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Synopsis: Even in their hometown of Santa
Barbara, California, FBI agent Lili Foxworthy and her husband Peter
von Rabenhorst, are unable to catch a break from their eventful
lives. It’s a real battle between good and evil, those who are not
as they seem, mistaken identities, lost lovers, and the power of
immortals with long standing grudges.

 


 



Chapter One



 


He knew that she was aware of his stare, the slight
blush rising to her cheeks proved her knowledge. She toyed with
Buluc Chabtan, a.k.a. Weston High, hiding behind her oversized
shades the same as he was doing. It was part of the game, the dance
of sex that both of them enjoyed, even without knowing each other,
it was an understood game. He rose from his chair, picked up his
bourbon and proceeded toward her table, slow walking and
determined. Her lips spread into a slight smile.

“Hello,” BC said, just as he was expected to
do.

Greta nodded.

“Are you alone?”

She raised her eyebrows in question, then
nodded “yes.”

“May I join you in a drink?” he asked,
holding up his glass.

Again, she nodded “yes.”

He sat down in the chair beside her, although
he knew it was probably more appropriate to sit across from her.
However, BC could care less about formality when his dick had
zeroed in on a prize. The telepathy between immortals is keen and
on target, always.

Greta toyed with the stem of her wine glass,
folding the corners of the cocktail napkin up onto the base,
waiting for him to start the conversation. She could almost feel
his body heat, his desire to take her. That desire was matched by
her own. He cleared his throat.

“So, lovely lady, what brings you to Santa
Barbara?”

She smiled. “Maybe I live here.”

He chuckled. “No, you don’t live here. You’re
neither tan enough nor American enough to live here. I can see
that, so try again.” He’d never been able to withhold
impatience.

Greta smiled more broadly, knowing his macho
attitude was going to bleed through quickly, and that she could
match it. Men didn’t scare her in the least, so they certainly
didn’t humiliate her.

“I’m visiting the city,” she said.

“From?”

“Where do you think? You seem worldly and
observant. Take a guess.”

“Germany,” he said quickly. “You have a very
distinct German accent, although you speak excellent English. And,
you have that classic look of a German woman.”

She laughed aloud. “Most German women my age
are fat from childbirth and lack of exercise.”

BC smiled. She was teasing him now. “I
wouldn’t say anything is wrong with larger women. I find them sexy
and irresistible.”

“That’s nice,” she said, downing the last of
her wine. “And considerate.”

Now he laughed. “Considerate isn’t a word
many people would use to describe me, that’s for sure! I’m
basically an asshole.”

Greta knew his type, and these type men fit
into her web perfectly. They loved the upper hand in everything,
especially sex. Her mind wandered back to the night she saved Lili
and Peter. The adrenaline that overcame her that night was lying
dormant now; she knew it would boil on a moment’s notice when the
time was right. Greta also knew that this man would be a challenge
in many ways, though she would win in the end. He was vulnerable
because he was arrogant - they always screwed up.

BC continued his probe. “Are you traveling
alone? Or do you have a man neatly tucked away in your hotel room
waiting for you to return?”

“I don’t travel with anyone,” she said,
matter of factly. “Alone works better for me. Always has.”

BC raised his eyebrows, a little surprised. A
beautiful woman from another country traveling alone isn’t unheard
of, but it was a little rare. Only women like Cimil usually had the
balls to take on singular travel to new countries. The idea
intrigued him, because it indicated this woman was of her own
strength and determination -- they were the women that challenged
him the most; like Lili Foxworthy. BC enjoyed bringing them down to
a subservient or dependent level.

The thought brought back memories of the last
time he had seen Lili in Yucatan. He shook his head to get rid of
the image.

Greta watched the dark mood come over his
face and quickly disappear. She was too keen into and onto his mind
to have missed it -- a small window of opportunity she inherently
recognized.

“So what’s your story, since you seem so
interested in mine?”

BC cleared his throat. “Business in Santa
Barbara. I’m here strictly on business.”

“And what business is that?”

“It’s confidential. Not that I’m a keeper of
secrets, but I do honor client requests. The world is too
competitive to talk about business deals. Especially prosperous
ones.”

Greta recognized his bullshit right off the
bat. She smiled. “I see,” she said. “Are you traveling alone on
this secret mission? Or do you have an entourage waiting across the
street to protect your secrets?”

“Perhaps,” he said coldly, knowing the reply
would aggravate her. “One never knows, does one?”

She laughed. “That’s the most worn out
fucking phrase in the English language! As well as a cop-out to
bullshit. I don’t believe a word you say about a ‘secret
mission.’”

BC decided to cut to the chase. “So, you fuck
much?”

Greta really laughed aloud this time, but she
knew the red creeping into her cheeks would weaken her position
with him. She willed it to stop.

Turning to BC, she glared straight into his
eyes, the blush fading as quickly as it had come. He didn’t flinch
as her eyes clouded with ice. “I fuck when and who I want to fuck.
So far, you’re not on my list.” He showed no reaction, matching her
coldness with his own steely eyes.

“No problem,” he said. “You don’t insult me.
There are many women like you around, you know. May not be sitting
in an outdoor café when my dick feels the urge, may have to move
around a little in town to find one, but they are there. Women with
your persona are a dime a dozen, really. But, I’m sure you know
that already.”

She continued to stare at him, formulating
her best response to his insult.

“And men like you are even cheaper,” she shot
back. “Much cheaper, in fact, and easily found. I’m sure you
thought me to be an easy mark. Don’t let a woman’s looks fool you,
whatever your name is, and don’t let your dick do all the thinking.
Most women are smarter than the men who pursue them, you
know. I certainly am.” She put the emphasis on ‘you know’ just
to mock his use of it. Greta picked up her purse and rose from the
chair. “Good luck on your search,” she said turning to walk
away.

“I’ll see you around,” he said to her back,
just to let her know that the spark ignited between them was
mutual. They both knew it wouldn’t be their last meeting.

Cimil watched her father from the sidelines.
She knew the woman and her connections to Peter and Lili, but she
wasn’t sure it was the right time to share that knowledge with her
father. Her own game might be interrupted if she did. She walked
toward his table.

“Mind if I join you?” she asked, already
taking her seat.

“Help yourself,” BC answered, his eyes still
following Greta’s swinging ass. He turned to face his daughter.
“That’s a nice looking woman going there.”

Cimil popped him on the hand. “You need to
leave these American women alone. They are trouble. You should know
that if anyone does.”

“That’s just it. She isn’t American. She’s
German. They are full of fire and vigor. I’ve had a couple in my
many long years. Good for what ails me sometimes.”

Cimil shrugged her shoulders. It did little
good to try to influence her father. He did what he wanted with
whom he wanted. Besides, she had her own plan for her own goals. BC
would be on his own.

Greta dialed Lili Foxworthy’s cell phone
number and waited for the answer.

“Hello,” came the happy voice. “Greta?”

Greta smiled into the phone, knowing it was
the caller ID that exposed her. “Yeah. How are you? Got your
message just now.”

“I’m really sorry to miss the shopping,
Greta. You know I would be there if I could, but got a call about a
case. I’m meeting my partner in a few minutes. Sorry.”

“No problem. I was actually taking a nap when
you called. I’m tired for some reason, so I’m probably not going
shopping either. Just some room service and television for me
today.” She didn’t even mind lying. It was all a game anyway. In
reality, she was tired from the trip to Thousand Oaks to hide the
body of her latest victim.

It had been easy to dispense of him once his
neck wound quit bleeding so profusely. It would take a day or so
for him to be found, and even longer for someone to solve his
identity. She knew by his accent that he wasn’t a native to
California.

“Oh, that’s too bad. Maybe the time
difference and all your activity are finally catching up with you.
Get some rest. I’ll probably not be home tonight, or if I am, it’s
gonna be late. How about I call you tomorrow evening or the next
morning?”

“Great. You be careful with whatever it is
you’re working on. Be safe.”

Lili chuckled. “Always. Get some rest.”

“Sure thing.” Greta leaned back against the
stack of pillows on the huge bed and smiled. For a trained and
well-respected FBI agent, Lili Foxworthy was naïve. On the other
hand, dense, maybe she was dense. Whatever it was, Greta felt she
would always have the upper hand in their friendship, if their
relationship could be called that.

Greta pulled all her clothes off and lay on
the bed completely nude. Her mind drifted to the guy downstairs who
she would love to fuck. She liked his roughness and directness and
the aura that surrounded him. As her hand moved between her legs,
Greta closed her eyes and imagined how he would be with her. Rough,
for starters, and satisfying; in many ways.

 


 


“You’re looking more and more like a
California guy what with that little tan and all,” Lili said as she
walked toward the police station with her partner.

Tim laughed. “Yeah, well, it’s only from the
edge of my shirt sleeves to my wrists and on my face, a truck
driver’s tan. It’s hard to get all bronzed up when you’re in a
shirt and tie most of the time. But, I do steal a few hours on my
deck.”

“I know,” she replied, “but as you get more
settled this California lifestyle will come to you. Happened with
me, too. It will also improve as you learn the ropes of the job.
Regional will go light on you for a year or so to give you time. In
addition, of course, I’m here when you want some time off. Don’t
forget we’re partners.”

He smiled at her, genuinely liking the woman
he was lucky enough to hook up working with. “I’m sure it will all
fall into place. Let’s see what we can do to help these guys
out.”

After some initial formalities of
introduction, the two partners followed the sheriff into his
office. He gave them the overview of the case.

“We have a body, male about twenty years old
or so. He was murdered, of course, but it’s not an ordinary murder.
I swear, it looks like he just died in his sleep, except for the
bad bruises on the side of his head and the place on his neck.”

“What do you mean?” Lili asked, her ears
perking up.

“His throat was literally squashed, right
below his Adam’s apple. Moreover, I mean not like a simple
strangulation, Lili. The depression almost broke the skin, it was
so hard. I assume it is from someone’s finger, but it could be some
sort of blunt instrument, like a broom handle. That sort of
print.”

“Oh god!” Tim said, feeling as if he were
watching a Halloween movie just by listening to the description.
“That’s sick!”

“Yes, it is sick. What’s more, there isn’t a
single piece of identification on the man. He was well dressed,
thought in shorts and a tee shirt, nothing in his wallet, not one
thing to tell us who he is. We are stumped and need your help. The
FBI help. We don’t have the resources to work this crime. We
printed him and ran that, but nothing comes back.”

“Maybe he is a foreigner,” Lili offered. “We
wouldn’t have any information on him in that case.”

“Might be,” the sheriff continued. “I would
really appreciate any help you can give. Just tell me what you want
us to do and you’ve got our full cooperation.”

“Where is he now?” Tim asked.

“At the morgue still. Nothing else to do with
him until we make some headway. Wanna go down and take a look?”

“Of course,” Tim didn’t give Lili a chance to
answer, but he quickly turned to her. “Is that okay with you?”

“Take charge,” Lili said with a smile. “This
is going to be your case. I’m your helper.”

“I’ll drive,” the sheriff offered. “Then,
we’ll come back here, put our heads together, and make a plan.”

They talked in general about the town of
Thousand Oaks and its citizens as they rode to the morgue. The
sheriff said that crime wasn’t a problem, so something like this
really caused a stir in their little corner of the world. He had
assured the local press that it was a targeted crime in the hopes
of offsetting a general panic. Tourism, because of the wine
industry, was a good revenue generator in the area, so he didn’t
want to scare off the visitors either.

The trio went into the morgue where the coroner was
waiting for them. They reviewed the body, finding out that the
sheriff wasn’t exaggerating at all about the pressure with which
the young man’s neck had been pressed in. A touch of memory flashed
through Lili’s mind, a small hint at recollection, but she couldn’t
place the thought, couldn’t reconcile it to anything immediately.
The bulging eyes were apparent, although his eyelids had obviously
been glued shut with eyeballs looking like grapes underneath.

Again, the flash, but this time she knew it was the
look on his face when Dieter Wolf’s heart had burst out of his
body. She shuddered only slightly, but Tim noticed it, although he
didn’t say one word.

“Well, okay,” she finally said. “Looks like
we’ve got something very different going on here, because whoever
did this was exceptionally strong or an instrument of some sort was
used on his neck. One more ounce of pressure and his skin would
have ruptured, you can tell that by his eyes.”

“First thing we have to do if find out who
this guy is,” Tim said, moving around the body. “Where are his
things?”

“We’ve got them back at the station,” the
sheriff answered. “It is only his clothes and an empty wallet.
Nothing else on him. We’ve got all the information from the motel,
too. Room rented to him directly, judging by the registration card.
Ready to head back there and take a look?”

“Sure,” Tim replied. “We might come up with
something.”

 


 


The ride back to the station was full of
general conversation about police and detective work. Lili, in
particular, felt attached to the vision for some reason. Not that
she recognized the body, but a strange connection formed with
it.

The shorts were the Tom Tailor brand, a
preppy men’s clothing line in Germany. Lili recognized it
immediately as she had bought a couple of pairs for Peter.

“His clothes are German,” she said matter of
factly. “I bought some of this same shorts brand for my husband.
They aren’t typically sold in the US, so I’m gonna assume he is not
local.” She snapped a picture of the shorts and the striped polo
shirt.

“You’ve got his prints, right, Sheriff?” Tim
knew that to be the case, but verified it anyway.

“Oh yes,” the sheriff answered. “We ran them
already with no results, as I mentioned before.”

“Okay,” Tim said. “Did you check out the
wallet, Lili?”

“Yep, it’s empty and no label. Could be from
anywhere.”

“How about prints on the wallet,
Sheriff?”

“Nothing, clean as a whistle. Not even the
deceased’s prints are on it. Someone was careful to remove any
signs of touching it.”

“Well,” Lili began, “obviously this was a
sexual rendezvous of some sort -- man or woman. Not many reasons
for him to be tied to the bed except for a wild night of sex.
Judging by the bad bruising on the side of his face, it might have
been a rough sexual encounter.” She looked through the pictures
attached to the police report. “What did you find out from
interviewing the desk clerk?”

“Not much. Seems the shifts had changed twice
between the kid registering for the room and yesterday morning when
the maid found the body. The clerk on duty when my deputy arrived
wasn’t the same person who checked in the guy. In addition, so far,
we haven’t been able to find the night clerk. Seems to be off on
vacation now for a week or so.”

“Did anyone see a car leave from there during
the night? Any going and coming?”

“No. But you know those night clerks sleep
half the time anyway,” the sheriff said. “That little motel is
probably more of a hooker joint than a Triple A stopover. Haven’t
gotten anything from them that is useful. Not so far.”

Lili thumbed through copies of the
registration card the motel had produced. “He’s registered as ‘Ruby
Watson?’” A woman’s name? You’d think the clerk wouldn’t have
accepted that. Paid $53.45 cash. And it says here, there was a blue
car. No make, model or year, just a blue car. That is something to
check out. You’re right about the motel probably being a hooking
place, Sheriff. The info is way too scanty to be anything else.
Incognito visits.”

“Yeah,” Tim responded. “And the car is
probably a rental, given that his clothes are from Germany. I can
check that out.”

“Good,” Lili said. “Start at the airports.
Try Santa Barbara first since it is nearer here. “Blue car” isn’t
much to go on, but it is something. Those agents usually know their
car inventory pretty well.”

“And the cord that he was tied with. I’ll
take a sample of that to some stores. See if I can match it up to
any purchases in recent days.”

“Great!” she answered. “We might get lucky
and hit a strike with either of those two sources.”

“Is there anything I can do?” the sheriff
asked. “My whole department is at your disposal.”

“For the time being, I’ll say no, Sheriff. If
this guy is from Germany, chances are we’ll be involved in the case
anyway, so let us get on it initially. We’ll be in touch with you.
Can you keep these things here in your evidence room? I live in
Santa Barbara and Tim is from down the Coast. This is a good
central area.”

“No problem at all,” the sheriff said. “Just
let me know what you need us to do and when. We’re at your
service.”

“Thanks,” Lili said as she gathered her
things. “We’ll be in touch as soon as we know something. You do the
same. Tim will be your main contact since he’s assigned the
case.”

“Good,” the sheriff said, extending his hand.
“I really appreciate any help you can give us. We aren’t used to
things like this happening in our sweet little town. Don’t want the
locals to get all up in arms and fearful.”

“I understand,” she said. “We’ll move about
quietly.”

Outside, the two FBI professionals walked
slowly and without words to their cars. Lili unlocked hers as Tim
leaned up against his.

“What do you think?” he asked her, anxious to
hear her master opinion.

“He was murdered by a lunatic,” she said. “A
bully of sorts. Someone who wanted the satisfaction of humiliating
someone who couldn’t defend themselves. A climax to a sexual
craving. That’s my guess, anyway.” She couldn’t let her partner
know that it was indicative of a certain group of immortals with
which she had some knowledge and experience.

“Wow! You got all that from so little
information?” Tim was astounded at her recap.

“Experience teaches you a lot of things.
You’re gonna find that out, my friend.”

“Man or woman?” he asked, curious if she had
a take on which might have done the deed.

“Ah! That I have to think about. But, I
wouldn’t rule out a woman, that’s for sure.”

“Really? You think a woman could have almost
punctured his throat like that? And the blow to the head wasn’t a
gentle hit, either.”

“You don’t know how strong some women are,
Tim; especially at the height of a sexual release.”

Tim’s face blushed deep red. “Guess I have a
lot to learn.”

“Yep,” Lili Foxworthy said. “And, I’m gonna
teach you. Let me know what you find out about the car rental. I’m
headed home to catch my husband’s play tonight. Let’s talk first
thing in the morning. or sooner, if you get any leads. I had
planned to spend the night here, but I don’t see any need for
it.”

“Sure thing,” he said. “Be safe on your ride
back up.”

He watched as his superior pulled out of the
parking lot, thinking how beautiful she was and how impressive she
was; all rolled into one fantastic




cover.jpg
A Fresh Start
‘ Im I rtallt






