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      My name is Gus Collier and I’m a homicide detective for the city of Portland, Oregon. I’m also the seventh son of a seventh son.

      Yeah. I know. You thought that was just a superstitious legend. Not a real thing. Believe me, I’d rather it was just a legend. Unfortunately for me, it’s not.

      And gender has nothing to do with it.

      Seventh-seventh is a birth order anomaly. The seventh child of a seventh child is hard-wired to come into some form of psychic power. Usually on their twenty-eighth birthday. See, it’s all about the sevens, and since twenty-eight is seven quadrupled, that’s when the power— whichever form it takes— manifests.

      From everything I’ve learned so far, there are three main types of seventh-sevenths: healers, guardians, and those attuned to alternate realities. Me? I’m a guardian. Even before I came into my power, I was drawn to protect. That’s why I’m a police officer. I take my vow to serve and protect seriously, and now that I’m twenty-eight, I have even more tools at my disposal.

      As I said, I’m a homicide detective. My partner, Jack Barnes, and I had just settled into our desk chairs and turned on our computers, ready to get some of the never-ending paperwork done, when Commander Abrams called us into his office.

      “Wonder what we’ve done now,” I mused to Jack.

      He shrugged his shoulders. “Nothing I can think of since that incident with the demons out at Fort Stevens in March.” He gave me a side eye. “But the commander wasn’t involved in that.”

      I nodded. The commander hadn’t taken part in the Halloween episode either. Between those two events, about two dozen of my fellow police officers now knew that the supernatural was real and that I wasn’t just a regular guy. That knowledge made my life a lot easier. Especially since Jack was one of the people in the know.

      As we approached the commander’s office, Abrams, a rather squat man with an expanding belly and receding hairline, motioned for us to come ahead. We stepped inside and found a tall man leaning against the file cabinet beside the commander’s desk. Dark haired, with a burnished gold complexion, the guy was what writers called ‘ruggedly handsome.’ Square jaw, aquiline nose, and hooded eyes that shone with both intelligence and wariness.

      Before anyone could utter a sound, Sarah, my other partner popped into the room. The stranger’s gaze flicked from Jack to Sarah and back again so fast I wondered if I’d imagined it, but Sarah’s face confirmed my suspicion. She’d noticed too.

      The stranger could see her.

      And that was definitely unusual, because Sarah, my best friend and the love of my life, was a ghost. A medical doctor, she’d been a beauty in life— perfect peaches and cream complexion, large blue eyes, silky blonde hair— and despite being doomed to wearing blue hospital scrubs with her hair pulled back in a ponytail for eternity, she was still my ideal woman.

      If only I’d met her before Jason Morgan had blown her brains out. Maybe I’d’ve been able to save her instead of meeting her ghost when I was called to investigate her murder. But that wasn’t meant to be. Sarah, another seventh-seventh, was dead before we met. Killed by a psychopath who believed he could gain her power by murdering her on the cusp of the summer solstice.

      That hadn’t worked out too well for him.

      But since the only people who could see Sarah were those aligned with the supernatural, I was now on guard against this stranger. Who was he and what was he doing in my commander’s office?

      As if he’d read my mind, which Abrams definitely couldn’t do, the commander answered my question. He motioned toward Jack and then me, “Detectives Barnes and Collier.” Then indicated the new man, “Inspector Griffin Drake from Portland Fire and Rescue. He’s here to ask for our help in an ongoing arson investigation.” He nodded to the stranger, giving him permission to speak, “Inspector Drake.”

      Drake straightened away from the file cabinets. “Thank you, Commander Abrams.” He turned his tawny-eyed gaze on us. “Detectives. Normally our office handles arson investigations in-house. However, we’ve had a rash of fires, severe ones, and we’re finding it difficult to do all the legwork on our own. The chief asked Commander Abrams for assistance…”

      He paused and the commander continued, “And I’m assigning you two to work with Drake until the culprit is found and arrested.”

      Jack and I glanced at each other.

      “You believe we’re looking for a single arsonist?” I asked.

      Drake nodded. “We do. I’ll provide you with access to all of the case files.”

      We nodded and addressed the commander in unison, “Understood, sir.”

      Commander Abrams gave a curt nod and returned his attention to the paperwork littering his desk. “That will be all.”

      We exited the office, followed closely by Drake.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      We need to talk, Sarah whispered as I stalked across the bull pen to the elevator. Jack made friendly small talk with Drake as he pushed the button and waited for the car that would carry us to the lobby two floors below.

      “Agreed,” I answered quietly.

      Though I approached Jack and Drake from their rear, I saw Drake’s shoulders tighten. He’d definitely seen Sarah. He couldn’t hear her as well… could he? Who was this guy?

      As though responding to my thoughts, Drake turned to me. “I think we should visit a few of the sites to get you up to speed.” His gaze flicked to Sarah before settling back on me. He gestured to include Jack. “Do you… two… agree?”

      Jack didn’t seem to notice the slight emphasis Drake gave the word ‘two,’ but it didn’t escape my notice. Or Sarah’s. She practically growled, a sound I’d never heard her make. Not even when faced with the seriously sick guy who’d murdered her.

      “Sounds like a good place to start,” Jack said. My living partner was completely unaware of the unspoken nuances swirling around the elevator car.

      Oh to be so oblivious! I hadn’t known how good I’d had it prior to my awakening on my twenty-eighth birthday. But, you don’t know what you don’t know… and Jack knew more than most. He just wasn’t aware of the supernatural unless I clued him in.

      We rode the rest of the way to the lobby in silence. Once there, Drake suggested we drive separately. After giving us the first address, Drake took off in his fire engine red Range Rover while Jack and Sarah and I followed in our department issued dark blue sedan.

      Since Jack knew about Sarah, I didn’t bother to warn him before asking her a question. “Any idea what kind of supernatural that guy is?”

      Turns out, the lack of warning was a mistake.

      Jack jerked the steering wheel so hard we nearly rammed into a parked car.

      “What!?!”

      “Easy there, Jack,” I said as he brought the car back into the center of our lane. “There’s something not right about Drake,” I explained. “He can see Sarah. Maybe hear her too.”

      Jack gave me the side-eye, but kept driving with no further lurches toward the parking lane.

      Sarah stayed quiet while I dealt with Jack, but spoke up when neither of us said anything else. I don’t know, but my guess is he’s not human, she said. Or at least, not entirely.

      I scowled, but relayed the information to Jack.

      “Not human?” Jack said, frowning. “What else could he be? I mean, he looks pretty normal to me.”

      “There are all kinds of supernaturals in the world, Jack. Ones that live here all the time. Not just the demons and ghouls who come through when the veil thins.”

      Jack gave me a quick, wide-eyed glance before returning his attention to driving. “Seriously?”

      I nodded. “Seriously.”

      “Like what?”

      “Like the various species of the fae. They can pull glamours over themselves and look totally normal.”

      Another side-eye. “You think this guy is a fairy?” Jack asked, skepticism dripping from his voice.

      No, Sarah said. I don’t know what he is, but he’s not one of the fae.

      I shook my head. “Sarah says he’s not fae. But that’s beside the point. He’s not a normal guy no matter what he looks like.”

      “I don’t know,” Jack said with a shrug, “you’re pretty normal and you can see her.”

      “True, and I’m completely human,” I agreed. “But I’m also more.”

      Jack nodded without looking at me. “Got it. But whatever he may or may not be, he’s also an arson investigator and we’re supposed to be looking for a perp, not solving the mystery of Drake’s origins.”

      “Agreed,” I said. “We won’t worry about him being aware of Sarah unless it affects the case. I just wanted you to know that we’re dealing with more than meets the eye with this guy.”

      “Appreciate the heads-up.”

      A moment later we arrived at the burned out carcass of a warehouse.
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      We parked our sedan beside Drake’s Range Rover and stepped onto the cracked and blackened sidewalk.  The warehouse we’d come to inspect was also blackened with an ugly dark maw where the door had once been.

      I turned to Drake. “Is it safe to go inside?”

      Drake shrugged. “It’s questionable, but our people were in and out of it all day yesterday without triggering any safety issues.” He paused and met Jack’s gaze. “Just don’t go leaning on anything, or pulling anything out of the rubble without checking with me first.”

      “Got it,” Jack said with a nod. Turning on his flashlight, he stepped into the dark depths of the burned out structure.

      I started to follow Jack, but Drake grabbed my arm, holding me back. “Does he know?” he ask in a husky whisper

      “Hey, Jack,” I called to my living partner. “This guy wants to know if you can see Sarah.”

      Jack stepped back to the entrance, his eyebrows almost met his thinning gray hair. He eyed Drake up and down, then plastered a neutral expression on his slightly flabby face and said, “Not usually, but when the veil between the worlds thinned at Halloween, I was able to see her. What’s it to you?”

      Well said, Sarah added with a little smirk.

      Drake glanced at her, making me think he’d heard her comment, before nodding. “All right then. We need to talk. All four of us.”

      I nodded. “Someplace private
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