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Disclaimer

This novel is the product of my own creativity, effort, and imagination. All mistakes are mine and mine alone. All characters, plot lines, and creative elements are entirely my own. 

An old friend of mine – JT Ethans – helped with some of the ideas and themes featured in this book. However, he wants no association with it. 

About the Author

I’ve always been told “you’re not good enough”, “not smart enough”, just not enough. So, this book is to prove to all those who doubted me, who didn’t believe in me or my vision and to give inspiration to anyone else whose ever been told they’re not enough, that they shouldn’t follow their dreams. 

M J Giles is young adult living in Queensland Australia, specifically based around Brisbane. 
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Meeting Emily and Introducing Morgana and Jasper 
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She woke up to the startling vision of an ethereal, see through young girl hovering directly above her body, face directly above her own. She recoiled back in shocked surprise, striking her head on her headboard. She forgot, disoriented as she was (considering the abrupt wake up), and almost had a heart attack at the vision before her. Causing her to also forget, if just for that moment just where she was and what her abilities allowed her to do. The hit she took to her head was quite violent due to her increased strength, and the solid oak bed frame didn’t help, she’s just glad she didn’t shatter it this time. 

Wincing, from the dull, throbbing pain, she comes back to awareness, rubbing the back of her head. Looking up, it’s to the image of the young girl giggling at her, bringing a small smile to her own lips. She wasn’t used to seeing happy emotions coming off spirits, so it’s always very discombobulating, yet lightening when it happens. Yet this young girl had somehow managed to retain her innocence even in death. The girl was a young child of about 8 and had large beautiful blue eyes, a light dusting of freckles over a pixie nose, long blonde hair, two missing front teeth, and wearing a light blue and white summer dress that really brought out her eyes. 

Morgana’s face suddenly changed, dropping the adoring, indulgent smile all adults seem to give young children only to adopt a more sombre appearance. Hoping against all hope that this sweet, innocent child hadn’t died in such a horribly traumatic way. She didn’t think she could handle that, not so early after waking up, and especially without showing her true feelings on the matter. She knew she always had to be strong for the spirits, especially the young ones, the innocents. 

So, Morgana gathers up all her courage to truly look at the young girl, not just the image the young girl has projected upon herself. And what she saw truly devastated her, there were lacerations around the girls’ wrists and a bullet hole through the head. Allowing Morgana to see clear through it and into the wall behind her. Morgana shakes the image from her head, hoping it will help to focus her more on the young girl ahead of her and possibly get any useful information to help with her case. 

She asks the girl her full name - Emily Parks - her parents’ names: father - Richard parks, mother - Angelina parks deceased after her younger brothers (Daniel’s) birth. Emily starts getting upset and confused wondering what was going on and why her father and brother couldn’t see her. Morgana tries to explain to Emily in a child appropriate way that she’s dead and that her father and brother aren’t ignoring her they just can’t see her, not anymore. 

You see spirits who were wrongfully killed cannot pass over into the beyond without being avenged in some way and in some cases even understanding their own deaths. They do not remember how they died and subsequently don’t know who killed them. Some spirits don’t even know they’re dead and only manage to manifest themselves when great upheaval happens in their old lives. After she calms Emily down enough, she sends her out of the room so Morgana can quickly get ready for the day and go and inform Jasper about the new case. 
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MORGANA WILL NEVER age a day over her 21 years, not since her death and transformation a few years ago. She’s a tall woman, although still shorter than Jasper, standing at about 5’10”, compared to Jaspers 6’2”. She is toned and quite lithe. Morgana has pale almost ivory coloured skin and medium length black hair, with bright purple highlights. 

She is fiercely beautiful, the kind of fiery beauty that can knock a lesser man off his feet, that helps add credence to her supernatural origins. She has full pink lips, a slightly aristocratic nose, and a sharp jawline, with high cheek bones. She has detailed brown eyes, however, due to how she changed occasionally bright, glowing purple will swirl through the arrangement of the melanin granules in her iris’. Almost looking like mini galaxies and milky ways are travelling through her eyes. And when she’s truly angry or transforming, her eyes turn a beautifully bright, glowing purple.

The right side of her face is also somewhat marred by three thin, light pink scars. The first starting under her right eye at the edge of the bridge of her nose, stopping just past her cheekbone. The next starting in the middle of her forehead, bisecting the pointed tip of her eyebrow, missing her eye and ending just past the first scar. 

The last one starts just above the middle scar, just misses the eyebrow, and finishes just below the middle scar. And even though one would think these scars would mar her beauty, they only seem to enhance it. She’s a very gothic looking woman in appearance; however, it suits her, giving her a mysterious, confident aura, that always seems to attract people. 

Morgana quietly exits her room, only to see young Emily sitting on the countertop behind Jasper and pulling faces at him. Once Emily notices her, Morgana quickly brings a hand up to her lips and makes the universal gesture for quiet and winks. Quietly slinking up behind Jasper and as he goes to turn, she stands behind him. He jumps about a foot high and starts to choke, as he’s choking Morgana can’t help but feel a little guilty.

However, seeing a smile light up Emilys face and feeling her aura cheer up a bit, she can’t help but feel she’s made the right decision. It always hurts her to see spirits so destroyed after finding out that they’re dead. That they can never talk to their families again and in some cases, never see them again. But what’s worse is when they find out that a family member or close friend were involved in the deaths, it absolutely destroys some people. It’s horrible to see the last image of a spirit being completely broken before they’re sent off into whatever comes next. 

After he’d calmed down, he started explaining a new case, he’d just gotten off the phone about. But she interrupted when it starts to sound familiar to her, when he starts listing out some of the key details of the case, like the fathers and brothers’ name. It brings sense to why Emily appeared before her, she was essentially summoned to them by the mention of her brother’s case. He pauses in his monologue of the case and looks at her strangely before saying “how did you know that?” And she just laughs not answering.

Thinking that he was still playing their game by continuing their running joke. Next, he informs her that they must be at Richard’s house at 2:00pm to get more information. Giving them ample enough opportunity to investigate the scene, with the potential to identify or find anything that the police either missed, couldn’t think to find, or tried to cover up. 

She starts to deeply concentrate, blocking off the section of her mind that seems to control her ability to see spirits. Opening her eyes, she watches the last of Emily’s spirit fizzle away and vanish, back to the spirit realm. She will forever be eternally grateful that she can now control her ability to see ghosts, because after she died and started seeing spirits everywhere, she was brought to the brink of insanity.

Especially as she was already dealing with her new body and all the pros and cons that came with that. And adding seeing people who weren’t really there or alive was breaking her mind. She would start to have conversations with people who weren’t there, getting worried and disgusted looks from humans, having multiple spirits appear before her at once and start screaming over the top of each other, etc. 

Very few people who come back from the dead or are born with the gift of medium can see the rifts between worlds and subsequently the beings held within them. And unfortunately, or fortunately depending on whose opinion you value enough to listen to, Morgana was one of them. Thanks to her sheer determination and a will of iron, Morgana quickly mastered the ability to control her extra sight. 

This was mainly due to mambos dedication to helping her and her guidance style - careful and patient. However, when she’s asleep she loses her hold on her mind block, allowing anything to enter, which can be highly disastrous and detrimental to her health. Any being with the ability to walk through realms can be drawn to her, manifesting before her in physical or spiritual form.
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JASPER WILL FOREVER look the age of 25, caused by his transition into vampirism. He’s a tall, broad shouldered, lightly muscled man, who has lightly tanned skin, giving it a nice, healthy glow. He has eyes that like to switch between a deep moss green and a light grey blue depending on the amount of sun the melanin in his eyes is exposed too. Covering his face is a long thin scar that starts from the top of his forehead on the left side, all the way past his jaw down his neck and to his heart. 

The scar slashed lightly through his eye lid (thankfully not damaging his vision) and bisected down the middle of his eyebrow. He has a strong nose, a slightly squared jaw, dark eyebrows, slightly on the thicker side, and finishing his look, he has black hair that he keeps short and slicked back. He’s old school handsome, which may have been caused from his development of his vampiric nature. 

Jasper is also unique in the vampire species as he has the gift of telepathy. It is unknown how this gift originated or what caused it as there has been no records that they’ve found of it ever happening in the whole history of vampirism. And as of this time in their lives they still have not uncovered the full plot of Jasper’s kidnapping and turning. Whenever they have free time between cases, they investigate any old literature they can get their hands on of vampires and their history. And whenever there’s a lull in new information, they put their investigating skills into Jasper’s kidnapping. 
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The Case
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FOR TODAY JASPER DECIDES to dress prepared, putting on his work clothes, as he just has an inescapable feeling that they’re to be called in for a case today. He was sitting on their old, comfortable, beaten-up couch he and Morgana had gotten from a local flea market. They’d both fallen in love with the couch the moment they’d sat on it, sinking into its soft, luxurious cushions that moulded perfectly to their bodies. Their mambo (voodoo priestess mentor) had given them an allowance to help make her house a home to them, to make them feel more normal and in control of a life they didn’t get a choice in. They’d both been hesitant to except in the beginning, feeling uncomfortable with just taking her money. 

But mambo is a stubborn woman and wore them down, with her rationality and her kindness. Their mambo had also invested in some heavy-duty velvet curtains, that he currently has pulled shut, to block out all the unnecessary light. As, even though he can walk in the sunlight, he hates the feeling of vulnerability and weakness he feels under its rays. Being inside the rustic cabin is hard too, although it’s helped by the open floor plan. He’s always been more of an outdoorsy person, even before the change but now being inside feels constricting and anxiety inducing, giving him a constant feeling of claustrophobia. His anxiety makes him feel that behind every door is a new threat just lying in wait to attack him. 

However, he finds comfort in knowing that Morgana is just a room a way, literally just down the hall, and behind a closed door. Suddenly, he hears a dull thud and slightly increased breathing, causing a slight spike in his anxiety. Causing him to want to bust in and check on her, but he knows she doesn’t like people barging into her room, so to keep from giving in to his instinct to check on her he puts the tv on to distract himself. 

He also must stop himself from reaching his mind out to hers, but his respect for her and her boundaries is high, besides he cares for her too much to invade her privacy so deeply. He just tells himself she’s probably just hit her head or dropped something, because, for someone with a felines grace, she can be quite clumsy and not just in the early mornings. It never fails to amuse him, especially when she’s flailing in her tiger form. Besides, if she was truly in danger, she can take care of herself, or she’d call for him. 

He can feel the beginning stages of his body deteriorating, just wanting to collapse and sleep the day away. He can also feel the deep thirst in the back of his throat, pulling at him, urging him to bite down deeply and drain the arteries of humans. So, to combat that nasty feeling, and cool down his instincts, he gets up to retrieve a blood bag from the fridge. He hates the blood cold, it’s like trying to drink clumpy, coagulated metallic jelly. So, he sets it in the microwave and starts the timer, as he’s waiting, he hears his phone ringing. 

He picks up the phone to see an unknown caller, he glances over to Morgana’s door, knowing she usually likes to be there for these kinds of calls. However, he knows she has hearing just as good as his, if not better and she wouldn’t want him to let the call go to voicemail. Therefore, he answers the phone, only to hear the devastated cries of a distraught father, pleading for help. His child had been kidnapped on the anniversary of the kidnapping and murder of his first child. His daughter. And he can’t involve the police, not anymore, his son’s life was threatened if he tried again. 

Jasper tries to console the father, to the best of his admittedly lacklustre ability. However, that doesn’t stop him from trying to calm the man down, at least enough so that he can get some proper, coherent details. Jasper literally feels his heart breaking for this poor man, to lose a child in that way and then on top of that, to have the other following along with the same MO on the first’s anniversary. He has no words; how can you console someone for something like that? 

Nothing he could possibly say would be enough, it would just sound pitying or empty. So instead, he asks the father (you’ll be seeing me a lot during this case, and it will be getting incredibly personal, please call me Richard) how he managed to get his phone number. Richard tells him he got it from sergeant Kane, one of their connections in the local police force. To those in the know, Jasper and Morgana are the ones to go to when the cases are unsolvable or unexplainable for the humans or if someone needs to be taken out, not left to the justice system. 

Jasper tries to ask for as many details as he can over the phone, knowing that’s what Morgana always does. But Richard insists he’d rather talk somewhere in private and in person. Richard invites them to the house to go over the details and to hopefully see if Jasper and Morgana can find anything the police managed to miss. Logically Jasper knows that because their client is rich, his house will be quite spacious, and he knows that the client needs their help and wouldn’t harm them. 

But his anxiety leaves a deep seed of doubt that starts to crawl along his spine, however, he takes a breath and forces it down as best as he can. His need to help those that deserve it and destroy the evil of the world overpower his own feelings on the matter. He concludes the call and retrieves his now warm blood bag from the microwave, taking a refreshing sip. 

Only to turn around to go get Morgana up to date on the case and choke on the mouthful of blood. Seeing how she had somehow managed to sneak up right behind him, startling him. After his coughing fit, he manages to get out “don’t do that!”, wheezingly. Only to hear her start to guiltily giggle, while trying to cover it up with her hand. 
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Rates and Brief Life Story


[image: ]


You see, due to the unfortunate circumstances surrounding their transformations and subsequent abilities gained and then further developed from that. It was mutually decided between them to put their new abilities toward doing some good for the world. Even if that means permanently putting someone or something down, but only after they’ve been thoroughly investigated and proven without a shadow of a doubt to be of the truest form of evil and found guilty. Legally, Morgana and Jasper are private investigators (PI’s), they work for themselves and have made contacts everywhere and anywhere. 

Though they haven’t been doing their criminal investigating for long they already have quite the reputation. In the Nola local police on cases that are unexplainable or on people who work outside of the law or see themselves as above the law and the justice system. Morgana and Jasper are contacted to deal with the situation as they deem fit, while the police will tend to look the other way. If they don’t go harming just anyone and keep the police informed on their targets and keep collateral to an absolute minimum. 

Their standard operating fee is $5000, which they split equally between themselves. But the pricing may vary depending on how dangerous a case is, how easy the case ends up being, how difficult the case was, etc. However, neither Jasper nor Morgana feels comfortable charging people to save a life or for help, but they do have to make a decent living. And a lot of people they found out early on in their work, wish to gift them at least something for their help and don’t take no for an answer. 

So, usually they charge just enough to get by - to pay for their unique diets, the cost of replacing or fixing their gear (including the car), and saving a little after every case, for when it’s a slow month. They’ve also been known to take cases pro bono: for the police - to ensure healthy relations between them (although it doesn’t always work out that way) and to keep them out of their business. For friends and contacts usually as favours - to gain or to repay. And lastly, they’ll do pro bono cases for those who are desperate and deserve it but don’t have enough money to pay. 
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Gearing Up and Visiting the Victim 
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They both decide to get geared up for their new case, retrieving their law-abiding Glocks from the gun safe and attaching them to their holsters. Morgana prefers a shoulder holster, which today she wore over her dark purple satin long sleeve blouse and a pair of black skinny jeans, paired with a black tailored leather jacket. Jasper prefers the more traditional hip holster which, he currently has paired with his black straight cut jeans, dark green button up long sleeve shirt and black sports coat. And both decided on the practical, yet stylish, black leather combat boots. 

They also brought several sets of mags with different kinds of bullets: silver, wood, hollow point, buck shot, rock salt and a few others. If they’ve learnt anything from their chosen profession, it’s that you can never be too careful. They’ve also loaded their midnight purple, 1968 Shelby mustang, fast back with all their investigative equipment, some spare clothes, emergency kits, medical kits and more.

Looking toward each other, eyes running the other over to determine if they’re both ready, they share a resolute nod. Next, they pull open the car doors and slide into their seats, with, Morgana on the driver’s side, and Jasper on the passenger’s side. The interior of the mustang is in pristine condition, with supple, smooth black leather interior and seating, and including an aftermarket updated entertainment system. Morgana loves this car and takes pride in keeping it clean, up to date with modern cars and well protected, from both the natural elements and from their fights and other supernatural related things. She will refuse to let either of them in the car if they’re covered in something that could potentially damage the interior, hence the spare sets of clothes they each keep in the boot. Or, in worse case scenarios the large towels also kept in the car can be used to cover the seats. 

After they’ve buckled in (“I don’t care if it won’t kill us Jasper, safety first”, she tells him, while glaring him down), Morgana puts the car in gear and they’re off, driving down the dirt road of the bayou. Passing by picturesque cypress trees and other bayou native flora and even fauna. The scene looking as if nothing about man has ever dared touch the beauty of this wilderness location. It takes a little over an hour to reach any roads made from tarmac. Even, taking a further hour to reach the outskirts of the city, in which Morgana stops to pick up an early lunch for herself and get a drink for Jasper to mix his blood into. After she eats, making sure to leave no crumbs in the pristine interior of the car, she cleans her hands with a wet wipe and then they dispose of their rubbish in the proper manner, and get back on the road.

Next, they continue their journey through the city, until they reach Audubon, an area inside NOLA’s Uptown neighbourhood. With the housing prices having an average of nearly $1.6 million, it is the richest neighbourhood in the whole of New Orleans. With its streets lined with historic homes that were built hundreds of years ago. Richard’s house is somewhat segregated from the rest of the neighbourhood, with a long cobble stone pathway with a dense forest made into a property line and fence to keep the privacy of the house and family. 

As they pull up to the front of the house, they see a beautiful, modernised mansion. It’s clear Richard has made many modifications to the original design, if not out rightly rebuilding. Jasper whistles at the state of the property, while Morgana concentrates on parking the car in front of the house on the circular driveway. 

As Jasper looks at the property in a mixture of awe and slight disgust, at such extravagance that the rich can easily spend on themselves, while the rest of the world suffers terribly. Morgana notices many cameras situated around the property, privately wondering how the cameras didn’t manage to pick up anything from either case of the abductions. She looks over to Jasper, noticing his waning attention and slight disgust pulling at his features. Causing her to have to slightly nudge him to refocus him, pointing out the cameras to him. 

He looks over and follows her eyes, pushing down and compartmentalising his personal feelings about the house and rich people in general. Also starting to frown in concentration and concern, wondering the same thing Morgana did. They share a look and already have their first set of questions in mind: why didn’t the cameras pick up any disturbances? Who has access to the feeds? Who knows where all the cameras are? Can you think of anyone who would want to do this to you - perhaps a disgruntled employee or a jilted lover?

Opening the doors to get out of the car, looking up, they notice the massive oak door opening and a person exiting. A man, who they assume to be is Richard, stepping out of the doorway and onto the porch to greet them. They adopt a professional, if sombre appearance as they walk up the stone steps to meet him. Which is where they get their first good look at him, taking his features in as he introduces himself, with them likewise doing the same, while giving him a quick scrutiny. 

Richard is a man of about 40, he has short, tidy brown hair with a smattering of greys. He’s a slender man, wearing stylish glasses that don’t detract from the brilliant blue eyes he shared with his late daughter. Though he is only in his early 40s, the world hasn’t been kind to him with one tragedy after the next and it shows on his weathered face, he’s already showing crow’s feet and deep frown lines. He also shows the appearance of someone bone weary, with a slight slump to his shoulders belaying his up bringing and dark, dark circles under his eyes. He’s wearing a slightly dishevelled fine Italian suit: in a dark blue, with a white button up shirt. The buttons of the white shirt are undone exposing his undershirt, his sports coat is missing, and he’s rolled the sleeves up to his elbows. 

As they were scrutinising him, it appears he was doing the same to them. They watch as he nods slightly to himself and invites them in. Leaning them through a short hallway and into an expansive, decorated sitting room. It has high ceilings, painted in earth colours, with floor to ceiling book cases made from a dark oak, a massive window filling the space with natural lighting, with dark drapes currently tied back, two medium brown wingback chairs with a small, high mahogany table in front of the window, a large couch, a glass table with mahogany legs and a couple of love seats decorated the middle of the space. 

And Morgana even spy’s some children’s sized bean bag chairs tucked away in the darkest corner of the room. There’s also a massive moss green carpet underneath the furniture to stop scuffs on the dark hard wood floor. Morgana and Jasper sit on the couch directly opposite the love seat Richard is already occupying. Allowing them to see all entrances, exits and any places someone could potentially use to hide behind and try to sneak up on them. 

They wait patiently in silence for Richard to gather himself enough to talk coherently. Being this close to him allows them to see the redness surrounding his eyes and the light chaffing on the end of his nose and slightly below it. They glance over to each other, meeting eyes and share a small grimace, feeling absolutely horrible for this man, this single father. To lose his son on the anniversary of his daughter’s murder. After sharing a significant look with Jasper, Morgana stands up and approaches him, walking in his line of sight, so as not to spook him and to give him enough time to dispute her actions. Squatting down in front of Richard, when he gives no negative signs, she raises her arm to gently squeeze his shoulder. He shakily lets out a breath and reaches up to gently cover her hand with his larger one, to reciprocate, squeezing back. The gesture seems to give him the courage he was desperately searching for to speak up. 

“It started out just like any other normal day, I dropped Daniel off at his school, drove in to work and messaged his nanny about picking him up and looking after him until I got home. But the whole day I had a terrible sinking feeling in my stomach, like something was off, but I pushed it to the back of my mind! If only I hadn’t and actually checked in on them!” Richard started out shakily, until he emotionally burst out the last two sentences. 

“Dr Parks, Dr Parks, Richard!” Morgana said calmly but with a slightly raised voice to gather the weeping father’s attention. “Take a few deep breaths and when you feel ready, and only when you feel ready, you can continue for us and keep going.” Morgana said with compassion. After a few minutes of going through deep breathing techniques (in for four, hold for four and out for four) with Morgana, Richard was calm enough to continue. 

“I was pulling into the driveway when I noticed the front door was ajar, I barely remembered to put the car in park before rushing out of the vehicle and into the house. I called for Daniel and Mara - our nanny - getting more and more hysterical and agitated with the lack of any kind of answering calls, yet no one responded. I tried to rationalise it to myself, that m-maybe Mara had just taken him out for a treat because Daniel was upset or had achieved something great in school. I barely managed to bring up her contact information and press the call button, my hands were so shaky. And when she finally, actually answered, she was wondering if I had, had the day off and if everything was ok with me and Daniel. Because I’d apparently never asked for her to look after him that day, there was no text history between us on that day.”

“It was like the whole world had just stopped, I physically felt my heart drop into my stomach, squeezing painfully, and I felt lightheaded, black spots appearing in my vision, hoping against all hope this wasn’t happening again. And I must have dropped my phone and been unresponsive during my panic attack because the next thing I know was Mara was in front of me, talking me through my panic. Then when my hearing returned, all I could hear was a bunch of sirens. And when my sight returned, all I could see was all the police on my property, blue and red lights filling up my courtyard. Later, I’d found out that Mara was the one who called the police, worried for Daniel and myself, then drove out to help and look after me. I have no idea what would have happened and where I’d be if it wasn’t for her, I can never repay her for her kindness.” He tells them despairingly, tears escaping his eyes. 

Jasper awkwardly coughs and offered him a tissue from the box that was laying on the table. “All I can see when I close my eyes is a bullet hole through his head, just like his sister. I couldn’t save her, no one could. Please don’t let me lose my son too, he’s all I have left of my wife and daughter, he’s my only reason for living.” Richard admitted shakily. 

“Mr Parks, did the police check both yours and Maras phones?” Morgana asks. 

“Please call me Richard, we’re going to be seeing a lot of each other for the foreseeable future and anyone willing to risk their lives for my son, deserve at least that respect. And yes, they did check our phones, Mara had never received any messages from me that day. When they checked my phone, they noticed that someone had set up a system to divert my messages to a burner phone...”

“...They’d even blocked mine from receiving any messages from Mara, for the 8 hours, Daniel would have been in school and then under her care. When the police managed to track down the phone it was found in a dumpster, in the shadier side of the city - no cameras and no witnesses. The phone had no prints, and the serial number had been completely scratched out and they claimed it couldn’t be restored, it was a dead end.” Richard explains. 

“We’ll need all the information you have on Mara in case we need to get in contact with her, we’ll also need the names of the officers and detectives you spoke to within the force.” states Morgana, with Jasper just nodding along, completely fine with sitting back and letting Morgana work. 

“Richard, can you think of anyone who would want to hurt you? Maybe a disgruntled ex-employee or a competitor or maybe an old girlfriend?” Morgana asks as delicately as she can, knowing this is always a touchy subject with people. 

“I’ve only ever been with one woman in my life, the love of my life and wife Angelina and she passed during the birth of my son.” Richard responded a little brokenly, trying to divert the conversation, using emotional manipulation. 

However, that’s not going to fly with either of them, they’ve been doing this long enough to know a diversion tactic when they see one. “You didn’t answer about disgruntled ex-employees or competitors Dr parks, we need information on anyone who could be holding a grudge against you.” Morgana states, quite sternly. A slight narrowing of her eyes, inducing wisps of purple to start swirling in her iris. Forcing her to quickly look down. 

Jasper notices her slip in control and quickly brings Richard’s attention onto himself. He’d heard Richard think about an Edward and then scold himself for thinking badly about his oldest friend. However, he can’t tell if he’s an ex-employee or competitor or both. 

“You know something, don’t you Richard? Or you at least suspect someone, maybe trying to protect them?” Jasper lightly accuses, causing Richards eyes to minutely widen, which both Jasper and Morgana easily pick up on. Yet he keeps quiet, even going so far as to avoid their eyes. 

“Look Dr parks. Richard. We want to help you and more importantly we want to help save your little boy’s life. Protecting a possible suspect, no matter how noble or loyal your actions may be, will not help your son.” Morgana states, face completely blank, yet her tone of voice is a little cold.  

“E-Edward Kline. Dr Edward Kline.” Richard shakily whispered, looking down in shame for even suspecting his oldest friend. “But he’s my oldest friend, we’re basically brothers in all but blood. And I know him, and he would never do anything to hurt me, and especially not Emily or Daniel, he knew how much they meant to me since Angelina’s passing.” He states picking up wind and acting more confident in his response this time, diehard in his defence of his friend. 

“Does he have access to your house and all the security and camera systems therein? Does he know where all the cameras are and how to avoid them? And does he have easy access to your phone?” Morgana asks, rapidly, giving the man no time to think or hesitate in his answers. 

“No.” (‘Yes’). Richard states resolutely. Morgana glances over towards Jasper and he subtlety shakes his head, indicating the blatant lie. 

“Why are you lying to us Dr Parks!” Morgana demands, losing her calm demeanour, eyes flaring bright purple. She closed her eyes quickly, squeezing them tightly, while rubbing them harshly and turning around to calm herself by counting her breathing. Thankfully Richard hadn’t seemed notice, as he was glaring at the floor. 

“It’s not Edward!” Richard yelled out, breathing heavily. “I think you both need to leave.” Richard states harshly, pointing to the exit. 

“When you’re ready to admit to yourself it could be Edward or have any other information you think we should know, you know how to get in contact with us.” Jasper stated coolly, hating the way this man had treated not only him, but Morgana too, and just for doing their jobs and trying to help him. “Before we see ourselves out, you can send all the footage and any other valuable information to the number you used to call us this morning.” Jasper stated in a way that told him it was not a request but a demand. 

“And think real hard about just how you want to play this sir! You came to us. And this is about more than those in this room, this is about your son.” Jasper continues, with the harsh truth, his opinion of this man rapidly lowering. 

Morgana and Jasper retraced their steps, leading themselves out, back to the front door and out to the car in silence. 

Once the doors close behind them and they can now talk freely, Jasper huffs out in anger. “Now what!?” 

Morgana narrows her eyes at him, not appreciating that tone directed at her and cocks an eyebrow at him. Jasper exhales deeply, helping to calm himself down a bit before stating. “I’m sorry for taking my frustration out on you. But what are we going to do now?”

“Did you manage to pull anything else from his mind?” Morgana asks.

“Well, the police fully cleared Mara, Richard heard that someone had paid off the captain to get the whole report scrapped, leaving just an abridged and redacted version. Which is probably the likely reason as to why he got in contact with us, and Mara had a solid alibi. He didn’t tell the police about Edward, but detective Durand (stubborn son of a bitch) suspected him. Richard keeps battling himself over whether or not it was Edward. 

And other than the companies who set up the systems and his secretary no one else has access to his systems or phone.” Jasper informs her, with Morgana nodding along to the information. 

“Now what happened back there? are you ok? I saw your eyes flair twice in there,” Jasper asks with concern weighing down his tone, concern for his partner and best friend. 
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MORGANA JUST ROLLS her eyes and goes to answer with her usual gruff fine, however, when she looks over towards him and sees the concern in Jaspers eyes. She decides to respond more truthfully, and softens out her features, lowering her walls. “I’m ok, just pissed that his son is out there and could be hurt and he’s hiding shit and could be defending the asshole who’s responsible!” Morgana states angrily, her eyes flaring again, until she does her breathing exercises to calm herself back down. 

“Since Richard is so adamant it can’t possibly be Edward, we should investigate all possible leads, just in case. Which includes the secretary, security company, and getting our hands on any of the original reports from the police.” Morgana states, as she put the car in gear to exit the driveway of the Parks residence. Jasper huffs angrily, vehemently disagreeing with her.

“That’s bullshit and you know it! It’s obviously Edward.” 

“We have no proof and what if we’re wrong? Huh?! Besides if they’re still in contact Richard has probably warned Edward about us and he’s expecting us. We need to catch him off guard.” Morgana tells him, slightly hurt by his anger directed at her. 

Jasper hears her hurt and it immediately breaks him out of his haze of anger, causing him to regret the way he treated her. He’s hit with feelings of guilty for blowing up at her, he knows she’s right, that they can’t just jump to conclusions. But they both hate child abuser cases and always wish to find those involved as quickly as they can. They also both take these cases personally, especially when they’re not quick enough to save the child. He squeezes her hand that’s resting on the gear shift in a silent apology and by her small smile he knows that even though she doesn’t have telepathy she heard him. Heard his silent apology. Knowing they’re ok now and that things between them are good, he feels a weight lifted from his shoulders. 
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ON THE LONG DRIVE HOME, Jasper calls up one of their contacts in the local police to send them over anything from the Parks case. They know if they went themselves, they’d just be subjected to contempt. Which, even though they can easily handle it, they know they won’t be given access to all the files pertinent to the case out of spite. Which will not help them save Daniel or put a stop to this monstrous being. 

Their contact tells them they’ll have it at their house after the end of their shift. Giving them a more specific time of having the files at their house no later than 8:00pm. With everything Richard will be sending them on top of everything they’re going to get from the station. It’s concluded that they’re going to be having long, sleepless nights for the foreseeable future. 

As they’re driving back through the city, they hear Jasper’s phone chime with an obscure, uniquely specific tone. And without looking away from the road Morgana reaches over to squeeze Jasper’s hand. Knowing that, even though it’s been a few years now, he still feels uncomfortable and insecure about his new “diet”. Morgana switches direction and heads to Saint Roch, population 6398, the seventh most dangerous neighbourhood in Nola with a crime rate that is 365% higher than the national average. 

Once formerly known as Faubourg Franklin but got its current name during a yellow fever epidemic in 1867, when the parish priest turned to Saint Roch, to protect the community. Who was known as the patron god of the sick and invalid. And how do you make one of the most crime ridden neighbourhoods even more creepy? Meet your local blood dealer in a dark, deserted ally, hidden from all forms of prying eyes and ears. 

Morgana reverses all the way to the end of the alley, where they sit in a tense silence, waiting for Jaspers contact from the local hospital. “I hate this! I hate drinking this shit and I hate taking it from the hospital! From people who need it! Having a stock of blood can literally be the difference between life and death for some people!” Jasper whispers angrily, glaring into the dashboard. 

“I know. I know you do. But it’s better to get it from a reliable, replenish-able source. Then to starve yourself until you attack someone. Possibly killing them. We know firsthand how bad that can get and next time I might not be able to bring you back before you hurt someone.” Morgana quietly responds, consolingly. Hoping only compassion inflected her voice and not pity, she knows just how much Jasper hates to be pitied. Jasper sighs deeply, knowing she was right, but still hating this part of his existence.

Both straighten up in their seats, when they see someone approaching the back of the alley, looking around inconspicuously, before beelining it straight for their car. Sharing a look, they each reach for their guns, holding them just out of sight, with the safety off. As the being gets close enough to make out, Morgana and Jasper relax slightly, but they don’t take their hands off their guns. Alex may have helped them in the past and seems nice enough, but in their world it’s always better to be safe than sorry. 

He’s a short, skinny man, with curly ginger hair, younger in looks then Jasper, but older than Morgana. However, he’s been a vampire going on 10 years now, longer than Jasper. He’s got a pale, round face, filled with freckles, with a chipped fang which has always amused Jasper (“what, did he try to attack someone and bit a brick wall instead?”). 

Alex usually shows up for these deals during his shifts at his break/mealtimes, so he always has an alibi in case people notice any blood missing. Hence, he’s usually dressed in his dirty scrubs, carrying a cooler lined with thermal insulation inserts and various configurations of frozen and chilled coolant packs. To keep the blood fresh and digestible, allowing the packs to maintain the same temperature used in hospital fridges. When Alex is not out on the street dealing to the vampires he knows, he goes by Alexander in the hospital. Just a way to keep his two lives separate, as he loves his work at the hospital, but understands that there are good vampires out there who just want to live without hurting people. 

At his approach they notice his hand is also on a gun, tucked neatly in the waistband of his scrubs. But upon identifying them in their vehicle, he relaxes enough to cover his gun back up with his shirt. He approaches the passenger side window and Jasper rolls it down. Showing off the contents of the cooler, he counts out the blood bags - 10 - checking out the blood types - b+ and o- - his two favourites. Upon everything being to his specification, he passes Alex a wad of hundreds, about 2k, Alex counts it all out before he nods at them and walks back off down the alley. 

They give Alex his asked for and agreed upon waiting period of 20 minutes, enough time for him to get to the hospital and be seen on camera, before they pull out and away from the alley. Next on the agenda is to drive to a butchers close by for Morgana to indulge her tiger side. By buying some choice cuts of beef, deer, and pork, enough to last her about a week. Never did Morgana think she’d ever get to a point in her life where she’d want to eat a cute, defenceless deer, but since her transition, it’s one of the many meats her body constantly craves.

Morgana checks the time and realises it’s approaching 7 and that it’ll take close to two hours to get home, depending on traffic. She tells Jasper to message their contact at the station to let them know, that they probably won’t be at the house when the files are dropped off. It’s a little after 8 when they finally get to the off-road track leading to their home. Without all the city lights or day light, driving through the bayou looks like something out of a horror movie. 

With only the cars aftermarket xenon headlights (“I told you it was a necessary purchase for out here Jasper. 

No, it’s not a necessary purchase Morgana considering we both have perfect night vision”), to breach through the oppressing darkness, they really have to keep their eyes peeled. Although Jasper was just enjoying the freedom of the night, running his hand through the air out the window. He was also thoroughly enjoying the beauty of the lights reflecting off of the distant animals’ eyes and how the light looked bouncing off of the fog. Thankfully, they make it back home safely, with no encounters with wildlife or anything more dangerous and luckily, no damages done to the car. 

They pull up to the house at about 9:15pm, to see a box outside their front door, then driving a little further to, park in the carport. Exiting the car and heading to the door, Morgana spy’s a note on top of the box and reads it aloud, for Jasper’s benefit. “‘Sorry I couldn’t stay to chat; I got a hot date tonight.’ Oh, and he added a winky face. You’d think this man wasn’t 50 and going on married for 20 years.” They both share a brief light laugh. With Morgana adding an eye roll in jest. 

Jasper picks up the box of files while Morgana retrieves her key to unlock the front door. After entering, Jasper heads towards the couch to place the files on the coffee table before they both head back outside to retrieve their respective meals. After getting everything they need out of the car, Morgana locks it, and they head back inside to put their “groceries” away. Jasper heads towards the hospital grade fridge to house his blood bags - this specific fridge contains all of Jaspers blood bags and the more volatile of Mambos concoctions and ingredients. 

The kitchen matches the rustic look of the outside of the cabin perfectly, with dark brown wooden walls, with granite countertops, light brown cupboards, with a large bay window in front of the sink. However, per Mambo’s style she likes mixing the old with the new - so all the appliances are the latest models, same with the tv and other tech. While Morgana is preparing her dinner over the hob, Jasper’s phone chimes. Morgana looks up from the cast iron pan she’s grilling her steak on, looking in his direction and cocking her head questioningly. 

“It’s Richard, he’s sent us over all the footage from his cameras and the version of the footage from the security company, as well as their contact information. He’s also sent the contact information over for his secretary.” Jasper responds to her nonverbal question. “Oh, and this may surprise you, it seems he’s also sent us over Edwards information.” Jasper comments in surprise, while Morgana narrows her eyes in suspicion. 

After some deliberation they choose to sit down on the couch and put a movie on while Morgana enjoys her steak and veg, and Jasper drinks his warmed blood and a small portion of steak. His body may not metabolise anymore, but his blood cravings can be tampered with a small portion of bloody meats, which he usually takes blue. Sometimes his cravings are even manageable with other foods, like junk foods. 

An hour later after the movie is finished, they clear up and are spreading the files across the coffee table, sitting cross legged around it. While also hooking the tv up to access the security camera footage, when they hear a car pull in. They glance at each other, and Jasper can hear them both simultaneously think “shit”. In their brief panic, they take too long to get up and hide the evidence that they were about to start working. Mambo enters the house, sees them surrounded by files, with the TV set up and puts her hands over her hips and glares at them.

It’s a very effective move, they both guiltily glance down, avoiding eye contact. Mambo hides a chuckle, seeing two of the most powerful beings in existence act like naughty little children cracks her up to no end. Both acting as if they were caught with their hands in the proverbial cookie jar. When she notices that they’re about to lift their heads, she adopts her stern disposition again, hiding her amusement. 
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MAMBO

[image: ]







Mambo is a name given to voodoo priestesses trained in the old ways, it is an honourable title that should always be used to show your respect to a powerful practitioner of the voodoo arts. She was very powerful in the Nola community, even those who didn’t agree with her or her ways still respected her. But she was disillusioned from the supernatural community when all she would witness was fighting and death. She moved out into the bayou to get away from the community, however, she will still help to heal any person or creature in need, and she looks after the resident werewolf community. 

She makes a living in the French quarter, by dealing potions, crystals, tarot readings, crystal ball readings, etc, to the tourists. There in the French quarter, she goes by the name Susan Toussaint, the voodoo priestess. To Morgana and Jasper, she goes by mambo as she is a mentor and mother figure to them and has been ever since she helped bring Morgana back to life and helped them figure out their new world and their places within it. 

Susan Toussaint is a beautiful, exotic woman, with smooth light brown skin, a smattering of freckles lightly dusting her cheeks and across her nose which do nothing but enhance her beauty. She is of average height for a woman, standing at 5’6”, with a slim and toned build. She has long black hair, with the tips dyed blonde, amber, almost golden eyes, a kind smile that always reaches her eyes, and she looks to be in her early thirties. 

However using her magic, she’s been on this earth for far longer than 100 years, although no one alive truly knows for just how long. It is believed that she is of French descent due to her light French accent, that usually thickens during emotional outbursts. Today she is dressed in a tan coloured jacket, over a white shirt and blue jeans, held up with a black belt littered with the tools of her trade. 
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WITH HER HANDS ON HER hips and adorning a stern glare, she cuts quite the figure. “What have I told you two about working past 10pm, when you actually have the time to rest, and when your case isn’t quite in the demanding stage? I know you both, and unless told otherwise, you will literally work until you drop. I know how important your work is to the world and personally to yourselves, but when there’s nothing too demanding you need the rest. That way, when something big does happen, you both are at your best.” Even though it was a question, Mambo stated it as a command. And they were helpless but to obey. 

They looked to each other, then back to Susan, and simultaneously recited. “When we actually have time to spare, sleep while we can, so, no case work past 10.”

“But Mambo, you don’t understand we need to find a young boy!” Jasper stated in desperation, hoping she’d let them continue working on this case.

“There’s always someone who needs help or needs saving but working until your brains are mush and your bodies aren’t cooperating, isn’t going to help anyone.” Mambo stated in her heavily French accented tone, her accent deepening in her emotional state.

“It’s horrible that this boy has gone missing and could be in terrible danger, and I know you both want to do everything in your quite substantial power to help, but you’re going to miss vital details working on it this late.” Mambo stated softly, knowing what she was saying was the absolute truth, but feeling her own heart break just a little at the looks on her two children’s faces. 

She walks over and pulls them both into a strong hold, squeezing them with all her strength knowing they can take it, and more importantly knowing they need it right now, she feels them both shakily exhale in response. After some assurances from all involved, she sends them off to bed and tidies up the place, before heading to bed herself.  

They both safely lock up their service pistols, before retiring to their respective rooms to hopefully sleep and wake up refreshed tomorrow for their case.  Both hoping for a nightmare free night, knowing that with this current case that’s going to be an impossible ask. Morgana dreams of young Emily’s last week alive, witnessing the odd behaviour of Dr Kline, stuff that even a child as observant as Emily wouldn’t have noticed. 

Like Edward acting shiftily before answering the phone, constantly looking over his shoulder and at the cameras and sometimes even glaring at Richard before catching himself and trying to smooth out his expression to something more neutral. While in the other hand, Jasper turns himself into his bat form, which is ironically a vampire bat, just quite a bit larger. And hangs from the rafters in his room, preferring to be small so the room appears larger, less claustrophobic. It also helps with his nightmares, sharing his human mind with his animal mind. 
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Coffee With Their Annoying Detective
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The next morning sees Jasper and Morgana up bright and early, each having a somewhat restless night and not being able to spend a moment longer in bed then necessary. Over a shared breakfast, Morgana updates Jasper on the dream Emily showed her, of her last week in this plane. Edward is seemingly become more and more suspicious in their eyes, yet they know they should thoroughly investigate all leads. Starting with the police files, so they don’t accidentally follow up on leads that have already turned up nothing. The file seems to be missing a lot of vital information, meaning Morgana and/or Jasper will have to talk to the lead detective - Durand.

They immediately whip their heads towards each other in an intense glare off, before shooting their hands up and starting a match of rock, paper, scissors, which Jasper wins. He whoops in excitement clearly relieved and quite proud of himself, while Morgana glares dangerously. Morgana stops her deliberation and bites the bullet, phoning detective Durand. He answers the phone, after a couple rings, in his usual gruff way, with his thick southern accent. “Detective Durand”.

“Yes detective, it’s Morgana. I need all the relevant information from the Parks case.” Morgana responds as politely as she can. 

“Look I don’t care what deal you have with the captain, I ain’t helping you and that annoying partner of yours!” Durand angrily responds. 

“Mr Durand, you are obstructing our active investigation, a case that we are legally contracted to fulfil. And worse than that, because of your clear hatred of us and stubbornness you are condemning a young boy to an awful fate! You can hate us and our methods all you want, but don’t take it out on Daniel.” Morgana states with a cold anger. 

“You’re right. I-I’m sorry.” Durand says quietly after a long pause. Morgana’s eyes widen, it’s usually never this easy to deal with the detective. Considering they’re both stubborn people. 

“Meet me at the coffee shop down the street from the station in 2 hours. Only you, I can’t deal with the both of you today. I’ll take a coffee, on you, black, two sugars.” Finishes Durand, a dull click and silence signifying he’s hung up on her. Pulling the phone away from her ear, Morgana glares heatedly at it. Sitting in an agitated silence for a minute, before exhaling and focusing the full force of her glare on Jasper. Causing him to subtly gulp.

“Well since I have the displeasure of dealing with detective Durand you can sit here and go through a weeks’ worth of footage from the Parks house. Oh, and the original footage from Emily’s case too.” Morgana states with a sadistic smile, showing her teeth, before turning on her heel and heading to her room to get ready. Just as she shuts her doors, she hears Jasper whisper an agonised “fuck”, drawing the word out as long as possible. She knows exactly how much he struggles with focusing on something for so long, while sitting still. Causing her to grin, thinking it serves him right and hears him groan in response, knowing she’d projected her thought out loud enough for him to hear. 

Getting ready for the day; she has a shower, brushes her teeth, and gets dressed. Dressing herself up in; black slacks, a white silk dress shirt, a purple form fitting leather jacket, and her favourite combat heeled boots. She exits her room, distractedly clipping her shoulder holster in place and heads to the gun safe for her service pistol. Looking up, she sees Jasper’s set up on the couch with; a crate of energy drinks on the coffee table, a voice recorder in hand (since he has dysgraphia he prefers to take his notes this way, instead of struggling to write them out, which usually causes him to miss vital information), and the tv hooked up to their laptop ready to press play on the video files.

Morgana grabs the keys and they both give a sarcastic wave to each other, paired with eye rolls, while pulling faces, both annoyed with their current tasks. Jasper even going so far, as to mime shooting himself in the head, earning a laugh. Yet both are ready to do and face anything to save Daniel. 

Morgana checks the time and curses; she has an hour and a half to make her appointment with Durand. He always does this to them, he knows they live far out in the bayou, it’s his petty revenge for losing his cases or arguments to them. She groans, knowing she’s going to have to speed to get to the appointment on time. And she can just imagine Durand has set up cops along her travel path, equipped with radar speed guns. Hurrying, she gets in the car, buckles in, and puts her foot down, flooring it out of the bayou. 

She makes good time and reaches the city limits in 50 minutes, she makes it to the heart of the city in a further half an hour, giving her 10 minutes to get to the cafe and order. By some miracle, managing to avoid every cop along the way. Finding the correct cafe, she screeches into the parking lot, roughly parks her car, and jumps out, slamming the door behind her. And with two minutes to spare, she looks up, only to see Durand sitting in the outside seating area with a smug smile firmly in place. 

Morgana grimaces and heads over, adopting professional politeness as she reaches the table, only to see the detective miming a drink and gesturing for her to go inside. She rolls her eyes as she turns away from him, and walks into the cafe, standing in line and trying to temper her annoyance. Impatiently tapping her foot. 

The line moves up and it’s her turn to order, she smiles politely at
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