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For Robert,

And all those endless nights that we spent rolling dice and playing Dungeons & Dragons.

Where there is love there is life.
―Mahatma Gandhi
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Thomas

Summer was in a death rattle as the first rains of fall hit the city. It had been raining going on a week now. Even this was unusual for New York City in the waning days of September. A week of thunderstorms usually meant something, or someone was afoot.

I sat in my late model KIA watching the rain as it fell in sheets, all the while keeping an eye out for my quarry. I was parked outside St. Athanasius Catholic Church at the corner of Bay and 61st St in Brooklyn. The view to the front entrance was unobstructed, so I lit a cigarette, and after a deep inhale, I blew out a cloud of grey smoke as I pondered what to do about the young priest.

Father David had only recently been assigned to the church, this being his first posting after seminary school. I had received a call from a long-time friend in the Vatican about Father David. My friend had said that he had met David about a year ago and ran into him again just before handing him this posting. I was told that it wasn’t the same person.

I told my contact that church had people who handled things like this and was told that they didn’t like to advertise the Exorcism Department, and since I was now living in the City, I thought I could have a look for him. “Besides, you have a better record when it comes to dealing with these creatures,” He had said before giving me the good father’s name and the church’s address.

Lightning continued to flash in the sky unbidden by any force known to man, but it was mankind I was worried about. Storms like these often preceded the coming and goings of creatures best left to our imaginations.

Monsters exist. In fact, Man has always known that they exist. There are several books written on the subject. Unfortunately, as Man has evolved, they have lost their belief in such things thinking they are creations of the mind and the fanciful.

I’m here to tell you that they do indeed exist, and all one must do is read the works of Stoker, Lovecraft, Shelly, etc. to find them.

Lightning flashed brilliantly again, and I noticed a thin man standing outside the main entrance to the church before he ducked inside. “Shit,” I cursed before pulled out my Colt Model 1911 A2 .45 caliber pistol. I pulled the slide back slightly to verify that I did have a round chambered. Once that was done, I slid the elegantly designed weapon back into the shoulder holster I was wearing them pulled its twin repeating the process.

I climbed out of the car and turned the collar of my barber coat to keep the rain out of my shirt. After checking for traffic, I sprinted across the street. Once there, I made my way to the large iron-bound double doors.

Throwing down my cigarette and crushing it with my Rockport walking shoes, I drew one of my pistols. Holding it loosely in my left hand with my finger indexed along the trigger, I tried the doorknob with my free hand.

Opening the door, I moved through the antechamber before making my way to the nave. The room was covered in shadows that danced when the lightning flashed outside. The closer I got to the sanctuary, I began to sense something else in the room.

“You’re too late, Thomas. He’s mine now. The young are so easy to corrupt these days.” The voice belonged to an ethereal being who resembled silvery smoke that moved continuously above what I assumed was Father David sprawled on the steps leading up to the altar.

“I don’t think so, Nygr.” I raise my pistol, the elaborate scrollwork along the body of the weapon begins to illuminate the darkness with a soft silver glow.

Nygr pauses then turns its attention towards me. “Mortal weapons have no effect on me. This time I will have you as well.”

“FREEZE, HOMELAND SECURITY!” A female voice orders behind me.

“Not this time, Nygr, I have something special for you.” I pull the trigger, and my pistol barks twice. Nygr cries out in pain as both bullets hit his mist form center mass, then they flare brightly, igniting a miniature lightning storm within him.

The sound of heels running up behind me cause me to raise my hands in defeat. “I told you to freeze...” The female agent begins as she witnesses the death of Nygr, one of the servants of the Great Old Ones.

As the dying light of Nygr fades, the Homeland Security Agent notices the still form of Father David. She then turns to me with her Sig Sauer pistol drawn and aimed at me.

That’s when I get a look at her for the first time, and my breath is knocked from me. “It can’t be,” I whisper breathlessly and drop my pistol.

The woman before me has brown hair with amber highlights pulled into a ponytail, high cheekbones, petite nose, full lips, and sky-blue eyes. She was dressed in an expensive designer pants suit, leather boots with a Cuban heel. She’s the spitting image of my long-deceased wife.

“Turn around and place your hands on your head,” She ordered before holstering her pistol and patting me down. Finding my matching gun, she pulled it free. “Do you have any identification? I hope you have a permit for these cannons.”

I lower my arms slowly as she backs away, keeping a safe distance. “Do you have any ID on you verifying you are who you say you are?” I ask as I pull my wallet and passport from the inside pocket of my overcoat slowly and hand them to her.

She pulls out her leather credential case and shows me her ID and badge. “Heather Dahan, Homeland Security Special Investigations.” Heather put her credentials away before examining my passport and ID. “Diplomatic Vatican Passport? Thomas Smith, seriously? How does one get one of these, and where’s the concealed carry permit?”

I nod at her comment about my name. “The permit for the pistols is in my wallet, and I work for the Vatican delegation at the UN.”

Resigned to the fact that I have diplomatic immunity, Heather hands my passport and wallet back before gesturing that I could retrieve my pistols from the pew where she had set them. “Can you tell me what the hell that light show was?”

I walk over and check on Father David. “I’m not sure that you’re ready for that conversation. Dammit, too late again,” I curse after not finding a pulse, then pull out my phone and touch dial icon before putting it to my ear.

Heather raised a well-sculpted eyebrow at me when a voice answers my call. “It’s Thomas...Yeah, I found him, but he didn’t make it...No, I got it...Listen, I need to go because the authorities are on the scene...Yeah, I showed them...Thanks, I’ll talk to you later,” I hit the disconnect and turn back to an expectant Agent Dahan.

“You said I’m not ready for the conversation. Ok, what am I supposed to tell my superiors? Who was that?”

“That was my Vatican contact. He wanted me to check up on Father David as this was his first assignment. As for your bosses, I wouldn’t tell them shit.” I walked toward the front doors, “No, you aren’t ready for that conversation agent. I suggest you go home to your family and have a nice dinner and forget you ever saw Father David and the Nygr.”

The sound of her heels echoing off the walls tell me she was coming after me, fast. She grabbed for my shoulder as I duck outside. Agent Dahan was not deterred and followed me into the rain. “I know about the Mythos, Great Old Ones, and Elder Gods.” I stop at her mention of these and give her my attention. “I mean, I’ve studied about them. Tonight was the second time I’ve ever witnessed something from Beyond.”

We were getting drenched in the continuing downpour, so I reached into my overcoat and hand her a business card with my name and number. “Call me after you're finished here or tomorrow morning. We can get coffee, and you can tell me about your first encounter from Beyond.”

Heather looks at the card briefly before sliding it into her coat pocket. “I’ll give you a call tomorrow, Thomas.”

I nod then head to my car as Heather pulls out her phone to call the scene in.
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Heather

Thomas climbed into his car as I looked at the card that he had given me, just his first name and a phone number. Curious? I slipped the business card into my jacket pocket before pulling out my phone. I turned and made my way back inside the church, glancing at Thomas’ car as it turned right and out of sight.

“Homeland Security Special Investigations,” the voice on the other end of my call answered.

“This is Agent Dahan, I need a medical examiner and a forensic team at the St. Athanasius Catholic Church at the corner of Bay and 61st St in Brooklyn. One-person dead a Catholic priest,” I waited while the nighttime dispatcher made the appropriate calls.

“Is there anything else, Agent?”

“Yeah, can you run a background check on a Thomas Smith?” Continuing before the dispatcher replied with a ‘are you serious’ comment. “He drives a KIA with New Jersey plates 578 EPY, and he is part of the Vatican’s delegation to the United Nations and has a Vatican Diplomatic passport.”

“10-4, Will have to reach out to the State Department for his diplomatic status, but I can run his plates and send you all the info that we have for him in our system.”

“Sounds great, email it to me please.”

Disconnecting the call, I walk over to where the good father’s body laid as I went over the events upon entering the church.

Thomas had fired one of his two pistols at the entity. The result was the wild light show before the alter.

Flashlight in hand, I search behind the priest’s body for any kind of bullet hole when something flashed silver on the floor near the body. Squatting down and focusing the beam of my light on the silver object revealed it to be a bullet.

I pull a pair of latex gloves out; you know the blue rubber ones that all the forensic guys on all those crime shows wear. The bullet was remarkable with no mushrooming, just the rifling from the barrel of the pistol. It also had strange markings that resembled runes around the edge.

Standing, I walked over towards the open doors to wait for ME and the CSI types to arrive while I rolled the bullet over in my gloved hands.

“Just what the Hell were you doing, Thomas Smith?” I asked the empty church as I recalled the image of him. Around six-foot-tall athletic build dressed in a dark grey suit with matching wool overcoat. He had an olive complexion with curly dark brown hair cut short but not military-style and about three days of beard growth, but his eyes their storm grey color and the shock in them when he first saw me.

When the ME and CSI types arrived, I handed them the bullet and show them the scene. By that time, someone from the Diocese of New York had come to ask what had happened.

The rest of the night was a blur as the forensic techs scoured the chapel for clues finding nothing of interest. The coroner gave me a time of death but not a cause and said that they would run a toxicology test.

After everyone had packed up their gear, I handed the Diocese representative one of my business cards and made my way back out into the rain and towards my SUV.

It was about three in the morning when I returned to my apartment in Manhattan, my phone buzzed with an incoming email just as I was grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge.

I opened my email to see it was from the office, and it had my info on Thomas. It listed a warehouse in New Jersey, his driver’s license, four other vehicles he had registered, a Conceal Carry permit for the states of New York, New Jersey, Connecticut, and rest of the States in the Northeast and Mid-Atlantic. The tech said that was all they could find and that they were still waiting to hear back from the State Department.

“Well, shit, just who the hell are you, Thomas?” I made my way to my bedroom and pulled out the card he had given me. “Looks like I will be giving you a call later this morning.”
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Thomas

After starting the KIA, I gave Agent Heather Dahan one last look before shaking my head and putting the car into drive and begin my way home. I had a feeling that she was going to be a pain in my ass soon.

The rain continued to fall as I made my way across the Brooklyn Bridge into Manhattan and over to the Holland tunnel before coming out in New Jersey. I made my way slowly across Jersey City until I the apartment buildings gave way to a more industrialized area, the type where large warehouses dotted the surrounding landscape along with several thousand long haul trailers, the kind that is usually attached to the big diesel tractors that traverse along the countries highways delivering goods of just about any type you could imagine.

It isn’t long before I come to a small warehouse building sitting on two acres of land. There is a twelve-foot-high cyclone fence with razor wire enclosing the two-story brick structure.

A gate began to open after I pressed one of the two remotes affixed to the visor. Once inside the fence, I maneuver the KIA through a series of concrete abutments that would make the Secret Service proud. I drove around the side of the building and hit the button on the other remote, which activated the industrial size garage door opener.

Lights flickered on in the cavernous parking area. The inside didn’t match the outside of the building. Upon first look, you would think that this was some old abandoned warehouse that littered the area. When one entered, they got a different experience. The garage was something from every mechanics wet dream. The room was brilliantly lit with high end LED lights, and the concrete floor had one of those expensive paint and seal finishes that makes clean up a breeze. There were also two full work bays with car lifts and a pit for oil changes. Along one wall was the toolbox to die for. I had every tool, tester, probe, and computer station that most dealerships would kill to have.

That wasn’t even the best part as I parked the KIA next to Austin Martin Vanquish, which was next to my fully restored 1965 Mustang GT 350 Shelby. I also had an Indian Chief and Kawasaki Ninja motorcycles. 

I hit the button on the remote to close the garage door then exited the vehicle before making my way over to the staircase that leads up to my apartment.

Entering my apartment, I toss my keys into a porcelain bowl on the table next to the door. The dish probably belonged in a museum, but I couldn’t let myself get rid of it. It was one of the few things that I still possessed that belonged to Siduri, my deceased wife. After taking off my overcoat, I hung it on a peg on the wall next to the table.

My apartment is laid out in a loft pattern, with the only separate room being the enormous bathroom. Space was around fifteen hundred square feet, not large by any standards, but it was what I wanted. I made my way over to the bar and turned a heavy crystal glass over and pulled a bottle of Johnny Walker Blue Label and poured about three fingers into the glass.

“Alexa, play my Siduri playlist,” I ordered as I picked up the glass of Scotch.

“Playing Siduri playlist,” The smart speaker replied.

I tossed back the Johnny Walker just as the beginning piano notes of Canon in D by Pachelbel. I refilled my glass and made my way over to the leather sofa after placing my drink on the side table I leaned forward and put my head in my hands and let the music work its magic on me.

It wasn’t long until my mind began to playback the events of the evening and form a mental picture of Agent Heather Dahan. Never in all my years since Siduri died in my arms have I run across someone who was the spitting image of her.

The song When You’re Gone by the Cranberries began to play when my cell phone rang. I drank the rest of my glass of Scotch before I answered.

“This is Thomas.”

There was a pause on the other end. “Oh shit, you’re listening to Siduri’s playlist again, aren’t you?” The voice, on the other end, asked. “You’ll tell me why. I called to see how things went with Father David.”

“Not good, I’m afraid. There was already Nygr present when I found Father David’s body sprawled before the altar.” I began then went on to explain the events of the evening, finishing with, “She could’ve been Siduri’s twin, Daniel.”

Daniel was quiet for a few minutes as he processed what I have told him. While he did that, I got up and made myself another drink. “This Agent Dahan said that she knows about these things?”

“Yep, and she didn’t run away screaming when she witnessed the death of the Nygr after I shot it. We’ll see about the rest she’s supposed to meet me later in the morning for breakfast and coffee.”

“That’s not like you to have anything to do with any kind of law enforcement,” Daniel offered.

“I know. Maybe it’s because this Special Agent looks like Siduri, or maybe it’s something else. I’m not sure, but I will let you know how it turns out.”

“Ok, keep me informed, and I know what I’m about to say will go in one ear and out the other. Don’t drink too much, Thomas; there was nothing you could’ve done to save her.” Daniel said before I ended the call.

He was right; there was nothing I could’ve done, but that’s not why I was drinking. I missed Siduri just as bad today as I did then.

The smell of burned flesh and smoke hung heavily across the city. Rome had burned for days, and chaos had reigned. Thousands had died.

I moved through the shadows holding my robes up, so my sandaled feet wouldn’t trip on them. The sounds of several voices brought me up short. I peered around the corner to see what all the commotion was.

Now I watched as the Roman Centurions nailed him to the cross. Crucifixion was their method of execution. It was a painful way to die. First, they would tie you to the cross, then hammer nails into your palms and through your feet. Then they would break your legs to speed up the process of self-asphyxiation. In this instance, the Romans did something far worse. This time the crucified this man upside down. The Centurions and other officials taunted the man like they had so many years ago to another.

“Peter!” I cry out, waking with a start covered in sweat with the sheet wrapped around my waist. The sun is up as warm rays enter my loft. The sun and blue sky is a lovely welcome after the storm from last night.

I sit up and place my feet on the floor while I rub the sleep from my eyes. “I miss you, my friend. I wish you were here now. Maybe you would have some insight as to why I’m still here.” Sighing, “Alexa, play Pink Floyd’s Wish You Were Here.

As the static beginning of the song began to play, I walked into my bathroom for a scorching shower. I had a feeling it was going to be another long day.

About an hour later found me sitting on my sofa with a fresh mug of coffee and the news on. A spokesman for the Diocese of New York was discussing the death of Father David when my phone rang.

“Thomas,” I say in greeting. “Good morning Agent Dahan. I was about to leave and head into the city, could I interest you in a late breakfast or early lunch?” I continue, “How about we meet at McGwire’s. It’s a pub near the UN on 42nd Street.” I glance at my watch, “Say in about an hour and a half? Great I’ll meet you there, and if you arrive before me, just tell Seamus that you’re waiting for me, and he’ll get you a table. I’m kind of a regular.”

After finishing the call with Agent Dahan, I finish my coffee before making my way downstairs to the garage. Standing there, looking at my choices, I decided to take the Mustang.

After climbing into the Mustang, I allowed myself a moment to enjoy the custom leather seats that I had paid a fortune for when I restored this example of American Horsepower. The engine roared to life at the turn of the key after a few minutes the engine purred with a soft rumble as the 428 Cobra Jet V8 warmed to optimum temperature.

Hitting the door and gate remotes simultaneously, I put the Mustang in reverse. Once outside the gate, I pushed both buttons again to close the gate and garage door and picked up my phone. Touching an icon, I entered a seven-digit code to arm my building’s security system.

Before taking off, I pulled out a CD and slid it into the player, the one concession I made when restoring the Mustang. I opted for an AM/FM CD player to keep the car as close to the original as possible. Shifting the old girl into first, I sped out of the industrial area just as the song Spiritwalker by The Cult began to play. That was ominous, and I wondered just how my meeting with Agent Dahan would go.

About an hour later, I pulled into the United Nations parking garage and park in one of the dozen spots allocated for the Vatican’s delegation. Exiting the parking garage, I walked the two blocks over to McGwire’s.

Agent Heather Dahan was waiting for me at one of the tables near the sizeable stain-glassed window that stretched along the front. She was on her phone and had a cup of what I assumed was coffee sitting in front of her. Heather was dressed in a suit like one she had been wearing last night. The sight of her took my breath away. I couldn’t get over the fact that she was the spitting image of Siduri. I had hoped that last night it had been the poor lighting of the chapel, but I was mistaken. She even had the same nervous gesture of biting her lip while in concentration.

“Maidin mhaith, Thomas, your usual for breakfast?” Connor, the owner, asks me as I make my way over to Heather’s table.

“That would be great, Connor, thank you and good morning,” I answer then look to Heather. “Have you ordered anything to eat yet?”

She looks up from her phone and smiles shyly. “Not yet, what’s good?”

“Connor, make that two of my usual,” I call out before taking the seat across from Heather.

Agent Heather Dahan looked at me, scrupulously even biting her lip before she began. “So, what actually killed Father David?”
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Heather

Damn, Thomas was better looking in the daytime. I had hoped that he was one of those guys who benefited from the shadows and darkness. Nope, that wasn’t the case.

Thomas looked around. We were alone except the owner, Connor. “The Nygr killed Father David.”

“That was the misty floating light thingy that you shot?”

Thomas nodded before continuing, “As you might have guessed, there are things that ‘go bump in the night’ and monsters are real.”

“That’s where you come in?” I asked Thomas skeptical about his answers.

“When I’m around or whenever I have advance notice.” He answered cryptically.

“Last night was one such instance of advance notice?” I asked, just as our breakfast was brought out. It smelled delicious and looked just as good. It contained chorizo sausage, fire-roasted red peppers & onions, mushrooms, jalapenos, red-skinned potatoes topped with grilled chicken, shredded cheddar cheese, two fried eggs, and a wonderfully smelling pepper sauce. I couldn’t wait to dig in. “Not what I’d expect from an Irish Pub.”

Thomas chuckled, “No, it isn’t, but Connor is one hell of a cook, and yes, I had some notice. Father David was an acquaintance with a friend of mine that works in the Vatican. He reached out to me with his suspicions about Father David. I told him that I’d check in on him. Which is what you found me doing last night. Only it was too late for the good Father.”

We ate in silence for a while as I pondered what he had told me.

“I can hear you thinking. Ask me what you want to ask. I’ll answer what I can answer,” Thomas offered.

“Why you?”

“Turns out that whenever you survive an attack from one of these entities from beyond, you become of great interest to the Catholic Church. Are you familiar with The Sacred Order of St. Michael the Archangel, otherwise known as the Order of Exorcists?” I nodded for him to go one, I had known that Exorcists had existed just didn’t know what they were called. “Well, it turns out that there is a lot that the Vatican and the Holy Father do not want the world to know.”

“You mean they suppress the existence of these monsters on purpose?”

Thomas snorted, “You’ve seen the people out there...” he gestured to the masses that walked past the window on their way to work. “For the most part, humanity would freak the fuck out over half the shit I’ve seen in my life, and the other half would just shut down and begin rocking back and forth in the corner detached from reality.” When he finished, I found myself looking into his storm-grey eyes. They held weight and depth that spoke volumes about what he had seen in his life.

“Even with all the power of the Church, there is no way that they can suppress everything. I mean, the U.S. government knows about the monsters. It’s how I ended up in their Special Investigations Division.”

“You’re right, the Church can’t cover it all up. Most of what is out there is in a version of fiction. You’ve probably even read the books. I believe they call it Paranormal Romance, but also some of the classics like Dracula and the works by H. P. Lovecraft. As for why me, it’s all I know anymore.” Thomas finished and appeared to withdraw into himself as he sipped his coffee.

I mulled over what he had said about the Church, and it made sense in one regard. What better way to control the release of information on the paranormal, and supernatural not to mention the very existence of other Gods, something that would shatter their entire being if proof existed that there was more than just the God of Abraham.

Just when I was about to ask Thomas another question, my phone buzzed with an incoming text. It was from my boss, and it stated that the State Department’s response to my inquiry was declined, and I was not to have any interactions with one diplomatic passport holding Thomas Smith.

“Let me guess. You’ve just received a message warning you away from me?” Thomas asks with a smirk.

I only nodded and frowned as I typed back a response.

“That would be Holy Mother Church extending its reach. What do you have planned for the rest of the
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