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The Start of this Lousy Day
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"It is SO HOT!" Killian whined.  He wiped his brow with his blousy, white sleeve, leaving a trail of wet along the fine silk.  "Look!" His face fell in a mixture of betrayal and disgust.  "Am I... sweating...?" he whispered.  He sniffed his pit and recoiled.  "This is some foul demon's curse..."

I sighed.  "It's August in Los Angeles, Killian.  Now, put on your Kevlar vest, you big baby."

He groaned as he took it from me and threw it on, turning his tunic and tights into an apocalyptic throwback of something a Tudor lord might wear after the world ended.  Killian shifted his leather magic bag to the side (that's not a euphemism) and tugged at the bottom of his shirt, trying to get those extra inches to cover his bum.  

I was so over this weather.  It was so fucking hot, even I had ditched my biker leathers for a tank top and cut-off shorts.  

I finished strapping the last weapon into my belt, slammed the trunk of my car closed, and strode down the alley.

The blazing California sun bounced off the white cinder block buildings and turned the cracked asphalt into the inside of an Easy-Bake oven.  

I wrapped my long, black hair into a bun on top of my head and used my silver stake, the one my sister had gotten engraved for me at Things Remembered, to stab it in place.  

Normally I would have scrounged around for a clip, but with the sun staying up until 8 PM, it was actually a better use for the weapon.  I might be wearing my neck guard, but all the vampires worth killing had headed to the South Pole for the summer.

"But it is hoooot..." Killian groaned, dragging his arms and feet and shuffling after me.  He then sniffed the air.  "And I smell ashes.  Is the world on fire?"

"It only feels that way.  It's just the chaparral burning," I replied, trying to stay focused on the task at hand.  "Los Angeles has four seasons—" I saw a scuff mark on the side of a recycling bin.  I paused, peering closer to inspect it.  I couldn't help but smile.  It was our prey.  

"Spring... summer... winter..." Killian guessed, shifting his vest uncomfortably.

"Flood, award, tourist, and fire."  I got up and charged down the alley, trying to keep light on my feet and not alert the guy we were on his tail. 

Normally, Killian's complaining would have sent me over the edge, but you can't get angry with someone for calling out how much things actually sucked.  We had been tracking this demon all day.  Every. Single. Frickin'. Time. I thought we had him, he'd disappear like a studio exec after curtain call at a bad actors' showcase in the Valley.

Killian was tired.  I was tired.  Not even the A/C in my car could keep up with the La Brea bake today.

I crouched by the corner of the strip mall and peered around the corner, then cursed.  The demon was behind the grocery store's dumpster.  And while it was tucked into a loading dock cubbyhole, there was no way we were trapping this guy here.  The narrow delivery driveway was open on the other end to the street.  At this point, I was so hot, I'd ditch our payday if he'd do our job for us, panic and decide now was a great time to play in traffic.

Killian trudged over and squatted beside me.  "I have sweated through my tights."

"I know, buddy," I said, giving his back a little, halfhearted rub.  

"And I am chafing."

"There's a product we'll go pick up to take care of that.  It's called 'underwear.'"

"This place is a hell dimension...," he grumbled. 

"I have often thought so myself."

"Why are we even here?" He furrowed his brow. "I would like to return to the shaded cool of the Other Side, please."

It was time to pull out the big guns.  "Say what you will, your hair looks great," I informed him.

A little smile crept into the corner of his mouth, which he tried to hide.  He gave his blond curls a shake.  "Do not try to make me feel better."  He pointed his finger at the dumpster.  "You know and I know that this monster is in no way, shape, or form in any sort of form we want to wrestle in weather like this."

I sighed.  Killian wasn't wrong.  A hot afternoon next to a creature with a furnace in his belly was beyond both our pay grades.

I looked down the garbage-strewn alley, the smell of rotting milk and unwashed demon wafting my direction.  It was so thick, it coated my throat.

Not to mention, even if we caught the guy, we'd have to stick him in my car, and then haul him off to the Other Side portal on Mulholland in afternoon traffic.  The thought of the sun radiating through my windows, the monster radiating in my backseat... the smell of both a sweaty demon and a sweaty elf...

I turned to Killian.  "You know what?  You're right."

"I am?"

"They are, seriously, not paying us enough for this.  And by 'they', I mean Frank the Ogre who I'm pretty sure only gave us this gig because he knew how much it was going to suck."  I stood up and shouted down the alleyway.  "We're leaving!"

A deep, rumbling voice came echoing down the sun-faded blacktop.  "Really?"

"Yeah, go get yourself hydrated.  We'll kick your ass tomorrow."

There was a pause and then the voice said, "If I was not to hydrate, would you not kick this ass?" 

Suddenly I heard braying from down the alleyway.  "Do you have a horse with you?" I yelled in disbelief.

"It is a donkey and he would prefer if you would call him by his proper phenotype, equinophobe."

I held up my hands.  "I don't beat undead horses!  The ass I was planning on kicking was you, asshole!"

"Oh."  The donkey brayed again and then the demon spoke.  "Well.  We both will be here.  My war donkey honors this truce and heeds your call to the field of battle tomorrow." 

"Great," I said, turning around.

"We are really just going to leave?" Killian asked, scrambling after me.  He looked like a little kid who had been told he was going to an ice cream parlor instead of the dentist.

"Absolutely," I said.  I then turned down the alley and called out to the creature.  "Or you could just turn yourself in and we could forget all this!"

There was another pause, and then the monster spoke.  "I might consider that.  It is really, really hot."
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What Went Down
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My beat-up Honda Civic drove into the three-story, open-air, parking garage in Santa Monica.  I rolled down my window to grab a ticket, and Killian took that as his cue to roll down his window, too.

"Is it already twenty degrees cooler here?" asked Killian, inhaling the car fumes and ocean breeze with gusto.

"Yes, it is, my friend," I replied, narrowly avoiding two Hollywood starlet wannabes who were on a fast track to not-gonna-bes if they didn't get the fuck outta my way.

I pulled into a parking space and Killian shimmied out, careful not to hit the Audi that cost more than any life insurance policy anyone would ever offer us.  He strolled over to the end of the parking deck and looked out over the concrete half-wall as I collected myself and locked up.  His eyes became huge.

"The Pacific Ocean..." he murmured.  He turned back to me.  "If I remember from Earth Geography 301, this body of water extends to the other hemisphere?"

"Yep," I said, giving the car handle a little jiggle to make sure no one would steal my tape deck ironically.  "We get all sorts of stuff washing up from the other side of the globe.  Glass fishing floats.  Plastic crap.  Feet."

"Feet?"

"Yeah..." I replied.  "It's a thing."

"FEET?"  He looked at the ocean, horrified.  "And they are not attached to anything?"

"Usually they are in sneakers.  No one is really sure what it's all about."

He jogged after me as I made my way to the stairs.  "This sounds like something a creature from the Other Side is responsible for.  We should discuss with Lacey or Frank if there is need for us to stay in Santa Monica permanently.  Or at least until the weather cools.  Not for our sake, you understand, but to investigate if there are fugitives who find feet distasteful."

"Everyone finds feet distasteful," I pointed out.

"Not everyone," he replied.  He lifted his leg like some sort of gawddamned yogi master and removed his elfin boot to demonstrate.  "Many find the most erogenous zones upon the pedal extremity."

"EW, Killian!" I said. "Why are there no footies on the bottom of your tights?  Also, did you paint rhinestone clouds on your nails?"

He replaced his boot primly.  "It is summer.  And my toes like to breathe."  He then swung his leg in slow motion in a roundhouse kick like he was some elfin martial arts master.  Which he was.

"Well, we're getting you some flip-flops, mister," I informed him.

He looked at me cross-eyed.

"They are shoes that allow your toes to breathe all the oxygen."

He looked down at my Doc Martens.  "And will you be replacing your boots with such a fashion choice?"

"You bet your bippy I am!" I stated, booping him on the nose.  "I am running barefoot in the sand.  I'm putting my toes in the ocean.  I am full on calling this a beach party."  I sighed with contentment.  "There is not
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