

[image: Cover]



Table of Contents


Title Page

Also by Stuart Jaffe

Death Kiss

About the Author

Copyright Information


 

The Bluesman #9:

Death Kiss

 

 

Stuart Jaffe


Also by Stuart Jaffe

 

Max Porter Paranormal Mysteries

Southern Bound

Southern Charm

Southern Belle

Southern Gothic

Southern Haunts

Southern Curses

Southern Rites

Southern Craft

Southern Spirit

Southern Flames

Southern Fury

Southern Souls

Southern Blood

Southern Graves

Southern Dead

Southern Hexes

 

Nathan K thrillers

Immortal Killers

Killing Machine

The Cardinal

Yukon Massacre

The First Battle

Immortal Darkness

A Spy for Eternity

Prisoner

Desert Takedown

Lone Star Standoff

The Puppeteer

Blowback

Prime

 

The Ridnight Mysteries

The Water Blade

The Waters of Taladoro

Waterfire

 

The Malja Chronicles

The Way of the Black Beast

The Way of the Sword and Gun

The Way of the Brother Gods

The Way of the Blade

The Way of the Power

The Way of the Soul

 

The Parallel Society

The Infinity Caverns

Book on the Isle

Rift Angel

Lost Time

Pages of Glass

The Bold Warrior

City of Infinity

 

Gillian Boone novels

A Glimpse of Her Soul

Pathway to Spirit

 

Stand Alone Novels

After The Crash

Founders

Real Magic

 

Short Story Collections

10 Bits of My Brain

10 More Bits of My Brain

The Bluesman Complete

The Marshall Drummond Case Files: Cabinet 1

The Marshall Drummond Case Files: Cabinet 2

The Marshall Drummond Case Files: Cabinet 3

 

 

For more information and to get the monthly newsletter, please visit www.stuartjaffe.com

 


 

For me, throwing punches in a bar and dodging attacks of sharp teeth was nothing new. Since teaming up with the Bluesman Fuller, I had learned of vicious monsters, unbelievable magic, and even parallel universes. I had crossed miles upon miles, slept in horrid motels, and frequented the sleaziest of bars — all in an effort to rid this world of the mayhem that accompanied the Bluesman Fuller when he fell here. But throwing punches in a bar and dodging attacks of sharp teeth from a fellow human being? That was a new experience.

Fuller sat on the stage playing a rollicking version of “Gimme Back My Wig” by Hound Dog Taylor, and at first, I thought perhaps one of his spells had gone awry. A simple shake of his head informed me that he had not laced any of the music with his magic. Looked like this guy coming at me was simply drunk.

Or stupid.

Fighting a man proved to be more difficult than fighting monsters. I only had to kill monsters. This guy, I had to be careful with. I had to control my punches so that they would stop him but not determinately harm him.

Looking back on it, all these years later, I now know I would have been better off taking a dive, letting this guy think he had gotten the best of me. Instead, I used all my moves to evade his attacks which led him to the desperate act of trying to bite me which led me to sidestep him, knee him in the gut, and pummel the back of his head until the bartender pointed a shotgun my way.

“You hit him one more time, son, and we’ll be digging your grave tonight.”

“I’m not the one pretending to be Mike Tyson.”

“Yeah, but you’re the one I’m pointing the shotgun at.”

Needless to say, I didn’t hit the guy again. And because of that incident, Fuller and I found ourselves walking back to our motel. Had I let that drunken fool win, we would have stayed in that bar another hour or two. We wouldn’t have reached the motel when we did, and we would never have come upon the monster that dug through the dumpster by my car. I can’t say for sure that everything would have been different that night, but I’m a firm believer in Occam’s razor — so, yeah, I’m blaming it all on that drunk.

After a barroom brawl like this one, I expected Fuller to laugh during our walk. But lately, he had become more quiet than usual. I tried to ignore it at first, but it had grown worse with each passing day, and I knew the reason behind it. It loomed over us all the time. Pilot Mountain. (And if you don’t know what that means, you should read The Bluesman #7: Mountaintop Doom because the story you’re reading now is the end of it all)

Ever since Lana, a seductress and sorceress if ever such things could be, had successfully placed those power symbols around Pilot Mountain, an unsettled darkness festered in Fuller that could not be denied. Nor could it be laughed away with something as simple as a barroom mishap.

Lana was the monster that had gotten away, the one we had yet to defeat, the one that held the greatest power. As I understood it, and back then I didn’t understand much when it came to parallel universes, Lana’s power symbols worked in conjunction with Pilot Mountain — a hot spot of magical energy. Once she managed to create the final symbol, it would give her enough power to take over the entire planet. Fuller and I didn’t think that was such a great idea.

So, we waited. Camped out at motels and bars around Pilot Mountain, we knew our chance to take down Lana would come eventually. We only hoped it would happen before she finished creating her symbols.

As we turned the corner of the motel and saw the slobbering, tentacled, horrid, disgusting, foul mess of beast digging through the trash, all I could think was Here we go again. Just once I’d like these monsters to be feathered, fluffy, sweet little things. Maybe with a cute, twitchy nose. But nope. Always with the slime, always with the sharp teeth, always with me risking my life to kill them.

My knuckles were sore from the earlier fight. The adrenaline had begun to wane, leaving me shaky, so it pleased me when Fuller removed his sword from the neck of his guitar.

“Stay here,” he said with such menace I didn’t dare argue (not that I had planned on arguing).

For such an old man, Fuller moved with surprising speed and grace. Before the monster even knew of the danger, Fuller had sliced off two of its numerous tentacles. I then witnessed a true master at work.

The monster squawked as it lunged towards Fuller who evaded the attacks with ease. He countered each time with forceful blows, cutting wedge after wedge out of the monster, leaving it a bloody hulk. Fuller spun like a dancer, moving around the confused monster, toying with it as he continued to wreak havoc upon its body.

I wanted to cheer him on, but I saw the dark look in his eyes. He could have killed this creature long ago — perhaps with the first strike. Instead, he inflicted as much pain as he could manage, ridding himself of his anger and frustration with every cut of his sword.

I thought about shooting the creature in the head, to put it out of its misery, but feared the noise would attract unwanted attention. The monster solved the problem for me. It finally gave up and died.

“What the hell was that?” I asked as Fuller wiped his blade.

He looked at the monster one final time, and then turned his cold eyes on me. “Get the shovels. We need to clean this up.”

Being a monster-fighting hero comes with plenty of excitement. But also plenty of downtime. Time spent searching for monsters, waiting for monsters, and then cleaning up after killing monsters. I had become an expert at all of it.

Part of that expertise included knowledge of the different soil types found in different areas. Since we were in North Carolina, the last thing I wanted to do was break out the shovels to dig a grave. North Carolina has some of the hardest red clay I’ve ever had to dig through. So, I took an extra few minutes to walk around the motel in search of a tool shed.

My efforts were met with success. A cheap, dented shed sat near the edge of the woods. In it, I found a wheelbarrow.

As I loaded the polkup (Fuller told me the creature’s name much later) into the wheelbarrow, I said, “I’m thinking we dump this thing out in the woods and let nature do what it does. As long as it won’t hurt the animals.”

Fuller barely shrugged. “Sure.”

We worked our way into the forest. For once, this downtime would benefit me. Pushing the wheelbarrow, I kept my eyes forward even as I spoke. “You going to tell me what’s going on?”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, I don’t know, how about the way you went all slaughterfest on this creature. I get that it’s difficult waiting for Lana to show up, but don’t you think that was a bit extreme?”

“It’s not the waiting that’s getting to me.”

“Then what is it? Because I’m not feeling all that safe with you lately. Not sure you’re all there.”

“I’m not sure I am, either.” Fuller glanced down at the wheelbarrow as if this simple object had once been precious.

We said nothing for several minutes. I was about to ask him if he had lost a wheelbarrow as a boy in some Rosebud-type incident when he cleared his throat and stared ahead.

“The world I grew up in was a horrible place — violent, dirty, deadly. But when we killed monsters, we could just leave them. There was no need to bury the evidence for fear of police because there were no police.”

“You’re upset because we have to worry about the police?”

“I’m upset because I’m not so sure this is a better place. It’s cleaner, but there are a lot of rules. And I swear I fight more monsters here than I ever did back home.”

“Isn’t that the point? To get rid of these monsters that came here with you, so that this world could go back to the one I lived in? Your paradise to retire in.”

“It doesn’t seem to have an end, does it? This thing — this polkup — very rare creature. I can’t believe that it just happened to be in the area when I was thrown through a portal into this world. Other creatures we’ve fought like the konapols — sure, they’re everywhere. But this — the odds are too small to believe.”

“You think Lana’s making creatures? All the more reason to get rid of her.”

“I’m thinking maybe I don’t belong here. Maybe, even if we killed all the monsters, I still wouldn’t belong here. It’s nice, but I don’t understand enough of it. Where I came from, there were so few rules. Just don’t get yourself killed. Here — it makes no sense. And every time I think I understand the rules, I see something like tonight where another man attacked you for no reason.”

“Well, that might’ve had something to do with the way I was looking at his girlfriend.”

“But he was like an animal.”

“He was drunk. Don’t judge all of humanity based on that moron.”

I thought we had traveled deep enough into the woods, and since I didn’t have a good answer for his troubles, I figured it best to change his focus. I pointed to a grouping of trees, and said, “How about there?”

“Good as anywhere.”

We took the wheelbarrow over and let the polkup’s remains sluice to the ground. Fuller whirled around, and his attention perked up. As he listened closely to the sounds of the forest, I watched
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