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Jim Ling Li: The Necromancer: Secretive and
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zombie, a stripper, and Jeffrey’s partner in M.U.C.I.

Brianna Henley: May’s partner and Jack’s
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Winter: Viking vampire, part owner of The
Shores, a nightclub for undead and mutants

Tasha: Witch and part owner of The
Shores

Jimmy Heron: Missing shoeshine boy

Peter the Hermit: Ancient crusader now a
vampire elder, and looks the part

 



Chapter One

 


Aberrations

 


May couldn’t believe how fast her life had
fallen apart. Jack Severn, her hero, her crush, her ideal mate, had
not been chosen for her as a partner for M.U.C.I., (Mutant and
Undead Criminal Investigation). Instead, Brianna Henley, the human
woman she hated the most, was now her partner.

To top it all off, their first case had been
a disaster. She’d almost gotten her new partner killed because
she’d forgotten a silly little detail: humans can’t see in the dark
as well as she could, and now everyone was furious with her. Even
her father, who usually kept out of her professional life, had
given her a scolding. Life could not get any worse.

Well, actually it could. Brianna, her new
partner, was acting so very understanding and nice, when May knew
she really wanted to pound her head in. And in some ways, May
almost wished they would have a good, knock-down, drag-out fight.
It would clear the air, and May having superior strength, would
win, thus … Thus showing everyone what a heartless monster she
was.

She kicked viciously at her couch sending
her foot flying across the room. It crashed into the video cassette
display, and a cascade of DVDs and cassettes slid to the floor.
“I’m not a heartless monster!” she screamed at the fish tank. She
hopped across the room, retrieved her foot, and put it back on.
“I’m a footless monster,” she muttered.

It snapped on and off at the ankle, and it
was actually quite tricky to put back on just right. After nearly
two hundred years, May had gotten the knack of it though. She
stood, bounced slightly to get it perfect, and went to see her
fish.

“I wasn’t yelling at you,” she crooned
softly to the three goldfish in her tank. They had long, flowing
tails and over-sized fins. In fact, they were mutant fish and could
not survive anywhere outside of a fish tank. The Japanese had bred
them from carp, or what they called koi, into fish that swam with
difficulty and that were so brightly colored they couldn’t hide in
the dark water or weeds—they flashed like tinfoil in sunlight. They
swam awkwardly to the surface when they saw her, and she took a few
tiny grains from their fish-food canister and gave them each
one.

She drew her knees up and let the sight of
the goldfish soothe her. She could watch them for hours, and often
she did. Like today. It was a bright, sunny, March day, which was
why her curtains were drawn and her shutters closed. Only threads
of light found their way into the gloom of her apartment. Little,
golden threads of sunlight. And if they touched her skin, they
would burn like a jelly-fish’s sting. The fish loved the darkness.
They loved the cold. They loved May. She propped her chin on her
knees and sighed. Three fish and her father loved her. It used to
be enough.

****

The threads of gold faded as clouds covered
the sun. Soon her shutters startled to rattle as a sudden burst of
rain and hail pattered against the latticed wood. March was like
that. Sunny days mixed with storms. This year seemed particularly
blustery. May glanced at the wall. The clock said it was nearly
time to get ready to go to work. Work was the night shift at
M.U.C.I. this evening. She had paperwork to catch up on, and she
and Brianna would be alone together in the office.

Ugh. She got up and went to the kitchen. Her
stomach growled. A bowl of Chinese noodles later, she felt better.
She’d stop at General Chow’s Take Out on the way to work. A couple
of leaky paper cartons reeking of hot noodles and General Chow’s
cashew chicken would cheer up the office. She’d get some fortune
cookies too. Maybe one would even come true.

She showered and dressed. Opening her
closet, she looked for something to wear. Almost everything she
owned was black except one or two brightly colored sweaters and a
scarlet silk dress. She pulled out a fuchsia pullover. Jack Severn
liked bright colors and he might stop in the office. The sweater
was made of angora and was very fluffy. It made her look feminine
and it looked nice with a pair of black jeans and her black boots.
She admired herself in the mirror. She took good care of her zombie
body. That was important. Her father, a powerful necromancer, had
drummed good habits into her, and now it was second nature to be
careful with herself. It showed. Her skin glowed, her hair shone,
and her eyes sparkled. If not for her weak ankle, she’d be
perfect.

The Chinese believe that an imperfection is
vital though. It lets the evil spirits out. So May never tried to
get her father to fix it. He wouldn’t, even if she begged. And she
had begged, especially in the beginning.

Once dressed, she said
goodbye to her goldfish, took her winter coat and umbrella from the
tall coat stand at the door, and made sure her alarm was on. She
had a small apartment, but there were valuable objects in
it. “It’s better not to make new friends.
They might only like you for your looks or rob you.”
For some reason, she always heard her
grandmother’s voice in her head when she thought that. Her
grandmother had been suspicious of everyone and had stayed
cloistered in her room all the time May had known her.

The thought she might be like her
grandmother crossed her mind, but she chased it away. She was a
detective. She worked as part of a team … sort of. And she had a
social life. Well, she had a life. She killed vampires. Wasn’t that
better than staying locked in a room?

May stepped outside and opened her umbrella.
The burst of hail had changed to sporadic, slushy rain. It was a
glowering, bitterly cold evening. Clouds moved sullenly across the
dark sky.

From her street on the
hill, she could see the river curving in its gentle S, the two
bridges, Christmas Junction where the sky scrapers glittered, and
downtown, where she could hopefully find a taxi. The clouds were so
low that they hid the top half of the
skyscrapers in Christmas Junction. A train, far in the distance,
looked like a brightly lit caterpillar crossing the busy downtown
area below.

The street she lived on
was in a quiet residential neighborhood with old trees and a large
park behind a tall, wrought-iron fence. The buildings, trees, and
fence all leaned together, conspiring to keep the riffraff out. The
sidewalk was clean and the cars lining the road gleamed. No
riffraff here tonight … unless that shadow
was up to no good.

May tilted her head to get a better look. In
between two cars, on the opposite side of the street, huddled a
shadow. The hair on the back of her neck prickled. Something was
not quite right. The shadow was too small to be a human, but too
large for a dog. It slid around to the far side of the car to hide
as May drew even.

What was it hiding from? And what was it?
May was curious. She closed her umbrella and hooked it over the
fence on her left, and then she darted across the street and peered
behind the car. Crouching near the rear bumper was a small, skinny
boy.

“Hi there. Are you all right?” May started
toward him.

He bared his fangs and hissed as she drew
near.

May’s step faltered. A
vampire child. An abomination! Who the
hell had made him? The prickle of fear
turned into a full blown shiver. Poor creature. Too young to fend
for itself, but dangerous nonetheless. As soon as it realized its
powers it would go on a killing spree, and nothing living could
resist it. Slowly, she eased her hand into
her purse to get her cellphone to call for backup.

“Don’t hurt me,” he whimpered, cowering
against the car. His eyes were huge with panic. Blood on his neck
and a wet, brown stain on his T-shirt showed he hadn’t changed his
clothes since it had happened, and that it had been recent. That
was a blessing, at least. The more recently he had been killed, the
weaker he would be. She might be able to handle this on her
own.

Staying well back, she
examined him. He wore no jacket and one of his shoes, May noted,
was missing. “I
won’t hurt you. Where’s your other shoe?” It was best to stick to
unimportant things. Or at least, things that seemed unimportant. At
times like this, anything could be crucial. Anything could set him off. She had to be careful. A rogue
vampire had made this creature, and its saliva was deadly for
anything other than a full-blooded vampire.

“My shoe?” He glanced down at his foot and
flinched. “I don’t know.” He looked back up at her, his eyes
pleading now. “I don’t know. I woke up nearby, I think, in a park.
I woke up when the hail hit my face. I don’t know where I am. I
don’t know who I am. Can you help me? I should be cold …” His voice
trailed off. “I’m dreaming. Is that it? Is this a dream?”

May nodded, forcing her lips into a smile.
“Yes. It’s a dream.”

Poor creature. He’d been badly made, hastily
made, and made against all the laws and rules that governed the
vampire clan. Not that they had many rules, and not that they
really cared. They followed the rules only because they feared the
consequences of breaking them and not from any moral obligation.
May moved very slowly, so as not to startle him into attacking
her.

“I can help you,” she said, crouching in
front of him. “It’s a strange dream, isn’t it? I can help you.”

“I just want to wake up.” His voice was
hoarse and his fangs, sharp as needles, glittered with bloody
saliva.

“All right.” May eased her hand into her
purse. “I want you to stand up straight. That’s right. Now, close
your eyes and say, ‘There’s no place like home.’ Say it three
times, and you’ll wake up.”

“All right.” He nodded, pathetically glad to
obey. He screwed his eyes shut. “There’s no place like home.
There’s no place like home.”

May took careful aim and drove the stake
through his heart.

“There’s no place like … home.” The creature
opened its eyes, but they were empty and saw nothing now. He was so
slight he fell like a ribbon to the sidewalk, landing without a
sound. His bare foot pointed at the sky. It started to rain again,
harder.


Chapter Two

 


Partners

 


M.U.C.I. agents came within minutes of her
call. A discrete, dark gray van pulled up and two men in
nondescript uniforms got out. They zipped the small body in a
forest-green bag and loaded it into the van. May got in the front
seat with the driver while the other man stayed in the back. She
felt numb until she got into the long, white corridors of M.U.C.I.,
and then suddenly she remembered her umbrella, still hooked on the
fence, and she couldn’t hold back her tears.

Brianna was already in the office, standing
near the door. May pushed by her and went to her desk, sat down,
and tried to find a tissue. She opened her drawer, scattered things
on the floor, found an old tissue, and wiped her face with it. She
blew her nose noisily and glared at Brianna. “What are you staring
at?”

Brianna pulled over a chair and sat facing
her across the desk. “I’ve never seen you cry. What happened?”

“I killed a vampire.”

That shut her up. Good. May didn’t feel like
talking. She had a report to write. She had to go down to the
morgue. She had to … act like a professional and tell her partner
what had happened. It would be their case now. She dug her nails
into her palm. “It wasn’t exactly a vampire. I killed an
abomination.”

Brianna raised her eyebrows. May hated that.
Why couldn’t she keep her expressions to herself? “What’s an
abomination?” Brianna asked.

May threw her tissue in the trashcan. “In
this case, it was a nine-year-old boy some sadistic vampire bit and
didn’t kill, leaving him with no past, no future … Nothing but
terror.” Her voice slipped. She took a deep breath and stared very
hard at the desk. “An abomination is created by evil for evil. It
cannot be allowed to live.”

“A nine-year-old boy?” Brianna’s face turned
white. “Do we know who killed him?”

“I did.” May got the form out that she
needed and started to fill it in.

“I don’t mean that. I mean, was it was a
vampire attack? Do you suspect anyone?”

May lifted her head and glared at Brianna.
“You want a list of all the vampires in the city? They’re all
capable of doing that. Now, can you give me ten minutes peace? I’ll
tell you after I do the paperwork.”

“Fine.” Brianna shrugged and went back to
her own desk where she started filling out her own papers.

May chewed on the end of her pen, putting
her thoughts in order. Then she jotted her name on the form and
wrote a paragraph describing what happened. She added the time, the
address, the weather, and her badge number. Then she put it in a
folder.

“Are you finished? Can you talk now?”

May ignored the sarcasm in Brianna’s voice.
She got up. “I’ll tell you everything on the way to the morgue.
Come on.” She had the satisfaction of seeing Brianna’s eyes
widen.

“The body is in the morgue?”

“I wasn’t about to leave it in the street.”
May tucked the folder under her arm and held the door open. “After
you.”

They walked to the elevator in silence.
Brianna pushed the down button. While they waited for the elevator
to come, May said, “I don’t know who killed the boy first. It was a
vampire, that’s the only thing I can be sure of. I know what signs
a vampire leaves. Another thing, the boy was undead. He had died.
His soul had left but he was still alive, so it wasn’t just a
botched attack. Someone did this on purpose.”

“But, why did you have to kill him? Couldn’t
he become a registered vampire? We get new ones every month or so.
He was only a kid!” Brianna sounded accusing. As if she’d had a
choice.

“He would not have become a vampire.” May
grimaced. It was so hard to explain to the layman all the
intricacies of the undead. “You know, there’s a whole library in
M.U.C.I. with books devoted to vampires and their ilk if you want
to learn about them.”

A pause, then, “Why is his body is in the
morgue? Don’t they turn to dust when you stab them?” The elevator
doors slid open and they stepped in. Brianna punched the button to
the morgue floor.

May rolled her eyes. They’d been partners
for three months now and they hadn’t run into a single rogue
vampire yet, so Brianna hadn’t seen what happens to one if you stab
it. “You watch too much television. They only turn to dust if they
are ancient.” She put emphasis on the word ancient. “This wasn’t a
vampire. He was an abomination.”

“If he wasn’t going to become a vampire, why
was he still alive?”

“He wasn’t alive. He was undead. You should
know by now what that means. After all, your boyfriend—” The blow
caught her completely by surprise. First Brianna slapped her palm
against the emergency button, stopping the elevator. Then she
slammed May against the wall. “What the—” May got no further.
Brianna’s forearm was pressed across her throat and with more
strength than May could have imagined, she spun her around, kicked
her legs out from beneath her, and pinned her to the ground. How
dare she?

“My folder!” May cried, trying to get up.
She was furious at having been caught so easily. This was supposed
to be her fight! She was supposed to win it. How dare Brianna
instigate this?

“Your folder can wait. Right now I want to
get a couple things clear.”

May’s throat hurt. She could hardly breathe.
And Brianna’s foot was pressed so hard against her weak ankle she
was worried her foot would come off. “What things?” She managed to
croak.

“One. I am your partner. I was a cop, and a
good one. You can trust me. I’ll watch your back. Two. You’re not
working alone anymore. I’m with you. Three. I don’t have any
problems with you being hung up on Jack. I love him, so I can
understand other people falling for him. But he’s mine. So the best
thing for you to do will be to find someone else and forget about
him. Four—”

“Let me up.” May tried to push her away, but
Brianna had her in a tight grip. She was good. Fury made it hard to
think, but she couldn’t help be impressed by Brianna’s strength and
technique.

“No. Four. You might not like me. Fine. But
act like you do. Stop your sixteen year old sulking. You haven’t
been sixteen for over a hundred years, so for once, act your age.”
Brianna stood up, setting her free.

May sat up and gathered the papers together,
putting them carefully back in the folder. Brianna hit the start
button and the elevator hummed into motion. No lurching here. State
of the art, yes sir.

“I apologize for my behavior.” The words
tasted like ashes in her mouth, but she got them out anyway.
Brianna was right, and she had been wrong. She’d gotten off on the
wrong foot. She looked down. It was still attached. She flexed her
ankle. It ached a bit, but held. Like the partnership. Jeffrey
Archer, head of the department, had been clear. Now all M.U.C.I.
agents had to work in teams.

She had always been a lone agent. This
working in pairs that Jeffrey had instated galled her. Or maybe it
was the fact that she’d been paired with Brianna instead of Jack.
She was shaking with rage, but managed to keep her voice steady. “I
will try to be a good partner from now on, if you’ll still have
me.” She would stay with Brianna until she could find a way to get
rid of her for good, and without anyone ever suspecting.

“Of course I still want you as a partner.”
Brianna shook her head, making her red curls bounce. “You’re the
best agent here and I’m damn lucky to have you. Let me tell you,
May, the two of us together, if we start working together, are
unbeatable.”

May started to see what Jack saw in Brianna.
She might not be stunning, or sparkly, or particularly witty. But
she had other qualities. She was direct, she was conscientious, and
she was always upbeat. Nothing seemed to get her down. May gritted
her teeth. “Thank you, Brianna. I’ll try to be a better partner.”
The door pinged open. They stepped out. May took Brianna’s arm.
“You don’t have to come see him,” she said.

Brianna turned to her. “Yes, I do,” she
said. “This is going to be our new case. We’re going to find out
who killed him. And you’re going to tell me all about mutants and
why only certain vampires turn to dust.” She paused, and then said
with a grin, “Or else I’ll knock you down, pull your foot off, and
throw it out the window.”

May stared at her, flummoxed. Then she
understood that Brianna was joking with her, just as if she was a
normal person like everyone else. She searched for something
humorous to say, but nothing came. Nothing but, “There aren’t any
windows here at mucky.”

Brianna’s smile widened. “Moosie.”

“Whatever.” May cleared her throat. “This
way. And brace yourself. It’s not a pretty sight.”


Chapter Three

 


Strange Glass

 


It looked worse under the unforgiving
lights. The boy still had his clothes on. The hole her stake had
made in his chest gaped. On the large table, he looked even smaller
and more fragile than he had looked on the street. And his bare
foot still made a knot in May’s throat. She gripped the folder so
tightly her fingers hurt.

The pathologist and forensic scientist were
going over him. The two men looked up as May and Brianna walked in.
Chris and Abel Welch were twins. Both were tall, thin, with red
hair and freckled skin that looked like it was stretched too
tightly over their bony faces. They were identical, and both wore
glasses, but Abel had a beard and always wore a surgical mask and
hat, whereas Chris was clean-shaven and had a crew-cut. It made
identifying them easier. Not like the kid on the table. The chart
clipped to the table at his feet still read “Victim # 452-MY.” The
number was just his number, and MY stood for male youth.

May put her file in the plastic holder where
the chart was and stepped back. “Any luck identifying him?” she
asked.

Chris looked up and shook his head. “Not
yet. But we just got started. We were on another case when this
poor kid came in.” He carefully picked up the boy’s small hand and
started to examine it with a magnifying glass. “His fingers are
stained with dark colors. Black, brown, blue … I’d say shoe polish
but I’m not positive. There are old and new stains.” He put the
hand and magnifying glass down and scribbled on his notepad.

Brianna frowned at May. “Couldn’t you have
asked him his name at least before you killed him?”

May controlled the urge to slap Brianna and
managed to stay calm. “He had no memory of who or what he’d been
before. His soul took his memories with him.”

“You killed him?” The twins spoke in unison.
Then Abel cleared his throat and took a look at the chart. “Ah. An
abomination. Right. Good job, May. He didn’t feel a thing. Your aim
is excellent.” He sounded sincere and May’s nerves relaxed a
tad.

There was an awkward silence, and then
Brianna said, “Do you want me to call Jack?” She dug her cell phone
from her pocket. “Maybe he can talk to his spirit.”

May started to say “No,” and then
reconsidered. Why not try? It couldn’t hurt. They’d already used
Jack’s talent. He could communicate with souls if they were still
hanging around the body. It was worth a try this time too. She
clenched her fists. She was going to enjoy staking the bastard
who’d done this. “All right. But don’t get your hopes up,” she
added. “The best thing would be to ask my father to see if the
boy’s soul is in the underworld yet.”

“Why don’t you go see your father and I’ll
wait here for Jack?”

May shook her head. “No, I want to hear what
Jack might hear. You go see my father. It will be an interesting
experience for you.” She expected Brianna to refuse, but to her
surprise, she nodded and dialed a number.

“Jack? It’s Brianna. Can you come to the
morgue at moosie? We have a murder victim and we hope you can talk
to him. Uh-huh. Hold on.” She turned to May. “How long has he been
dead?”

“Not long. He was attacked early this
evening.” May knew souls, or spirits, or whatever you wanted to
call the energy that animated a body could hang around for about
two days. If it was there, Jack might be able to contact it.

“A few hours at the most,” said Brianna. She
listened, and then said, “No, I’m going to talk to Jim Ling-Li. All
right. See you later.” She snapped the phone shut and said, “I’ll
head straight over to your dad’s office. Will he be there?”

May looked at her watch. “Oh yes. Give him a
call to let him know you’re coming. He’ll be glad to see you,
Brianna. He often asks about you.” Saying nice thing to Brianna
didn’t make her teeth ache after all. She could do this. Her father
had always said you caught more pigs with sugar than with salt.
Where he’d gotten that saying she didn’t know, but she’d do her
best to act nicely, especially in front of other people.

After Brianna left, May watched as Chris and
Abel did their job. Minute pieces of cloth and tissue were taken.
They scraped under his fingernails and took his fingerprints. After
getting Abel’s permission, May put on a pair of surgical gloves and
started to examine the victim’s clothes, hoping for some clue. His
T-shirt was nondescript and showed signs of repeated washings just
like his jeans. They weren’t too worn out, but they were a cheap
brand and they’d been hemmed. Scruffy was the word that came to
mind as she examined the child. His straight hair was badly cut,
and his clothes were poor quality. He had most likely come from the
sprawling trailer park on the south side of town. So what had he
been doing in her upscale neighborhood? All those thoughts floated
through her mind as she worked.

She’d worked with Chris and Abel in the
forensic lab before and knew them fairly well. M.U.C.I. employed so
many people it was impossible to keep track of them all, but May
had been here for so long she knew most of the regulars by sight.
She sighed. The truth was, she’d been with M.U.C.I since just after
its creation. When her father had found out how talented she was at
police work, he’d steered her toward the new investigation unit,
and she had joined. At first reticent, then passionate about her
work, she dabbled in everything, working her way through the
various departments, her thirst for learning and curiosity never
slaked. But she had always worked alone. Until now.

“Who are you?” she murmured to the
corpse.

Abel looked up, his steel-rimmed glasses
glinting. A paper hat hid his long, red hair. His surgeon’s mask
hid his beard too. “Was that gal your new partner?” he asked. He
whistled. “Try to keep her alive a little longer. She’s cute.”

May dug her nails into her hand and
pretended to laugh. Probably everyone knew she’d almost gotten her
partner killed on their first job together. M.U.C.I. was big, but
not big enough.

Chris was looking at something on the sole
of the boy’s foot. “Come take a look at this,” he said.

May and Abel followed his pointing finger
and looked. Something glittered. Abel leaned over to get a closer
look, and then using a pair of tweezers, eased out a sliver of
glass.

“He was on the street when I found him, so
the glass is probably from a car.” May held open a plastic baggy
for Abel as he dropped the sliver into it.

“That’s not a normal color for headlight
glass, and it’s not bottle glass,” said Chris, shaking his head.
“The lab will tell us where it’s from. So, you were the one who
found the kid, May?”

“It’s in the file.” May jerked her chin at
the board clipped to the end of the table. But she knew Chris. He
never read the file until he’d finished his preliminary
examination. He claimed he always looked at a body with virgin
eyes.

“Uh-huh.” Chris took his magnifying glass
and peered at the boy’s foot some more.

May examined the shoe he still wore. It was
a worn-out sneaker, with the frayed laces undone as was the style
for kids. It wouldn’t have taken much for the shoe to fall off. But
he wore a sock too. She was wondering how he’d lost both shoe and
sock when she heard footsteps. The door opened, and Chris said,
“Jack’s here.”

Jack was often called to the morgue, so
everyone knew him. He’d been brought back to life by May’s father,
so he was a zombie, like May, but he was also a spirit talker. And
he was as handsome as a movie star and nice to boot.

May could hardly look at him. Whenever he
was around her heart fluttered somewhere in her throat. His blue
eyes burned like twin flames and his black hair curled in sexy
waves. May felt her throat go dry so she just nodded toward
him.

Jack gave her a smile, never realizing, she
was sure, that it devastated her. He shook hands with Chris and
Abel, and then went to look at the corpse. The smile slid off his
face. “What happened to him?”

May pointed to the file. “Doesn’t anybody
read the charts in this place?” Why did anyone even bother to do
paperwork?

Jack picked up the file and his eyes first
narrowed then widened. His gaze snapped to May. “You did this?” he
said.

May opened her mouth to defend herself, but
Abel spoke up, taking his mask off his mouth. “Didn’t you see the
note there? It says, ‘Abomination.’”

Jack looked blank. “I’m afraid this is my
first abomination. It looks …” he hesitated. “It looks like a
little kid.”

“Looks can be deceiving,” said Chris, who
was the quieter twin. He nodded seriously. “You walk up to one,
bend over to give him a hand, and he rips your throat out.”

“Looks like that’s what happened to him
too,” said Jack, flipping the pages. “Vampire attack, throat torn.
Status at time of discovery, undead.” He looked askance at the body
then continued. “Staked through the heart. Status upon arrival at
the morgue, dead.” He closed the chart and put it back. “Is this
the work of an abomination?”

May flinched, but knew he was talking about
the first assault, not her kill. “It has all the signs of a vampire
attack. If there was a vampire abomination around, I think I would
have heard about it.” She shrugged. “I guess I’ll pay a visit to
The Shores tonight.” The Shores was a bar where mutants and undead
hung out. It was guarded by a witch, a vampire, and a demon door,
and it was as good a place as any to start looking for a
monster.

Jack looked at the body some more, then
pulled up a chair and sat down next to the table. “I’ll wait a
while. But I can’t hear or feel anything.” He shook his head,
sorrow etched on his features. “I can’t believe anyone could do
this to a kid.”

May caught Chris and Abel’s glance. They’d
seen worse. So had she, for that matter. But it never got any
easier. She touched the boy’s cold hand. Her gloves dulled her
sense of touch, and she knew that when she’d killed the child, he’d
been numb, dulled, his senses taken away. But that didn’t make it
any easier. She stared at the small hand until her vision blurred,
then she blinked and felt tears run down her cheek. Quickly she
turned away so Jack wouldn’t see her cry.

“Why don’t you take the glass to the lab?”
suggested Abel, handing her the plastic bag.

“Good idea.” She was glad to get out of the
room. A door in the back led straight to the lab. The morgue was
set up in a rainbow shape, its contingent rooms arching along the
hallway that made up the top of the rainbow—each room could be made
larger or smaller by sliding, frosted glass panels on the sides.
The boy was in a small room at the far left end of the rainbow’s
arc. In each room, one door led to the hallway. Another door went
directly to the lab, which was a huge room in the shape of a
semicircle. Continuing with the rainbow theme, each door was a
different color so that the scientists and doctors could tell at a
glance which room corresponded to which body. Each body had a file,
whose color matched the doorway of the room he was in. Each color
corresponded to a mutant or undead type, including a color for
humans and a color used for cases like this—abominations. This file
and door were black.

She gave the bag to Wynne, the lab
technician. Wynne was staring at something in her microscope, but
when she saw the black sticker on the bag in May’s hand, her eyes
widened. “Abomination?”

May nodded. “Looks like you have a lot of
work tonight.”

Wynne grimaced. She was a heavy-set woman
whose lab coat was always pulled too tightly across her large
bosom. She was precise and May liked working with her. So did most
of the M.U.C.I. officers. Her desk was piled high with multicolored
files. “Most of these are Sugar Lee’s. She didn’t show up again
tonight.” Her sniff held a world of displeasure.

Sugar Lee, the new girl. “Did she call in
sick? Is she all right?”

Wynne rolled her eyes. “She didn’t call in
sick as far as I know. Otherwise someone would have replaced her.
I’ve been playing catch-up all evening. Do me a favor May, ask the
secretary on your way out to give that damn girl a call, will
you?”

May didn’t know Sugar Lee that well. A new
girl. Fresh out of forensic school. She’d exasperated everyone her
first day at work by throwing up on a tray of evidence. Since then,
she’d been fine. But her name was now known to all—sort of like May
nearly killing Brianna on their first day together. May felt an
unexpected pang of pity toward the missing Sugar Lee. “All right.”
She gave Wynn the bag. “A glass splinter from his foot.”

“For you, May, I’ll make it a rush job.”

May blinked. “I never asked for a rush
job.”

“You never tell me to hurry,” said Wynn,
putting her hands on her well-padded hips. She shook her head. “You
never say, ‘This is a rush job,’ or, ‘move this to the top of the
pile.’ Every single other agent in this place comes in here with
evidence I have to get to right away. Each case is the most urgent.
But you never say anything.”

“Oh.” May wasn’t sure what Wynne was getting
at. Social skills were not her best subject. But she had to know.
“Is that good or bad?”

Wynn looked startled, and then laughed. “Of
course it’s good.” She waved her hand at the desk. “Half the time
when an agent comes in here with a rush job, he’s just being pushy.
You never push, May. I appreciate that.” She took some tweezers and
lifted the splinter out of the bag. “Odd color,” she said. She put
it on a glass slide and put it under her microscope. “I’ve seen
glass like this somewhere before,” she said, adjusting the scope.
She frowned, pushed her chair back and scooted it across to the
other end of her desk. She flicked her computer open and started
typing. A few seconds later a line of pictures appeared. Wynne
scrolled down until she got to one she liked. “Ah ha.”

May leaned over to look. “What is it?”

“Venetian glass. See the faint swirls in the
color? I’m pretty sure that’s a piece of antique glass. There are
imperfections in it that a modern machine doesn’t make, tiny
bubbles and such.” She went back to her microscope and projected
the splinter onto the computer, then split the screen. The glass in
the splinter seemed to match the sample of glass in the photo
nearly perfectly.

“Can I see?” May looked at the computer and
read the caption aloud. “Rare blue Venetian glass from a
seventeenth century wine goblet. Thank you Wynne, you’ve been a
terrific help.”

“You’re welcome. And in return, you can go
see what’s happening with Sugar Lee. I swear, that girl is going to
hear from me when she shows up next time.”

If she shows up at
all, thought May, as she left the lab.
Sometimes forensic medicine wasn’t what you thought it would be. A
lot of the young recruits only lasted a few months before
dissecting corpses got to them and they quit. And after Sugar Lee’s
disastrous first day, she wasn’t all sure she blamed
her.

She went back in the black door. Jack was
still there, as were Chris and Abel. “Venetian glass, seventeenth
century wine goblet,” said May.

“Finally, something older than you in here,”
quipped Abel.

May considered maiming him, but since Abel
was the only person in the world brave enough to actually joke with
her (she hoped he was joking) she contented herself with a stiff
smile. “It should make catching the murderer a little easier. There
can’t be many seventeenth century wine glasses in the city.”

“And there’s one less. From the size of that
splinter, I’d say the glass shattered,” said Abel.

May forced herself to look at the handsome
zombie. “And you, Jack? Any luck?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Nothing. I’m waiting for
Brianna to call.”

“Tell her I’ve gone to The Shores,” said
May.

Jack lifted his eyebrow. “Fine.”

May let herself out, and on her way out she
stopped by the receptionist to let her know that Sugar Lee hadn’t
shown up. “Wynne wants you to call her and see why she hasn’t come
to work,” said May.

The receptionist nodded and waved as May
left. It was nearly midnight. May’s breath left clouds of white in
the air. Spring was just around the corner, but winter hadn’t
slackened its grip. Her heels crunched over broken glass on the
street and she glanced down. A beer bottle. Now that would have
been explicable. But seventeenth century Venetian glass? Where did
a shabbily dressed young boy go to step on that?


Chapter Four

 


A Lost Soul

 


Bartholomew knew someone was following him.
He sensed a presence behind his back, but every time he turned, he
saw nothing. He’d been having that strange prickling feeling a lot
lately. Someone stalked him. But who? And why?

It didn’t particularly worry him. He was
stronger than most vampires, older and wiser, even. It would be
hard to beat him in a fair fight. And when in doubt, Bartholomew
was not above flight. He could change into a bat and fly away. It
was a common misconception that all vampires could do this. In
reality, only the oldest ones had that talent. Each century of life
brought a new talent to a vampire. First came the night vision,
then the strength, then the ability to remain awake during the day,
and then the capacity to resist sunlight for a limited time.
Afterward there was flight. And next century? What would that
bring? Bartholomew didn’t know. The elders didn’t say anything.
Vampires were secretive by nature, and even their society was built
on the foundations of secrecy. No, he’d just have to wait and find
out. If he lived that long.

He was five hundred years old. Much older
than most vampires, and far younger than the elders. He was a child
of the Middle Ages. Many of his century brethren had
vanished—killed in the great vampire hunts of the last centuries.
So many had perished.

He hunched his cloak
tighter around his shoulders. He’d yet to lose the habit of wearing
a cloak, although secretly he wondered if it wasn’t
passé. Maybe a down
jacket and hiking boots would be better than the long, boiled wool
cape and the low riding boots he always wore.

He stuck his leg out and looked at his foot.
His leather, ankle-high riding boots were sturdy and yet chic. He
still cared about his appearance. Once upon a time he’d been
remarkably vain. A dandy even, when it was the fashion. Looking
back, he thought that might have been the best time of his
life—when the streets were lit with gaslight and high-stepping
horses pulled gorgeous, light carriages over cobblestone streets.
He’d had a little black carriage pulled by two spirited bays … He
shook his head sharply. Reminiscing was not like him. It must have
been that song he’d heard on the corner. A young woman with a
guitar singing Scarborough Fair in a clear, high voice. She’d
reminded him of someone.

He gave his cloak an irritated twitch.
Everyone reminded him of someone; he’d been around long enough.
Maybe it was time to join the elders, but no. He was still too
young, and he did not want to shut himself in one of their stone
coffins. He wasn’t sure he had the strength to lift the lid yet.
And vampires who joined the elders and shut themselves in too soon
stayed shut in.

With another quick glance behind him, he
walked down the narrow alley to the front door of The Shores. He
hadn’t been there in a few months. He paused, as he always did
before knocking, and looked carefully into the darkness to see if
he could catch a glimpse of the Watcher. Once he’d met someone who
could see her, or him. And because he was curious, even after all
the years he’d been on this earth, he wanted to see the watcher
too.

But as usual, he saw nothing, not even a
shadow.

He shrugged and knocked on the door. Winter,
a silver-haired Valkyrie vampire opened the door. Sometimes it was
her, and sometimes it was the blind sorceress, Tasha. Bartholomew
preferred Tasha. Winter and he had once been lovers. It hadn’t
lasted very long. For some reason, most vampire liaisons didn’t
last. They were too secretive and too solitary. And most coffins
only held one person comfortably.

That was an old vampire joke. Hardly any
vampires slept in coffins.

But he and Winter had parted on less than
friendly terms. She rarely let him forget it. He always felt on the
defensive with her. The funny thing was it had all been so long
ago, when he was practically first made. She was older than he was,
and she’d decided to be his teacher and had taken him under her
wing … in more ways than one. His Norman blood gave them
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