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The Guicai Talisman

The Lycan Job

Once A Thief, Always A Thief

It’s Not Me, It’s You

The God Killer

What does a woman have to do to prove she belongs in the paranormal world called The Undercity? 

Sure, Babylonia Delilah Jones is unclassed and only half paranormal, but that doesn’t mean she can’t compete with the big bad boys and solve cases too. Since the established Private Investigators of The Undercity won’t acknowledge her right to a territory, she’s decided the only way to prove herself is to take the dangerous jobs from whoever is willing to hire her. That means working for a witch to spy on Zaid, the Head of the Vampire House. Baby can hear flowers sing, can make grass grow under her feet, communicate with animals and the Wind treats her like an old friend, but nothing prepared her for the Guicai Talisman, or it’s far too gorgeous guardian.

I’m tall, proud and sometimes wild. Meek and mild have never been words to describe me. Since I was a young girl I knew I was different. Even when I pretended to be normal and ordinary, different resonated within my bones.

The wind whispered past my ears, birds sang melodies just for me, flowers bloomed in my presence and animals told me secrets.

What I am exactly, or even what paranormal House I belong to, is a mystery to me, but one thing I do know for certain is that I’ll never lead an ordinary life.

Why is that, you ask? With a media-hungry Vampire as a best friend, a demi-god ex-boyfriend who keeps forgetting we aren’t dating anymore, and a drop dead gorgeous Vampire I can’t stop thinking about, I can almost guarantee chaos is in my cards.

My name is Babylonia Delilah Jones and I am a private instigator for the paranormal world, better known as the Undercity.
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My name is Babylonia Delilah Jones. Unusual? Yes. But so am I. My mom had my name picked out since she was a teenager and, considering she had me when she was well into her forties, there was no changing her mind when I finally came along. The baby medical science said she would never have.

You see, her ovaries didn’t work right and the doctors told her she would never have children, but they didn’t know she could have a half-breed; a half-human, half-paranormal child. When my mom became pregnant with me everyone, including her, was surprised and the word ‘miracle’ was tossed around. I grew up knowing I was her perfect miracle baby but, when I was around five, she found out I wasn’t so perfect after all.

Whenever I get in a sticky situation, I think back on how I came to be and use that as a testament of my will. The little egg me had to traverse through an abnormally narrow fallopian tube to finally come to be. Most people, like my best friend Amelia Canalas, have this great defining moment where they decided to become a fighter. Her defining moment as a kick-ass woman was the night she’d been left bloody, beaten and near death after being attacked by a rogue Vampire. When she emerged, like a phoenix—her words—she no longer considered herself a pampered weakling of a girl. She became Amelia, Vampire mistress extraordinaire.

People tend to laugh when I tell them the story of what it took to get to who I am, as if that in itself cannot be the reason I’m strong. I smile and let their laughter roll off my shoulders because, to me, that will to survive and be noticed has defined me before day one. I was meant to be.

I’ve never been one to dwell on my life, but lately I’ve been doing so more often than not. Possibly because I’ve been hanging around immortals or near-impossible-to-kill beings for so long it’s got me thinking about my own mortality.

I’ve always thought my life was fleeting, at best, but lately I’ve been reminded about how right I am and it bothers me more than it should. When I considered dying I never thought it would be while whimpering in the arms of a sexy-as-hell Vampire, begging him not to let me die, totally putting my bad-ass persona to shame.

But that happens later. Let me start from where my already not-so-normal life turned completely upside down.

I’ll start from the moment I had Tremain in my grasp. Well, I had the fingers of one hand wrapped around his throat. Squeezing.

It was around five-twenty, in the early evening. I knew this because I’d been waiting since four-thirty for a meeting that was supposed to happen between me and the other private investigators of the Undercity. The park I was in was full of people walking, running, playing with their dogs or just out enjoying the warm early June evening.

The day had been unusually hot, not only for Michigan but also for the lightweight leather jacket I wore to cover up the guns strapped to both sides of my ribcage and secured in my shoulder holster. Luckily for me, and possibly the reason that the park was filled with visitors, the evening brought along cloud coverage that provided relief from an overpowering sun. I was just glad the humans in our vicinity couldn’t see what was happening under the glamour surrounding us.

Tremain’s yellow-shot eyes were wide with panic. His dirty brown hands were clasped tightly around my wrist, trying to break my hold. I don’t know if he couldn’t break free because I was stronger than him or if he was just too weak from not being able to breathe. I didn’t spend too much time thinking about it, as I listened to the gurgling noises coming from his throat. He sounded more like a drowning cat than anything else. Not that I knew what a drowning cat sounded like, but still.

Spit sputtered from his lips and a little droplet landed on my bottom lip.

Disgusting.

With my free hand I wiped his spit from my mouth and imagined all types of cooties that could’ve possibly been in it. Tremain is a short, skinny, and not very clean Ghoul. It’s not that Ghouls were clean to begin with, but he’s the dirtiest I’ve ever come across. Tremain preferred to live among the rats in the back allies, gutters and sewers rather than try to fit in with others of his kind. He reeked of garbage because that’s what he’d probably had for dinner.

Just thinking about the parasites that were most likely clinging to his dirty clothes and crawling along his unwashed skin made bile rise up to the back of my throat. I had an overwhelming urge to let him go, let him drop back down into the trashcan I’d found him hanging out in, but I didn’t give in to the temptation. I tried to convince myself that I’d touched grosser things than him—probably. I never understood his kind. He cheated death but didn’t have the decency to take a dip in warm water and utilize a bar of soap every now and then. I inwardly shook my head.

Holding him up by the neck with one hand is an easy task for me. I’m guessing he weighed about one-hundred and fifty pounds. If I weren’t a half-breed I know I wouldn’t be able to dangle him high in the air, but I’m stronger than the average human, which works well in my line of work.

As a private investigator, sometimes a little muscle is needed to deal with the characters I come across in order to get intelligence for a job. To the human eye I look like a normal five-foot-seven, one hundred and forty-five pound, average twenty-five-year-old African-American woman. The only thing that stands out about me is my wild, curly, shoulder length hair and green eyes. The green eyes are often mistaken for contacts by humans, but they’re my natural eye color and not at all unusual among paranormals. However, despite that, the paranormals consider me a freak of nature, so to say.

When Tremain’s flailing became weaker and his normally greyish-brown skin turned a dusky shade of blue, I took that as a sure sign that now he was ready to talk. When I first came across him he looked the part of someone who didn’t have a care in the world and had no place to be. His entire body was stuffed in a park trashcan, except for his head and one arm that he had hanging out and brushing the waste management property sign. Belle Isle Park is Tremain’s home and if Miguel, the Lycan who owned one of the largest PI businesses in the Undercity, was holding a meeting here with the other PI business owners, then Tremain would know about it.

When I first stopped to ask him about the meeting, Tremain seemed to know about every and anything except for the meeting. He even offered to keep me company while I waited for the others to show up. As much as I don’t want to admit it, he did a good job of keeping me occupied with his ramblings and stories. I’d seen Ghouls in passing, but he was the first one who’d actually told me about his death and the process of becoming what he was. It’d been easy to forget about Miguel and the other PI’s for a little while.

I held on to him for a few seconds more and then, when I thought he was about to pass out, I tossed him across the grass. He tumbled about ten feet and ended up hitting the gravel parking lot, sending little rocks scattering in all directions. When he finally came to a stop, he scrambled to his hands and feet, crouching, ready to bolt, his eyes darting from left to right. I didn’t worry about him running and getting away from me. Ghouls aren’t known for their quickness and I was confident my four years of high school track would prove useful even after all these years. Plus, if by some miracle he did outrun me and get lost in the shadows, as Ghouls tended to do, a whisper from the rats would tell me exactly where he was.

I crossed the distance between us, the gravel under my old school pro-wrestling boots making crunching sounds as I walked. I stopped in front of his cowering body. “Don’t you dare make another move,” I threatened.

Realizing running wouldn’t be of any use anyway, his eyes landed back on me as he rolled over to sit on his butt and let out a heavy sigh. “Babylonia, please believe me,” he begged. “I don’t know where Miguel and the others are meeting.”

I raised a brow. “Really? I find that odd, since you know everything that goes on in Belle Isle. I’m sure the squirrels don’t shit without you knowing which one did it and how much there was.” I crouched and ran my fingers across a few pieces of gravel.

Some would think breaking into the PI business in the Undercity would be easy—I did when I first decided to pursue this profession—but it’s tough, especially for an unclassed half-breed such as myself. I’ve been working this business for three years and I’m still considered an outsider. I could do my job without so much as working up a sweat in the human world, but I long to firmly implant myself in the Undercity. It doesn’t matter that I don’t know who or what my father is or that I’m unclassed, this is where I belong, I feel it in my veins.

“I...I...”

I tilted my head at his obvious attempt to formulate a quick lie and wondered just how far he was willing to take this. As I waited for his lie to form into words, I picked up a few pieces of smooth rock. I never was able to resist the feel of a smooth rock, no matter how big or small.

“It’s not what you think,” he continued. “Miguel came by a couple of days ago and asked me to do him a favor.” His eyes got wider as he spoke.

“Are you really going to lie to me?”

His head swung back and forth. “I swear. He said he wanted you to think there was a meeting taking place here and he...he paid me to keep you occupied.”

I narrowed my eyes. That would explain why Tremain had been all chatty with me when I showed up. While I waited for a meeting that was never going to happen, I let myself get caught up in Tremain’s stories, not realizing an hour had passed until a squirrel ran by and the word, “trick” was whispered to me through the air.

“Do you have the ability to enthrall me?” I asked slowly.

A lot of paranormal beings had that power. Most paranormals by nature were predators. The ability ran strong with some, like Vampires, and weak in others. Nothing I knew about Ghouls suggested they had that ability.

He brought his thumb and finger close together. “Just a little. I bought the ability from a Witch.”

My hand balled into a fist.

“Wait, wait, wait,” he said waving his hands. “It’s not my fault. Blame all this on Miguel. He didn’t want you to know where they were holding the real meeting,” Tremain babbled.

I held the rock tight in my hand and imagined it was Miguel’s neck I was squeezing. “That bastard,” I muttered. If Miguel wasn’t a Lycan I would take my fight to him, but Lycans are crazy bastards, so the rock I held would have to act as a surrogate for the real thing.

Ever since I came on the scene, Miguel has been trying his best to edge me out of the business. The paranormal PI businesses were supposed to get together and divide up the territories and, instead of being at the meeting, I was duped into hanging out at the park with a loser Ghoul. I’d be left doing what I’d always done, scrounging for clients and jobs. I should’ve known he wasn’t going to give me a piece of the city that easily, but a part of me had been so happy that he’d said I could have a seat at the table and I’d allowed myself to believe he really meant it. I’d taken the hard jobs. I was making a name for myself and I was listed in the paranormal directory with private investigator after my name. The higher-ups had approved my credentials. That meant a lot in this world.

I wanted to punch something. I wanted to throw something. I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs. Miguel had given me the wrong information just to show me he held the cards and wasn’t planning on acknowledging me as an equal or even a peer.

I stuffed the rock in my back pocket for later. “Where are they meeting?” I wasn’t going to fight Miguel, but I did plan to show up for the meeting I was entitled to attend.

Tremain shook his head. “It doesn’t matter.” He turned his wrist and glanced at his watch. “It ended fifteen minutes ago.”

I clenched my fists, thinking about sending one sailing through the air to land on his face. “So that’s it then.”

Tremain scrambled on his hands and heels to move backward. “I was just doing what Miguel paid me to do. He said he would never do business with an unclassed half-breed.”

I narrowed my eyes on Tremain. There was no point in taking my anger out on him. I’m considered unclassed because I don’t belong to a paranormal House and none has stepped up to claim me. Being unclassed is considered the lowest of the low in the Undercity.

“You give Miguel a message for me. Tell him that since I don’t have a territory, every territory is mine.”
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A few hours later, and with my belly semi-full from a cheeseburger, small fries and small cola off the dollar menu of a fast food restaurant, I was at Amelia’s house just as the sun was about to go down.

Using the key she’d given me years before, I entered her nine bedroom Victorian mansion, which sat nestled on acres of land in a prestigious neighborhood in Grosse Pointe. I bypassed the formal sitting and piano rooms and went to the grand spiral staircase. On each side were Clivia plants in big blue and white ceramic pots. They sang a song, happy and low, that only I could hear as I neared them.

“Hello,” I whispered to the first and reached out to stroke one of its leaves. The leaf curled slightly around my finger. I did the same to the other plant.

I’d given Amelia a total of nine of my plants that had gotten too big for my small apartment and needed new homes. She took care of them, or rather her house staff did, because she knew how much they meant to me.

After saying my hellos I bounded up the stairs, taking a left to enter her private wing. Her suite of rooms encompassed her personality perfectly, high-class and high-end. Not a piece of furniture was out of place, as her small loyal cleaning crew made sure everything in her house was kept spotless.

Her room was dead quiet when I entered, the only sounds coming from my light footsteps across her carpet. Most Vampires anticipated the night and couldn’t wait to spring from their coffins, but Amelia liked to sleep in. Her coffin was pink and set in the middle of her room. Although it was typical Vampire and so cliché to sleep in a coffin, she said it was a necessity to protect her against sunlight, which was harmful to her, and to protect anyone who came close enough for her to grab while she slept. I’d made the mistake of opening her coffin to try to talk to her before she was fully awake, once, and, trust me, that will never happen again. She held my arm in a powerful grip for a half an hour. I couldn’t pry her hand away no matter what I did. I was so sure that she’d kill me in her sleep I almost peed myself. Lesson learned.

She didn’t keep any of the plants in her bedroom because of the lack of sunlight, so without any greeting to be had, I eased into my favorite loveseat. Before I left I would make my rounds to check on the other plants. I could feel them calling out to me from various placed in the twenty-five square foot mansion.

The loveseat was my favorite seat in the whole entire world. I let myself sink into its plushness, instantly feeling the strain of the day’s event begin to dissipate from my overworked muscles. I adjusted myself to make sure my booted feet were well over the edge so I wouldn’t dirty the cream-colored material. I love the cashmere and leather loveseat, which was clearly way out of my league, and sometimes I imagined it loved me back.

Amelia had an array of tabloid magazines scattered across the coffee table. She knew I liked them and often bought them just so I’d have something to read while I waited for her to make her grand appearance.

I glanced at my watch. The sun would be setting soon and the moon making an appearance but, in true Amelia form, she hadn’t emerged from her coffin yet. Figuring I had a few more minutes before she woke up, I dialed Miguel’s number to tell him exactly what I thought about his little stunt. My call went straight to voice mail, as it had when I called him right after leaving Tremain sniveling in the parking lot. It didn’t matter. I left Miguel another obscenity-filled message while I waited for Amelia.

After a few minutes the hinges creaked on her coffin and the lid swung open. One time Amelia had risen from her coffin with a straight back and arms folded across her chest like a Vampire in one of those old Dracula movies. She’d known I was waiting for her and done it as a joke and now that image is forever engrained in my head. I still haven’t forgiven her for that. So while she finished waking up I purposely didn’t look at her but turned a page on the magazine I was reading. It wasn’t anything important, just a story about a well-known African-American motivational speaker and his newest fling.

She smacked her lips and yawned.

It was contagious and I let out a yawn of my own. “Goodnight, sleepy head.” Only after I heard the sounds of her getting out of her coffin did I feel safe to look her way.

In one swift move she hopped out of the coffin wearing a silk camisole with matching boy shorts and shut it behind her. I was happy she at least had clothes on. Usually she slept in the nude and, honestly, I didn’t need to feel self-conscious about my regular-old human body tonight. I’m the first to admit that I need to spend more time in the gym and put down the brownie supreme ice cream—that’s fastly becoming a nightly ritual—and pick up a carrot every now and then. But who am I kidding? I can’t stand the taste of carrots.

Amelia was perfection. Skin that was flawlessly toned golden-brown, dark-brown silky hair with shimmering highlights, pouty lips and a petite frame. Hell, even with the blood-red vampire eyes, she was still beautiful. An imperfect Vampire wasn’t heard of, it was against their makeup, but I don’t think vampirism was needed to enhance Amelia’s natural beauty. 

“You’ve been waiting long?” she asked in a voice that was like music to my ears.

I was used to her voice having a euphoric effect on me; that’s what it was supposed to do without her even trying. It was meant to enthrall her prey. I pushed the happy feelings from my head with an ease I knew normal humans couldn’t muster.

With the tip of her foot, Amelia kicked at her coffin and it slid effortlessly under her bed, making it seem as if it didn’t weigh more than a thousand pounds. I don’t care how many hours I spent at the gym I would never be able to do as she’d just done.

I took a heavy breath. “Naw.”

Amelia padded with soft steps to her large walk-in closet. “Hey, how did your meeting with Miguel and the other PI’s go? Are they giving you your own territory now?”

I threw the magazine that I’d been half-reading onto the table. “It was a set-up. They actually met earlier and split up everything without me.”

She came storming out her closet, one hand on her hip and the other holding a colorful dress still on the hanger. “So what does that mean for your business?”

What did it mean for me? I ran a hand over my face. I thought after tonight things would change for the better. That I’d be accepted and taken into their fold. That I was finally being recognized as an equal. Miguel’s deception hurt, more than it should’ve and more than I’d ever let on to anyone, but I wouldn’t let it break me. I couldn’t afford to. “It means that he never planned to make me part of the deal and it’s business as usual for me. I’ll be fighting for their scraps.” And I would fight hard until they had no other choice but to recognize me as an equal.

She narrowed her eyes. Her normally red eyes were now hazel, thanks to colored contacts that vampires wore while out in public. “That’s not right. I think I should pay Miguel a little visit.”

Although we were best friends, Amelia considered me a little sister. Before I even knew there was an Undercity and knew that I wanted to be a part of it, I’d met Amelia. When I was twenty I was working at the consignment shop owned by my aunt and in breezed perfect-looking Amelia. She was something I’d never seen before. Everything about her screamed dangerous, but my Aunt Cissy’s cat, Mrs. Epps, told me to ask her name. I did, and that sparked the beginning of a lasting friendship. Sensing that I wasn’t fully human, she showed me the Undercity and I haven’t turned back since.

Amelia hailed from northern Spain, where she was born in 1763 to a general and a doting mother. The night that changed her life forever, she’d decided to sneak out of her house to meet up with a French soldier and caught the eye of a rogue Vampire. Beautiful as she is now, she was then, and the Vampire wanted nothing more than to keep her trapped at his side for all eternity. She’d stayed with the rogue for some years, until another Vampire had come to rescue her and killed her capturer and, essentially, her murderer.

When she was finally free, she’d left Spain behind and traveled the world. Suddenly alone and trying to find her place, she ended up in America in the 1800’s. Her first stop had been New Orleans, where she enjoyed the nightlife and the locals embraced what she was with open arms, but soon her rebellious side peaked and she decided to help slaves escape from the south to the north. By the 1840’s she found herself settled in Detroit, one of the last American stops on the Underground Railroad. While New Orleans had culture and history, Detroit had innovation and growth, which she said appealed to her enough to make her put down roots and settle here.

We were as different as night and day, literally. She was rich as hell and lived in a sprawling suburban mansion that I couldn’t fathom the price tag on, while I lived in a rundown inner-city apartment building and sometimes could barely make rent. She sucked blood to live and I was always on some kind of a diet or another. She was a beauty who could get a modeling contract at the drop of a dime and I sometimes tripped over my own feet. But somehow I felt from the beginning we were destined to be the best of friends.

“It’s okay, Melia,” I said, trying to sound as if Miguel’s betrayal hadn’t stung. “They don’t see me as a threat. I’ll just have to grow my business and prove otherwise.” I took a deep breath, because that was easier said than done. “So what’s on the agenda for tonight?” I asked, changing the subject.

“Work, work and more work. What about you?”

I looked at my watch. “In a few hours I’m going to Club X.”

She pulled her dress from the hanger. “You? Going to another club? Hell must’ve frozen over because you’ve been to one every day this week.”

I hated clubs. Hated trying to weave my body through throngs of people while they pushed and rubbed up against me. Hated that the music was so damn loud it was hard to hear myself think. I hated the way men looked at me in those places, like I was easy prey and just a slab of meat. I’d rather stab myself with a rusty fork than go inside a nightclub.

“Lucky for me, I don’t have to go inside this one. My sources tell me that Zaid will be there tonight, so I get to hang outside and have a looksee.”

Zaid Brightmon was one of the old Vampires. How old? I couldn’t pin down his real age, but I knew it wasn’t thirty-two as his Secretary of State profile listed. He’d been my target for a week now. Tina Masterson, one of the local Witches, told me he’d stolen an irreplaceable necklace, a talisman of hers, and she needed to confirm if he in fact had it and, if he did, where he’d hidden it. So far it wasn’t a hard job; the only thing the Vampire seemed to enjoy more than clubbing was having sex. I’ve been following him around, scoping out where he went and what he did because most people, paranormal or human, liked to gloat over what they stole. They liked to look at it and hold it in their hands. I didn’t think Zaid would be any different.

“And by sources you mean...?”

“One of his dogs overheard him telling his bodyguards where he was heading tonight.”

“You are so unbelievable weird.” 

“No, what’s weird are Zaid’s guard dogs. They look like normal Rottweilers, except for the way their eyes glow this eerie green color. It’s freaky.”

“That’s normal. He most likely infused them with some of his blood. The dogs are blood bonded to him and it allows them to live longer and not succumb to most sicknesses. They’re also stronger than the average dog too.”

Maybe if I’d known this little fact beforehand I might’ve thought twice about engaging them, but now it didn’t really matter. I shrugged. “Whatever the case, they seem to don’t mind me hanging around. Or telling me where their master is hanging out.”

Melia tilted her head in thought and got a faraway look in her eyes. “That reminds me, I need to go feed. Maybe I should go to this club with you and feed off somebody.”

I put up a hand, as if doing so would stop her train of thought. “Um, no, gross. Plus, weren’t you trying to be all low-key now that you’re on the evening news?”

She blinked rapidly. “Oh, yeah. I am the face of the eleven o’clock news.” She smiled brightly at that. “I shouldn’t be caught sucking it up in a bathroom stall of a club.”

I choked on my spit. “I just had a visual of you.” Giving head to a random guy. I waved my hand in the air. “Never mind.”

“Hardy-har-har-har. You know what I meant.”

“I only thought that because your delivery was so very wrong.”

I stood and stretched. Long days and long nights were doing a number on my body. Although I was part of the Undercity I sometimes forgot I really wasn’t one of them. I was part human, and that meant running around following Vampires all night would finally catch up to me.

“So tell me why you really came over here. I know it wasn’t to watch me undress, even though my nakedness is a sight to behold.” She ran a hand down her body.

I rolled my eyes at her, because Melia truly thought that if she took off her clothes she could sell tickets to the show. “Yes, Melia, I like girls now and decided that my first lover should be a blood sucking Vampire. When I decide something, I go big or go home.”

A high heeled shoe soared through the air in my direction. I ducked just in time and felt the wind blow across the top of my head. With a thump, the heel embedded in the drywall behind me.

If I’d been any slower it would’ve been stuck in my skull. “Hey, half-human over here.”

She waved me off. “Good thing you have the reflexes of a paranormal then. Tell me why you really came over, not that you can’t visit anytime that you want, but I know you and something’s up. Spill it sister.”

“It’s nothing.” It was something. Call it a little bit of intuition and a healthy dose of paranoia that had an odd feeling settling in the pit of my stomach.

She picked up another high-heel and aimed it at me threateningly.

I put up both my hands in defense to cover my face. “Okay, okay. I came over here to make sure you had my back.”

She lowered her hand and frowned. “Of course I do. What’s going on?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess nothing really. I just have a weird feeling about this job. It’s times like this that I regret not getting my very own sidekick, a partner in crime, so I don’t have to go slinking around at night by myself.”

The other PI companies were bigger than my little struggling one. Their agents had partners; they worked together as teams and seldom alone. But here I was, little old half-human me, running around the Undercity alone. I promised myself that when business picked up I’d hire a little helper but, thanks to Miguel, that didn’t look like it would happen anytime soon.

“I could make you one up real quick.” She flashed her pointy canines.

I shook my head. When I imagined a sidekick, I’d pictured him or her with a pulse. “Naw. I’m good. I don’t want a newbie Vampire following me around trying to drain me dry.”

I’ve run into a few new Vampires and they’re unstable to say the least. It takes their makers years to get them to the point where they can be around humans and not go all bat-shit crazy in blood lust. A newbie would rather be on my back, sucking me dry, than at my back, watching out.

“Yeah, but if I make you one now it’d be ready by next year.” She frowned and tapped the side of her cheek in thought. “Probably.”

“And how many Vampires have you actually made?”

“None, but for you I’d make one. Plus, I was thinking I need some minions of my own. You know, someone to tell me how beautiful I am all the time.”

I didn’t have a doubt in the world that she’d make new Vampires for that reason alone. I let out a chuckle. “I have no clue how you’ve gone this long without having one,” I said sarcastically.

She tilted her head in serious thought. “Huh, I wonder too.”

“Hey, just remember to keep an eye out for me. Something doesn’t feel quite right about this job. I don’t know if I’m feeling uneasy because of the Witch or because of Zaid. I can’t put my finger on it.” And just in case I figured out what had me so uneasy a little too late, I wanted Melia aware of everything I was doing and where I was going.

“I could take Tina out for you if you want. Eliminate the threat.” Red flashed around her brown contacts.

“No, she’s a client, plus I don’t want a war between the vamps and Witches started. Just keep your phone handy and check on me before you go to sleep and after you wake up for a few days. Just until I finish this job, okay?”

“Don’t worry, I got your back, BJ.”

* * * * *
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I tried to push Miguel and his backstabbing, no-good self out of my mind as I squinted to look through the binoculars pressed against my face. I knew he really didn’t want me to be a part of the old boys club, but I thought he was willing to give me a try. At least that’s what he said. I was all set to wow them with my knowledge of the Undercity and my client list but, in the end, I guess none of that is good enough for people like Miguel who, for one, don’t see half-breeds and the unclassed as equals and, two, feel the same way about women.

I wasn’t making an idle threat to Tremain when I told him every territory was mine. If Miguel was going to willingly give me a slice of the city, then I would’ve been content with that and played nice. But since he wasn’t, I’d have to take my clients as they came—from wherever. Most of my clients called me because I was not only cheaper than the other PI’s but also took greater risks. I had to in order to get the business.

I’m pretty sure I wasn’t the first PI Tina had gone to. I was just the only one stupid enough to take the job. Anyone with common sense would’ve stayed as far away from Zaid as possible. Zaid Brightmon—the last name was quite fictional, I was sure—moved to Bloomfield Hills, a wealthy suburb of Detroit, three years ago. When he came to town the Undercity had a flurry of excitement, panic and fear. Zaid was one of the oldest Vampires around and his presence changed the entire hierarchy of the Vampires already established in this area. When he settled here, his position was firmly at the top.

I really didn’t care about him being in town or not, I was still at the bottom of the food chain as always, but the others were forced to jockey for their place in Zaid’s world. In his world I didn’t exist and that was fine by me. I had a hard enough time trying to convince the Ghouls to give me respect, and they were the bottom feeders of the Undercity.

Through my binoculars I had a clear view of the front doors of Club X. Although it was one-thirty in the morning, the club still had a line of maybe fifty people standing off to one side waiting to get inside. A burly bouncer stood at the door with clipboard in hand and headset on one ear. As people came out of the club, he ushered more in. I’d never gone to Club X, but to hear the local radio DJ tell it, this club was the “it” place. 

People cruised down Woodward Avenue slowly in cars and trucks and, whether they were junkers or high-priced, each person seemed to vie for attention by either playing the latest jam as loud as their speakers would allow or hanging out their windows, cat-calling the women standing in line.

Most of the people at the club and congregated outside were around my age. Maybe in a different life, if I hadn’t embraced my uniqueness, I would’ve been right there along with them, but it wasn’t meant to be. I chose my paranormal side, and hanging out in clubs, drinking and partying, wasn’t a part of my life.

When I was eighteen, I would’ve never believed that, instead of hanging out with my friends going to the hottest clubs, I would’ve willfully chosen to hang out by myself on a rooftop littered with rocks, broken glass, used condoms and other trash. This wasn’t exactly how I imagined my Friday nights would’ve turn out, but it paid the bills.

I shifted my position so my knees weren’t digging directly into the rocks. The only thing that saved my boney knees was the barrier my worn jeans provided. With my elbows resting on the ledge, I kept my eyes on the door. My patience eventually paid off because not soon after I was rewarded for my efforts.

One, two, three...

The Berserkers I counted were exiting the trendy downtown club. One overly muscly guy with the body of a WWE wrestler and the grimace of a psychotic killer would’ve stood out more than the other club goers, but add two more and the people on the street were craning their necks to behold the spectacle. The Berserkers didn’t pay the gawkers any mind, other than to turn up their lips. That had the effect I guessed they were going for—get out of the way—because the humans scrambled to give them room.

From the intelligence I’d gathered on my target already, Zaid didn’t leave the house without at least four bodyguards. Clarification, he never went anywhere without at least four Berserker bodyguards, which wasn’t the average. One Berserker was usually enough to keep people at bay, not to mention they were expensive as hell to come by, but four? Well, that was just throwing money down the drain. I snorted. But then again, Zaid was a rich Vampire so he probably had money to spare.

My only question was, why did he need all the heavy protection anyway? He was a Vampire for Christ’s sake, and, from what I knew, he was a pretty old one too and old equated to powerful. When I asked Melia his age, she just shrugged and said Zaid was old as dirt. I hadn’t pressed her for more information because if Melia didn’t know the answer then it wasn’t knowable.

Zaid finally sauntered out of the club.

There he is.

He looked the same as he did on the previous nights I’d watched him; tall, about six-foot-two, nice sleek body covered in an expensive suit that I guessed was tailored to fit only him. He was lean, but by no means skinny. His shoulders were broad and the few times I’d seen him without a jacket I noticed he had well-defined muscles in his arms and pecs. The cinched belt around his narrow waist highlighted a flat stomach and showed off a nicely formed ass—yes, on a couple of occasions, while I was cataloguing his looks, I did let my eyes linger on his ass, which was a very nice one, round and firm. The kind of ass a girl could take a nice bite out of.

My mouth salivated at the thought of doing just that. Not a for real bite, but a nice little playful nip. I’m sure he’d appreciate that. To hear Melia tell it, Vampires were into some pretty kinky stuff.

I shook my head.

Get your mind out the gutter and back on the target Baby D.

I snapped back to attention and put my hormones in check. Raging hormones plagued me ever since I took this job, but it’s an expected hazard. Vampires had something in their makeup that made women and men want to fall at their feet. Dealing with Vampires isn’t like how it’s portrayed in the Hollywood movies, where terrorized people run kicking and screaming away from them. No. In reality people go to them willingly.

Case in point, there were two creamy-skinned blondes, one on each of Zaid’s arms. Arm in arm, they walked along the red carpet that led to valet parking. To me the women looked like the cookie cutter versions of the women he’d taken home last night and the night before that; they were all pale, tall, blonde, gorgeous and wore tight clothes. These two had on dresses so short I could see the bottom of their butts hanging out as they walked.

“Have some pride ladies,” I muttered to myself. “Didn’t your momma ever tell you that your dress should be longer than your vagina?”

Zaid stopped at the curb and looked from left to right. I didn’t bother ducking past the rim of the cement rooftop barrier. Even with his great eyesight he couldn’t see me nestled on the rooftop more than a block from where he was, scoping him out with my high-powered binoculars. And, even with his sensitive hearing, he definitely couldn’t hear me talking to myself. There were too many other distractions between us for him to even get a lock on my location. Plus, he didn’t know he was being watched anyway—why would he be looking for me?

He was probably trying to figure out if any Witches were in the area. Vampires could sniff out Witches and, while they weren’t scared of them, usually tried
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