation.

Andy starts to laugh and says, “Remember, I just met your sister and brother-in-law.” Seeing Liam’s face goes dark he continues, “oh man I’m teasing you. All families have secrets and issues and ours is not that much different than yours, I’m afraid. We also have issues.

And regarding my sister, she loves babysitting them, so don’t worry they are in very good hands.” He smiles at him.

Arleen arrives with our captain, the mayor, and Tom, and they all sit at our table. The captain sits next to Liam.

While we have dinner Liam briefs her about what we found out and also giving me all the credit.

The captain looks at me and says, “Ms. Smithton, I barely recognized you, you are a real chameleon I see.” she says in a very approving tone. She adds, “Walking in earlier I really bought it seeing the two of you together, it even took Mrs. Clockhigh to confirm it was you.”

I smile at her, a little surprised she is giving me some credit.

I excuse myself and leave the table. On my way to the ladies’

room, I notice a door that goes outside.

Opening it brings me to the border of the forest. I close my eyes for a moment and inhale the fresh air. I walk over to a bench and sit on it. I had put my phone on record in my bra before leaving the room. I did it because I always forget names so I did it to record the names of the people I met.

Now I’m hoping it recorded the conversation, Brain Harris had with this Pete while Liam and Layla were talking privately. I listen to it. After listening back to it, I start to realize why Brian Harris’ aura is so dark, he is dealing in illegal organs.

For a man who took an oath to help people, I take offense at his behavior. A doctor should help people not put them on a table and distribute their organs for money.

Thinking about what I should do, I notice Ava looking at me.

She sits next to me.

“Can I help?” she asks me.

I give her a puzzled look.

 



“You look like you have something you are not entirely sure of what to do with it?” she explains to me.

“You know an FBI agent who is trustworthy and knows how to handle illegal organ trafficking?” I ask her.

She grabs her phone and scrolls through it for me and says,

“Check your e-mail, because that was more or less why I came. I checked with the FBI and they are investigating some doctors here regarding that.”

“Then I just recorded everything they need to know about that by accident, I’ll send it to them,” I tell her.

She gives me a puzzled look and asks, “So why so down? This is good news, isn’t it?”

“It is good news, but the main suspect is also Liam’s brother-in-law!” I tell her while staring into the forest.

“Wow!” Ava says, “It’ll get you problem.”

“I need to get back in,” I say and I stand up. “Thank you.”

I go back inside.

Arriving back at the table, I see people have moved around. I see Liam talking to the mayor and on the other side of him is the captain.

Looking around I see Tyler signal me to sit next to him but on the other table, I see Axel who to my surprise is talking to Layla.

I choose them over Tyler, more or less because I’m curious.

Before I’m at the table, I feel someone grab my arm.

Looking to my side, I see it’s Brian Harris.

“Not so quick,” he says to me. He wants to pull me with him but I give him a warning look.

He looks at me and says, “Come on girl. He is busy and I make sure it is your time worth.”

I look shocked at him, I may be inexperienced with a man but I’m not stupid into what he implies.

Next, he says, “I guarantee you my bank account is better filled than Liam’s.”

He pushes a drink in my hand. The drink smells funny.

My vampire senses kick in, I feel my fangs grow. I start to growl but he doesn’t even notice. I throw the drink in his face and I see his hand go up.

That son of a bitch is going to hit me but before he can, someone grabs his wrist.

 



“Keep your hands off my sister, or it will be the last thing you ever do in this world,” Andy softly threatens him.

He looks pissed, I don’t think I ever saw him this angry. I see shock on Brian’s face now.

“She is your sister?” he stutters.

That moment Liam shows up next to me and pushes me behind him, also Axel joins in. They all look pissed off.

I look at all of them and have a problem keeping a straight face. A fairy and two humans coming to save a vampire witch. If the situation wouldn’t be so sad and the fact that I expect Brain Harris just tried to drug me, it would be funny.

“Boys calm down,” Arleen says joining us.

She looks at Brian and then to me and like me, she realizes the situation is kinda funny because she smiles.

“Are you okay, my dear?” she asks me.

I signal I am. She turns to Andy.

“Andrew let go of Mr. Harris, please,” she demands.

She looks straight at Brian and tells him, “I think Mr. Harris, it is time for you to go. Please leave and sober up!”

Arleen saves the day!

Brian leaves and Layla first looks pissed at me and follows.

Looking around, I see the whole room stare at us.

“So,” Arleen starts, “Who wants to have a cup of tea with me?”

She asks it in general but directly everyone continues to do their thing.

“Are you really okay?” Liam and Andy ask at the same time.

“Yes, I am,” I tell them. “Can we go up?” I ask Liam.

I turn to Andy and say, “Thank you.” I turn to Liam but remember something, “Andy, would you mind bringing me something to eat and drink?” He smiles at me and nods his head.

We leave to go back to our room.

In the elevator we are alone, and there it hits me, nobody asked me what I did and some people who should know didn’t even recognize me. I start to laugh and see Liam look at me surprised. I start to laugh louder and I’m still laughing when we arrive in the room.

There Liam asks, “What is so funny because I missed the humor of my brother-in-law trying to assault you?”

I look at him, kick out my shoes, and sit on the chair close by.

 



“I’m laughing because nobody asked me anything, not how I met you, not what I do for a living nor why I was with you. All of them just assumed. That’s horrible you know…” I tell him still laughing.

He sits down on the couch and smiles asking, “None of them asked you anything?”

“Nope, I was there for decoration it seems.” I shake my head and still laugh but say a little more seriously, “I never felt as stupid in my life.” I see him look serious at me.

“Vicky, I’m sorry,” he says in a very serious tone, “I should not have left you alone, it was my job to protect you…”

“Nothing happened Liam, I’m okay.” I see it doesn’t make him feel better. “Like I reminded you earlier, I’m a cop and like even the captain noticed today, a damn good one too. I know Andy meant well, but believe me, I can take care of myself really good.”

That makes him smile.

“Tonight you looked beautiful,” he says to me. “You look…” his voice dies out.

I look what? I think.

When he told me, he thought I looked beautiful, it made me feel, I don’t really know how to describe its special word. I think, I want to be special to him and beautiful and a lot more. Damn, I just met the guy, I have a crush on him and I want to be his.

God, Vicky where did you get yourself into…

A knock on the door gets our attention. I stand knowing it is Andy and open the door.

“Fast food delivery for two,” Andy says to me the moment I open the door. He hands me a bag and two big cups with a lid and a straw, one normal drink, and one with a twist for me.

“Thank you,” I say to him. He winks at me and leaves.

I walk back to the chair and drop the bag on the table. I hand Liam one of the cups.

“You really are going to eat?” he says in shock.

“Yes,” I say and smile again to him. “I like food, and what they served tonight was horrible. Two teaspoons of soup, dry chicken and salad with some dry potatoes, and no dessert, come on a girl needs to eat!”

“You exaggerate, but the chicken was dry I must admit that,” he says before he sips his cup.

 



I open the bag and see Andy got us two big burgers. I take one and offer the other to Liam, who is happy to take it, because even knowing I exaggerated, the food tonight just sucked. I sip my cup and I taste the blood. I drink the cup empty at once.

“Thirsty?” he says.

“Yes,” I had to admit I’m thirsty not so much for blood but I was just thirsty. Quietly we finish our burgers.

“The captain is sending us an email with details about Neil Duncan. She asked Barrots already to look into it,” Liam tells me grabbing his computer.

“Let me take a shower and something comfortable to wear, and I’ll join you,” I tell him.

I grab a legging, a sports bra, a wide shirt, and go to the bathroom.

I take off my thighs and get the pins out of my hair. Getting my dress off is not as easy as I thought the zipper is stuck on the bra and I’m not getting free. Damn it. I keep trying but five minutes later I still don’t have it fixed.

I take a deep breath and open the bathroom door. I walk over to Liam. Standing next to him I sense his heart rate go up. He looks at me with a puzzled look.

“I can’t get my dress off. Can you help me, please?” I ask him while my own heart skips a beat. He gives me a slight smile and stands up. Without my heels on I’m much smaller than him. I show him the zipper.

The moment his fingers touch my skin, my body shivers, I feel the warmth go through my body.

I start to breathe a little heavier, I feel him release the zipper from the bra and I sense him holding his breath while pushing the zipper down. He releases it.

I look up at him and say very softly, “Thanks.”

Looking at him I see him staring at me. Holding me in his hungry glance, I turn myself towards him. He lifts his hand to my face and pushes my hair back behind my ear. From there his hand slides in my neck twigging his fingers in my hair and tipping face up to his.

He brings his lips down brushing them against mine, “May I,” he asks and I open my lips. He kisses me, first gentle but slowly his kiss gets hard and hungry. His kiss consumes me.

 



I let my arms slide around his neck. One of his arms slides around me and he pulls me closer to him. His other hand slides down over my body to the bottom of the dress.

His hands slide under it and he pushes the dress up. Still kissing me hard and hungry, I push myself against him.

He responses to my reaction by letting his other hand slide down over my butt to my other leg and under the dress. While kissing he slides the dress up. His hands-on my bare skin makes me feel like I’m on fire. We both breathe heavily when he pulls back for a moment, and I let him pull the dress over my head.

Standing before him almost naked, he hungrily glazes over me and pulls me back in his arms.

“You are gorgeous,” he tells me before he takes possession of my mouth again.

I push myself in his arms, he slides his hands over my body. He lifts me in arms and I wrap my legs around him. He carries me to the bed and puts me down on it.

His mouth releases mine but doesn’t leave me, he moves down my throat, my neck, my chest, slowly kissing it. My hands-on his shoulders in his soft short blond hair. He moves his mouth back to mine. God, I love his touch. I push up his shirt and let my hand slip under there. His skin is warm. While our lips are locked, he moves his hand to my bra.

In the distance, I notice something, and then we both freeze from a hard knock on the door.

“William, Smithton, for heaven’s sake, open up,” we hear Barrots in front of the door. He knocks again.

I hear Ava say, “Maybe they’re asleep?”

I look at Liam who is still on top of me. I look at his eyes, he is struggling and for a moment I see regret. Regret for what I wonder.

What we just did or that it happened.

“Crap,” I say but then I do something that stuns me as much as it stuns Liam. I slip my hand back in his neck and pull him down for one last kiss. He lets me and kisses me back then I jump off the bed, grab my dress off the floor, and disappear into the bathroom. Leaving Liam on the bed. I see from the corner of my eye, he moves off the bed and to the door. I switch on the shower take of my lingerie and step in there, and it really hits me what just happened. I lean with my back against the shower wall.

 



Hell, what am I going to do now!
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When I walk into the room in my comfortable entire, I see Barrots and Ava sit in the lounge area with Liam. He changed his clothes to a comfortable T-shirt and jeans.

Careful I sit next to him and look at what is on the table. I see pictures of a woman in her fifties.

Liam looks at me and hands me a picture with Ergo Collins in it, and says, “Our killer is a woman.”

“Do we have a name?” I ask looking at all of them.

“That’s what makes it all strange,” Barrots tells me sitting back in a comfortable chair. I raise my eyebrows to him as a question.

He continues, “We can only find aliases. Nobody we spoke to had information about the company or could tell us her name. They only know her as ‘High Priestess de Tenebris’, what the hell that means I don’t know.”

“It’s Latin for High priestess of the dark. It is used as a Wiccan term mostly,” Liam says without looking up from the paperwork.

We all look stunned at him.

He notices that and smiles. “I came across some Wiccan in the job and honestly my oldest sister is married to a guy how beliefs in Wicca.”

“Wow!” Barrots says laughing, “are all your relatives nut jobs?”

Liam smiles clearly not mad at Barrots about that remark and says,

“Hey, like anybody else he is entitled to his belief and to tell you the truth, he is the only brother-in-law I do like. I don’t share his believes but he is a straight-up guy what’s more than I can say from the nut job who you guys saw today.”

“Lisa’s husband,” I say out loud.

Barrots gives me a puzzled look and I notice that it is not the first time Ava hears the name.

Liam looks at me too and gives me a slight smile.

“My eldest sister,” Liam explains.

“How many sisters do you have?” Barrots asks with a smile.

“Four,” Liam says smiling at him.

 



“No brothers?” Barrots laughs. When he sees Liam shake his head that he doesn’t, he says, “Poor you, you think your sister can help us find out which witch club she belongs to?”

“Coven,” Ava and I say at the same time.

Now both men look at us.

Ava explains, “It’s called a coven and not a club.”

Liam studies me. I raise my eyebrows to him. For now, he leaves it and grabs his phone. With all of us there he calls Lisa.

“Hi sis,” he says to her, “sorry to call you so late but do you think you can help me with something?”

We hear him explain some basic facts. Using my vampire hearing, I can hear she is not happy with Liam’s involvement. She promised she would help and he thanks her, and tells her he directly would email her an image. He indeed does it direct.

“What do we know about this Neil Duncan?” I ask when Liam has finished his phone call.

“Also not much but more than the priestess,” Ava starts, “his real name is Harold Franks. He was the previous CEO of the company.

He is married and has two kids.”

“What about the company?” Liam asks.

“The company used to produce herbal medication and cosmetics but for the last four years, business is a little shady. They moved the company around states. I think that makes them harder to track and why they stayed off police and FBI radar,” is Barrots’ answer.

Liam’s phone rings, he answers.

While Nan told me eavesdropping was impolite and I shouldn’t do it, I still do it this moment because I’m curious. I hear a man’s voice telling Liam the symbol is from a complete female coven 150

miles from here. He warns Liam to be careful and hangs up the phone.

Liam put his phone on the table and tells us what the man, I assume was his brother-in-law told him.

“If Miller and I leave early we can see what we can find,” Barrots suggests.

“No,” I say, they all look at me and I explain, “it’s a female coven, nobody will tell a man anything. I go with Ava.”

Both men do not look happy with that idea.

“Vicky is right, we won’t get any intel with either of you with us.

We can’t go alone and I doubt that the captain can come without

 



anyone noticing,” Ava supports me also knowing a female witch coven won’t tell a man anything.

A coven existing out for one gender is rare, most covens believe in a natural balance so that means they are mixed in gender.

“How do I explain that you are gone?” Liam asks me.

“We told them I’m from around here. If they ask, tell them I’m visiting my grandmother or relatives or something. If Ava and I leave within the next hour, we will be able to return before noon,” I tell him. I see him look at the time.

It’s almost one in the morning and he shakes his head but before he can say anything more Ava says, “Most witch covens or Wicca members practice in the morning or have gatherings in the morning so what Vicky suggests is not a bad idea. We need to find out who she is.” Pointing at the picture of the woman on the table.

“Okay fine.” Liam gives in, “but call us if something is up and stay out of trouble, please.” He adds to it looking worried at us. Clearly, he is not happy.

I look at Barrots and say, “Call the captain and inform her what we are doing, also ask her to get you a job in the hotel.”

Seeing the surprise on Liam’s face I tell him, “I’m not letting you without backup.”

He smiles and says to Barrots, “Do it, I think with Franks around and knowing what he did to Minnerson, it is not a bad idea.”

Barrots nods he will.

I turn to Ava and say, “We take your car. Pick me up in half an hour, will you?” Ava agrees and then her and Barrots leave.

Alone with Liam, I sit there for a couple of minutes quiet, until I stand up and walk to the closet. I throw a pair of jeans and a shirt on the bed when he starts, “Vicky about earlier…”

I stop him, and take a deep breath and turn to him, “Liam listen, we will talk about that later. You need to do something for me…”

I look at him and he gestures me to go on.

“Call Andy and go talk to my grandfather in the morning…” I see the surprise on his face, he did not see that coming.

I ask, “Do you trust me?” He nods yes with his head that he does but with a puzzled look. I continue, “I will explain what is going on but for now I need you to trust me. My grandfather can help us catch

 



this killer and he will but he won’t talk to you if you take Barrots, so take Andy.”

Without thinking I take off my shirt and leggings while talking to him.

“Andy will help you with whatever you need. Also, we need to talk about your brother-in-law earlier…”

I stop in the middle of my sentence catching him looking at me. I sense his breathing going heavier. That moment I realize I’m standing in front of him in my underwear. Getting a warm feeling from the look in his eyes embarrassed, I grab my jeans and shirt and put them on. I grab my gun out of my purse and put it on me, ready to go.

I look at him and say, “For what it is worth, I don’t regret it.”

Walking past him he grabs my wrist, “Be careful, Vicky, and I don’t either…”

I see in his eyes he means it. I give him a soft smile. He pulls me towards him and kisses me again. I answer his kiss. He takes me in his arms and pushes me against the wall, hands above my head, kissing me hungrily. Out of instinct, I put my legs around him, to make him feel even closer to me.

Letting go, he put his forehead against mine still pushing my hands above my head.

“I don’t know what it is but from the moment I met you, you drive me crazy,” he whispers softly.

I look him in the eyes and see the desire and something I can’t put my finger on. I want him to kiss me again but instead, I say, “I need to go, Ava is waiting for me.”

He lets me go and without saying another word, I leave.

I leave the hotel by the back entrance, there I see Ava already waiting for me. Stepping into the car I see she stopped by the morgue and that Andy kept his word because there is a cup with blood on the holder. It’s almost empty.

“Let’s go,” I say to her.

Thirty minutes later Ava says, “He really likes you, you know? It’s all over his face.”

I sniff and look at her, “Funny to hear that out of a spy’s mouth?”

She looks at me with surprise. “What do you mean?”

 



“You’re seriously asking me that? I’m not stupid. When I dropped Lisa’s name you knew,” I tell her, “you are maybe an active member of your clan but you spy for the witches.”

She looks shocked at me.

“I put it together when Liam said his brother-in-law, Lisa’s husband is a witch,” I explain before I add, “half-bloods are threatened worse than dogs most of the time. Often, they don’t even leave the clans other than being blood mulls or being fed on. Also, Liam told me his sister is an FBI agent so when I dropped her name and saw your reaction, that gave you away. So why are you really here?” I ask her.

I look at her and I see she is shocked. She stops the car on the side of the road.

“Don’t lie to me because I can tell,” I tell her starting to get impatient.

“I’m doing this now for eight years and nobody ever noticed,” she starts with, “you’re right being a half-blood made me be at the bottom of the food chain. My mother was a human owned by my father. She was a food-girl and she…” she stops for a moment.

I realize this is painful, to put her words in another prospect, a harsh one, her mother was a whore. They call it food-girls but in most cases, vampire men mostly used these girls as whores and blood supplies. What I heard about it and saw in my time in New York, most of these girls were between twelve and twenty years old.

It had made me sick when I found out.

“How old was your mom when she had you?” I ask carefully.

“She became a food-girl at thirteen, tricked by a lover-boy and was sold to my dad at the age of fourteen. I was born two years later.” I see a tear run down her cheek while she tells me. “My mom always protected me, so did my dad, in his own twisted way I think he loved her. My dad was killed by the clan when I was eighteen. With his death, our protection was gone. My mom and I were brought to Patrick Murphy. He is a bully and became rich by dealing in drugs and prostitution. First, he let me be and left me alone, until I helped my mom escape a year later. My mom was beaten and raped on a daily basis. I helped her escape. That’s when I learned I had to pay the price. I was held down by two vampires while Patrick raped me first. After, he let his son and his ‘adjutants’ have their turn with me.

For two years I was a slave to them until one night they told me to

 



entertain some witches and elves. They were there to warn them to stay within the lines of the council. One of these witches was Lisa’s husband. He saw them beat me. Together with Diaz, they helped me escape. I was seven months pregnant at the time.”

I look at her with pity, hearing her story makes me sad. I knew that life within the clans could be horror but Ava’s life story just shocks me.

“You have a child?” I ask carful.

“Yes,” she says giving me a weak smile. “They are the reason I went back undercover years ago.”

“They?” I say in shock.

“Yes,” she confirms. “Twins, two boys.”

“Their father must be human, where are they now?” I note and ask carefully.

She gives me another weak smile, “Yes, their father is human, they are living with my mom.”

“Did the witches never hand them to the council?” I ask with care.

“God no, the Nádúr na Máthar coven would never do that! My sons are almost completely human,” she tells me.

“Nádúr na Máthar?” I wonder out loud.

“It’s Irish for Mother nature so Irish clan, Irish check-up, Irish heritage coven. Patrick Murphy is not a royal,” she tells and signals with her hands to me.

“The Irish Royal family is called O’Conner, that I know.” I smile at her. “May I ask who is the father of your sons?” I’m careful not to cross a line, or maybe I already did.

“I know who their father is, he was or is one of Patrick Murphy’s henchmen,” she tells me.

She steps out of the car and sits on its hood. I sit next to her, staring in the dark.

“Lisa helped me to become a special agent with the FBI and I decided to help girls that are victims of these practices. Until one of the witch’s allies was killed. Nolan Foresthill. Lisa asked me to come here and help. While Patrick asked me to come here to find dirt on Liam. Lisa just wants to protect her brother, you know. She knows pretty well her father is evil and she tried to protect Liam by allowing me to come and see if I can find the last remaining elder of the tree-of-life coven.”

 



I give her a puzzled look and I’m curious about what she means by that.

She sees my look and smiles, “The tree-of-life coven is the most powerful coven on earth, always has been linked to the fairies. They say the Foresthill family are descendants of the tree. Nolan while not being an elder was one of the last of his family. His mother was thought to be the last elder but there is a rumor. What we know for certain is that she had a sister who left the coven over fifty years ago to marry a coven leader. They had a son together. He was killed by the most powerful royal vampire family for being in love with a vampire princess. Twenty years ago she had a fall out with her husband about the fact that his coven betrayed their own son. She died in an accident soon after. Rumor is that she staged her own death because of that betray.”

Hearing her tell my family’s story is strange.

“I think Nolan Foresthill found his aunt but I can’t be sure about that,” she adds when I stay quiet.

“What is this elders' name?” I ask carefully.

She looks at me and says, “Kathleen Foresthill.”

Having difficulties keeping my face straight I ask, “You have any idea how to find her?”

“No,” she answers honestly. “I screwed up there. I knew about the hunting rules and I knew it was a bad idea. The coven and even the clan warned me not to make the fairy elders angry and I failed them big time. You caught me but honestly, I did not expect to find someone like me here.”

I smile at here. Not expecting her to go further with her story.

“Within the supernatural and magical community, there is not much known about the fairies, except the basic things we all know. They are private and stay to themselves. They are stars, are hiding so if they know where Kathleen Foresthill is, they will keep her hidden so long she wants to stay hidden,” she takes a deep breath before she says, “I also start to understand Lisa for helping her brother get a job here.

Fairies will always protect children, history shows that much. The old Williams is a monster, God knows what would happen to those girls if Natalie gets custody and they are forced to live with that monster.”

I sense she really hates Liam and Lisa’s father. She is not lying to me, I can sense that.

I wonder about something else and I ask her.

 



“Are they only trying to find this Kathleen Foresthill because of the murders?”

“No,” she replies truthfully, “there is a lot more going on something that is affecting us all. Last year Lisa got promoted and she got the first case on her desk involving missing children. When she looked into some of them, she found out that there was a link between some of the cases. A high number of these cases involved half-blood children. While we know the law says mixing the ‘breeds’ is forbidden there was always a toleration regarding humans. Within the last two years, a lot of these children went missing; witch, vampire, elves, shapeshifters, and even there are reports of missing nymph children. Lisa fears for her children as much as mine. Hers are technically not even half-bloods.”

“Why does she think this Kathleen person can help?” I ask her, wondering how Nan fits into all of this.

“She is the last living elder of the tree-of-life. Our coven hopes that her natural magic combines with the magic of the fairies can help us locate the children,” she explains.

Something hits me, “Why not try it through the council?”

“The council looks down on half-bloods and the coven suspect that they have something to do with it.” Ava looks at me and asks me,

“How do you fit in all of this?”

I smile at her and decide to stay as close to the truth as I can.

“I grew up with the fairies. Compared to you I had a normal upbringing. I don’t know my parents. I don’t know much about anything to be very honest. I did leave home when I was eighteen, I’ve been to college, went to New York, became a cop and a detective there. I came home after my partner was killed on the job, and I got shot. I fed on a human and felt guilty. I ended up calling home crying and they came and took me home. I applied to the local police station and got the job, and that is pretty much all. The fairies always have been my family but they are also not very sharing like you noticed.”

She smiles at me, I sense she believes me.

I wonder what she would say and do if she finds out I’m the last Foresthill.

I look at the time and say to her, “We need to go…”

She looks amused and says, “How do you think we are going to find someone to talk to us? With what you just told me, you have no idea how to trace a witch and honestly, I can do it but they will notice

 



what we are in a second, or at least they will know about me! After what happened a couple of nights ago, I could smell for a second what you were but now that’s gone. Growing up with the fairies clearly has its plusses.”

I didn’t think about that so I say, “Let’s get there first then we will see.” I jump off the hood and hold up my hand for the keys.

She laughs and hands them to me saying, “If you wanted to drive you should have just asked.”

We both get in the car and continue our way.

Getting closer to our destination I sense something is wrong. The closer we get, the stronger the darkness sense becomes. I slow down and close my eyes, turning them to full vampire mode.

I see something that really scares me, we are driving straight at a dark magical forcefield.

“What’s wrong?” Ava asks, I look at her. She sees my eyes and pulls up her vampire eyes too.

“Holy shit,” she says clearly seeing what I see. “How did you know?”

Again I give her an honest answer as possible.

“I see sharper through my vampire eyes so I changed them. Any idea how to get through that?” I ask her.

“I need to make a phone call. Can you stop the car as close as possible to it?” she asks.

I do what she asks and she steps out of the car studying what is in front of her. At the same time, she makes a call. I know from studying the grimoires last weekend that a forcefield this strong can only be called on by channeling something dark, exactly in the middle of a pentagram. A forcefield as strong as this can only be passed by something old or very powerful; written in the grimoire.

At this moment, I get mad at myself for not remembering the rest of it.

Walking to it, I only sense dead. A little further I freeze, just past the line of the forcefield I see a flock of sheep lying dead in the field. I stare at it wondering why someone would do something like this.

“Vicky,” Ava calls me.

I walk over to her and she says, “They don’t know how to put the forcefield down but if you know any old vampire that would be handy.

The coven just told me only a vampire older than five-hundred years

 



can pass it, age makes them stronger and they would be able to resist the deadly power.”

She looks worried while passing her hand through her hair.

“Nolan knew a vampire, I don’t know how old she is but I can try to call her. Maybe she can help or you have to know a five-hundred-year-old vampire who doesn’t mind giving us a hand…” I say to her.

“Nolan had a vampire friend?” She says surprised.

“Why is that so strange?” I ask her while walking to the car for my phone.

“Because most vampires are not very friendly with witches or they must control them,” Ava tells me.

I call on the number of the bar, hoping Emma is there. A man answers the phone and I say, “Detective Vicky Smithton for Emma Rushing.”

I’m put on hold. I wait and get more impatient with the minute.

After five minutes, I hear Emma’s voice, “Vicky, are you okay?”

she asks me.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” is my response. “Emma, I’m going to be straight with you I’m standing in front of a dark forcefield in the middle of nowhere with Ava, and we know an old vampire would probably—”

“Stop Vicky,” she interrupts me, “where are you?” she demands to know.

I tell her where I am. I hear her grab a map and she says, “I’ll be with you within ten minutes, do not try to cross it until I’m there.” She disconnects the line and I go sit on the hood of the car.

I look at Ava and say, “She said she is coming and will be with us in ten minutes.”

“Is she close?” Ava asks.

“No idea,” I answer truthfully. Together we wait on the hood of the car.

Less than five minutes later out of nowhere, Emma arrives, before I can come off the hood, she stands in front of Ava and uses compulsion on her.

She compels her, “You haven’t seen me, you only know an old vampire called Emma helped you. Now as long as I’m here, be a good girl and keep sitting on the hood without saying anything.”

Then she turns to me and says, “How did you find this place?”

 



I look a little scared to her. She noticed that and smiles, “I would never use compulsion on you or trick you, Vicky. Arleen will not be happy if I would, and that fairy still scares me after all these years.”

Hearing her mention Arleen makes me raise my eyebrows. She laughs and then she turns her attention to the forcefield.

“Damn it,” she says.

I recover myself and for now, I trust her, telling her everything I know about the killer and what I read about this kind of forcefields.

She looks at it and puts her hand almost on it, and changes her mind at the last moment.

She turns to me and says, “The moment I pass this forcefield she will know it was breached. I will remove what she is channeling and call a friend to help me clean it up but listen carefully, Vicky. She will go in hiding and if she is already in town, for the congress, she won’t wait until Friday, she will try to find the next powerful thing to channel.”

She looks at me worried and takes a deep breath, “That will be you, Vicky,” she says carefully. I look at her shocked.

I stare at her and I stammer, “Me!”

“Yes, Vicky, you,” she says certain of her case.

“Why?” I say with a very small voice.

She gives me a soft smile and says, “Tell Arleen about me and what I told you. She will know what to do.”

“Arleen doesn’t know you, she told me,” I say to her.

She looks at me and then tells me, “Tell her to remember the first flourish! Then tell her to channel the tree, she will remember me then. Now go, take Ava and get out of here!”

I want to turn around and then change my mind.

“You know what she is channeling, don’t you?” I give her a demanding look. “Have you known all this time?”

“Yes, I only didn’t know where,” she tells me. For the first time in my life, I don’t know if I’ve been lied to or not.

“What is she channeling?” I demand to know. She looks at me and I see her struggle to tell me.

She closes her eyes for a moment and then says, “My father.” I see a tear go down her cheek.

“Your father?” I say in stunned.

 



“Yes, my father, the very first real vampire,” she then tells me.

“The sun is coming up, go now Vicky and remember what I told you, GO!”

That last part made me turn and get into the car.

Emma demands to Ava, “Get in the car.” Ava also gets in, I turn the car around and drive back.

After a mile or something, Ava comes out of her compulsion.

“What the hell happened and why are we driving back?” she asks me. “We need to get out of here, into fairy territory, there I will try to explain,” I say literally speeding. I put on the siren and police lights, and as fast as I can I get us out of there.

Ava looks scared but she doesn’t fight me on the subject.

Forty minutes later we cross into fairy territory where I switch off the siren. A minute later powerful magic goes through the car, so powerful it makes me go into full vampire mode, next to me the same happens to Ava.

The magic passes and I stop the car, step out and stare at the direction it came from. I realize Emma broke the forcefield and removed her father from the pentagram.

Ava comes standing next to me, she looks at me shocked. “What was that?”

“That was someone breaking the forcefield and remove the power being channeled,” I explain honestly. “We need to speak to Arleen right away.”

I grab my phone and see Liam send me a text, ‘URGENT. Call me but not on the speaker,’ it reads. First, I dial Andy’s number. The moment my call is answered I say, “I need to speak to Arleen now!”

“Give me five minutes,” I hear Andy say and the line disconnects.

I keep staring at where the magic came from. Less than a minute later my phone rings and I see Arleen’s name on the display, I answer the phone and start to tell Arleen everything starting with Ava’s story and then about the forcefield. I see Ava look stunned at me that I tell her story to Arleen.

I finish my story with, “Emma says you know her she told me that you have to remember the first flourish and channel the tree, whatever that means…”

 



“Vicky, I think she ones used compulsion on me, which she wants to undo, to help you. I will do what she says. Meet me at the clinic at noon,” she tells me and hangs up on me.

“Why did you tell her about me?” Ava asks me with a soft voice.

“Because you need her to help to find the missing children, don’t you? Also at this moment, I start to believe you were sent to me with a reason,” I tell her feeling really tired.

I realize something else I read in the grimoire, someone channeling dark objects can’t stand daylight, it is the price to pay for manipulating nature. I let myself fall against the car. I look at Ava and say, “Let go, you drive, I have to make a phone call.”

While Ava starts the car, I call Liam.

“Hey, I got your text,” I say the moment he answers the phone.

“I spoke to your grandfather already. He identified the woman in the picture and you are never going to believe the name he has given me. The woman in the picture, he claims, is Lauren Foresthill!”

I don’t respond, “Vicky are you there?”

“Yes Liam, I am. We need to talk we are almost back at the hotel,” I say to him and add, “see you in twenty minutes.”

I start to cry. Ava asks me what is up but I don’t respond. I just cry. Why did my life have to become so complicated? Why me?

Within the last couple of days, my life has been put upside down. To make things worse I have to tell the man who has been on my mind almost the entire time, that I’m a monster and I’m scared…
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When we arrive at the hotel, I tell Ava to meet me at the clinic at noon, then we part and I walk straight up to the room.

There I find Liam, Andy, and Axel waiting for me. When they see me, they go quiet.

“I want to talk to Liam alone,” I tell them.

Directly Andy and Axel stand to leave. Before Axel leaves, he hugs me and says, “If you need anything call us.”

I sit next to Liam on the couch. He hands me a hot cup of tea.

We sit there a couple of minutes in silence.

I’m still not sure what to tell him, then I make my decision and start.

“I haven’t been completely honest with you, but what I’m going to tell you, cannot leave this room. First of all, it will bring us all in danger, plus I can’t tell you everything yet, so what I ask from you is a big leap of faith in me,” I stop for a moment before I continue, “What I need from you is faith, trust, and a promise not to get angry?”

A tear escapes from my eye and I add, “I don’t want to hurt you…”

He looks at me, then moves towards me and plants a kiss on my lips, and sits back.

“I believe that and I do trust you, I don’t know why but the moment I met you, I was taken by you. I can’t explain it but it happened…

We will see where that stands or goes. For now, I can only promise you, I will do my best to keep trusting you and keep having faith in you. I don’t know what lies in the future but that’s all I can promise you…” he says seriously.

I can tell he speaks the truth.

“Please tell me what is going on?” he asks me.

I take a deep breath and I feel my eyes tear up again.

I start to tell, “The evening Nan found Nolan, was the evening everything changed for me. For the first time in my life, I heard I had more family than her. She also told me about where she came from.

She was born here.”

 



I give him a slight smile and continue, “She told me she had two sisters. Arleen has always been her neighbor and that they grew up together, yes, I know, it sounds strange but Arleen is much older than she looks,” I clarify to him, he gestures me to continue.

“She also told me that she changed her name when she left my grandfather. My nan is also the reason my grandfather could ID our killer. That night, Nan told me for the first time the name she was born with. I want to tell you but I need you to promise to keep it out of the police reports or ever to mention it to anyone. Please promise you won’t…”

I’m begging him, I realize, I see him look at me with concern, I continue, “I’ve no clue, what all of it means but for the last couple of days I have learned that a lot of things in my life are messed up and that half of what I believed is true are only half-truths…

I don’t even know how much I can trust people, the people I thought I knew. I know that Andy and Sharleen both have idea now and only try to help but regarding Arleen, there is a lot she hasn’t told us.”

“Why do you trust me?” Liam asks me while raising one of his eyebrows.

I look at him through my tears, “Like you said the moment I met you, I trusted you. You listen to me and so far, you haven’t judged me or listen to what people say about me.”

I sniff and give him a grim smile, “Yes, I know what people around here say about me. The spoiled girl, always in trouble and I don’t have a work attitude. You heard what the captain said your first day, that I take credit for things I haven’t done. The men in this town call me a whore because of what happened in my youth. You heard what I have done, didn’t you?” I ask him softly.

He nods he knows and calmly adds, “I think getting assaulted by your teacher is not something to joke about. You had every right to defend yourself. I can only hope my girls have the strength to do what you did and grab a baseball bat and defend themselves. It is sick that people blame you for defending yourself.”

I look at him and say, “They blame me. You asked me why I came back here after New York, with all their flaws and deceiving, my nan, and even Arleen made this home for me. No matter what happened in my life, mistakes I made, they loved me and supported

 



me, I think that is also why I struggle in handling what is happening so bad. For me, this is home even when it is messy at the moment.”

I look at him.

“What is your nan’s real name?” he asks in a serious tone.

I look at him take another deep breath and close my eyes for a moment, I open my eyes and say, “Kathleen Foresthill.”

I look at him and I see barely a response. I give an awaiting look.

He lifts his hand to my face and removes a lock of hair from my face.

“I know,” he says to my surprise, I’m stunned.

“You know?” I say with a high voice.

He shakes his head. “Yes, she told me that night we had dinner at your house. My first day. She told me you would find things out she has been hiding from you… She made me promise to only tell you I knew if you came to me with it. She also told me she was dying. She told me she loved you and all she ever wanted to do was keep you safe, whatever that means.”

He looks at me straight and says, “I’m sorry, I did what she asked me because I saw how much she loved you. I love my girls and would do everything in the world for them. I lied to them about their mother and their grandfather to protect them and me. As a parent, you want nothing more than the best for your child and that is what I saw with her. She regretted her decision to keep you in the dark and she would do anything for you.”

I start to cry hearing him talk about Nan. I believe him without a doubt. I think Nan did what she did to protect me.

Liam moves towards me and pulls me into his arms where I let my tears flow until it gets dark around me.

I must have fallen asleep because two hours later I wake up on the bed. I look down and see that I’m still wearing my clothes.

Looking at the time, I see it just after eleven in the morning.

I look at my phone and see a text from Arleen, ‘Something came up, we will talk see you at two,’ it reads. I notify Ava it will be later and I drop the phone on the bed. Grab myself a drink from the minibar and look around, seeing Liam sitting on the floor surrounded by papers.

“Liam,” I say. He looks up and smiles.

“Hey, you,” he says smiling at me. “You feel better?”

“Yes,” I say, “Are you coming with me to talk to Arleen?”

 



“If you want me to…” is his response.

“Yes, I want you to come,” I say to him. “What are you doing?”

Looking at the paperwork around him, he has been looking for something.

“Identifying people associated with Lauren Foresthill. So far, I found four people connected to her, Harold Franks; the real Neil Duncan who I think is her son, Melissa Franks and Penny Boys,” he explains to me.

Then I remembered what Emma told me, “She is in hiding at this moment.”

He looks surprised at me.

“How do you know?” he asks.

I wonder if I should tell him about Emma but something within me tells me not to say anything so I say, “Visiting the town, I spoke to someone who told me, that us coming there would make her aware that we are on to her. We need to get her associates of the streets as soon as possible if we have enough evidence she only will come out at night, I’ve been told, and come after which she thinks will help her get away.”

“Did they tell you what she wants?” He looks at me with sincere interest.

I look at him and say honestly, “Yes, me.”

The shock is clearly visible on his face.

“Why?” he asks. “What does she want from you?”

“That I still have to find out,” I tell him.

“You’re sure it is you she’s after?” he asks again.

“Yes, I’m sure,” I tell him.

Before he can ask me anything else, there is a knock on the door.

I sense it is Barrots.

“It’s Barrots,” I tell Liam and open the door.

Barrots walks in with Ava behind him and starts directly.

“The names you sent to me are all to be located back to the places of the murders and that is not all! Checking police files we found out that a couple of victims had indeed contacted the company under suspicion. That is not even all we found out… The Foresthill family is loaded. I mean not rich, rich, but extremely rich! They are probably richer than the Clockhigh family and they are the richest family around here!” he sounds excited. “I also found out that with the death of Elisabeth Foresthill the money did not go to her son.”

 



He looks at Liam while saying, “Your source was right about something else too, all money went to Kathleen Foresthill, but she hasn’t been seen or heard from in over fifty years!”

Then Ava adds something, “Your source, the one you spoke to this morning, Ben tells me, was right! I checked with the FBI and Lauren Foresthill is not a real Foresthill!”

Seeing the shock on my face, Liam signals he will explain later and he says to Ava and Barrots, “So she is adopted?”

They both nod in agreement.

“I called in for arrest warrants on all and we have them,” Barrots says still with enthusiasm.

“No, not yet,” Liam says. “The case needs to be airtight to make sure they all get what they deserve. Barrots can you find out if the company is planning to have any speakers at the congress and when?

Miller, try to find out who has been invited to the gala tomorrow evening? If I’m correct Lauren won’t show up until then…”

Ava and Barrots nod with the orders given and leave…

“What makes you think that she will show?” I ask him when I know Ava can’t hear us anymore.

“Simple, Arleen and David will be there, that is common knowledge. She will assume you be there too. She will go after them first, if I believe David…” he explains.

Right that moment I feel lost. I feel I have had an information overload at this moment.

Liam moves towards me and looks at me asking, “Let’s have lunch?”

I smile at him and I say, “That’s a good idea, I…”

I stop for a moment and grab myself together, and finally open the drink I took out of the minibar, telling Liam in the meantime,

“I don’t know anything about money or how rich my family is. I never cared about the money or wondered where it came from.

Maybe that’s wrong but even after becoming a cop I only spent my salary or the money I earned. I just never cared. Being twenty-four, I should have wondered where the money came from, shouldn’t I?”

“It’s not in your nature, I think,” he says, “you want to help people, you said I did not judge you but the other way around you also did not judge me. You didn’t feel sorry for me and even told me to fight back.”

 



He looks at me and I see desire and hunger in eyes but that is replaced by worry. I wonder if he has started to regret last night.

Closing my eyes and walking away, I say very softly not thinking he could hear, “You now regret last night.”

He grabs my arm, clearly, he heard what I said and I look at him a little embarrassed.

With a very serious look, he says, “No, I still don’t but—”

“I knew it,” I interrupt him trying to pull my wrist back.

“Let me talk,” Liam says annoyed that I interrupted him. “I do NOT regret what happened and I desire you, even yearn for you but the fact is that I’m twelve years older than you, technically I’m your boss and you are my partner, who has a lower rank. All of that makes my feelings for you complicated. I just met you but from the moment I met you, you have been everything I ever expected to find. No matter what happens…”

I know that he has a point even worse I didn’t think about half he said. Still, I’m sad, I never felt this way and it confuses me like hell.

“Don’t look so sad,” Liam says seeing my face darken, he cups my face with his hands, “we will figure it out,” he gives me a slight smile.

He kisses me, gentle and soft. He pulls back a little and brushes his lips with mine.

“We will figure it out,” he whispers as a promise.

Then there is a knock on the door. Liam opens it and Ergo Collins stands before it.

“Can I help you?” Liam asks him.

“Mr. Badgers would like to invite you to a private dinner tonight at eight pm?” he says to us. Liam looks at me and I shake my head.

“We will be there,” he says and closes the door.

Before he opens the door again, I say, “Can we order room service?” He looks at me. I suddenly feel tired and maybe I look tired because he says, “sure”.

I walk back to the bed and I realize something is wrong, my body suddenly starts to get very hot, I see my hands shaking and when I look at the mirror, I see my eyes starting to glow, my fangs starting to come out!

What the hell… I get really thirsty and suddenly I smell Liam’s blood in his veins. I force myself to resist the urge to attack him, from a distance I hear him yelling my name, then the lights go out…

 



“Vicky, can you hear me?”

Somebody is calling for me. I see a sharp light move in front of me. Opening my eyes, I see Andy moving a light in front of me.

Annoyed, I hit the light away.

“Vicky, are you back with us?” Andy asks me.

I look around the room and see a terrified looking Axel, a worried-looking Andy, and Arleen. Also, I see our captain.

“What happened?” I ask not remembering, “where is Liam?”

“I’m here,” I see him standing in the bathroom doorway.

“This happened,” Liam says holding up an evidence bag with my minibar drink, “I think someone tried to poison you…”

“Why?” I ask.

Nobody responds until the captain says, “I need to go, both of you be careful and do not drink anything out of the minibar or eat before checking it. Mr. Williams, make sure that your covers are still intact before you pursue it. Thank heavens, Doctor Clockhigh was close by.”

She leaves and I see Arleen almost cry, “You need to rest, I’m making sure everything you need will be in place.”

“She won’t be here until tomorrow,” I tell her.

She smiles at me, “I know. Andy would make sure that they get everything they need for now. If I was you, I would stay up here.” She kisses my forehead and leaves too.

I look at the men in my room, and Axel proposes to Liam to get over some autopsy files.

While they do that Andy whispers, “How did you survive this?”

“What is this?” I ask on my turn.

“Arsenic,” he whispers.

“Where was I when you got here?” I ask him.

Confused by my question he looks at me and says, “On the bed.”

“Where was Liam?” I demand.

“He opened the door,” he answers looking still confused.

I look at Liam, see he wears different clothing than before. I get off the bed and walk over to Liam. I’m hoping that I did not feed on the man I was falling for.

He looks surprised when he sees me coming. Still, my legs feel heavy, I stumble and he quickly catches me.

He helps me back to the bed.

 



“You wore other clothes… Take off your shirt?” I demand weakly.

Liam looks confused at me and so do the other two men in the room.

“Just do it, please,” I ask with persuading.

He takes off his shirt. Him standing bare-chested next to the bed I see no biting marks.

“Turn around please,” I continue.

He does it. I see on Andy’s face he gets what I’m looking for.

Nothing, no bit marks nothing to been seen on his chest and back.

I see Liam become uncomfortable being checked out by Andy and Axel.

“I didn’t hurt you?” I ask him with a low voice.

“No, why would you?” He raises his eyebrow.

“Why did you change your clothes?” I hear the desperation in my voice.

“Because you throw up on me,” he says with a soft smile.

I look embarrassed but he smiles at me putting his clothes back on.  “It doesn’t make sense,” I say to Andy.

“I agree,” Andy says to me. “I don’t know how you survived or why! But at this moment that doesn’t really matter, you survived and that is what matters. Rest and eat. I’ll come by later to check on you.”

He gestures Axel to follow him and Axel smiles at me, also kisses my forehead and they leave.

Liam asks me, “What do you want to eat? I’ll get it for you.

Promise me to stay in bed…”

I promise to stay in bed and I close my eyes.

I have a strange dream; I see strange people and a little girl who looks like me. Then a man appears, he is handsome and reminds me of the picture I saw of my dad.

He looks at me and says, “Thank you,” and gives me a wide smile exposing two fangs.

I stare at the man and on his wrist, he has a tattoo, a symbol I know well, it’s on the cover of Nan’s grimoire and on the necklaces around her neck and my neck.

I realize it is the symbol of the Foresthill family.

With a shock, I wake up and sit up straight. The first true vampire is related to me and the coven. That means Emma and I are related…

 



I’m looking at my watch and I see I slept an hour. Holy shit, no wonder Emma smells strange to me, she is family.

Then I notice something strange, I get off the bed and look at the mirror. I woke up with vampire eyes mode, so to say but my eyes look normal in the mirror, not red not glowing, normal.

I blink once and it switches off. I smell better, hear better, I’m super aware of my surroundings. Then I realize what happened, he fed me his blood for saving his life. He must have compelled Liam.

Strange, he left no smell. I grab my phone and text Arleen if she can come with my grandfather to my room tonight instead of me meeting him for dinner. I hear the elevator doors open in the hallway, the smell of burgers reach my nose, Liam! He got us food.

I get up and notice that I have to be careful, every vampire skill tripled. Having the blood of a centuries-old vampire in me makes every skill I have a hundred times stronger. I put one finger under the bed and lift the bed. Wow, I think, putting it back quickly.

Liam opens the door and sees me standing next to the bed.

He smiles, “Andy said you would probably recover quicker than we all would expect but this is really quick!”

When he sees me looking at the food he starts to laugh, “You will be okay.”

I sit on one of the chairs and he hands me my food. I smile and start to eat.

“Barrots and Miller are arresting Mr. Franks as we speak. Mr.

Minnerson identified him as his attacker. That’s one, only three more associates to go,” he tells me while eating. “I ran into my sister.”

“Do tell,” I say smiling.

He looks at me and says, “I’m going to meet her later for drinks, only her not Brian. I told her you were visiting relatives today.”

“I am, my grandfather and Arleen are coming here to talk, I hope you don’t mind,” I tell him.

“I don’t,” he says to me.

I smell aftershave, it’s not Liam’s, I concentrate and sense someone trying to enter the room via the balcony. I signal Liam and point to the balcony door. He goes for his gun and so do I, standing at either side of the door I smell two people. I signal him there are two.

I also hear one of them whisper a freeze spell, it will freeze us where we stand, I know I can block it but I need to protect Liam too.

I decide to act before he finishes his spell, and I open the door at high

 



speed and kick the first one to Liam, I grab the second one by his throat and use compulsion on him.

“Shut up,” I compel him softly.

The man or rather boy looks shocked and really scared.

“Vicky don’t,” I hear Liam shout at me.

I let my grip soften a little and look at Liam.

He looks at me calmly and says, “Please let him go, he is my nephew.”

I look at the two witches who tried to break in, they are just boys!

Looking at them I realize they can’t be older than eighteen, maybe nineteen years of age.

“Both of you sit on the couch! Does your mother know you are here? I’ll call her in a moment, first explain to me what the hell you two are doing here?” Liam demands from them.

Both the boys looking scared towards me, sit down where their uncle points at.

“We heard you were here so we came here to see you! And convince you to go back in being a cop instead of this private stuff,”

one of them says, the other adds, “Mom told us you are working on serial killer case so we are hoping to help you…”

They look hopeful to their uncle.

Who, to my surprise, slaps both against the back of their head.

“You’re getting yourself killed you mean,” Liam says in a harsh parenting tone. “Vicky, please meet my nephews, Ian and Frank,” he adds to my information.

“Wear a little less aftershave the next time you want to break in somewhere,” I advise them.

The scent coming off from both of them is awful.

Liam smiles and says to them, “She is right, you two smell like a cheap pharmacist.”

Coming over their first shock getting caught, one of the boys looks at me with a curious look.

“Are you, Uncle Liam’s new girlfriend? Wow…” he says with admiration which makes me smile. Both boys have witch marks so I guess they are Lisa’s children.

“I’m calling your mother first,” Liam tells them and both boys start to plea and beg not to do that. They stop the moment he gives them a harsh look, which makes me smile.

“Stay,” he says while he walks to the balcony to call Lisa.

 



I look at the boys and see they are scared of being left alone with me. “Don’t worry,” I say while sitting down. “I won’t harm you but what the two of you are doing is not only stupid but unbelievably dangerous.”

I look calmly at them and use compulsion to make sure they won’t be remembering me, “When the two of you leave, you won’t remember me. You will go home and leave your uncle’s work alone, you understand me?”

Both boys nod.

I grab my phone and call Andy. Tell him about the boys and right away he says he is on his way.

I look at the boys and say, “Someone I trust will come and pick you up. He will take you to Ava Miller. There you can wait for your mom.”

They look up by hearing me using Ava’s name.

One of them I think Frank asks me, “Who or what are you?”

“That is none of your business…” I say soft and calm not to scare them.

Liam walks back in, clearly still having his sister on the phone he puts her on speaker. The boys get an earful from their mother who is obviously not amused with their behavior.

After a minute or two of preaching, she asks Liam to keep them safe. Before he can respond I say, “Already organized, you can pick them up with Doctor Brownbridge Junior. Liam will text you his number.”

That moment there is a knock on the door.

“Andy,” I say to Liam.

Liam tells Lisa he will call her back and looks at me while I let Andy in. I walk Andy in and standing before the boys I tell Andy,

“Meet Liam’s nephews who thought it would be a good idea to join him in finding a serial killer! Can you please take them to Axel?”

Andy nods and I say to the boys, “Boys, meet Doctor Andrew Clockhigh.”

I see both boys stare at him.

Andy smiles at them and says, “Call me Andy.”

I turn my attention back to Andy and say, “Make sure nobody sees them and Andy keeps them safe.”

He tells me and Liam he will and tells the boys to come with him.

 



After they have left, I hear Liam swear, “What the hell were they thinking, joining me in a serial killer hunt!”

He grabs some other clothes and I see the time, it is almost time to meet Layla.

He stops and turns to me, “I’m happy you recovered so quickly, you look ‘normal’ again.”

He gives me a slight smile saying it. I smile back while passing him, I pet him on his chest and say, “I always recover fast, it was probably not a mastermind who tried it.”

My hand still on his chest he gives me a quick kiss, looks me with desire and hunger in the eyes, and disappears into the bathroom.

It makes me smile.

I clean up the room and sit on the bed going through all the files. I send another text to Arleen with the request to come to my room in an hour with my grandfather.

I drop my phone back on the stand when Liam’s phone rings.

I see Natalie’s name on the display. Wondering if I should answer it, it stops, to start over again a few seconds later.

I answer Liam’s phone and say politely, “Liam’s phone.”

“Who are you?” A female voice demands, I assume it is Natalie.

“Vicky,” I say to her in a girly tone. “Liam is taking a shower, can I take a message?” I proceed in the same tone.

“Tell him his wife wants to talk to him, and that he will be served,”

she says angrily and hangs up.

When I look up, I notice Liam is watching me from the bathroom door. I look at him in pity but before I can say something he says,

“Don’t worry, let me guess she is serving me, isn’t she?”

I nod in agreement.

I’m unable to speak with Liam standing leaning against the doorpost with only a towel around his waist. I see anger on his face which is replaced with disgust to his ex-wife.

Finding my voice again while I stare at his gorgeous muscular body, I say so clearly as I can, “She told me to quote, ‘tell him his wife wants to talk to him, and he will be served’.”

“She is NOT my wife anymore,” he says angrily while passing me.

He opens the closet and grabs something out of it.

Not paying attention to that I only look at him. I can’t help, I just smile looking at him.

He gives me a harsh look, probably still mad at Natalie, I guess.

 



It makes him look hot, his appearance turns me on at this moment, it gives me a warm feeling over my whole body. I look at him my smile fades, I can’t do anything else than to stare at him with hunger and eagerness for his touch.

I think his anger got the better of him earlier because he now looks like he is blushing.

“See something you like?” he asks with a warm dark tone after a couple of long seconds.

“Hell yes,” I say letting my glance go over his body and checking him out again. He smiles at me and goes back to the bathroom, before he gets there his phone goes again.

Looking at the screen I say smiling, “Shelly.”

He takes the phone and disappears into to bathroom.

Ten minutes later he comes out still talking to his girls because even without my vampire hearing I can hear them talk clearly excited about something.

I see him try to get his shoes on with one hand, which isn’t really working for him and which makes me laugh.

He throws me a pillow when he sees me laugh at him. He tells the girls he really needs to go, tells them to call him tonight, and hangs up.

He gets his shoes on and looks at me, still laughing.

For a moment it looks like he would kiss me but changes his mind, shakes his head, and leaves. When he is gone, I get up and grab my shoes. Time to get home and get me some grimoires…
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With the ancient vampire blood in my system, it takes me less than a minute to get from the hotel suite into Nan’s bedroom.

Wow, this is something new.

I have been fast but this fast makes me a little freaked out. I open the closet and take the grimoires out. Close the closet and at the same speed, I return to the hotel room where I sit on the bed again and see that the symbols on the front of the covers are not the same.

While they both look like the-tree-of life, they are different. Nan’s grimoire has a needle on top, Nolan’s doesn’t.

That one looks newer and there is something off about it.

Nan’s grimoire looks old, really old, the cover is some kind of leather while Nolan’s looks like a normal 21st-century cover.

I open the grimoires and I notice something weird with Nan’s grimoire. I pull up my vampire eyes and see the pages light up like there is something else on the pages too.

Nolan’s looks like a copy of Nan’s. Slowly I start to understand that Nolan’s is a knockoff, probably lent to the coven for protection.

I stare at the needle on top of Nan’s grimoire and think about blood magic remembering ‘the tree-of-life coven has been the only coven to use blood magic successfully’.

I push my finger on the needle. With the drop of blood on my finger, I move it over the spine of the book. A clear light fills the room for a couple of seconds coming from the tree symbol on the cover, together with the symbol on my neckless, they light up.

I open the grimoire and a huge amount of bright light strikes me, it pulls me into the book.

For a moment it felt like I was going to pass out.

Closing my eyes and opening them again, I see a bright tree for a second, and then I’m back in the hotel room.

Something or I think the book whispers to me, “Put your hands on the pages.”

Carefully I place my hands on the pages and I’m hit again with a bright light.

Spells, incarnations, potions, remedies, and knowledge… all fill my head.

 



At a certain point, it feels like my head is exploding, when I see a woman appear in front of me. She looks beautiful surrounded by light and she has beautiful angel wings.

“That will be enough for now,” she tells me, “I have given you all knowledge you need to defeat your ‘aunt’ but be careful, Victoria,”

she warns me, “magic is not for personal gain, use it with care and only cause harm when no other choice is given. Remember Victoria, what is given to you can be taken away. Remember…”

The light and the lady fade away after that warning.

I look at the grimoire in front of me, I see it is back to normal. I get off of the bed and walk into the bathroom feeling tired. Looking in the mirror I see my reflection staring back at me, the world starts to turn and I slide to the ground, the last thing I remember is my head hitting the floor….

“Vicky,” I hear Andy's voice, “Vicky, are you okay? What happened?”

I try to stand up from the bathroom floor and Andy helps me.

I look at him and say, “Did you bring me blood?”

“Yes, I brought you a cup,” he answers my question.

With his help, I go to the sitting area and see Arleen with David Badgers.

I see Arleen look at the grimoires and say smiling, “You figured out how it worked?”

I look at Arleen but before I say anything, I drink the cup of blood.

“Andy, can you please get me another one?” my question clearly takes him off guard.

“You like more blood, the girl that we have to force to feed herself wants to feed herself,” he says with a stunned face.

Arleen looks from the grimoire to me and studies me for a moment. She signals Andy to do what I ask and off he goes.

I look at the two people left.

I turn my attention to David Badgers, without even giving Arleen or David a chance to blink I put an empty glass, a towel, and an athame from Nan’s closet on the table in front of David.

“You can fill that glass with your blood yourself or I can give you two puncture wounds, that’s up to you. Before I tell you, anything or let you into my life, you will do what I ask. If you are not willing to do

 



either then, there is the door and I keep the case file you’re hiding in your briefcase,” I tell him in a serious tone.

He looks shocked at me and then to Arleen who keeps her face neutral. Thinking quietly to myself that I need to show her how to do that.

I look at him and say, “Time is ticking, and I really do not have much time.”

David sits on the edge of his seat and while looking at me he makes a cut with the athame in his hand and keeps it above the glass.

He fills it until halfway with blood and wraps the towel around his hand. I bend forward and take the glass with blood off the table.

I look at him, hold up the glass, and say, “Cheers.”

I drink it at once.

With the knowledge just given to me, I read his blood. I find out he does indeed love my grandmother, I see my dad as a young boy and a lot more after opening my eyes, I know he would help me. I also have tears run down my cheek from the pain of finding out he did go on with his life and remarried and got divorced.

I also learned I have an aunt who is two years my junior and also that he did not change his belief until six years after my birth.

“So I got an aunt two years younger than me?” I say seeing a shock on his face and I see even Arleen is stunned by this information.

“You didn’t know?” I ask Arleen.

“No, my dear I didn’t know,” she answers me.

David looks uncomfortable and says, “Piper is her name, she just turned twenty-two. I remarried a year after Kathy left me and divorced Paula five years later.”

“That was also when the Westland coven replaced him as their leader. Paula got the coven in the divorce,” I add to it.

He looks stunned at me.

“How do you know that?” he asks me.

“Blood memories,” I explain. I stand up and start to pace the room, “We don’t have much time. I would like to get to know you better David but at this moment, stopping Lauren is more important.”

I stand still for a moment and look at him.

He looks at Arleen, and she signals me to go on.

“I met my ancestors today.”

Seeing a shocked look on their face, I start to tell them everything that happened today, about the dead village that Lauren was

 



channeling with the very first vampire as an object. Him being Emma’s father and how he saved me from my arsenic poison by feeding me his blood. The dream afterward and it exploding my senses, and finally I tell them about the symbol on his wrists.

How I puzzled out he was my ancestor because my dead father looked like him.

I grab the grimoire from Nan off the bed and put it on the salon table and say, “The lady in the light told me he is my ancestor.”

I stop there and look at their faces, David looks shocked and when I see Arleen’s face, she looks proud.

Looking into her eyes, I see motherly pride and love towards me.

“How can I help?” David finally asks.

“I need a circle of witches around the pentagram that needs to be created, there is where the fairies and elves come in, and hopefully a nymph, if we can find the help I can channel them, otherwise I need a lot of blood to create even more power. Which I would like to prevent… The police will take down starting tomorrow morning all people on the list in your case,” I say to David with a smile.

I walk to Nolan’s grimoire and hand it to him. “Page hundred-forty-four.”

He looks at the grimoire, opens it, and looks up the page.

I wait a couple of minutes to give him time to respond to what he does, “I can get all ingredients you need for the potion and I can make it. The problem is the number of witches to get the power needed to control this type of magic.”

“I know,” I tell him, “Call the Nádúr na Máthar coven, they will probably help you.”

He looks surprised at me.

“They are most of the time not very helpful,” he says.

“I know but if you tell them that Kathleen Foresthill asks them to help, they will do it and David, I do want to get to know you but give me time. Until a couple of days ago I never heard your name and no matter what, you didn’t want me.”

Seeing the pain go over his face I add, “I know you changed but it doesn’t change the fact you betrayed my dad. Nan loves you, I know that and if we get out of this, we will figure things out but for now, I ask you to give me time. All of this has put me on a roller coaster and I need time to breathe.”

He looks at me and shakes his head in understanding.

 



I see tears in his eyes.

He opens his briefcase with a little trouble due to the towel around his hand, he hands me the file.

He stands up. I walk to him and take his wounded hand into mine and whisper, “Sanitatem.”

I take off the towel and he looks shocked at his hand, it completely healed. I see a tear escape his eyes and I hug him.

When I let go, he smiles at me and walks to the door.

Just before he leaves, he turns around and asks, “What about this Lieutenant Liam Williams? He is human, isn’t he?”

I see my face go dark, in the mirror when he asks me.

Harsh I say, “Lieutenant Williams is off-limits to all of you…”

I see even Arleen is a little shocked by my harsh answer, I directly regret my words and add softer.

“I’m sorry, I did not mean it like that. Just keep him out of this, please?” I ask.

Arleen and David, nod their heads and then David leaves.

I sit down next to Arleen and look at her.

“I don’t know if I can forgive him for moving on without us. This Piper… He just tried to replace us. He did betray dad you know…” A tear escapes my eye.

Arleen stands up and hugs me saying, “My dear we all handle things differently, and like you said you will figure it out but remember Vicky, this girl Piper can’t help it. She probably doesn’t know about you and we don’t know yet if she shares the coven’s beliefs or not.” She cups my face and smiles at me but then says very seriously, “While I know you have questions for me, for now, they have to wait, I need to build a pentagram for tomorrow evening.” She kisses my forehead and leaves.

The moment she opens the door Andy shows up. She takes the cup out of his hands, gives it to me, smiles, and then hooks her arm through her son’s and they walk away.

Alone I grab the file David left and nestle myself on the bed.

The file has a list of names and a big number of pictures.

I see pictures of our victims with the associates but also with Lauren.

Busted, I think when I hear the door open. I look up and see Liam who looks tired, coming in. Without saying a word he puts the

 



hanger on the door with ‘do not disturb’, walks to the bed, and falls on it right next to me.

“That bad?” I ask.

“Yes,” he says with his face in a pillow, “I rather get shot, and that hurts like crap.”

“How do you know, ever got shot?” I laugh not expecting him to respond.

“Yes, triple,” he informs me, “once in my right thigh, once in my arm, and does my vest count because that really hurt like hell! All times I felt better than listening to Layla going on and on about the mistakes made and that Natalie and my dad are the real victims because they don’t see the girls anymore… God, I hate this!” he ends his charade with.

He lifts his head and turns it to me. I’m still laughing and notice he is only just fitting in the bed.

“What are you doing?” he asks curiously when he sees the file.

“David brought me this file. It is filled with evidence against Lauren Foresthill. Short summary Lauren was adopted as a baby. She was left by fire station seventy-two years ago,” I start telling him.

He smiles and says, “She looks good for her age! You sure she is adopted because most Foresthill woman I know, look really hot.” He jokes. I smile at him and ignore the joke.

“She used family money to start a company in cosmetics, became successful until ten years ago. From there it went downhill. So far, I can tell from research done by David’s people and my own, the financial crises became worse eight years ago when she got in trouble for not paying her taxes. The IRS is hunting her too. Here is a list of associates. Some of these pictures show our victims with her associates. Others show Lauren and the victims. I also finally found out how they came in contact with her. It’s in your program book for the congress. They are claiming to do medical research and are looking for testers. All people came to the congress because the book is not given out to strangers, that is why nobody made the connection.

I think the puzzle is complete and we can put it all on the board so that Tom can get us the warrants and even start the house searches or room searches, I think there is enough to get all convicted.”

I look from the papers and my computer to him. He grabs his phone, calls Barrots, and tells him we got it all and to ask everyone to

 



come to the morgue around nine and to bring the board for a final briefing.

I look at the time and see that it gives us a little more than two hours to make an airtight case.

Liam and I spend the next 45 minutes to get all information in order. I file it in order of the timeline and put it in the bag with the laptop so we can take it all with us.

I look at Liam and see he fell asleep. I decide to let him sleep, walk to the bathroom, and take a shower. In the shower, I welcome the hot water, even with all my feedings I’m tired. Mentally I feel exhausted! All that happened makes me want to scream…

Getting out of the shower I notice I forgot to grab something to wear. I get myself dry and walk to the closet. Assuming Liam is still asleep I drop the towel. When I hear him hold his breath, I grab my bra, and slip and put it on before I turn around. Liam still on the bed looks at me with adoration.

“Repaying the favor,” he asks soft and with a deep voice.

“You think?” I ask softly.

He gets off the bed and walks towards me, without a warning he lifts me up in his arms and drops me on the bed.

He crawls on top of me and kisses me hard and demanding. I clench myself to him. His hands rush over my body. I pull a little back hoping to slow him down, which he does. His lips still brushing against mine.

“God, I want you,” he whispers with his lips still against mine.

I kiss him softly. He wraps his arms around me and takes me with him rolling to turn places. Lying on top of him I look him in the eyes and smile with hunger and warmth. I sense my body enjoying his. I give him another kiss and sit a little up straddle him and our glaze lock. I see in his eyes, that he likes me, he wants to forget the world for a moment.

His hands are on my legs, he strokes them carefully, I lean towards him and start kissing him again.

His hands are moving back up until they reach my neck, he takes the band holding my hair out and it drops around my face not completely dry yet, it drips in his face which makes us laugh.

His hands move over my body which catches my breath. We turn sides again and under him, I sense his desire pressing against my leg.

 



Shivers go through my body. Our kiss deepens, I object that he breaks off our kiss, his mouth however leaves mine but not me.

From my mouth down he draws a line with kisses to my breast. A small sound of excitement escapes my mouth, I push my body up to him. His hands cup my breast. He lifts his head and looks with excitement, hunger, and a lot more. He brings his mouth down to the top of my breast. Through my bra he takes my nipple in his mouth, he sucks and nipples on it. Holy God, that feels great.

A moan escapes my mouth. His hand stays on my breast and his mouth moves back to mine. I pull him towards me. I hear him growl the moment my hand slides under his shirt. Our kiss even deepens further. I can help myself pushing my body closers, another moan escapes me in his mouth.

His hands slide down over my stomach, to my leg, to the inside of my leg, to my knee, and moves back up until…

He breaks the kiss and put his forehead against mine, we both breathing heavy. He slips his hand into my panties and he touches me there, hot and ready for his touch.

“Liam don’t stop,” I beg him. I grab his wrist hoping he won’t stop. He doesn’t stop, he also moves his mouth over my body touching me with rhythm. He takes my nipple in his mouth again.

“Please,” I’m begging him. I start to dig my nails into his arm, he looks at me, kisses me, and moves his lips to my ear.

“Let go,” he whispers, “Come for me.”

An explosive warmth starts to spread through my whole body.

It scares me a little. He must have noticed it because he looks me tender in the eyes.

“Let go,” he softly whispers again, he kisses me the moment I let myself go. I moan in his mouth by the explosion of my orgasm. I wrap my legs around his hand keeping it in place. He keeps kissing me tenderly. I’m not sure what to do, a tear escapes my eye but he kisses it away. After another long and tender kiss he is lying down next to me, he strokes my face with his hand. He puts his other hand under his head as support and looks at me smiling. I am still breathing heavily.

“Lesson one,” he says softly before he gives me another kiss.

“You know,” I whisper…

“Yes,” he says when he sees I want to turn away and hide my embarrassment.

 



“Don’t be ashamed, please look at me,” he says warm and tenderly to me. I look at him. “You have nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I’m a twenty-four-year-old virgin,” a tear escapes my eye.

He tenderly wipes it away.

“ohm God,” I say while trying to stop the tears.

He pulls me in his arms and asks, “Why me?”

“You’re the first man that ever makes me feel like this and I feel safe with you,” I say softly almost whispering against his chest. Feeling safe in his arms, we lay there for a while until something hits me. I untangle myself out of his arms and grab my phone, I see it is after nine pm. Liam sits straight up too.

“Vicky, it’s okay,” he says but I don’t hear it at first. He gets off the bed and follows me into the bathroom. There he lifts my face by my chin and says again, “It’s okay, the captain texted me to meet at ten pm instead of nine pm. That was what woke me when you were in the shower.”

I look at him and I’m a little shocked that I let my wards go with him and he sees me blush.

“Let get ready,” he says with a smile before he steals one last kiss.

Twenty minutes later we walk into the morgue. We see we are not the last to arrive because we see neither Ava nor the captain there.

Barrots is however with Tom and Axel. They are staring at the whiteboard. I see Andy sitting in the corner making a phone call.

Liam nods at him as hello.

“What time the captain and Miller arrive, should they not be here already?” Liam asks the men.

“They or at least the captain went to the dinner you were supposed to be and I think Miller is providing her security,” Barrots answers Liam’s question.

That moment Andy finishes his phone call. He comes towards us and says, “The FBI will raid the gala tomorrow, regarding illegal organ trafficking somehow this police department solved that case too.”

I see Barrots looking shocked at what Andy said.

“They told you that…” Barrots says surprised, seeing the look on Barrots face Andy smiles.

“My family is rich and powerful, but we are against misusing or misbehavior of that power that makes us sponsors of the law. We will always advocate for that and what we believe in. The clinic is

 



transparent because we do not want trouble or want anyone to think that when you are rich you can just do what you like. It’s not how things work,” Andy explains to Barrots.

“That’s what I don’t get about your family or the Foresthill’s, for that matter. You and they are super rich but most of your money goes to schools, education, projects to help the poor, food banks, or any other service that helps people. You live in normal houses, drive normal cars, and are always interested in the community. Honestly, it is why we stayed here. People care for each other and are always going out of their way to help.” It makes all of us smile.

It is Liam who says surprised, “We,” he raises an eyebrow to Barrots.

I see that Barrots for a moment doubt and then ask Andy, “You trust him?”

“You really think I would let my kid sister stay in a hotel room alone with him if I didn’t?” Andy laughs at him.

Barrots response to Andy while looking at me, “Your little kid sister can take care of her own. I believe sooner that you call her than that she calls you.”

That remark makes Andy, Axel and Tom laugh.

I see the surprise on Liam’s face from this exchange.

Barrots see that too and smiles at him saying, “We, is my wife, daughter, and son.”

“You are married?” Liam asks surprised.

“Yes, I know you heard the stories because like any other town the gossip is always warm and part of it is true. I did have an affair with my old captain’s eighteen-year-old daughter. What the story however leaves out is that I was a twenty-two-year-old rookie cop who fell in love. We did run away and got married and had kids, which didn’t go well with my in-laws, they already planned an arranged marriage for my wife. So I’m falling in love with her was a problem. We fled, came her and the previous captain took me under his wing. My father-in-law is a very powerful man like yours, this community is somehow protected by outer county politics and that is why we are here,”

Barrots tells Liam.

Even I’m a little surprised. I knew there was more to the story but I never cared much about gossip or am very social. I just start to put our files on the board.

 



I sense Liam’s mood darkens and he says, “You heard about me?”

Barrots gives him a manly fist bump to his shoulder and says,

“I called around because you were kind of a surprise to all of us at the station. I heard the stories but like my own, there is always more to it. From what I heard your old man really screwed you over. I get why you came here. And BTW your old man sounds a lot like my father-in-law, honestly a monster in disguise.”

I sense Liam’s discomfort, I look at him over my shoulder and I hear him whisper to himself, “You don’t know half of it.”

That moment the captain and Ava come in.

“Good you are all here,” the captain starts.

She sees Andy who directly excuses himself and leaves autopsy.

“What do we know and how do we proceed?” She asks the moment the door closes behind Andy.

To my surprise Liam starts directly, “We can now link all victims to the same company. Vicky figured out why they were in contact with the company.” Pointing at the program guide on the board. “They advertise that they are looking for help and volunteers for medical research that they are supposed to be doing. However, there is nothing listed anywhere and for now, we can assume it is a scam.”

There that moment I take over from him.

“Lauren Foresthill was the original CEO from the company, until a year or ten ago it was a good going cosmetics company on paper but now we think that it went only fine because of the Foresthill family fortune. A little over ten years ago her adopted father Gregory Adam Foresthill died, Axel confirmed so far as he could from the reports in the system, that he died at natural causes. Somehow the family fortune went not to her but her two ‘sisters’, Elisabeth Foresthill, Nolan Foresthill’s mother, and Kathleen Foresthill.”

I take a deep breath but before I can go on Ava takes over with,

“Kathleen Foresthill disappeared over fifty-six years ago and nobody has seen or heard from her ever since. What is strange because there is no record of the dead nor there is a missing person file.”

There Barrots takes over, “That case is too old to look into also because rarely somebody will remember something over fifty years ago in detail and if she is in hiding and she hasn’t come out in over fifty years, I doubt she would now!

 



What I could find is that Lauren Foresthill, maybe carries the name Foresthill, she was taken in and fostered by the family but she was never officially adopted. Her financial struggles became apparent when Elisabeth Foresthill died and the family assets were frozen for Kathleen or her offspring. She petitioned the court to get her sister pronounced dead, but the court denied it and I hope Tom found more about that.”

“I did,” Tom starts, “the court did not grant her request because there is nothing to be found in the Foresthill holding that is illegal.

While part of the company is registered here most are shell companies that go around the globe. They pay their taxes everywhere and are open about that.”

“Who is the current CEO and owner?” The captain askes to my surprise.

Ava who knows, says, “Good luck with that. The FBI found that there is a Foresthill CEO called, Victoria Elisabeth Helena Foresthill.

She has been the CEO for the last thirty-something years but here is the catch, she lives at Saint Helena.”

“The island Saint Helena in the middle of the ocean?” The captain says clearly surprised.

So am I, who is she, or is the person not existing?

The captain remarks, “That is convenient but not helpful. The Brits will probably help us but getting intel or people to and from Saint Helena is due to the location, a small problem.”

“Truth,” Ava says and adds, “I also don’t think it will help. This evening one of my colleagues did speak to Ms. Foresthill by phone, she is an elderly woman who hasn’t left Saint Helena in over twenty years, which British customs did confirm to us. She says, while she is the CEO, the company however is organized by a strong management team that sends her weekly updates. She is convinced that Kathleen is still alive and that her grandchild will inherit the company. She was not willing to hand us over more information because she says it is a young person who has no idea what is coming.”

I hear Liam take a deep breath, without anyone noticing he grabs my hand and gives me a warning pinch because he takes over.

“I found Kathleen Foresthill.”

I freeze and all stare at him.

“Problem, she is dead.”

I relax a little after that but everyone in the room stares at him.

 



“She got married to David Badgers over fifty-years-ago and she died on cancer twenty-five years ago. They had a son who died in a car accident just before his mother. So far David could tell he didn’t have children, if he does, they are almost impossible to be found by us. He was a world traveler from what David told me. If he had any children there is no way for us to tell if they are here or anywhere else.”

“The David Badgers?” Barrots asks shocked.

“Who is David Badgers?” the captain asks.

Barrots looks surprised at the captain giving her a look like she should know that.

“He is the biggest Medical hedge fund holder in the world,” he explains and he looks at Liam saying, “I remember reading about it.

My dad was a fan of one of the clubs he owns. He and his first wife had a huge public fall out over their son’s death. He got remarried soon after her death to a woman not much older than his son was. It was a big scandal in the newspapers. I believe he has a daughter with his second wife.”

Barrots scrolls at his phone and says, “There are no pictures of them but there is a name Kathleen Badgers.”

Liam grabs in his coat something out of his pocket, taking out copies of two official documents and putting them both on the board.

One is a marriage certificate of David Badgers and Kathleen Helena Foresthill, the other one is an official dead certification of Kathleen Badgers. They look real, I see all stare at it.

Sitting next to Liam on an autopsy table, I look at him for a brief moment and he gives me a tender look with his eyes.

Out of the blue Ava says, “Nolan Foresthill didn’t believe his aunt was dead, he petitioned the court to get a DNA test.”

I see the captain shift her attention to Ava and says, ‘Do you know why he thought his aunt would be alive? Under no circumstance, I will allow any of you to bother this man about that without a good reason.

I get the feeling that this is all about the money and pressure to create something that is not there!”

“We should at least look into why he thought his aunt wasn’t dead, don’t you think? Maybe she is helping her ‘sister’,” Ava insists.

The captain gives her a strict look.

“Ms. Miller,” she starts very seriously, “I don’t know how things work for you by the FBI but before you start making accusations like

 



that, have your evidence ready because under no circumstance whatever I’ll allow you to accuse a man as David Badgers of lying or the two doctors that signed off on that dead certification.” She points at the paper on the board.

“Who signed off on it then?” Barrots ask curiously.

I look at it and I recognize both signatures but keep my mouth shut.

Ignoring Barrots, Ava says to the captain, “Don’t we owe it to them just to look into it.”

I see the captain getting angry and when she opens her mouth to answer, she sounds like it and there is a certain warning in her voice.

“Ms. Miller, I won’t let you go to Mrs. Clockhigh and let you accuse her late husband of a mistake or worse. Do you understand me?” She gives Ava a warning look before she adds, “Doctor Brownbridge would you like to accuse your father, for a mistake or worse?” pointing at the second autograph on the dead certification.

Axel who had been quiet the whole time says with a really distressed look, “I prefer not to.”

The captain turns to Barrots and says, “What about you Mr.

Barrots? Do you think we need to go talk to the Clockhigh family and Doctor Brownbridge senior?”

I see him shake his head.

“Lieutenant Williams?” she asks Liam clearly with the same question.

“I did talk to them both,” he says without hesitation. I sense he is not lying. Even Axel looks surprised. I see the captain was caught off guard with that answer.

“Don’t worry,” he says smiling at the captain. “I spoke to Doctor Brownbridge this afternoon while running into him at the bar. I asked him if he could remember the case with the excuse that David Badgers told me about Nolan’s accusation. Doctor Brownbridge was not amused with Nolan’s accusations because he was at the time responsible for the intern that made the mistake that caused Kathleen’s death. She did not die by natural cause but by a mistake made by an intern who overdosed on the medication. The intern was fired after an investigation. What he told me in the bar is also what is in the files. Mrs. Clockhigh authorized me to see her late husband’s old files, they were handed to me to view by the clinic that’s housing the late Doctor Clockhigh’s files…” He explains to the captain.

 



She looks a little surprised.

She looks at me and asks, “I assume you were not there when he was in the bar?”

“No, I was not. Our covers would have been blown if I had. I’m pretty sure the old Brownbridge would recognize me,” I explain to her.

“Vicky went through all police files etc. and found all associates from Lauren Foresthill and linked them to all victims, while I was at the bar,” Liam explains to the captain.

She looks from Liam to me and back, she gives us both a suspicious look. Shit, I think she knows. She shakes her head but before she can say something, Tom takes charge pointing at the board he says, “With all of this and the FBI coming we need to act quickly,”

he starts with.

“The FBI is coming?” The captain says surprised.

“Yes,” Tom says, “there will be a raid tomorrow evening at the gala from the FBI concerning illegal organ trafficking. It will probably also be our only chance to end this all before it leaves our district. I can get you the warrants and come with you.”

Looking at the captain he continues, “We can get the teams together to arrest all associates but here is the catch, we can’t do it until Lauren Foresthill shows and until that time Liam and Vicky need to keep their covers.” I see the captain’s face go in shock first like she forgot about Tom.

“I’m sorry Mr. Davies, I forgot the late Doctor Clockhigh was your father-in-law,” she apologizes to him.

I see Ava's face go really pale, she didn’t realize that.

“Don’t worry, knowing my father-in-law pretty good, I think he would have appreciated the check-up,” he says smiling.

He says to Ava, “Don’t look so shocked, you’re just doing your job, and believe me my mother-in-law will appreciate that more than anything, Vicky will confirm that much too.” He smiles at me.

“I forget sometimes the close connection in this room with Clockhigh family,” the captain says in general.

Barrots is the one who changes the subject, “To make all these arrests we need to call in every cop in the county.”

We all look at the board knowing he is right. Looking at the board I notice two people are staying in a B&B belonging to Vissink’s wife.

 



“I know,” Barrots says to me, seeing I noticed that, and then turns to the captain and says, “You need to undo Vissink’s suspension, we need him,” he tells her.

“Andy Baks is back in town to finish his retirement arrangements, I think he would help too,” I say thinking about an email from him I saw passing by.

The captain says, “Mr. Davies and I have some work to do tonight, to get every cop in the county here unnoticed.”

She turns her attention to Liam and me saying, “Are you able to keep up appearances until tomorrow evening? Are the covers still standing after they tried to poison you this morning?”

I see Barrots and Ava look at us in shock.

“They did what? Are you okay?” Barrots shouts out in shock while looking at us.

“Yes, we are fine,” I say to him.

The captain shakes her head while saying, “You, Ms. Smithton, are a very lucky woman with the quick action from Lieutenant Williams and Doctor Clockhigh. You are the first person I met that ever survived an arsenic attack.”

Barrots and Ava both look in shock.

“Arsenic?” Ava says to me, “How?”

“I know I’m lucky,” I yawn feeling tired.

“Are you up for it?” the captain asks.

“Yes,” I say very clearly to her.

“Does that mean we have to arrange you a dress?” Axel says to me with a very big smile on his face.

“Yes, it means we have to find a dress for Ms. Smithton and you Mr. Williams do you have by any chance a tuxedo?” The captain confirms Axel’s words.

Half an hour later we are back in the hotel room. I’m feeling tired but somehow also excited and nervous all at the same time.

For tomorrow I’m worried but most of my feelings are for tonight sleeping with Liam in one bed.

“I can sleep on the couch,” Liam offers.

“No, you don’t,” I say, “We both need to be on our best tomorrow so we will sleep comfortably in a bed, or do you don’t want to sleep with me?” I’m holding my breath saying that last part.

 



“I would love to,” he says when he closes the door behind us and takes me in his arm, kisses me, and carries me to the bed. He puts me down on it and kisses me tenderly and hungry.

He breaks it off and smiles, “We will sleep first because you are right if we want to pull tomorrow off without any problems, we need to be at our best.” He kisses me again. He gets off the bed and pulls me off too.

 

“Let’s get ready to sleep,” he says tenderly to me.

Five minutes later we crawl in bed together.

Within five minutes I am asleep…
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I wake up in his arms. We are lying tangled in each other’s arms.

I didn’t notice last night but he only has his boxers on. I only wearing my panties and my tank top, we are both almost naked.

It makes me smile and makes me feel a little naughty.

I hear his heartbeat in his chest nice and steady. I kiss his chest and let my fingers touch his skin. Softly I take his nipple in my mouth and let my tongue have its way on it. I kiss his chest. I feel him become hard against my hip. I touch him through his boxers. I hear a growl deep in his chest. I feel his hand go over my body. I look up and see him looking at me hungrily and with desire. I plant another kiss on his chest. He softly growls when I move my hand over his boxers.

My confidence grows with him liking what I’m doing, and I make a bold move; slip my hand in his boxers, taking him in my hand.

Softly I start to move my hand up and down. His hand lifts my chin and his mouth takes possession of mine. Our breathing is heavy.

When I look at him, I see desire and pleasure.

He rolls on his back and takes me with him. He growls when I take my hand out of his boxer, disappointment, I think. I crawl completely on top of him and straddling him I take off my shirt and hear him holding his breath when he sees me doing that. His hands move from my waist to my breasts.

I see he wants to move his mouth to me but I put my finger on his lips. He playfully tries to bite it. I give him a naughty smile still feeling the confidence. Sitting on top of him makes me feel incredible. A moan escapes my mouth off him touching my nipples. I still look down on him and my hands slide over his arms to his hands.

I take them off my breast and push them at either side of his head.

With that, my nipples touch his skin. God, this feels good.

I kiss him, our tongues almost fight with each other. I let go of his mouth and let my mouth go down to his throat and neck… I kiss him, lick him, nip him, getting to know his body. I hear him growl from pleasure.

From his neck, I go to his chest to his muscular abs. I feel his fingers in my hair.

 



He growls again the moment I kiss his boxer. I’m scared to look up at him, scared to lose my confidence in what I’m doing.

My hands pull down his boxer, the moment he comes free I take him in my mouth. I hear him whisper my name. I feel him getting harder in my mouth, he is delicious.

I let my tongue play with his top. When I hear him whisper my name a second time, I look up at him still playing with him.

I see, he has closed his eyes. He tries to control himself while I push my mouth further around him.

I suck him and start to move him up and down in my mouth. I feel him enjoying it. His grip on my hair is getting stronger. He roars my name the moment he is coming. I swallow his seed while his hands pull me up. He kisses me long and with passion.

We are rolling over in each other arms so I’m beneath him. He whispers in my ear, “My turn…”

After a kiss, his mouth leaves mine. He pulls a line with kisses down my neck to my breast. Each breast gets his full attention. He sucks my nipples, licks them, and pleasures them equally. I moan his name. His mouth goes lower. His hands get rid of my panties. He settles himself between my legs and brings his mouth down.

What he did with his fingers yesterday he does now with his tongue.

He licks me, nips me. OMG, I open my legs even further for him, push my hips towards him, I feel his tongue going in. I moan his name pushing my body towards him. The feeling is spreading indescribable intensely. I bite my lip not to scream from pleasure. I feel him push his tongue in and out.

A scream escapes me the moment the feeling explodes.

He moves back and kisses me while I feel his fingers still touch me, I feel him push two fingers in, he moves them softly in and out, and slowly he increases the speed. I feel a second orgasm hit me.

My moan is covered by his mouth. His kisses become softer again.

He lies next to me and looks at me smiling.

“Good morning,” he says tenderly while softly pulling me towards him. “Good morning,” I whisper back at him.

I’m not sure what to do at this moment.

Honestly, I’m scared he didn’t like it. He pulls me closer still looking at me with love, I think, and tenderness.

 



“How come you are a badass cop, a beautiful woman and so insecure about yourself? Don’t you know you are beautiful?” he asks me carefully.

I want to look away but he stops me. “Don’t crawl back into yourself, Victoria. Talk to me… You ask me to trust you and I do but do you trust me?” he tenderly strokes my body.

“I trust you… I’m scared,” I say honestly. “I feel alone most of the time, can’t help it.”

“Why are you scared?” he asks me.

I look at him and I softly touch his face.

Finally, I say, “I don’t want you to get hurt… I hurt people, Nan always tells me to be careful.”

He looks at me puzzled than he shakes his head. Uncertain by that gesture, I try to move a little from him. He stops me. He looks at me seriously and asks, “He came very close, didn’t he?”

I start shaking and tears roll over my cheeks.

“How do you know?” I whisper unable to speak up.

“You’re a beautiful girl, what he did was wrong,” he tells me. “Did you ever tell your grandmother the whole story?”

I shake no with my head. “Oh… Victoria…” he says and he pulls me in his arms and kisses me on my forehead.

We stay like that for a couple of more minutes until the alarm on Liam’s phone goes. He grabs his phone off the nightstand and switches the alarm off.

“Time to get up,” I say with disappointment.

I get out of bed and walk to the bathroom. I see Liam look at me with admiration and desire while I get out. He follows me to the bathroom. Standing behind me, he wraps his arms around me and kisses my neck, he looks at me in the mirror and gives me a naughty smile, he whispers in my ear, “You want to take a shower with me?”

Giving my neck another kiss, he smiles when he sees me blush. In the mirror I see him taking his boxers off. He sees me looking.

I smile at him and join him in the shower, there we repeat under the hot water what we did in bed…

After, I take one of the bathrobes and a towel to dry my hair.

Liam smiles when he shaves after the shower. For a moment I’m forgetting what we are going to do today and it is just the two of us until a knock on the door gets me back to reality.

 



The door opens before either of us has a chance to move.

Axel walks in. He sees us and he directly stops.

“Oops,” he says smiling holding up his hands, “You left your wallet in the morgue last night so I decided to be the good best friend and deliver it to you. Not knowing I was walking in hot…”

“Axel shut up,” I interrupt him looking annoyed at him. “You could have called?”

Still looking at him, I sense a second heartbeat. “Andy get in here and close the door.”

“How did you know it was me?” Andy asks me, knowing I could not have smelled him. I shake my head still annoyed.

“We brought you breakfast and news from the captain,” Axel says while looking at Liam.

“Stop looking at him Axel,” I demand him. Axel looks at me and still has a big smile on his face, he sits down on a chair ignoring the fact I wear a bathrobe and Liam only a towel.

“We need to go shopping for a dress. Do you have a tux?” Axel asks.

Liam shakes his head in denial. I see Axel’s face darken and then he says, “That means the two of you go shopping after this morning’s guest speaker…”

A half-hour later we were briefed on the teams and the settings by Axel. Andy informs us after Axel’s briefing that there will be a car ready this afternoon and that we should be in the store at two pm. He hands us a credit card that has no name on it and tells us the pin code.

He tells me and Liam to spend some money to keep up appearances.

Liam leaves with Andy and Axel for this morning’s guest speaker, to keep up appearance. I get ready in the dress with flowers on it that I wore at the arrival to spend this morning shopping at the fair.

Forty minutes after the men have left, I arrive at the fair. There are more people than the first time and slowly I move around.

Trying to be interested. This is so not my thing…

The first time we went I had trouble being interested in the stands now it was worse. Halfway through the fair, I sense somebody looking at me. For a moment I concentrate and realize, Layla is looking at me.

I sense her moving towards me so I hope to go up in the crowd.

I end up in a fancy stand, they don’t really have anything on display.

 



A girl my age, I think, steps forward.

“Can I help you?” she asks friendly.

Not really knowing what to say, I say the first thing that comes up in me, “Honestly I trying to avoid someone.”

The girl smiles and says, “I know the feeling.”

I look at her nametag ‘Piper’ it reads. Looking at the symbol behind the desk I realize I walked into David’s company’s stand.

“You want coffee?” she asks me.

Not really sure what to say or do I just nod. She hands me a cup of coffee and offers me a seat.

I ask politely, “What do you guys sell?”

Hoping she doesn’t start a sales talk.

She laughs. “Investments, so if you have a brilliant medical idea, I can book you in to pitch it or bring you in contact with one of our advisors. My name is Piper Jones,” she tells me.

“Vicky, nice to meet you,” I say to her and add, “I’m afraid I don’t have anything to pitch.” I laugh at her.

“Thank God for that, if I have to listen to any more ideas, my brain will melt,” is the response.

A little surprised by that I ask her, “Isn’t that your job?”

“No, not really. I just came to see my dad and ended up helping him, it’s his company.” She smiles at me while saying it.

“So you are David Badgers’ daughter?” I ask curious.

“Yes, I am, but please don’t tell anyone?” she looks very nervous.

“Don’t worry,” I smile.

Now she laughs at me and says, “You don’t read the gossip magazine, do you?”

I give her a puzzled look.

“I had a fall out with my mother and it has been all over the front pages. Having rich parents automatically means you’re stupid and bad behaved and so on,” she explains

“No, I don’t read that type of magazine.” I smile at her.

“You live around here? Or do you work on the fair?” she asks me politely.

“I’m from around here and no not working, my man is, however,”

I tell her remembering my cover.

“Ooh,” is the only response, checking out her face I get there has been some gossip around here too.

“What do you mean with ooh?” I ask her curiously.

 



“Nothing bad,” she says quickly. “You’re the girlfriend of that hotshot cop who became a medical investigator?”

I nod my head and she continues, “He is the talk of the fair. I heard he got divorced not so long ago and that he switched careers and…” Then I see she chooses her words very carefully. “That he is here in the hotel with his new bimbo girlfriend half his age and that she is the adopted daughter of some rich family.”

She looks at me and starts to laugh. “I should have known the stories were off. Knowing my own story I should have known better.

His sister was here yesterday to ‘network’.”

She looks at me and starts to laugh harder, “She’s the one you tried to avoid, isn’t it? I understand why…”

That last part makes me laugh and I say, “Yes indeed.”

“Stay as long as you want,” she stands up to welcome somebody.

A shocked voice next to me says, “I did not expect to find you here…”

I look to my side and see David look at me.

“Neither did I,” I admit to him.

He sits down where Piper was sitting and tells me, “All is organized for tonight and you were right, they are willing to help.”

I look at him and say, “I expected that, and no I did not tell them or her who I am,” I see a painful smile on his face.

“I did not expect you to,” he says with clear pain in his voice.

“She looks nice,” I say to him.

I see him look at her with love in his eyes.

“She is a good smart girl,” he says with pride.

“She told me she had a fallout with her mother,” I tell him.

He looks at me and I see tears in his eyes when he whispers,

“History repeated itself and I was too late to stop it,” he says in a riddle. No idea what that meant and before I can ask Piper comes over.

“Dad, I see you met Vicky,” she says while kissing him on his cheek.

“She is hiding from Layla Harris.” Then she turns her attention to me and warns me, “She is on her way here so if you want to slip out through the back, I’ll understand.” She winks at me.

That moment Layla walks in, she sees me and directly walks towards me.

 



“Do you not have anything better to do than to spend my brother’s money?” She looks at the two bags I have with me, not knowing they empty.

“I don’t have to spend your brother’s money, I have my own,” I tell her politely.

“So I have been told, you are the adoptive daughter of the Clockhigh family,” She says with disgust.

That moment a dark feeling comes over me, I sense vampires and worse dark magic. I need to go, I realize.

“I really need to go dress shopping,” I tell them and I want to go but Layla stops me saying, “Of course you need to go…”

I tune her out and look at David, ‘tacet in verbo venas susurri eius: David I need to get out of her or I’m busted!’ he looks at me for a second and then says to Pipers and Layla’s surprise,

“Mrs. Harris please do tell me more about your husbands’ new ideas. I’m very interested in investing.”

That directly has Layla’s attention. I give him a grateful look and I hear him say in my mind, ‘responsum: Go my dear and be careful!’

I slip out through the back and use my vampire speed to get out of there, making sure nobody sees me.

Looking at my watch I see it is close to noon, I slip outside, take off my shoes and I walk barefoot into the forest with my shoes in my hand. There is a lake not far from the hotel and I walk there.

I stand on the border of the lake. I sense someone following me but I sense no threat coming from it, so I leave it.

Standing still I sense it is Liam and start to smile. I sense him coming close a couple of seconds later he stands behind me.

I feel his arms slide around my waist and I lean back into his chest.

We are standing there for a couple of minutes both looking at the lake, until I move my head a little on the side so I can look up to him, still standing with my back against him. I let my hand slip up to his neck and pull him down for a kiss and he lets me.

Our kiss is tender. I open my mouth to deepen the kiss.

I don’t know how long we kissed or who ended it but when we both look at the lake there is a herd of deer standing across it, drinking from it.

 



To our side, we notice a doe with a calf. We both smile at the view of them. We share another kiss and without a word we walk back holdings hands.

At the end of the forest by the hotel, we run into Andy and Axel who are sitting on a bench, having lunch… They look at us and smile.

Liam still holding my hand says, “Are the two of you not sick of listening to those people?”

They start to laugh.

“You do realize we are both doctors and this is a medical congress, don’t you?” Andy says to that.

Axel smiles at me.

“Don’t,” I say to him which makes Liam look at us puzzled. I ignore that.

“Why did you take your shoes off?” a familiar child voice asks but we are startled by hearing that question.

I feel Liam freeze. He turns around and lets go of my hand. I turn around too and start to smile.

“Ronny, what are you doing here?” Liam says lifting his daughter into his arms and hugging her.

“I really wanted to see you,” she says hugging him.

“Where is your sister?” he asks her worried something is wrong.

Veronica still sitting in his arms points a certain direction. Shelly is coming our way with a smiling Sharleen. Both are carrying bags with them.

“We went shopping,” Shelly says as a greeting to her dad.

Liam puts Veronica on the ground and Shelly throws herself in his arms to hug him. It makes me smile.

“We brought you a tuxedo and some other things,” Shelly smiles at her dad. Liam looks a little surprised.

Sharleen sees that and says, “Never steal a girl’s thunder while shopping for a dress.”

She smiles at us and sits next to her brother. Shelly hands everything over to her dad with a speech not to ruin his tuxedo before the gala.

“You girls know you are not coming with us, don’t you?” Liam asks them carefully.

Shelly and Veronica both look at him with a look that they know.

“Of course not, we are going to the zoo,” Veronica tells him.

 



“We went shopping this morning,” Shelly adds to that.

I sense Liam’s joy in listening to his girls talk about what they did this morning. I look around and see we are surrounded by fairies’

guards. They are guarding the girls, I realize.

I must admit Arleen covers everything to protect them.

Then Veronica grabs my hand and repeats her innocent question,

“Why do you have your shoes off?”

I squat next to her and give an honest answer, “I like walking through the forest barefoot, it makes me aware of nature’s touch and grateful for what I have.”

She looks at me and says, “I need to try that too someday…”

She gives me a big smile and changes the subject, “I left you a drawing on your fridge. It’s from all of us together.”

I smile at her and say, “I’ll look at it when I get home, thank you!”

“I fed Minx this morning, Axel forgets…” Shelly tells me.

I look at Axel and shake my head.

“Bad boy,” I say to him with a big smile.

Sharleen is the one who ends everything, “Andy, Axel, would you two be so kind and take the girls back to my car, I need to talk to Liam.”

The girls say goodbye to us and go with Andy and Axel.

When they are out of hearing range, Liam turns to Sharleen.

“Why is there security on my girls? What happened?” he demands with worries visible on his face.

My heart feels for him and I also give Sharleen a demanding look.

She raises her hand to gesture us both to be quiet.

“Nothing is wrong yet. I called the families security team in to keep an eye out just in case.”

She signals Liam not to interrupt.

“Monday, when we were at your apartment. There was a man at the door who did not want to tell me what he was doing there. Later that afternoon a letter came for you, the man who delivered it didn’t want to give it to me. Me being me, I called Tom. He came and, on his ID, and the fact he is an ADA, the man handed him the letter.”

She hands the letter over to Liam.

“That evening the man from earlier came back and at that point, I decided it would be better to take the girls and go to my house, so I did. I used Tom, his connections to find out what the man wants from you.”

 



She takes a deep breath but before she can say anything more Liam interrupts her, “He is here to serve me court papers.”

Surprised he knows, Sharleen nods her head.

“I’m sorry,” she says.

He smiles at her and says, “It’s not your fault, thank you for taking care of them. It seems they enjoy themselves with you.”

That last thing I see makes Sharleen getting her good mood back and she jumps up.

“They’re lovely,” she says, “I’ll talk to you later, I’m off to the zoo.

Enjoy your shopping,” and off she goes.

I laugh seeing her go because Liam looks surprised, they go along so well.

“She is a fairy,” I laugh at him saying it and meaning it as a joke while putting my shoes back on.

He looks at me and says, “Let go shopping.”

By the reception of the hotel, we collect the key for the car and leave the tux brought to us by Sharleen and the girls. Walking outside I see Liam’s face turn happy as a little boy.

Andy organized a sportscar for him.

We jump in and go to the store, we had been told to show up at two.

Standing in front of it I realize, it is the same-store Sharleen bought her wedding dress. The memory of shopping for Sharleen’s dress with Arleen, Nan, and Axel makes me smile. Good memories.

We walk into the store and a girl comes rushing over to us. She introduces herself as Mandy and that she would be helping us that afternoon.

She checks me out and says smiling, “Wow, you have a great figure, I bet everything will look good on you. Can you tell me what kind of dress you would prefer?”

I take a deep breath and say, “Something comfortable, with sleeves and something I can move in.”

“Color?” she asks politely.

When she sees my face, she smiles and says, “Don’t worry, come with me to the fitting room, I’ll grab you a couple of dresses you can try on.”

She gestures Liam to a chair and signals me to follow her.

 



Before I follow her, Liam whispers in my ear, “She is right you know, you do have a great figure.”

He gives me a naughty smile and sits. I follow Mandy to the fitting room.

Five minutes later I have the first dress on. Looking in the big mirror in the fitting room I shake my head, definitely no! The dress is bright yellow and it makes me look like a canary! In the second and the third dress, I can barely move. The fourth dress is sexy red with two small decorated straps, a deep V neckline, and a huge split in the skirt almost until my hip.

Walking out of the fitting room, I feel uncertain and very naked.

The moment Liam sees me, I see his jaw almost drop to the floor.

He looks at me with admiration and I see the same worship and desire from this morning return in his eyes.

It makes me feel confident. I smile at him.

He recovers and says, “That’s the dress.”

Less than twenty minutes later we are back in the hotel. I smile when I look at my watch, it took us less than an hour to find a dress.

Before we go up, we settle ourselves in the restaurant and have lunch. During our lunch, a couple of people come by to talk to Liam.

At one moment I sense the pentagram being created by the witches. I sense the power rise from the ground. I have to concentrate for a moment to stop my eyes from going into full vampire mode.

From the corner of my eye, I see Ava, who is signaling me she needs to talk to me. I put my hand on Liam’s who directly pays attention to me instead of the man talking to him about starting an investigation into something.

“Sorry I need to get ready, see you in half an hour?” I ask him with a slight smile.

He nods and pulls me towards him for a kiss. I answer his kiss and walk away.

“You’re a lucky man,” says the man he was talking to.

“Yes, I am!” I hear Liam agree.

Ava is waiting in the elevator for me with a big smile, “You are a lucky girl. I wish I had your assignment. He is really worth it.”

Not really wanting to get into it with Ava I say, “What’s up Ava?”

“Everything is ready, any idea when Lauren arrives?” she asks.

 



“Not yet. The moment she will I’ll send a message out.” I look at her a little annoyed.

With the gala tonight I sense the darkness coming closer and it is exhausting keeping my wards up. It’s draining my energy.

Ava studies me for a moment and then hands me her cup. “Got this from Doctor Clockhigh walking in, it looks like you need it more than I do. Drink and make sure you are up for tonight.”

“Don’t worry, I will,” I ensure her.

The elevator doors open and I leave Ava in it and step out into the hallway. I walk to the room when I notice someone is in it.

I hear two people in my room having a heavy discussion. One voice is Arleen’s, the second I recognize too, David.

“Are you crazy, you can’t do that…” I hear Arleen say.

“I can and I will. It is not your decision. You need to find her she is alive!” I hear David tell Arleen in a harsh and demanding tone.

Remembering that eavesdropping is not very polite, I open the door and say demanding, “What the hell is going on, and what are you doing here?”

I see David give Arleen a warning.

Arleen takes a deep breath and says, “There is something to feed on,” pointing at two cups ignoring the one in my hand.

She continues, “Also we are here to let you know everything is ready. We expect that Lauren will be here around nine pm. I have organized a hairdresser and a makeup artist for tonight. They arrive at seven pm, make sure you are ready.”

She kisses me on the cheek and gestures David to follow.

He looks like he wants to tell me something but he also kisses my cheek and leaves.

A little confused about what just happened I kick off my shoes and walk to the bathroom. There I switch on the water for the tub and undress myself. While the tub fills itself, I get my lingerie ready and I finish another cup of blood.

I have the feeling the blood is not helping, damn I’m tired. I step into the bathtub and sit down. The water is nice and warm.

I finish my second cup of blood and throw it next to the one I had from Ava.

Enjoying the water I sense darkness closing in.

I close my eyes tired, I give in to it and I slip away underwater.

Darkness spreads around me.

 



In a blink of an eye, I see my vampire ancestor yell at me,

“Victoria fight it! Fight the darkness!”

The next moment I hear Liam yell at me in a distance. “Vicky.”

Something or someone is shaking me,

“Vicky, come back to me,” I hear Liam beg. OMG, something is wrong.

I finally start fighting the darkness around me by creating light given to me by the tree ‘Lux lucis incrementum’ I chant.

I try to open my eyes.

“Vicky, please… Andy do something!” I hear Liam say.

I start to open my eyes, feeling water in my mouth, I start to cough it out.

Liam pulls me in his arms and holds me to his chest hugging me.

I free myself from Liam’s arms and look at him in shock. He is soaking wet and so is Andy who is sitting on the other side of me.

“What the hell happened?” they demand at the same time.

“Lauren Foresthill arrived,” is my response.

The moment I say it I feel the darkness grab me again seeing the fair in Andy’s and Liam’s eyes, I get angry, I grab each of their hands and angry almost screaming I chant, “‘Lux lucis incrementum’” a bright light fills the room and I feel the darkness getting hit hard and completely disappears.

When the light is completely gone both men stare at me in shock.

“How did you know I was in trouble?” I say to Andy not explaining anything myself.

“I didn’t, he did,” Andy looks at Liam.

I look at Liam and hug him.

“I just knew,” he says holding me and even pulling me closer.

“One moment he was casual talking in the restaurant and the next thing he jumps up grabs me and says something is wrong with you,”

Andy explains while I’m still in Liam’s arms.

“Thank you,” I whisper and then I look at them both, “thank you both.”

Liam helps me stand up and I see in the mirror I’m naked. I start to laugh. Both look a little shocked hearing me laugh.

“I’m naked,” I laugh.

Andy blushes and Liam smiles at me saying, “Yes you are,” and he hands me a bathrobe.

 



I put it on and say still laughing, “If I want to survive tonight, I need a lot more ‘sugar drinks’.”

Andy nods and leaves to get me blood.

I look at Liam knowing I must explain what just happened. When I open my mouth to give him an explanation, he puts a finger on my mouth.

“Don’t at this moment you are not ready to tell me the truth and I rather have you won’t lie to me,” he says giving me soft smile, “you asked me to trust you and I do trust you, now trust me I keep your secret.”

I look him in the eyes and say certain and without hesitation, “I trust you with my life.”

He smiles, strokes the wet hair out of my face, cups my face in his hand, and kisses me.

I put my arms around his neck and welcome his kiss. He opens my bathrobe again to touch my body when a knock on the door shakes us both up. Liam looks at the door and then at me. I close my eyes for a moment still weak from the spell.

“It’s captain,” I tell him. He smiles at me and I close my bathrobe again.

Liam walks to the door and opens it.

It’s indeed the captain with Arleen, Barrots, and Ava.

Arleen looks scared and walk directly to me and hugs me.

“Are you okay?” she asks me, looking really worried.

“I’m fine,” I tell her. “Thanks to Liam and Andy,” I add to it.

“Are you sure Ms. Smithton?” the captain asks also looking worried. “We can still make changes…” she looks from me to Liam saying that.

“No,” I say directly, “no changes. If we change anything, I’m certain it won’t work and she will keep killing.” I try convincing them.

“Why you?” Barrots asks, “Why does she keep trying to kill you?

Do you have the same medical condition as the victims?”

“Not that I know of,” then I decide to lie to them, “Andy is figuring that one out.”

I’m sure Arleen and Liam know I’m lying.

Then I take charge of the situation. “Liam, can you please get me something to eat?”

“Let me grab a dry shirt and I will,” Liam says looking at me.

 



I think he knows I need to speak to Arleen.

The captain then says, “If you are sure about all of this, I will go back to the station and get things rolling.”

She directly leaves. I look at Arleen.

Doing like I grab something out of the bathroom I say to Liam,

“Please take Barrots with you I need to talk to Ava?”

I look at him in the eye and he nods.

He leaves the bathroom and says to Barrots, “Let’s go Barrots and grab us all something to eat before we have to find ourselves a killer.”

Barrots nods and follows him. Alone with Arleen and Ava, I start talking before either of them can bring in a word.

“We were wrong! They weren’t killed because of their medical condition they were killed for their power. They all were magical or supernatural creatures. She needs their power to stay alive. She is dying!” I tell them.

“Then why come after you?” Ava asks me.

“A vampire can give her eternal life,” I give her as an explanation.

I tell her, “Stay in the hotel and make sure somebody of us sees you at all times!”

She nods at me and leaves the room.

I look at Arleen and the moment I sense Ava is out of hearing distance I say to Arleen, “I know how to stop her.”

She looks at me and I see the fear in her eyes.

“Be careful my dear, be careful,” she urges me.

“Victoria how did Liam know you were in the water and in danger?” she asks me seriously.

A little surprised she used my full name, I look at her and answer with all honestly, “I don’t know…”

That moment Andy returns with four more cups of blood.

“Get your strength together. You won the first round but believe me the second would be worse! I know you don’t want to…but at this moment blood directly from the source is better for you,” Arleen warns me, “a bite doesn’t have to kill, you know that…”

“I know,” I say while looking at her directly I add, “but I also don’t want to become a monster!”

She shakes her head, clearly having a different opinion but for now, I see she leaves it be. “Get ready, my dear, it is going to be a long evening. We all need our strength.”

 



Then she leaves. I drink all cups of blood Andy brought me and say to him, “Thank you.”

He smiles at me and that moment Liam returns. Andy winks at me and leaves the room.

Liam hands me a burger that I decide to eat before taking a shower.

Liam looks at me and says, “All raids start at eight-thirty pm. We have to be downstairs by then…”

I look at the time and see we have a half-hour before the ‘style’

team arrives and I ask him while already finishing my burger, “You want to take a shower with me.”

Liam smiles when he says, “Always,” and together we get to the bathroom.
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Half an hour later I’m sitting on the chair with my lingerie on and a bathrobe. The desire on his face was turning me on, the moment I got dressed. We played with each other in the shower and I honestly believe we made the water burn without really doing it…

I’m scared of taking the next step but so far Liam didn’t push it and he respects me. The fact is that he looked like he was enjoying himself as much as I was in the shower.

I smile at him and enjoy myself looking at him getting dressed.

A knock on the door breaks a little of the magic in the room but I feel confident and strong.

Like I did when we came out of the shower this morning, my strength, it feels like it has no ends.

I smile when I let my ‘styling team’ in. Sensing they are fairies and I smile, typical Arleen after what happened she made sure they didn’t cloak themselves. Both also carry the Clockhigh family weapon on around their neck. I sit down for them and let them do their magic on me, so to speak…

 

A little later the ladies helping me to get ready are done and they leave. My hair, makeup, and nails are perfectly done.

I finish my look with a diamond necklace and earrings from Nan.

I get my leg holster stuck to my leg and grab my police ID. Looking in the mirror I barely recognize myself. I’m still not feeling very confidant to walk on heels.

I hear a knock on the door, Andy and Axel arrive. I open the door from the bedroom area and walk into the sitting area.

The men look up the moment I open the doors. They stare at me.

I search for Liam’s eyes, hoping for his approval. He looks shocked but his eyes tell me what I hoped, admiration.

It is Axel who breaks the silence, he whistles and says with a big smile, “Wow girl, you look stunning.”

He turns to Liam and says, “Pretty sure every straight man downstairs would be jealous of you.”

Liam’s eyes are still checking me out in adoration but finally, he says, “I’m pretty sure they would…” A big smile appears on his face.

 



I start walking and the split of my dress is clearly visible opening up to my hip. I hear Liam hold his breath for a moment.

I smile at him saying, “Ready to go?”

We leave and in the elevator down all men look shocked when I adjust something under my skirt.

“What are you doing?” Axel asks me puzzled.

“Adjusting my holster,” I explain.

Liam looks stunned by that and I see his eyes twinkle when he says with admiration, “You conceal a gun there?”

“Of course, I’m a cop,” I tell them.

Axel starts to laugh and jokes, “That’s literally having a gun between your legs.”

Andy slaps him on the back of his head for the joke but somehow, we all laugh at it. The moment the elevator doors open, Liam grabs my hand and says, “Showtime.”

We walk out of the elevator into the big lobby that has been dressed up for the occasion. A big red carpet is rolled out to the main area for the gala. All employees are dressed up.

Waiters and waitresses are serving out the champagne. There are bouquets with flowers on stands by the entrances. The main gala area has a beautiful glass dome as roof and from it are hanging white veils with small lights. With all the green it really looks like a fairy-tale forest. It makes me smile.

Liam put his arm around me and bends to me whispering, “It looks like an overdone prom hall.”

Looking up at him I laugh nervously, “Don’t know never been to prom…”

I start to shake from the looks we are starting to get.

He whispers in my ear, “You look beautiful, no, let me correct that, you are gorgeous!”

I smile at him and walking further in with him into the gala, I start to notice something sinister and dark. The sense is getting stronger and stronger.

I look at Liam and say, “She is already here.”

He signals to the side and to my surprise Ava appears as a waitress handing out champagne.

While taking two glasses off her tray he says softly to her, “Lauren Foresthill has arrived, start now.”

 



Ava nods and off she goes. With both a glass of champagne in our hands we move towards the crowd.

“Liam, you made it,” A very familiar voice says.

Liam turns towards it and says, “Doctor Brownbridge, what nice to see you again. May I introduce my partner, Victoria.”

I’m a little nervous but to my surprise, Axel’s dad doesn’t recognize me. I give him a hand and he puts a kiss on it.

“Wow you are as beautiful as I heard,” he tells me.

I’m stunned, honestly, that he doesn’t recognize me but being very smart I keep my mouth closed. He gestures a young woman to come forward and introduces her as his new wife.

Now I’m in shock, I’m pretty sure this woman cannot be older than his own daughter! She looks pretty but giggles at all they say during a very polite chat about the weather.

OMG, my IQ just drops seeing her do that. Liam apologizes to the doctor that he sees someone he has to talk to and put his hand on my back to push towards the crowd.

He smiles at me when we are out of reach of the doctor he says, “I know, she is annoying,” he adds with an even wider smile, “she sat on his lap yesterday during our talk the entire time and when I mentioned he had a son, she didn’t even know.”

I smile at Liam not responding to that but it doesn’t surprise me.

Axel and his dad are not talking but really are also not on best terms with each other. All of that is something I think Axel won’t appreciate me telling Liam. When he is ready, he will tell himself, I keep hoping at least.

For the next twenty minutes, we move around chatting about the weather with people. While talking to an old couple, where she complimented me walking by on my looks, I see Layla and Brian enter.

Layla looks stunning and I must say she shares her good looks with her brother. She sees us and I see her face darken.

Wow… she must really hate me I realize, but why I wonder.

When Brian sees us, he pulls Layla towards us. He smiles at me, I sense Liam stiffen up by the way Brian looks at me.

Trying to distract him, I move my hand up to his face and push it soft around so he looks at me and while I am wearing high heels, I really have to stretch myself to kiss him on his cheek. I smile when I

 



see my lipstick leaves a stamp on his cheek. He looks at my smile and smiles back at me.

Then I sense darkness enter the room, while looking at Liam my smile disappears and my body almost freezes.

Liam’s smile fades away and he whispers to me, “She has arrived, hasn’t she?”

I nod and look at where the dark sense comes from and Liam follows my eyes and we see indeed Lauren Foresthill has arrived.

Next to her, we see Melissa Franks and Penny Boys.

At that moment Andy appears next to us.

I look at both men and say, “We need them to split up.”

Closing my eyes for a brief moment trying to sense which of the witches has the most power, sensing it I start to smile. They are linked to Lauren so if our plan works and we send Lauren’s power back into the earth, their power will disappear too. I also realize that getting them to split up would be difficult.

“They’re bound to each other,” I tell them without explanation.

“How are we are getting them to spit up, within the next 15

minutes?” I wonder out loud.

“I can help with that,” a voice says behind me.

Looking over my shoulder I see Piper who says, “My dad told me she is the one that killed my friend, I know a way…”

I look at her and gesture her to continue.

“She is drawn by money and power, if the men can stop the two associates that they want to have more information about the medical research, I’ll get Lauren Foresthill to you by asking her about my dad,” she explains to me.

“You can get hurt. You know that, don’t you?” I tell her in a warning tone.

“I know, but she has to be stopped. Nancy and Nolan did not deserve what she did to them,” she tells me.

I look at Liam and say, “This needs to work.”

Liam nods that he knows. He grabs my hand and squeezes it softly. I smile at him. Then he sees something that catches his attention. Inside Andy’s jacket, he conceals a gun.

“Tell me you have a permit for that,” Liam asks him.

Andy smiles, “Yes, and I’m licensed to use it too.”

When he sees Liam raise an eyebrow he smiles.

“I’m so much more than just a doctor…” Andy tells him.

 



Ignoring the men I say, “Let’s do this.”

I let go of Liam’s hand and rush myself off to the other room.

With my vampire eyes, I check the lining of the pentagram, so I’m in the middle of it. I change back my eyes and see David on my right channeling the pentagram and witches who are helping us.

I give him a small smile and hear him say in my head, ‘responsum: What will happen, happens! I’m sorry, for what that is worth, and please know I never stopped loving your grandmother or you’.

I look at him puzzled and he smiles at me. Giving him a small nervous smile back, I wait, concentrating on what is coming.

I sharpen my senses even more. I sense my adrenaline rise.

I hear Liam and Andy stop Melissa and Penny and also how Piper asks Lauren to have a moment of her time. That she is David Badgers’ daughter and that she would love to talk to her about the loss of Nolan. Lauren takes the bait.

The moment Lauren walks in with Piper. They walk over to me.

Lauren looks puzzled at me.

I look at Piper and say, “Go get out of here…”

The moment Piper steps out of the middle, I activate the pentagram,

‘eu nunc, aperiam in terra’ and start channeling it.

Now it is just me and Lauren. Lauren looks at me in shock, we both feel the pentagram come alive.

She recovers quickly and start to laugh, she looks at me, “You really think a young witch, like yourself, can defeat me?”

“Maybe not but I can try,” I say calmly to her. I feel the light from the tree filling me.

I start to smile at Lauren and say, “I’m so much more than just a young witch.”

The moment I say it, I light up my eyes and clearly seeing a shock on her face.

Then she yells, “sa Tenebrae eam.”

That one I expected and I cross my arms in front of me blocking the spell with, “Praesidium.”

I start to get angry at her the moment she says, “You’re powerful, but I’m the last Foresthill, girl! I am the power!”

Blocking her attack again, I sniff sarcastic and say, “You wish bitch!”

 



Shocked by my harsh voice, “You are nothing more than a cheap knockoff looking for power and money.”

I block her attack again and again…

I hear gunshots coming from outside the room… Shit…

I look at Lauren and say, “I am the last Foresthill, surrender or I will take away your power,” feeling the urge to succeed grow from the violence in the other room.

Lauren looks shocked at me and she starts to put it all together.

“You are Kathleen’s granddaughter, the half-blood princess?” she says amazed.

She directly starts chanting the dark spell to add my magic to hers.

I sit on one knee and put both my hands to the floor in the middle of the pentagram and close my eyes with all I have in me, I cast the spell taught to me by the book,

“magicae accipere non merentur, quia et in terra, liga eam in locum suum: et liberabo qui adhesit nobis de tenebris.”

what it translates in something like; ‘take the magic don’t deserve, and take it back into the earth, bind it where it belongs, and free us from the darkness that longs.’

The moment I finish the spell, I feel the light hit the darkness. For a moment the darkness surrounds me.

The light makes me or urges me to remember this morning in bed with Liam, the showers we took… Somehow our love helps me fight the darkness into the earth the moment I push the darkness of me, I feel it getting bound to the earth.

Pushing it into the ground shatters the pentagram with a big wave, and gone it is.

I see Lauren lying on the floor powerless.

That moment my senses are going crazy, they tell me, Liam is in trouble and so is Andy, I smell he is bleeding. Liam is lying on the floor bullets flying over his head in a shootout. Andy is around the corner I sense with a bullet in his leg. There is a body lying next to him. Melissa Hart, I realize.

I sense both their fear.

I’m shaking from the amount of witchcraft I just used. I go in full vampire mode to control myself.

Lauren is taken out, I check her if she has any weapons, she hasn’t. She probably thought she didn’t need them.

 



In high vampire speed, I move towards Liam. I knock out one of the shooters, grab Liam off the floor, and put him next to Andy, still being in full vampire mode. He looks at me in the eyes and I see relief.

I sense Lauren making a run for it.

I sense my energy levels drop but my adrenaline is pumping through my body.

With Andy and Liam safe, I move in high speed back to the room I left Lauren.

I see she is trying to escape by running back into the gala area.

I close my eyes, realizing I can’t do this vamped out so, I change back. Knowing I’m still fast, I go after her and in the middle of the gala room, I tackle her to the ground.

Sitting on her back, it hits me that it is over…
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A moment later I hear a voice say, “Detective Victoria Smithton, I assume?”

Surprised and not recognizing the voice directly, I look up and see an older female version of Liam in an FBI coat.

“Lisa Williams,” I say to her more as a statement than a question.

In the meantime, I put cuffs around Lauren Foresthill’s wrists.

Lisa smiles at me and helps me up then says, “To you the honor.”

I turn around to a completely shocked Doctor Brian Harris and Layla and say to Brian, “Brian Harris, you are under arrest for illegal trafficking of organs. Your dear sister-in-law will read you your rights…”

Lisa laughs and cuffs Brian and indeed reads him his rights.

Layla just stares at me…

I help Lauren off the ground and with everyone watching, I arrest her on suspicion of a dozen murders naming each of her victims by name including Nolan, not paying attention at all to the people around us. Looking just at her. She looks at me with shock and disbelieve while I speak.

When I’m done reading her rights to her, I hand her over to two uniform cops, knowing she is no longer a threat.

I see the captain walk in with her uniform on, next to her is a beautifully dressed Arleen both look proud.

On my right I see Liam walking in with Penny Boys in cuffs. He also hands her over to uniform cops.

Everyone stares at us completely forgetting the FBI, who arrests four people there for illegal organ trafficking.

I see Layla’s look go to her brother, who at that moment comes standing next to me.

Seeing his big sister cuffed his brother-in-law, Liam gives him an ironic smile and says, “Game over!”

“Indeed,” the captain says joining us, “you did a brilliant job.”

She looks at the director of the event, a man named Charles Hackerson standing next to her and says, “Mr. Hackerson, may I introduce to you, Lieutenant Liam Williams and Detective Victoria

 



Smithton. They are the ones responsible for making your traveling congress safe again.”

The man looks at us with a big smile. My senses not completely burned out tell me he is a fairy.

He shakes hand with us both. I start to feel a little uncomfortable with everyone watching us. I know I look like a mess.

Before Mr. Hackerson can say anything, we hear a scream coming from the back.

“Piper,” I say out loud turning and running back to the back room.

Entering the backroom I see Axel giving David CPR. His father joins him and both trying to save his life.

Liam stops me from getting closer. I see Andy having an arm around Piper’s waist to stop her from interfering.

I look up at Liam feeling completely powerless. He looks at me with the same feeling, a feeling of helplessness.

I look at the two doctors’ work and a couple of minutes later I see the old Doctor Brownbridge stops his son.

I see Axel looking desperate at his father who shakes his head.

David is gone.

Doctor Brownbridge senior looks at Piper and says, “I’m sorry my dear, he is gone.”

Andy lets Piper go and she drops to her knees next to her father in full tears. Looking at her I realize my grandfather is dead.

He died helping me, I caused his death. I start to shake…

The captain looks at me and sees Liam supporting me, I’m shaking really bad.

She says to Liam, “Lieutenant bring Ms. Smithton to a room please for the last twenty-four hour she has been poisoned and almost drowned, she needs to rest…”

I look around and see shocked people and I catch Lisa’s eyes she looks puzzled. Liam lifts me in his arms and carries me out.

I whisper to him, “I need to see Nan, I need to know if it worked.”

“You need to rest first,” he whispers back.

He carries me back to the room we shared and there he puts me with care on the bed. I try to stand up from the bed fighting myself.

I’m exhausted but keep fighting until everything around me turns dark.

 



The last thing I remember is warm blood flooding down my throat, not knowing where it came from. It strengthened my body, my mind however stayed black and I fell asleep.

I wake up the next day, when I take in my surroundings I see I’m back in my bedroom. I look at my alarm clock and see it is afternoon.

I get out of bed and take a shower, get dressed casually, and go downstairs.

There I only find Arleen.

She smiles at me and says, “I was waiting for you to wake up.”

She stands up, walks to the kitchen, and brings me the biggest cup with blood I saw in a long time. She sits down and gestures me to do the same.

“There is no change in Nan, is there?” I ask her while my eyes tear up.

She looks at me and says, “No, there isn’t. I hoped our theory was right but it looks like it was off.”

“Is she dying?” I ask with barely any sound.

“No, she is not! But for the moment, I also don’t know if she will ever wake up again and that my dear is the honest truth…” Arleen tells me.  Closing my eyes I see my grandfather lying dead on the floor, my fault I remember.

Arleen sees the darkness on my face and takes my hands into hers.

“Vicky, look at me,” she demands, “what happened yesterday was not your fault. David knew what he was doing and that there was a risk of doing it. He made his choice, like you did. Like we all did! What you did yesterday was incredible, the fact that you came out of it and was still able to cover everything up was unbelievable…

You are a living miracle… I will help you with whatever comes your way and cloak you so long is necessary.” she takes a deep breath and continues, “I promised your grandmother that no matter what happens I would stay with you and I will. David is the last victim Lauren will ever make…”

I look at her with tears running down my cheeks. She hugs me.

When she lets go, I remember Liam and Andy. I also remember Liam seeing me full vampire.

I look at Arleen and say, “Liam and I… He…”

 



I stop, I look at her just not knowing where to start, she smiles.

“I know,” she says, “your nan would approve, he is a good man and he is handsome.”

She smiles at me with a teasing twinkle in her eyes.

I don’t smile back instead I say, “He saw me full vampire mode.”

I give her a worried look.

She keeps smiling but says with a serious tone, “I don’t know what the future brings but that man clearly loves you. How did you think he knew you were drowning? He loves you, my dear girl…”

She stands up and says, “I’ll go and visit your nan, I’ll tell her you will be stopping by tonight.”

She leaves me and I feel stunned.

A little while later I walk into the police station. The cops I pass, say something like good job or excellent work. For now, I decided I take it while still not sure about the whole David dying thing.

Walking to my desk I see Vissink and Barrots have lunch on their desks.

“Good job ‘rookie’! We did not expect you to come in but we were told to send you to the conference room if you would,” Barrots says to me.

Vissink still an asshole says, “I’m sorry I was assigned somewhere else, I hear you looked good last night.”

Not really in the mood to respond I hear Barrots say, “Hank, leave her alone. I hear your wife wants a divorce…”

The rest I tune out really not that interested.

I knock on the door of the conference room and hear the captain say, “Come in.”

I open the door and walk-in. To my surprise, I see the captain, the mayor, Liam, Ava, Tom, and a man I don’t know, but he looks like he is from the FBI, sitting at the table.

Some of them look surprised to see me.

“Detective Smithton, good to see you,” the mayor says.

The man I don’t know stands up, “Detective Smithton, nice to meet you, I’m Loren Wolves, director of the local FBI office. You did an outstanding job.”

I shake his hand and the mayor offers me a seat next to him.

I pass and sit down next to Tom, who is closer by. I really do not want to sit between the mayor and a man I just met and across the table from Ava. Who is studying me from the moment I walked in.

 



The next hour I spend listening to how we are complimented for our good work and that the FBI takes the case over from us. The mayor to my surprise lets him, and also the captain lets it happen.

When the man is gone it is Liam who says, “Why are they now taking over the case? We did the job, made the arrests and they get the credit? They couldn’t even find the connection…”

I see the captain smile and she responses with, “Lieutenant Williams, are you really willing to spend the next six months or more flying up and down to Washington D.C. to answer for any mistakes made before we had the case? Or explaining how we couldn’t prevent David Badger’s death?”

I see Liam look at her and a couple of moments later he does agree with her.

“For now, let’s all have a very long quiet weekend,” she says to us.

“Lieutenant,” she calls Liam back.

“Yes,” Liam says.

She looks at him over her glasses and says, “Your requested leave is approved.”

“Leave?” I say a little in shock when we are standing outside the conference room.

He looks at me, I see his hand move towards me but he pulls back directly, probably realizing we are in the station.

“Yes, I requested leave. I’ve been served yesterday to appear in court on Monday,” he tells me and adds, “can we talk tonight after dinner? I’m leaving tomorrow morning, the girls have to come with me. I don’t want to go but I have to.”

He looks me in the eyes and I see it’s true he really doesn’t want to go. I also see that he rather stays with me.

That moment Pascal from the reception calls me, “Vicky, there is a man here who is asking for you. You have time to talk to him?”

Liam signals me to go and I call back, “I’m coming.”

Liam gives me a slight smile and I leave him there while I walk to the front desk.

“Are you Ms. Victoria Helena Smithton?” a man in a nice-looking suit asks me politely.

“Yes, I am,” I say a little puzzled and curious about what the man wants from me.

 



He holds out his hand and says, “My name is Edward Charleston, I was or still am the lawyer of Mr. David Badgers.”

“What can I do for you, Mr. Charleston?” I ask the man feeling slightly sick. Still feeling guilty about his death, making me care too.

“Mr. Badgers asked me to give you this. He somehow knew he was coming to the end of his life. He asked me to give you this in person and tell you, that you couldn’t have stopped what happened,”

he tells me.

I look in shock at the man and take the envelope he is holding out. He says polite goodbye and leaves for the door.

Almost at the door he turns around and says to me, “Ms.

Smithton, if there is anything I can do for you or Ms. Piper, please let me know?”

I nod my head still stunned and shocked.

When the man leaves, I catch a smell of his scent, he is an elf.

I keep still standing there for another minute or so before walking back to my desk.

There I find Tom say, “Sharleen is cooking for all of us dinner tonight, it will be ready at seven pm and will be served at your place, if you don’t mind?”

I smile at him and assure him, “It’s fine, I’ll be there.”

I sit down at my desk.

All of us are working on getting all reports done so that we can close the cases.

I finish mine and two hours after I entered the station, I walk out to visit Nan. The envelop I got from Mr. Charleston I have in my pocket, not sure what to do with it.

For the moment I decide to put it in the glove box of my car. I need time and at this moment it has been four days that I haven’t seen Nan and I really want to go there.

I start the car and drive to the clinic.

Arrived at the clinic I step out of the car and look at the clinic.

I take a deep breath and let my senses go. Like I expected fairy magic at work. Doing what I did yesterday drained my power or it should have but somehow, they are still sharp, even better, I sense everything stronger, hear sharper, see sharper, I’m faster and most of all I sense something in me changed.

It can be ancestors’ blood in my veins, the magic I used to protect the community, or something else…

 



I smell something familiar and without looking over my shoulder I say, “Hi Emma.”

“Victoria,” I hear her say, “powerful piece of magic you pulled off yesterday, you made the family proud.”

She says while she comes standing next to me.

I look at her from the corner of my eyes, ignoring her comment I say, “You are my ancestor, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she says calmly and pulls up her sleeve, there I see a perfect Foresthill symbol on her wrist.

“Explains why I look so much like you?” I say to her, “Is your father okay?”

“Yes, or at least he will be,” she says softly, and then she warns me,

“More darkness is coming, watch out who you trust…”

“I learned one thing from Nan, darkness always comes and goes.

She used to say almost every day to me that even the darkest routes have somewhere a bright light. Follow the light and it will lead you out.

I know this was just a start, I can sense that somehow. I see the markers but I wish I knew what is coming…” I say to Emma.

She has a cryptic response for me, “The path in front of you is only a guide, your decisions and actions decide where it leads.”

I sniff sarcastic when I hear her say that she waits a minute before she continues with a smile, “You are a Foresthill even more so than you think. Walk your path, make your own decisions. If you call for me, if you are stuck or you won’t see a way out, I will always come.”

She turns to me and the look on her face darkens when she gives me a puzzled warning, “Be careful Victoria and realize what is given to you can also be taken. Pain is part of life, do not let it consume you,”

and she is gone.

Thinking about her words I walk into the clinic and directly to Nan’s room. I don’t see Arleen but I sense she was here, I can also tell that from the fresh flowers standing next to her.

I sit on Nan’s bed and tell her everything, really everything, that I met my grandfather, that he told me he still loved her and about Piper.

I also tell her how he died by that time I have tears running over my face. I tell her about Emma and finally about Liam.

 



“I’m scared Nan, I don’t want to hurt him what if he thinks I’m a monster…” I finish there.

Not expecting a reply I hear a voice from behind me say, “I’m pretty sure he doesn’t think you are a monster.”

I smile by hearing Andy’s voice, I turn around and look at him. I see he has crutches with him.

“How is your leg?” I ask him first.

“Healing,” he says with a small smile. “They canceled the remaining days of the congress, so I’m back to work.”

He looks at me and sits next to me on the other side of Nan.

“He doesn’t think you are a monster if he did, he would not have carried you off to your room like that and made sure you got home safe,” he tries to explain to me.

“He really took me home?” I ask him.

“Yes, he did,” Andy says calm to me, “like you he needs to work things out for himself. I don’t think he ever thought he would fall in love with you. He is a hurt man, Vicky, who is falling in love with a girl 12 years his junior, who works with him in a lower rank and is a magical being in every sense of the world.”

He looks at me and sees I’m doubting his words.

“Talk to him,” he urges me.

I stand up from the bed and kiss Nan on her forehead.

“And Vicky, one last thing,” Andy says looking very serious,

“never call yourself a monster. You are a lot of things but you are not a monster…”

I give him an insecure smile and hug him and say to him, “Spoken like a true brother.”

He smiles at me and says, “Remember, I’m a fairy and I can’t lie.”

That makes me laugh because something else hits me and I joke to him, “You are a fairy in every possible way of the word and I love you for it.”

That makes him laugh, “Never thought about it like that and I love you too, Sis.”

I leave, hearing that Andy is still laughing…

I don’t drive home instead I drive to the lake, sit down on my spot looking out over the lake, and into the forest. Looking at nature I sense that I’m much closer to it than I always thought.

 



Thinking about the crazy week I had, I tear up, leaning back into the fallen tree trunk, I let the tears run over my face.

At a certain point, I shiver, while I never really am being bothered by the cold, I feel cold and I’m exhausted.

I have no idea how long I have been sitting there but opening my eyes I realize, it is dark.

I hear a soft voice say to me, “Hey beautiful, you missed dinner…”

I look up and see Liam standing next to me. He smiles at me and squats down next to me.

“Oh shit,” I say.

I totally forgotten about dinner and I promised Tom to be there.

“Were they very angry I didn’t show?” I ask feeling guilty I didn’t even call.

Liam smiles at me and laughs saying, “I don’t think Sharleen ever gets angry.”

That also makes me smile. Truth be told she isn’t that easy to get angry, sometimes she does but that is very rare.

I remember why I came here.

I look at him and say with caution and very soft, “You must think I’m a monster…”

He tenderly takes my chin and turns my face so he looks me in the eyes, “No Victoria, I defiantly do not think you are a monster.”

He moves towards me and kisses me before he continues, “Look around you… You really think they would be here if you were a monster?”

I look around me, I see what I always see, nature but I notice there are animals everywhere almost like they are guarding me.

Liam sits down next to me and pulls me in his arms.

Lying against him in his arms he says, “I don’t know what the future will bring us and we have a lot to work out, but for now just let us enjoy this moment in all its glory.”

He smiles looking down at me, “I love you Victoria from the moment I met you, you stole my heart. I honestly have no idea what will happen but we will work it out.”

Looking up at him I know he is right.

“I love you too,” I tell him looking him in the eyes. I see love, tenderness, and admiration.

 



Lying in his arms makes me remember what Arleen said to me and what Emma said to me, ‘The path ahead is there, only the choices I make and my actions, will tell where it will lead me’.

I need to figure a lot out for myself, and I have the feeling something is off like Axel’s story about the girl changing into a wolf, Emma’s words ‘Sons of Lilith’ is something that is still playing around in my head but for now, the steps are taken.

With Liam’s arms around me, I close my eyes again, knowing the path is there, is something for later…

 

The End
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