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Prologue
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The fallen angel known as Thomas prowled through a maze of tents that night on a surveillance mission of sorts.

By the end of October, the heat in Phoenix had finally abated enough that there were fewer daily deaths from exposure; but with no rain in weeks, a thick haze of dust and pollution hung in the air creating an additional layer of oppression in the atmosphere over The Zone.

The threat of extreme heat wouldn’t come back for months, but the area between the state capitol and the court buildings where over a thousand unsheltered human beings lived on the streets remained infamous for overdoses and murder. Thomas was familiar with The Zone—not specifically, but from a thousand places he’d seen just like it all over the world, and the irreverence for life there irritated him.

At last, he found who he was looking for. That one soul in so much pain that the chance encounter with an angel from Hell might be the last, best thing to happen in his life. Though the night was not cold, the man shivered, clutching a camouflage backpack to his chest. His speech was rambling and as he rocked back and forth, his eyes pleaded with Thomas who could only guess what horrors the veteran had endured. The man’s unspoken request was clear enough: give me anything to stop the pain.

Thomas pulled a packet of fentanyl-laced heroin from his jacket pocket and held it out to the young soldier. He had sourced it from a dog fighting cartel that dabbled in drugs on the side. He’d waited outside and unseen with a hideously deformed Pitbull named Carl, while the vampires Adam Colter and Cara Marshall tore through the warehouse arena. Thomas found Adam and his kind somewhat distasteful, but they were brutally efficient and when the screaming stopped, Thomas stepped over the gory remains of the dog handlers to gather the supplies he would need for his mission in The Zone.

As Thomas stared down at the desperate man, there was a prickling in his spine. He looked up and smiled as he felt a hand on his arm.

“Happy Halloween, brother.”

Daniel’s grip tightened on his arm. “Is this the best way to get information?”

“I’m told that around here, it’s one of the only ways to get information.”

“You’ll kill him.”

“You are content to watch him suffer then?” Thomas waved his hand across The Zone. “What if he is, quite justifiably, done living like this?”

“We are not the deciders of his fate.”

Thomas jerked his arm free. “And you are not the decider of mine.”

“Who was the decider for James?” Daniel’s eyes hardened, but his heart ached from the loss.

“You know the answer to that, you just won’t admit it.”

James was the angel once tasked with keeping Thomas in check and he had been Daniel’s greatest friend. Daniel’s last words to James had been, “I wish I could go with you,” and he wondered every day if things would have been different had he followed his heart and done so.

“James was sent,” he pressed his finger into Thomas’s chest, “to keep you from exploiting more girls like Brona.”

“First of all, she summoned me,” Thomas said as he slapped Daniel’s hand away. “Second, for years James and I enjoyed a wonderful game of cat and mouse until suddenly, his orders were to kill me. Why? Why would he go to Hell looking for me, Daniel? There was no way he could have been prepared for that journey.” Thomas’s eyes turned black, and his voice deepened with barely controlled outrage. “I was chained to the Rock while they tore him to shreds. He was ripped apart for blindly following orders.”

In private, Daniel always questioned James’s motivation. Not only had Thomas just confirmed his worst fears about his friend’s death, but he had also given him cause to validate his own disobedience. Daniel was sent to kill Thomas’s daughters, the Deane sisters, but instead he’d enlisted them and their powers to fight for him.

His only justification was that they were special to the Defenses he’d selected to be part of Heaven’s Watch. Heaven’s Watch defended earth from restless beings who were even then plotting to take it from the humans. The humans who were regarded as the highest of all beings by the One who created them.

As such, his transgression had been overlooked, but he could see himself dancing on the same high wire as Thomas and was no longer confident to which side he would fall if the day ever came that he lost his balance.

The truth was that he’d always known the answer, he just didn’t always know why. There was a line he would not cross, but he had to admit that the line had moved over the years. He would have to sit more with those thoughts and rather than dwelling on his reservations that night, he turned his attention to Thomas’s appearance.

They’d both taken to dressing like average humans in dark blue jeans and casual button-down shirts. Nice enough to get into most places, but not so nice that they aroused suspicion. Even so, Thomas would have had a hard time fitting in anywhere but The Zone since the wounds he’d suffered when they fought weeks earlier were still oozing red. Even if he’d gone back to Hell, he should have had enough time to heal.

“Where have you been?” he asked.

“Confirming my theory.”

Daniel was shocked. “I didn’t think we could go to the Other Side.”

“It’s unpleasant, I’ll give you that. But we can. I had to know exactly what would be coming after my children—besides you.” Thomas suddenly grew tired, and his shoulders sagged. “It’s Jaya, Daniel. She’s alive and I called you here because she’s coming for our people.”

“No.” Daniel shook his head in denial. He hadn’t yet been created at the time, but he knew her story. “She was the last one to fall when the Nephilim fought one another. The flood wiped out most of the remaining Watchers and their children.”

“Jaya was the only daughter. That woman clawed her way out of those raging waters, broke through the veil into the Other Side and has been waiting patiently for her moment ever since.” Thomas smiled to himself. “And she’s just a half-breed. Do you ever wonder if that’s why we don’t have sisters? Can you imagine the power?”

Daniel sneered. “If she’s alive, then she’s an abomination, like the rest of them. All of them.”

“At least Laura and Sarah did not eat their mother,” Thomas argued. “They may have been better off if they had, but chalk one up for evolution. In any case, you’d better take care of my little abominations because no one else can fight on Jaya’s level.”

“When she killed the troll, Laura sent a strong message to anyone thinking about following him through the veil. No matter how powerful Jaya is, those creatures are safe on the Other Side, and they’ll hesitate to join her.

“True, but there are beings who have been banished to much darker places,” Thomas knelt beside the soldier, who shrank away from his touch, “and it’s places like this making them wake up and wonder how much longer the human reign can last.”

The young man watched from the ground and listened to the angels as they argued. Though his body craved the contents of the pouch, he forced himself to consider the events that led him to that point in his life. Complete recovery was an unclimbable hill; but in the moment, he felt it possible that if angels could find time to debate the value of his existence, maybe he could do one better and advocate for someone else’s. At least until the Devil finally came to take him home.

Thomas dangled the pouch in front of him and asked, “Where can I find Nicholas Scott?” The young man clearly recognized the name, but refused to answer, so Thomas pulled back the drugs. “I heard he sees demons, does that ring a bell?”

The soldier pulled his knees to his chest and in a raspy voice said, “Everyone here sees demons, so leave that kid alone.”

Thomas shrugged and said, “You’d better hope I find him before anything else does.”

As he turned to leave, Daniel said, “I can’t do my job if I have to question everything that I’ve always known to be true.”

“Doubt is not necessarily rejection, Daniel. Sometimes it’s growth.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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When the banshee leaned its skinless, sunken skull over her bed, several strands of its coarse hair brushed across Sarah’s face. In her sleep, she felt it hover but refused to acknowledge its presence. Her tossing and turning had awakened Drew and, fearing she’d come down with something, he placed the back of his hand against her forehead. Her skin was cool, but her breathing was labored, and she didn’t respond when he shook her.

Just as he reached for his phone to call for help, her eyes flew open and she scrambled backward, spreading her arms wide to protect him. Flustered, he scanned the darkness until, at last, he could make out the faint outline of the banshee’s gangly body crouching low near the bed. It caught him staring and every inch of his skin crawled as it stared back at him.

“What is that thing, Sarah?”

The spirit folded its hands on the pillow and rested its chin there, waiting for Sarah’s acknowledgment but she pushed harder against Drew, crying, “You can’t have him! It’s a banshee, Drew, don’t look at it!”

Well, crap. It was too late for that but if the creature was only a messenger, Drew hoped he might still have some time. It rose and took Sarah by the hand, tossing its other hand dismissively at Drew as it led her across the room and out the door. He followed them to the kitchen and found the love of his life standing nose to nose with the creature, staring it down.

“If not him, then who? Tell me!” Sarah demanded.

Awash with relief that he was not the next victim, Drew padded toward them, but Sarah held out her hand to stop him. She knew what was coming and though she knew it wouldn’t block out the sound, covered her ears with her hands.

Drew clutched his chest when the banshee screamed. He’d never heard a sound so mournful and the longer it wailed the more his heart broke. He took Sarah into his arms and covered her hands with his own as if he could somehow lessen the pain for her.

The frames on the wall behind them began to rattle and pictures of her family and friends crashed to the tile at their feet. The front door swung open, and they clung to each other as the banshee drifted into the sunrise.
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When Laura moved in with Sebastian, Sarah and Audi moved into her empty house. Everyone was happy with the new arrangements and, for the first time since they could remember, the Deane sisters were full of hope for the future. Hope that Laura would not allow to fade, even after learning of Sarah’s visit from the banshee. She returned her phone to her back pocket, collected her drinks from the barista and set off to comfort Bash. She would save the banshee news for later since he was already having a rough day.

Before they moved in together, she’d worried about the division of labor and expenses but having been single for so long, they both enjoyed cleaning, cooking, and shopping together. In fact, her newest favorite thing was watching him lose his mind at the self-checkout machine.

Once a month, they made a trip to Phoenix on a large grocery run and without fail, an item wouldn’t scan, or he would have to wait for an assistant to check his identification for a bottle of wine. Further, it was awkward for him as the system wasn’t designed for left-handed individuals. Rather than repeatedly explaining the economics of it, she had taken to wandering over to the coffee shop while he wrestled with the technology.

As she approached with their drinks, he scanned the eggs and leaned against the machine. “I don’t fucking work here, Laura. Why do I have to do this?”

She eyed his body pressing on the scale and counted down in her head until it loudly complained, “Unrecognized item in the bagging area!”

“Jesus Christ!”

She stifled her laughter and pointed out that she had volunteered to do the scanning. Laura didn’t like the new process either, but women were more accustomed to making the best of things.

He snatched the receipt from the dispenser, somehow tearing it in half lengthwise. “Eventually, I will beat this machine.”

She kissed his cheek and handed him his drink. That the preferred caffeinated beverage of her rugged, cowboy sheriff turned out to be a cinnamon latte was another one of her new favorite things.

He sniffed at the lid and frowned. “The ones you make at home are better.”

She took a long sip of her iced coffee and asked, “Are you going to complain about everything today?”

He chuckled and rubbed his goatee, embarrassed by how ridiculous he must look to her.

“No, I guess I’m done. Thank you, baby.”

“For what?”

“For not letting me turn into a grumpy old man.”

Once the groceries were put away at home, she reminded him of his promise to take her shopping, and he made a face, recalling the conversation about sheets. When Laura asked his opinion on redecorating their bedroom, he announced that he would happily sleep on sheets covered in Care Bears as long as he could sleep next to her. Though his sweet words earned him a blow job on the spot, they had not, evidently, gotten him out of a trip to the mall.

He did manage to put it off until after church so that Drew and Sarah could join them though. In the department store that anchored the mall, Sarah cheerfully selected bright colored curtains she’d always wanted but never bought because Rueben hated them.

She also picked out a throw pillow for Audi that read, “Don’t make me drop a house on you.” Audi’s breakup with Noah had further strained the already tense relationship she had with her daughter, and she hoped some levity from their favorite season of American Horror Story would spark a conversation between the two of them.

Drew, however, was less pleased with the outing and glared at Bash over some sunflower covered towels that Sarah had piled in his arms. “You said this was going to be a double date for lunch in town.”

Bash took the towels from him. “It is a double date, and we’re gonna have lunch.”

“The mall? My friend, you told a lie of omission.”

Bash held up his hand in acknowledgement, “Alright, fine.” Then he kissed Laura’s cheek and held out his credit card. “Baby, we’re going to Chuy’s. Meet us in the bar when you get hungry.”

She pursed her lips, looking from the card to his face and back. In the past, he would have angrily dismissed her reluctance to take it as stubborn and childish, but that day he held his hand steady while she worked through her decision. He’d fallen in love with a fiercely independent woman whom he desperately wanted to take care of and the differences in their personalities had nearly ruined their love affair on several occasions.

During his fatherless childhood, Bash developed certain opinions about how to be a good man and step one was to be the provider. Laura, however, had grown up believing that life was dangerous for a woman unable to provide for herself.

Deep down Bash knew that she would feel most cared for if he did something like weed her garden. The orders to her small tea business were pouring in and she had a lot of harvesting, drying, and packaging to do for her next batch. He was happy to weed and pay, but rather than pick a fight in Macy’s, he offered his card, made a mental note to clear the garden, and left the rest up to her.

Laura supposed that since Bash hadn’t cared about redecorating the bedroom and he certainly hadn’t wanted to go to the mall, there was no reason he should have to pay for it. She’d figured out over time though that it would somehow be adding insult to injury if she didn’t let him. So, while it made no sense to her, she took the card and smiled, saying, “We won’t be too long.”

The gravity of the one-minute subliminal exchange was not lost on their companions and Drew leaned close to Sarah, whispering, “I think we just witnessed some personal growth.”

She winked at him as they walked away, and Bash noted how quickly Drew’s spirits improved. He elbowed him with a sly grin and said, “Being in love suits you.”

Drew picked up a candle labeled, “Peanut Butter Cookie” and corrected him, “Knowing she loves me back is what suits me.” He brought the candle jar to his nose, inhaled deeply and gagged.

Bash threw his head back laughing, “Let’s get out of here.”

The restaurant was at the far end of the mall and while they walked, Bash quizzed Drew about the banshee. Loving a Deane witch included frequent, unsettling interactions with some of the darkest creatures the two men had ever come across. A banshee’s warning was not to be dismissed and Bash was worried for them all.

“We’re pretty sure it wasn’t meant for me,” Drew explained, “but just in case, I’m not going to waste any time with Sarah. We’re too old for dating games anyway.”

They found a high top for four in the bar and when their beers arrived Bash cautioned him, “Just don’t make the same mistakes I did.”

There were things in their past that Bash would never forgive himself for, but Laura had moved past them, and they were going to make it. Drew longed to be as rock solid in his own relationship but, for the time being, since he and Sarah had been so starved for affection, he was quite content with their honeymoon phase.

“I’m sure I’ll make some of my own mistakes but right now, I’m busy having more sex than I’ve had in years.”

Bash chuckled to himself, “I’m still catching up myself—my forties were dark.”

“At our age, we only have a small window left for sex, so I plan to savor every bit of it.”

“Aw hell,” Bash ran a hand through his hair, “Daniel will get us killed before we’re too old to do it anymore.”

“Do you really think he’ll let us die? Defenses can’t be that easy to come by.” Drew’s thoughts returned to the banshee’s warning.

Bash snapped his fingers. “Like that.” There was a time when he thought like Drew, but he’d since come to believe that the only requirement for joining Heaven’s Watch was significant emotional damage and there was plenty of that in Chuparosa. Daniel would only have to go down the street to replace them.

Drew disagreed with his friend. Even if anyone could do it, he doubted that very many would. Saving the argument for another day, he steered the conversation back to Sarah.

“You know she never...” he briefly reconsidered bringing it up, but there was no one he trusted more than Bash, so he continued, “she never had a say in it, and now we’re trying to figure out what she even likes in bed.”

Bash made a face, but rather than speak ill of Rueben, he tipped his beer bottle at Drew. “That’s the best kind of investigation.” He thought for a moment and added, “Laura reads some pretty dark romance, but I don’t think she wants to actually do any of that stuff. She bites me though, so I guess I should probably ask her.”

“She bites you?”

“Not there.”

“Oh. Well, I’ll dress up like Tarzan if Sarah wants me to but—”

Bash winced. “Thanks for that mental image.”

They sat in silence for a while and watched the baseball game until Drew couldn’t help himself from asking, “Where does she bite you?”

Bash smirked and took another sip of his beer, but before he could reply, two gunshots rang out from across the mall.
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Laura and Sarah had been browsing Hot Topic when the first shots were fired and dropped instantly to the floor under a rack of teddy bear hoodies. The teenager at the cash register dug frantically through a drawer for the key to lower the security gate while screams echoed through the mall as people ran for the exits. Laura motioned for the girl to get down and rubbed her hands together, sparking some static electricity.

“We can’t get stuck in here.” She told Sarah.

They crouched low, made their way to the front of the store and hid behind a display of Sailor Moon pajamas. “Those shots were close,” Sarah noted as she poked her head around the display, “but I don’t see him.”

“Wait, what the hell is that?”

Something tall and thin with arms so long they dragged the floor ran down the mall towards the Hot Topic, followed closely by a man in a blue flannel shirt waving a pistol.

“Stop!” he shouted at the thing and fired but missed his target, exploding a display of ceramic pins behind the women.

Sarah crawled to the girl cowering under the cash register and whispered, “Where’s the back room?”

She followed the girl’s gaze about fifty feet behind the counter to a door covered in heavy metal posters. The man fired another shot into the store, and they covered their heads as the light fixture shattered down on them from above. The girl screamed, and they looked up to find the creature hovering with its long arms pressed into the countertop. It leaned over and opened its mouth wide, exposing sharp teeth and a long, spiked tongue. Sarah raised her arms and used her mind to throw it across the store.

She hissed, “Go now. Stay low,” and the girl bolted for the back door. When it slammed behind her, Sarah grabbed Laura by the shoulders and pushed her under the counter. “We’ve got a big problem.”
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Chapter Two
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Bash and Drew dove off their stools and crawled into the mall just as the security gate came down behind them. “He’s taken three shots with a pistol,” Bash said. “Let’s hope that’s the only weapon he’s got.”

Drew pulled out his phone. “They could be anywhere right now.”

Bash stopped him from dialing. “They’ll have their phones turned off.”

It was true. Sarah taught middle school for twenty years and Laura spent as much time working in government buildings downtown. Between the two of them, they’d endured dozens of active shooter drills and had silenced their phones as soon as they found shelter in the store.

Though it was the beginning of November, Christmas shoppers were spending more time online, and since the mall was partially vacant, it hosted a smaller than usual Sunday crowd. Most people had already escaped through the exits and the few who remained were huddled in small masses, making their way to the restaurant. Drew motioned for the bartender to open the gate, and he raised it enough for them to get to safety. There was more shouting from a few stores away and another shot was fired. Bash put a finger to his lips and waved the people inside.

“Quickly.” Drew pushed the last person under the gate as it crashed closed. He gave the bartender a thumbs up and crouched low next to Bash. “What are you thinking?”

“Are you armed?”

“Yeah.”

“Keep it holstered unless you need it so you don’t get shot by the cops when they get here.”

Just then a young security guard bounded around the corner, knocking Bash over. No more than twenty-one years old, the guard’s eyes were wide, and his face was flushed with excitement. He grabbed Bash by the arm and helped him to his feet. “Don’t worry, sir. I’ll get you out of here.”

“Get off me.” Bash jerked away from him.

Drew covered a smile with his hand. “He’s just a kid trying to do his job.”

“I didn’t think I would need this today,” Bash dug his badge out of his pocket and clipped it to his belt, “but it’s alright kid, I’m deputy sheriff Sebastian Scott.” He nodded at Drew, “This is my uh...partner, Andrew Clarke.” He tapped the radio hanging on the guard’s belt. “Any word from the police?”

The young man shook his head. “This radio never works, and they make me turn in my cell phone before I start my shift.” He stuck his hand out, “My name’s Todd, by the way.”

Bash frowned. “Well, listen Todd, the shots are coming from about three doors down. We’ve got people over there and we’re gonna go get them. We’ll need your help if there are wounded. Are you up for that?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What have you got? A gun? A taser?”

Todd shook his head again. “I’m not supposed to have it but there’s pepper spray in my pocket.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?”

Drew laid a hand on the young man’s shoulder and asked, “What exactly is your job, son?”

“Never mind. Look at me.” Bash punched the kid lightly on the arm. “Pay attention and don’t get shot today, alright?”

In the distance, they heard Laura shout, “Let her go!”

Drew’s heart thumped so loud he could barely hear his own voice. “He must have Sarah.”

“Not for long.” Bash drew his pistol and the three of them ran down the mall.
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The gangly creature popped out of the corner, grabbed Sarah from behind and dragged her to the middle of the mall. Its limbs were thin but strong and the more she struggled, the tighter its grip.

Laura flicked the phosphorescent paint on her fingernails and filled her hands with fire. “I said let her go.”

Her eardrums rattled then when behind her, the shooter raised his pistol and fired into the ceiling. Whirling on him, Laura shrieked, “Put that thing away right now!”

He eyed the fire in her hands and took a step backward aiming his gun at her chest. “Demons everywhere.”

“Oh, my god.” Sarah rolled her eyes and let her head fall back onto the creature’s chest. “Not us, pal.”

Laura held up her hands. “Just put the gun down and let us deal with this.”

“No way.”

“He fears you,” the creature said. It stroked Sarah’s hair with its free hand, tugging hard on the ends. “But I don’t...witch.”

“Let me...” Laura’s mind raced. Even if she used magic, he would probably shoot again before she could disarm him; and he was a bad enough shot that he was more likely to kill Sarah than her. “Let me help my sister.”

He stepped backward into a planter and pulled the trigger as he stumbled. Laura rolled her eyes as the bullet hit the glass case surrounding the pretzel shop. Sarah used her mind to shove him into the White Barn and with one hand Laura threw a stream of fire, lighting every candle in the place with flames as tall as they could go. With her other hand she draped a net of electricity over the creature, using just enough power to hold it there since it still had Sarah.

Bash could think of nothing but the banshee’s warning as he ran through the mall trying to convince himself that Laura couldn’t die, not after all they’d been through. He and the others came to a screeching halt in front of the candle store, startling the shooter who fired again, knocking down a shelf of wax warmers.

Bash aimed his revolver, but Laura screamed, “Don’t kill him, Bash! He’s after this thing!”

He jumped out of the way as Todd dove into the White Barn, tackling the shooter and showering them both with pepper spray.

Out of nowhere they heard, “Laura Deane, you will stand down!”

Bash would recognize that booming voice anywhere and a fresh wave of fear flowed into his heart.

Laura moved closer to Sarah as six non-uniformed officers stormed in, wrestling the shooter and the security guard away. “Bash, what’s happening?”

He raised his hands over his head and several more officers surrounded them. “Hold it baby, don’t move.”

Samuel Parker approached them casually. He was a tall, official-looking black man with a pistol on his hip that, even in all the excitement, he hadn’t bothered to draw.

“What’s your plan, sweetheart?” he asked Laura.

Laura looked from him to Sarah and back. “I’m not letting it go.”

“If you’re smart,” Samuel drawled, “you won’t even let it live.”

Laura was unwilling to attack as long as it had her sister, but Sarah locked eyes with her and said, “It will be okay if I disappear.”

Samuel was unsure of what she meant by that and was ready to intervene, but Bash and Drew each took a step backward, so he followed their lead, waving at his men to do the same. He’d worked with Sebastian enough in the past to trust his instincts.

The creature held her arms at her sides so Sarah couldn’t reach the crystal that hung around her waist, but she stilled her breath and let her eyes flutter close as she concentrated. She hadn’t used the invisibility spell since they’d defeated Fiona and the troll, but she called it up in her mind and her body tingled as the clear quartz awakened and warmed her skin.

She could not truly become transparent but the glass surrounding the shops in the mall reflected so brightly that the others became disoriented and lost sight of her. The creature turned its head and loosened its grip just enough for her to kick backward, blowing out its knee with a sickening crunch.

“Now!”

The distracted men regained their focus and when the creature buckled, Drew pulled Sarah away from it.

Laura advanced then, tightening the cage of electricity around it. Bash gave her a nod, so she flicked her fingernails and dropped a stream of fire into the thing until it stilled and smoldered at her feet.

Samuel stepped over it and held out his hand. “Sebastian Scott. You’re looking well-fed for once. How’ve you been?” He eyed Laura up and down and winked at Bash. “Go big or go home, eh?” Laura narrowed her eyes at him so he added, “Paranormally speaking, of course.”
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Crowded into the administrative office of the mall, the shooter lay unconscious on the floor, and Todd slumped in the corner, eyes running from the pepper spray. Drew and Sarah hung back by the door while Bash and Samuel spoke quietly behind the desk and Laura sat with her legs crossed primly in the guest chair, glaring at them both.

“Who are you? What was that thing? And, how do you know who I am?” she demanded.

“I’ll explain it to you later, baby.”

“You will explain it to me now, Sebastian.”

“I’ll get you out of the shit, my friend,” Samuel laughed and slapped Bash on the back. “I am Special Inspector Samuel Parker—you can call me Sam.”

Drew leaned forward. “Special Inspector?”

“Once upon a time, Bash and I hunted the kinds of bad guys that require more...specialized attention.”

Everyone knew that after the Army, Bash worked in the Phoenix office of the Sheriff’s Department for several years before moving to Chuparosa, and that he met Chuck on an unusual assignment that frequently took them all over the state. However, the nature of that assignment was not commonly known, nor did anyone understand the toll it had taken on the men.

One of the incredible things about their state was that a person could drive two hours in any direction and go from a sweltering desert to the breezy cool pines, and in two hours more be in the badlands of the petrified forest. Arizona’s magical landscape hosted any number of supernatural elements and if you weren’t paying attention, one trip through Sedona could land you in another dimension.

Over time, the Sheriff’s Department created a special unit charged with keeping those elements in line, inasmuch as that was possible. From their own ranks they quietly recruited officers who were, for one
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