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There was a pink unicorn in my garage.  Yep, a unicorn of all things.  Because, you know, it was a Saturday night at our house and those tended to be a little on the wild side.  Or rather, Jerome’s homework occasionally got a little on the wild side and it just happened to be a Saturday night.  I was feeling old, so we were both home rather early.

The unicorn looked like it had been bred from a plain unicorn and a My Little Pony.  The body was pink, the mane was a darker pink with blue braids, and the tail was the same dark pink with blue braids.  Oddly, it had materialized that way, which made me wonder what Jerome had been thinking about before he focused all his energy on creating a unicorn.

“Well, what do you think?” Jerome asked me.  His mom, Valerie, was already asleep.  She had an exhausting coven healing session in the morning, so she always went to bed really early on Saturday nights.  Jerome and I had gone out for dinner.  Upon arriving back home about thirty minutes ago, he decided to do human trials with his imagination potion.

“I think that’s a very pink unicorn for a 14-year-old boy.” 

“Fourteen-year-old boys can like unicorns too,” he said somewhat defensively.

“I don’t dispute that; I was just surprised you made it two shades of pink.”

“It’s for Mom,” he said, and I realized too late just how far down my own throat I’d shoved my foot, which was why it was a good thing I had small feet.  I’d have choked otherwise.  

Valerie had been cursed with breast cancer by a dark coven.  She’d done chemo, radiation, changed her diet, changed her exercise, and was now taking part in magical healing sessions.  Tomorrow would be her sixth magical treatment, and so far, the tumors hadn’t shrunk.  If tomorrow had no effect, they were going to change tactics and work on getting her strong enough for major surgery using magic.  It hadn’t metastasized yet, but she had a dozen tumors in both breasts, ranging from the size of an acorn to the size of a softball.

“It won’t stick around until morning, will it?” I asked, unsure what I would do with a unicorn in my house until morning.

“If I’ve done it correctly, it should disappear in an hour,” Jerome said, comforting me.  

My house is a ranch style slab home in a forested neighborhood.  It has two bathrooms and three bedrooms with a two-car garage.  After I’d offered to let Valerie and Jerome move in with me a year ago, my father and uncles had turned the garage into Jerome’s witch laboratory.  He was attending the premier school for witchcraft in St. Louis.  Two evenings a week, he met with a tutor to learn about angels and nephilim magic.  Just as two nights a week I met with a tutor to learn about witches and witchcraft.

Jerome was the most powerful witch I’d ever met, gifted as he was with innate instincts on dealing with demons.  His instincts were nearly as strong as my own as a half angel.  Most witches are schooled in witchcraft from birth, but unfortunately for Jerome, his father had been murdered by the same coven that had cursed Valerie, leaving her a single mom in Chicago.  He’d started the year at the school of witchcraft behind in his formal training.  He’d caught up, though, and was now working on his semester’s final project for potions.

He’d come up with the imagination potion mostly by himself.  His first attempt had altered reality permanently. As a result, we now had a dog.  Not a normal dog either, but a giant black dog that would scare the fur off a hellhound.  The potion had improved drastically, and the time span his creations lasted was getting shorter and shorter with each new making.

“Well, it’s a lovely unicorn.” I finally said.  “Much prettier than Angel.”  Angel was our dog.

“I think I can make Angel prettier, if you want.”

“Temporarily or permanently prettier?  Will it hurt her?” I asked.

“Permanently. And no, it won’t hurt her,” he said and sat down in his office chair.

“It would be nice if she wasn’t five feet high at the shoulders and not completely black, a white spot or two would make her look friendlier,”  I offered.

“However, she has a great personality and that’s the most important part.”

Being a magical creation, Angel seemed to like all magical creatures with the exception of demons.  She’d growl at them, but she didn’t growl at the brood of vampire children next door or the werewolf cubs that proliferated in the cul-de-sac.  The vampires and weres used the forest to hunt.  Our neighborhood had been specifically designed for that sort of thing.  It catered to the hunting type of paranormal creature.  Not a single human family lived among the 20 houses on this specific road, although my neighbors did have completely human relatives that visited at times.  

Jerome was back to mixing things up in beakers and vials.  The mixture in the beaker was completely white.  Jerome added something that smelled like sulfur, and it turned green and smoked for a moment, then went back to being white.

He turned on the toaster oven, mixed up something else that looked like flour and peanut butter, and then poured the white liquid into it.  It made a strange looking blob of goop.  He began to roll this in the air using magic until it formed a perfect ball.  Then small pieces about the size of a quarter began to pull themselves off the bigger ball and set themselves on a small, silver plate.

“Your turn,” he said, and a beaker of the imagination potion scooted toward me across the table.

“I thought we weren’t using me for the experiments anymore,” I said.  My first encounter with his potion had created a fountain in our living room.  A fountain that seemed to always have water, despite not being hooked up to water.  It bubbled and gurgled.  But at least it wasn’t a dog or other living creature that needed feeding and walking.  It turns out that when you’re given a potion and told to focus on something you’d like to have hang around for a short time, it’s nearly impossible to think of anything.  We’d gained the fountain, Angel, a unicorn, more notebooks than Jerome or I would ever need in our lives, and somewhere in the woods a green turkey roamed free.

The fountain was the worst.  Even worse than Angel.  Once in a while we came home to find it overflowing and soaking the living room carpet.  It seemed to happen when there was lots of magic in my house.  My father and uncles always overflowed it.

I was a nephilim; my father is the Archangel Raphael.  My mom is a human who tolerates my father quite admirably. They both treat the child in my garage like one of their own grandchildren, despite his not being related to us at all.  Of course, if we can’t heal Valerie, eventually Jerome will become my son.  Valerie has already made me his legal guardian, so I can make decisions about his school and things.  It’s not a secret; she asked Jerome’s permission first and he agreed.  Then they came and asked me together.

Because of this, I gave up my job as an exorcist with the government.  I can’t travel all over the country and have a 14-year-old wizard in my care.  Instead, I have opened my own private exorcism business.  My mom works for me—she does all the billing to the insurance companies.  Possession is considered a medical condition, and as such, insurance will usually pay for my services.

It means I’ve gone from dealing with criminals to mostly dealing with teens who played with Ouija boards once too often at three in the morning during a sleepover.

“Just think of something less permanent and less prone to damaging the carpets than a fountain,” Jerome said as he scooted the beaker the last couple of inches.  I focused on a new car.  Mine had been in an accident a few months earlier on some black ice.  It hadn’t been totaled, but it was currently two-toned, because the shop that fixed it had failed to match the paint exactly.  It was supposed to be a medium hue blue and the new paint was nearly black, leaving my car with the color scheme of a really bad bruise.

I reached down and took a swig of the potion.  A car alarm blared outside, and we heard Angel growl.  Jerome hit a button on his lab table and the garage door opened.  We’d left the garage door intact so he could quickly ventilate the room if need be.

There was a grey 4Runner in the driveway next to my black and blue Volkswagen Tiguan.  Jerome cocked his head to one side and stared at the car for a moment.  Its alarm was the one blaring, and my neighbors were starting to come out of their houses.  I got up and walked to the door, hoping I’d imagined the keys were in it.  I double-checked my pockets, but they were empty.  

I walked out and tried the door handle.  It was locked.  Bill, the guy who lived directly across from me, was a werewolf who had settled down with a nice werewolf female.  They had three or four kids.  All of them were outside on their lawn.  Bill  began walking toward me.

“Jerome’s potion?” he called as he reached the bottom of my driveway.

“Yes,” I replied.  “Apparently, I didn’t imagine it with the doors unlocked or the keys in my pocket.  But I also don’t remember imagining it having an alarm.”

“Maybe it just translocates something to your custody temporarily,” Bill offered.

“That doesn’t explain the unicorn or the fountain.” I commented drily.  Nearly all the neighbors were also guinea pigs for Jerome’s potions once they were deemed safe for human consumption.  The school provided a substance that would turn harmful potions into a solid.  To date, none of Jerome’s potions had turned into a solid, even when they didn’t work exactly as planned.

“Well, maybe if I took it, I could imagine the car away,” he smiled.

“Nope,” Jerome said from his spot in the garage.  “I already took away that function.  It should disappear in an hour.”

“No offense, but I don’t want this thing going off for an hour,” Lyzette, my vampire neighbor said.

“I concur,” I said.

“Do you care what happens to it?” Bill asked.  I shook my head and Bill walked over to the hood.  He slammed his fists down.  The hood caved in, the air bags deployed inside the vehicle, and the alarm shut off.

“Are you thinking of replacing the Tiguan?” Lyzette asked.

“Yes, preferably with a car that I have the keys to.”  I smiled at her.

“Next Saturday we’re having a barbecue,” she said.  Lyzette organized neighborhood barbecues all summer long.  Modern vampires didn’t drink blood.  Instead they got infusions a couple times a month.  Vampirism prevents them from making red blood cells.  Infusions meant the blood was screened for diseases and disorders that might make it unsafe.  “You didn’t respond to my invitation.”

“Oh, we’ll be there,” I said.  “I forgot to text you back, I’ve been swamped with the final renovations to my office, hiring staff, and trying to get Jerome’s workshop up and running.”

“You need a bigger house,” Lyzette said.

“I don’t want to move.  I like this neighborhood.” 

“Then we’ll just have to burn it down and build a new one.  Maybe we can send the Tiguan to a fiery death along with the house and you can replace both,” Bill said.

“I don’t have a cushy government job anymore—I can’t afford to burn down my house and build another or replace the Tiguan.  I’m a small business owner and I have a family to take care of.”  

I didn’t mention to anyone that Jerome’s school was costing me an arm and a leg every semester or that my parents were kindly offsetting the cost of it right now while I started my business.  Not that they minded.  They had more money than they knew how to spend.  As soon as I’d quit my job with the Bureau of Exorcism, they’d decided to give me money, enough to pay off the mortgage on my house and the loan on my car.  I had enough for the first six months of office rental space.  I started with a small, single room office, but had to expand three months ago to a larger space because I needed a biller and a receptionist.  I was now in a strip mall in Chesterfield sharing an office with a witch who doubled as a private investigator and consulted with the St. Louis Police Department.  It had been a hair and nail salon before I rented the place and we were still doing the renovations.  Shortly after signing the lease, my parents bought the building, saving me even more money.

“That’s why you have homeowner’s insurance,” Bill said.

“Yeah, that won’t look suspicious at all.” I smirked.

“I’ll never mention we had this conversation.  I’ll do it one weekend when you’re all gone.”

“Can we borrow your movie projector next weekend?” Lyzette asked, changing the subject.

“Of course,” I said.  We occasionally did neighborhood movie nights and projected the movies on the side of a house and set up lawn chairs.  The kids sold popcorn and lemonade, tea, coffee, and occasionally hot chocolate if it was spring or fall.

“Good, I just got in a new movie,” Lyzette said.  “You’ll love it.”

“What is it?” I asked suspiciously.

“The Prophecy,” she smirked.

“I’ll invite my parents and uncles.”  I smirked back. 

“That movie is so old, and the special effects are terrible.  We should consider picking newer movies for these,” Jerome said, coming to join us.  “Speaking of modern, I’m making dog treats that will allow you to change your dog’s appearance, if anyone wants some.”  

“Change it how?” Bill asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I’m going to make Angel shorter and give her some more coloring.  So, height and color for sure.  You could make Chance taller.”  Chance was a dachshund who was rotund and occasionally dragged his belly on the ground if he was going over a small hill.

“Oh yes, Daddy, then he wouldn’t get lost if we ignore mowing the lawn for two weeks!” one of Bill’s daughters said.

“Chance may not like being a little taller, it may make him clumsy.”

“Dad, can we get a unicorn?”  she asked, after a moment of silence.  I heard Jerome’s unicorn shift behind us.

“Does your unicorn have on horseshoes?” I asked.

“Yes,” Jerome answered.

“Okay...”  I said.  Of course, it was wearing horseshoes, I thought.  Jerome was from the big city, the only horses he’d probably ever encountered had been crowd control horses with the Chicago Police Department, and they would have been shod.

“I like your unicorn,” a girl named Mazy said to Jerome.  “He’s very pink.”  Mazy was 12 and a vampire.  I was convinced she had a crush on Jerome, but he didn’t agree.

“It’s a girl unicorn and she’ll disappear in an hour or so,” Jerome answered.

“Can you ride her?” Bill’s daughter asked.  I could never remember her name.

“I don’t know,” Jerome said.  “I just thought her up a little while ago, and I didn’t think about whether I could ride her or not when I was imagining her.  I just made her so she wouldn’t be a biter.”  Awesome, I thought.
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The unicorn was still in the garage in the morning, but the wrecked, grey 4Runner was gone.  Jerome and I stood with the garage door open and stared at the unicorn.  Why hadn’t it disappeared?  Why did it still prance around, and what the hell were we going to do with it?

“Oops,” Jerome said after we’d both been silent for a while.

“Oops?”  I asked, turning to look at him.

“I think something went wrong.”

“Well, this morning I think you should take the thing for a walk or ride or whatever you think would be best and I’ll figure out if we can get a stable or something for it, and food, it’s gonna need food.  What do unicorns eat?”

“Hopefully, the same thing horses eat.”

“What do horses eat?” I asked.

“Apples, carrots,” Jerome shrugged.  “I grew up in the city, I’ve never owned a horse. Seems like it would take a lot of apples and carrots to get one full, though.”

“Maybe they eat hay?” I asked, digging for my phone.  Jerome beat me to it.  He pulled out his phone and pressed the button.

“Siri, what do horses eat?”

“Please consult your veterinarian on proper pet diet,” was Siri’s response.  I wanted to tell Siri I didn’t have a vet for a horse, because I didn’t own a fucking horse and that we were in search of emergency rations for a unicorn so she should get with the program.  But I knew from experience she wouldn’t get my irritation, or if she did, she’d end up giving the number for local massage therapists and psychiatrists.

“Siri, I need phone numbers for all large animal vets with Sunday hours,” Jerome said next.  Siri gave him the telephone numbers and addresses for four vets, which was four more than I had expected.

“Fantastic,” I commented as I dialed the first number.  After the third ring, a tired sounding woman answered.

“Hello,” she said.

“Um, hi, I may have the wrong number, I’m trying to contact Dr. Hawes’s Large Animal Clinic,” I said.

“Oh, yes, sorry, this is the emergency number.  I can take a message and have the vet call you back if you want.”

“Um, sure, maybe, I’m not sure it’s an emergency, but . . . .” I stammered out, a little flustered.

“Well, why don’t you tell me the problem and I’ll prioritize the call as need be,” she offered.

“Okay, well, my son is a wizard, he’s doing a final project that involves an imagination potion, anyway, he tested it last night and for the last ten hours we’ve had a unicorn in our garage, and I don’t know anything about unicorns or horses.  Like what should I feed her?  Is she healthy?  That kind of stuff.”

“Oh, um, well, yes, I can see where that would be tricky.  Do you want to surrender the animal?” she asked.

“No, I think we can probably keep it at my parents’ house, but I’m going to need a crash course in taking care of a unicorn.  We might only have her for another hour or for six months, I just can’t be sure with this potion.  It was supposed to only last an hour.”

“What’s your name and address?”  

“My name is Soleil Burns. My address is 682 East Rincor Court.”

“I’m sorry, is this a joke?” she asked, sounding suspicious.

“No, my name really is Soleil Burns,” I told her.

“Your parents named you Sun Burns??” she asked, still sounding suspicious.

“Yes, they named my sister Helia Burns, which is the exact same thing,” I said.

“Oh, my, you’re Raphael the Archangel’s daughter,” she said after a moment.

“Yes,” I said.

“I’ve met your father; he is a great man.”  

“Thanks, what’s your name? I’ll tell him you said hi.”

“I daresay he won’t remember me, this was back in the 1940s, and he was speaking to help raise money for war bonds,” she said.  “I was only about 12 at the time.”

“He might, he has an amazing memory,” I said, realizing this made the woman on the other end of the phone at least 80.  She didn’t sound like she was 80.  I thought about asking what type of supernatural being she was, but even in my own head I couldn’t figure out how to ask without sounding rude.

“Stephanie Cullum,” the woman said after a moment.  “He came and spoke at my school in 1942, I was attending St. Gertrude’s School for Girls.  We had a question-and-answer session with him after his speech, and I got to meet him there.” 

That partially answered my question.  St. Gertrude’s had been open a long, long time and it only took female students who were supernatural.  It was meant to teach life skills—cooking, hunting, gardening, mending clothing, and other economical ways to live a very long life.  It had also begun teaching diversity long before any other school—it took all flavors of magic.  It focused less on magic than the other schools, but girls still got an education regarding their gift.  I knew one of Bill’s more wayward daughters was attending there.

“I’ll mention it to him,” I said, and we hung up with the promise that the doctor would arrive in the next two hours.  Fortunately, we had four hours before Jerome and I had to be gone.  Our energy interfered with the coven’s magical healing work.  Most Sundays we hung out at my parent’s house or we went out.  It was baseball season and I was slowly turning Jerome into a Cardinals fan, despite his having spent his short life as a Cubs fan.

My Uncle Azrael was a season ticket holder and occasionally set up a private suite.  He did this for big rivalry games and invited the brothers and some of the cousins who enjoyed the sport, including Jerome and myself.  He would splurge for catering as well; it was always a good time.  This was how Jerome was getting to know my extended family and vice versa.  When Valerie felt strong enough, she attended with us.

There was a game at two this afternoon.  It was against the Astros, and Azrael had a box. Jerome and I had tickets and were planning to meet with my father and one of Samael’s children.  While a number of my cousins were full angels, none were archangels like our fathers. Archangels have a wider variety of powers and are stronger, although most of us weren’t exactly slouches in the magic department.

“Holy crap,” Valerie, Jerome’s mom, said as she walked into the garage.  We had the door open and the unicorn was lying on a blanket that Jerome had magicked up for her.

“We have a vet coming to look her over,” I said quickly.

“Where did you get a unicorn?” she asked, her eyes wide.

“Jerome’s imagination. At the moment, it seems when I use the imagination potion things disappear like they’re supposed to, but the same isn’t true of Jerome.  Or at least not this time.”

“Moments like this I wish his dad was still around to guide him,” she said, sounding nostalgic.

“Yeah,” I agreed.  “I’ll call his counselor tomorrow and see if he has any insight.”

“Tomorrow, so today really is Sunday,” Valerie said.

“Yes,” I answered.

“I thought maybe I had my days mixed up, well that doesn’t really make sense then,” she said and pointed out into the space beyond the garage door.  I followed her gaze but saw nothing in the driveway that seemed out of place.

“What doesn’t?” I asked.

“I was awakened this morning by a delivery truck.  I looked out the window and saw a delivery truck pull up and a driver get out.  When he drove off, I noticed there was a package on Bill’s porch and it’s still there,” she said.  I shifted from looking at my own driveway to looking toward Bill and Camilla’s house.  There was indeed a large box in front of their door.  It appeared to have multiple labels on it.

“Huh.  Even weirder that it hasn’t been picked up yet,” I said, starting in that direction.  Bill and Camilla were werewolves.  Last night had not been a full moon, they wouldn’t have been out late, and they weren’t the type to sleep in.  I walked over, with Valerie and Jerome right behind me.

I knocked several times and heard noise from inside, but it didn’t sound like the raucous children noises I was used to.  I knocked even louder.  As my fist hit it a third time, the door popped open.  There was no one on the other side, and I looked at Jerome.  He shrugged at me.

“Stay here,” I said.

“I opened the door,” he protested.

“No, you didn’t.” 

“You really think Bill leaves his door unlocked when he goes to bed?  We might live in a nice neighborhood, but we still live in a city!” 

“You’re also a teenager and I don’t want to risk scarring you for life if they’ve all died of carbon monoxide poisoning,”  I said.

“They can’t die of carbon monoxide poisoning,” Jerome snipped.  I took a step inside.

“Bill!  Camilla!” I shouted.  There was groaning and a weak cry from upstairs.  My feet were moving before my brain had fully engaged.  Most of the family was still in bed.  Bill was groaning on the floor in the upstairs hallway. 

“Soleil, help,” Bill wheezed.  “Silver.”

“Jerome, call an ambulance!” I shouted down the stairs.  “Then come here, I might need you after all!  And get Lyzette!”  Lyzette was a centuries-old vampire, but vampires and werewolves were all allergic to silver.  Jerome as a wizard and me as a half-angel were not.  Lyzette would be able to find the source of the silver.  

“I’ll get her!” Valerie shouted up to me.  Lyzette was old enough and powerful enough that a little silver exposure wouldn’t cause her too much pain or complications.

“I called them, what’s wrong?” Jerome said, appearing at my side.

“He said silver,” I answered.

“Okay,” Jerome put his hands-on Bill and within a few minutes, Bill was starting to look a little more like himself.  Jerome was growing pale, though.

“Whatever you’re doing, stop,” I told him.  

“I’m just removing the silver from his blood.  It will make me look silver, but it won’t make me sick.”

“The kids,” Bill wheezed out, coughing a little.

“On it,” Jerome said, jumping up and running for the first bedroom.

“Jerome, be careful and don’t do too much,” I told him.

“Yes, ma’am,” he answered back, and then disappeared.

“Do you know what happened?” I asked.

“I got up to get the door and collapsed.  It felt like I was encased in silver,”  Bill said, rubbing his arm lightly.  I noticed little burn marks covered the skin.

“Holy fuck!”  I heard Lyzette yell downstairs.  “Sorry, Bill!” she yelled up a moment later.

“Where is it?” I yelled down.

“Everywhere!  It’s in the air!”

“That’s impossible,” I said.  “Silver is a solid at room temperature.”

“We had a glitter bomb yesterday,” Bill said.  “After it went off, the girls started to complain.  I ordered an air purifier yesterday to be delivered this morning.  I was going to run it and open all the windows to get the extra glitter out of the air.”

I didn’t tell Bill that was all well and good, but a glitter bomb wouldn’t aerosol silver particles into the air.  Especially not enough to cause five werewolves to pass out and a really old vampire to not be able to enter the house.

Jerome returned to the hallway.  The irises of his eyes, his lips, and his fingernail beds were all silver.  He nodded to me and walked outside.  I heard him throw up.  Bill got to his feet.

“No, no, we have help coming.”

“Get out of the house,” Bill said.  “We all need to get out!”  I helped Bill stand and then went and got Camilla and the five kids.  Once outside, Bill threw himself into the grass and took great big breaths that we could all hear.  Camilla and the kids did the same.

“It’s heavy in the air,” Lyzette said.  “They won’t be able to come back here until it’s been thoroughly cleaned.”

Jerome was also lying in the grass.  His irises and lips had returned to normal and there was a puddle of silver near the porch.  He looked at me and Valerie.

“While I applaud your bravery and willingness to help, I am not a fan of your method or lack of self-restraint,” I told him gently, taking a spot next to him on the grass.  We could hear sirens now.  Lyzette had tiny burns on her face and arms.  She was standing with us.

“The air vents,” Lyzette said.  “That’s the only way it could get pumped into the entire house like that.”  Bill and his family used their fan setting on the air conditioning system often and I thought about how hot it had been yesterday.  I’d seen their doors and windows open, so I was betting the fan system had been on.

“Who would do this to Bill and his family?” I asked.  Everyone shrugged.  It wasn’t an accident and it wasn’t a glitter bomb.  I dug my cell phone out of my pocket.  I was currently working with a witch that was also a private investigator and a consultant with the St. Louis Police Department.  I hit speed dial and called her.

“Soleil, this is kind of an early call for you, especially on a Sunday morning.”

“Yep, my neighbors, Bill and Camilla, were attacked at some point recently, I found them this morning. Can you come to my house?” 

“On my way,” she said and hung up on me.  Janet and I were working together because while she was very good at lots of magical things, she fell to pieces when it came to demonic possession.  It was her sister’s coven handling Valerie’s healing sessions.  Bill and the family were loaded into the ambulance and taken away.  The rest of the neighborhood joined us on their lawn.

“I just can’t believe this,” Lacy, one of our neighbors from up the road, said.  We all seemed to feel that way, and after a little while, people began to wander back to their homes.  Janet showed up a few minutes later, along with her sister’s coven.  Janet and I entered the house, while Lyzette stood at the front door.

“There is a lot of silver here,” Janet said.  “It’s getting thicker.”  Her eyes turned silver.

“Jerome turned silver earlier,” I told her.  “But by taking it from their bodies.”

“We need to find the source and remove it and we’ll need to scrub the house from top to bottom,” she said.

“Lyzette said it had to come from the air vents,” I told her.

“Oh, that’s bad.”  Janet dug out her cell phone and placed a call. From the sound of it, it was a cop on the other end.

It took about ten minutes for three patrol cars to pull up with their lights and sirens going.  Janet ushered me back out onto the porch.  A detective followed.

“They survived?” he asked.

“Yes,” Janet answered.

“The crime scene crew is on the way.  You guys haven’t noticed anything out of the ordinary?”  I shook my head.

“No, it’s been quiet all week,” Lyzette said. There are four houses in the cul-de-sac, mine, Lyzette’s, Bill’s, and one that has been vacant for about four months.  The previous owners had been an elemental and his wife.  They moved out after Jerome accidentally created a river through all our back yards.  After that incident, we learned they refused to live next door to a witch or wizard, especially a teenaged one.  Someone, we don’t know who, had bought the house but hadn’t moved in.

“We get traffic from people turning around back here, but otherwise, it’s fairly quiet,” I said.  “There’s a spell on the cul-de-sac; you can’t drive a car back here if you have evil intentions.”

“What happens if you try?” the detective asked.

“Your car bursts into flames,” Jerome said.  “It’s happened once.  A burglar crew tried to case houses back here. Every time they attempted to drive through, the car burned up and had to be towed away.  Eventually, the police figured out what was going on when the same four guys kept having the same issue.”

“Your work?” the detective asked Jerome.

“No, mine,” Janet said.  “Jerome and Valerie moved here from Chicago because Jerome is a very powerful wizard, and those that would do evil would like to take control of him while he’s still impressionable.  An evil coven has already killed his father and cursed his mother, so I installed the spell for his protection.  But it works to protect everyone.  If someone was coming back here to hurt Bill and Camilla or their family, they didn’t come via the cul-de-sac.  It will set people on fire, too, if they walk back here.”

“We all gave our permission for the spell to be put into place,” Lyzette said quickly.

“Having archangels hang around has kept it fairly safe, but this just seemed like an added benefit.”

“My coven is willing to do the cleanup,” Janet said after the detective nodded.

“As is mine,” Penelope said, getting out of her car.  We hadn’t even noticed her pulling up. She and Janet looked like twins but weren’t.  They were separated in age by 13 months.  You couldn’t tell by looking which one was older.

“Miss Pattack,” the Detective said to Penelope.

“We refresh my sister’s spell twice a month,” Penelope said.  “She’s right, if someone planted silver in that house, they didn’t come via the cul-de-sac.”
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“They’re lucky you found them,” Janet said, taking me aside.

“I just can’t believe someone would attack them. Bill and Camilla are wonderful people.”

“This isn’t the first attack like this. All the others have been found dead.”  Janet whispered to me.  “The first was about three months ago, in Alton, Illinois.  “The family was gassed with silver. Someone came in while they were helpless and drove ash wood stakes through their hearts.”

“Vampires?” I asked.

“Yes.” Janet nodded.  “The second family was killed last month. They were all fey; someone gassed them with iron shavings in their air vents and then came in and burned them all.  I feel that if you guys hadn’t gone over to check on them, someone probably would have come by later today and put silver bullets in all of them.”

“They weren’t up and about,” I said.  “Normally, they are a family of early risers.  Valerie said the package was delivered early this morning, and it was still there.  Being weres, they don’t need eight hours of sleep and rarely bother with it unless it’s a full moon.  I got concerned they hadn’t gone for their morning run.  All of them go for a run every morning, usually before I bother to get out of bed.” 

“The police have no leads,” Janet said.  “The only clue is the metal shavings or whatever they use to kill the victims, but there’s never any fingerprints and no one ever hears or sees anything suspicious.”

“Staking a vampire rarely works,” I said dryly.

“It was the silver first that made it possible,” Janet told me.  “None of them have been really old.  They haven’t gone after any supernaturals like Lyzette where even poisoning with silver wouldn’t make them very vulnerable.”  

“Bill and Camilla are both in their fifties,” I said.

“The other families were all under a hundred as well.”  Most supernaturals became less sensitive to things like silver or iron as they aged.  Although I didn’t blame Lyzette for not wanting to come in.

“Did the others live in a non-diversified neighborhood like mine?” I asked Janet.

“Yes,” she said.  “I was about to ask that.  I know you said Valerie was the only human, but was it built and marketed as a haven for supernaturals?”

“It was.” I said, nodding.  “It was actually built by a firm of angels that worked in real estate development and families don’t move out very often.  We have pretty lax building codes, and it’s easy enough to tear down a house and build a bigger one on the site if needed.  Every lot is at least one acre, most are closer to two.  All four of these houses are built on three-acre lots, not counting the neighborhood park and woods.  Those are considered common use but still private property of the neighborhood.”

“What about the vacant house?” Janet asked.

“We aren’t sure.  The elementals that lived there didn’t like living next door to a wizard.  They sold the place—it was only on the market a couple of days.  No one heard who bought it and no one ever moved into it.”

“I’ll have the detective check property records, maybe the new owners can’t move in because of the protection spells I put up for Valerie and Jerome.”

“Huh, I hadn’t considered that,” I told her.

“Maria, Lyzette, and a few others are going to walk through the woods with a police officer to see if they can pick up how the silver got into the house, can I go with them?”  Jerome suddenly ran over and asked me.

“What did your mom say?” 

“She told me she didn’t understand the magical stuff that much and I needed to ask you,” he said, sighing.  Valerie and I had many discussions about Jerome’s magical future.  She hadn’t known his father was a wizard when they’d started dating and that fact had driven her from her family when they had gotten married.  She occasionally joked about being a mere mortal trying to raise a wizard child, but I knew it bothered her that Jerome was as powerful as he was, and she couldn’t do anything to help him.  She had concluded that since I understood magic better than her, I was in charge of that stuff.  I felt her plight; I didn’t understand Jerome’s magic very well either. 

“I don’t know,” I said.

“We’ll all go,” Janet offered.  “I’d like a look, too, because there’s no other way they got to that house.  Jerome may notice something I don’t.”

We were lined up in Bill and Camilla’s backyard with about six feet between each of us.  Janet and Penelope told me to just let myself be an angel and take everything in.  I’d been practicing being an angel because I wasn’t very good at it.  One of my old teachers from high school was tutoring me to use my angel powers beyond just exorcism.  

I was born to be an exorcist.  Sending the demonic back to their own realm of existence was something I’d been good at from birth.  I could also summon the demonic like no one else on the planet.  I’d even managed to put my Uncle Lucifer’s soul back into his original body and then exorcised him back to the Stygian the week I’d met Jerome and Valerie.  The ultimate goal of the coven that had cursed Valerie was to merge the Stygian with our reality, freeing demons.  They'd needed Lucifer’s true form to do it.

Because I’d been so good at that one thing, and I mean really good at it, I’d never bothered to learn how to effectively use my other powers.  Having a wizard in the house required me to be more aware of what I could and couldn’t do, for my own sake as well as Jerome’s.

I opened my senses, both normal and magical.  We were instructed to walk a straight line for as long as possible.  They were hoping one of us would be able to track the perpetrators.  It was Maria, Lyzette’s 17-year-old daughter, who found the trail.  She was apparently hypersensitive to silver and found minute traces of it on the ground.  She’d taken off her shoes for the walk and suddenly began screaming as smoke rose from her feet.

Jerome was busy creating water to cleanse her burning, blistered feet while Lyzette lectured her on being careless and taking off her shoes.  But once Maria found the trail, Jerome was able to keep track of it using another spell.  Thanks to his spell, it now glowed a dark red and we could see it disappear into the woods.

“He really is quite marvelous,” Janet whispered to me.  “At 14, I wouldn’t have been able to do that.  I’m not even sure I could do it now.  And to think he hasn’t even taken the class that teaches how to create tracking spells.”  I gave her a look, but if she noticed she didn’t react to it.  Sometimes, people seemed to forget that Jerome was an angsty teenager, not just a super-powerful wizard.

“He has moments,” I finally said just to fill the silence.  Police officers in uniform were following the red, glowing trail of silver.  Jerome was still sitting with Maria and I noticed her feet were looking considerably better.

“Thanks,” Lyzette said, putting her hand on Jerome’s shoulder.  He smiled, the corners of his mouth widening until it looked like his face might split in half and the top of his head would fall off.  It was his goofy, pleased with himself, happy to be useful smile.  I’d seen it a lot when I’d first met him.  He’d been a bystander at a mass possession case.  

I touched the necklace I was wearing.  Jerome had picked out a sun pendant for me and imbued it with magic to protect against demonic possession.  Like me, battling the demonic was just something he was very good at and had been since birth.  He’d been selling cheap pendants to protect against possession when I’d met him, and he’d never been trained how to do it.  He’d just known.  I was trying to convince him that he needed a better understanding of magic than just how to battle the demonic, no matter how good he was at it.  I didn’t want him to end up like me, trying to learn how to use his other magic at nearly 40.

There was commotion and police ran past us.  We were all still  in Bill’s back yard.  Lyzette frowned at us.  The trail had been picked up at Bill’s back door and we’d been
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