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Beau laid on the creeper cranking on the final bolt in her last-minute starter repair.  She scooted down on the board using her feet to roll herself out from under the old wrecker.  She cursed out loud as her knuckle scraped a rusty spot under the bumper.  If it wasn’t one thing it was another.  Sitting up, the clock on the wall caught her attention.  The time read ten past eleven.  So much for being home early tonight.  Beau kicked the jack stands out from under the wrecker before turning the hydraulic jack’s handle to lower the truck to the ground.  Stretching, she walked over to the sink in the corner of the small repair shop.  Her mind wandered with no thoughts as she lathered her hands with mechanic’s goop, but her gaze landed on the photo of her dad pinned above the sink.  The soap stung her injured knuckle as it worked to lift out the grease, the pain mixing with her surge of sadness.  Beau reached up and touched her dad’s picture.  “I sure do miss you, Daddy.  I got the truck running again for another day, but I don’t know how much longer I can keep up with this life.  It’s really hard managing all of this without you.”

A loud pounding filled the room.  Someone or something was at her door.  Her open sign was off, as it was now almost midnight.  Beau was sure the pounding at her door could only mean trouble for her, but she needed to go home, and that door was the only way out.  She undid her ponytail letting her hair fall past her shoulders.  She remembered from self-defense class that ponytails could be used against her by an assailant.  Grabbing one of her knives, she walked over to the door readying herself for whatever was on the other side.  Taking a deep breath, she cracked the door open a bit and peeped outside. At first, she didn’t see anyone or anything.  She looked down a few inches to find a portly man in a three-piece suit wearing sunglasses standing on her stoop.  “Whaddya want?”

The stranger looked into the blue eye staring back at him and cleared his throat.  “I am looking for Beau Fiammetta, is he in?”

Annoyance coursed through Beau’s body causing her to grit her teeth as she placed her knife on the shelf next to the door.  The lawyer was supposed to handle all these things.  Why was this guy here asking about Daddy?  “I am afraid you just missed him.”

“I see, will he be back tomorrow?” 

“No, he will not be back tomorrow.  Let’s just say he’s retired.”

The man nodded his head.  He dug around for a piece of paper in his coat pocket.  “Alright, can you provide me his forwarding address?”

Beau smiled.  “Sure, he moved to 425 Basin Street.  If you hurry along before the sun rises you may even be able to speak to him.  Now, if you will excuse me, I have to leave.”

The man scribbled the address down on his piece of paper.  He walked a few steps while he plugged something into his phone.

Beau locked the door and made her way down the sidewalk in the opposite direction of the man.  She tried to walk as fast as she could and hoped to duck around the corner before the man could talk to her further.  She almost made it to the corner when she heard the man yelling at her to come back.

“Come back here, lady! This address is for a cemetery!”

Beau turned the corner pretending not to hear the man.  She only needed to make it one more block to her favorite twenty-four-hour coffee and book shop.  Once inside, she could hide in the rows of shelves.  Marcello’s was the highlight of her day since her father died.  She loved to go inside and get a cup of joe and read the books.  Of course, money was tight, and she couldn’t buy any of them.  Lucky for her Kian, the night shift manager, thought she was cute and let her look at any book she wanted.  Sometimes she thought she felt his eyes burning a hole through her very being, but even that would be better than having this man chase after her.  She threw open the door to Marcello’s and approached the coffee counter.  

As usual, Kian was there manning the counter.  His face lit up when he saw Beau.  “Hey, pretty lady.  You sure are coming in late today.  I was beginning to think that you were cheating on me with somebody else.  I heard they opened a new Sheds and Nobility a few blocks over.”

Beau smiled at the joke.  Kian always thought she was out in another bookstore when she didn’t come in at her usual time.  “No, Kian, I just ran into some trouble back at the shop.  Ole’ Faithful Blue lost her starter and I had to fix it until I can afford to get the part.  I have a lot of cars to move for the festival and I needed to be ready to go tomorrow first thing.”

Kian smiled as he made Beau’s favorite coffee, black with twelve creamers.  He had tried to talk Beau into trying a flavored cold coffee, but she always insisted on drinking her usual.  “Hey, I was unboxing some new books before you got here.  Do you want to check them out? Some of them are ancient looking.”

Kian had invited Beau into the back room many times, but she always declined.  Yet, when she saw the strange man through the large window, she knew going to the back room would be the best bet to keep her out of sight.  She smiled and looked down at the ground a bit.  “Sure, I would love to! Lead the way, Kian.”

The bell on the front door jingled just as Beau disappeared into the back with Kian.  She had no intentions of going back out there now and risk being spotted.  Beau followed Kian through another closed door.  The door opened into a room with a lot of counter space.  

“This is the room where we unpack the books.  I think it is a splendid place to come read.  Sometimes when it is slow, I close the shop down and read the ancient texts.”

The statement caused Beau to raise her brow.  “Kian, are you a bibliophile?” 

Kian walked closer to Beau.  He wrapped his arms around her and slipped his hands into her back pocket, pulling Beau into him.  “There is a lot more to me than meets the eye.  Now, tell me, why of all nights did you decide to come with me? I’ve asked you millions of times to come back here, but you never come.  What changed?”

Beau was a terrible liar, especially when a cute guy was involved.  “Fine, there was a weird guy in a three-piece-suit that showed up at my shop.  He wanted to know where dad was, so I told him.”

“So, you need to hide from this guy because you told him your dad was departed?”

“No, I am hiding from him because once he looked up the address I gave him, he realized I sent him to the cemetery.  I think he was a bit miffed,” Beau answered with a smirk.

Kian sighed.  He pulled Beau closer and dropped his mouth to her ear as he brushed back her hair.  “Oh, Isabeau, how I wish you would allow me to help you.  I can take you away from this life.  I can free you.”

Beau tried to push away from Kian, but his grip was iron clad.  “What are you talking about, Kian? I am just fine in the life I have.  What could you possibly do to save me on a barista’s salary?”

Kian held Beau not allowing her to wiggle away.  His lips lightly grazed hers before he answered.  “Again, there is more to me than meets the eye.  For instance, I own this store.”        

Beau’s eyes grew wide at Kian’s admission.  She still had no clue what Kian was trying to do, but everywhere he touched her, she grew hot.  She lost herself for a moment and reached up and brushed her lips against his.  

Kian leaned into Beau pressing his lips to hers.  He moved his hands up her back as he deepened the kiss.  Picking Beau up, Kian sat her down on the edge of the marble inventory table.  Gathering her long, red hair he wrapped it around his fist to gently pull Beau’s head to the side exposing her neck.  Kian trailed kisses around her jaw all the way down to her collar bone.

Beau wrapped her legs around Kian, pulling his body closer to hers, moaning with every kiss.

Kian paused letting go of her hair.  “Do you want me to stop?”

Beaus’ eyes flew open.  She took in a deep breath before replying.  “No, but maybe we could move somewhere softer?  Like my bed?”

A wicked grin crossed Kian’s face.  “Does this mean you accept my offer?  Will you be mine, Isabeau?”

Before Beau could answer, the door burst open and slammed into the wall.  The man in the suit rushed through the door.  “Unhand Lord Devyn’s Djinn, Kian!” 

Beau, startled by the noise, dug her fingers into Kian’s shoulders as she slid off the table.  “That is the man, Kian.”

“I know, Beau, I know.  Let me take care of this.” He untangled Beau from his arms and pushed her behind him.  

“Lord Devyn would not be happy if you turned his Djinn into a vampire, Lord Kian.  Now, please, for the sake of all of our well-being give me the woman.” 

Kian shook his head.  “What claim does Lord Devyn have on Isabeau, Finn?”

The man in the suit, Finn, responded to Kian gruffly, “That is none of your business.  He has a proper claim on her.  I have all the paperwork right here.  I tried to deliver it to her only moments ago, but she took off on me.”

“Fat chance, Finn.  I saw her first.  I have a claim on her and have had for the last three years.  Every day, she comes in here flirting with me.  If you hadn’t interrupted us, she would have already been turned.”

Beau moved from behind Kian to stand where she could look both in the eyes.  “Wait just a gosh darn minute here fellas! I don’t know what a Djinn is, but I am not one.  I am a mechanic; so, if you have something you want fixed, I can probably fix it.  Also, I have not been flirting with you for three years, Kian.  Plus, vampire, really? Did you think that would impress me? What is this the 2000s?  I can’t believe I almost slept with you!” 

Finn grinned.  “Ah, what a fiery personality!  Lord Devyn will be doubly pleased as fire elements are the most powerful Djinn.”

Beads of sweat ran down Beau’s brow.  Her eyes glowed an eerie orange as she pointed her finger towards the stranger.  “Listen, Finn or whatever your name is, I am not a fire Djinn.  I don’t know who Lord Devyn is and I am most certainly not going with you!”

Finn fished out an odd-looking device.  It looked sort of like the oil-lamps from old genie movies.  He removed the top and started chanting.  

Kian pushed Beau towards the exit to the alley.  “Get out of here, Beau!”

A blue light filled the room before Finn slammed the lid back on the device.  With the lid on, the blue light disappeared.  Kian and Finn were left glaring at one another, but Beau was gone.  

“What did you do with her, Finn! Where’s Isabeau?” 

“Ah-ah-ah.  Do you really want to start a war over this Djinn? Count her among your losses, Kian.  She is not worth it.”

Kian’s face hardened as he curled his hands into fists.  He rushed towards Finn intending to hit him.  “She is worth it to me! I love her.  She’s more than some magic tool! Let her go, now.” 

“I guess if you have a problem with the validity of Lord Devyn’s arrangement you will have to take it up with The Council.  But you and I both know they won’t intervene.  If they cared, Lord Devyn would have already been stopped by now.  He will come back from Tir Na Nog and rule this world.  Nothing can stop him now he has this Djinn.”  Finn bowed, snapped his fingers, and disappeared in a flash of light.  

Kian stopped short of running face first into the wall.  No trace of Finn or Isabeau remained.  Kian ran his hands through his hair letting out a low groan.  What was he going to do?  Tir Na Nog was not a place he could physically travel.  To get there, he needed The Council’s help.    

Finn, a servant of Lord Devyn living in Tir Na Nog, wouldn’t know about the changes over the last few years under Estrella’s guidance.  For the first time, The Council was responding to pleas and trying to govern the supernatural.  Now, the only way he could attempt to reclaim Isabeau was for them to agree to help him.  Determined to gain their aid, Kian prepared to call The Council.     
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Kian stood in the darkened field chanting before a small shrine he built to help channel his energy.  “Hear me Council! I need your aid!”

A flash of light blazed across the field as four figures appeared.  The figures wore cloaks pulled over their heads making them unidentifiable.  The group walked in unison towards Kian.  The four figures spoke amongst themselves in a strange primal language of grunts and musical gurgles.  

Kian tapped his foot on the ground impatiently.  “Estrella, please, cut the crap.  I need your help, not a show.”

One of the figures stepped up and dropped their hood.  An ethereal beauty with pointed ears stared back at Kian.    “Good to see you too, Kian.  What has you in such a tizzy?”

“Finn took my friend Isabeau against her will from my store earlier today.  He said Lord Devyn had a claim on her.  Finn brought a device with him capable of trapping Isabeau inside.”

Estrella’s brow creased with worry.  “Did he say what kind of claim it was?”

“No, but he did drop these papers.  I can’t read the language, though.  I am quite sure he took her to Tir Na Nog.”

Estrella shook her head as she looked over the papers.  “You know there is little I can do if the claim is valid, right?”

Kian fidgeted around pulling his dark hair.  “I know, but I think they have tricked their way into possessing their claim on her.  That would make the claim invalid.” 

Estrella continued to look at the papers.  Satisfied with her inspection, she held them out for another Council member, Rolland, to take.  “Please translate these, Rolland.  It does appear to be ancient Tir Na Nog, which I know you can translate better than I.”

Kian paced back and forth while waiting for the full translation of the documents.  Every so often he would pull at his hair so hard his knuckles turned white.   He turned and punched a nearby tree causing the trunk to crack.   

Estrella’s heart went out to Kian.  Reaching out, she touched his shoulder.  “What makes you so sure this claiming is not in accordance with the rules? I need to know everything to decide if we have enough to proceed.”

“Isabeau is a Djinn, but she has no idea she is a Djinn.  Devyn claimed she was his because she is a Djinn.  I have known from the first moment I met her what she was.  Over the years, I had many conversations with Isabeau, or Beau as she likes to be called.  I learned her mother was never in the picture.  As I grew closer, I was able to gaze through to her soul.  She is an innocent who knows nothing of the destruction she is capable of unleashing.  I was only moments away from claiming her, but then Finn burst into my shop and interrupted us.  At first, Beau thought Finn was a bill collector after something from her father’s estate.  When Finn tried to explain I was a vampire and she was a Djinn, she thought we were both insane.  She knows nothing of the supernatural realm.  Her life is in danger.  She should be free to choose her fate.”

Estrella crossed her arms.  A small smirk appeared on her lips.  “You mean she should be free to choose to be with you? You did mention you were going to turn the girl without her permission.” 

“I did ask her permission! I asked for her to let me take her away from this miserable life she had.  She didn’t get a chance to reply before Finn came crashing through my door.  Estrella, I love her.  You know I can’t enter Tir Na Nog.  Please, can you find some way to rescue her before she is conscripted to Lord Devyn.  Finn said she was his ticket to coming back to the realm of man.”

Estrella turned from Kian back to Rolland.  “Rolland, are you finished with your translation?”

Rolland nodded under his hood.  “Yes, I have read through most of the claim.  It seems Isabeau’s services were bartered off by her father, Beau Fiammetta, at a pawn shop for supernatural deals.  He was having some financial troubles, and someone approached him regarding Isabeau.  They offered him a large sum of money in return for Isabeau’s services once Mr. Fiammetta died.  Seems this girl was being watched even before she was old enough to walk.  The footnotes show her mother was a Marid, one of the most powerful magical beings known to exist.  Marids are almost impossible to capture and possess the ability to shimmer into and out of any realm they like.  That means they can travel in The Land of Man, Tir Na Nog, and their own homeland in the Shimmering Isles.  Only a human and a full Marid can produce a Djinn.  Under revised Marid law, Djinn are executed at birth.  However, to protect their offspring, Marids typically abandon the children to the human parent here in The Land of Man.  Marid law cannot be enforced here.”

Kian gritted his teeth while he processed the new information.  He looked down at the ground and sighed.  “I didn’t know Marid law had changed so much in the last millennium.  I guess this explains how a human father gets to raise his Djinn daughter.  Since Beau’s father signed the contract, does that make it valid?”  

Estrella shook her head.  “No, a human parent cannot sign these contracts with the supernatural pawn.  Even if they understand the ramifications, they are not bound by our laws, which makes this document void.  If Kian had not witnessed her being taken, no one would have known.  I suspect that is why the contract says her services could not be obtained until after her father died.  Lord Devyn wanted to make sure no one missed this woman. With all the current evidence, it does appear Isabeau has been taken for a





































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
USAJODANBIECS I_LING AUTHO
HA O -






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





