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Check out the playlist of music that inspired the story, or that I feel like fit the theme of the Supernatural St. Louis environment. I love to listen to music while I write, and sometimes a song just resonates with whatever story I'm working on. Sometimes, it happens when I'm not at the computer, then I forget it! These are the songs I feel like fit the vibe of the books in the Supernatural St. Louis series. I do hope you enjoy them! 

      [image: ][image: ]








  
  Trigger Warnings


Please note the following trigger warnings. They apply throughout the book. If you are bothered by the following content, this book may not be for you. Please curate your own experience and let others curate theirs. Some content is not made for every reader, however the readers that is is made for will enjoy it. 
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  Supernatural St. Louis

A Supernatural Hub for the Twenty-first Century
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St. Louis, Missouri in the year 2025.
With a population of roughly 293,000 in the city limits and roughly 2.2 million in the metropolitan area, the city has a diverse population of different people. In day to day life, people go about their business, unbothered by the things that go bump in the night, because those things aren't real. The shadows that move when there's no wind are just tricks of the eye. And the animals who stare at nothing are just distracted by a fly or something like it.
What most people don't know, though, is that legends come from somewhere. There's a reason they exist. A reason exists for people to fear what goes on in the dark. Humans all feel like there's something out there, and even if they try to ignore it, there's a sense of something existing beyond the realm of understanding. 
The fact is that supernatural creatures exist, and St. Louis has become their central hub in the United States. A council of supernatural creatures called the Mystic Ring maintains control of the Mirage. The Mirage is the collective word for hiding from unawakened humans. There are many spells and hidden areas within St. Louis especially. There are places no one goes, and they don't really know why not. They just think there's no reason to visit them, and if someone does walk into them, they either disappear completely, or they return with no memory of where they've been.
These hidden places are referred to as Mirage cloaked. The spell is simple, and when applied, humans look past the building or area and take no notice of it. If something interacts with the human, they see the person interacting with them, but still can't really see the cloaked area. Sometimes, supernatural symbols are magically applied to human buildings to give directions or instructions, but a human cannot see it. Now and then, a human begins to see things and they start to awaken, especially if they have witch blood in their line. 
The largest location for supernatural creatures in St. Louis is what appears to be a run-down area at the edge of the city. No humans enter the area because of a massive Mirage Cloaking ritual that a group from the Mystic Ring performed. In that area, many businesses cater to the supernaturals of the city, and even the world. This is called "The Red District" which is related to the fact there are brothels, as well as drug dens among the buildings there. While drugs don't effect supernaturals the way they do humans, they can be a fun past time for them with the short duration of the effects they get.
Many businesses are scattered throughout St. Louis as well. They serve unawakened humans regularly, but also have back rooms and possibly secret menus that allow supernaturals to partake in the things they sell. Included in these is a blood delivery service for the use of vampires all over St. Louis. 
There are four different sets of books for the Supernatural St. Louis universe. Dragon Trinity Cycle is the first of these, following the events of three horrible drugs meant to eradicate various supernatural creatures, but the truth runs even deeper than the heroes believe. The Transcendental Voices series brings to like the voices that rarely go heard by others. Characters find their voice, and their power. Wolf's Moon follows werewolves learning to adapt to the new shifts in their biology. Older clans are resistant to change, but this is one that is already happening. The last series, Monsters in the Shadows, is about the shadows of the supernatural community and the darker twists that can happen when evil goes unchecked.
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  Chapter One

The Red District


Duncan Powell stared across the desk at the young woman who had come to visit him. He wasn’t sure exactly what she expected him to do about her problem. He was but a humble alchemist trying to make his way in the world by helping people. He spent most of his days making Wolf Moon potions to help Weres control their shape or the Daybreaker potions to keep Vampires safe from the sun. Of course, he made other, smaller potions. Draughts of healing, salves for burns, and other medicinal supplies. He was the Head Alchemist, had been for a few years now, and was known in Alchemy circles to be really efficient and productive with his time. He also dabbled in experimental potion and transmutation. Though not often done by the average Alchemist, transmutation was essential to someone like Duncan in his position. He knew more than the average Alchemist. Not that the average person would know any of that. The fact that he spent most of his time healing, though, meant that the average Supernatural knew who he was and where to find him. He had become rather well-known in the St. Louis community since he came to the area a few years before. 
“So, you want someone to help rescue your brother?” he clarified, running a large hand through his wavy black hair. It was really too long, but he never had the time to take care of details like his hair. He was lucky if he changed clothes and ate these days. He had a habit of losing himself in his work since he had been an apprentice Alchemist. That fact did not change with time.
Anna Maddox nodded. “Anyone. I thought that if anyone could help, it would be the Children of Asclepius.”
Duncan chewed his lip for a second and stared at this woman. He gently pushed the black, wire-framed glasses up his nose as his light blue eyes took in her shape and form. Well, she was not really just a woman; she was a werewolf of the Maddox clan, one of the biggest clans in St. Louis. She stood a medium height, with a slender build and long, straight brown hair that she wore in a tail on the back of her head. Her hazel eyes were no doubt striking when she transformed, he imagined, but now they seemed small in her face. He wondered if they had the golden glow that so many werewolves had if they turned some other shade.
“I’m not sure you understand what the Children of Asclepius do…” he trailed off, realizing his explanation would be ineffective.
“I know you help people.” She was adamant in her statement. “I know that’s what I need.”
She wasn’t wrong, exactly. They did help people, but more with healing needs than something like this. The Children of Asclepius were an ancient order that originated in Greece long ago. They were healers and mostly, like Duncan himself, were Alchemists who specialized in treating and caring for Supernaturals like werewolves. They were the single place to get the transformation control potions that most Weres depended on to retain control of their shifting. There was even a “hospital” called the Asclepius House, hidden in the middle of nowhere Missouri, where the group handled incredibly difficult cases. The other branches where they were based were just called Healing Houses, and that was where Duncan worked now, in the St. Louis Healing House. Of course, to the outside world, the building looked like nothing more than an old apothecary that had gone out of business.
“What is it you want me to do?” Duncan asked.
“Get him out and help get him clean of this stuff!” 
“Silver Dragon?” he assumed.
She blinked, a little surprised by the look. “Yes, how’d you know?” 
Duncan sighed at that point. “It’s not the first request I’ve had for this reason. I have yet to see a sample of this stuff, so I’m not sure where to begin to help someone get off of it.”
“Kacey was vulnerable. He’s different, which sets him apart from the others in the clan. I think he turned to drugs to cope.” She shifted, looking uncomfortable.
“What do you mean, he’s different?” Duncan wondered what that meant exactly. Different was not good in a clan of traditionally minded werewolves.
She put a hand to her mouth for a second. “He’s born male but more female than that.”
“So, he’s transgender?” 
That would be surprising. Werewolves didn’t usually struggle with gender identity. Of course, this meant that being anything besides the gender they were assigned at birth left them vulnerable to becoming outcasts from the clan. It was backward thinking but common enough among the bigger clans. The smaller clans tended to be more open-minded. 
“Not female, but I guess he says he’s something called nonbinary. Like, he says he’s not really all the way male or all the way female. He likes to dress in women’s clothes and wear wigs and stuff like that, but sometimes he just wants to lie on the couch in a hoodie and be a ‘dude,’ as he says. It just depends on the day.” She swallowed hard. “But either way, the clan gets being one or the other; they don’t understand this. He’s been an outcast for years for this. I think he got involved in human drugs to relax, you know how they don’t affect us very long, and he somehow got hold of this Silver Dragon. And now he’s disappeared down in the Red District. I can’t find him, so I need help.”
Duncan sighed again. How could he not help in this situation? He could be intimidating if he wanted to; he rarely chose to be. At over six feet tall, he was a big guy. He wasn’t exactly the most muscular guy in the room, but he wasn’t a beanpole like many other alchemists. He didn’t talk about it before he became an apprentice, but there was a time when he wanted to be a different person. Of course, that thought brought up the memory of how he became an apprentice to the Head Alchemist that came before him. 
He had been fourteen. He was a tall, muscular kid for his age, almost five ten already, and had spent much time lifting weights in school. He had a natural musculature that attracted attention, and he had attracted the wrong people's attention. Being young, alone as a foster kid, he didn’t have a lot of friends, so when a group of kids older than him asked if he wanted to hang out, he’d said yes. He didn’t realize the trouble coming his way. They wanted to meet by the river one night, and he thought it was odd, but he’d gone, curious about what they wanted to do at the river. He didn’t know it was to make a meal out of him. They were a group of Weres, young delinquents who had formed their own pack and wanted to break free from the oppressive rules of the clans. They wanted to initiate their pack bond in blood to do that, and they had chosen Duncan.
It was said that to create a new pack, a group of Weres needed to gather under the full moon, bless each member with the blood of a sacrifice, and then share the heart of the sacrifice. This had not been done in centuries. One of the young Weres had been researching old traditions and found that that was the only way to get a new pack blessed by Gaia and acknowledged by the Mystic Ring. This old information no longer existed since the Mystic Ring banned human sacrifice and the use of humans as food sources. These young Weres, though, did not realize this. They only knew they wanted to unite as a pack, and this was the only information they had access to since the truth of creating a pack was shrouded in mystery to the general populace of Weres.
Duncan went there, and at first, everything was fine. They talked, joked, drank beer, smoked cigarettes, and shared some weed. Duncan wasn’t sure what he’d done to get in with such a cool group of people, but he was enjoying all the attention. Then, at midnight, the oldest one announced it was time. Duncan had asked what it was time for and was told, for his death and their rebirth. He was confused, but then all twelve of the people present began transforming into their hybrid forms. He was truly scared but also fascinated because he had just opened his eyes to the supernatural world beyond the Mirage. 
Things got blurry then, either from the drugs and alcohol or from fear, but he remembered one of them grabbing him by the shoulder and leaning in to bite his neck with his powerful jaws, and then he was on the ground, blinking in surprise, as a man in robes decorated with strange symbols was sternly talking to the young men and women of the group, now returned to their human forms. 
This man, the Head Alchemist named Figaro Demontes, eventually came to kneel beside him, asking if he was okay. He barely remembered the discussion that followed, but he remembered being more excited than scared and told Figaro that. He explained how cool it was and seemed to forget his life had been in grave danger. Figaro chuckled and asked if he wanted to return to the Alchemy lab. Duncan had gone, and after some tests to see if he had the aptitude for Alchemy, Figaro took him on as an apprentice, calling him his prodigy.
He shook his head to dislodge those thoughts. He ran a hand through his hair again, paused to adjust his glasses, and nodded. 
“Leave me what information you have,” he said, pushing a notepad over to her. “What he looks like, what he wears, what to expect. I’ll make contact with a trustworthy person, and I will do whatever I can to bring your brother back.” 

      [image: ]Sebastian Pearce’s day had not been eventful. He sat at his desk, pushing a paper ball around with his chewed-on pen. On the desk in front of him was a stack of paperwork that needed to be filled out. It was a week’s worth of reports that all amounted to nothing. All he had to do, really, was sit down and do the paperwork, but he hated it so very much. He would do everything under the sun to avoid it. Mostly because it said nothing of interest anyway. All it was was reports on patrols that found no disturbances and nothing amiss in the St. Louis supernatural community. He hadn’t even had to deter curious humans from their buildings lately.
It wasn’t that the Supernaturals of the world were unknown; they were known mostly as legends. However, they put on the faces of normal humans, known by Supernaturals as “powerless humans” or “unawakened humans.” They lived a daily grind under the noses of people they could easily overpower at a moment’s notice. Many of the leaders of the communities, known as the Mystic Ring, were fine with the world as it stood, with Supernaturals slithering in dark corners and living unknown to the humans around them. Other factions, however, had other ideas and wanted to take over the world. If these groups ever gained a significant following, there would be trouble. And that trouble was one of the reasons Sebastian and his partner worked at Unit Zero. Of course, there was downtime in activity right now. 
Amya Reeves, Sebastian’s partner, rolled her dark blue eyes, and for a second, they flashed red. “You’ll never get anywhere in the Unit if you don’t keep up with the paperwork. Do you want Chief Versailles to reprimand you again for late paperwork?”
Sebastian snorted and reached into the pile. All he wanted to do was help people who needed it, so why was he stuck filing reports instead of being on the street doing that?
“You have to be held accountable for your actions and ensure that they are in the best interests of everyone involved.” 
Sebastian looked at her and narrowed his green eyes at her. “Are you using your telepathy shit again? I thought I told you, stay outta my head!” he growled at her.
She arched a brow. “Well, I don’t have to work very hard at it. You’re projecting your thoughts like crazy. Any telepath in a ten-block radius knows what you’re thinking.”
Sebastian sighed and sat up. “Gonna get some air,” he groused.
Just as he was about to leave, the phone rang. He gasped. A case? Other than paperwork, of course, there hadn’t been a lot to do in the last few days. 
“Detective Pearce.” 
“Seb, hey, it’s Duncan.” When he heard the mellow tones of the Alchemist’s voice come across the speaker, he couldn’t help but smile. Duncan had the best manner of all the Children of Asclepius.
“Duncan, what can I do for you?” he said and sat back down slowly, grabbing a pen and pad while he did so.
Duncan cleared his throat on the other end. “Well, I had someone from the Maddox Clan come in at the Healing House looking for help to find a Were that’s become tangled in something bad. Maybe Silver Dragon.” 
Sebastian frowned. “Why not come to us?” 
“I don’t know, but I’m involved now. I think I know where he is. She thought he might be in the Red District, so I’m going there tonight.” 
“Duncan, you definitely are not! You are human. If something happens down there, it’s full of Supernaturals who don’t always play by the rules. You absolutely cannot do that. Let me take care of it. Give me the information you have,” Sebastian insisted.
“I can handle this, Seb. Don’t worry. I’ll go get the boy out of there. I just wanted you to know what I was doing, you know, in case something does happen, and you don’t hear from me.” 
“That’s precisely why you should let me and my partner handle this! You have no supernatural abilities beyond those silly potions of yours!” 
Duncan relied too much on his alchemy, he felt. He thought it was like a crutch to lean on when one felt exhausted. He really didn’t like the concept of a potion being able to alter someone in so many ways. It felt unnatural to him. 
“My ‘silly potions’ have gotten Unit Zero out of many fixes,” Duncan responded, and internally, Sebastian groaned. There was steel in that voice. “I’m going, and that’s final.” The line went dead.
Sebastian sighed, putting down the phone. He looked over the desks at Amya. She grinned, sharp canine teeth glistening just over her lip. “We have a case,” she said.
Sebastian stood up, grabbed his jacket, and nodded at her. “We have a case. Though I think it’s more of a save the idiot alchemist type case than anything else, but it might just lead us to someone involved in Silver Dragon.”
“I heard,” she said, reaching down into her drawer for a hair tie. 
She quickly pulled her long blonde hair up into a bun on the back of her head and put on her own jacket. Amya didn’t need the jacket, but her kind liked to blend in and typically wore the clothes of their non-vampiric counterparts so they could blend as best they could. She paused and then turned to the mini fridge behind her, opening it to reveal several bags of blood and some small vials. The vials were each marked with a sun. She popped the cork on one and downed it. 
“Nearly forgot the Daybreaker.”
“Still a potion you have to depend on,” Sebastian commented.
Amya glared at the dark-haired werewolf. “Well, if I don’t take Daybreaker, I can’t walk in the sun, now can I? Tell me how much work we’d get done if I was on permanent night shift. I couldn’t do anything until dusk and would have to be in by dawn.”
Sebastian sighed and shook his head, not liking that she had a point. He still didn’t like it. He was always afraid that the potion would fail her at the wrong moment, like chasing a perp when she was in full sun, and then she couldn’t get away from the rays that would kill her in less than a minute. He swallowed. His last partner had been a vampire, and they’d been in the field when his Daybreaker wore off. And, while it was true he should have thought ahead to pack extra in case they were in the field for a long time, he still blamed the potion for failing him. He’d never seen someone burst into flames before, nor did he ever want to see it again.
They got into the standard-issue SUV and buckled into it. The Red District was a wild place, well known for sucking in unsuspecting Creatures into all kinds of things, from prostitution to drug use and even trafficking in Creature killing weapons. If someone wanted to see the illegal side of St. Louis’s Creature culture, you needn’t go further than the Red District close to the docks on the Missouri side of the river. They made it down there just about when Duncan entered a local dive bar. Duncan was easy to spot as he was big for a human, over six feet tall, and had a muscular build. He had a mop of longish, wavy hair on top of his head. 
“Let’s wait for him to return,” Sebastian suggested.
Amya grinned. “Why make extra work, eh?” she said.

      [image: ]The first place Duncan stopped was a bar at the edge of the Red District. It was somewhat of an entry point. The Red District itself was relatively small, only few blocks total area, but within it were three or four drug houses mixed with Supernaturals and awakened human addicts and several locations to find Supernatural sex workers. Unit Zero left the place alone, mostly because it was warded against powerless humans, and really, no one ever caused much more trouble than a few brawls now and then.
Duncan had dressed down in jeans and a rock t-shirt with a leather jacket and entered the Wolf’s Howl bar. It wasn’t subtle, of course. It was a werewolf den, the Robinson clan of werewolves. He had been in a few bars, back before he became an alchemist. He walked in and glanced around. It was a pretty standard bar, with alcohol signs on the walls. There was a theme, and it seemed to be werewolves in media. Aside from the neon alcohol advertisements, there were movie posters, stills, and photos of mainstream human media featuring different depictions of werewolves. He supposed it was tongue in cheek to do that. He looked around, seeing the bar that dominated the room. There were some tables, all without covers, where people sat drinking beer and other spirits. The man at the bar was a balding middle-aged man wearing a black t-shirt and serving people.  
The bartender came over as Duncan sat down at an open space. “What can I get ya?” he asked.
“I’m looking for someone.” Duncan figured there was no reason to dance around why he was here.
The bartender arched a brow. “And who might that be?”
“Kacey Maddox.”
The bartender frowned, looking like he actually thought about it for a moment. “Don’t know the name, I’m afraid. They down in the District?”
“Last I heard from his sister, he was, maybe, involved with Silver Dragon,” he said.
“He a Were?”
Duncan nodded.
The bartender paused. “You buying or what?”
“Sure, give me a whiskey and cola.” 
“Just a sec,” he said and went to make it.
Duncan waited patiently, and he added an extra twenty when he put down the money for the drink. The bartender took it and nodded.
“So, what you’re looking for is probably one of them Silver Tramps.”
Duncan frowned. “Silver Tramps?” 
“They’re addicted to Silver Dragon. And they’ll do anything, and I do mean anything, to get their fix. They generally sell themselves in exchange for a dose of the Silver Dragon.” 
“You mean, like sex?” Duncan confirmed.
“Yes, if you want to call it that. They trade whatever they have, and they don’t have much.” The bartender started cleaning the bar as he talked, glancing around now and then to see if anyone needed anything.
“Why do they start taking it?” he asked, curious why anyone would start taking something so destructive. No one survived Silver Dragon. All the corpses they had found had been in a strange condition that they couldn’t make any sense of at all. If they hadn’t known better, they would have thought they were human.
The bartender paused. “As I’m sure you know, their kind aren’t affected by human drugs. But this isn’t human. This comes from somewhere else. I dunno where. Humans take it and get a good high, just like any regular heroin. See, that’s the reason it’s called Silver Dragon. It's heroin mixed with other stuff that triggers a reaction in Weres. I don’t know those details, though. So, these Weres, they take it, thinking it’s regular human heroin, and it turns out it isn’t. And after one hit, they’re in it for life.” 
Duncan frowned. “How insidious. Why would someone do this to Weres?” 
“Rumor is it’s a rogue group of vampires.” 
Now, that was interesting, Duncan thought. “Vampires. St. Louis isn’t known for a large vampire population,” he said.
“There’s a few. Madam Red runs a vampire brothel down here, but they feed off blood bank blood and their ghouls.” The bartender resumed cleaning the bar. “But a fair warning, her girls don’t take kindly to the Silver Tramps or any of the Tramps.”
“I don’t understand; there are other Tramps?” Duncan asked.
“They’re prostitutes that work the streets independent of a madam. Any of the Tramps. The Silver Tramps are just the most desperate and willing to do any depraved act you ask of them.” The bartender looked thoughtful. “So, you see them on the corner in the area, they’re probably Tramps of some sort.”
“How will I find this werewolf I’m looking for?” Duncan asked.
The bartender shook his head. “That I can’t tell you.” 
The bartender left him then, and Duncan sighed. He wasn’t sure where to go from here. Maybe to Madam Red’s place? Perhaps her girls would know where to find Kacey. He sipped the drink thoughtfully as he sat still. He wasn’t used to a lot of alcohol, so he was planning on nursing it until he left. He shook his head, quickly discounting the idea. They wouldn’t want to tell him that information. Why would they? There was no way he’d get one of them to talk for twenty bucks, and he was not a rich man. Even as the Head Alchemist of the St. Louis division, he was paid a pittance of what some of the flashier alchemists made by showing off and selling fake potions for profit.
“Sir?” a man spoke from beside him.
He blinked and looked next to him to see a lean man with dark eyes and hair. It was hard to tell much more in the dim light of the bar. He wore a simple suit with no tie and a set of thick glasses, which was unusual, especially for Supernaturals. He slowly pulled off the glasses and nodded at Duncan. 
“Yeah? Can I help you?” Duncan said, frowning and adjusting his own glasses.
“I’m Jayson Kirk. I heard you asking about the Silver Tramps and was wondering if you were going to find one of them?” he asked. He sounded hopeful.
Duncan blinked. “Kirk? Of the Kirk Clan?” he asked. The Kirks were a rather small, recent addition to the St. Louis werewolf community. 
“Yes, I’m actually looking for my son, and I think he may be down here,” he said with a sad tone to his voice.
“Your son?” Duncan asked. “You think he got involved with this Silver Dragon stuff?” 
Jayson nodded. “I do.” He paused a moment. “Are you going looking?” 
Duncan nodded. “I am. I think there might be trouble, though. Are you prepared if there is?” 
“I’m a werewolf; of course, I’m prepared. But you’re not a wolf. I don’t know what you smell like. I’ve never smelled anyone like you before. What are you?” Jayson looked him over.
Duncan chuckled. “Nothing but a human alchemist.”
Jayson’s eyebrows rose. “Then what are you going to do if there is trouble?” he asked.
Duncan pulled open the jacket to reveal it was lined with small bottles. “I’m an alchemist, remember, and a very good one.” 
Jayson’s frown melted into a smirk. “Let’s go,” he said, sliding off the stool.
Duncan followed him out the door, leaving his car behind, and walked down toward the first building. As they approached a woman was on the corner, smiling as they came. She looked rough, though. She wore a short skirt and a cut-off shirt that showed her belly and the underside of her breasts. 
“Need something sweet tonight?” she asked. “Got a good deal for you, big boy.” She grinned at Duncan as he approached. “You know what they say about guys your size.”
“No thanks,” Duncan said. “Though I’m looking for someone. His name’s Kacey,” he said, pausing before her.
She arched a brow. “Information costs.” 
Duncan figured that. He peeled off a couple of twenties and handed them over, careful not to reveal that most of the wad was ones. She looked at the money and nodded. “Check the second story of the next building. There’s a sign outside it that says ‘Dispensary’ I think. Can’t remember, though. It’s the local hang out for some of the Weres that carry that dangerous shit. But I think he’s been there the last few nights.”
“Thank you,” Duncan said and motioned Jayson on. 
“What’s your son’s name?” Duncan asked as they approached the door, which was barely hanging on the hinges. There was indeed a dilapidated sign our from reading ‘Dispensary.’
“Griffin,” he answered, but was staring at the run-down building.
They took the stairs up to the second floor, passing people who were out cold on both the floors and the stairs. They nearly tripped over a werewolf sleeping in his transformed state curled up with a nearly nude woman. They were nearly lying all the way across the stairs, but the two managed to climb around them. The wolf raised his head and sniffed the air, letting out a huff or two before he laid back down. Jayson and Duncan continued into a new hallway. 
There was noise coming from a room up ahead. 
“That’s it, fuck that boy’s pussy!” came filtering out. “I’ve got a good angle on it!”
Duncan put out a hand, stopping Jayson. He had an idea what he was going to find in that room, and it could easily be Kacey, or it could be Griffin. Either way, he wanted to spare this man from seeing such a thing if it was his son. Duncan was an outsider, and he didn’t want to have Jayson’s image of his son ruined by what they were about to see.
“Let me go ahead,” he muttered, walking toward the door. 
He looked in carefully, seeing a young man on his hands and knees, surrounded by four other men. In front of him, one man was using his mouth, and the other was humping him from behind. On the floor beside him were his clothes and a packet of a silver-tinted substance. Duncan stepped into the room through the open door and cleared his throat. They ignored him, intent on abusing the one between them.
“Let him up,” Duncan spoke strongly.
All four looked up, then. “And just who the fuck are you?” the one behind the boy growled out.
“I’m the person taking him out of here,” he said, reaching into his coat, pulling out a bottle, and downing the contents.
Immediately, he felt the sensation of strength filling his limbs strike through him. It was a simple concoction but one that tripled his strength. Granted, once it wore off, he’d be in incredible pain. But that was the basis of alchemy: equal exchange. What one got, one had to give in return. It was the price that one paid to use alchemy.  
One of them came at him, and he landed a hard right punch, knocking him unconscious without a second thought. As soon as he hit the floor, the one with the phone taking the video was about to hit him, and the other two were doing up their pants. He soon joined the first one, and the two others came at him together. He grabbed one in each hand and smashed the two of them into each other, cracking their skulls together and sending them both into unconsciousness.
The boy, naked from the waist down, was scrambling to open the packet of silver substance and opening a case with a spoon and a lighter in it. Duncan sighed and dropped down beside him.
“Hey, don’t do that,” he said, grabbing his hands.
He looked up and immediately saw the resemblance to the man waiting in the hall. This wasn’t Kacey. This was Griffin. His eyes were dark and hollow.
“But I’ve gotta,” he mumbled, weakly trying to pull his hands out of Duncan’s grip. Even without the increased strength he would have been able to hold the boy. “Gonna die if I don’t.” 
“Please, your father’s waiting outside. Let’s leave this here,” he said, pulling Griffin to his feet.
“M-my father?” he mumbled, staring at the kit on the floor. “I gotta, though. I just gotta!”
“Come on, please,” Duncan tried. 
It was obvious this boy’s mind was on the drug and nothing else, though. He only had eyes for it. He reached into his coat, pulled out a vial, and held it out. 
“Drink this,” he told Griffin.
Griffin blinked, locked eyes on the vial, and reached for it. He drank it without asking what it was, making Duncan sadder. He was so conditioned by this life that he thought he needed the drugs more than life itself. And of course, since he was hooked on Silver Dragon, that was more the truth than anything else.
Griffin wobbled on his feet for a moment, and then Duncan helped ease him down to the ground as the sleeping potion took effect. He sighed, found the threadbare pants he’d been wearing, and slipped them on his form. Then, abnormal strength still coursing through him, he hefted the boy up and walked out into the hall where Jayson waited.
“Griffin!” Jayson gasped. “What’s wrong with him?” He came over and cupped his face, looking him over. 
“Don’t worry, he’s just out. I gave him a sleeping tonic. Get him to the Healing House. He’s going to need help getting off the Silver Dragon. I have to look into it, but hopefully, we’ll have some treatments soon.”
“Thank you,” Jayson said. “I never got your name.”
“Duncan Powell. I’ve got to keep looking for the other werewolf I’m trying to find, so are you okay to leave here with him?” he asked.
Jayson nodded. “I’ll get him to the House; I know where it is.”
Duncan watched him go and then went back into the room, grabbing the packet of silverish heroin. There was a symbol printed in black on the plastic. It had a moon crescent open to the right, and the head of a dragon beside it facing right. He needed a sample to test. One of the men he knocked out was starting to stir, and he had little time on the potion he’d taken, though not much. He guessed it was time to get information while he was here.
He kneeled beside the groaning man. When his eyes opened, Duncan grinned at him. “Hey, sleeping beauty,” he commented.
“You! Get the fuck away!” the man on the floor gasped out. Duncan noted he had dark brown eyes when they locked with his own. They were clear, so that meant the guy wasn’t on any drugs. Not that it would matter if he were a Were. Duncan couldn’t be sure if he was because he didn’t have the scent capabilities of a Were without a special enhancement potion. 
Duncan grabbed him by the gray t-shirt and easily lifted him to a sitting position. “First, you’ll tell me where a Were named Kacey is.”
“Kacey?” he repeated.
“That’s what I said.”
He looked a little confused for a moment. “Ah, Kace. Yeah. He’s a Silver Tramp like Grif. He’s with Troy Lowe. He’s his fuck toy.” 
“Troy Lowe?” he repeated. The last name was familiar. It wasn’t a werewolf clan in St. Louis, but he couldn’t think of where he’d heard the name before. “Where is he?”
“Fuck if I know! I’m not his keeper!” the man growled.
Duncan tightened his grip, pulling the shirt around his throat tighter, somewhat cutting his air off. “What was that?” 
“Okay, okay!” he gasped. “He’s in the District, a house on the east side. He has a van; it has a stencil on the side of an anime girl. That’s him. Look, man, that’s all I know!”
The pain was starting to shoot through Duncan’s arms, and he knew the potion was about to wear off. He had to get out of this place quickly. He dropped the man he was holding and stood up. He headed out without another word, the Silver Dragon sample in his pocket. He’d head back tonight, test it, see if he could figure out what it was, and then come back tomorrow to find Kacey.
As he made his way to his car, he didn’t spot the woman in the shadows watching him or see the beast crouched beside the door. 

      [image: ]Duncan stared at the test tubes and shook his head. Where was all this connected, and why did it work the way it did? He leaned over, took a small pipette, pulled out enough of the Silver Dragon sample, and placed it under the microscope. Of course, the electron microscope would reveal more, but for now, he wanted to see what was going on. He frowned and focused on the sample. Something was odd about the sample, and he didn’t know what to think of that.
“You went anyway,” he heard. 
He stood up and looked over to see Sebastian Pearce in the doorway. He narrowed his eyes and shook his head. “Don’t worry, I was safe.”
“Yeah, this time,” Sebastian growled.
Duncan waved a dismissing hand at him. “I got what I needed. That’s what mattered.”
“Yes, but at what cost? Every potion has one.” Sebastian leaned against the doorframe.
“I paid a price in pain for increased strength and agility. It was a fair trade. I got that kid to his father,” he said.
“And as of this morning, the kid you rescued has gone back to the Red District again. He didn’t even make it through one night at home before he was running back,” Sebastian pointed out.
Duncan’s back stiffened, and he stood up. “Are you blaming me for that?”
“No, I’m just pointing out that until we have a cure for whatever that shit does to Weres, we’re not going to be able to rescue any of them,” Sebastian returned.
“Then something did come out of my trip last night. I got information and I got a packet of Silver Dragon.” 
Sebastian did look more interested now. “And?” he asked.
“This is the first time I’ve been able to test it. And I’ve identified at least three compounds so far. Heroin, of course, is the base ingredient. But then it’s fused with wolfsbane and colloidal silver.” Duncan shook his head. “This shouldn’t work, but it does. These compounds won’t naturally fuse this way, so there has to be some alchemy involved. What kind, I have no idea yet, as I’m just now putting this together.” 
“Why would a Were knowingly ingest two compounds that could possibly be deadly to them?” Sebastian asked seriously.
“They don’t know at the time,” Duncan explained. “From what I hear, they get those Weres chasing a high, and they’re used to regular heroin that wears off within a couple of hours, and they want a better high. This stuff gives them that, but it also comes with severe repercussions. However, I need a live subject who is taking it to study more in detail. The dead Weres you’ve found provided some interesting results, and this confirms my guesses from the tests I ran on them, but without live cells to test, I can’t be sure what’s going on here.” 
Sebastian frowned and nodded his head. “Are you going back?” he asked.
“I’ve got what I went after,” Duncan said, returning to the microscope. “Run along, now, Detective. I’ve got work to do.”
Sebastian snorted, turned, and left. Duncan stared into his microscope for a few more minutes until he looked up.
“I’m absolutely going back tonight,” he muttered to himself, then heard the ding of the centrifuge as it announced it was finished.






  
  Chapter Two

The Voice in His Head


The world was spinning, and Kacey had no idea why it was spinning this time; of course, it didn’t matter, really. Then he gasped as he returned to the world for a minute, realizing Troy was fucking him again. He really wished he wouldn’t fuck him while he was out of it. He wasn’t good at remembering to use lube when he didn’t yell at him. Not that he remembered then, either. And these days, he didn’t heal as fast for some reason, so it left him sore for a while afterward if he was too rough or didn’t prepare him. It was usual that he was sore. 
“Fuck, Troy…” he groaned as he felt him go off. “Can’t you wait until I’m fucking awake?” he muttered as he nearly fell off the bed when Troy let go of his hips. “And fucking hell, why do you do that?” he growled as he tried to stand but wobbled for a second and fell into Troy.
“If I waited for you to be awake, I’d never get my nut off,” he muttered as he did his pants up around him.
Troy was a nice-looking guy. He was tall, slender, and emaciated, but he always had the stuff Kacey needed. He would have been stupid not to accept his offer to stay with him. About to tell him something, but the need hit him, and he fell to his knees with a groan as pain shot from his toes to his hair. It felt like every muscle in his body was coming loose from his body, and then he was drowning from the pain in his lungs. It was as though he were being held under a bathtub full of hot water. If he noticed that there was a screaming sound sometimes in his ears, he didn’t care.
“Troy, please…I need some…” he moaned and looked up at him with bloodshot hazel eyes.
“Kace, fuck, you just hit up two hours ago,” Troy muttered as he took a drag off a crack pipe that was in a nearby ashtray. Troy was a Were, so it wasn’t like it did much to him for long except give him a little buzz for a few moments. “You’re going to break me buying shit for you. I mean, your ass is sweet and all, and I like fucking the hell out of you, but dammit. You gonna have to wait at least four hours before I give you more.”
Kacey gasped. He couldn’t wait that long. He felt like his insides were on fire, and his head was going to explode with the pain. He crawled over to him and looked up. “Please, I need it…it hurts, daddy.”
If anyone had told Kacey Maddox a year ago he would be here, he would have laughed in their face. He was in a drug house, begging his supplier for a hit
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