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 If you have an unusual problem, only one man can help…




 Kansas City's foremost private investigator, DIRK GARRICK specializes in missing persons cases. But when his latent psychic abilities begin to awaken, he finds himself drawn deeper into the shadowy underworld of secret societies and occult crime.

In SEX, DEATH, AND ROCK ‘n ROLL, Private Detective Dirk Garrick has resigned himself to a life revolving around weird cases.

But when he’s hired by former rock star Azrael Simmons to find a guitar stolen from Simmons’ private vault, Garrick realizes this case may just be the strangest of them all. The instrument is rumored to have been built around a sliver of wood that imbues anything it touches with mystical abilities. Garrick can’t imagine why anyone would want a magic guitar. 

And then the bodies start piling up. Once again, Garrick must dive deep into his own psychic proclivities to survive a threat unlike any he’s seen yet.




“Someone’s watching your dreams, Garrick.” 

Dirk Garrick opened a bloodshot eye. The moonlight shining into his darkened bedroom gave reality the appearance of an old black-and-white movie. He’d been working an insurance fraud case over the past three nights and was beyond dog-tired. He’d finally gotten the evidence he needed, but almost at the expense of his sanity. He seemed to have lost the knack for staking out a mark’s house for days at a time, waiting for them to do something stupid enough to be recorded on film. If you’re going to file workman’s comp and claim you’re too disabled to work, it’s never a good idea to go out into your front yard to teach your kids how to do cartwheels. 

Sophia Serafine, his girlfriend, was sitting up in bed, naked. Garrick slept in a t-shirt and pajama bottoms on the grounds that he didn’t want to worry about things flopping around in the event of a break-in. But he certainly didn’t discourage the practice with Sophia. She tended to throw the covers off during the hot summer months, allowing Garrick to admire her tattooed curves on sleepless nights. She favored Asian ink; oriental dragons ran along her arms and back, intertwined with symbols she claimed afforded her protection from occult forces. With her dark hair and eyes, Sophia often liked to play up an exotic Gypsy heritage during her Tarot readings, despite Garrick’s knowledge she was merely a white girl with a dark complexion. 

Garrick himself had the leathery countenance of a man who’d spent too many years sitting in a car under a cold moon, chain-smoking, and taking occasional pulls off a whiskey bottle while waiting for a cheating husband to come out of a hotel room post-tryst. He’d given up smoking years ago, and whiskey was only an occasional indulgence these days. 

“Garrick,” Sophia said. “Did you hear me?”

Garrick realized he’d become so enamored with Sophia’s moonlit breasts that he’d missed the remark that had awoken him in the first place. 

Someone had been rubbing his vocal cords with sandpaper while he slept. His first attempt at communication was a quizzical caveman grunt. He coughed and tried again. “What?”

“I said someone is watching your dreams.” 

“Who?”

“I don’t know who,” Sophia said, crossing her arms over her chest and rocking back and forth slightly. “It’s just a fleeting presence. I noticed it a week ago. They’re better at hiding than I am at discovering, but I can still sense them. When you dream, they’re there.”

“Wait,” Garrick struggled to sit up. “So, you’re also watching my dreams?” He wasn’t sure he liked that. 

“Not usually,” Sophia said. She glanced over at him, caught his expression, and rolled her eyes. “Oh please. Anyone who knows you can figure out you spend most of your nights dreaming about pussy. I don’t pry, but I get pulled into other people’s dreams sometimes.”

“And someone is watching me?” Garrick said, still working to get his tired brain to focus. “Is it some kind of spirit…?”

“No,” Sophia said quickly. “They’re like me—a dream walker. But they’re much better at it than I am.”

Dream walker. Fuck. Garrick closed his eyes and took a deep breath. For a man who aspired to nothing more than to drink and chase skirts, his life had gotten awfully complicated. Garrick was a natural clairvoyant; he could “see” people’s bio-energy and follow it wherever it led. This made him an excellent private detective specializing in finding missing persons; he was like a bloodhound once he caught a person’s energetic “scent.” His powers had been sporadic for most of his life, causing him no end of grief, until he’d met a man named Daemon Kincaide, who’d trained him how to use those powers and keep them under control. Curiously, those same powers had begun to grow without any real help from Garrick or his teacher. This was worrisome, but he wasn’t sure what to do about it. 

Sophia, on the other hand, hadn’t been born with any abilities outside of being a weird chick with a predilection for anything New Age. She’d been a semi-professional Tarot card reader when Garrick had first met her. He’d tried to insulate her from the stranger side of his life, but Fate had intervened and placed her face-to-face with a man possessed by something nonhuman. She hadn’t panicked - she was far too strong a woman for that - but she had disappeared for a few months, ostensibly to get her head together. Garrick understood and gave her her space. Coming to terms with the idea that mankind wasn’t alone on Earth was something that had taken him a while to come to grips with. She’d been mum about her activities during her disappearance, but clearly, she’d been in contact with Kincaide or one of his cronies. She claimed she wanted to tell him what had happened to her, but she needed a bit of normality before diving into those waters. Shortly after she popped back into his life, she’d announced that she was now a “Dream Walker” and possessed the ability to enter other people’s dreams. Garrick had been slightly skeptical until she’d playfully sent him a sex dream; in it, a hundred girls were attending to his every need. The girls were all shapes, sizes, hair, and skin colors, but they were all Sophia in some fashion. Seeing her beautiful face on a hundred different female forms was something he still had trouble wrapping his brain around. As fun as that dream had been, he hadn’t quite worked up the nerve to challenge her again. 

“Shit,” Garrick said, getting up to pee. Bladder emptied, he crawled back into bed. The LED clock informed him it was barely three in the morning. “Can this wait until tomorrow, or do I need to make a pot of coffee?” He had a sick feeling that he knew exactly who was watching him. 

Sophia smiled weakly. “Get some rest. This isn’t an emergency. Yet.” 

“That makes me feel so much better,” Garrick yawned. Despite the creepy feeling crawling over his face, he was fast asleep within seconds. If he dreamed, he didn’t remember them later.




Garrick hated rock stars. Granted, he’d never actually met one, but he naturally assumed they’d be pedantic, whiny crybabies obsessed with gratifying their egos at the expense of everyone around them. Garrick had read enough psychology to realize that description also applied to him on occasion, and he was probably projecting his own inner nastiness onto others. 

He’d been happier before he’d made that realization. Ignorantly judging others was infinitely more satisfying than trying to understand them. There were times when the idea of living in a trailer park, driving an old beat-up truck, and listening to country music had an odd appeal. No one expected you to make intelligent decisions or be open-minded in that situation. 

He was stalling. He was standing outside a two-million-dollar mansion in Prairie Village, Kansas, and had been there for several minutes without ringing the bell. A camera above the door was aimed at him. Whoever was watching was no doubt curious as to why Garrick was standing in the heat of the dog days of summer rather than taking actions that would bring him inside. He wished his partner, Frank Hanson, were here. The older man had a way of putting people at ease and getting them to gab about things they probably shouldn’t. Garrick was better at grating on people’s nerves and making them so angry they made mistakes. But Hanson was off for a few days with a lady friend he’d refused to discuss. Garrick had raised an eyebrow but didn’t press the issue. Given his own amorous proclivities, he was in no position to question anyone else’s love life. 

Enough stalling. Garrick rang the bell. He expected the door to fly open immediately. 

Nothing. 

A car honked somewhere in the distance. 

The door made a loud snap as if being unlatched.

“Come in, Mr. Garrick. It’s unlocked,” The voice came from a loudspeaker set in the wall. It was deep but almost a monotone. The last time Garrick had spoken to someone over a speaker, things hadn’t ended so well. His Spidey Sense wasn’t tingling, but he still felt funny reaching out to turn the doorknob. It slid open quietly. 

Shoulda creaked. A proper mansion door should creak open, and Lurch should be standing on the other side. 

The interior was dark and considerably colder than outside. Garrick stepped in, closed the door behind him, and waited for his eyes to adjust. The only light came from between cracks in the closed drapes. A lamp flicked on from a nearby end table, casting the foyer and living room in sick, yellow light. Garrick wasn’t sure what he’d expected to see in a former rock star’s home, but a normal room with couches, a coffee table, and a television hadn’t been it. Frankly, he was a bit disappointed by the lack of a bat or dragon theme. The couch wasn’t even made of black leather.

“Upstairs,” Garrick couldn’t locate the speaker inside the house. The voice seemed to come from everywhere. 

Garrick realized there was a wide staircase right in front of him. The room was so gloomy that the stairs had faded into the background. It seemed to get colder as he climbed. He was dressed in the “uniform”: brown suit and tie, white shirt, and fedora. He was starting to wish he’d brought his trench coat. 

“Turn left. Last room at the end.”

The last room in question featured a shut door. Garrick went inside without knocking, assuming his strange host was following his every move. 

The room beyond was large enough to park a minivan and packed to the gills with computer equipment. Televisions dominated one wall, twenty in all, every one tuned to a different channel, all muted. A massive desk was pushed against the opposite wall. Eight computer monitors cast their glare over the room. Workbenches in between were filled with wires and circuits in various states of disrepair. Clearly, the occupant had a hobby. 

There were no windows in the room, Garrick realized, and no lights. Illumination came from the multitude of flickering devices. 

An electric wheelchair spun around from the computer monitors to face Garrick. The man inside was tall - probably well over 6’3” when standing - and built like a linebacker. His blond hair was as long, straight, and luxurious as a runway model. He was dressed plainly in a black turtleneck and slacks. But the most striking feature was the gold metal mask he wore over his face, a blank human visage with tribal designs etched into the metal. Through the gloom, Garrick could just make out two piercing blue pupils behind the eye holes. 

“Please forgive the theatrics, Mr. Garrick. Some days, I am less mobile than others.”

Azrael Simmons. Former lead singer of the rock group the Twilight Killers. A decade ago, they’d had two hit albums and were poised to start their first overseas tour as an arena headliner. But, one night, after a full dress rehearsal, a crazed fan had put five bullets into Simmons and then calmly poured acid onto his face as he lay bleeding on the sidewalk. In one moment, Simmons had gone from an international sex symbol to a deformed cripple. He’d recovered from the gunshot wounds, but his career as a rock god was over. He’d left L.A. and returned to Kansas City, his hometown. He’d become a recluse, rarely leaving his mansion and refusing to let anyone see his real face. 

He may have left the world, but judging from the information flowing into the room, he still monitored it. 

“What can I do for you, Mr. Simmons? Your message sounded urgent.”

“Please, call me Azrael,” He indicated a computer chair nearby. “Have a seat.” 

Garrick sat. This room was even colder than the hall, probably in the lower sixties. He tried to keep his teeth from chattering. 

Azrael tapped a wireless keyboard in his lap. One of the computer monitors near Garrick switched from showing a spreadsheet to a photo of a strange, black guitar with points sticking out at odd angles. “This is a one-of-a-kind instrument. I was storing it in my safe downstairs for a friend. Two days ago, it was stolen. I’d like you to recover it for me.” 

“Mr… Azrael, I specialize in finding missing persons, not property. This guitar has probably been fenced or sold to a private collector by now. You’re better off collecting the insurance money and moving on with your life.”

“I don’t understand,” Azrael said. “When I informed my… friend that the guitar was missing, he spoke to a gentleman named Daemon Kincaide. Kincaide said to call you. He said you were the only man for this job.” 

Garrick swore under his breath. This was the kind of shit bucket Kincaide was constantly tossing him into; his erstwhile teacher had a bad habit of handing out Garrick’s name without consulting Garrick first. Cases went from simple to horrendously complicated when Kincaide was involved, however obliquely. 

“Let’s pretend Kincaide forgot to brief me and start at the beginning. What’s so special about this instrument?” 

“May I speak plainly, Mr. Garrick?” Azrael asked. When Garrick nodded, he resumed. “This guitar is a mystic object. Buried deep inside the body is a tiny sliver of wood, said to be over 15,000 years old. The sliver is all that remains of a staff carried by a powerful wizard whose name has been lost to us. The energy of the sliver has infected the wood of the guitar, transforming it into an object of power. You may dismiss the story I’ve just told you as fantasy, but what you can’t dismiss is the energy that radiates from the instrument.”

“Powerful?” Garrick asked, for lack of anything else.

“Not initially, but it has grown in strength over the years. When it was placed in my care shortly after I was attacked, it was incredibly disruptive to any electronics nearby. It could no longer be plugged into an amplifier without blowing out tubes and burning circuit boards,” Azrael cocked his head slightly. “Mr. Kincaide intimated that you were adept at sensing and following energy.”

“I try not to advertise it. Scares away my more conservative customers.”

“Understood,” Azrael nodded. “So far, this incident has not made it into the press. Possibly because I haven’t reported it to the police yet.”

“Why not?” Garrick frowned.

Azrael gave an exasperated sigh, “This guitar is extremely valuable, but not in any normal sense. Frankly, I find it irresponsible that my friend even created it in the first place. It’s not insured because we didn’t want to hold it up for examination. It might have some value to a collector who was a fan of my… previous situation, but I believe I would have been able to ascertain its whereabouts myself if that were the case.”

Garrick glanced around at the walls of television and computer monitors. 

Azrael followed his gaze. “Yes. I went from participating in life to being a watcher.”

“Sounds lonely,” Garrick savored his alone time but couldn’t imagine completely cutting himself off. 

“Mr. Garrick, do you understand what life is like when you tour with a major rock band?”

“I read David Lee Roth’s biography,” Garrick shrugged.

“We spent five years as an opening act and three as a major headliner. One of the reasons so many turn to numbing agents like alcohol is that there’s too much to experience. I made love to over a thousand women during that period, attended parties with countless A-list celebrities, and saw the world many times over. Even when sightseeing, I was often allowed to see parts of tourist attractions the average person would never see. I’m not telling you all this to impress you but to assuage any pity you might feel for me. I have lived a very generous and fruitful life, Mr. Garrick. Frankly, there are days when I’m grateful for the quiet.”

“You don’t talk like the typical rock and roll mush brain.”

“Before I moved to L.A. to pursue music, I earned a Bachelor's in Electrical Engineering from K.U. with a minor in Computer Science,” Azrael said. “It would surprise you the lengths some people in the music industry will go to hide their intelligence. Fans don’t want to party with a science geek.”

“And you’re certain a fan didn’t steal the guitar?”

“Absolutely,” Azrael tapped on his keyboard. The monitor with the guitar flipped to a security cam showing a large walk-in safe. “This is installed in the basement. I am the only person in the world who knows the combination. This is the footage from the night of the theft.”

The screen remained uneventful for several seconds, then fuzzed into white noise. “That continues for almost five minutes,” He fast-forwarded through the fuzz. Eventually, the noise cleared. The room remained unchanged. “The safe is wired into my network. I record every time it’s opened and for how long. Nothing was recorded that night. I have some knowledge of forensics. I dusted for prints but only found my own.”

“What about the other security cams?”

“Nothing. I’ve made a copy of the recordings from that night. Perhaps you’ll find something I missed. I have cameras pointed at the streets outside the property, but there was no unusual activity either that night or the week preceding,” He reached over to a table, grabbed a manila envelope, and tossed it to Garrick. “I’ve included a list of collectors with the money and interest to attempt something like this. I don’t believe any of them are responsible, but they may have been approached. I’ve also included the names of the cleaning service that attends to the house. They have limited access, and I’m always home when they’re here.”

“And you heard nothing when the theft was going down?”

“I wasn’t here,” Azrael said. “My parents were killed in a car wreck when I was a sophomore in college. That night was the anniversary. I have a yearly ritual of putting flowers both on their graves and the spot where the accident happened.”

“How very Bruce Wayne of you.”

 “Indeed. I then spent some time driving around looking at their old haunts and finished by having dinner at their favorite restaurant. I know the manager there, so we usually sit and reminisce for a few hours. The restaurant is in an Embassy Suites hotel. If it’s available, I get a room - the one they stayed at - and stay the night.”

“So this is a consistent routine? Who else knows about it?”

Azrael gave a short laugh, “Anyone interested, I suppose. I scheduled tours around this ritual, and MTV even did a short segment on it back in my heyday.”

“You drive yourself?”

“No, I have difficulty driving. My attorney, Miss Melody Rains, usually takes me. She picks me up the next day and takes me home. Her information is in the packet, as well as a check for your retainer.”

Garrick thought for a minute. A mysterious snatch-and-run with no clear financial objection wasn’t really his forte. Still, he didn’t have anything else major pending. 

“Who else besides your friend knew you had this guitar?”

Azrael shrugged. “No one that I’m aware of. Publicly, it was donated to the Hard Rock Cafe in Los Angeles years ago. Supposedly, only he and I know that the donated instrument is a replica.” 

“I’m guessing this friend you refuse to name is Jonathan Tyler?”

Jonathan Tyler had been the guitarist for the Twilight Killers before the attack that had crippled Azrael. Tyler had parlayed the group’s dying fame into a highly successful solo career. According to the background Garrick had done the night before, Tyler was a luthier in his spare time; all the instruments he played were his hand-built creations.

“Correct,” Azrael replied. His voice was getting hoarser as the interview wore on. 

“Reports say you two didn’t get along.”

Azrael waved his hand as if shooing an annoying fly. “Tyler and I are both strong-willed men. We argued constantly over the music and production back in the day, but with those things no longer an issue, we get along fine,” Azrael sighed. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to cut this short. Some of the acid dripped into my throat. I can only speak for short periods. I put my personal phone number in the packet. I’m better at communicating through texting if you have more questions.”

Garrick stood up. “I’d like to see the safe if that’s okay. I could poke around outside and see if anything grabs my interest.”

“I assumed as much,” Azrael said. “A door underneath the staircase leads to the basement. The safe is at the far end.”

“I’ll be quick.”

“I’d prefer thorough over speed.”

“Understood,” Garrick turned towards the door.




Lights flickered on as Garrick made his way first down the stairs, then through the hidden door, down a second flight of stairs, and into the basement. 

Garrick whistled. The rooms upstairs were nondescript; they looked like they’d been laid out for a Better Homes & Gardens photo shoot. The basement, however, was filled with Azrael’s memorabilia from his rock days. Glass display cases like the kind found in jewelry stores were laid out in rows, each filled with Twilight Killer’s merchandise, magazines, and press materials. Stage costumes were displayed on mannequins. Framed posters dotted the walls. It was a private museum that any fan of the group would have killed to see. Some cases were filled with merchandise in all manner of foreign tongues. Another contained items made by affectionate fans. All of the cases were locked. None of them were dusty. The cleaning staff took good care of this collection. 

The walk-in safe dominated the far end of the basement and was large enough for Azrael and a handful of groupies to have a decent orgy. The walls on either side of the room leading up to the safe were filled with guitars in glass stand-up cases. Garrick wasn’t a good judge, but most looked incredibly expensive. The walk-in itself was dark gray and, with its big wheel front and center, looked exactly like the kind of safe burglars were always trying to break into in cartoons. Garrick imagined that behind those thick steel doors lay piles of large, white bags with dollar signs on them. 

“Are you watching, Azrael?” He called out. 

“Of course,” Azrael’s voice came from the ceiling near the safe.

“How much is this collection worth?”

“Individually, not much. Complete, it was appraised at two million.”

Garrick pursed his lips and nodded. The thief knew they’d be able to disable the security system and had several hours to work. But they hadn’t bothered with anything else in the room. They’d been after the guitar specifically. 

A seven-foot clearance between the last display case and the safe gave the massive door plenty of room to swing when it opened. As soon as Garrick stepped into the clear, a tingle of energy washed over him like a gentle fountain spray. An energy discharge of some sort had happened here. The last time he’d been assaulted with this type of magickal sensation was in the loft of Eddie Typhon. Until then, Garrick had been playing with the idea that the robbery had been an inside job. Despite Azrael’s claim of vigilance when others were in the house, Garrick knew from experience that servants had a way of finding out all sorts of dirty, little secrets their employers would rather they not know. Hotel maids often provided him with all the info he needed to nail a cheating husband—ditto with garbage men, delivery drivers, and janitors. People often led an incriminating trail of evidence behind them that anyone willing to rake through the muck could discover. Azrael might have thought he was being vigilant, but a good thief could case a joint and find all kinds of security gaps without giving away what they were doing. 

But this blast of energy changed the game a bit. Azrael had a very strong life force, but his energy was still well within what Garrick considered “normal” for a human being. The question was, what in the hell had happened here? Had the thief teleported directly into the safe or just broken in and teleported the item out? Azrael’s home security setup would keep out the average bugler or over-enthusiastic fan, but a pro could defeat the system. The right people could even open the safe and erase the time stamp. However, that kind of professionalism didn’t come cheap; maybe way more than the guitar was worth. 

Curious. But none of this explained the energy discharge. Garrick smacked his lips, annoyed at the copper flavor. His mouth tasted like he’d been sucking on a penny. The air was oily. 

“I’m unlocking the safe now,” Azrael called out, interrupting Garrick’s thoughts. “You’ll have to turn the wheel counter-clockwise a quarter turn to open it.”

A keypad on the safe lit up first red, then green. Garrick turned the wheel as instructed. A metallic snap came from the right, and the door slid open with the hiss of a vacuum seal breaking. Garrick opened it wide and poked his head in, keeping his feet on the carpet outside the safe. He had an irrational fear of someone shutting the door on one of these things and locking him inside. His psychic abilities had grown over the past year, but he didn’t think he could blow open a two-foot thick steel door. 

The interior was arranged like a bank vault, full of silver deposit boxes of various sizes, each with two keyholes. None were open or marked in any way to give a clue as to their contents. The floor was empty. There was a thin layer of dust inside the safe. This must be the only room the cleaning staff weren’t allowed in. Near the back, Garrick could see a clear rectangular spot on the floor, dust large enough for a guitar case. No footprints. 

Curious. The energy in the safe was fainter than outside but still discernible. 

“You checked all the boxes?”

“Yes. Everything is accounted for.” 

Garrick closed his eyes. Random bursts of white energy flashed behind his eyes, but no visions came. He opened his eyes and turned. Living beings left trails of energy behind them wherever they went. Garrick relaxed his breathing and scanned the room, but nothing jumped out at him. The trails in the room were old and faint, probably left by the cleaning staff the week before. Nothing to match the power that was discharged at the safe. He should have been able to follow the thief’s trail right out into the yard. 

Seeing nothing else to do here, Garrick shut the safe door and spun the wheel back into place. Another snap locked it into place. 

“I’m going to poke around outside the house for a few minutes, but I doubt I’ll find anything. I’ll be in touch.” 

“Thank you for your assistance, Mr. Garrick.”


OPS/images/GARRICKLOGO.jpg
DIRK M GaRRICK





OPS/images/Image1.jpg





OPS/images/Image0.png





